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Anastasia staggered down the hall, holding out one hand for balance as she clutched her bulging chest with the other. Even in her black, flowing robes, she was looking conspicuously top-heavy, and her normally immaculate white hair was in a mess, clinging to her sweat-dotted forehead.

She had to reach her study, and fast.

A sound from the approaching intersection made her pause and wince, retreating to the shadows to wait it out. Then she proceeded, hurrying her steps across the stone floor.

Her breasts jiggled dramatically, as if moving by their own accord.

She had almost made it to safety, the door to her private chambers in sight, when a familiar voice called out to her from behind. 

“Hey Ana! What’re you up to?” Penny appeared, waving cheerfully at her adventuring partner, without a shred of knowledge about Anastasia’s inner turmoil. The redheaded catgirl would learn of it, soon enough.

But not yet.

“Penny,” Anastasia said, forcing herself to smile—or at least, to avoid grimacing. “Good day to you.”

“You okay? You look a little pale.” “Penny frowned, stepping forward, when Anastasia blocked her.

“I’m fine. Don’t worry. But you don’t want to catch what I have.” Too late, she realized that she was no longer restraining her breasts. And they seized the opportunity to bwoomph ahead eagerly, growing past the limits of her bra and pouring over the neck of her dress in a scandalous display of curves.

“Uh, Ana? Your boobs...”

“It’s nothing,” Anastasia said, in a tone that would brook no argument. “It will cease.”

For a moment, it looked as if her dress was about to tear apart completely, struggling around her shapely basketballs. And then... Her breasts withdrew, slinking back into her bra; though not without leaving themselves notably larger than they had been at first glance.

Anastasia whirled around, leaving her friend behind, dumbstruck, and slammed the door to her study behind her:

“Flessen, I am going to kill you.”

* * *
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“I’m sorry, I just have to be sure I understand you correctly. You want to become my breasts?” Anastasia frowned at the bunny-eared woman on the other side of the table, as apprehensive about the idea as Flessen was confident. They were meeting in private over a cup of tea, ostensibly to discuss how to handle Anastasia’s recent mana overload from a misadventure in the Borderlands, where she had sabotaged a dark fae ritual by siphoning away the fuel, and the scandalous effects that it had had on her figure. 

She was still learning how to navigate properly with her boobs swollen to the size of prize pumpkins without bumping into anyone—or anything—on her way and generally making a fool of herself. But Flessen’s suggestion still took her by surprise.

“Temporarily, yeah.” Flessen leaned back on her chair and flashed a smug smile. “I’ll get your girls under control, from the inside. It’s a specialty of mine, controlling mana and where it goes. Flux knows you need the help.”

“How graceful of you to point it out,” Anastasia said, since denying it was clearly not an option. “And for you to make the offer. No ulterior motives at all, I presume.”

“None outside of the obvious. And maybe the promise of an appropriate reward. Say, getting to smother my face between your sweater puppies every day for a month.”

“You will not.”

“Really? You’d rather navigate the meeting with an angry fae tribe with your tits out, growing at random? And, I might add, merely hoping that nothing worse comes to pass from taking in such a vast quantity of mana?” Flessen shook her head. “No, Anastasia. You need me. I offer this out of genuine concern for you. Doesn’t mean I don’t expect adequate recompense, however.”

The white-haired woman narrowed her eyes. “A week. You’ll get a week of fun for your troubles.”

“Three weeks and you’ll let me expand your shoulder boulders for the duration of my playtime.”

“If you don’t help me, they might expand regardless.” Anastasia sighed in defeat. “But I know your moods. What’s to stop you from causing trouble once you’re in there?”

“My solemn vow.”

“Yes,” Anastasia said, “Besides that.”

“Honestly, I’m hurt. After all we’ve been through?” Flessen laughed. “But if you need more than my word... I’m sure some appropriate penalty can be produced for the spell. A morsel of my personal reserves of mana, for example. Something less uncontrollable than what you took from the fae. But it won’t be necessary, I promise you.”

“We’ll see.” Anastasia drummed her fingers on the polished table top for a while, then looked up, narrowing her eyes at Flessen as she spoke, “But you have better not make me regret it.”

* * *
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“By the light above...”

It had been less than an hour since she let Flessen merge with her chest and already things were going haywire. Anastasia pressed the door shut behind her, shivering uncontrollably as her breasts swelled and stained her dress with a profusion of milk.

But your boobs are so fun! So good and warm and soft and....

“I’m aware!” she snapped. It was a strange thing, hosting another being inside your body. She could feel Flessen in there, somehow, a part of her body. And given Flessen’s lust-drunk enthusiasm, she knew that she felt exactly as good as Anastasia herself. Her breasts had always been sensitive; now, with the phantom caresses and the impromptu swelling, it was a small miracle that she hadn’t yet collapsed into a puddle on the floor. “This is not what you’re supposed to...”

But you have so much mana here! You have to use it, surely! C’mon, see what I can do!

Anastasia let out a muffled cry, not so much resisting as bracing herself for the weight as her breasts now, finally, tore her top apart; spilling out, big and proud, gushing milk as if though possessed by a spirit of rain (and that was only half wrong). It almost felt too good to keep chiding her wayward passenger—though chide she must, before that fool Flessen drowned her books in milk!

Yes! So big! Bigger! Bigger-bigger-bigger-big—

She tried to hold up her breasts and failed; they were too big, too much, overflowing her arms with their firm, expanding mass. And yet even the attempt rocked her body with unstoppable force; her skin felt positively electric, too sensitive to so much as hope to control without a string of panty-drenching orgasms.

Flessen felt the same torrent of pleasure, yet she did not have Anastasia’s iron will to buoy her. She could only surrender: willing herself—as she was, at the moment, Anastasia’s breasts, personified—to grow larger, to grow hotter, to milk the moment for all it was worth. Breasts big enough to hang to her hips. Beyond her hips. Big enough to touch the ground, to let her enormously fat, squirting nipples press against cold, polished wood and sail away on a pink cloud of repeating climaxes as enormous quantities of mana flowed through her.

Even Anastasia, in that moment of weakness, had to admit that her impossible huge tits felt great. It gave her an idea that would persist, long past the restoration, the cleanup, and the punishment of her chaotic co-pilot.

* * *
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Anastasia examined herself in the full-length mirror besides her dresser. It was a new day and a new chance to get off on the right boob, as it were. She held a bra against her naked chest, noted how poorly it fit her overflowing curves, and shook her head.

“Smaller, please.”

But you’ve got so much mana in here, came the reply. You could be so big. You’d rock that look!

“This is my favorite bra, and I shan’t be outgrowing it already. This is what you promised me, no? To handle all of this excess?”

Flessen hesitated. Then, in response, she swelled the stately sorceress’ breasts bigger by a few cup sizes.

“Are you proud of yourself?” Anastasia asked sternly.

They feel so good! Don’t pretend otherwise. I’m in here, you know. I know exactly what you feel.

“So you know exactly how terrible the embarrassment you dealt me yesterday felt.”

How many times it made us cum? Yeah, I remember that pretty acutely.

“That’s enough. Let us lay down some ground rules. You behave as promised. Or I will invoke the penalty.”

Sucking out my mana? Well, shoot, I got plenty.

“That’s not a reason to act carelessly with it.” Anastasia rolled her eyes. “Gods be good, what have I gotten myself into?”

Us, you mean. We’re sticking together for good! Unless you want to terminate the deal early and let me have my prize.

“Not a chance. And I will have your mana, if nothing else can compel you. That is not an empty threat.”

Go ahead. Where do you think it’ll go? Though Flessen did not currently have a face, she seemed to be grinning all the same.

“That is a weight that I will bear.” Anastasia held up her hand, drawing a magic rune. Despite her bravado, Flessen flinched as the spell snatched a morsel of her mana—not enough to be dangerous, but enough to feel the pinch. The discomfort was, however, compensated by the simultaneous sensation of the sorceress’s already considerable bust swelling bigger once more, and the wealth of warm, tingly sensations that welled up inside it.

Hah, Flessen went. Stings, but oh so worth it!

“Indeed. Something tells me you will need more than one lesson. Though this should suffice for the moment.” Anastasia flushed, looking at her melons. They were huge; perfect teardrops more than a foot across. Far bigger than she had ever dared dream of. Her bra looked positively pitiful in comparison.

“Now, let’s try again. Smaller, please.”

Her breasts shrunk, obediently. But only by a few inches. Hardly enough to make a dent in their stupendous size.

“Well?”

Well what? You just topped us up—there’s no way I can get any smaller now!

“That’s preposterous.”

It’s the truth! Punish me again if you like. We’ll just bloat bigger.

“I just might,” Anastasia said, gritting her teeth, but holding back. “What am I going to do? I can’t go outside like this...”

Sure you can! Don’t need a bra when I’m here to hold up fun bags. And everyone will be that much more eager to see you!

“See me making a fool of myself.”

See you as a big-tiddy goddess! C’mon, don’t act like you don’t want the attention. That dress of yours is sexy as hell. Think of how much better it’ll look on us now.

Anastasia rubbed her temples. “Yes,” she conceded, “I suppose it will...”

* * *
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After a much-needed visit to the tailor—and arranging contingencies for any further growth spurts—Anastasia began her day.

There was, as ever, plenty to do. The world sailed from one calamity to the next, and the adventuring guilds of Haven—delving into the potently magical lands around the fulcrum of the multiverse—were ever ready to save it (for the right price). The crisis, at the moment, was of a smaller scale: the recent ritual had been averted, but the fae tribes were still restless, and the question of where they had sourced the vast quantity of mana crystals that Anastasia had ultimately absorbed remained. She would meet the representatives of the fairies, the dryads, and the fauns in three days and had to prepare for the proper diplomatic protocols. The rest of her fellows, meanwhile, investigated the source. They had put together a meeting to summarize everything that they had discovered and discuss their next steps.

Anastasia’s presence would soon derail
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