A.N. 
The crackle of the roaring flame seemed to be the only sound coming from the forest around the red haired boy. He sat with his knees close to his chest and his arms out towards the flame to warm them, gently rubbing his soft hands together before crossing his arms over his knees again and resting his chin on them. His glasses reflecting the light of the whipping fire and highlighting the substantial freckles dusting his face. 
He drew in a breath and blew it out of his soft lips, normally they’d be glistening with lip balm but he didn’t have any of his stuff. Ever since arriving here, he lost all of his possessions… wherever… ‘here’ is. 
Glancing down at his side were all of the splayed papers and ratty notebooks that he’d managed to find during his first day or two here. All of them pointing to the same thing, written by what seemed like dozens, possibly even hundreds of boys before him. He was about to participate in a game, a thrilling game of hide and seek. 
The memories before he woke up here were a bit of ablur at first, but the more he read about this place recorded from other people helped fill in the blanks. First came his name, Angel, or his friends sometimes called him Angie. He had just celebrated his eighteenth birthday when… a girl… with red hair just like his own… his girlfriend, broke up with him. He could remember lying in bed devastated that night, he was falling pretty hard for her, and wanted one day to start a family with her. But… something she pointed out was that it would be hard for him to have babies when he was rocking a pathetic little dicklet that barely even worked. 
Angel remembered taking his clothes off and staring at his form in the mirror. He wasn’t like the men at his school, he was small, 5’1 on a good day, barely cresting ninety nine pounds and with silky red locks that run to his shoulders. His body was thin but swelled a little in his booty area, giving him girly hips that had boys teasing him about how he looked like a girl from behind. And of course… his penis. Which hardly deserved the name truthfully, he rounded up to two inches at its biggest… a total babydick!!! 
Throwing himself into bed that night, he let a few tears fall. Angel always had the dream of having a family one day, being a proud parent with lots and lots of babies, but his ex was right… how could he ever have babies if he couldn’t do the deed… a tiny clitty like that could never get the job done, and what woman would ever want it…
‘I would…’
He could remember the sound of her voice. A strange, distant, echoing sound like hearing someone calling from the top of a mountain. Angie could remember sitting up in bed, stark naked and looking across his bedroom at a mirror. Suddenly… a thick grey and black mist began to spill from the glass, gently spilling into his room and filling the space, but Angel wasn’t focused on that, he was focused on the buxom… beautiful figure, completely pitch black moving towards him. 
His breath hitched in his throat… he… wasn’t afraid he was… entranced. He couldn’t see her face but he knew she was beautiful. And taaaaaaaaalll! His bedroom ceiling had to distort to fit her nearly ten foot tall form in the room! 
She stepped through the mirror, like a shadowy silhouette, he could make out bare feet with anklets, long legs, thick thighs, a bust that made his mouth water, and something… biiiiiiiiiig… thick… and swaying between her legs as she moved towards him with every step. Cushioned by a pair of fat orbs that looked like the size of baseballs. Angel knew what he was looking at and for some reason he didn’t flee, or gasp or scream he… he let out a shaky, almost dreamy sigh. 
Her hair was long, a thick curtain down around her face but behind it, he could see two fiery coal colored eyes blazing red as she leaned down clooooooose to the nude boy. 
‘We both want the same thing…’
That low womanly tone tickled his core, he actually flinched and bit his bottom lip. Her tone seeming to do something to his form with a single stroke of her syllables.
‘We both want to breed…’ 
She crawled over him, dwarfing him with her impossible size! She wasn’t even on the bed! Her limbs were on the floor she was so large! Lowering herself closer and closer, he could see a pair of full, lovely lips drawing to his own.
‘Come with me… play my game… breed with me…’ 
Closer and closer she drew, Angie under a spell of some kind, or maybe just so enticed by the beauty and power he felt that he submitted so easily when she joined their lips.
‘Breed with me…’
The fog vanished from the room, and so did Angel. That was when he woke up here. 
It was strange, he was stark naked and laying on cool grass with a chilly breeze coasting through the trees. So he quickly covered up and ran for the first house he could find, thinking he must’ve had a dream where he sleepwalked into the woods near his home. Only to find that he was somewhere else entirely…
It was like someone cut large chunks of reality out, and put them somewhere else, connected by gates and divided by tall walls. They looked like places he knew in his town, the grocery store, the gas station, even the old farm out on the outskirts, but they all were abandoned and slightly off. There were no other souls here that he could find, though there was evidence of others, in these left behind notes and books detailing the boys before him. He raided the buildings for clothes and food, got dressed and gathered as much information as he could on what exactly happened to him. 
And now here he sat, all of his notes compiled in a neat arrangement beside him. His fingers trailed lightly over the papers. Angel sighed again, “You know… when I said yes, I didn’t know I’d have to go through a sex trial first.” He said a bit dryly. 
According to the notes, whatever came before him that night, the other boys have been referring to her as Entity. She appeared before them all, offering them the same thing she offered Angie. They all wanted to have families but suffered certain… penile inadequacies. So she offered to breed them, only to bring them here and begin the Hunt. 
He reached down and picked up one of the notebooks, bringing it to his knees so he could read over it again. Leaning back against the tree behind him as well, thankfully with the fire and the simple shirt and jeans he found, it wasn’t too chilly anymore. “September eighth, two thousand, twenty five…” He started with the date, most of the notes were dated to when the boys were all taken, sharing whatever information they could find.
The notes contained theories and drawings, some sketches of the Entity he saw in his room, as well as the… other players in this game he was going to play. The ongoing theory is that the Entity is some kind of ancient eldritch or supernatural being that is likely one of a kind. Since she tells all the boys she wants the same thing they do, a family, and to breed, they believe that these trials are testing them to see who would be compatible with her. 
Angel heard a twig snap in the distance and his head shot up to look out on the small town ahead. Beyond the trees he could see what looked like an abandoned mine, the next game board if you will… so far he had been lucky enough to not have to play. Which meant the Entity was either busy with her other boys, or was choosing the perfect Hunter to come for him.
Reading on, the boys detailed their experiences here. And all of them truly made Angel feel his heart skip a beat a little bit. 
‘I didn’t know anything could feel so good!’
‘She was soooo rough, and I loved it!’
‘Her cock was a big as by arm! It bulged my belly so much.’
‘After she dumped her load in me, she sang me a sweet, soothing lullaby, I felt so warm and cozy. I want to play with her again.’
These trials were about sex, all of them. The Entity seemed to either craft these Hunters out of nothing, or perhaps pulled them from the universe in some way because Angie certainly had never heard of any seven foot tall buff women with fourteen inch schlongs! Though he certainly wished he did! 
Angie in addition to his tiny clitty, had a bit of a sensitive… backdoor. Another reason his girlfriend left him, he liked butt stuff, but hadn’t ever gotten the chance to really try it outside of his own fingers in the shower. Since he was really too small to stroke himself properly, he had to get his pleasure in other ways, and his ex wouldn’t do that for him. So hearing about these Hunters, all being gorgeous Amazon like women with dicks that hungered for boy butt, did make him blush a bit. 
But… he was a virgin… and some of these Hunters sounded intense. One turned invisible and fucked a boy midair! 
He took a breath again and shook his head, reading some more. None of the boys knew what the endgame was. Because having sex didn’t end the game, the Entity just would take back her Hunters and let the boys rest between trials. She usually provides them comforts in between, like fresh fires, beds, blankets, warm food and so on so that they don’t have to scavenge. Some of the boys have even taken to making offerings to her, as these sections of reality seem to be loaded with whatever was left in them when she copied them into her realm, they take sweets, or music, arts and crafts and even put on performances. Dancing under the light of her moon, working to appease her.
Varying levels of success have been reported with one boy even swearing she allowed him to go home for a while since she enjoyed his offering so much. Others saying she gives them treats, or lets them pick the Hunter they wish to play with again. 
So many strange rules, options and variations, it was all a bit odd learning this second hand from leftover notes but Angie was doing his best. It seemed like the Entity was looking for a boy to get pregnant… and if he did, then that meant he was compatible with her? And she could finally have her own family? 
That’s what the general theory seemed to be, but again, there was no proof. 
Angel huffed and set the papers back down. “Okay… wild sex? I’m okay with but… I would’ve liked some explanation first? Maybe you could have told me what you meant when you made that offer Lady Entity?” He gently called out to the sky above him, wondering if she’d return his question with an answer. But after a few moments of silence, he sighed once again, “Okay… well… guess I’ll just figure it out as I go.” He leaned forward towards the fire again to warm his hands once more. “Not like I’ve been put through a trial already anyway. Maybe I’ll run into some other boys before she starts anything up and I can get some ans-…” He stopped short as suddenly, the moon above him… changed. 
Angie shot his gaze up to the full moon above, watching as a red stain seemed to swoop over it, blanketing the area in the color red for only a moment, but a moment that made Angie’s eyes go wide. He snapped back down to the papers, fumbling through them to find the notes on the trials until at last he found the paper that explained…
‘When you see the Hunters red stain cross the moon, the Trial is beginning.’ 
“…Oh boy…” 
 
