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 The Djinn and the Giantess

THERE WERE MORE locks in the Imperial Vaults than in the rest of
the world combined. But locks meant little to Kyra, who danced
through shadows.

The mighty
fortress atop the Vaults was the tip of the iceberg: Kyra followed
the passages deep underground and came at last to the Vaults
proper: A colossal cavern stretched out before her, a subterranean
world littered with torches and glittering lights, as if the night
sky had been stolen and sealed away here by a greedy god. Here,
vast magical riches were hidden away from the world; the personal
treasures of emperors, pontiffs, and arch-mages, each held in
separate vaults that dotted that great underground realm like so
many cities. Like cities, they clustered by influence, by
membership to this guild or that temple, all with their own magical
defences, under the watchful eyes of the fortress’ gargoyles and
golems. The walls were alive with grotesque shadows thrown up by
the ever-burning torches; they filled Kyra’s nostrils with a
cloying smell of incense and… Something else. A residue of the
monumental magical potential hidden away inside, and the equally
ferocious traps set to punish any thief planning to take them
away. 

You could take over the Empire with the
magic artefacts stored here. But Kyra’s ambitions were far
bigger. 

“Impregnable.
Unbreakable. And yet… Here I am.” She smiled slyly, and bowed at
the only audience in sight: The broken statue of a magnificent
goddess, a woman so tall that Kyra barely reached her knee. The
one-armed giantess leaned precariously against the rock wall, as if
at any moment she might fall and crush the entrance under her
lovingly sculpted bosom. Kyra took the statue’s lack of applause in
stride and shot it a sidelong glance, half-wondering if the real
woman’s curves had been so obscenely blessed, or if the sculptor
might not have had some sort of fetish.

Kyra herself
could not be further from the ideal embodied in the statue. Her
cloaked figure was short and petite, wreathed in misty shadow that
clung to her like smoke: Black clothes, black hair—even her eyes
were black, pools of ink with a pinprick of white at the very
center. You would never see her if she did not want you to. Which
was very handy indeed for breaking into one of the most secure
locations in the world.

“Good talk.”
She nodded at the giantess and started down the sloping path. “See
you on the other side.”

 


***

 


Kyra slipped
past one golem patrol on the way to her first target; a low brick
building on the outskirts of the cluster belonging to the mystical
Shapers’ Guild. She found the runic ward carved into the doorway,
and circumvented it with a deft addition to the lettering that left
the magic word tragically misspelled. Then she poured her graceful
figure through the lock and reformed from smoky shadow inside the
vault chamber.

It was squat,
square and well-lit. One wall was covered with books, another with
useless knick-knacks, but on the final wall, facing the entrance,
sat a beautiful sword, the edge wreathed in glittering frost. Just
a single artifact of actual value. The owner had to be a mage of
medium standing at best, but Kyra had guessed as much from the
amateurish seal outside. 

The relative
paucity of her first prize did little to dim her anticipation of
what was to come, however. A warm flush spread through her cheeks
as she approached, the giddiness rising in her chest lending a
spring to her step. She gripped the hilt and gave it a swing,
trailing icy rime through the air. It felt nice in her hand,
well-balanced, and could do some real damage in her adventures. Or
pay for a long holiday.

But Kyra wasn’t here to
steal
the sword. Her goal was far
more ambitious, and far more intimate. And so she tightened her
fingers around the leather grip and murmured the
incantation.

The glimmering
sheen of the edge slowly lost its lustre, darkening, and her black
eyes lit up in tune, an ethereal glow surrounding her as she
siphoned the magical energy into herself. All that power had to go
somewhere—in her case it happened to beeline straight for her
erogenous zones.

Kyra felt herself tremble. “Oh, fuck…” It
was even better than she remembered. But then, her only previous
morsel had been a mere apprentice’s amulet, not this proud,
enchanted weapon, full of magical power for her to absorb. It
spread through her arm like a slow, tingly sense of heat, passing
through her shoulder and filling her chest with building euphoria.
And more, besides, as she looked down to find her chest
literally
filling, breasts swelling in
her tight top, bulging through her cleavage like rising bread while
her nipples grew fat and hard, teased as if enveloped by a lover’s
lips.

Definitely better than last time. Her breath grew
ragged, and she felt the sword become heavy in her right hand. Her
left, unfortunately, had better things to do than help support the
sword. Euphoria turned to desire as the mystical power filled her
up, pouring through her body like wine filling an empty vessel,
filling out her limbs and, most importantly, flooding her
nethers.

She was doing
a fine job of that herself, she supposed, pulling her damp
underwear aside before plunging her fingers into herself.

Her eyes widened, and she could not
suppress a soft gasp. That felt much better, too. Fucking herself with one hand, she
let the other rest the sword—now dull and grey—against the
bookcase, moaning openly as the smell of her sex and the heat of
her body banished the cold, damp loneliness of the tiny
vault. 

But though the
source of her lustful transformation had gone empty, the forces
inside her were not yet spent. Her breasts were still growing,
popping the stitches of her top one by one, her fat, sensitive
nipples screaming for attention. But this undeniable demand for
sexual satisfaction could not be contained there and spread through
her lower body: Her thighs swelled out thick and strong, her tight
ass growing rounder, bigger, and her cunt throbbed with such
intensity that she all but lost her footing on her way to the shape
of a perfect hourglass, oozing with sexuality.

Kyra’s clothes
held on bravely. But her impossible feminine form could not be
denied: Her pants stretched apart, tearing in great, dramatic lines
that finally released her delicate limbs into the open. The first
breach was made by her ass, of course, as it swelled from merely
pert to massive, the kind of booty that no pants could adequately
hold. The tears continued down her legs, until at last her bottoms
were reduced to a ruin, easily shed. Her underwear, meanwhile,
disappeared between her overwhelming ass cheeks, rendered little
more than a thing to be pulled aside for Kyra to better rub her
clit.

“Fuck…” The
Vault had disappeared from her mind, or perhaps she had disappeared
from the Vault. She was somewhere else, in a paradise of her own
pleasure. Her chest rose and fell rapidly—staying a little bigger
every time, until at last her breasts, too, burst free in ecstatic
release. The sword clattered uselessly to the ground, and Kyra fell
against the bookcase, just barely remaining standing as
self-pleasure came to a shuddering crescendo and left her wracked
with powerful shudders. “Fuuuck!” She moaned, not caring that she
might be heard, as hot, fragrant wetness gushed between her legs
and left her sweaty and faint.

Faint, perhaps, but stacked like
hell.

“Well.” she murmured and took an unsteady
step as her senses returned to the present. “Well, well, well.” The
fuzzy afterglow filling her head made it all the sweeter to heft
and toy with her newly endowed body. Her hands felt so
small, now—but
that was a small price to pay for her bounty of head-dwarfing boobs
and all that extra junk in her trunk. Kyra cracked a smile. “I look
ridiculous. If only Osira could see me now. Might actually get a
reaction out of that stoic bitch for once…”

She regarded
the room at large. Nothing else here worth draining. But this was
only stage one, after all. She left her ruined clothes in a pile
and conjured up dark, wispy tendrils of shadow around her arms and
legs to carry on, leaving her newly gained goods exposed. If she
was going to be seen by anyone, she might as well look good.

 


***

 


The next Vault had a more complex lock and
a suitably richer hoard inside. She entered it with confidence.
Perhaps it was the magical energy coursing inside her, a force
powerful enough to fight an army, or perhaps it was simply the
perception of being sexy enough to melt a golem’s heart. Whatever
the source, she simply felt good,
able to take on the whole world and win. 

Kyra let her
cloak drop at the cusp of the doorway and advanced towards the
treasures, naked and defenseless. The first was an emerald robe,
which she wrapped around herself, grinning with delight as her
obscene bust made it impossible to close.

That would not
save it from her thirst.

Kyra invoked
the incantation and bared herself to the artefact. The sweltering
heat returned to her skin, sweat beading her brow as she held her
breath. And then it came on rolling in, a soft caress sliding
gently across her waiting form, a whole body massage that enveloped
her from all directions like the embrace of a willing harem. As
expected, that first sensation of content bliss soon gave way to
desire, as the phantom fingers turned playful and erotic, dancing
across her skin and teasing every bump and crevice.

She could
easily become addicted, Kyra realized in her heart of hearts. It
felt so good, so hot, she simply spread her arms and let it wash
over her. Her clit and her nipples stood at rigid attention, and as
her slow, erotic expansion resumed, her hands found their places on
her body, even as she found herself harder and harder to handle by
degrees. 

But what her
two hands could not handle, the magical touches supplied in excess.
And so she arched her back, tense and shivering, as her feminine
form became truly divine, curvaceous to a degree unattainable by
any mortal woman. She filled her mouth with one of her hard
nipples, while her limbs subtly reshaped as an overabundance of
femininity poured onto her body.

Kyra loved it. Every second of it. And
not only because it
made her cum harder than anything in her life.

She gasped, staggered, as another
toe-curling orgasm gushed out of her, again having stolen the
essence of another precious artifact. But she was not done yet.
Gripping her chest, her enormous, proud tits, she closed her inky eyes and found the spell she
needed. Her lips opened, a single syllable spilling forth before
twisting into a heartfelt moan, a shudder of pleasure so intense
that it took her to her knees.

But her head did not fall. She opened her
eyes and blinked, still level with the chamber. Then the spell
catapulted her upwards with another wild surge, her whole body now
expanding, growing taller, wider, bigger.

The ceiling came rushing down and collided
with Kyra’s head with a sharp crack. 

The stab of pain brought her back to her
senses, albeit briefly, for such a scrape was nothing to a powerful
giantess as the one she was now becoming. Her startled cry gave way
to laughter, as she bent her body down and still filled the room,
her massive ass blocking the door utterly. “Think you can contain
me?” She said, challenging the Vault itself. “Contain a
growing goddess?”

For a moment,
there was silence. Then creaking, rumbling, as Kyra
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