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Chapter 1 – The Grove Whispers
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The moon was bleeding.

High above the canopies of the Hollowlands, the rare blood moon cast its crimson light over the twisted trees, draping the world in shadow and silk. The air was thick—sweet with something floral and forbidden, and laced with the slow, heavy hum of the Grove calling for its own.

Lyra Briar stood barefoot at the edge of the forest, her simple linen dress clinging to the curves of her trembling body, soaked from the mist that curled around her ankles like sentient fingers. She hadn’t meant to come this far. The villagers spoke of the Haunted Grove with fear in their eyes and curses on their lips—tales of women who entered and never returned, of beasts that walked like men, of dark magic that seduced and consumed.

And yet... she had been drawn.

For weeks, she had heard it in her dreams—the soft rustle of leaves that whispered her name like a lover in the dark, the heavy breathing of trees too alive, too watchful. Tonight, it had called louder. And her body, inexplicably flushed and wet with need since the last cycle, had obeyed.

She crossed the threshold of the forest with a gasp.

The moment her foot touched the moss-covered earth, the world changed. The air warmed and throbbed. Shadows shifted. Her heartbeat stumbled. The trees stretched taller, black bark gleaming like obsidian in the moonlight, their roots thick and tangled like serpents basking in lust. Strange flowers bloomed in clusters, wet and glistening, their petals pulsing with unseen heat.

Something in her belly twisted. It wasn’t fear. It was hunger. A slow ache that bloomed lower, deeper, richer with every step she took into the Grove’s embrace.

Her breasts felt heavier. Her nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric, rubbing with each brush of the wind. There was a pressure between her thighs, like her core had swollen and begged—no, ached—to be filled.

She stumbled against a twisted tree, its bark surprisingly warm, even tender beneath her palm. It vibrated faintly, as though humming back to her heartbeat.

Lyra closed her eyes.

“I shouldn’t be here,” she whispered.

The forest disagreed.

The whisper of her name returned—closer now, deeper, more demanding. Lyra... Lyra... Lyra.

A sound behind her made her turn, dress flaring around her legs. Nothing. Only the endless curling mist and the scent of something animal, earthy, delicious. The sound came again, a low growl—no, a breath. Hot. Hungry.

The Grove exhaled around her. The wind lifted her hair, exposed her throat. Her body tingled. Every nerve, every inch of skin came alive, as though unseen fingers were tracing her hips, her thighs, the swell of her breasts. She moaned softly before she could stop it, startled by the sound of her own pleasure.

Then the tree behind her shifted.

Her eyes flew open. The bark peeled back, not with violence, but with an almost sensual grace, revealing the hollow within. It pulsed, glowed faintly, like a womb of ancient wood. Something called to her from that hollow, not in words, but in pure, raw yearning.

Lyra stepped closer.

The moment she leaned into the tree’s embrace, the bark enfolded her. Vines coiled around her ankles, velvet-smooth and warm as a lover’s touch, sliding up her calves, her thighs. They didn't bind. They caressed. Lifted her. Welcomed her.

She gasped as her dress was peeled upward by unseen hands—no, the Grove itself. Fabric parted slowly, teasing the path up her belly, over the curve of her breasts. Cool air kissed her flushed skin, and then the first vine found her nipple.

She arched.

It didn’t hurt. It suckled. Softly. Gently. Like a newborn. Her breasts ached and then pulsed—milk.

She cried out, overwhelmed.

“I... what’s happening to me?”

No answer came in words. But something shifted. The trees groaned, not in pain, but in anticipation.

She was becoming.

Her thighs parted without command. Another vine pressed to her center—slick, warm, and pulsing with her own heartbeat. It didn’t force. It nudged. Waited. Teased. She whimpered, wetness gushing down her inner thighs, body betraying every restraint she still clung to.

Lyra was no longer in control. And it felt divine.

The Grove kissed her everywhere. Her wrists were cradled, her legs lifted, her mouth fed sweet nectar that dripped from the tree’s heart. Her nipples throbbed with the rhythm of suckling vines. Her milk flowed. Her heat burned.

And then she felt him.

A presence. Watching. Waiting. A shadow darker than the others, with glowing gold eyes that pierced the veil of vines. He stepped from the trees, towering and shirtless, skin the color of moonlit soil, muscles rippling beneath faint, ancient runes. His scent hit her like a drug—pine and sex and something wilder. His eyes traveled over her body with no shame, no hesitation.

Thorne.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. The Grove recognized him. Claimed him. Offered her to him.

Lyra panted, her body straining toward him. Every inch of her skin begged. She was trembling, wet, swollen, milk-dripping, lips parted in helpless hunger.

Thorne growled low in his chest and stepped forward.

The vines eased her downward, slowly, reverently, until her feet touched the moss again. Her knees buckled, and he caught her, arms strong and possessive around her waist. His hand slipped between her thighs, and she cried out at the touch—so warm, so thick, so perfect.

“Mine,” he said, voice rough with a hunger barely leashed.

Her lips parted. She should say no. She should ask who he was. But all that came out was a whisper, breathless and trembling.

“Yes...”

And when his mouth found hers, it wasn’t gentle.

The forest shuddered.

Milk dripped to the earth.

And Lyra was claimed, body and soul, by the Grove’s first guardian.

The first of many.
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Chapter 2 – The Milk Curse
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Dawn never touched the Haunted Grove.

Time moved differently beneath its canopy. Light came not from the sun but from the silken glow of flowers that pulsed with life, from vines veined in gold that slithered across bark and branches. The air was thick—drenched with musk, honey, and the pungent sweetness of magic long buried and now awakening.

Lyra stirred beneath the tangled arms of a sleeping willow, her body bare, her skin damp with dew and something richer—sweat, milk, nectar. She blinked slowly, lips parted, throat dry, belly warm. Her thighs were sticky. Her breasts ached, swollen full and leaking.

She remembered everything.

The tree’s embrace. The vines. The moans that had escaped her mouth, unbidden and uncontrollable. Thorne—his name like a scar across her soul. His body had moved like hunger incarnate, and he had devoured her with the reverence of a beast worshiping his goddess. Her first taste of him was still on her tongue—salt and spice, the essence of ancient male power.

But now he was gone.

Lyra sat up, arms trembling, the movement making her breasts bounce heavily. The ache was unbearable. Her nipples were hard and flushed, milk beading at the tips and running down the curve of her ribcage. Her hands flew to them, trying to cradle, to soothe. But even the lightest touch made her moan aloud.

What was happening to her?

She had always been small. Plain. Quiet. A woman who kept to the background, pressing herbs, making tinctures, avoiding the eyes of men in the village. Her body had never done this. Had never burned like this. Had never wept milk like a feeding mother with no babe to nurse.

A low sound echoed from deep in the woods. Not a growl. Not quite. More like a purr, vibrating through the earth, and through her bones. The Grove had awoken... and it was still hungry.

She stumbled to her feet. Her thighs quivered. Her nipples throbbed. Every breath seemed to make the milk leak faster. Her breasts were no longer soft and neat—they were engorged, full, impossibly round. Her skin stretched tight around them, veined with blue, sensitive as wounds.

“Please,” she whispered to the forest, not even sure what she was begging for. “Make it stop...”

The forest answered.

A path opened before her, thick trees parting, petals unfurling along the moss like a carpet of velvet. At the end of it, an arch of woven wood pulsed with light—pink and wet and gleaming.

Something drew her forward.

Every step was a struggle. Her body felt different—heavier, more fluid. Her hips swayed as though guided by another rhythm, her steps wet between the thighs. Each motion made her breasts sway, and the liquid drip faster.

She reached the arch and stepped through it, breath catching.

A pool spread before her, nestled in the cradle of an enormous, ancient tree. The water glowed faintly, thick and creamy, more milk than liquid. It
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