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‘The priest is getting carried away again.’ I thought to myself, nearly rolling my eyes. Observing 
as how the loud-mouthed preacher in all his abundant fervor and boisterous enthusiasm, seemed 
to once more be ignoring the subtle fading light of day. The orange beams once flooding the tall-
reaching windows, their rays cutting through the ambient dust and twisting candle smoke, were 
now barely visible beneath the very tops of their frames, the sun swiftly vanishing beneath the 
shroud of forests and mountain ranges. 

If I had a timepiece on hand, I’m sure I would have noticed a three-hour difference between the 
start of the church’s service and its approaching end, the two mother and child moons appearing 
within the tinted sky from behind the preacher himself only further serving as proof. Their 
respective white and blue glow evident even from within the tinted glass panels depicting a half-
moon shape, an icon which occupied the necks of nearly everyone else in attendance.

Everyone save for the priest and his closest followers that is, who were adorned with proper 
necklaces and pins rather than simple rosaries, their religious symbols composed of more 
valuable materials like gold and silver as opposed to simple wood.

‘A sign of their true devotion.’ As they so put it.

Simple vanity, says I.

‘But to call it simple would be an understatement,’ I pondered while sparing a glance at this 
chamber’s decor with its imposing gothic arches and carefully crafted pews with the arms 
meticulously carved to include designs of the Moonshadow shrub and similarly named 
carnations. These humans, still new to the religion having only been introduced to it a few years 
ago, twisted the required design as designated by the Temple of Elune’s head practitioners until 
it more closely resembled what was common to them.

The only thing keeping this work of architectural sacrilege from being completely decimated by 
its most devoted followers is the fact that its occupants studied and followed the religion 
practices nearly to the letter. Which is more than one could say for the previous attempts made at
spreading its knowledge and is thankfully what spared me from having to make the trip back and
forth from the main temple every month.

Still, I’d rather attend this ‘simple’ church and hide amongst its followers in secret rather than be 
forced to sit alongside other Night Elves in the Temple of Elune and be subject to their angry 
glares and mournful expressions, many of their kin having been killed due to my own actions 
after all.

Careful not to make a sound that may attract their attention, I observed the other men, women 
and members of this church of Elune that surrounded me. Their hands clutched together and held
in a clasp to their brows, their eyes resting closed and their volume low as they knelt on the 
stone-cut floor besides the heavy oak pews in curious contemplation.



I wondered for a moment if their knees were aching with how long they had been pressed into 
the hard ground like that, much like mine were before a sudden shudder coursed its way 
throughout my body, a faint ripple in the air present above the skin of my hand allowing the pale 
hue beneath it to gradually shift back to its typical blue tint.

Quickly and quietly as possible, I reapplied the illusory magic to my person before my identity 
could be exposed in view of so many people, finishing the arcane commands with a whisper and 
waiting for its results to solidify before sparing a peak at the people who kneeled to either side. 
Noting with great relief that neither they nor anyone else had detected anything unusual of me.

Despite how many times I had been here before this group and attended these services, I have 
never felt comfortable in this space and not just due to the lack of practices common to the 
meetings attended during childhood.

The rosary which comfortably rested on the necks of every other member in attendance had 
always felt chocking on my own ever since my return to this mortal realm and the relinquishing 
of my responsibilities to the High Priestess Tyrande and the Goddess Elune herself. With the 
religious symbol passing nervously between my fingers, I briefly reflected on the years that had 
passed since the defeat of Zovaal and his loyalists and the repayment of my debt towards those I 
had wronged, defeated, tortured, killed and other such dreadful things.

I knew, of course, that time enough had passed for the reasons behind my unforgivable actions, 
for the information that my tyrannical rule and conquest of the civilized world was being pushed 
forward by a malevolent and manipulating force bent on domination and power, to have become 
common knowledge but still, the fear in my heart remained.

Despite not being in full control at the time, I knew full well of the many people that I had 
scarred and disregarded, thrown to the side to be trampled upon. And regardless of how much 
effort my sisters and colleagues had gone through to bring me back to this world, to free me from
that demon’s terrible influence, I would need to continue reminding myself that now I was only 
mortal.

Any wrong step made, any fight started, could mean the potential end of my existence on this 
earth only this time, there would be no coming back. No more second chances, anything could 
happen now which could tear me away once again from the people I know and had cared for, and
the only thing left that would mean for me... was judgement.

The stubborn part of me I knew, would always be shouting, complaining about how foolish I was
to think this way, that anything that may happen I could face without issue, that I needn’t be 
loyal to the people who called themselves ‘friend’ or to a god that didn’t care if this company 
was spreading about her teachings falsely.

But I knew better than that voice, knew that those same colleagues were the very ones who 
risked everything just to come to my aid, to rescue me from a dreadful end of my own making 



and bring back the person they once knew and so ignoring my own doubts, I quieted that same 
voice, tried to continue simply living day by day and tucked away those whispers to the farthest 
possible reaches of my mind, so that I might never be tempted to listen to it again.

And this was how I lived, how I got by ever since then.

The few years I had spent away from the war, separate from all the action, adrenalin, death and 
those countless battles fought, had been good ones, peaceful ones. Ones which I could say safely 
I had enjoyed most thoroughly even if they at first seemed tedious and uneventful to me.

The routine I had fallen into was equally simple, with my visits to the temple limited to just once 
a month to appease the requirements made of me by the moon Goddess herself; the rest of my 
time was always spent at ease. Cleaning up the home I had been granted, going into town to 
gather groceries and other such necessities, paying visits to local farmers and pharmacists and 
occasionally playing with the local children that resided there were what composed my daily 
routine.

My sisters often visited, the others less so and aside from maybe one or two other things, this 
was how you could sum up my current way of life.

Simple.

Simple and...

...Boring.

The thought was one which was horrendous and terrible to think about, I knew, but that’s truly 
all I seemed to feel about everything now. Just bored.

Monotony caused my mind to become infected with illusions and temptations of battle, of 
fighting one on one against a horde of towering malignant beasts with mouths snarling, blazing 
sharp jaws and poisonous fangs and then standing over their bleeding corpses triumphant. And 
although I knew such ideas and dreams would only make the need for such eventful and 
invigorating moments like that even worse and more prevalent, such thoughts still couldn’t help 
but infect my mind with their presence.

This need, this want for action, of being in control of every moment of the battle and indeed, my 
victim themselves was infectious, seeping slowly through into my every waking moment and 
daydream. Until even now, as the head priest spoke to his followers with religious fervor and 
aplomb, his voice trumpeting throughout the massive cathedral and echoing within the ears of 
every last of its inhabitants, the candlelit glow which surrounded him creating a halo so 
impressive it would make even the most stubborn of Atheists skeptical, I couldn’t help but stare 
at the thinning hair beneath his cap and his twindly moustache instead. Trying to find anything 
that might help make me even the tiniest bit interested in his sermon.



Instead, I felt nothing even as the ceremonies were finished and the meeting ‘finally’ came to an 
end.

As handshakes were given and parting words were made out, I was just about to walk out of the 
hall with some of the other family members and like-minded townsfolk when I was abruptly 
stopped by a tap to my shoulder. Turning around to find Father Stoughton, fellow follower and 
church official, standing before me and asking, “Miss Tallow?”

Seeing that he had called out my name, the false one I had chosen to go by during my time spent 
with these people, as well as tapped inquisitively on my shoulder, it was easy to see that he had 
need of me for something.

“Yes, Father Stoughton?” I answered, my voice being the only real thing about me these people 
were familiar with.

“I was wondering if you might assist us with cleaning up a bit once everyone’s left. I’d like to 
have a word with the head priest and if it’s not too presumptuous, you seemed like you weren’t 
busy. Only if alright with you, of course.”

Having helped out before with such tasks out of the sake of getting familiar with the locals and 
other members of the church, and not seeing any real need to refuse, I swiftly replied with, “It’s 
perfectly fine, Father. No trouble at all.” and left him to have his conversation while I waited for 
the others to leave.

Fortunately, it wasn’t much long of a wait and quickly, I found myself working alongside the 
other workers helping to maintain their precious sanctuary, lifting up the pews with more ease 
than I could safely show and moving them out of the way so we could sweep up the dirt and 
clumps of mud that had collected along the floor freely.

There was always a surprising amount of grime that gathered between the cracks of stone and 
while this was typically a simple matter, sometimes it built up and clung to the rock with more 
tenacity than one might first expect. I had been sweeping alongside the other workers when I 
came across one such stubborn patch of mud, it was being particularly resistant to being picked 
up with the rest of the pile so I felt I should put in more strength into my sweeping to take care of
the issue and evidently, just as the shaft of the broom had started to creak beneath my hands, that
quickly had proven to be a bad idea.

With a loud crack, the broom snapped, breaking into splinters within my very grasp with the long
handle splitting in half along the base and the small rectangular junction which housed the 
trimmed hay bristles falling to the floor with a loud clatter.

The room had fallen silent as the wood began to settle and for but a moment, I looked around 
nervously to the other present church members assisting me to see their reactions, their blanks 
stares and agape mouths easily betraying their surprise. Each one of the men and women sharing 
this same expression with the exception of one, a relatively young member with a clean-shaven 



face who in response to the noise simply turned around and laughed. Explaining away with a 
sigh that they had been meaning to get that particular broom replaced for a while now, that it had
started showing its age and that everything just now had simply been because: ‘It was it’s time.’ 
The brief moment of silence that followed was soon broken by a bout of spare chuckles from 
those surrounding, the other members seeming to take the explanation as fact and instead of 
focusing on the matter, merely returned to the task at hand.

Letting out a breath along with my own stress, I approached the man, picking up what pieces I 
could gather and asked him where I might find a replacement for the broken tool. Himself 
quickly answering with a point to a nearby door, followed with, “It’s connected to the adjacent 
dormitories. Just walk the hall until you reach the fourth door on the right, it should be right 
there.”

Thanking him with a smile, I went about my way and left the room, quietly praising the gods 
under my breath that nothing had been suspected of me before walking towards the door in 
question, pulling open the latch to find it a simple utility storeroom. The replacement he had 
mentioned easily found resting against the wall.

I was just about to grab it and leave when a shape on the ground caught my eye and I noticed 
something... off. Something that really shouldn’t have been there.

Occupying the floor of this utility closet was a set of dirty footprints, the traces of mud which 
trailed out a path leading from hallway into this very room. It was something which typically, I 
might’ve put aside as the result of some gardener carelessly coming back to return his tools 
without having wiped his feet however, there was something else about this observation that 
made it decidedly peculiar.

These footprints led straight into a wall.

Immediately, my mind started to spin a tale, putting imagined pieces of ideas together. Quite 
clearly, there was something more here, half a footprint sticking out from beneath the stone 
proved that much, clearly and you never build a secret entrance unless you had something to 
hide, the only question remained... what could it be?

This was worth my time.

Kneeling down for a moment and placing a hand to the ground next to where the wall met the 
floor, I noted the tiniest hint of warmth leaking out from underneath, a stark contrast to the cold 
sterility of the room I occupied and the typical hint of a larger space being concealed within. But 
also a sign that the room was potentially currently occupied or in the very least, had been so 
recently.

I certainly hadn’t planned on investigating right away but now, I would definitely have to come 
back later.



Hearing the clergy member who had aided me asking from the hall if I had found the broom or 
required assistance, replying cooly that I needn’t, I quickly stood back up and walked over to the 
broom, grabbing it with a firm clasp and left, closing the door behind me.

Perhaps the young man had assumed that I had trouble initially with locating the storage room 
because fortunately, he hadn’t bothered to question me why my task had taken so long to 
complete. Instead returning to the main hall with me in tow without so much as an inquiry, 
allowing the both of us to easily return to completing the taxing chore within a short amount of 
time, our work finished by the sound of the last pew thudding and our chatter ceasing to echo as 
we left through the main entrance and began making our way back to each of our respective 
homes.

Parting from the rest of the group with a wave, I started tracing the way back to my residence, 
noting how the sky had started to deepen in its color before stealing several glances back at the 
other men and women gradually progressing further and further away. Waiting only until they 
were completely out of my sight and I had neared the edge of the forest before ducking into the 
woods with a sprint, starting my path back on towards the cathedral from within the natural 
cover of the forest itself.

Smiling as I continued to run, I finally released the illusory magic on my person, the air 
surrounding my skin and clothing beginning to waver as my pale skin returned to its natural blue,
the soft cloth shirt and well-worn skirt vanishing in patches of mist, the clouds parting to reveal 
the hardened leather and shining curling metal, the carefully crafted and intricately designed 
Elvan armor pressing comfortably against my limbs.

As if they had been waiting precisely for a moment like this to be put to proper use once more, 
the chainmail covers resting along my neck, arms and legs seemed warm despite their 
composition, my iron spiked shoulder pads easily brushing away any sticks or leaves that 
threatened to reach my face, even the gleaming green gems seemed to illuminate my path along 
the dirt and roots with their natural glow. Every item wanting to pull their weight despite their 
age, almost needing their limits to be tested yet again.

Well, test them I shall.

The illusory spell was just about finished wrapping up, its final touches evident as the brunette-
tinted bangs which occupied the edges of my gaze returned to their naturally gleaming golden-
white, when I took a stop before one of the many large trees that occupied this land. Standing 
before it with a grin, I pulled my hood on over my well-admired Elvan ears, the feeling of the 
cloth comforting like laying in one's own bed, before reaching up to grasp a dangling branch and 
climbing directly upward into the forests canopy.

From there I continued my journey, leaping amongst the branches, brushing past the needles and 
twigs all while feeling the wind swirl around within my cloth covering, its soft licks teasing at 
my hair, neck and ears while I eagerly took in the rising sensation within my chest felt with each 



jump and drop. Even my armor seemed to take this too, adjusting themselves naturally with 
every fall until they affixed an even more secure position along my skin.

I didn’t need to do this, of course. I knew that nobody was following, my natural acting and body
language being too good of a performance to cause anyone to suspect anything.

But damn, did it ever feel good!

Of course, all good things must come to an end and so upon reaching what I thought was the 
closest position from the church I could manage without leaving the concealing elevation of the 
canopy, I took my rest. Stopping on several limbs before settling on one whose main trunk I 
could use a resting point while still maintaining sight on the church in the field, the view clear 
from a gap between the leaves yet remaining hidden from the clearing outside.

Now all that was left to do was wait for night to come and for the last lights glowing in the 
temple’s windows to be snuffed out.

With the ceremony having taken place much later in the day than typical of other churches, their 
priests presumably wanting to perform it as close to nightfall as possible to feel nearer to their 
revered icon, it wasn’t much of a wait for the last traces of daylight to fade from the sky. The 
orange and red tones giving way to an inky black with the stars and moons acting as beacons of 
light through the darkness, casting faint shadows on the land below with their brilliant glare.

The house of prayer on the other hand was taking much longer to relinquish to the night, the 
candlelit windows continuing to emit their flaming glow well past the vanishing of day, their soft
flickers proceeding onward another hour or two before even the first of the candles were snuffed 
out.

Simply gazing out at the church and waiting patiently for each of its residents to proceed to bed 
was proving to be quite tiresome, I observed with a yawn. The nook of the tree limb feeling more
and more comforting with each passing moment but still I fought to remain awake, the goal ever-
present in my mind keeping me from submitting myself to the realm of dreams.

Finally, three or four hours after the end of the last procession and the start of my own 
investigation, the last of the lights, the ones in what I assumed was the head priest’s office, were 
slowly extinguished one by one until eventually the glass went dark like the rest, the man 
seemingly retiring for the night.

Now, with a stretch of my spine and a crack of my neck, I could make my move.

Jumping down from my spot atop the resting limb and allowing myself to fall directly 
downward, the torn and pockmarked end of my dulled cape rising up to trail behind me with the 
fabric flapping from the sheer force of the simulated gust, I landed smoothly on the ground 
without so much as a twig broken, perfectly silent.



Now on level with the forest floor and the moment at hand, I charged forth from the forests 
shroud and onto the cool grass of the church-occupied plain, keeping an eye on the grounds 
surrounding the building just to make sure there were no one outside to witness my approach. 
Slowing only upon coming within twenty feet or so to the outer perimeter, knowing that taking a 
position any closer without a preliminary examination of the building would be reckless.

Staking out the exterior, I eyed several points while being careful to look out for other persons on
patrol, one potential entry found in several small windows spread out in a line which occupied 
the base of the dormitories. The frames themselves a half-oval design with a depiction in the 
center portraying each of the different lunar cycles for The White Lady, this pattern repeated on 
the other side of the branching building but for The Blue Child instead.

I presumed them to be initially ventilation points but thinking on it further, they could just as 
easily have been for redirecting ambient light as well, the frames appearing to be on some kind 
of hinge which allowed the windows themselves to be lowered downward when unhitched.

It was definitely an option however, my mind was still set on entering through the secret 
chambers main entrance, of risking the danger of discovery if only for the simple thrill of it and 
so instead, I continued looking for a different entrance point. Preferably, one connected directly 
to the hallway of the entrance in mind.

To my faint surprise and perhaps owing to my luck, one had been left unlocked and cracked open
exactly where I needed to be.

Acting on instinct, I embarrassingly began looking around for a moment as if searching for any 
hints to the window having been left open on purpose, set as a trap for me to trip before quickly 
realizing that the notion was a bit silly, that I was being silly. It’s not like I couldn’t handle 
anything that came my way, after all.

So instead, I simply continued onward, starting my trespass by climbing up into the stone cut 
window frame, fixing my feet in position on the surfaces above the slanted edge face so that I 
maintained a solid stance. One being required due to the fact that the window had only been 
cracked open a small way rather than left fully swung outward.

With my back pressed against the cold cragged wall, I carefully reached into my pocket to take 
out a small vial of oil, something I kept on me on all times out of habit, and cracked open its seal.
With the valve fully loosened, I removed the small glass dropper held within, squeezed its rubber
tip to pull up some of the vial's contents and pressed it to each of the window’s hinges, the idea 
being to grease up the rotating pins so that the frames would open softly rather than harshly and 
thus attract less attention.

Upon returning the vial back to its place in my pocket, I shifted my body slightly closer to the 
exterior wall to make space for the windows to move before grabbing the edge of the frame and 
as slowly as possible, pulling it open. A few seconds being all the oil needed to work its magic as



the hinges rotated open without so much as a whine, allowing me to slip inside completely 
undetected.

With the slightest tap of my feet hitting the stone floor, I was in, the door to the utility room just 
a few feet away. Looking around, I couldn’t find anything that marked out another person's 
presence, the only breathing in the room being that of my own with not even the signs of chatter 
or steps sounding along the floor to occupy it, only silence.

I could have taken things a little easier from there however, I was never one to take any chances. 
Upon reaching the door, I repeated the same thing for its connection points as I did for the 
window, turning the handle and pulling it open as slowly as possible so as not to make any noise,
closing it shut behind me with just as much precaution until it had fully closed, leaving me in a 
quiet room with nothing to occupy it but complete darkness.

Not thinking it smart to risk making a flame in this enclosed space, the danger of smoke along 
with the potentiality of being detected by the harsh light cast by it seeming unsafe so instead, I 
merely casted a tiny illumination spell to light up this darkened space. A small glowing red ball 
appearing with a shimmer and held suspended within the palm of my own hand, the faint glow 
managing to prove sufficient in revealing the cleaning supplies and workers shoes without being 
bright enough to run the risk of alerting any outside passersby.

The interior of this space seemed normal enough, seemingly nothing disturbed or different from 
last I saw it save for a few stored items and footwear, but I was observant enough to know 
different. A mere cursory glance down at the ground beneath being all that was needed for me to 
discover that the tracks from earlier had gone, not just cleaned up but completely vanished, not a 
single trace of the matted dirt remaining with the stones themselves shining slick with water and 
other materials.

“Okay then. If I was to build a secret entrance in a closet, where would I hide the switch...?” I 
asked myself, being careful to keep my voice quiet and looking around until I found wherever 
the mechanism had been hidde-

“Oh, come on.” I exclaimed, my disbelief and frankly, disappointment nearly causing me to 
speak at a normal volume, such sentiment forced onto me upon seeing among the strung-up 
jackets and coveralls a single shining coat hook. An obvious gap between its connection point in 
the wall revealing it to be connected to a concealed mechanism behind its rocky exterior, hell, it 
wasn’t even painted the same as the hooks next to it.

“If you’re going to hide a secret entrance, at least try to disguise the way to access it.”

Feeling perhaps a little dejected now, I merely pulled the ‘hidden’ switch with as little 
excitement as a person might experience watching an apple fall from a tree.

As expected, the stone wall in the back of this utility room, concealed by a small number of hung
up coats, boots and cleaning materials, emitted from its certainly hollow interior a small yet 



noticeable click, a press with my hand reaching past the shrouding cloth to its chipped surface 
proving it to shift slightly. Brushing past the dangling items and placing both hands to the wall, I 
continued pushing the hatchway open just as softly as I had its wooden opposite, halting my 
motion every time I heard the connected hinges give off a light squeal or the stone door grind 
against the lower surface.

The end result revealed an enclosed stairwell, entirely composed with the same kind of rock as 
the rest of the dormitory, a small stash of extinguished torches and lighting material found along 
the base of the right wall meant to be used as guides for the people making their way down the 
steps which as of current, led only into a pit of absolute darkness,

Unfortunately, it was nothing I hadn’t seen before.

“Must all employ the same builders...” I commented under my breath before doing a cautionary 
glance over each of the doorway’s four surfaces, scanning them for any signs of tripwires or 
alarms before carefully stepping over the frame. Sliding the exit closed behind me before 
continuing downward into the dark abyss with only the small glowing red orb still held hovering 
in my hand to use for guidance.

To be honest, I was both a little surprised and impressed to find that the stony steps actually went
down quite some distance, most hidden rooms I’ve seen in the past only having been stationed 
just a few feet below its entrance but no. Instead, this one descended down by what I would have
to assume was about thirty to forty feet or so, much deeper than what most owners would have 
gone through the effort to construct.

And it was only upon reaching this depth that the stairwells exit made its appearance and the 
secret held below this revered temple was revealed to me.

Concealed beneath the ground of this church was a fairly large storeroom, nearly the size of the 
chapel itself which now that enough time had passed since it was last occupied, was currently 
cool in temperature with the air bringing with it a light chill. Constructed with materials one 
would not expect a religious sect to be able to afford, smooth granite slabs made up the floor and 
ornate pillars along the walls supported the widespread ceiling, the extravagant curling struts that
extended from their topmost points seeming to consist of an impressive amount of iron-wrought 
arches though this costly material was still mostly hidden beneath a false ‘and cracking’ stony 
exterior.

Although no flame was currently present within the interior of the room, ambient light still filled 
the air, not enough to be considered as being bright but still proving efficient in providing one 
aid. Seemingly entering through the small, ovular tunnels that occupied both walls in a line along
the ceiling, their strange half-circle shape allowing me to realize that their caverns must have 
been what connected to those odd windows outside, the equally positioned vents ensuring that an
ample amount of light occupied the room at all times of the day.



Looking around this space with my palm held outward, the small glowing light illuminated some
of the items the ample amount of shelves in this room seemed to occupy, the tiny red glare 
reflecting back off of polished metal and shining crystal. A look alone being all that was needed 
to discover that it wasn’t just barrels of wine and other alcohol that occupied these frames but 
spoils of war as well. Just a slight peak at the racks revealing an impressive number of chipped 
swords and dented shields, golden coin and silver chalices, all sorts of valuable treasures and 
trinkets and all likely stolen.

‘And still, they beg for donations.’

Stepping further into the room, I practically had to tip toe around all the chests and stands which 
laid randomly along the floor if just to avoid knocking them over, passing by the shelves stacked 
full with all sorts gems and jewels, ornaments and polished silver and thinking all the while of 
how much trouble the head priest would be in when I released the information about this room’s 
existence to the townsfolk tomorrow. This hidden area most certainly having been built with his 
express permission when the temple was constructed after all, when eventually I came upon 
something of a study area.

This floor, located directly in the very middle of the chamber, had been occupied not by shelves 
and cargo but with tables and reading material, a small yet ornate carpet laid out atop the granite 
surface and pinned in place by seats of varying sizes and styles. Each ornate chair seeming to 
have originated from a different nation, and each occupied with a small wooden stand sat next to 
them which had laid atop their smooth platforms a box of seemingly expensive tobacco.

Realizing that this was some type of area for studying and researching the items they’ve found or
more likely pillaged, and that whoever had been involved in this scheme treated the seating 
arrangement as a position to admire the ample wealth that surrounded them, I mischievously 
decided to play something of a practical joke. Taking each of the tobacco boxes and casting a 
different spell for all of them, something which wouldn’t result in anything permanent, of course 
but lasting enough to make them all look a fool and regret having kept all this to themselves.

Chuckling lightly, I allowed my attention to return back to the surrounding tables, noting how 
each seemed to be reserved towards a different area of research and material. The leftmost table 
occupied by various kinds of weapons and armor, with spears and swords lined up in rows while 
an entire string of differently sized daggers laid alongside helmets of varying styles. In 
opposition to it was the rightmost table which in contrast, seemed to be completely dedicated to 
the study of different potions and enchanted objects. An iron-crafted cauldron kept tucked to the 
side on the floor while a number of different ingredients and shimmering vials took up its 
surface, a journal written down with jumbled notes laid resting directly in front of an intricate 
display where glass bottles, tubes and small oil burners resided waiting for use.

And lastly was the table in the very center, tucked behind the carpeted lounge and nearest to the 
shelves which because of the untidy nature of the person who tended to it, had straining its table 



legs an absolute obscene number of books. An entire enclosure of nothing but reading material 
lined its edges stood nearly as tall as the shelves which surrounded it, their immense weight only 
held up by an even larger collection kept tucked beneath the table itself, their presence alone 
being all that stood between the display’s total collapse.

If that wasn’t enough, there were even more stacks which rested on the floor surrounding it; 
books laid haphazardly on top of each other until they reached nearly as tall as I was. And I 
would have laughed at that notion had it not been for something I just barely noticed about its 
display in the dark.

I was not usually one for reading but even I could tell simply by looking that there was 
something about the arrangement of items on the table that made it decidedly different from the 
others, and it wasn’t just how unorganized it was.

While the other stations seemed to be truly dedicated to the full study and examinations of their 
craft, whoever had been manning this table seemed to have allowed themselves to be distracted 
by one sole item in particular. The massive stacks which surrounded it, while still admittedly 
impressive in their scale, were clearly not as important to this person as within the very center of 
all this chaos, tucked neat and tight on the sole section of exposed table surface with the rest 
taken up by a mass of torn paper and scribbled notes, was but one. Single. Book.

I immediately walked straight over.

Stepping carefully past the number of empty covers and loose pages that coated the floor around 
the station, I focused solely on the only book in its middle, expecting it to at least be decorated 
with gold or magic gems, something which would easily garner the attention of your average 
greedy worm. Finding its extremely bland cover however to even be lacking a title was an aspect
that really piqued my interest.

Why would someone put so much of their attention into something so... ordinary?

I simply had to find out.

Removing the book from its carefully crafted paper nest, I returned to the seats behind me to take
a respite in one of its chairs so that I might observe its pages more carefully beneath the ambient 
moonlight. Seeing that the soft lighting alone wasn’t enough to allow me to read the pages’ texts.
I put a little more power into the light spell I still had going, the small increase in red glow 
allowing me to fully appreciate the pages as they were.

Quickly I discovered the text to have been written by the hand of a former wizard, one who had 
lived and died long before my generation that had decided to use the book as a kind of journal, to
write down the summarized observations of his studies into the different spells and forms of 
magic-casting he was experimenting with.



Though having been intrigued at first by its initially curious presentation, the book itself was 
rather dull in its content; much of its written text simply regarding his thoughts and feelings of 
that day rather than any actual records of his investigations into the magical sciences, seemingly 
treating it more as a diary rather than as a potential spellbook.

By the time I was halfway through, my earlier yawning had increased in its frequency, sounding 
off with little care to their volume as I tiredly read for the fourth time how the practicing wizard 
suspected his local grocer to have been cheating him out of more coin than was typical of other 
customers. And with the text reading as boorishly as it was, I was honestly beginning to question
myself why I had ever picked up the book in the first place.

But then as I turned the next page, I finally discovered just what made its contents so interesting.

Bookmarked by a crows feather and a small piece of paper which read; ‘Needs further study, 
must find a participant. Willing or otherwise.’ I found that the book contained the written details 
and discovery of a rather peculiar spell.

The text reading:

“Today, I have stumbled upon quite the unusual find. A new type of ‘cosmetic spell’ as I’ve 
taken to calling it, although using a title as simple as that would be putting the true potential of 
this magic to shame. I was residing in my reading nook, waiting for my lovely young neighbor to
return with the ingredients I requested, with a book open in front of me while focusing my mana 
into a swirling purple mist. Something I read was supposed to help strengthen and further build 
up one's mana reserves.

As I was practicing, twirling the mist around my fingers while reading aloud, I fumbled a 
portion of the text and accidentally spoke the words ‘Mammor Iflan Sion’ instead of ‘Memory of 
Simon’ and with it, the spell came to being!

The dull swirl of trailing purple mist instantly burst to light, transforming into brilliant violet 
flames which licked at the surface of my palms and fingers, their reach limited solely to the 
undersides of my hands.

Initially, I was very frightened, of course. The potential damage to my book and personal 
wardrobe crossing my mind (‘Maybe you should worry about yourself first.’ I thought with a 
scoff) however, another examination of the fire within my hands revealed it to neither be 
harmful nor damaging.

Upon this notice, I simply decided to continue the focusing of my mana, curious to see what 
manner of effect this newly found spell might have when without my notice, the traces of purple 
flame that trailed up into the air started to float softly towards the entrance of my home. The 
small pools of fire gathering along the door’s surface creeping outward towards its edge and 
escaping through the small crack between the door and its framing.



I had only just thought the question of when might my kindly neighbor be returning with my 
purchased items when a shriek sounded off from outside my very home.

Knowing the familiar voice to belong to that of my neighbor, I immediately ceased what I was 
doing and raced towards the door, thinking the worst. Readying up a spell of protection to shield
the young woman from whatever threat had frightened her and only faintly noting the small 
pools of flame collected within the cracks of its wooden beams before opening the door itself.

What I found instead however, immediately caused the spell I had prepared to fizzle out.

There, positioned within the entrance of my own home, was my neighbor. She stood awkwardly 
with the same wavy blond hair, eyeglasses, pleated blue skirt and brown leather shoes she had 
been first wearing when I sent her off this morning but unlike the calm and pleasant expression 
worn then, now she looked to be panicked. The groceries she gathered for me having fallen to 
the ground in her excitement to join with the few buttons that had already burst from her blouse. 
Her eyes wide and glossy from frightened tears while she stared down at the hands clutching to 
her stretched out shirt, the rims of which had been forcefully separated by the sheer mass of 
ample flesh that now occupied her chest!”

Immediately stunned by the sheer absurdity of the text, I nearly banged my head against the back
of the wooden chair with how much I was taken aback, that last sentence ringing out repeatedly 
in my mind and eliciting feelings of both shock, confusion and slight embarrassment.

‘What the hell is this guy talking about?!’ I thought to myself, wondering just when the author on
magical studies and observations had been replaced by an erotic novelist.

With no choice but to find out, I continued reading.

“Her breasts, which had once been flush with her torso (“Gods...” I murmured aloud, feeling 
even further put off just by reading this), were now bursting forth from the yellow-tinted fabric 
with the ends of her black bow-string tie dangling downward to escape past the parted rims and 
tease at her bulging skin. Her fingers clinging onto the slowly tearing fabric for dear life, 
exposed and covered flesh bulging past her digits in her desperate attempt to maintain any 
remaining shreds of her modesty.

 Something which was swiftly becoming a dwindling supply for her as they were still growing.

Shockingly, as I gazed upon her swollen bosom, their plump appearance a stark contrast to the 
lithe and thin figure she possessed just an hour ago; they seemed to slowly become even larger. 
The mass behind her rounded flesh continuously increasing with the force behind their 
mysterious growth pushing them ever forward, their mounting weight and cumbersome size 
causing the young souls face to burn a vibrant red while her own hands wrestled with the great 
pillows occupying her torso. Her hands struggling to keep up with their already impossible size 
with the heft of them alone causing her grip upon them to fail, the soft-looking orbs bulging 
around her slipping fingers while the breasts themselves simply continued to push onward 



despite her protests, bringing with them an ever-increasing strain on the cloth which covered 
them.”

‘Did he have to describe it so... vividly?’ I mused, a blush most assuredly now worn on my face.

“As soon as the initial shock had faded and worry started to settle in, I took notice of the small 
portions of purple flame softly licking about her skin and recognized it as the effects of the newly
discovered spell. The sparking clouds of violet fire seeming to gather around the skin 
surrounding those mountainous orbs, the magical blaze hovering over their surface before 
seemingly seeping into the pores hidden within the pale texture. The magical spell apparently 
prompting this extreme expansion of her mammaries while also presumably providing an 
increase of skin surface appropriate to the speed of their growth, to ensure that the sudden 
inflation of mass didn’t cause any harm to its intended target.

Perhaps appropriately, it was around this time that I was slapped across the face by the young 
woman herself, my neighbor apparently not enjoying the level of attention I was giving her 
ample mounds. (‘Of course she would, anyone would in that situation’) Regardless, the turning 
force was just what I needed for my investigative gaze to be directed towards the door, my line of
sight catching on the small pools of purple flame gathered between the cracks of wood which 
were peeling off the planks in large, collected sections and gradually floating over towards their 
intended target.

Said victim staring for a moment at the approaching wave with surprise and fear before raising 
up her hands on instinct to the hovering blaze, her hefty orbs dropping in an instant to rest 
against her torso. A weight equal to undersized-watermelons bulging violently against the 
splitting fabric and falling with an enormous pulsing jiggle while the flood of magic merely 
poured around her outstretched fingers to lend further aid to their already impossible size.

And so it was that the very moment after the first flame flickered across her ample skin, her 
already well-strained blouse burst apart at the seams, buttons flying and fabric tearing as the 
flesh within rushed forward. The two orbs breaking outward with a visible bounce against her 
chest, their sides reaching well past the width of her own torso to reach the limits of her 
shoulders with her teats, already erect from simple arousal, becoming fully exposed to the outer 
air, their size along with accompanying areola having grown in conjunction with the rest of her 
breast.”

“What the hell...” I whispered to myself, trying to keep my emotions in order while also 
attempting to imagine just what such a depiction would even look like. Any such persons 
pictured in my mind seeming... lacking in comparison with the text on the page.

The expansion continued along with my reading, the words depicting: “With the release from 
their prison, my neighbor came falling forward to the ground, forced off balance from the sheer 
weight of her own chest with the collision of hers against my own sending me stumbling 
backward as well.



She came to a crash against the ground while I got away with nearly bashing my head against 
the balustrade, an admittedly lesser punishment than what she had to deal with, her body forced 
onto the floor to fiercely collide with breasts the size of large pumpkins. From my position on the
stairs, eyes forever focused on the fantastic sight before me, I could observe the tears in her 
outfit, the scars of torn seams and stressed threads seeming more like battle damage than simply
worn-out fabric.

Although, considering what she was going through, perhaps calling it a ‘battle’ was 
appropriate.

My neighbor was still fighting hers while on the floor, trying to pull herself up without... I 
suppose, arousing herself any further... and failing at it. Peeling away from the ground with a 
red face, frantic eyes and fast heavy breath, her breasts rolled back as she went into a kneel to 
reveal the two erect teats underneath, their presence seeming even larger and more prominent 
than they were just a moment ago.

As the purple flame continued to dance around the surface of each orb like clouds do mountains,
their amount slowly dwindling with each passing second, my neighbor with a panting, wide-
mouthed grin started sliding her hands around each of her enormous breasts. Pressing down 
into the plump skin as if rolling bread dough and moaning with each touch and compression of 
the gradually growing mounds.

With goosebumps running along the surface of her arms, I watched on in disbelief as she 
suddenly took one hand and shoved it downward, the limb disappearing behind the bulge of her 
own chest to presumably reach into her pants to touch upon her... (‘So he won’t say that but 
he’ll describe everything else in exact, descriptive detail, I get it.’ I thought with a roll of my 
eyes.)

Seemingly having forgotten my very presence, her other hand flew to grip at her engorged tit, 
teasing and pulling at it with an eagerness I have never seen from anyone before. With her eyes 
rolled upward and her tongue nearly sticking out like a dogs, her entire body was one large 
mass of motion, her gigantic chest rolling back and forth with every shift of her hands and press 
of her own frame against it. The motion along with her own breath becoming faster and faster 
until finally, with the last licks of flame vanishing below her skin, her entire body seized all at 
once, muscles and limbs tensing and relaxing until she ultimately collapsed on top of her own 
breasts.

Each one equal in their shape, texture and utter enormity, their size had escaped comparisons 
with any known fruits to become the equivalent of small boulders, the advancing growth finally 
ceasing having accomplished a natural depth reaching beneath her waist and a width extending 
an inch or two past her own shoulders. An unnatural firmness keeping them from fully 
succumbing to both gravity and the weight of the person resting atop them, maintaining a truly 
unreal roundness one would never see from a person having grown such a chest naturally.



Admittedly, I was struggling not to ravish her then and there, a worry for her health and safety 
being all that kept me from going wild-”

‘Okay, hold on a moment...’

I felt I had to put down the book for a second, feeling almost in need to catch my breath after 
having read what I just did, my armor suddenly seeming a lot warmer and more constricting on 
my skin especially around my neck with my heartrate slightly elevated.

I definitely hadn’t expected to uncover anything quite like this. The war-time loot and hoarded 
treasures of books and magic sure, but never this!

I felt the need to once more check over the cover of the book to see if I hadn’t actually gotten 
things wrong and picked up a work of erotic fiction instead but the sheer amount of boring filler 
that occupied the pages leading up towards the actual... ‘spice’ was enough proof that it wasn’t.

Honestly, I wanted to put it down, to tuck it away in some forgotten corner to never see it again 
but still it... it had a certain... intrigue to it. More pages yet to peruse.

And right now, that intrigue was the only thing keeping me from throwing this book straight into 
a fire.

So instead, I flipped the page, skipping past yet more text describing the man’s observations in... 
the most explicit detail till the writing finally refocused on whatever could be considered as its 
plot.

The log picking up on: “After we’d both had enough time to settle down and recognize the 
incriminating position she was in, not just on the floor but also in her current state, my neighbor,
forced to lift herself upward by pressing into the skin of her own enormous bosom, took but one 
look at herself before bursting into tears.

I honestly regret it now but it was only after everything had happened to her, from the expansion
of her own chest to her crying loudly on the floor, struggling simply to pick herself up from the 
ground that I realized just how vulnerable she had to be feeling in this moment, and thus closed 
the front door. Helping her up to her feet, with truthfully great difficulty, and walking her over to
a seat at my reading nook, her plush and plentiful chest resting heavily on the straining wooden 
table with its impressive size laid entirely bare until I covered it with a rather large and soft 
shawl.

The blanket raised and fell over every astounding curve, both outlining and emphasizing the 
startling size of each respective breast while leaving large patches of skin still exposed to the 
open air but still, it seemed to help relax her nonetheless.

With my companion still seeming anxious and on the edge of breaking down once again, I 
thought it best to make some tea for both of us, failing to ask her what kind she would like before
making a cup of my favorite blend, Frogsmouth.



Now, I know that Frogsmouth Tea is a widely hated beverage, its taste often found sickeningly 
strong and earthy to those not accustomed to it however considering everything that just 
happened between us, one can’t blame me for making the mistake of forgetting to ask if she 
wanted some. The second the liquid slipped past her lips, she was spitting it out, liquid spraying 
onto both me and the cloth covering her massive mounds but then, before she could manage to 
make even a single accusation at me, something remarkable happened.

Her chest began to shrink back down in size.

The tea which I had once found quite ordinary, in fact had the remarkable coincidence of being 
an acting counteragent to the very spell I had just discovered. Continued consumption of which 
caused the rate of her downsizing to further increase, the impressive amount of flesh that had 
just occupied her chest shrinking in mass until they eventually returned to their original state.

Well... mostly anyways, there did still exist a slight difference in size between the level plains she
had this morning and the raised hills she had now but still, it was a far improvement from the 
immobilizing weight they had been just a minute before.

We were both giddy of course, my neighbor for being back down to a more manageable bustline 
and myself for having discovered a new spell but of course, it was only upon my insistence that 
she help me research the effects of this newly discovered magic to further research and 
understand the limits of its influence on the human body that the mood was ruined for the two of 
us.

She left shouting for me to keep away from her, the door slamming with a loud thud with her 
shadow passing through my open windows presenting her departure but even now with my cheek
freshly stinging (“You certainly deserve it.” I whispered aloud, noting the text with a smug 
exhale), I know she’ll be back, that she’ll assist me in this matter. Such an impressive spell is 
just begging to be researched and studied and I’m certain that with just a little bit of insistence 
and perseverance, she’ll soon be at my side once again, all but willing to lend her aid.

Let’s see what tomorrow will bring, shall we?”

I was almost impressed with the man’s eagerness to press on despite everything, not many would
after such a rejection however, this thankfully went away as soon as I had reminded myself that 
he was also a massive pervert that not only watched on as his neighbor was going through a 
terribly embarrassing moment that he caused himself, but also later recorded every erotic detail 
for everyone who read it to see.

If he wasn’t in hell already, he certainly deserved to be.

I almost wasn’t certain if I should continue reading or not, near worried about what that would 
say about me if I did with my curiosity reaching its limits but I suppose I had come too far to 
stop now. “Might as well finish it.” I stated before turning the next page, my fingers tense almost
in preparation for what more embarrassing literature there was to come.



Fortunately for me, it seemed to pick up after some amount of time had passed and the results of 
his ‘research’ were ready to be presented so I wouldn’t have to deal with nearly as much erotic 
description of his tests and experiments as utilized previously... for the most part anyway.

The next page starting with: “It took three weeks of begging and an even further seven weeks of 
experimentation to get here, but I am finally ready to present my findings.

It’s important to note that the discovery and findings of this cosmetic spellcraft (‘So he went with
that name after all’) would not be possible without my beautiful and lovely assistant, Miss 
Daniella Myerson who volunteered her own body towards the results of this study.

To start with, the only requirements needed to cast the spell is that the caster must have their 
mana focused into a purple mist before saying the words: Mammor Iflan Sion. Besides that, the 
only real restrictions of the magic is entirely dependent on the skills and abilities of its user, its 
limits only determined by the amount a mana a person has built up in their body.

Fortunately for its users, the initial first step of this spell is what ordinarily is used to practice 
building up mana in the first place so the more one practices using it, the more prolonged and 
impactful its results will be.

Other than that, the only other limitation is that it must be used on a sentient female subject, 
seemingly having little to no effect on any other non-bipedal animal or person of the opposite 
gender, as discovered when accidentally cast on the grocer by mistake.”

‘Sure. Accident.’ I thought recalling his earlier suspicion of his grocer thieving from him and 
recognizing that he most likely cast it as a form of revenge against him, only to discover much to
his certain disappointment that nothing happened.

“Curiously, unlike most spells that can affect a person's features and appearance, there does not
seem to be a time limit on how long its effects last, removing the need for reapplication in order 
to maintain an enlarged state. Of course if one wanted to, they could cast the spell again at a 
later date to amplify a subjects current condition however, this is entirely up to the user of the 
spell and the target of its influence.

To date there is only one counteragent to this spell's effects: Frogsmouth Tea. When consumed, 
it negates the spells influence on the subject, allowing them to return to a smaller size however, 
it should be noted that regardless of the number of times the spell is cast on a subject, a small 
portion of the gained mass will remain, leaving them at a slightly larger natural state. This also 
applies to how long the target remains under its influence with theoretically, a time limit being 
set in place each moment the spell is cast, dependent on how many times it is used as well as 
how large its influence is, where they only have a specific period where they can reverse the 
effects of the spell before it becomes permanent.



Regardless of how much tea is consumed, once a target has reached a larger normal state, there
is seemingly no means of shrinking them down any further outside of a magic yet to be 
discovered.

There’s seemingly no adverse health issues caused by the use of this spell, outside of potential 
immobility, in contrast the magic appears to allow the body of the intended target to exceed near
impossible sizes without causing the skin to tear or damage due to swelling, perhaps the added 
mass found after the application of its counteragent being the result of the magic allowing the 
body to adjust to such changes naturally. Any potential heart problems or blood issues as so 
often found in magically grown animals due to needing support maintaining such a large mass 
seeming non-existent in the female subject.

There are a few methods of its application as well as some theories in regards to some of the 
spell’s currently hidden components.

1. In order to have an influence on a target, it seems that it is not necessary for a person to 
actually know the subject. Potentially, all one would need to do to cast it on a unknown 
person is maintain sight on them however, this theory would require the use of a different
test subject so this shall remain unproven for now.

2. The means of its application can also be changed, as discovered when applying the spell 
to an orange and later having the subject consume it, finding it to have the same 
expansive effect. This method though, can have its downsides since its influence is 
dependent on whether or not the target consumes or uses the item itself, it also does not 
carry nearly as large an effect as direct application. Perhaps a different type of vessel 
could be used to avoid this decrease in influence however, I am not skilled in the area of 
item crafting so the responsibility would need to fall to someone else.

3. It is possible that there exists a different ingredient currently lacking in Frogsmouth Tea 
that prevents the result of a complete reversal of the spells effects though, Daniella is no 
longer willing to drink any more of the tea so testing this would need to be researched 
using a different subject.

This ends the results of my findings.

Throughout this matter, my once reluctant assistant has been an incredibly helpful subject, 
willingly lending aid in my findings despite the changes to her growing person, something which
she and myself would later find to be... greatly enjoyable.”

“...Okay...?” I couldn’t but say aloud, a little curious of this... interesting change in relationship 
between the two.



“But my assistant is one thing, what might happen if other people besides me knew about this 
spell too?

I find myself torn by this question. On one hand, such a magic is certain to grant me the title of 
topmost wizard of our age, my spell being able to change the very face of our society with its 
potential to help women dissatisfied with their physical appearance. But on the other, if this 
spell ever got into the wrong hands, which was something certain to happen the moment people 
found out about it, it could be abused with disastrous results.

Any perverted man or woman with evil intentions could use such magic to target and violate 
anyone they so desired and escape without consequence, leaving their victims at immobilizing 
sizes. Those greedy or covetous for larger chests could easily become mad with power, 
enlarging their own breasts without end to eventually topple entire towns, kingdoms, continents!

Daniella tells me I’m being silly, that no one would ever utilize this magic with such malicious 
intent but truthfully, the possibilities make me wish I had never discovered such a potent magic 
in the first place.

Best this book remain hidden from the world for the rest of time till all forget its and my own 
existence lest it fall into the wrong hands. 

Never again will I cast this spell!

...Well... unless Daniella ever wants to advance from melons, then... maybe one more time.”

With that, the writing came to an end, the wizard apparently remaining loyal to his word with the
remaining half of the books pages left entirely blank, leaving me with little else to do besides 
close its cover and ponder on the contents I had just discovered, here in the dinginess of this 
secret storeroom.

Allowing my head to rest against the back of the chair, I let out a breath I wasn’t aware I had 
been holding and suddenly began feeling more exhausted than a simple lack of sleep could ever 
cause. My own thoughts seeming sluggish as I struggled to process the sheer amount of 
information I had learned from only eight simple pages, my ears and mouth twitching before I 
eventually came to one single conclusion.

“A spell that increases the size of a woman’s breasts? Are you fucking kidding me!?” I stated 
aloud, no longer caring to be quiet in the vastness of this empty room, the book falling limp in 
my lap while I slouched further into the seat of the chair.

...The chair belonging to one of the very people who helped conceal this erotic material...

‘...Maybe I should get up now.’ I was fortunate enough to recognize, quickly grasping the book 
once more before leaping to my feet, standing with a shudder at the thoughts of what... things 
may have happened in that same seat.



...Gross.

Choosing to ignore the obvious unpleasantness, I returned my focus once again to the article 
within my hand. It’s true that it was, in its own way, quite remarkable and it absolutely made 
sense why those who discovered it seemed to covet its pages so much, the dangers presented by 
its own existence, if the text was indeed factual, could very well do all those things described if 
not more.

But then again... if it wasn’t, then its pages may have been better used for kindli-

“Who’s in here!?”

‘Oh shit!’

For some odd reason, the first thing that crossed my mind was just how familiar the echoing 
male voice was, the single shout being all that was needed for me to recognize it as belonging to 
that of the preacher, the same one who had stood before myself and the church’s attendants just a
few hours before.

Thankfully, the second thought recognized the sheer amount of danger I was in.

Knowing now that I was currently in risk of being caught, I immediately dispelled the small orb 
of light still held in my free hand and started conjuring up an invisibility spell on myself with the
other, the faintly-gleaming outline of my armor vanished with a shimmer in time with a series of 
mechanical clicks sounding off and the room flooding with light.

For but a moment I stood blinded, its cause found in the beams pouring into the room from those 
same half-circle tunnels that lined the ceiling, the shaped iron-wrought panels that covered their 
entrances dispersing the light evenly through rippled glass panels, before I was able to recover 
from the sudden change in atmosphere. The second I had though, I was quickly able to pick out 
the increasing volume of the steps making their way down and started making my move, 
carefully stepping over to the wall that currently had light emitting from its top before 
clambering my way up one of the shelves that occupied it.

I had to be careful, both with my climbing and with the level of volume I was making, the 
invisibility magic unfortunately doing nothing to silence the noises caused by my actions, if I 
was to avoid being found out.

Once I had reached the upmost reaches of the shelf’s ledges, taking a slight rest atop its surface 
beneath one of the many moonlit tunnels, it took only one glance at the main entrance to this 
chamber, finding the darkness of its enclosure to grow brighter with the familiar orange glow of 
a burning torch, for me to rush back into action. Reaching up with frantic fingers to unhook the 
latch of the tunnel covering, quietly wincing as I pulled it open to hear its hinges squealing 
slightly before grabbing onto its edge and pulling myself upwards into the confines of its 



enclosed space, returning the hatch back to its original position while barely managing to keep 
my panting breath in check.

Had I not casted that invisibility spell earlier, I most likely would have been caught the moment 
the head preacher stepped within the room but fortunately, the reflected moonlight simply phased
right through me, the robed figure portrayed outside the warped image of the small glass pane 
instead wandering around searching aimlessly, waving his flickering torch around each corner 
before eventually giving up and returning to the fireplace. Instead taking my trespass to be a 
fantasy of the mind and using his torch to alight the freshly placed logs in the fireplace, waiting 
until the flames properly caught before extinguishing to his torch and taking a rest in one of the 
several chairs in the lounge’s center, going about his business as normal.

With a grin, I started creeping upward towards the exit of this cramped tunnel I found myself in, 
careful to make sure that none of my movements were loud enough to potentially alert the person
residing deep below. Eventually coming upon a familiar looking glass panel depicting the White 
Moon in a Waning Gibbous phase, the panel itself lifted up by a raised metal beam with a small 
reflecting mirror raised outward past its exit, a small mechanism connecting to its arm revealing 
it to automatically extend whenever someone activates it from within.

It would have perhaps been a tricky effort for someone to creep around the shining white lens 
without disturbing it however, for a person as experienced and agile as myself, it was a simple 
matter of pressing my back to the curved wall, using my arms and legs to creep over the lighting 
instrument until I was clear of it.

And from there, everything was downhill.

Racing back on towards the shroud of trees as soon as I was able, I couldn’t help but give myself
a moment to breath while running through the field, allowing an entire lungful of the fresh air to 
fill and sting at my lungs while relinquishing my grip on the spell which kept me concealed 
before making my way back into the cover of the trees. Clambering along their limbs until I 
arrived back at the comfortable high-reaching nook from earlier, a brief glance back over at the 
cathedral through the gap in the leaves signifying the end of my trespassing.

With the freedom to again speak aloud returned to me, I couldn’t help but let out a laugh as I sat 
down against the rugged bark of the tree trunk as I finally allowed my muscles to relax and my 
vigilance to falter. My heart racing in time with my mind for reasons other than being slightly 
winded by my swift escape, both spinning from thoughts of the events that just took place.

That first time in a long time that I had ever been so excited about doing something, that I’ve 
actually felt... well... alive, honestly.

The rush of adrenaline at nearly being caught alone was enough to take me all the back to the 
comforting memories of an older age, of trespassing on forbidden grounds and narrowly 
escaping the danger of a threat greater than myself. Sure, it wasn’t nearly as dangerous as 



fighting Chimaera or a Dragon but after so much time spent in in-activity, even the simple threat 
of being discovered by an old man in a robe carried with it the feeling of that.

And just think, all of it was because of a poorly hidden hideout and a silly little book...

“...Wait a minute...”

Did I... ever return the book?

I remember setting it down for a moment while in the chair before picking it back up, and I 
certainly remember having it in my hand when the preacher first called out.

...I don’t remember putting it back when I started casting that spell.

With a sneaking suspicion pushing me forward, I summoned up a familiar black rift with a wave 
of my hand and reached within its multi-colored edges until half my forearm vanished into it, my
fingers going numb as the limb passed through the portal which as far as I understood it, led into 
a small pocket-space were I often stowed my bow and other weapons. Focusing my thoughts 
until an image of exactly I wanted to retrieve was in mind, if it worked and I had actually done 
what I expected myself to have done by accident then...

My hand clasped on an item with a familiar texture.

“...Of course I did.”

With a sigh, I removed my hand from the small dimensional portal and gazed disappointedly at 
the bland-seeming book with no title on its cover held clenched between my fingers. The very 
same book I had unfortunately managed to take with me without realizing with a most certainly 
embarrassing spell held tucked within its pages.

Knowing now that I had it, my initial instinct was simply to throw it away, to chuck it from this 
very tree and hope that it lands in some random shrub below so that I wouldn’t have to deal with 
this... erotic novel of a wizard’s journal again but... his words from the text read earlier stopped 
me.

It’s true that a spell like that, if indeed real, could have disastrous results if found by the wrong 
person and as humorous as seeing a person pinned to the ground by the sheer enormity of their 
own breasts may have seemed, it also seemed a power easily abused.

So then, what to do with it? I could easily just let it rot in that pocket space for the rest of time, 
hell, I could set its pages ablaze right here and now and never have to deal with it again but...

I didn’t want to...

Why... didn’t I want to...?

...Oh... I see.



It’s because I wanted to use it.

I could feel my face heating up even as I came to that embarrassing realization, knowing that the 
very thought of it, the idea of repeating the very same events as so thoroughly and erotically 
described in this very book with myself being the cause, was absolutely humiliating, extremely 
so!

...And yet, why did I want to do it.

I had just described the sight of a woman anchored in place by the weight and size of their 
gigantic chests as being humorous but why?

Perhaps because of the idea of being the one in control, of completely removing all chances of 
their escape from both myself and the embarrassment of their own situation, of watching on as 
they struggled to fight at first against me but then to simply shift their own chests five feet? Of 
standing over them... laying atop of them... mocking them while they grew ever increasingly 
encumbered.

...Of leaving them entirely reliant on my whims if they ever wanted to be returned to normal.

Without realizing, my hand had flown to my chest, my fingers grazing along the exposed surface
of my own breasts which raised and fell with every breath I took, my own heartbeat thumping 
surprisingly loud and quickly within my center with my legs slightly squirming as... thrums of 
heat emanated from... down there.

“Okay... calm down, Sylvanas. Calm down.”

Somehow I had managed to get myself embarrassingly excited and as such, needed to spend the 
next few minutes simply calming my nerves and centering my thoughts though still they 
remained occupied with the potential thoughts of future mischief.

But eventually, I found my lips twisting once more into something of a grin, one which I’m 
certain was sure to have mischievous ideas prompting it as evident by the multitude of 
possibilities floating through my head.

Yes... why couldn’t I keep this book for a while, use it? After all, the book said itself that the 
spell wouldn’t cause any adverse health effects, if anything, it seemed to do the opposite and 
besides, once I’ve decided I’d had enough fun, I could always give them the antidote returning 
them to normal... mostly.

This night was a fun precursor, most certainly, but... why not keep the fun going for a little 
while.

“Yes... I’ve got some big plans for this little book but first... let’s see if this spell works first.”



The night following Sylvana’s Windrunner’s trespassing, a handwritten notice appeared pinned 
to the town’s communal news board signed; ‘A well-wisher,’ which alerted the locals to the 
crimes committed by those in charge of the construction and maintenance of the church of Elune.
Mainly those of smuggling, tax fraud, possession and theft of stolen property as well as the 
concealment of historical artifacts and documents, magical or otherwise.

Of the seven people convicted, four members belonged to that of the church while the remaining 
three were deeply affiliated with the local gangs, seemingly using the stolen treasures as bribes to
the local guards and the room itself to store their ill-gotten ‘protection money.’ Regardless of 
who was named, each one of the members was easily identified by the facial hair dangling down 
to reach their feet, their ridiculously extended noses and ocean blue skin, a result of the tobacco 
they had smoked just a few hours before.

That included the church’s very own head priest who quite embarrassingly, had his hair bursting 
from underneath his cap right in the middle of morning sermons, his transformation taking place 
before a crowd of stunned and slightly amused onlookers, followed by his arrest.

During the public trial, which was treated as something like an oddity show by the public, each 
one of the members had demanded to know which one of them had been the person to rat them 
out, to reveal their secrets to the eyes of the world. Each one repeating the same denial of ever 
having done so, their fighting and bickering continuing up until the very day they were tried for 
their crimes.

None of the townsfolk would ever discover just who it was that had posted the notice for them, 
the only real lead being that a few of the locals had noted that someone who used to help out 
around town a lot had vanished the day following the discovery however, nothing ever came of 
it.

No one had or would ever have learned of Sylvanas’ interference that day since none had ever 
truly learned of her identity, any known aspects of her being only a part of her faked persona 
with the details changing from person to person. And so it was that only a day after her 
surprising discovery, Sylvanas abandoned the home she had lived in for the past few years and 
disappeared into the woods, never to return to that town again.

Three days later, Sylvanas would use the spell for the first time.

Some distance away from the town our story started in, tucked deep within the woods of an 
unnamed forest laid a small makeshift camp, the patchwork tent and flickering fire set up in a 
small clearing beneath the canopy of needles and branches, beneath the moonlight. The clouds 
occupying the sky while dark were sparse, their spotty collection only allowing for a light 
sprinkling of rain bringing with the night a certain mood, the campfire on the ground hissing 



with steam from the occasional raindrop from the canopy above yet continuing to blaze all the 
same.

Seated beside this fire on a damp moss-covered log was this camp’s sole occupant, a middle-
aged yet otherwise youthful-looking woman with flaming red hair, gleaming green eyes, 
speckled pale skin and a strong yet lean frame. Dressed in the heavy woolen fabric of her 
greatcoat, her outerwear worked both to keep her warm despite the cool temperatures of the night
and rain as well as keep concealed the multitude of weapons (as well as valuables) that she 
currently carried. Her outfit otherwise consisting of a deep green vest with silver buttons, a long 
button shirt with flowering sleeves, a gleaming gold belt buckle which rested against her modest 
chest acting as a holster for the knife she often wielded, baggy brown pants which pooled around
her feet laden with patches and lastly, a well-worn pair of leather boots, two sizes too big.

Like a true highwayman, nearly every single item that built up the persona she used, in fact, had 
been previously stolen from other unsuspecting fools who were unfortunate enough to have 
crossed her path.

That included the bottle of expensive wine that she currently had popped open, set resting at her 
side and occasionally being raised to her lips for her to gulp at greedily.

Already drunk in celebration of her biggest payday yet.

Relinquishing the bottle with a loud and prolonged ‘Ahhh,’ she smirked with half-lidded eyes, a 
blushing face and a crooked smile, bursting with giddiness at thought of the haul she had 
managed to get away with. Taking out a small bag of gold from her pocket and tossing it in her 
hands repeatedly to marvel and savor the wonderful twinkling sounds the coins made, nearly 
dropping it to the ground with a chuckle before turning to gaze back to her makeshift tent which 
kept even more of her haul inside, the multitude of ticking gold watches and gleaming pearl 
necklaces tucked safely away from the rain.

“Poor bastards didn’t even know what hit them.” She remarked with a laugh, sneaking yet 
another sip of her precious alcohol and shaking her head in satisfaction. “’Could you mayhaps 
spare me some change?’ HA! They were just asking to get robbed.”

“Who was asking?”

With the announcement of the unknown voice, the red-haired woman was immediately up on her
feet, the bottle placed on the ground to spare its contents from spilling with herself nearly 
tripping over the log she had been sitting on in her excitement. She stood up with an unsteady 
stance and unfocused eyes, her knife withdrawn and held pointed outward to no one in particular,
waving the blade around in pretty much every direction save for at the burning logs behind her.

“Who’s there!?” She shouted into the void, her words slightly slurring and her false accent, the 
one she often used when accosting her victims traveling along the woodland trail, forgotten, her 
true rugged tone coming through instead.



With a reply not received, she continued to creep along the edge of the fire, the flickering flames 
doing little to help her see through the darkness, the glowing light on the trees being the only 
thing that helped her gauge the distance with the wine-induced haze over her eyesight providing 
little aid to the wary criminal.

“Show yourself!” She shouted again, coming up with an idea and taking a second to reach down 
and grab a dry branch before throwing it onto the fire, hoping that the sudden burst of flame from
the needles catching would help her to see further.

Fortunately, it seemed to do the trick as for just a moment, as the flames roared up a blaze and 
the wet cloth on her back began to steam, the light reaching just far enough into the darkness to 
illuminate the form of the person she had just heard.

She hadn’t managed to get a good enough look at the figure before the light faded away, owing 
to the abundant darkness and a general blurriness but from what she could see before they 
vanished back within the void, they were a relatively young-looking woman dressed in a similar 
manner to how she herself was currently.

Perhaps a bit odd but coincidences can happen, she assumed.

Instead of focusing on it further or showing a little restraint in her aggression, she practically 
shoved the knife towards the direction of the again-hidden stranger, the motion nearly tossing her
off her feet, demanding again that she; “Come on out!” only for the person to remain silent.

Going quiet for a moment, she paused and listened for sounds other than the occasional pop of 
the roaring flames before reiterating again, using a stronger tone this time, “I said, come on out.” 
only to once more hear nothing resembling a response.

Seeing that her aggressive demands were seemingly resulting in no kind of reaction at all from 
person hidden amongst the trees, the experienced highwaywoman decided instead to try a 
different approach, one of the many tricks she had learned during her time as a runaway bandit.

If you’re having trouble garnering attention, what better way than by creating some interest.

Being sure to make a show of her putting the knife away, the blade slipping back into the dark 
confines of her coat to rest within its holster, she slowly and carefully returned back to her seat 
on the log, picking up a small stick to tease at the fire with. She needed to make it seem as if she 
was putting her guard down, that she wasn’t a threat to the mysterious stranger, in order to lure 
them in all while maintaining her grip on the knife, her other hand clenched tightly to its handle 
from through a small hole in her pocket.

Utilizing her fake accent now, she knew, would be pointless since they had already heard what 
she sounded like with any attempt at using it having the higher likelihood of creating further 
distrust so instead, she just continued speaking as she has and asked, “Okay, look. I’m sitting 



down, see? I’ve even put my knife away. Now will you please just come into the light with me?”
her voice portraying as much fake compassion as she could muster.

Only a continued silence served as their response and so, perhaps because she was starting to feel
a little miffed at the lack of words, she decided to ask one last time before giving up any hope of 
attracting over the person standing in the woods, “C’mon, it certainly can’t be all that pleasant, 
standing alone out in the dark.”

“What if I like the dark.” She heard suddenly announced from the void, the abruptness of their 
message admittedly causing her to slightly startle.

“...Then that’s your prerogative,” The thief smoothly recovered with, “but still, it doesn’t sound 
all that nice... does it?”

“Depends on the person.”

“...That it does.” She agreed, her voice quieter than she would have liked while her teeth were 
gritted and she grumbled underneath her breath, not appreciating just how little leeway over the 
situation this figure was granting her.

“Look, why don’t you just join me by the fire. I’ll get us a nice meal going and then I’ll tell you 
all about the grand adventure I had today involving this little sack of mine.” She said with a glint 
to the woods while setting her wooden fire poker to the ground she snatched it from, retrieving 
again the small bag of coins from her pocket, giving it a toss and setting it down on the log 
beside her, presenting it as something of a peace offering.

Though in reality, it was nothing but a lure with which she would bag her prey.

“...Will you?” The stranger had asked in return, her response prompting the red-haired woman’s 
already fake smile to become slightly sinister as a result, not that the person standing alone in the
woods would know that with her true expression kept concealed by the dark streaking shadows 
cast by the flames. Her own thoughts excited by the mere idea that her ploy was starting to have 
an effect.

“Yeah! I’ll tell you what... Have a seat down with me and maybe. Maybe... I’ll split a little bit of 
the loot with ya.”

“...You would do that for me?” They replied.

“Of course I would! Us weary travelers got to stick together, after all. Right?” The criminal 
answered lying through her teeth.

“...And what if I told you there was something more valuable than coin I could offer in return.”

“Huh?”



The highwaywoman couldn’t help but state, the smile vanishing from her face in an instant the 
second the proposition left the persons lips, the sudden question causing her eagerness to kill to 
be replaced by simple confusion and her grip on the blade’s handle to loosen.

“If I offered you something worth more than what you have in that bag there, worth your weight 
in it even... would you take it?”

It was at this moment that the thief took a pause, her gaze staring into empty space as she quite 
literally froze in place to think on it, her greed and lust for wealth overpowering her better 
judgement and causing her mind to become clouded with only thoughts of the potential profit to 
be gained from this individual. Not that she had any actual plans of separating from her ill-gotten
goods in this transaction.

“Sure, yeah! Give me what you’ve got!” She announced as her reply, gleaming towards the 
darkness with eagerness tainting her voice more than she cared to worry about.

Unfortunately for her, however, she had just unknowingly spoken the very words that walked her
straight into the woman’s trap. 

From within the cover of night, the hidden figure gave the person sitting beside by the flames a 
wicked smile, before letting out a chuckle and stating, “Alright, here you go then!” and then 
raising up her hands. Clouds of purple mist pouring out from her palms to circle around each of 
her fingers for only a moment until she announced the phrase; “Mammor Iflan Sion.” and then in
an instant, the mist transformed into a swirl of vibrant violet flame, flickers of purple fire already
peeling away to head towards their target while the person emitting them sprinted further into the
darkness, stopping only to maintain her spell from the distance.

The highwaywoman, still stationed within the confines of the orange light, immediately 
recognized the potential danger before her, one look at approaching purple glow cast by the now-
identified magic user being automatically assumed as a threat. To which she responded to by 
tumbling backwards off the log, rolling along the ground to go into a protective stance with her 
arms raised, shouting, “Shit!” as she braced herself for whatever hellfire the witch sent her way.

A few seconds spent on crooked knees being all that was needed for her to become thoroughly 
confused, asking herself why she was still left currently standing and not turned into a frog or 
something else wizards like to turn people into and lowering her arms. Gazing ahead to see the 
path of violet fire simply trailing limp and slowly through the air, its approach followed entirely 
with a stunned expression as she watched almost disappointedly as the flames reached their mark
only to spread across the surface of her torso, the magic licking and curling around her chest 
without even singeing her clothes, seeming completely harmless.

Thinking the attack had failed, she jumped up with a grin and began to shout, “HA! You-” before
being cut off by an uncommon sensation emanating from within her own body. Her chest, which 
was still surrounded by those glowing flames which were fed by a trail leading off into the 



distance, had started to grow warm only not from outside like she would expect from the fire on 
her clothing, but from underneath her own skin. A near-buzzing sensation felt along the surface 
of her chest while a heat started from beneath and began to rise up and center towards two very 
specific (and very sensitive) points.

“-missed?” She continued with her voice trailing off, her earlier excitement now gone as both her
hands, including the one she had on her blade, flew to her chest, her breathing and heartrate both 
seeming quick and her collar feeling tight on her neck. Even the lightest touch being enough to 
cause her to release a moan in reaction, her already blushing cheeks turning an even deeper 
crimson while she stared down at herself with a furrowed brow.

With the woman in the woods momentarily forgotten, she fixed her entire attention on her chest, 
her earlier mistake leaving her hands hovering just above where each of the rounded curves 
rested, the purple flames twirling and twisting around her fingers while she tried to find just 
where this sensation was emitting from...

Only to find, much to her surprise, that the twin surfaces of each breast pushed forward into her 
palms, unprompted.

“...what the fuck?”

Feeling the need to investigate further, she ignored the increased sensitivity of her breasts and 
directly grabbed ahold of both of them, not bothering to let herself be concerned with keeping 
the resulting moan from slipping past her lips. Instead remaining focused on the overall weight, 
heft and size of her protruding curves, discovering to her abject horror that the mass of both 
seemed to impossibly, be gradually increasing.

“WHAT THE FUCK!” She screamed. The fear she felt evident in her voice as the assets 
currently kept contained beneath the sanctity of her clothing slowly left modest-sized 
descriptions and entered into the realm of what most would consider impressive and from the 
way things were looking, things were only going to get worse from here.

“The fuck is this?! What did you do!” Echoed her shout through the air, calling out to the person 
in this vast void that was seemingly the cause of this startling growth, nothing to mark their 
position save for the line of purple fire hovering in the air which trailed through the dark with a 
vibrant glow. Any and all attempts to stop this approaching line from reaching their destination 
proving impossible, soft moans and breathy grunts being the only result as her hands desperately 
tried to peel away the blanket of violet light, only to pleasure her own growing chest instead. Her
breasts continuing to push ever forward regardless of what she did, pressing further and larger, 
gradually taking up the slack in the woman’s stolen clothing.

“I’m just giving you what you wanted, aren’t I?” Came the reply, the stranger’s voice no longer 
coming from a specific location but instead every direction, the echoing illusory voice prompting



the frantic thief to turn wildly in random directions, her increasingly heavy chest following those 
same motions with a wobble, nearly throwing her off balance from their unfamiliar weight.

“The hell are you talking about?!” The woman asked with a shaky tone, still unsteady on her 
feet.

“I told you...” The voice answered, “whatever I gave you... would be worth your weight in gold.”

The progressively burdened highwaywoman didn’t need to see this person to know that, 
wherever they were stationed in these woods, they were currently smiling with a smug grin at 
sight of her struggle with their answer, and accompanying chuckle, immediately causing her 
temper to go over its boiling point. Her hands abandoning her engorging chest to brandish her 
knife with a whirl of her greatcoat and a shout into the air; “I’LL KILL YOU!” she yelled before 
sprinting into the darkness, leaving the safety of the clearing to find and murder the source of the
magic leading to her chest.

With little care towards being carefully and trying to especially to ignore the embarrassingly 
sensitive feeling of the growing weight pulling at her shoulders, the woman charged through the 
darkness trying and failing to trip over her own feet, it being a constant battle just to remain 
upright. The previously consumed wine on top of her growing top-heaviness aiding very little in 
her fight, more than once stumbling to the ground due to a hidden branch or misplaced foot to 
find her chest colliding with the dirt with an increasing amount of heft and cushioning.

Still, she continued to press on, to pull herself up from the ground with a rising strain on her 
limbs and back, getting to her feet to resume her chase all while the stranger’s laughing voice 
echoed all around her. The natural void from the rest of the forest and the stretched shadows cast 
by the campfire some distance away only proving to be more disorientating, making her often 
spin around on her feet if just to try and reorient herself before pressing further.

However, if she only took a second to stop and process the changes occurring within her, she 
would soon realize that the quicker she ran, the more the violet flames flew into her body and as 
a result, the faster her breasts grew.

As she sprinted and stumbled along the rocks and limbs, struggling to deal with a set of 
impossibly sized breasts outclassing the diameter of her own head, her struggling race for 
revenge caused them to swell ever larger. The darkness leaving her unable to truly gauge just 
how much they had grown but the constantly bouncing mass along with the clothing that she 
wore announcing it all the same, her bulging melons pressing far enough to take up all slack her 
clothing had available. The buttons of her undershirt straining with the sheer force applied to its 
front, her green vest pulled up with the rising curve of her bosom and her greatcoat pressing 
tightly against her back.

The buttons holding back the tide of massing flesh wasn’t the only thing she was having to deal 
with, a short breather spent after yet another fall to the ground revealing a shortness of breath  



wrought by her own belt which had still been resting across her torso when all of this 
unpleasantness had started. The leather strap being caught up in this growth and unfortunately 
finding itself securely pinned in place by the swollen flesh of one of her own breasts, the skin 
forcibly bulging around the sturdy material, pressing harshly against her skin with every step she 
took.

After this pause, she felt something fall into her hand as she tried to stand back up, her knees 
wobbling as she came to her feet with her arms waving around as she attempted to regain her 
balance. Feeling around the details of this item upon achieving a stance that allowed her to stand 
upright despite the large mounds lolling along her chest to find to her misfortune that it was a 
button, one of a number from her undershirt which had burst free from the cloth to allow milky 
cleavage to pour past its rim.

The first of many to come.

This discovery was the first that shook her resolve, it certainly frazzled her nerves to say the 
least, but still she wanted to continue the hunt for her perverted tormentor, her heavy and shallow
breathing and shaking limbs a stark contrast to the eagerness she felt towards placing her knife to
this persons neck.

However, there was only so much a person struggling in a fight against two enormous monsters 
could take and quickly, she fell once more to rest with her back to a tree trunk, sweat from the 
heat and her own spent effort causing sweat to drip from her brow as well as other sections of her
body, her hand pressed to the surface of one of her gigantic orbs as she panted, her breathing 
becoming more and more difficult the larger her chest became.

The once modestly-sized assets were actively bursting free from their confines, their mass 
surpassing even the largest of pumpkins with just a single breath causing an entire row of shirt 
buttons to burst free from their threads. The formerly agile thief discovering this fact upon 
unbuttoning the lapel of her greatcoat to try and spare it from the same fate as the undershirt 
beneath, the fabric parting to reveal a long line of supple skin, the soft light from the still blazing 
campfire making the shadows of their valleys all the more imposing. Her vest not faring any 
better, the silver buttons which kept the garment from parting under the weight of her mounds 
being its own downfall, the strings from where the fabric connected at the shoulders starting to 
pop and tear.

All in all, she was terrified of what was happening to her.

Realizing that her body was no longer capable of running under the force of so much weight, she
regretfully had to give up on finding the stranger still doing this to her, feeling that she would 
rather be closer over to the camp while she still had the strength to walk rather than be left alone 
in the dark. Starting her way back to the burning firepit with a loud and long grunt, her hands 
kept beneath the undersides of her engorging chest, forced to hold each massive orb aloft if just 
so that she could keep herself from falling forward.



Her every step was slow and deliberate, her pace sluggish with every advance as her entire body 
struggled to support the weight of her own breasts, the light gradually growing brighter as she 
grew nearer to the flames, the threads of her vest tearing entirely during the journey, forcing the 
fabric to finally part to make way for its broadening contents, revealing their massive teats for 
the world to see. A slight thud against the dirt revealed to be the result of her knife falling to the 
ground, having slipped free from her hand, the woman forced to leave it behind in favor of the 
warmth provided by the fire in front of her.

Her progress was going steadily when out of nowhere, the effects of the stranger’s spell seemed 
to increase and her breasts started growing even faster, throwing her to the ground with a great 
burst of size, her nipples rubbing against the wet dirt and her mounds digging into the soil with 
their sheer weight, rooting her completely in place.

She gasped, the impact of her left breast with the forest floor causing her breath to shorten even 
further, simply breathing becoming a constant struggle due to the amount of pressure from the 
belt being applied to her compressed lungs. Any attempts at pushing or pulling her boulders 
along the ground proving useless, herself lacking the energy even to try.

And things only became worse from there.

She was forced to watch in dismay as her breasts steadily outgrew her entire person, the 
sensations emitting from them, while pleasurable, could not overcome the pain wrought by her 
treasured belt. She couldn’t reach her nipples let alone see them but she knew how stiff and erect
they both were just from the feel of the air and rain against their surface, each breast seeming 
warm despite being entirely exposed to the open environment.

All she could do was rest against them, her face and torso forced to press into their texture from 
the compression of the belt while they continued to grow larger and larger, their mass becoming 
great enough to force her onto her feet, her spine forced to conform the shape of the belt laying 
against the gigantic monsters of wobbling flesh. The leather creating a deep divot which carved 
out the middle of her left breast with the skin and flesh bulging entirely around it, pressing 
forcibly into the rest of her person, causing her ear to rest against their rumbling surface and the 
woman to whimper quietly to herself, “when will you stop?”

Perhaps out of compassion for the amount of pain the person was in, it was only a few moments 
after this question was asked that she finally received the answer to her desperate plea, the last 
traces of purple flame vanishing underneath her skin with its ceasing effect marked by an audible
gurgle, a reverberating motion sounding throughout the entirety of each enormous breast.

She couldn’t see just how great their mass was due to it obscuring her own vision but she could 
definitely feel every inch of them, as evident by the slight bit of warmth felt from underneath 
each of her massive teats because of the heat of the fire. A blaze which, by the time she had 
become pinned to the ground, had been some measure of distance away from the remainder of 



her person, meaning that her chest had literally grown so much that now they rested just 
alongside the stone edge of the roaring firepit.

She could only hope that the skin of her breasts wouldn’t burn with how close they were to the 
flames as she cried her eyes out, feeling hopeless.

Easily the worst part about this experience though, was the belt that refused to break. Although 
her left breast easily matched much of the size presented by her freely exposed right, a dark and 
deep line spread all along its center in a deep cresting incline, the simple creaking strap that 
continued to hold being the cause of this deep divot in her enormous mound of fat and flesh. The 
cold metal of the belt buckle pressing against the surface of her flesh-enclosed nipple causing 
both to remain stiff on top off putting her in an extreme amount of pain, the constant pressure of 
the leather strap forcing her to the edge of both breaking a rib and passing out, the woman 
struggling and failing to breathe.

She definitely hadn’t expected to be the first person in the world to be crushed to death by her 
own breasts, she faintly remarked with a tear streaking down her tit.

“There, see. What did I tell you, worth your weight in gold, right?” Came a nearby exclamation.

It was her, she knew while pressed into the surface of her own chest, it was the person she had 
seen in the darkness, the woman whom she had chased through the woods and tried to kill. The 
woman that had done this to her.

She tried for a moment to turn her head to try and see the identity of the person who had caused 
her so much trouble, so much embarrassment, unwilling pleasure and insufferable pain but due to
how little air there was left in her lungs, she could barely open her eyes to see much less muscle 
up the energy to move. Her breath continuing at a short and difficult pace, barely audible to her 
own ears as she simply kept her face laid against the surface of her soft left boulder, on the very 
verge of passing out.

“Oh! Oh, you poor dear. That looks like it hurts quite a bit.” She heard followed by the person 
standing to her right, faintly acknowledging the statement in her clouded mind.

“Here... let me help you.”

Despite lacking the energy to fully the words being said to her at a distance, her own vision on 
the edge of fading into black, the red-haired woman watched with a blurry gaze how the figure 
seemed to raise their hands before snapping their fingers.

Her own belt giving but one single sharp creak against her skin in response before swiftly and 
suddenly, undoing itself, releasing the beast trapped behind its gate.

In an instant, the force pressing into her back vanished, allowing her breath to return with a deep 
gasp but so too was the restriction on her breast which quickly launched forward, the trapped 
flesh eager to join up with its twin land mass. With the tide came a flood of reverberation 



echoing throughout both enormous orbs, the movement of one causing the other to follow and as 
the mounds each rushed forward, the thief was surprised to find her own chest pulling her 
upward, her entire body now completely resting atop the expansive surface of her own chest with
her two equally enormous teats now in danger of being burned by the campfire underneath them.

“AHH! AHH! HOT!” She soon yelled; the newfound breath in her lungs finally allowing for 
such a volume.

“Ah, ah. No, no, none of that.” Stated the woman who, with yet another swish of her hand, made 
the rocks of the pit as well as the burning logs held within its encampment begin rolling along 
the dirt floor, even the ashes following as with a glowing greenish hue, the whole of the campfire
moved to a position slightly further from the pale curves of each twin boulder before settling, the
flames returning to its orange and yellow appearance with a flash.

With her expansive skin out of danger of being burned and the twin orbs nerves starting to settle 
down, the formerly thin thief took a breath, finally allowing her nerves to relax for the first time 
since this whole thing began. Although, the second she rested her weary bones against the 
expanse of her skin, the tickling sensation of her hair falling and dragging along its surface and 
her hands plunging deep into the flesh just to raise up the rest of her body feeling strangely small
in comparison with the rest of her mounds, any hope of relaxing vanished, instantly replaced 
with panic.

She stared down with wide, frantic eyes at the cleavage which raised with her person when she 
lifted herself with her arms, the plunging deep valley seeming to stretch on without end along 
with their accompanying pale curving texture, the only hint of an end being found in the 
flickering fire which marked their end some distance away. The fact that it was outside even the 
reach of her arms and legs was terrifying to her but being scared did not make it any less true, 
she was completely immobile, trapped by the sheer might of her own bosom.

“Oh, just look at you!” The stranger said in admiration, as if one was judging a noble steed.

Her senses returning, the highwaywoman felt her anger raise once more upon hearing the wicked
witch’s so-called ‘compliment’ and with her body still held as high as was able, she turned 
towards the direction of the voice, wanting to know the exact identity of the person who had 
done this to her. Turned her into this... mockery of human desire.

...And then she immediately felt her arms give way as she collapsed back into her milky 
cleavage, fully taken aback by the sight of a woman standing some measure away who looked. 
Just. Like. Her.

Once she recovered, she refocused back on the person in question, trying almost to find even the 
slightest hint of a fault within her persona which set her apart from herself. But no, everything 
about this woman down to the very last detail, from the color of her eyes to the tone of her hair, 



from the articles of clothing she wore to even the scar running along her neck, it was all the 
same.

Save for... the belt, which was missing from beneath her open greatcoat.

“It’s hard to believe that you were once this small, isn’t it? Only one last thing is left.”

The reflection’s statement brought the middle-aged woman’s attention off of her appearance and 
back to her words and for but a moment, she was once more confused by their meaning up until 
the false her raised a hand with the palm held upward and motioned with her finger for 
something to approach. A floating object appearing from behind the curve of her right breast 
revealed to be the same belt which had almost killed her just a few moments before, the leather 
strap undoing itself and sliding beneath the lapel of her coat with ease, doing itself back up 
without her even having to move her arms.

“There. That’s better, wouldn’t you say?” They said with a spin, to bottom rim of their coat 
spreading outward with the twirl before settling back down with the end of her turn.

If the reflection wanted something specific from the immobile woman, she wasn’t likely to get it 
as currently, the only kind of reaction she could manage to give was an agape mouth moving up 
and down like a gasping fish, stunned into silence. The feeling of her own pressure against her 
breast flesh causing her previous blush to return and freeing her from her quiet condition, staring 
the woman down and trying her best to remain serious without looking extremely turned on 
before asking the person, “Wh-Why?”

“What do you mean?” Was her initial response.

“I-I mean, why? Why do this to me, why mock me by presenting yourself as myse-”

“Whoa, whoa, wait a minute.” The reflection returned, cutting her off, “Mock you? I’m not 
trying to mock you, I simply... wanted to give you a comparison. One last look at the person you 
were before being made into this... magnificent specimen!”

Before the pinned woman could ask another question or even let out another objection, the 
reflection motioned over closer to the fire while still remaining outside of her area of reach, her 
arm motioning downward with her hand completely hidden behind the curve of her chest. Just a 
single touch of the disguised woman’s finger to her erect teat causing a moan to erupt from her 
lips, further circles around its giant areola making her eyes momentarily roll back and her breath 
to quicken, her lower regions beginning to heat up and moisten from her arousal.

“Now as to why I’ve chosen you as my victim...” She said, continuing to run her finger along the
plump skin and finding her own sense of pleasure in seeing her duplicate’s reaction towards her 
forced arousal, the woman managing to seem pissed off and turned on at the same time, glaring 
daggers at her while drool spilled from the edges of her mouth.

“Simply put, I was bored.”



The victim went still upon hearing her words, not even arousal managing to distract her as for 
only a moment, she was able to ignore the sensitive thrummings of her chest and took to looking 
at her punisher seriously, asking a flat, near dead tone, “What.”

“I’ve been feeling bored for a while now and happened to find this spell a short while back 
however, I don’t wish to cast it on myself so I’ve spend a short time looking for the perfect 
person to try it out on and here you were, all alone in the woods just waiting for me.”

“You were bored.” The enormous thief repeated, her words said practically letter for letter, 
entirely serious and furious.

“To be honest, I hadn’t expected it to work so well considering this was my first experience with 
this magic but just look at you!” She cheered in amazement, the hand running along the surface 
of her left, red-marked breast not even registering with the woman attached to it, her face going 
red for reasons other than enticement as the reflection finished with, “You’re glorious!”

“You did all of this to me because YOU WERE BORED!” The woman yelled, her voice in a 
shriek and her neck going tense, glaring at the leaner woman with a burning rage.

“Settle down,” Was her reply which did not work to relieve her fury, “like I said, I promised you 
something valuable in return. So here.”

Her verbal peace offering was followed with a toss of an item in the thief’s direction, the woman,
still pinned by her own breasts and struggling to hold herself upright on the mass of flesh, just 
barely caught sight of the object before it slipped between the crack in her mounds, disappearing 
within the enormous valley of cleavage without so much as a sound.

The woman couldn’t help but stare blankly at the long dark line that marked the separation of her
chest before daring to ask the other, “What was it?” only noticing upon looking up that the other 
person had somehow nabbed the bag of gold coins from her own pocket. The jingling container 
being tossed between their hands for a moment like a child would their toy before it vanished 
within the confines of their outfit, the other trinkets and stolen valuables held within her nearby 
patchwork tent disappearing in a shimmer without her notice.

“A diamond and gold encrusted jade egg.” Was their response.

Immediately, the call to greed grabbed ahold of her once more and the woman, with wide eyes 
and a lustful smile, instantly let herself drop into her cleavage so she could dive into the depts of 
her own chest. Digging hand pressing aside ample breast flesh in a desperate attempt to reach the
glittering object held within the darkened space, her smile eventually faltering along with her 
grasping hands as she came to a realization and returned to the surface, raising herself with a 
blush returned and gazing at her hated companion.

“A-And... my breasts?” She asked hesitantly, fearing their answer.

“Consider it a gift.”



Dread instantly filled her heart with the thief’s face going grim, watching with panic as the 
reflection did a once-over of their person and made to leave, shouting to them with desperation 
evident, “W-Wait! You can’t leave me like this!” she exclaimed, her hands starting to struggle 
with supporting her weight.

“You mean exposed and stranded in the middle of nowhere?” The other her had retorted, turning 
to face the other with a stern expression while the original felt her stomach take a drop, “Just like
you did with the people you robbed? The people who’s lives you’ve ruined and even taken all for
the sake of greed?”

The thief felt her tongue going dry and her mind going silent, her frustration and desperation 
rising at being unable to come up with a counterargument to their words. It’s not like they were 
wrong after all.

“You deserve this, really. I mean, all you’ve ever cared about is yourself and now look you, 
there’s so much of yourself to care for.”

The reflection turned back towards the woods, her familiar face vanishing from the formerly 
agile highwaywoman to join with the dark shadows that surrounded them, her person soon to 
follow and so she shouted to her once last time, her voice cracking from the sheer force of her 
yell;

“WAIT!”

“I wouldn’t worry too much about being stranded here,” Was her only reply, “you’re not that far 
from the main trail. I’m sure someone passing by will find you if you scream loud enough. From 
what you’ve shown me, it shouldn’t be much of a problem for you.”

“...Goodbye, Alexandra.”

And with that, Alexandra went dead silent, shocked into silence not only because of the fact that 
somehow, this person had managed to learn her true identity without her having ever revealed it 
but also because seemingly the very second she had blinked, the person disappeared, vanished 
into thin air and leaving her all alone in the middle of the woods once more.

Trapped by the sheer weight of her actions... and her now massive breasts.

Once more, she screamed for their return, for them to reverse her back to what she once was or at
least, back to a more manageable size but there was nothing to grant her a reply, not even an 
animal to answer her call.

She was completely alone once again only now, ignoring the valuable egg still hidden within the 
depths of her bosom, she had nothing to show for her isolation.



“...Shit.” She murmured with a sigh, allowing her arms to go limp once more and her torso to fall
within the nook of her cleavage, seeing little more to do than try and see if she couldn’t find that 
bottle somewhere beneath her breasts.

“But first...” She said quietly with a blush before running a hand along the surface of one of her 
massive, sensitive boulders and slipping the other beneath the rim of her pants, no longer capable
of resisting pleasuring herself any longer,

And no longer wanting to either.

I’m not sure how to start this, not really.

Maybe I should begin with apologizing to you for using your journal to write in but hey, you’re 
dead now so it’s not like you can complain about it.

But well, if there’s any real chance of you eventually getting to read this, I have to thank you, 
truly, for granting me this opportunity to get back out into the world.

Tonight was the most fun I’ve had in a long time and its shocking to think that I owe it all to 
someone whose been dead for over three hundred years.

I hadn’t expected your spell to be so thrilling to cast, neither for it to have been as effective as it 
was but the beauty of the mana transforming into brilliant violet flames within my own hand, the 
feeling of complete domination and control over your target because they can’t even muscle up 
the strength to swing at you?

Watching as they slowly are overtaken by their own massive chests?

Thrilling!

I honestly expected to feel more ashamed of my actions, at using the spell in this manner even if 
it was cast as intended but no! It was nearly as exciting as being back on the battlefield again, of
fighting hand in hand against an entire horde of foes.

Maybe someday... it will be.

Anyway, I just wanted to say this because... well, I felt the need to.

Thanks... for your spell, for the effort you put into making this journal as if it were meant just for
me to find. (Even if most of it was just random nonsense.)

Rest assured, I promise to put your work to good use.



And I know just where to start!

My Warmest Regards~

Sylvanas Windrunner, The Dark Lady


