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Harriet's boots sank into the damp earth as she paused, her breath catching in her throat. The grove stood before her like a secret the forest had been keeping, its canopy a weave of impossible green that should have browned weeks ago with autumn's touch. Something about it tugged at her senses—not just the scientist's curiosity that had guided her career, but something older, more primal, that lived in the space between her ribs.

She hadn't meant to stray so far from the marked trail. The research grant had specified the northern slopes, where early frost patterns were affecting the indigenous fungi. But a flutter of unusual moths—their wings dusty amber where they should have been slate—had led her down a deer path and through a wall of mist that seemed to part specifically for her.

The grove's perfume reached her first: bark sweating honey, moss releasing its wet breath, and something else—something that made her tongue tingle against the roof of her mouth. The air was thick with it, as if the oxygen here had been steeped in nectar and spice. Harriet checked her watch. She had hours before darkness, and this anomaly deserved documentation.

"Impossible," she whispered, pulling out her field notebook with fingers that trembled slightly. The trees here bore both spring buds and autumn fruit. Flowers that had no business blooming together created carpets of color across the forest floor—primrose nestled against late-season aster, trillium pushing up through beds of fallen maple leaves that hadn't yet lost their crimson glow.

The notebook fell open to a blank page. Harriet's pencil moved methodically at first, sketching leaf structures, noting impossible pollination patterns. Her handwriting, normally precise, began to slant and curve as the grove's strange energy seeped into her bones. Twenty minutes became an hour. The grove seemed to fold around her, not threatening but embracing, drawing her toward its center where the trees grew more ancient, their branches stretching toward each other like yearning arms.

At the heart of it all stood a colossal tree—a species she couldn't immediately identify. Its trunk was massive, gnarled, twisted upon itself like a body in the throes of ecstasy. Bark rippled in patterns that seemed almost like muscle beneath skin. Harriet approached it slowly, her scientist's mind cataloging details even as something deeper in her consciousness whispered warnings she couldn't quite hear.

"You shouldn't be possible," she told the tree, pressing her palm against its surface. The bark was warm—warmer than the ambient temperature could explain. Beneath her touch, she could have sworn she felt a pulse, a slow, deliberate rhythm that matched the heavy beating in her own chest.

Fatigue settled into her muscles suddenly. The day's hike caught up with her all at once, her legs aching from miles of uneven terrain. Harriet slid down against the trunk, her back finding a curve that seemed perfectly molded to her spine. Her pack cushioned her head, and she told herself she would rest only for a moment, just long enough to gather strength for the journey back.

The drowsiness came faster than it should have, sweeping over her like a tide of warm honey. Her eyelids grew heavy, her breathing slowed, and the last thing she registered before sleep took her was the subtle movement of the moss beneath her fingertips—not blown by wind, but creeping, deliberate, alive.

In her dreams, Harriet was floating in amber. Warm currents lapped against her skin, and somewhere distant, a drum beat in time with her heart. The sensation of being cradled intensified, the embrace growing firmer, more possessive. Her consciousness bobbed just below the surface of waking, aware enough to feel but not enough to fear.

The first vine slid across her ankle like a lover's caress. It moved with purpose, testing the boundary where her skin met the fabric of her hiking pants. The moss beneath her body thickened, rising to support her back, her head, the curve of her hips. More tendrils emerged from the earth—some thin as thread, others thick as her fingers—and began to weave around her limbs.

In her half-sleep, Harriet sighed. Her body responded to the touch with a flush of warmth that spread from her chest to her groin. The dream-logic told her this was natural, necessary, a communion she had been seeking without knowing.

It was the constriction around her wrists that finally pulled her back to full consciousness. Her eyes flew open, the drowsy contentment evaporating like morning dew under sudden sun. Panic flared for one bright moment as she registered her position—arms stretched above her head, secured to roots that had broken through the soil, legs splayed and held open by coils of living vine that had wrapped around her thighs.

"What—" she began, but the word died on her lips as she took in her surroundings. The grove had transformed. Flowers had unfurled fully, their petals spread wide, their stamens heavy with golden pollen that drifted in the air like glowing dust. The moss beneath her had formed a living mattress, pulsing slightly as if breathing in rhythm with her quickened heartbeat.

Harriet pulled against her bonds, not with terror but with scientific disbelief. The vines held firm but didn't hurt; they adjusted to her movement, allowing enough flex to be comfortable while preventing escape. She should have been horrified, should have been screaming for help. Instead, a strange calm washed over her, followed by a heat that pooled low in her belly.

Her body hummed with an energy she couldn't explain—a vibration that seemed to resonate from the earth itself, traveling through the vines and moss into her flesh, awakening nerve endings she hadn't known existed. Her nipples hardened against the fabric of her shirt; between her thighs, she felt herself growing slick with a desire that had no rational source.

That's when she felt it—the tremor that ran through the massive tree at her back. The bark split, not breaking but parting like lips opening for a kiss. The sound it made was deep, ancient, a groan that seemed to originate from the bedrock beneath the forest. Wood twisted and reformed, roots pushed upward from the ground, and sap—golden, thick, steaming in the cool air—began to ooze from the seams of the transforming trunk.

A figure emerged from within the tree itself. Taller than any man, its body was a seamless blend of bark and flesh, root and sinew. Where a human would have skin, it had smooth wood grain punctuated by knots like muscles. Where blood would flow, amber sap pulsed through visible channels beneath its surface. Its face was barely humanoid—more suggestion than detail, with hollows for eyes that glowed with bioluminescent green like foxfire in deep woods.

The treeman stood fully formed before her, its chest expanding with the first breath of independent existence. It had no need to speak; its intent flowed into Harriet's mind like scent on the air. Ancient. Hungry. Awakened.

The vines tightened almost imperceptibly around her thighs, spreading them wider as the creature's gaze lowered to the junction of her legs. Harriet's breath caught in her throat—not from fear, but from a sudden, consuming need that obliterated rational thought. Her head fell back against the moss, throat exposed, body yielding to whatever was to come.
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The treeman moved with the slow deliberation of a being whose lifespan was measured in centuries rather than years. He didn't need to speak—his desires unfurled in Harriet's mind like leaves opening to sunlight, alien yet perfectly comprehensible. His hunger wasn't human, but it resonated with something equally ancient within her, a recognition that transcended species and spoke to flesh and sap alike.

Harriet's scientific mind tried to categorize what was happening, to file it away under botanical anomalies or hallucinogenic pollen exposure. But that rational voice grew fainter with each pulse of the vines against her skin. The restraints that had held her against the tree now shifted, loosening only to reposition her. They lifted her from the ground with surprising gentleness, raising her toward the treeman's towering form.

"What are you?" she whispered, though she needed no answer. The question was merely the last gasp of her analytical self before surrendering to something deeper.

The vines cradled her like a hammock suspended in air, bringing her face level with the treeman's chest. Up close, his body was a marvel of organic architecture. What had seemed like simple bark from a distance revealed itself as intricate patterns of growth rings, each whorl and groove telling the story of centuries past. The wood flowed like muscle beneath a skin of thin bark, flexing and shifting with every small movement.

Golden sap oozed from the seams where different textures of his body joined, running in rivulets down the creases of his frame. It caught the dappled light filtering through the canopy, glowing amber and honey-gold. A drop fell onto Harriet's upturned forearm, and she gasped at the contact. The sap was warm—warmer than blood—and where it touched her skin, a pleasant tingling spread outward, as if each cell it contacted awakened to new sensitivity.

The treeman's arm extended toward her, fingers formed of smooth, polished wood that looked as if they had been lovingly carved by a master craftsman. He touched her cheek with a reverence that belied his monstrous size. His skin—if that was the word for it—felt like sun-warmed cedar, smooth against her face. Another drop of sap landed on her collarbone and trickled down between her breasts, soaking through her shirt. The fabric dissolved where the sap touched it, not in a caustic burning way, but melting like sugar in hot tea.

Harriet should have been afraid. Instead, she arched toward him, her body betraying desires she hadn't known lived within her. The vines responded to her movement, coiling more securely around her thighs and wrists, drawing her closer to the treeman's body. She could feel heat radiating from him now—not the dry heat of burning wood, but the living warmth of sap flowing beneath his surface.

Her shirt continued to dissolve where the sap had touched it, revealing inch after inch of pale skin that flushed pink in the enchanted air of the grove. More vines slithered up to replace the fabric, these covered in soft moss that caressed her skin with cool, damp touches that made her shiver. They wrapped around her breasts, supporting them, the textured moss creating an exquisite friction against her hardened nipples.

Between the treeman's thighs, a seam appeared in the smooth wood. It parted slowly, revealing a hollow from which emerged the most remarkable appendage Harriet had ever seen. His cock slid out like a branch seeking sunlight—not crude or grotesque, but sculpted by the same natural artistry that had formed the rest of him. It was wooden, yes, but with the smoothness of driftwood polished by decades of tides. Dark veins ran along its considerable length, carrying sap that beaded at the tip and steamed slightly in the cool forest air.

"Oh," Harriet breathed, a sound that contained both apprehension and unmistakable want.

The treeman's glowing eyes fixed on her face, reading her reaction. In her mind, she felt his reassurance—not in words, but in sensations of pleasure promised, of connection beyond the physical. One thick vine, covered in the softest moss she had ever felt, detached itself from the mass that supported her and slid sinuously along her inner thigh.

The vine moved with deliberate slowness, tracing circles on her sensitive skin, drawing ever closer to the heat between her legs. When it finally reached her center, Harriet was already embarrassingly wet, her body having prepared itself for something her mind could barely comprehend. The mossy tendril dipped between her folds, finding her slick, throbbing opening with unerring accuracy.

Harriet moaned, her head falling back as the vine explored her gently. It circled her entrance, gathering her wetness, occasionally pressing just enough to promise penetration without delivering it. The moss was cool against her heated flesh, creating a contrast that made her shake with need. Another vine curled around her mound, its tip finding the swollen nub of her clitoris and brushing against it with maddening lightness.

"Please," she whispered, uncertain what exactly she was asking for, only knowing that her body was aching for more than these teasing touches.

The treeman's response was to change the position of the vines that held her. They unwound from her limbs only to reposition her, turning her in the air until she faced away from him. New growths rose from the forest floor—not just vines now, but thick ropes of ivy and soft beds of clover that formed a natural cradle. The vines lowered her into this living nest, positioning her on hands and knees, supported by the springy vegetation.

Harriet trembled, exposed and vulnerable yet somehow safer than she'd ever felt. The moss-covered vine still teased at her entrance, spreading her gently, dipping just inside before retreating. Her inner walls clenched around nothing, aching to be filled. She felt the treeman move behind her, his shadow falling across her back as he knelt in the vegetation.

His wooden hands—warm, strong, impossibly gentle—grasped her hips. The mossy tendril retreated, and in its place, she felt the smooth, sap-slicked head of his cock press against her entrance. The size of it made her catch her breath—it was thick as her wrist, and she could feel the textured rings along its length as he rubbed it slowly between her folds, coating it in her wetness mixed with golden sap.

Harriet's pussy clenched again, eager and apprehensive all at once. She pushed back against him, silently begging. Behind her, the treeman's chest expanded with what might have been a sigh—a sound like wind through ancient branches. His grip on her hips tightened slightly, and he began to press forward, the broad head of his cock stretching her entrance with careful insistence.

The moment hung suspended in the strange, golden light of the grove—Harriet on the precipice of being filled by something not of her world, the treeman poised to claim what the forest had drawn to him. Her breath came in short gasps of anticipation, her body trembling not with fear but with raw, undeniable need. As the treeman began to press into her, Harriet surrendered to the wild magic that had called her to this place.
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The stretch was incomparable to anything Harriet had ever experienced. The treeman's cock pressed into her with relentless patience, each increment of penetration sending shock waves of sensation through her trembling body. What should have been impossible became inevitable as her body yielded, accepting his inhuman girth with a hunger that astonished her. The texture of him—wood rings and smooth valleys—transformed what might have been pain into something transcendent, each ridge stimulating nerves she hadn't known she possessed.

"God," she gasped, fingers digging into the living mattress of vegetation beneath her. Her inner walls clenched and fluttered around his intrusion, resisting even as they welcomed. The sap leaking from his length acted as more than lubrication—it seemed to sink into her tissues, numbing discomfort while heightening pleasure, making her oversensitive to every minute shift of his body within hers.

The treeman's hands—those impossibly gentle wooden palms—stroked down her spine as he eased forward. He moved with the patience of a being who had waited dormant for decades, perhaps centuries, for this moment. His cock was thick as her wrist, textured with age rings that created a rippling sensation as they passed into her one by one. Harriet could feel the veins that ran along his shaft pulsing against her inner walls, pumping more of that golden sap into her.

Another inch pressed inward, and Harriet's breath hitched. Her body stretched beyond what should have been possible, yet there was no tearing, no damage—only an overwhelming fullness that bordered on divine. The treeman's sap had properties beyond understanding, preparing her body to receive him, to take pleasure in what should have broken her.

He continued his inexorable advance, each moment bringing him deeper into her core. When his hips finally pressed against her buttocks, signaling he had buried himself to the hilt, a low creaking groan emanated from his chest—the sound of ancient wood bending in strong wind. Inside her, Harriet felt him bottom out, the tip of his cock pressing against her cervix with gentle insistence.

A scream tore from her throat—not of pain but of surrender, of acknowledgment that she had been claimed by something beyond human comprehension. The sound echoed through the grove, sending birds startling from branches and causing ripples of movement through the underbrush. The treeman paused, fully seated within her, allowing her body to adjust to his impossible presence.

Harriet's arms, which had been supporting her weight, suddenly gave way as vines snaked around her wrists. They pulled with gentle firmness, drawing her arms above her head and securing them to the ground. The position arched her back, presenting her ass more fully to the treeman behind her, driving him incrementally deeper.

"Oh, please," she whimpered, though whether she was begging for mercy or for more, she couldn't have said.

The treeman seemed to understand regardless. He withdrew slowly, the ridges of his wooden cock dragging along her sensitive walls, until only the bulbous head remained inside her. Then, with deliberate control, he thrust forward again. The sensation tore another cry from Harriet's lips, her body jolting beneath him.

More vines slithered across her skin as the treeman established a rhythm. They coiled around her breasts, squeezing gently, the moss-covered tendrils teasing her nipples with soft, damp friction. One particularly agile vine found its way to her mouth, tracing her parted lips before dipping briefly inside—not invading, but tasting the sounds she made.

The treeman's thrusts gradually increased in force and tempo. Each backward drag created a vacuum of need; each forward drive filled that void with shuddering pleasure. The wooden knot at the base of his shaft—what would have been the root bulb in a normal tree—began to make contact with her entrance, grinding against her swollen lips with each thrust, promising even greater fullness to come.

Around them, the grove responded to their coupling. Flowers that had been merely budding burst open in explosive blooms, releasing clouds of pollen that drifted through the golden light. Roots surged from the ground in arching loops before plunging back into the soil, as if the entire forest floor was undulating in rhythm with the treeman's thrusts. The trees surrounding the clearing swayed without wind, their branches reaching toward each other like lovers' hands across a divide.

The air grew thick with scent—not just the honeyed bark and damp moss that had first lured Harriet, but a heady, pollen-thick musk that filled her lungs with each gasping breath. It made her head swim, her thoughts dissolving into pure sensation. Each inhale seemed to connect her more deeply to the forest's consciousness, making her aware of the life humming through every root and branch.

"I can feel everything," she moaned, her eyes half-lidded and unfocused. The pollen dusted her skin, creating a golden sheen that matched the sap now leaking from her stretched entrance, dripping down her thighs in sticky rivulets. "Everything is alive."

The treeman's response was to curve his body over hers, his chest pressing against her back. Where they touched, the sap from his body transferred to hers, creating a seal that joined them like grafted branches. His thrusts grew harder, deeper, the wooden cock seeming to reach impossible depths. The knot at its base began to swell further, stretching her entrance with each pass, not yet locking inside but promising that it would soon.

Harriet's consciousness expanded beyond her physical form. With each thrust, her awareness rippled outward like stones dropped in still water. She could feel the trees drinking sunlight, the fungi networking beneath the soil, the insects pollinating flowers—all pulsing with the same rhythm that the treeman was pounding into her willing body.

Moss grew wildly around them, spreading in spiraling patterns across the forest floor. Ferns unfurled like time-lapse photography sped to real-time. Mushrooms erupted from rotting logs, their caps glistening with dew that evaporated into the heavy air. The entire grove was responding to their mating, accelerating through life cycles that should have taken months in mere minutes.

The treeman's movements grew less controlled, more primal. His hands, which had been gentle on her hips, now gripped with increased urgency. The vines around Harriet's breasts tightened, stimulating her nipples to almost painful hardness. Between her legs, where she was stretched around his impossible girth, her clit throbbed desperately, aching for direct contact.

As if reading her need, a small tendril of moss separated from the mass beneath her. It slithered between her folds, finding the swollen nub and circling it with exquisite pressure. The dual stimulation—the relentless thrusting from behind and the precise attention to her clit—drove Harriet toward a precipice she could feel building within her like pressure beneath the earth.

"Yes," she hissed through clenched teeth, pushing back against him, taking his thrusts with increasing hunger. "Don't stop. Please, don't stop."

The treeman's rhythm changed subtly, becoming more purposeful. Each thrust now ended with a grinding rotation of his hips, working the swelling knot against her pussy. Harriet could feel his urgency growing, matching her own climbing need. His rooted cock pulsed inside her, the veins along its shaft expanding, preparing to pump more sap into her cunt.

She knew intuitively that he was close, that the ancient cycle playing out between them was approaching its climax. Her womb clenched in primal instinct as his knot grew wider with each thrust, stretching her entrance further with each pass. The sensation was overwhelming—pleasure bordering on pain, fullness approaching transcendence.

The grove held its breath around them, flowers fully bloomed, pollen suspended in the golden light, the forest floor alive with new growth. Everything waited for the culmination that would complete the cycle, that would bind Harriet forever to this wild, living place that had claimed her so thoroughly.
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The rhythm changed, becoming something ancient and inevitable. Harriet felt it in the treeman's movements—a shift from exploration to purpose, from pleasure to procreation. His wooden cock pulsed inside her, the sap flowing through its veins seeming to quicken like a heartbeat accelerating before a leap. The knot at its base had swollen to impossible proportions, grinding against her entrance with each thrust, stretching her momentarily before retreating, promising fullness beyond imagination.

A primitive knowledge awakened in Harriet's bones. She understood without being told that his release would be different—that the treeman's essence wasn't meant merely to pleasure, but to plant. To seed. To change her in ways her scientific mind couldn't yet comprehend. The thought should have terrified her. Instead, it drew a moan from deep in her chest, a sound of longing she'd never made before.

His thrusts grew shorter, more urgent. The knot pressed against her with increasing insistence, stretching her entrance painfully wide before slipping back out again. Each time it happened, Harriet felt a spark of disappointment alongside the relief—her body simultaneously fearing and craving that final, unbreakable connection.

"Please," she whispered, her voice barely audible against the bark of the tree her face pressed against. The words rose unbidden from somewhere primal and honest. "I want it inside me."

The treeman's grip tightened on her hips, wooden fingers pressing into flesh that would surely bear marks for days. His body curled over hers, enveloping her completely. The sap that dripped from the seams of his form created a sticky seal between them, binding bark to skin in a union that transcended species.

With a final thrust—harder, deeper, more determined than any before—the treeman drove forward. The knot, now swollen to the size of a small apple, forced its unyielding girth against her entrance. For one breathless moment, resistance seemed impossible to overcome. Then, with a burning stretch that balanced on the knife-edge between agony and ecstasy, the knot popped inside.

Harriet's body clamped down behind it, locking them together as surely as two puzzle pieces clicked into place. The pain of the stretch gave way immediately to a fullness so complete it bordered on religious experience. She felt possessed, claimed, filled beyond capacity—and yet her body accommodated him as if designed for this precise purpose.

Inside her, the treeman's wooden cock split once, twice, and then erupted. It wasn't the quick spurt of human ejaculation but a steady, powerful flow—thick, hot, impossibly abundan, like a sponge being wrought outt. The sap gushed into her womb in pulses that matched the creaking groans issuing from the treeman's chest. Each surge filled her more completely, her belly gradually distending to accommodate the volume.

"Oh God, oh God," Harriet chanted, her mind struggling to process the sensations overwhelming her body. The sap was warmer than blood, almost hot enough to burn, yet the pain transmuted instantly into pleasure. Where it touched her internally, her tissues tingled and sang with sensitivity, each nerve ending awakening to sensations previously unimagined.

The knot continued to swell inside her, ensuring not a drop of the precious sap escaped. It pressed against places within that sent electric currents of pleasure racing up her spine. Her back arched involuntarily, pushing her ass more firmly against the treeman's pelvis, taking him impossibly deeper.

The pressure, the heat, the fullness, the tingling expansion of her womb—it all converged into a single point of sensation that exploded outward like a supernova. Harriet's orgasm crashed through her with violent intensity. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream, her vocal cords momentarily paralyzed by the sheer magnitude of pleasure. Her vision blurred, darkness encroaching at the edges, specks of gold dancing like fireflies across her field of view.

Her inner walls spasmed around the treeman's cock, milking it, drawing more of his essence deeper into her core. The contractions came in waves, each one stronger than the last, her body greedy for every drop of the sacred fluid being pumped into her. Sweat beaded on her skin despite the cool forest air, running in rivulets down her spine to mix with the golden sap that sealed their bodies together.

When her voice returned, it emerged as a wail that held no words, only raw emotion—pleasure and surrender and acceptance and wonder all tangled into one primal sound that echoed through the grove. Birds took flight from distant branches. Small creatures scurried for cover. The very air seemed to vibrate with the force of her release.

Around them, the forest responded in kind. Trees that had been merely swaying now groaned and creaked, their trunks bending toward the coupled pair as if drawn by magnetic force. The moss across the forest floor glowed with bioluminescence, pulsing in rhythm with Harriet's heartbeat. Flowers that had already bloomed now exploded into riotous growth, their petals multiplying, colors intensifying, stamens elongating and releasing clouds of golden pollen into the air.

Mushrooms erupted from the soil in perfect circles around them, growing to full size in seconds rather than days. Ferns unfurled with audible snaps, their fronds reaching toward the sky like worshippers' hands. Vines grew with visible speed, twisting and curling through the air before anchoring themselves to new surfaces. The entire grove underwent a season's worth of growth in moments, responding to the sacred union taking place at its center.

The treeman continued to fill her, his release seemingly endless. Harriet's belly swelled visibly, the skin stretching taut and shining with a faint golden luminescence where the sap gathered beneath the surface. She felt marked, changed, transformed from within. Her scientist's mind tried to catalog the sensations, to understand the changes happening to her body, but rational thought stood no chance against the tide of sensation.

What was happening transcended mere mating. This was communion with something ancient, a ritual older than humanity's tenure on earth. The sap filling her womb carried more than genetic material—it carried memory, consciousness, connection to every growing thing in the forest. Each pulse of it into her body bound her more tightly to the grove, making her part of its living network.

The excess sap finally began to leak out around the seal of their connection, golden rivulets running down her thighs to drip onto the moss below. Where it landed, tiny seedlings instantly sprouted—miniature versions of the massive tree that had spawned the treeman. Life creating life in an unbroken cycle.

As the most intense contractions of her orgasm subsided, Harriet sagged in the cradle of vines that supported her. The treeman remained buried inside her, his knot ensuring they would stay connected for some time. His wooden hands gentled, stroking her sides with touches that now felt soothing rather than arousing. The vines that had restrained her wrists loosened, though they didn't release her completely.

They remained locked together in the aftermath, connected physically by his knot, connected spiritually by the exchange that had taken place. Harriet's body occasionally shuddered with aftershocks, each tremor milking another small surge of sap from the treeman's cock. Her mind drifted in a haze of endorphins and the strange, intoxicating effect of the sap now circulating through her system.

The grove settled into a satisfied hush. The explosive growth stabilized, the newly created life finding its place in the ecosystem. Petals drifted like snow from the overgrown flowers. The glow of the moss dimmed to a gentle pulse. The forest breathed in unison with the coupled pair at its heart, all of them part of something transformed and transforming.

***
[image: ]


In the hazy aftermath, the treeman gathered Harriet to him with surprising tenderness. The vines that had been restraining her now reformed into an intricate hammock, suspending them both above the forest floor in a gentle cradle. His wooden cock remained locked inside her, the knot still too swollen to withdraw, holding her full and warm as the last pulses of sap found their home deep within her womb.

They drifted together in the dappled light, their bodies joined in a lock that would hold for hours yet. Harriet's consciousness ebbed and flowed like tides, sometimes sharp and present, other times dissolving into dream-like fragments where she couldn't tell where her body ended and the forest began. The vines supporting them swayed gently, rocking them in a rhythm as old as the wind through branches.

Her stomach remained distended, rounded with the volume of sap he had pumped into her. It should have been uncomfortable, but instead felt right—as if her body had been waiting for this fullness. Beneath her skin, the golden fluid seemed to move with purpose, seeking out something within her that had lain dormant. Occasionally, her muscles would contract in aftershocks, squeezing around his knot, drawing a soft creaking groan from the treeman and another small pulse of sap in response.

Harriet's skin had begun to change where the sap had soaked into her. A soft golden glow emanated from her pores, most intense at the places where their bodies joined and where rivulets had dried on her thighs and stomach. The glow pulsed faintly, matching the rhythm of her heartbeat, transforming her pale flesh into something luminous and otherworldly.

The grove breathed around them, alive and satisfied. The explosive growth had stabilized, leaving a landscape transformed. Where before there had been a clearing with a single ancient tree, now there stood a lush garden of impossible variety. Flowers that had no business blooming alongside each other created carpets of color. Ferns and mushrooms and moss coexisted in harmonious patterns that defied conventional ecological succession. The air remained thick with pollen and spores, but now they drifted lazily instead of swirling with urgency.

"What happens now?" Harriet whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming. Her scientist's mind was beginning to resurface, questions bubbling up through the haze of pleasure and transformation.

The treeman didn't answer in words. Instead, his wooden fingers—so capable of strength yet now impossibly gentle—brushed a strand of sweat-dampened hair from her face. The gesture contained such humanity that tears sprang to Harriet's eyes. This being was not human, yet he understood tenderness, understood the need for connection beyond the physical claiming that had just occurred.

Time stretched and contracted around them. Minutes might have been hours; Harriet couldn't tell. The light shifted through the canopy, casting patterns across their entwined bodies. She drifted in and out of sleep, each awakening bringing her back to the reality of their still-joined bodies, the pleasant ache between her legs where his knot continued to stretch her, the warmth in her belly where his essence settled like molten gold.

During one such awakening, she found the treeman studying her face with his glowing eyes. There was intelligence there, ancient and patient. He shifted slightly within the hammock of vines, his movement causing his cock to press against different places inside her, sending a shiver of renewed pleasure up her spine. His wooden hand moved from her hair to her face, thumb brushing across her lower lip with reverence.

Then, with deliberate purpose, he moved his hand down her body, tracing the curve of her neck, the slope of her breast, the dip of her waist. His touch left a faint trail of luminescence, as if his fingers were painting her with light. When his hand reached her lower belly, swollen with his seed, he pressed his palm flat against it and held it there.

Harriet gasped as warmth radiated outward from his touch. Not the heat of fever or inflammation, but the gentle warmth of spring soil awakening after winter's grip. His fingertip began to glow more intensely, concentrating light into a single point against her skin. It didn't burn; instead, it seemed to sink beneath the surface, seeking something within her that responded to its call.

When he lifted his hand, a mark remained on her skin—pollen-yellow, shaped like a sprouting seed with tiny roots extending downward toward her womb and a delicate shoot reaching upward toward her heart. The mark pulsed with its own light, distinct from the general glow of her sap-soaked skin.

Understanding flooded through Harriet in a wave that wasn't quite words but carried meaning nonetheless. The mark was both symbol and substance—physical change and spiritual bond. She was part of the forest now, carrying within her something that would grow, not as a human child grows, but as a link between worlds, between species, between concrete science and wild magic.

"I'll come back," she whispered, understanding without being told that she would need to return. Her body would bloom come spring, calling her back to this place with urges as powerful as any migration instinct. The seed within her would need tending, would need the treeman's touch, his essence, to fulfill whatever purpose had begun this day.

The treeman's wooden lips curved into what might have been a smile. He knew. Of course he knew. He had been waiting for her—or someone like her—perhaps for centuries. Time meant something different to him, to the forest. What was months to her was but a breath to beings who measured existence in rings and seasons.

As the golden light of afternoon gave way to the purple hush of evening, the knot inside her finally began to subside. Harriet felt it shrinking gradually, allowing their bodies to separate when they were ready. There was no urgency to the parting. The treeman's hand continued to stroke her skin, his touch both grounding and transcendent.

The mark on her belly continued to pulse, would continue to do so through winter's chill and the first thaws of spring. It would guide her back to this place when the time was right. And he would be waiting, dormant perhaps, returned to the heart of the ancient tree until her presence awakened him once more.

Harriet's hand covered his where it rested on her marked belly. "I understand," she said, though no question had been asked. And she did understand, in ways that went beyond language, beyond science, beyond the rational mind that had guided her life until now.

When spring came, sap would rise again. In the trees, in the treeman, and in her—calling them back together for the next cycle of their strange communion. Her body would bloom, as the forest would bloom. And when it did, he'd be waiting to fill her once more, to strengthen the bond that now flowed through her veins like golden sap through ancient wood.

She closed her eyes, surrendering to the drowsy peace that settled over them. Tomorrow would bring questions, explanations, the return to a world that could never comprehend what had happened here. But for now, cradled in living vines, still joined to something older than civilization, Harriet allowed herself to simply exist in the space between human and other, between known and mystery, between the woman she had been and whatever she was becoming.
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