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CHAPTER 1




“Damn! Damn it all!” I slammed the heel of my hand into the weathered GPS, as if sheer fury might coerce life back into its dead screen.

The damned thing was as unresponsive as the corporate jackasses who'd sent us here with third-rate equipment. The main office—full of smug suits in climate-controlled glass towers—had denied our budget requests for years. Satellite phones that couldn't dial, navigation devices that couldn’t locate even the moon—none of that mattered to them so long as they looked good on spreadsheets. The fact that Pike and I were now effectively lost in the bowels of the Brazilian jungle? Inconsequential.

You’d think two PhDs in geology, tasked with locating untapped bauxite deposits that could power the world’s largest aluminum operation, would be given gear that, at minimum, functioned. You’d be wrong. Our GPS unit was five years old, and five years in this climate was equivalent to an eternity. Temperatures swung wildly, the humidity was endless, and digital devices aged like peaches under a heat lamp. I stood under an open canopy of sky, the signal as absent as common sense in upper management.

No satellites. No contact. No escape.

“I can’t get a single goddamned satellite lock,” I muttered through clenched teeth, turning to Pike.

“Really, David,” Pike responded with his ever-unflappable Irish drawl, “all that swearing isn’t going to charm the machine back to life. If we wait until nightfall, I can get a star shoot. That’ll give us our latitude. The rest? Dead reckoning and your rusty compass skills.”

“And we’re supposed to be professionals?” I scoffed. “I’m hauling fifty pounds of tech on my back that does less than a boy scout’s pocketknife. If they send me out again with this garbage, I swear I’ll quit and sign with the competition.”

Our initial foray had been in a Land Rover, but the jungle quickly choked that plan into submission. Since then, we’d been on foot for nearly a month, machete in hand, hacking through a green hell. Meals were a rotating menu of dried army rations, fish, and whatever birds I could trap. Fruit we foraged. We were seasoned—veterans of dozens of expeditions. But even a veteran tires when the jungle turns to labyrinth and your lifeline is silence.

I set to clearing a small area in the waist-high grass, cutting a rough twenty-foot square. Pike, almost a foot shorter than me at five-foot-eight, was chest-deep in the growth. At six-foot-four, I towered above him, swinging my machete and shovel with precision. The grass we piled would become smoke-fuel for the night, our only real protection from the insatiable jungle insects. I strung fishing lines with bells around the clearing’s perimeter. The locals said the tribes were peaceful, but experience had taught us that snakes and two-legged creatures rarely made appointments.

Our camp was primitive—mosquito-netted sleeping bags, a firepit, and weapons always within reach. We’d smoked birds for dinner, boiled water, and conferred about our position. Eventually, exhausted and itchy, we surrendered to sleep.

Until the bell rang.

A single tinkling chime split the night.

We were on our feet in an instant—but too late. A spear-tip hovered inches from my throat. A bare knee crushed my chest, pinning me to the jungle floor. My rifle? Pinned under a bare foot—feminine, bronzed, and entirely unexpected.

“Relax, Dr. Foroe,” came a melodic voice. “We mean you no harm. Sit up. Slowly.”

I blinked into the flickering firelight, and what I saw rewrote reality: our attackers were not the bearded tribesmen we’d feared.

They were women.

White. Strong. Luminous. Beautiful. Every one of them.

Tall, statuesque, adorned in metallic skirts of copper, silver, and gold. Their breasts were bare, their movements fluid. Their jewelry—coiled bracelets of matching metals—clinked softly as they moved. Their weapons were real: spears, bows, and now our stolen firearms.

Pike, beside me, was equally subdued. We were helpless. Stripped of weapons. Overwhelmed. And yet, none of the fear I expected came. Only awe.

One of the women—the apparent leader—spoke again. “We speak English. Our grandmothers lived in your countries during the war. They taught us. Now, hands behind your backs.”

We obeyed.

My wrists were bound, but not cruelly. The woman who tied me was gentle, almost apologetic. “Too tight?” she asked.

“No,” I replied. “But I’d kill for whatever repellent you’re using. The bugs are eating me alive.”

She smiled, teeth pearly in the firelight. “We have something better.” A pair of women stepped forward and smeared a cool, aromatic lotion over our exposed skin. Instant relief. I exhaled gratefully, then caught myself admiring her breasts.

“We know who you are, Dr. Foroe,” the leader said. “We have watchers in your cities. Our Queen wishes to speak with you. Walk. No foolishness.”

And so, bound and barefoot, we began our trek into the unknown.

I chose diplomacy. Pike, stubborn bastard that he was, resisted every step. I turned to one of my guards, a striking brunette whose firm body glided effortlessly through the underbrush.

“I’m David,” I said, disarming as I could manage.

“I am Reta,” she said. Her voice was smoke and sunlight. “This is Hosi.”

I turned to Hosi—my breath caught in my throat. She was unreal. Just under six feet, long-legged, high-cheekboned, with soft olive skin and a body sculpted by jungle life and feminine perfection. Her breasts—full and flawless—shifted with every step like hypnotic pendulums.

“Reta, Hosi... you are the most stunning guards I’ve ever had.”

“Flattery,” Reta laughed. “We are the only guards you’ve ever had.”

“I didn’t say it wasn’t true.”

We stopped for a rest. I seized the moment. “Um… Hosi, I need to… relieve myself.”

“Come,” she said, leading me to the edge of the clearing. Without hesitation, she reached into my pants, gripping my swelling cock.

“I seem to have an effect on you,” she purred.

“You do,” I confessed. “In ways you can’t begin to understand.”

“What is... sexy?” she asked, innocently.

“It’s what you are,” I replied. “It means you make people want to… sleep with you.”

“Why would sleeping with me matter?”

I never got to answer. Marching resumed. But Hosi didn't just zip me up—she stroked me, then led me back with a playful smirk.

Hours passed. I recognized the same mossy tree for the third time.

“You’re walking us in circles,” I said aloud. “Trying to confuse us?”

“Yes,” Reta replied.

I laughed. “We were already lost! You could’ve just blindfolded us.”

The leader, overhearing, considered this. “You may have a point.”

Soon, our hands were re-bound, blindfolds secured. Hosi and Reta gripped my arms and guided me forward.

Their touch was electric.

At one point, Hosi whispered, “We must sidestep. Narrow ledge. Do not look down.”

“You’re enjoying this,” I muttered.

“I am.”

She rubbed my back as we crept sideways over what I later learned was a twenty-foot drop onto jagged rocks. Eventually, the blindfold came off.

And what I saw stunned me.

We had entered a verdant valley, shielded by mountains, blanketed with lush plains and cultivated fields. The oppressive jungle humidity was gone, replaced by alpine air. It was paradise—hidden, ancient, and thriving.

“This way,” Hosi said, guiding me toward a monumental stone hall. “The Queen waits.”

Inside, walls adorned with tapestries surrounded a throne elevated on carved stone. On it sat a regal figure—tall, gold-clad, impossibly poised.

“Kneel,” Hosi whispered. I did, head bowed. Pike resisted and was subdued.

“Welcome,” the Queen’s voice echoed, sultry and commanding. “Dr. Foroe, rise.”

I stood.

“We are a society of women,” she declared. “Your presence here is no accident. We are few—once thousands, now less than five hundred. We require your seed to survive. You will be fed fruits to influence conception. You will be... milked. Do not resist. Comply, and you shall live in comfort.”

Then, with a nod, I was dismissed. Pike, ever the contrarian, remained restrained.

Outside, Hosi waited. “Your home is next to mine. Come.”

We walked to a small stone cottage, basic but spotless. She smiled as I stepped in.

“You will not spend much time here,” she said. “Come to my house.”

Hers was cozier—jars of fruit, fish roasting on a clay hearth. Then, without ceremony, Hosi stripped—first her skirt, then her thong, standing nude in the amber firelight.

“David,” she asked, “am I... sexy?”

I stepped forward and placed my hand on her firm abdomen. “More than words.”

She guided my hand to her breast. “I want to learn,” she whispered. “Everything.”

Dinner was delicious—grilled fish, citrus-infused flatbread, fruit that tingled like champagne. We bathed together in the moonlit river, washing each other in laughter and slow, sensuous strokes. Hosi was insatiably curious, touching, questioning, exploring.

That night, I slept beside her—naked bodies entwined, her breath warm on my chest.

But sleep came slowly.

Because I knew something she didn’t.

Milking meant tubes. Harvesting. Cold, mechanical, clinical.

And I had other plans.

Hosi didn’t know what sex truly meant.

But she would.

And so would the Queen.

They had taken me for breeding stock.

But I would become legend.


CHAPTER 2




The fire had long since died into embers, but Hosi’s skin still burned beneath my touch.

She lay on her side next to me, the soft glow of moonlight painting her bare body in molten silver. Her breath was steady, almost reverent, like a worshipper in a sacred temple. Her legs curled slightly, one knee resting across mine, her firm breast pressing lightly into my chest.

She hadn’t slept with a man before. Not truly. Not intimately. She had washed me, touched me, laughed and blushed at my jokes. But now, lying here, beneath the warmth of our shared furs, I could feel the magnetic pull between us growing unbearable.

“David,” she whispered, voice drowsy and smooth, “your heart… it beats so fast.”

“Because of you,” I murmured, brushing her hair from her cheek. “Because you’re touching me.”

“I like it,” she admitted. “When you hold me. But I don’t understand what comes next.”

“I can show you,” I said, my lips grazing her ear. “But only if you want me to.”

She turned her face to mine. In the fire’s dying glow, her eyes caught the light—an emerald gleam rimmed in gold. Curious. Aroused. Trusting.

“I want to feel what you feel,” she whispered.

I didn’t rush. Not with Hosi. I had no intention of using her like a tool or an offering to some Amazonian ritual. She was mine only because she wanted to be. And I needed her to understand that pleasure wasn’t something delivered—it was shared. It was worshipped.

I kissed her—softly at first. She flinched, not in fear, but in wonder. Then she pressed into me, gasping as my lips teased hers apart. I guided her hand to my chest, over the rise of my heartbeat. She gripped the muscle there like it anchored her to earth.

“Lie back,” I murmured, and she did, hair fanning across the animal hide like a bronze halo.

I kissed her throat, her collarbone, her breasts—slow, worshipful kisses that made her arch and moan softly. My hands glided over her, from the curve of her waist to the slope of her hip, down her smooth thigh and back again. Every inch of her was exquisite—toned from a life in the wild, but trembling beneath me like a virgin canvas.

“Is this... what it means to be sexy?” she breathed.

“No,” I said, my lips brushing her hardened nipple, “this is only the beginning.”

She cried out softly when I tasted her—between her thighs, where she was already slick and trembling. She was so sensitive, so responsive to every flick of my tongue, every kiss along her delicate folds. She squirmed, gasped, clutched my shoulders, her breath breaking into little cries like prayer.

“David... what is this?” she panted, writhing.

“This,” I whispered against her wetness, “is your body waking up.”

I slid two fingers inside her slowly, curling them upward, feeling for the telltale ridge.

She jolted. Cried out.

“There,” I murmured. “That’s your spot. The one they didn’t tell you about.”

Her back arched. Her thighs clamped around my head. I pressed deeper, slower, curling with intention. Her moans turned guttural, primal. She came in a trembling, gasping wave, her body jerking, her slick heat flooding my fingers.

She collapsed into the furs, utterly undone.

She blinked up at me. Dazed. Glowing.

“I never… I didn’t know a body could do that.”

I smiled and kissed her again. “It can do much more.”

And then I showed her.

Slowly at first, letting her explore me—her small hands wrapping around the thickness of me, eyes wide at the sight of my arousal. When I finally slid inside her, it was with a gasp and a cry—hers of astonishment, mine of restraint.

She was tight. Heavenly. Hot.

I moved slowly, gripping her hips, watching her face as sensation bloomed across her skin. She clung to me, legs wrapped around my waist, as I rocked into her over and over, teaching her rhythm, pressure, and surrender.

She came again. And again.

By the time she collapsed in my arms, Hosi had learned the first lesson of pleasure: it doesn’t take—it gives. And it gives without end.

***

She was asleep when they came for me.

Two tall guards, one of them masked, their gold-tipped spears gleaming in the moonlight.

“The Queen summons you.”

I dressed quickly. Hosi stirred but didn’t wake. I kissed her forehead and followed the guards through the winding village paths. A thousand questions swirled in my mind, but I knew better than to ask them. The Queen’s will was absolute.

The great hall was silent. Lit only by the glow of hanging oil lamps. She stood at the far end, not on her throne—but in the center of a plush bed of silks and furs. She was naked. Gloriously, unapologetically naked.

Her body was regal, mature—hips wide, waist narrow, breasts full and heavy with silver rings adorning her nipples. Her hair, midnight black, cascaded down her back in braids. Her skin gleamed like polished obsidian.

“I’ve heard what you did to Hosi,” she said, voice a deep velvet murmur. “She could not walk this morning.”

I gave a faint smile. “I gave her what she didn’t know she wanted.”

“I want the same.”

She approached me, circling like a lioness. Her hands pressed to my chest, then slid down. She gripped me. Her eyes widened.

“You are... larger than I expected.”

“Your expectations are about to be rewritten.”

I took her. Not as a Queen, not as a ruler—but as a woman. I undressed her slowly, then knelt before her. I used my mouth, my hands, my tongue, bringing her to the brink not once, not twice, but three times before even entering her.

When I finally did, she screamed—loud, unrestrained, shaking.

And when I found her g-spot, when I focused my rhythm, pressure, and curve precisely to her inner center, she broke.

Her body seized.

She arched.

She squirted—violently, beautifully—her thighs clenching around me, her eyes wild with release.

I held her as she convulsed, then cradled her in silence while she wept.

“None of my priestesses ever…” she whispered. “No one ever…”

“I told you,” I murmured. “You don’t need to be milked like a beast. You need to be worshipped.”

She didn’t speak again. She just held me until sunrise.

***

What followed were days of confusion, temptation, and politics.

The village buzzed.

Every woman in the valley had heard of the doctor who made the Queen scream. Of Hosi’s limp-legged smile. Of the forbidden male who taught them, not just touched them.

They stared at me openly. Some touched themselves while watching me bathe. Others dropped baskets in front of me, feigning clumsiness just to brush against my chest or arms.

But the Queen grew possessive. Hosi grew jealous.

I saw it in her eyes, the way she stiffened when I returned from the Queen’s bed. The way her smiles dimmed.

“I didn’t think I’d have to share you,” she said one evening, arms folded across her chest.

“You don’t,” I said gently. “But I came here to survive. And now that I know what power I hold…”

“You want to change them all.”

I met her gaze. “Don’t you?”

She hesitated. Then, slowly, nodded.

“I’m not just here to fuck you, Hosi. Or the Queen. I’m here to show this place that men aren’t beasts. We’re not tools. We’re not milk cows. We are equal partners in pleasure.”

“And if they won’t listen?” she asked.

“They’ll feel it.”

That night, Pike appeared in my doorway.

He looked tired. But alert. And burning with questions.

“So,” he muttered, sitting across from me. “You’ve been very busy.”

I nodded. “And you’re next.”

He blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You want in on this? You want to stop being a prisoner and start being a partner? Then you’re going to need to learn everything I’ve learned.”

He stared at me. Then smiled slowly.

“I’m listening.”

And I told him everything.

How to touch. How to kiss. Where to press. When to pause. How to make a woman feel like the only woman alive.

***

The Queen summoned me again the next night.

But I brought Hosi with me.

And Hosi brought another.

By the time dawn came, three women lay tangled in our arms—panting, satisfied, whispering.

Revolution doesn’t always start with swords.

Sometimes it starts with pleasure.

And I had only just begun.


CHAPTER 3




The fire crackled low behind us, but Pike’s face was lit with something brighter than flame: hunger.

Not for food. Not for escape.

But for power. Sexual, raw, undeniable power—the kind I had awakened in Hosi, the Queen, and half the women who now passed me in the village square with bitten lips and glistening thighs.

“I want what you have,” Pike said.

I smirked. “You want them.”

He gave a sheepish shrug, then nodded. “All of them.”

I studied him—his lean frame, his scruffy jaw, the tensed coil of his thigh muscle under his linen wrap. He was more than capable. He just didn’t know how to command yet. That was my role.

“I’ll teach you,” I said. “But once you know how to touch a woman like a king, you can’t go back to being a slave.”

“Good,” he said. “I was never born to serve.”

I walked to him, placed my hands on his shoulders.

“Tonight,” I said, “you learn the gospel of seduction. But not from me.”

A sound stirred behind us.

Bare feet on stone. The soft jingle of beads.

Hosi stepped from the shadowed archway, wrapped in only a thin gold chain that draped over her hips and shimmered between her breasts. Her eyes were hungry. Not for me, this time—but for revenge.

“You brought him?” she asked, voice like a purr wrapped in steel.

“He wants to learn,” I said, stepping back. “You’ll teach him. I want to watch.”

Her eyes darkened.

“Only because I want to see him beg,” she said.

She stalked toward Pike like a lioness circling a wounded gazelle. He sat frozen, stunned by the vision she was. She climbed onto his lap, straddling him. Ran her fingers through his hair. Tugged it back to bare his throat.

“Do you know what women here do with men who want too much?” she murmured, lips grazing his ear.

He swallowed. “Use them?”

She smiled. “Exactly.”

She kissed him, hard, her hips grinding into his lap with mounting pressure. He gasped beneath her, his body already hard beneath the sheer linen. Hosi moaned against his lips, rolled her hips again, and slipped a hand down between them, stroking him through the fabric.

“Don’t move,” she hissed. “I’m in charge.”

She pulled his wrap aside, and I saw Pike’s breath catch. Hosi dropped to her knees between his legs, eyes locked on his as she lowered her mouth—slow, deliberate, reverent.

Pike groaned, head falling back, hands digging into the stone behind him. Hosi moaned as she took him deeper, her head bobbing, her tongue swirling. I could see her own arousal darkening the inside of her thighs, slick and glistening.

“She’s not just pleasing you,” I told him from behind. “She’s showing you power. Control. Technique. Watch her.”

He was barely coherent.

She pulled back and slapped him across the inner thigh—not gently.

“Don’t you dare come until I say,” she growled.

He whimpered. “Yes—goddess.”

She smiled wickedly. “Good boy.”

And then she devoured him again.

I sat back, watching the scene unfold like a maestro guiding an orchestra. Hosi was magnificent—punishing, teasing, rewarding. And Pike was losing his mind. She moaned louder, messier, wetter, until the sounds of her pleasure filled the chamber, echoing off the stone.

When she finally mounted him, it was with a snarl.

“Now,” she growled. “Now you may serve.”

Their bodies crashed together like thunder and lightning, rhythm unrelenting, the air thick with heat and sweat and panting. Pike held her like a lifeline, like a man drowning in pleasure.

And then Hosi climaxed.

Not quietly. Not politely.

She roared—arching back, hands clawing down his chest, body shuddering in wave after wave of release.

I could see Pike’s mind fracture beneath the force of her.

When she collapsed onto his chest, breathless and glistening, she whispered something in his ear.

He smiled.

He’d been baptized.

But not everyone was pleased.

The Queen summoned me the next morning with fire in her eyes.

“You let Hosi have another man?” she snarled.

“She chose him,” I said evenly.

“She is yours.”

“No,” I corrected. “She’s hers. You don’t own her.”

Her nostrils flared.

“You’re disrupting my order. One by one, they’re coming to you, opening their legs and their minds. You think that makes you powerful?”

“No,” I said, stepping close enough to smell her. “This makes me powerful.”

I dropped to my knees.

She gasped.

And then I did what she least expected: I worshipped her again. Right there in the open throne room, where two of her guards had to turn their faces to hide their arousal. My mouth tasted her fury and melted it into moans. My tongue traced the hidden ache of a queen who had never truly been loved. My fingers found her trembling edge, and I coaxed her to the brink—again and again—until her throne was soaked, and her pride with it.

When she finally screamed her climax, the entire hall froze.

She collapsed onto the throne, dazed, undone.

“You will ruin me,” she whispered.

“No,” I said, licking her taste from my lips. “I’ll set you free.”

***

The women gathered that night in secret.

Hosi. The Queen. Three priestesses. A warrior named Dira with arms like carved marble and eyes that burned. And Pike, shirtless, reclining, utterly transformed.

The Queen looked from Hosi to me.

“I should kill you for what you’ve done.”

“But you won’t,” Hosi said, lifting her chin. “Because you liked it.”

The Queen’s mouth opened—and then closed.

“Then what now?” she demanded.

“Now,” I said, stepping into the center of the room, “we make a new order.”

The women shifted. Listened.

“No more milking. No more leashing men to posts. You want pleasure? You earn it. You give it. You learn it.”

“And if we refuse?” Dira asked.

I looked her straight in the eye. “Then you’ll never know what it feels like to tremble, scream, and lose yourself in a man who sees you.”

There was silence.

And then the Queen stood. Walked to me. Pulled me into a brutal kiss.

“I want everything,” she whispered.

“You’ll get it,” I said. “But so will Hosi. So will Pike. So will anyone brave enough to feel.”

The Queen turned to the others.

“Let him teach us,” she said. “Let us unlearn everything.”

And just like that… the revolution truly began.


CHAPTER 4




I used to think lust was a hunger you could feed and be done with.

But in this place—this molten jungle of sweat and secrets—lust was a religion. And I had become its reluctant god.

The Queen didn’t summon me anymore.

She commanded nothing now.

She came.

Unannounced. Unclothed. Unhinged.

She came like a thunderstorm crashing into my chamber, hands already pulling at her beads, hair wild with salt and sweat. Her body burned with need, and the way her knees buckled when I whispered “Kneel” told me everything: she no longer ruled her people.

She knelt before me.

But I didn’t touch her—not right away. I made her beg with her eyes, with her breath, with the slow rock of her hips as she tried to rub her ache against my thigh. She was dangerous like this. Desperate. A queen willing to crawl for release.

“I dreamed of your mouth,” she breathed. “Of your fingers. Of that voice.”

I grabbed her chin, made her look up.

“What are you willing to give for it?” I asked.

Her lips parted, trembling.

“Everything.”

That was the danger.

Because this wasn’t just about sex anymore.

She was addicted.

To the pleasure I gave her. To the loss of control. To the way I didn’t worship her title—I dismantled it with every touch.

And she loved it.

I pulled her up and kissed her the way only a man who’d turned a queen into a trembling, moaning mess could. I owned her sighs. Her claws dug into my back as I devoured her mouth, backing her against the obsidian pillar of my chamber.

“Say it,” I growled.

“I need you.”

“Say who you belong to.”

“To you,” she gasped. “Only you.”

I bent her over the ceremonial table, tore the gold chain from her waist, and pressed my lips to the trembling base of her spine. I kissed lower. Slower. Let her whimper and writhe as I tasted every part of her hunger—except the one she craved most.

Not yet.

“You’ll come when I say,” I whispered.

She sobbed, already unraveling.

But outside that chamber, jealousy brewed like a storm.

Hosi had stopped speaking to me.

Not in anger.

In ice.

She watched me in silence now—eyes distant, lips unreadable—as if the fire we’d ignited days ago had been doused by something colder. I saw her watching Pike, too. The way he touched the warriors now with a newfound boldness. The way he whispered things that made them blush. She should have been proud. Empowered.

But she wasn’t.

She was possessive.

And she wasn’t the only one.

***

The next night, I stepped into Hosi’s tent unannounced.

She was sitting alone, grinding herbs with slow, angry hands.

She didn’t look at me. “You’ve come to bless me with more of your teachings?”

“No,” I said. “I’ve come because you’ve stopped breathing around me.”

She slammed the stone down.

“Maybe I got tired of sharing what I thought was mine.”

I moved behind her, leaned in, voice soft against her neck.

“You were never mine, Hosi. You were your own.”

Her shoulders trembled. “Then why does it feel like you took me?”

“Because I showed you what it feels like to burn.”

She turned suddenly, pushing me hard against the wall of her tent.

“You lit a fire,” she hissed, “then let the Queen stoke it.”

“She forced herself into it.”

“Did you stop her?”

I didn’t answer.

She stepped close.

“Do you know what it feels like to lie awake, sore from someone’s touch, only to see them give the same to another?” she whispered.

Her voice cracked on the last word.

And it shattered something inside me.

I grabbed her, pulled her in, crushed my mouth to hers with all the fury of two people burning in a fire they started but could no longer contain. Her hands ripped at my shirt, my nails dragged down her spine. We didn’t undress—we tore. Cloth ripped. Beads scattered.

She was breathless when I dropped to my knees before her.

I looked up at her—not like a man begging forgiveness, but like a man about to devour the very sin he’d committed.

She opened her legs.

And I began.

Slow. Cruel. Worshipful. I made her legs tremble from just a kiss. My tongue wrote poetry in her folds. My hands gripped her thighs like they were the last pieces of heaven I’d ever touch. Hosi moaned—no, wailed—her hands in my hair, dragging me deeper, harder.

“You don’t get to tease me,” she gasped.

I pulled back, lips glistening.

“You want more?”

She nodded, frantic.

“Say it.”

“Eat me like you hate me.”

And I did.

I gave her every ounce of frustration, hunger, and unspoken apology. I pushed her to the edge and back again, denied her release, then gave it in a rush that broke her into sobs. Her thighs shook as she clung to my shoulders, her body giving in to a climax so violent it left her folded over, gasping.

But it wasn’t just pleasure.

It was pain, too.

When she came down, she pushed me away.

“This doesn’t fix it.”

“No,” I said. “But it means it still matters.”

***

Word spread.

That Hosi had cried in my arms.

That the Queen was spiraling deeper into obsession.

That Pike had seduced two priestesses in one night.

And that I, the foreign doctor, was no longer a visitor…

…but a king.

The Queen called for me again—but this time, she wasn’t alone.

A circle of high-ranking women stood behind her.

“This isn’t about pleasure anymore,” she said. “You’ve started something we can’t control.”

I stepped into the center of the room, shirtless, bare-chested, the scent of Hosi still clinging to my skin.

“Then let it consume you.”

One of the women stepped forward—Dira. The warrior.

“I want to know what they know,” she said, voice hoarse.

I walked to her, took her hand.

“Are you ready to fall?”

Her breath hitched.

“Yes.”

And I kissed her.

Long. Deep. The kind of kiss that melted armor.

The Queen didn’t stop me.

Hosi watched from the shadows.

And Pike?

He watched it all… smiling.

Because he knew what I was doing.

I wasn’t breaking the system.

I was rewriting it.

One moan at a time.


CHAPTER 5




They called it the Moon’s Reckoning.

A ritual of fire and flesh—born in legend, practiced in shadow. I hadn’t been invited.

I’d been summoned.

The Queen’s voice came in the middle of the night, a whisper sent by breathless messengers.

“Come to the Circle. Bring no weapon. Wear no shirt. The fire will decide who bleeds. And who fucks.”

I arrived barefoot, bare-chested, the jungle soil warm beneath my soles, the scent of hibiscus and sweat thick in the air.

The bonfire cracked the sky.

Surrounding it were dozens of women—painted in ash, beaded in gold, half-naked and wild-eyed. The flames danced on their bronze skin like living ink. Hosi stood apart, face like carved obsidian. Pike leaned lazily against a pillar, his smirk as sharp as a blade, eyes flicking between the contenders.

And at the center stood Diri.

The warrior I had kissed. The one who had begged to fall into the same ruinous bliss as Hosi and the Queen.

Tonight, she would be taken.

But not before blood was spilled.

***

Two priestesses stood opposite each other—Ralei and Sumala. They were barefoot, painted, stripped to their loins, bodies slick with oil and purpose. They circled the fire, low and slow, like jaguars ready to tear skin from bone.

The winner would have Pike.

And they were ready to kill for him.

Diri turned to me as they fought.

“I want what they have,” she said. “I want what you gave them. Hosi. The Queen. I want to be broken and rebuilt.”

Her voice trembled, but her eyes did not.

“I don’t make love,” I said. “I unmake it.”

“Good,” she whispered. “Because I’m tired of pretending I’m whole.”

I took her hand.

Led her from the edge of the circle into the shadows—where the fire could still kiss our skin but not our faces.

There, I touched her the way storms touch the sea.

***

Diri was fire embodied—legs parted with defiance, lips slick with challenge. I pinned her against the mossy pillar of an ancient shrine, my hands rough on her hips, my mouth at her neck.

“You don’t beg,” I murmured. “You command. You conquer.”

She arched into me. “Then conquer me.”

I kissed her with violence. Bit her lip until she cried out, dragged my tongue down her collarbone. Her chest heaved, her thighs trembled as I dropped to my knees.

She tasted like war.

And I worshipped her like a fallen temple.

Every moan she gave me was a surrender, every cry a confession. I didn’t touch her with mercy—I touched her with truth. Raw, desperate, uncontrollable. I had her shaking long before I lifted her onto me, held her hips, and gave her the rhythm of my body like it was a punishment for every sin she’d ever committed.

She screamed into the night.

And the jungle screamed back.

When it was done, she collapsed against me, sobbing into my chest.

“I didn’t know I could feel like that.”

“You weren’t feeling,” I whispered. “You were burning.”

From the shadows, I felt the Queen watching.

But it wasn’t her gaze that pierced me.

It was Hosi’s.

She had seen it all.

And her eyes weren’t angry.

They were shattered.

***

The fight around the bonfire had reached its climax.

Ralei had bested Sumala, blood dripping from her knuckles, her breasts rising and falling with feral pride. Pike stepped forward, shirtless, glistening with oil, the hint of a smile playing on his lips.

“Claim me,” he said.

She grabbed his face and kissed him like she meant to swallow him whole.

The tribe roared with approval as they fell into the furs beside the fire, bodies entwined, mouths urgent. It was no longer ceremony. It was carnality. And the Queen let it happen.

She turned to me, arms crossed, her voice low.

“You’ve awakened something in them.”

“I didn’t awaken it,” I said. “I simply stopped lying about what it is.”

“And what is it?”

“Power. In pleasure. In surrender. In chaos.”

She stepped closer.

“You belong to me.”

I met her gaze.

“I never did.”

Later that night, Hosi found me alone at the waterfall.

The jungle murmured around us, thick with night cries and dripping vines.

“You fucked her,” she said.

“I did.”

“You made her weep.”

“I did.”

“Did it mean anything?”

I didn’t answer.

Because the silence did.

She stepped closer, her hair damp with river mist, her lips trembling with fury.

“Do I mean anything?”

That question didn’t come from pride.

It came from wound.

I reached out to touch her cheek.

She slapped me.

Then kissed me.

Fierce. Desperate. Wild.

We fell into the pool, clothes forgotten, bodies tangling beneath the moonlight. She straddled me in the shallows, fingers digging into my shoulders, mouth dragging across my jaw like she wanted to devour every lie I’d ever told her.

“You make me hate you,” she whispered.

“Good,” I said. “Because love is too small for this.”

When she came, she bit my shoulder.

And when I came, I nearly drowned in her arms.

***

The Queen sent for me again.

But this time, I didn’t go.

Instead, I walked into the main hall while she dined.

With Hosi at my side.

With Diri behind me.

With Pike watching from the shadows.

I sat on the Queen’s throne.

The entire hall froze.

She stood, trembling with fury.

“You dare sit where gods sit?”

“I am no god,” I said. “Just a man you cannot own.”

She slapped me.

And I kissed her wrist.

“You wanted to fall,” I murmured. “Now fall properly.”

She knelt.

Before them all.

And I took her in front of them—not with brutality, but with slow, aching control. She cried out when I touched her. Begged when I denied her. Clawed when I commanded. She soaked the stone beneath us, broken on the edge of her own climax.

The hall watched in silence.

And when she was done…

She wept.

Not from shame.

But from the knowledge that she had finally let go.


CHAPTER 6




We didn’t speak of the throne room.

Of how the Queen broke beneath me like a wave against stone. Of how Hosi stood tall beside my shadow while the tribe watched their goddess drown in pleasure, weeping from her own unraveling. Of how Pike looked at me like I was something dangerous now—not a man, but a flame that could no longer be contained in the bowl that once held it.

Power had shifted.

It pulsed like a heartbeat beneath every glance.

But it was Hosi who changed the most.

She didn’t just stand taller. She moved differently—like she had grown wings she wasn’t sure whether to spread or hide. The fierce warrior had always been beautiful. But now… now she was sovereign. There was something unshackled in her laughter, something lawless in the way she walked across the village square, shoulders back, gaze forward, unafraid of the Queen, the priestesses, or even her own legacy.

It was late one night—days after the ritual—when she found me at the edge of the river.

The moon turned her bare skin silver.

I was cleaning my hands, crouched in the shallows, washing away the blood of a villager I’d just saved from infection. She stepped behind me and pressed her chest to my back, arms circling my waist like a warm chain.

“Come with me,” she whispered.

I didn’t answer.

“I’m not meant to grow old here,” she said. “Not in that throne room. Not at the Queen’s feet. Not under the weight of ancient laws written by men who never knew how to love a woman.”

I turned, catching her eyes.

“You don’t even know what’s out there.”

“I know what’s not here,” she said. “You’re not mine here. You’re theirs. Their healer. Their legend. Their object of obsession.”

“And you think we can escape that?”

Her hand slid between mine and held tight.

“I don’t think,” she whispered. “I know.”

***

We made our plan with eyes, not words.

In public, we barely touched. Let them believe the fever had passed. Let them forget how Hosi’s thighs had once clamped around my hips, how her cries had echoed through the jungle canopy. Let them forget the Queen’s submission, Diri’s awakening, the way the bonfire had nearly burned the world into ash.

We packed nothing but what could be tied to our bodies: knives, dried fruit, flint, herbs.

The jungle would feed us. Shelter us. Protect us.

We would be free.

That night, when the moon reached her zenith, we left.

We moved like shadows.

Hosi led the way, barefoot, silent as a ghost. I followed her across the village square, past the sacred circle, through the thickest parts of the trail where vines had overgrown the path. Her eyes shone like molten gold every time she turned to check on me.

We said nothing.

There was no need.

Until we reached the rope bridge.

It swayed over the chasm, a hundred feet deep, where the mist of the waterfall rose like steam from a wound.

And standing in the middle of it… was Diri.

Spear in hand. Eyes full of grief.

She wore nothing but a linen wrap around her hips, her braids wet with sweat. Her jaw was clenched so hard I could see the veins along her neck.

“You’re not going,” she said.

Hosi froze beside me.

Diri’s voice cracked. “You can’t leave. You can’t. You belong to the tribe. Both of you. We need you.”

Hosi stepped forward slowly.

“You don’t need us,” she said. “You need control.”

“This isn’t about power,” Diri hissed. “It’s about family. Loyalty. You’re throwing everything away.”

“You threw it away when you made love a weapon,” Hosi spat. “When you decided desire had to be owned.”

Diri raised the spear.

Not to Hosi.

To me.

Her voice was low and shaking. “You ruined us.”

“I freed you,” I said.

“From what?” Her face contorted. “From belief? From identity? I used to know who I was.”

“And now you can choose,” I whispered.

She screamed—and lunged.

But Hosi was faster.

The knife was small.

Ceremonial.

She’d kept it hidden against the flat of her back.

She didn’t hesitate.

It flew from her hand like a hawk.

And struck Diri square in the chest.

For a moment—just one—everything went still. Even the jungle held its breath.

Diri staggered backward, eyes wide, hand clutching the spear.

Then she fell.

Not backward into the chasm.

Forward—onto the wood of the bridge.

Bleeding.

Dying.

Gone.

Hosi stood there, shaking.

The knife handle gleamed in the moonlight, still quivering where it had sunk beneath Diri’s ribs. I watched as her chest stopped rising. The rope bridge swayed slightly in the wind.

Then silence.

Hosi turned to me.

There were no tears. No triumph. Just… silence.

“She would’ve killed you,” she said softly.

“I know.”

“She left me no choice.”

“I know.”

Still… the weight of it settled over us like a shroud.

We crossed the bridge together.

And never looked back.

***

The jungle swallowed us whole.

We walked for days—through thick roots and hanging vines, past ancient trees that moaned in the wind. We bathed in rivers. Slept in hollows. We fought insects and drank rain and wore each other’s sweat like perfume.

And somewhere in that wilderness…

We became something new.

The first time we made love in the jungle, it was beneath a collapsed tree where orchids bloomed in the hollowed trunk.

Hosi didn’t ask.

She took me.

Straddled me in the damp moss, her hips grinding against mine with furious desperation. Her hands pulled my shirt over my head, then clawed at my chest like she wanted to scrape away every part of me that had ever belonged to the tribe.

“You’re mine now,” she growled. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I whispered.

“Again.”

“I’m yours.”

When I entered her, she cried out—not just from pleasure but from release. Like everything she’d buried—the trauma, the duty, the grief—was being pulled out through her own breath.

She rode me like a storm.

No rules.

No crown.

Only us.

***

We built a shelter.

A home.

It wasn’t much—woven from branches, covered in palm leaves, lined with furs we carried from the village. But it was ours. We fed each other roasted roots, hunted small game, found new rituals to replace the ones we left behind.

And every night… we touched like it was the only language we had left.

Sometimes slow. Sometimes wild.

Always honest.

Hosi cried in my arms once—after a thunderstorm—and said, “I don’t regret what I did.”

“You protected me.”

“I protected us.” Her voice cracked. “I killed a woman I once called sister. And I’d do it again. Because I choose you.”

And I believed her.

I believed every tear, every moan, every promise whispered against my throat.

But peace, like fire, never sleeps forever.


CHAPTER 7




Pike’s Pov:

They say you can’t unring a bell.

Well, you can’t unsee Hosi throwing that knife, either. You can’t unhear the wet, final thud of it sinking into Diri’s chest, or unwatch her body crumpling like an unstrung puppet on the bridge. You can’t undo the shift that came after—like a veil had been ripped away and we all saw each other for what we truly were.

Killers. Lovers. Traitors.

And me? I was the worst of them all.

Because I didn’t stop any of it.

Because I let him go.

***

The Queen had called me to her private chamber the morning after Diri’s body was found.

I had barely slept. My head was full of ash and memories. The look on David’s face as he turned back one last time before melting into the jungle with Hosi. The hunger in her eyes when she wrapped her arms around him, like he was the only solid thing left in her world. The blood.

Diri’s blood.

Now it stained everything.

The Queen stood in the middle of her chamber with her back to me, her robe slipping off one shoulder. The candles were lit, all of them, flooding the room with a golden glow like a shrine to something fallen.

“You let them go,” she said, her voice quiet, almost too soft.

I didn't answer. What could I say? That I hesitated? That I understood?

She turned then, slowly, like a goddess uncoiling from her throne of fire.

Her eyes were unreadable. But her mouth was trembling.

“Tell me what happened.”

I swallowed hard. “They crossed the rope bridge. Diri tried to stop them. Hosi threw a knife.”

She was quiet for a long time.

“She killed her?”

I nodded. “The blade was fast. It hit true.”

“And the Doctor?” Her voice cracked. “He—he just watched?”

“He didn’t touch her. He didn’t stop her, either. But… he looked back. Once.”

Her expression changed like a cloud passing over the sun. Heartbreak. Fury. Something darker.

“He was supposed to be mine,” she whispered.

I took a step forward. “My Queen—”

She cut the air with her hand.

“I gave him everything. I bent for him. I let him touch what no man has touched in ten years. I let him see me… feel me. I squirted for him,” she hissed, her voice burning now. “And he ran off with that snake?”

She reached behind her and yanked something from her robe. She threw it at my feet.

I looked down.

It was the knife.

The one that killed Diri.

The hilt was carved with ancient markings, a ceremonial weapon meant only for High Priestesses. One of only two in existence.

I felt my stomach turn.

“You recognize it?”

I nodded.

“It was mine,” she said, stalking toward me now. “I gave it to Hosi when she became my second. That knife marked her as my sister in spirit. And she used it… to betray me.”

Her nails dug into my chest, just above my heart.

“I want her dead.”

***

By sundown, the village had changed.

The fire pit had been cleared. Diri’s body was burned without ritual—no songs, no oils, no dancers. Just ash. The Queen declared Hosi an exile. A traitor. A thief of blood. And David—her property, stolen.

“I want him alive,” she told me. “Unharmed. His hands bound, but his body untouched. If a single mark is on him, I’ll know.”

“And Hosi?” I asked.

Her lips curled.

“I want her head.”

***

I didn’t sleep that night.

The jungle sang a different song now. No longer a womb, it had become a labyrinth. The trees whispered secrets, the wind carried blood on its breath. I sat in the high tower alone, watching the torches flicker below, feeling the weight of the Queen’s command on my shoulders.

I wasn’t sure who I was anymore.

A hunter? A protector? A coward?

I had loved Hosi once.

And I was starting to realize… I loved the Doctor too.

Not the way the Queen did, not with that bone-deep desperation. But I admired him. Trusted him. Felt something rattle loose in me when he looked my way. He had changed us all. He had changed me.

And now I had to find him… and bring him back into a gilded cage.

***

We set out at first light.

Five warriors. All of them hand-picked by the Queen. All of them loyal enough to slit Hosi’s throat without blinking.

I led them.

Of course I did.

Because I was the only one who knew David’s scent.

We found their trail easily.

Hosi was good—but she wasn’t perfect. Not in love. Not with blood on her hands. They had taken the lower river route, away from the main paths, probably thinking the thick vines and water crossings would slow any trackers.

But I knew her.

I knew them.

The crushed orchids, the prints in the damp soil, the evidence of a small fire with fish bones wrapped in leaves. They were only two days ahead.

Not far at all.

That night, I couldn’t sleep again.

I leaned against a tree while the others slept, moonlight pouring through the canopy in splintered beams. I touched the hilt of my blade, running my thumb along the ridge. I remembered the first time I saw Hosi at the edge of the training pit, hair braided with bone, eyes sharp as obsidian. I remembered when she and I lay together under the stars, before the Doctor arrived—before anything mattered.

I remembered what it was like to be hers.

And I remembered the sound she made when she moaned for him.

The Queen hadn’t slept either.

She met us in dreams.

I know that sounds insane—but I swear to you, her voice entered me while I rested near the fire.

“Do not fail me,” it said.

I jolted awake in sweat.

No one else had heard it.

***

The next day, we found something strange.

A hut. Not one of ours. Not part of the known map. Something built recently, crudely, with vines and bamboo.

Inside: furs. Ashes. Stone tools. Carved charms that had Hosi’s symbol scratched into them. And a carved wooden bowl of dried berries with a note etched into the bark beside it:

If you find this, we are already gone.

It was his handwriting.

The Doctor’s.

And for a moment, I laughed.

Because even in exile, even hunted—he was still a romantic.

***

That night, I stood at the riverbank, away from the others.

I took off my armor. My leathers. My blades.

And I stepped into the water naked.

I let the current wrap around me.

Cold.

Unforgiving.

I thought of David’s hands. Of how gentle they were, even when he was fierce. How he held the Queen, how he touched Hosi, how he made each woman feel like they were the only one in the world.

How he became the center.

I dipped beneath the surface.

Held my breath.

Sank.

And when I came up gasping—I realized something terrifying.

I didn’t know if I was hunting him…

Or if I wanted to be him.

***

We were close now.

I could smell the smoke from their new camp. Hear distant rustling. The others didn’t know yet—but I did.

Tomorrow, we would find them.

Tomorrow, I would have to make a choice.

Bring back David to a Queen who would chain him in silk.

Spill Hosi’s blood and present her head to a woman who had never known mercy.

Or—

Betray my tribe.

Betray her.

For a man I barely knew but somehow… loved in the deepest, most inexplicable part of myself.

And I’ll be honest with you—

I still don’t know what I’ll do.

But something in me has already started to break.

And I don’t think any of us will walk out of this jungle the same.

Not Hosi.

Not David.

And certainly not me.


CHAPTER 8




Pike’s Point of View:

The jungle never forgot blood.

Not the kind spilled from the hunt, not even the kind spilled in war. But betrayal? That kind of blood lingered in the trees like breathless whispers—old gods hanging from the vines, watching. Waiting. I felt it tonight, tangled in the air, heavy on my skin like the heat of the Queen’s eyes when she commanded me to find them.

David and Hosi.

The traitors.

I moved silently, my dagger balanced against my thigh, the edge freshly honed. Behind me, six of the Queen’s warriors stalked in a low spread, their dark eyes glinting like obsidian, bows slung low and arrows nocked loosely. They were young and brutal—most had been children when I first came to this tribe, before I became the Queen’s Pike, her weapon, her shadow.

We’d followed the broken ferns, the snapped stalks of sugarcane. No real hunter leaves a trail like that. They were desperate—lovers always are.

When I saw the flicker of firelight ahead, I raised a closed fist. The women dropped low behind me. I could hear breathing—not theirs. Hosi’s. David’s. Twisted together behind the flame, speaking softly, like they could rewrite the world with whispers.

I crept closer, enough to hear.

“We can’t run forever,” he said.
“We won’t have to,” she murmured. “We’ll find a clearing, deep in the green. We’ll plant something. You’ll teach me letters. I’ll show you the stars.”

It should’ve disgusted me. Hosi, who killed Diri and left her lifeless body on the bridge like it was nothing. Hosi, who turned her back on our tribe. But when I looked at her—no, when I looked at him—I felt something else entirely: the bitterness of understanding.

He didn’t want power. He wanted peace. And he would burn the world for it.

I stepped from the shadows, blade drawn.

“End of the road,” I said.

They froze. Hosi reached for her knife, too late. My boot knocked it aside.

“Pike,” David said, standing slowly, hands out. “You don’t want to do this.”

The tribal women emerged behind me. Eight, no—ten now, some had caught up. Arrows drawn. Eyes hard. Hosi looked between them and me, her breath low and savage.

“They’ll kill her,” I said calmly. “Diri was loved.”

“Diri tried to stop us,” Hosi snapped.

“She was one of us.”

“So was I,” she said.

I felt the weight of my dagger in my palm, like it wanted to move on its own. My Queen would forgive me if I returned without Hosi. She’d praise me. Touch me again. Whisper how proud she was.

But David—he stepped forward, between me and Hosi.

“Don’t,” he said, voice low, shaking. “Don’t do this, Pike.”

I narrowed my eyes. “You ran.”

“I loved her,” he said, nodding toward Hosi. “And I still do.”

My jaw clenched. Behind me, bows creaked. One tribal woman stepped forward—Ina. Her lip curled. “Let us end her.”

David’s hands trembled, then lowered… and I saw it in his eyes.

Madness.

He reached for his own belt, drew the Queen’s ceremonial blade—the one she’d gifted him weeks ago in a fever dream of lust. He turned it not on Hosi. On himself.

“If she dies,” he said, “I die too.”

No one moved.

The jungle roared in silence.

“Pike,” he said, voice full of something deeper than panic—sorrow. “The Queen wants me back. Fine. Take me. But Hosi comes too. Alive. Or I slit my own throat, and your mission is wasted. You think the Queen will forgive you if I return in pieces or worse, dead?”

I couldn’t breathe.

He had me.

He had us all.

“She’ll gut you,” I said, softly. “Both of you.”

“Then let her gut us,” Hosi said, stepping beside him. “But she’ll have to look into our eyes when she does it.”

The other warriors looked to me. Ten arrows, ten questions.

Kill the traitor?

Spare the doctor?

Bring them both back?

The vines pressed around us like ribs of a dying god. And suddenly, I felt very tired.

“Lower your weapons,” I said.

No one moved.

“Now!” I barked.

The bows dropped, reluctantly. Hosi looked at me with something that wasn’t gratitude. It was wariness. Respect. And hate.

“We go back,” I said, sheathing my dagger. “Together.”

***

The journey back to the village was silent.

David held Hosi’s hand like it was the only lifeline in a storm. I walked ahead of them, trying to forget the image. The Queen would see them. Would see her.

I didn't know if she'd scream, cry, or kill.

But I knew this: blood would run again.

And maybe, this time, it would be mine.


CHAPTER 9




David’s Pov:

The jungle air was thick, suffocating, as if it held its breath alongside me. Every step toward the Queen’s village was a hammer against my chest, each pulse screaming warnings I could not silence. Beside me, Hosi’s hand trembled lightly in mine—a fragile tether to a world unraveling by the second. Pike, my steadfast companion and brother-in-arms, walked silently, the weight of his presence a rare comfort in the tightening noose that awaited us.

When we reached the clearing, the villagers gathered, their eyes sharp, cold, filled with a storm that had been brewing long before we had dared defy the Queen. We were traitors here, condemned by blood and honor. The heavy silence broke only when the Queen herself emerged from the shadows of her great stone hall, regal and terrible in her wrathful grace.

Her eyes burned with fury as they fixed upon us. “Kneel,” she commanded, her voice a blade cutting through the thick air.

We obeyed, sinking to our knees upon the hard earth, the chill of dread seeping into my bones. Pike was at my left, his gaze steady despite the storm raging behind his eyes. Hosi was at my right, her breath caught, her body taut like a bowstring pulled to the breaking point.

The Queen’s footsteps echoed as she approached Pike first. The firelight flickered in her eyes—part adoration, part merciless resolve. Then, unexpectedly, she bent forward and pressed her lips to his in a kiss fierce enough to steal breath and life both. The moment was electric—an intimate thank you, a silent pact sealed in the heat of the kiss.

But beneath the surface, something darker stirred. Her hand slipped to his scabbard, fingers deft and lethal. Before I could scream a warning, the cold dagger was plunged deep into Pike’s gut.

His eyes met mine in shock and pain, his mouth opening in a silent scream as blood bloomed crimson across his shirt. He collapsed onto the earth, the ground beneath him drinking the vivid proof of our tragedy.

“Kiss me again,” the Queen whispered softly to Pike as he lay fading, “for your loyalty to me has been exemplary.”

His breaths grew shallow, ragged. “Forgive me,” he gasped, eyes glistening with a final, desperate plea. “Forgive me... David.”

My heart fractured as I clasped his hand, whispering my forgiveness, my farewell. Pike, my brother, my friend, slipped away, surrendering to the eternal silence.

A bitter laughter erupted from the Queen, echoing through the clearing. When I cursed her, rage spilling from my mouth, she struck me hard across the face, silencing me with a sharp slap.

Turning her cold gaze toward Hosi, she crouched down, holding the girl’s eyes like a vice.

“Traitor,” she hissed, voice trembling with a twisted sorrow. “You were like a sister to me, and yet you stabbed me in the back.”

Tears streamed down Hosi’s cheeks, raw and unabashed. The moment before the dagger fell to end her was shattered by sudden gunfire, tearing through the jungle’s veil like thunder.

The tribal women scattered, shouts and chaos erupting as a government rescue team poured into the clearing. We had been found. The GPS that had been useless in the jungle had finally betrayed our location.

The world exploded in chaos.

Gunfire cracked through the air like divine wrath. It echoed off the stone walls, ricocheted through the trees, and ripped through the quiet horror of Pike’s death with a brutal promise: salvation or bloodshed.

The Queen rose with feline grace, her dagger still slick with Pike’s blood. She pivoted away from Hosi, fury flashing across her face as her guards, once composed and lethal, suddenly scattered like leaves caught in a hurricane.

Men in green uniforms poured into the clearing from the treeline, rifles raised, barking orders in English. Their helmets glinted in the torchlight, red dots from their scopes dancing across the Queen’s warriors. This wasn’t a rescue.

This was an extraction.

"U.S. Army! Hands in the air! Do not move!" shouted a soldier as several others advanced behind him, eyes scanning for hostiles.

One of them locked eyes with me.

“Dr. David Foroe?” he called, squinting in disbelief. “Holy hell, we’ve found him! Sir, are you injured?”

My throat tightened. I opened my mouth, then shook my head. “Not physically,” I rasped. “But my colleague...” I looked at Pike’s body on the blood-soaked ground, my heart twisting. “He's gone.”

The soldier’s expression fell. “We picked up your emergency GPS signal an hour ago. You're lucky we came when we did.”

Lucky.

I glanced sideways at Hosi, still kneeling, her hands trembling. She had stared down death and found it glaring back through the eyes of the only woman she’d ever trusted. The Queen’s betrayal cut deeper than any blade.

Behind us, the Queen snarled, backing toward her throne. The army shouted for her to drop the weapon. She didn't. The knife in her hand pulsed like an extension of her rage.

“You don’t understand,” she hissed, eyes locked on me. “He was mine.”

“You never owned me,” I said coldly. “None of this was love—it was control.”

She laughed, the sound wild and unraveling. “You think your soldiers can protect you from me, David? You think your little lovers mean more to you than what we shared?”

The laser sights from half a dozen rifles danced across her chest. She didn't flinch.

“I made you a god,” she said. “And now you grovel at the feet of cowards.”

“Drop the weapon!” a soldier screamed.

She didn’t.

What happened next would haunt me for the rest of my life.

There was a blur of motion—a twitch of her wrist—and then the dagger flew. Not toward me. Not toward Hosi.

Toward the soldier closest to her.

The crack of automatic fire tore through the clearing like a roar. The Queen staggered backward, the impact of bullets shuddering through her chest and stomach, spinning her like a marionette with its strings cut. She fell to the ground with a gasp, blood pouring freely beneath her like black ink soaking into the earth.

She blinked, once, eyes fixed on the canopy above. Her fingers twitched beside the dagger. And then, she was still.

Dead.

Gone.

The jungle held its breath again.

Hosi collapsed into me, sobbing—not with relief, but grief. Despite everything, a part of her had loved the Queen. Maybe still did.

I wrapped my arms around her, not as a victor, but as a man who had lost too much to feel triumph.

One of the medics knelt beside Pike’s body, lifting his wrist, checking for what I already knew wasn’t there.

“Time of death...” the medic muttered, voice distant, procedural.

I lowered my head. “He died a hero,” I whispered. “Even if he didn’t know it.”

The soldiers worked quickly, restraining the surviving tribal guards and gathering the weapons. The chief officer approached me, his tone serious.

“We’re here to evacuate you. We have a chopper three clicks out. Can you walk?”

I looked at Hosi, who met my gaze with reddened eyes. “We’re not leaving without her.”

The officer hesitated. “She’s a local. Not on the manifest.”

“She saved my life,” I said, stepping forward. “She comes. Or I stay.”

Silence.

A long, tense silence.

Finally, the officer gave a single nod. “Understood.”

We moved together, the jungle parting for us under the thunder of approaching helicopters. I carried Pike’s journal in one hand—soaked in blood but still legible. The other hand held Hosi’s.

Her grip was tight.

She didn’t look back.

But I did.

The Queen’s lifeless body lay still beside the throne, her hair fanned out like a crown of thorns, the firelight glinting on her crimson dress. She had ruled with fire, with desire, with obsession. And now she was nothing more than ash waiting to be scattered.

Pike, covered in a tarp, was lifted onto a stretcher. My chest ached with guilt, but there was a strange clarity in knowing I had said goodbye. In knowing he had died trying to do the right thing, even if it was too late.

As we boarded the helicopter, the wind from the blades tore through the trees. I looked down at the village as it shrank below us. The Queen’s world—once so intoxicating, so consuming—was now just another speck on the earth.

And above it all, the rising sun broke over the horizon, painting the sky in gold and fire.

A new day.

A second chance.

And for Hosi and me, a future neither of us had expected—but one we would fight for.

Together.


EPILOGUE




David’s Pov:

The sky had never looked so wide.

We’d been flown out by helicopter, the kind the military doesn’t advertise but the government always keeps on standby. Soldiers with rifles and heavy boots had pulled me and Hosi from the scorched bones of the jungle, faces unreadable beneath helmets and mirrored visors. Pike… God, Pike didn’t make it. His body, wrapped in white linen, had been carried in silence. No one said a damn thing.

They didn’t have to.

The Queen's village had been burned by then. Some fire—accidental, ritual, maybe divine—had swallowed the place whole the night the gunshots rang through the canopy. I still don’t know who lit it. I still don’t know who survived. I don’t know if I care. We were dragged back to the world like artifacts. Like ghosts.

And now we were home.

Or something like it.

***

I blinked at the glass tower reflected in the limo window. Chrome and lights. Sky-slicing arrogance. Civilization. I could hear the staccato rhythm of camera shutters even through the bulletproof frame, the kind of snapping chaos you can feel in your spine.

We were paraded through debriefings and press conferences like animals. Questions came sharp and fast—Was it true the tribe had supernatural abilities? What had we discovered? Was the Queen really dead? Where is Pike?

They didn’t let me answer. Not really.

They didn’t want the truth. They wanted the narrative.

So I gave them what they wanted: a sanitized version. Pike had died bravely. The Queen had vanished. The tribe was "disbanded." Hosi was rebranded as a “native informant,” a “cultural guide.” They called her exotic. They called her a survivor.

They didn’t see the way she winced at the sound of gunshots on TV. They didn’t hear the way she whispered her name in her sleep—Diri. They didn’t see how she traced the same scars over and over on her wrists with shaking fingers. They didn’t know that the jungle still clung to her skin, and probably always would.

They didn’t know that it clung to mine, too.

***

We were given a penthouse “to recover.”

It was on the forty-fourth floor, all glass and concrete and cold air that didn’t carry the smell of wet leaves or blood. I didn’t sleep in the bed. Couldn’t. I sat on the balcony most nights, knees tucked to my chest like a child, trying to forget the weight of Pike’s head in my lap as he bled out.

He’d said “Forgive me.”

And I had.

But I still wasn’t sure if I’d forgiven myself.

***

Hosi adjusted quickly on the surface. She learned elevators fast. Learned how to order food, swipe through television channels, even how to put on makeup from the assistant the government gave us. But I saw her watching birds with hunger in her eyes. I saw the way she stared at every tree like it was a lifeline just out of reach.

She was mourning, same as me.

But one evening—just after a thunderstorm had dragged its claws across the skyline—she stepped out onto the balcony beside me. She wore a simple white tank top and city jeans that hugged her hips like they belonged to her. Her bare feet made no sound.

“You still see him when you sleep?” she asked in a whisper.

I nodded. “Every night.”

Her voice trembled. “Me too.”

We said nothing for a long time. Wind howled between the buildings, cold and fast and utterly unlike the jungle air. It reminded me how far we’d come. And how lost we still were.

“Why did you come back with me?” I asked.

She turned, and her eyes were wet—not broken, but defiant. “Because I love you.”

The air left my lungs.

She stepped closer. “And because the world took everything from us except this.”

She reached for my hand, slid her fingers between mine. It was such a small gesture, but it cracked something open inside me.

I gripped her hand tighter.

“I love you too,” I said.

And for once, I meant it without doubt, without fear.

That night, we didn’t speak.

We didn’t need to.

We found each other again in the dark.

It started slowly. The city fell silent outside our floor-to-ceiling windows, but my world was reduced to her breath, her touch, her weight as she straddled my thighs and kissed the grief off my lips.

Her hands were not tentative. They moved with purpose, with history, with memory. The jungle had taught us how to survive—but this, this was how we lived.

Our clothes became memories, pooled somewhere between the bed and the hardwood floor. She kissed me like she was trying to climb inside my chest and live there forever. I touched her like I was tracing the map back to who I used to be. Her moan broke the silence like thunder. My name on her tongue sounded like salvation.

And when I slid inside her, slowly, reverently, her breath hitched—not from pain, but from the weight of everything we’d endured.

She held my face in both hands. “Don’t disappear,” she whispered.

“I’m right here.”

We moved together like prayer—urgent, sacred, haunted by ghosts but desperate to feel alive. Her nails dug crescents into my shoulders. My hands gripped her hips like lifelines. Every thrust was a promise. Every kiss, an apology.

We were not gentle.

We were not trying to be.

We were undoing every scar with sweat and heat and the kind of passion that doesn’t ask permission.

When we came, it wasn’t quiet.

It was raw and cracked open. She cried into my neck. I held her until our bodies stilled and the room fell silent except for the hammering of our hearts.

I didn’t sleep that night either. But I held her.

And for the first time in a long time, the weight of grief didn’t suffocate me.

It lived beside something else now.

Hope.

***

One Month Later…

The media had mostly moved on. We’d been replaced by newer disasters. The government had tightened the lid on our story, filed Pike’s name under “classified operations,” and quietly offered me a research grant to continue my “jungle discoveries” under strict conditions.

I declined.

Instead, Hosi and I rented a small place by the ocean. Not as grand as the penthouse, but more real. She took to painting. I took to silence. Sometimes we’d sit on the porch with tea and say nothing for hours.

But we were healing.

Every time she laughed, something inside me breathed again.

Every time I dreamed and Pike didn’t appear, I whispered thank you to the wind.

I think he heard me.

***

Final Entry–David's Journal:

They asked me once if I regretted it.

The jungle. The tribe. The sex. The betrayal. The escape. The death.

I said: You can’t regret the fire if it forged you into something stronger.

And now, as Hosi sleeps beside me, skin warm against mine, breath steady in the darkness, I know this:

We survived.

We loved.

And maybe, just maybe, we’re free.
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