The Grail
Characters

Tom: An archaeologist who is obsessed with the grail but dislikes working as part of a team. A man who has something to be learned…

Hannah: His colleague he was forced with for the search for the grail. A rather plain girl, but perhaps there is more to her than what there seems 
Introduction
For all his life Tom had searched for the grail, he had poured over historical documents and artefacts desperate for any clue to where it lied. But now thanks to that anonymous phone call his search could well be drawing to close… But with the call had come a price…
“My assistant Hannah will lead you to the grails resting place.” The digitally altered voice said, sounding somewhat like Darth Vader, he had argued, begged even, claiming he worked best alone, but when the voice threatened to hang up he had no choice. 
“Humpf” he thought, “How hard could it be to work this assistant?” 

Oh how wrong he would be…

At the other end of the line the silhouette replaced the phone and rubbed its hands everything was going to plan. All it had to do now was prepare its assistant Hannah for a little trip…
The Search

Tom groaned as he lifted himself out of the camping bed, he had not been sleeping well for the last three weeks, not since Hannah had shown up. He rubbed his eyes and tried to convince himself that it would be worth it in the long run, thinking back to when he had met her, imagining Hannah with an athletic body and great tits.
“Ha” he thought, “I must be mad.”  Hannah was no eye candy, in fact she was very plain, though she had claimed to have a birth mark in a rather “Erotic zone” as she had said laughingly. Much to Tom’s horror he had found out where when she had tried to make a move on him on their first night camping out on the trail...
“What the hell are you doing?” he had shouted as he awoke to her climbing atop him naked, during the early hours of the morning
“What does it look like?” she had answered stroking her flat chest with one of her hands while the other began to stroke his leg.
“Get the fuck out of my tent NOW!!” he had screamed, and looking very startled, she had. 
Even now he could still remember seeing the birth mark clearly just above her right nipple. Although they never mentioned what happened she continued to glance at him and try to persuade him, but whenever she tried to speak about anything that didn’t involve the grail or the search of it, Tom would simply say the same thing:

“Listen, you are only with me to show where the grail is, I know how to get it. After we get back to civilization I never want to hear of you ever again! And I sure as hell don’t want my memories of finding the grail disturbed by some nightmare of you trying to make out with me! Got it?”

What disturbed him most however was that she always smiled knowingly whenever he mentioned her boss, what was her secret?

His reverie was broken suddenly when Hannah burst in screaming,

“I’ve found it! I’ve found it!!” Tom looked up that could mean only one thing; she had found the entrance to the tomb! 

The Tomb

 As they entered the crypt through the hole in the rock face he realized how lucky they had been for that mysterious rockslide the day before. Had the falling rocks not been diverted by the felled tree from their camp it would not off dug into the hillside finding the passage.

Curiously there were few glyphs of Knights in armour or of angels, unless the large breasted women in the images were supposed to be angels…

As they delved deeper into the tomb Hannah began to realize how close they were to her end goal. As they turned the corner she stared. There resting atop the podium was the Grail…
Tom ran over to the grail and was about to grab it when he saw an engraving beneath the cup which read:

Puzzled he read it through several times, unsure what to make of it. He looked up sharply to see Hannah taking the chalice and walking to the trickling brook in the back of crypt. Running forward he leapt forward. 
“You idiot!!! Have you any idea what taking a drink with that goblet could do to you?” he screamed snatching the chalice back. She looked at him, smiled stepped closer, and began running her hands lightly over his shoulders, down his chest towards his stomach.

“Surely a little won’t hurt?” she pleaded, reaching forward for the chalice, circling round him.

He caught at her wrist. “Hannah, don’t. We’ve no idea what it might do”

“Tom, give it here…” she whispered. She wriggled her hands free and began trying to free the chalice from his grip. And then in a far more authorative voice “NOW!” With a sudden burst of strength she pushed him to the ground and took the Chalice.

He stared into her defiant slivery eyes as she filled the chalice from the stream, tilted her head back and downed the whole goblet full.

The Result

“Mmmm…” she sighed, “that was really tasty, for water” closing her eyes, smiling. The silence of the tomb broken only by their breathing when suddenly:

“Hic!” she hiccupped and shook her head.

Slowly her body began to shift, her hair lengthened and her irises began to darken into emerald. She sighed remaining seemingly unaware of the changes happening to her body.
“Ahhhh…” Her voice changing, melting into a soft perfect purr, her skin becoming perfect, unblemished, pure, ending a bronzed colour… Her hair darkened, becoming almost jet black.

With audible cracking her skeletal structure began to shift, her hips widening, her cheekbones protruded further, her legs extended to womanly curves beneath perfect hips. Suddenly her eyes jerked open, her now emerald eyes focusing on Tom’s loins as his manhood struggled to free itself and she smiled. Of course that would be the case, she thought, as her body changed further towards that of the perfect woman’s. Her hands, as if moving of their own accord began to gently rub her clit and her…. Tom could not believe his eyes! Were Hannah’s breasts actually growing?
As he looked on in amazement her breasts swell testing the boundaries of her top, the fabric shifting and stretching over her expanding cleavage. Her breasts began to spill over the edges of her bra, which was starting to cut into her massive mammaries. For a few moments it seemed the Bra had won the battle, however with a sharp report her bra burst, allowing her breasts to continue their expanse. Her shirt tour up on side and shifted on her cleavage, her nipples becoming more apparent through the thinning material. Tom noted with surprise that despite their beach ball size they remained firm and tense. The skin, although not showing visible stretching, appeared taught and almost seemed to thrum as stroked she them. Her birth mark, however, remained the same size. 
“Ahhhh…” she moaned, closing her eyes once more, both her hands now concentrating solely on her blossoming bust line as her breasts accelerated in their growth. How could they be so sensitive? She thought. Her shirt slowly continued to split up on one side causing the material to be dragged over nipples, which stood erect, almost thumb sized. Hannah bit her lip as the feelings escalated and her top finally slid off her shoulder onto the floor. Hannah could hardly reach her nipples over her bosom, but their growth appeared to be slowing. Slowly she opened her eyes and fluttered her eyelids coyly at Tom, who stood their gob smacked. Her fingers slowly traced the outline of birthmark, her nipples seeming almost to throb atop her mounds. Reaching for the goblet she said 

“That was nice, but I must admit I’m still thirsty…..”

To be continued??????

Here lies His Chalice,


Drink once,


And blessed be your body and bodice,


But the warning we give for your sake,


To those fools who more will then take,


Is that they will be cursed to ever-growing proportions…








