
Table of Contents

The Forest Dweller

The Forest Dweller

The Forest Dweller | By T.D. Woods

ABOUT T.D. WOODS

ABOUT JMS BOOKS LLC


[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Forest Dweller

[image: ]


By T.D. Woods

Published by JMS Books LLC

Visit jms-books.com for more information.

Copyright 2026 T.D. Woods

ISBN 9798896023074

* * * *
[image: ]


Cover Design: Written Ink Designs | written-ink.com

Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free License.

All rights reserved.

WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts used for the purposes of review.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely the product of the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Published in the United States of America.

* * * *
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Forest Dweller

By T.D. Woods

[image: ]


“I’m not doing it, Pa!”

“Get over here right now, Eli. I’m tired of you shirking your duty!”

“I’m not killing an animal. You know this, I’ve said it a thousand times.”

“Your brothers were doing this when they were half your age.”

“So? I’m not my brothers.”

“That much is clear. Your brothers were out of the house long before now.”

Eli stood in the early morning sun, squinting at his father, his wild, straw-colored curly hair shining in the light. He wore a light tan tunic and breeches of the same color, and was barefoot in the dirt of their farm. He was lean and short, and his father towered over him, muscular and tall, with similar hair color and features. He also held a long-bladed knife in his hand, making him all the more menacing.

“Is that what this is about?” Eli said with a quiet intensity. “Because I haven’t moved out yet?”

“Your brothers both moved out before their eighteenth summer. You’re now, what, twenty summers old, and you’re still here?” his father said heatedly.

“You don’t know how old I am?”

“Don’t change the subject on me!”

“I’m nineteen, Pa. My birthday was last month.”

His dad said nothing, still glaring angrily at him. But Eli thought he detected a hint of guilt in that expression as well.

Eli crossed his thin arms across his chest. “So let me get this straight. You want me to slaughter that pig so I can become a man, like my brothers. And as punishment for not moving out soon enough for your liking. You want me to murder an animal, for that?”

“You stupid boy.” His father scowled. “Always twisting things around, thinking you’re so smart. Take this knife and do what you’re told, or I’ll blister your hide, and then throw you out on your backside.”

“I’ll save you the trouble,” Eli said quietly, turning to stalk off.

Before he knew it, or had thought it through, really, Eli had his few belongings packed into a small burlap sack and was off. He simply picked a random direction, not really having a destination, but made sure he was at least walking across fields away from where his father was.

Once he reached the road, he breathed a sigh of relief. His father would not chase him down, not this far out. They did not have any horses; the last one had died the previous summer. He was free.

Eli was a thoughtful young man, given to daydreaming, and more artsy pursuits such as writing and painting. His mother had introduced him to those hobbies. She was different, he thought. Or used to be, before life forced her to be ordinary; to do house chores all day, and cook for the family, help run the farm. But when he was little, she used to paint with him.

He had always gotten along well with his mother, but she quite simply was overpowered by his father, an intense, angry man who seemed to feel the world had cheated him somehow. He took it out on the others, and they all lived in fear when he was around. Which was most of the time, unless he was off in town for the day, selling vegetables or drinking in the tavern with old buddies.

His two older brothers, Geoff and Kye, had always been kind to him as well—although they took after their father, more so, and clearly had bought into his ideas about what a man should act like. But they were protective of their little brother; or had been when they were still around. Both had moved out years ago, apprenticed to master craftsmen in town. There was a loose plan for one or both of them to eventually come back and run the farm someday. But that was in the distant future, and was more his father’s plan than anyone else’s, Eli had always thought.

Eli thought about them all as he walked along the dirt road, his bare feet scuffing along, fists clenching and unclenching as he processed everything. He was at his breaking point and knew it. He had no more capacity for dealing with the madness. The next person who tried to be rude to him or take advantage of him or yell at him was going to get punched. Eli dimly knew this was not him...was totally out of character for him. But he was done. Done, done, done.

Miles and miles went by, and at first, he walked rapidly. After a while, he started cooling down—emotionally, anyway. Physically, he was burning up. So, he slowed his pace, pulling his tunic off over his head. His lean, rather pale torso gleamed with sweat. He had a defined chest and abdomen from working hard on the farm, with small tufts of hair under each arm. Eli tended to be a bit modest, but nobody was around. He was in the middle of nowhere, with fields all around, the only remarkable feature of the landscape being the vast forest he was approaching.

The forest, nameless as far as he knew, actually had a bit of a reputation in those parts. To the point where he was surprised it did not have some sinister name. Woods of Death or something. You could not expect anything too creative from the folks in that area. Eli discounted the rumors, and frankly, in his current state, did not much care. If some wolf or monster or whatever was going to eat him, they would be doing him a favor. He was feeling a bit fearless, reckless even.

So, he plunged on, soon entering the edge of the thick woods. It was a relief. He was sweating good by that point, with rivulets running down his face and torso. The sun mostly did not penetrate through the tall trees, leaving the forest floor dark, and it was noticeably cooler even a few feet into the woods. Eli looked around curiously; he was not really sure what to expect. He had rarely left the farm, only going to town a few times with his father or brothers. The woods were a new experience for him. He could hear further off the calls of animals and birds, but it was mostly quiet.

With no destination in mind, he simply started forward, meandering among the trees, going in a general easterly direction. The scenery was fascinating at first, but after a while, he started becoming footsore and bored, and began looking for a good place to rest.

Up ahead, he could hear running water and thought he could see a clearing through the thick foliage, so he picked up the pace, finding a path through into the clearing. There was a creek in the woods there, with a small waterfall about as tall as Eli falling from a higher area down into a small pool and then flowing off downhill. It was a beautiful spot, and Eli was caught up in the sight for a moment, before movement off to the side distracted him.

He was shocked to see a boy—no, a man, Eli corrected, about his age—on the other side of the water. He had not expected to run into anyone, and also, the young man was one of the strangest looking people Eli had ever seen. He was dressed in loose-fitting aqua-colored pants, of a style Eli had never seen, with a button-up tunic of the same material and color. The tunic hung open, currently unbuttoned, revealing a tan, well-defined torso. He was barefoot as well and had a basket which appeared to be full of mushrooms. His brown hair was spiky and wild, and his face dirty...but in spite of that, Eli thought he was one of the most attractive people he had ever seen.

The strange human smiled at him, not seeming particularly surprised to see him. “Hello there!”

Eli looked down self-consciously at his bare torso, feeling very exposed. But he knew he would look like an idiot if he suddenly threw his tunic on, especially since this fellow was obviously not uncomfortable being exposed at all. Eli found his eyes straying down to the open shirt of the stranger, revealing part of his chest and stomach, but not quite open enough to reveal his nipples. Eli realized he very much wanted to see them...and everything else beneath those strange clothes.

What is wrong with me? he thought, shaking his head as if to clear a fog. “Hi there.” The basket-carrying fellow was approaching him, walking casually. “I didn’t expect to run into anyone in these woods.”

“Have you ever been here before?” the stranger said, with an amused expression. “I’m always here, and there are others who inhabit the woods, as well.”

“Oh.”

“I’m Jin. What brings you to these woods? You look like a farmer, and we are pretty far out from the closest farm.” Jin looked him up and down, making Eli feel even more self-conscious. He crossed his arms across his bare chest, trying to make it look casual.

“I...am running away,” Eli admitted after a minute, looking down. He definitely did not want to go into great detail with this stranger.

Jin seemed to realize Eli’s desire for privacy. “Ah,” he said simply, leaving it at that. “Well come sit with me, rest for a bit. You look a bit worn out. Would you like a mushroom?”

“Thanks, no,” Eli politely declined, joining Jin sitting down on a mossy rock near the water. He normally would have made an excuse not to stay and kept moving through the woods—he really did not particularly like talking to people. But he found himself strangely interested in this dirty human and drawn as if by a magnet.

Jin took a bite of a mushroom himself, and then leaned back on his forearms, which caused his tunic to open further, exposing more of his chest, including his nipples. Eli found his eyes hungrily devouring the sight. He forced himself to pull his eyes back to Jin’s face, but it was too late. The look had been noticed, and Jin grinned at him mischievously. Eli found himself blushing furiously, still with arms crossed across his own bare chest.

“You’re a funny human,” Jin said with a laugh.

“Wait...are you not a human, also?” Eli asked, perplexed. He certainly looked like a human, if a bizarrely dressed one.

“Well, I guess I am,” Jin shrugged. “I just live with non-humans, and spend my time almost entirely in these woods, so I’ve come to think of myself as one of them.”

“What kind of people live here?” Eli queried, looking around them.

“Oh, there are a lot of different creatures who live here. But I live with the pixies. They took me in when I was little.”

“Pixies?”

“You’ll see. I’ll take you to see them later, if you want.”

Eli was fascinated. “How long have you lived out here in the woods? And how did you come to be out here?”

“Almost my whole life. I don’t remember the circumstances, and the pixies won’t tell me. I’m guessing I was abandoned by my parents, or they died, something traumatic like that...so I don’t press them on it. They’ll tell me eventually, I suppose.” Jin shrugged as if it were not that important.

“Wow.” Eli was floored. “Do you like living out here? I mean, one of the farmers would probably take you in, if you wanted. Some of the bigger farms are always looking for farmhands, cook’s assistants; things like that.”

“You’re running away, and you think I should go to them?” Jin observed with a giggle.

“Good point, don’t go there,” Eli muttered.
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