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Authors note

This is my first story of this persuasion, so I'm still developing as a writer. Let me know what you think otherwise I can't improve.

I could have fleshed this story out a great deal but I'm not writing a novel here, we're talking a short story about growing breasts with the intention to titillate. The story is rather tongue-in-cheek and as with all BE fiction it asks that you suspend your disbelief. There is a hint or romance between the protagonists, but it’s not too slushly. Again, this is something that could’ve been fleshed out, but for the above reasons, wasn’t.
You won’t find many, if any, size comparisons to described breast sizes in this story, mainly because I got tired of all the fruit and sports ball comparisons in other stories, and cup sizes that involved too much thinking. It also lets you, the reader, imagine just how large big really is.

The BE doesn't get under-way until Chapter 5, but there is some description of a rather large breasted woman in Chapter 4. If that's all you're interested in that's where it happens. However, if you are interested in overall story and the build up read on...

Prologue – History

The land of Ecien is old, and I mean really old. Seriously, you won't believe just how old it is otherwise I'd tell you, but I know you won't so I don't see why I should bother.

Throughout its existence nations have risen, hung around for a bit, and then got replaced by the next big thing; this tended to be the newest nation on the block. This has happened so many times over the stretch of time that it has been very difficult to plot the course of history this land has taken, yet there will always be those who try.

The great city of Ecientea has an extensive library, the largest in the whole of Ecien. It is here that the mysteries of old lay buried in the almost infinite depths of knowledge, and enlightenment is sought.

The curators of the library spend endless days searching through the oldest manuscripts, those that have almost faded beyond recognition, in an attempt to reveal and understand the mysteries of their lands past.

It is here that we meet the heroine of our story, assistant to the legendary Agril Telos, famed historian and current curator of the library. Soon she will discover that there is much more to history than she ever thought imaginable.

Chapter 1 – The Map

Manjusha Cailin, Mani to her friends, cautiously descended the stone spiral staircase into the depths of the Great Library of Ecientea. She'd followed the same route daily for over a year now, yet she always felt nervous about entering the cavernous basement of the library, where only the oldest manuscripts and papers were kept. It was as if the thought of such ancient knowledge daunted her, made her feel inadequate. Feeling inadequate was common for Mani, she always felt inadequate. Whether she was in the presence of her master, Lord Agril Telos of Agrithea, or just mingling with other women, something always made her feel that she was not worthy. It's a shame really, because Mani is actually a lot smarter than her master, and more beautiful than most of her so-called friends. Unfortunately, in such bad lighting it's difficult to see just how beautiful she is.

Having reached the bottom of the stairs, Mani hung the lamp on the hook just outside the large wooden door before her. Reaching to her side she raised a large ring, bound to her belt by a piece of string, up to the light and fumbled through the many keys that were hung on the metal loop. Having found the correct key, she inserted it into the door and heard the loud click echo in the cavernous room behind it as the lock was released. She dropped the ring of keys to her side and it swung for a moment on its binding like a pendulum, bashing gently against her thigh. Taking the lamp down from the hook, she gingerly pushed the door open and stepped through into the darkness.

The room as enormous, and was crammed with endless bookcases filled with ancient tomes, rotting manuscripts, and great weight of history. By now, Mani knew exactly where she needed to go and she headed there with great haste, not wanting to spend a minute more than needed in the great vault of knowledge.

Once she reached her destination she moved a ladder, set there during the previous day’s excursion, along the bookcase towards a row of incredibly thick and tatty books. She climbed to the top of the ladder and ran a finger along the spines of the books looking for the correct volume. Having round it she placed her hand on top of the book and levered it into her hand. Unfortunately the book was much heavier than she had anticipated and having unsuccessfully struggled to keep her balance she toppled backwards from the ladder, book and all.

After a moment of lying on the cold stone floor, Mani groaned and pushed herself onto her knees. The book had fallen open as it plummeted towards the floor and she looked at the words written on the page. They were incredibly faded, but she could make out that it was  describing some King of old that once ruled Ecientea and the lands surrounding the great city; something that Mani had no interest in whatsoever. However something did catch her eye; it appeared that a page had been torn slightly and was sticking out of the side of the book. She turned to the page and realised that it wasn't a torn page, but a parchment that had been slid inside the book, probably as a bookmark by the last person to delve into the books mysteries. She unfolded the parchment to find that it was mostly blank, and only a single word in the top left corner gave any hint that the paper had once been used. Mani looked at the faded word, curiosity getting the best of her. 

“Rivel uta mi te vai.” She said aloud, unsure what it meant.

She felt a slight tingle surge up her arm and the parchment began to change. An image was being revealed as she watched in amazement. It was a map, a map of where she did not know, but it had her full attention. Finally, more words appeared at the bottom of the page and she tried to read them, but they were in the same indecipherable language as the original faded words she had spoken a mere moment ago.

Mani folded the map up again and slipped it inside her gown. She was unsure why she did this, but something had drawn her to the map, something had grabbed her attention like the drunks that grabbed the hem of her robes as she walked past some of the city's many taverns on her way home.

However, this was the last she thought about the map, until the following day.

Chapter 2 – Heading Out

The morning sun spread across Mani's face as she lay in her bed. Her eyes blinked open and she raised an arm to protect them from the bright glare of the sun. After a couple of minutes she clambered out of bed and walked over to the wash basin on her dresser. She lifted her nightshirt over her head and started to wash, catching herself in the full-length mirror to her right. As I said before, Mani was beautiful; her vibrant red hair flowed effortlessly to her slim, naked waist, while her emerald green eyes stared back at what she viewed as a waste of flesh and bones. Her skin was fair, freckles running under her eyes, down her back, across her shoulders, and down her chest, stopping at the top of and between her meagre breasts. Her legs seemed to go on forever, and her feet were dainty, she was a marvel to behold, yet she just couldn't see it; there was something lacking in her mind.

Having washed, Mani slipped her robes over her head and as she bent over to pick up her leather belt a piece of paper slipped from her robe. She remembered now, how she found the hidden map in the depths of the library yesterday. Today she was going to do something about it. Normally, something like this would be brought to the attention of her master, but there was a burning feeling inside that desired to keep it to herself. Today, Lord Telos had requested a book from deep within the basement's collection, something that would take quite some time to obtain, and Mani took this opportunity to learn more about the map.

She knew where the ancient language books were kept, and after a couple of hours search, she managed to find a match. The words were of the oldest known tongue, possibly the very first language spoken in the land of Ecien.

As usual, Lord Telos had fallen asleep during his work, so it was easy for Mani to sneak the language book from the library as she left for home. She spent the subsequent evening reading the book, trying to translate the writing on the map, but managed to decipher only a few words before falling asleep.

The following morning the sun once again woke Mani from her slumber, and she blinked the sleep from her eyes while trying to focus on her room. The map was still clutched in her hand, and the book was resting on her stomach as she sat up and yawned. Once she could focus she looked at the map before moving to put it on her bedside table. Something stopped her though as she did a double take on the map; she understood what it meant now. The words on the map were still written in the ancient language, but she could read them.

Greetings young maiden of purest integrity.

You have been granted an audience with the Great Queen Eciea.

Speak and the guide shall be revealed.

“Um, reveal?” Mani wasn't exactly sure what to say; it's not every day that a map asks you to talk in a tongue you couldn't understand until moments before.

For a moment nothing appeared to happen, but eventually Mani noticed a dotted line move across the map from the great city of Ecientea, over the plains and towards the forest of  Angorn in the east. The great forest marked the border between the land of Ecien and the great wilderness beyond, and the line stopped at the centre.

Suddenly excitement filled Mani as she recalled the myths of Eciea. The stories told of a Queen that gave birth to the land of Ecien millennia ago. She was the first ruler, the first matriarch, the creator of the land. Other than that little was known of the Queen; it was a tale passed down the ages that had been misinterpreted more times over the years than the Holy Book of Ecien.

“...an audience with the Great Queen Eciea.”

What did it mean? Thought Mani, as she washed and prepared for work. A temple? Maybe a tomb where the Queen was buried? I've got to find out what this is; maybe Lord Telos will know something about this? No, he's only interested in the Kings of the Fifth Age, he'd just dismiss this as some hocus pocus crafted up by some trainee at the Mage's Guild.

With that, she set out for the library with a plan.

Having convinced Lord Telos that she had to return to her home village for a time to care for her ill Mother, Mani started to prepare. There was a loud knock at the door that startled her, causing her to drop a small sword on to the floor. Mani wasn't exactly military trained, in fact she'd never had any kind of training whatsoever, the closest she'd ever come to fighting was as a child with her brother when they played with wooden swords and shields, wearing armour made from leaves stuck together with tree sap.

The door creaked open slightly and a scruffy head peered through with a hand over it's eyes.

“Are you decent Mani?” It was Erik, Mani's best friend.

Ever since they were children, Erik had loved Mani. She had rescued him from a swarm of bees by casting a dispersal charm stolen from her father’s library, and from that moment onward he'd been smitten. Unfortunately he'd never been able to show his true feelings for fear of losing Mani altogether, which is a shame really because she felt the same way and if they'd both admitted their feelings long ago they could have had a really enjoyable relationship together with lots of hot steamy sex and what not.

“Yes Erik, are you ready to go?”

“Yeah, though I don't see why we're going on this mystical treasure hunt.” said Erik as he took his hand from his eyes and walked into the room.

“It's not a treasure hunt, this is an opportunity to learn about the founder, the creator of Eciea.” Mani placed a number of parchments into her pack, along with the map, and fastened the buckles.

“So you keep saying, but if you're putting your faith in some magical map that you couldn't read until this morning...”

“You trust me don't you?” Mani turned to Erik and started to put her hair in a ponytail.

Erik just looked at her as the mid-day sun caught her face through the window and made her green eyes shine. He was mesmerised by her beauty as he just looked at her agog, wanting nothing more to kiss her luscious lips. Instead of her standard work robes she had changed into an off-white cotton shirt and brown cotton trousers, with a thick leather belt around her slender waist. He thought about her waist, her thighs, every inch of her body…
“Erik?”

He snapped out of his daze and looked up into her eyes.

“Yes, of course I do.”

“Well then, let's go!”

Chapter 3 – The Temple

It had been an arduous journey; the bandits on the plains had tried to attack them a number of times through the night, but the protection charms that Mani had brought with her had kept them safe. Then there were the trolls as they came within sight of the Angorn; it wasn't that they could make it through the protection charms, but they had such bad memories that after bouncing off the invisible shield they'd walk around for a few seconds, forget they'd just tried to walk towards the camp fire at the centre, and bounced straight back onto their arses.

As they reached the edge of the forest, Mani dismounted, while Erik just sat on his horse looking a little scared.

“Do, do we really have to go in there? You know the old stories, and who knows what creatures from the wilderness have taken up residence.”

“Erik, do you think we came all this way just to turn back now?”

“Well, no, but...”

“What happened to the brave city guard who agreed to be my bodyguard?” Mani smirked as she searched her pack for the map.

“I think he's still walking the walls of the city, shooting arrows at bandits and practising his sword skills with Norris.” said Erik as he too dismounted from his trusty steed.

Mani found the map as Erik came up behind her and peered over her shoulder. She opened it up and they both looked at it. After a few seconds the map began to change again, this time focusing on the forest before them; a path was revealed, showing various points that marked the way towards what appeared to be a small pyramid.

“What's it say?” Erik asked as words appeared below the new map.

“It says:

The Great Queen Eciea awaits fair maiden.

Do not keep her waiting.”

“Maybe we should go back, I mean this map is possessed or something.”

“Whoever heard of a possessed map?” Mani folded the map up again and slid back inside her pack.

“What about the books in the Mystic section of the library? They say that the concentration of magic in those books has given them minds of their own.”

“Come on.”

Mani and Erik made their way through the forest, passing various statues and markers as indicated on the map. All was fine until the sun began to set and Mani slipped on the edge of a small bog, plummeting into the warm, stinking water. They decided to camp down for the night, casting another protection charm to keep out any creatures that may be prowling through the trees at night.

Mani soaked her clothes in a large pot over the fire and added some lavender in an attempt to rid them of the smell of the bog. Once they'd soaked for an hour she laid them out near the fire to dry. Out of the corner of her eye she caught Erik looking at her.

“What's the matter?” She said, turning to face him.

Again Erik was unsure what to say. Over all the years they'd known each other he'd never seen Mani like this. She had cloth, almost like bandages, wrapped around her breasts for support, and a pair of underpants that weren't exactly flattering.

He shook his head and looked up at her.

“Nothing, I just away with the fairies.”

The following morning they made good progress through the forest, and arrived at their destination before midday.

Hidden amongst the dense foliage was a doorway and a set of stairs that led down into complete darkness.

“I told you we'd find something.” Mani said excitedly as she took the map from her pack and opened it up.

Again it changed, but this time there was only text written across the centre in big letters.

Welcome, fair maiden.

“I guess we'd better go in then?” Erik said as he walked to Mani's side.

“Of course we should go in! I didn't come all this way for nothing! Can you imagine the possibilities? The knowledge that must be stored inside, we could me making the greatest break discovery since Ariolis discovered the Library of Epideme over two centuries ago. No, forget that, this could be the greatest discovery of all time!” Mani moved towards the door but was held back by Erik.

“I'll go first, just in case.” he said, raising a lamp he's just lit into the air, and drawing his sword.

“So there's my bodyguard.”

Erik strode through the doorway, or at least that was his intention. As he passed under the archway to the top of the stairs, an invisible force launched him into the air and he landed on his backside on the grass. He got up and tried again; the same thing happened.

“Wait,” Mani said as she looked at the map again.

The writing began to change.

Only a fair maiden of purity may enter the temple.

She took the lamp from Erik, took her sword from it's sheath that hung from her pack, and slowly made her way through the doorway. Meeting no resistance she turned back to Erik and then started to descend into the darkness.

It felt just like being back at the library as she reached the bottom of the stairs and entered a large room.

All of a sudden torches lit along the walls, as if they'd sensed her presence, and she halted for a moment to take in the room.

Decorating the walls were various large statues in various states of disarray. All of them were at least sixteen foot high, and were barely distinguishable as a person. It appeared that the debris at each statue's feet had fallen from the statues over the years; they were thousands of years old, you have to expect some erosion.

After regaining her composure, Mani walked towards the doorway at the far end of the room. As with the previous room, torches hanging from the walls lit as she entered.

She looked around and saw inscriptions on the walls. Without thinking she moved to the nearest tablet and tried to read it. Unfortunately time had been just as harsh and the inscriptions as they had been on the statues, and the words were faded beyond recognition. Disappointed she looked around the rest of the room and her eyes rested on cylindrical monolith at the centre of the room. It looked untouched by time, and the inscription was perfectly legible.

The inscription wrapped around the monolith from about half way up to the base of the stone and Mani instinctively started to read it.

Most of it detailed the rise of Ecien and it's creation by the Great Queen Eciea, however as she reached the base of the stone it started to talk about the reign of the Queen, how she had unrivalled control over all in her domain, and that she was cursed by a travelling witch for no apparent reason. That was where it ended.

Mani stood up and slipped her pack from her shoulder; she intended to take rubbing's of the inscription to take back with her, but no sooner had she placed the pack on the floor than she was blinded by a flash of light.

The light faded slightly, and Mani opened her eyes. She span around baffled, looking for some sort of landmark that would tell her way she was. There was nothing.

“Greetings, Manjusha. I have been waiting.”

Chapter 4 – Queen

Mani span around and was immediately confronted by a wall of skin. She stumbled backwards and fell onto what could only be described as the floor. I say this because there didn't appear to be any walls or a ceiling to wherever Mani was. There was nothing but white.

Mani blinked in disbelief as she looked up into the face of the woman that stood before her.

“W-who are you?” She stuttered, her eyes widening as she looked at the rest of the woman.

“My dear, there is no need to fear me. I am Eciea, once Queen of this land.”

“E-Eciea?”

“Yes my dear. You have been drawn here for a great purpose. In the millennia since I gave birth to this fair land, it has fallen into disrepair, ruled by Kings and Queens concerned only with their own personal gain. Greed has corrupted all that have gained power, and as nations have risen and fallen, lessons have not been learnt. This is about to change.”

“G-g-great purpose?” Mani was finding it difficult to speak more than a few words at a time.

“A great purpose indeed, now come, we should talk.” Eciea held out a hand to Mani and helped her to her feet.

As they walked through the endless whiteness before them, few words passed between them. Mani kept glancing sideways at Eciea, mesmerised by the vision before her.

Eciea was a tall woman, clad in very little clothing. She was strikingly beautiful, had a finely toned and tanned body that any woman would give her left arm to have. What held Mani's attention was Eciea's breasts.

A smile crossed Eciea's lips as she caught Mani's looks.

“Amazing aren't they?” she placed a hand to the side of her breast and gently caressed the bouncing flesh. It gave without any resistance.

“They-they're...”

“Enormous?”

“Incredible!”

Eciea stopped walking and laughed. The force of her laughter caused her breasts to move in a mesmerising fashion, holding Mani's gaze as if she were hypnotised. It was true, they were both enormous, and incredible. They hung from her chest defiantly, obeying the laws of gravity only to a certain extent. Mani wondered how in Ecien Eciea could stand, never mind walk with such gigantic breasts. They weren't perfectly spherical but it was a reasonable approximation of their shape, and they hung just above her navel. They were so large that it would be impossible for Eciea to touch her fingers together if she were to wrap her arms around them. The only  modesty attested to Eciea's mystifying assets were golden hubs that covered her nipples, there was no need to provide any kind of support, the magic that had created them sought to that.

It took Eciea's breasts a short while to settle after she had stopped laughing, but as she started walking again they began their mesmerising bouncing motion once more.

“These are a curse,” She squeezed her breasts together gleefully, “at least that's what the witch that gave them to me hoped they would be.”

“W-what do you mean?”

“My dear girl, there is no need to fear me. Please relax.”

Mani said nothing, waiting for Eciea to continue.

“A witch passed through my land, at least I believe she was a witch, I'm not entirely sure. She came to visit me in Ecientea and claimed that I had garnered too much power, that naming my land and it's great city after myself was narcissistic, and that I would suffer for my vanity. She didn't think to consider that the people of my land lived in peace, that there was no hunger, no  one ever went without; it was, for lack of a better word, perfect.”

“What happened then?” This was just the insight that Mani had been hoping for.

“For a while, nothing. It was only when I yearned for companionship that things began to change. Many would be suitors tried to win my love, but in the end there could only be one. His name was Frederic, and oh how I loved him so. We were so in love, and were until our dying days.

“As Queen I had to be proper about these things. It was on our wedding night that the effects of the curse became apparent.”

Mani was desperate to take notes while the Queen talked, but there was nothing for her to write with or on.

“We made love for the first time and it was amazing. The following morning I woke to find a great weight on my chest; I thought that that it was Frederic, but when I looked down I saw that my night dress was billowing before of me. Needless to say, I was left with these.” Eciea squeezed her breasts.

“Well, not exactly; they were much, much smaller back then. It transpired that each time we made love they would grow, and as you can see, we made love a great number times, and what was supposed to be a curse only made it all the more enjoyable.

“Anyway, enough about me, let us discuss you my dear. I have great plans ahead for you.”

“Plans?” Mani had finally managed to relax, but she was still mesmerised by the way Eciea's breasts oscillated up and down as they walked.

“Yes, you are to become the new ruler of Ecien. You will return my beloved land to it's former glory and rule over it as Queen.”

“Q-Queen!” exclaimed Mani, not quite sure of what she was hearing.

“Yes my dear, you shall rule as Queen, and ensure that peace and prosperity returns to all of Ecien.”

“But how?”

“That is easy my dear, you shall have these.” Once again Eciea squeezed her breasts gleefully and smiled at Mani. “It is very simple; once I have returned you to the mortal realm you will remember nothing of our conversation. You will make love at some point in your future, and then everything will return to you. The curse I was inflicted with shall be passed on to you, and you will undergo the transformation as did I. From then onward, no one will be able to resist your commands, and you shall rule Ecien without conflict. However, there is only one man who will be able to resist your powers, and that man will be your one true love. Although you will have no memory of this conversation until you make love for the first time, I do hope that the one you lose your virtue to is this man.”

“B-but how am I supposed...” Mani started, but was stopped as Eciea raised a finger to her lips.

“You will know, you are ruler of Ecien, the Great Queen Manjusha. Now go!” Eciea pointed towards a stone archway that had appeared, and urged Mani through.

Chapter 5 - Changes

Mani woke to find her face resting against the cold and dusty stone floor of the room containing the stone monolith. She stood up, dusted herself off, and looked at the room in confusion.

“Huh, must've slipped.” She looked up at the monolith before her and saw that the inscription  that had once adorned it had faded just as with the inscriptions on the walls. She shrugged, had a look around at the rest of the room to see if there was anything else of interest and concluded that if there had been, it had gone the same way as the rest of the place. Disappointed, Mani made her way out of the temple and into the night air.

Night? I must've been out longer than I thought!

“Mani!” Erik leapt to his feet and wrapped his arms tightly around her. “You've been gone for hours! What happened?”

“Oh, uh, nothing. I guess I must have passed out or something. The whole temple is in  disarray, all the inscriptions were faded beyond all recognition, and all the statues that had lined the walls were in just as bad a state, if not worse.”

“I was worried!”

“Aww, that's sweet Erik. I'm fine, just a little disappointed, there's absolutely no way could ever prove that this temple had anything to do with Eciea.”

“Come on, I've prepared a vegetable stew, it's not much but it'll put us on until we reach the plains where we can catch some hare.”

After they had eaten, the night grew cold and they moved closer to the fire. However, even the heat from their small fire wasn't enough, so they snuggled together for warmth.

“I'm sorry you didn't find anything down there.” Erik said quietly.

“So am I, I feel like I dragged you all the way out here for nothing.”

“Don't worry about it, I wouldn't have missed it for the world.”

“Thanks, but I think we're good enough friends for you to tell me the truth.” Mani rested against Erik's shoulder as she wrapped her arms around her body in an effort to get warm.

“I'm serious. We haven't spent this much time together since we were kids, it was nice.”

“Yeah, it was.” Mani looked up at Erik who was glaring at the dying embers of the fire.

Before Erik knew what was happening he found himself pinned to the floor and a mass of red hair was blocking his view. He was also being kissed, which thoroughly confused him. Eventually the kissing stopped and Mani brushed her hair back over her head so she could look into Erik's eyes.

“What was that all about?”

“Didn't you like it?”

“No, I mean yes I did, but, well, it was a bit of a surprise to be honest.”

“Oh, I'm sorry, I thought that...” Mani quickly stood up and walked towards a tree at the edge of the invisible shield that protected them from the wilderness beyond.

Erik grabbed her arm and pushed her hard against the tree while forcing his lips against hers. They stayed in this embrace for a few minutes before stopping and looking into each others eyes.

“I love you Mani, I have since the day I met you I just...”

“Couldn't pick up the courage to do anything about it?”

“Something like that, yeah.”

“If we're being honest,” Mani looked down at the ground before returning her gaze to Erik, “I feel the same.”

With that, she kissed him again and he pressed her body against the tree, her arms wrapped around his neck, and his fingers running through her hair.

After a short while, Erik lowered his hands and removed the Mani's belt, freeing the hem of her shirt. He then proceeded to run his hands under the shirt and he gently squeezed her bare waist. Mani started inch Erik's own shirt up and over his head which she threw to the ground dismissively and continued to kiss him passionately.

When their lips parted, Erik tilted his head and started to gently kiss her neck, something that almost put Mani over the edge. She rested her head against the tree and breathed deeply as his lips sensually massaged her sensitive neck.

She couldn't hold out any more, and she lowered her hands, where she proceeded to remove Erik's belt and unbutton his trousers. Catching on quickly, Erik did the same, and slid the rather tight cotton trousers over Mani's perfectly formed behind along with her underpants.

Not once did their part lips as Mani reached inside Erik's briefs and pulled out his already hard penis. She gently ran her hands up and down the shaft feeling it harden further still before she decided that the time was now. Guiding the hardened member into her vagina she flinched slightly and shuddered as Erik slowly started to thrust, pushing her against the tree harder still. As Erik picked up momentum, Mani's heightened sensitivity was starting to get the better of her as writhed in ecstasy digging her nails into his back. It wasn't long before she came, her entire body feeling the wave a pleasure pass through it, but Erik wasn't done, he kept pressing her against the tree as he drove towards his own climax. Then it began.

Mani felt a fuzzy, tingling sensation emanating from her extremities, but paid it no mind, thinking it was merely the come down from her experience; she was half right. After a moment, the sensation had concentrated on her breasts and she started to sweat. She only started to question the tingling feeling when the tightness on her chest was restricting her breathing. Still Erik drove her against the tree, until he fell limp against her having reached his own climatic end.

“E-Erik, I, c-can't, breath,” Mani wheezed in his ear as he rested his forehead against the tree trunk.

Immediately he stepped back and looked at her, nothing seemed out of the ordinary except for the pained look on her face. She turned around and leant forward, resting her arm against, trying to catch her breath but it didn't help.

“Help, me.” She managed to get out between stuttered breaths.

Erik wasn't sure what to do, and he slapped her on the back suspecting that she may have something caught in her throat.

“What, are you, doing?!” Mani gasped, her face starting to turn blue.

“I thought that...”

“Undo, the, bandages!” She waved erratically towards her back.

Without a further thought, Erik pulled the shirt over Mani's head and got to work undoing the knot in the bandages she had wrapped around her breasts. It didn't work, and Mani turned around, a look of terror passing over her face as she started to turn blue.

Erik looked down at the bandages as Mani slumped against the tree, desperate for breath, and suddenly he noticed the problem. Where yesterday he had seen very little, now he saw flesh bulging over the top and under the bottom of the bandages. Without hesitating he pulled Mani to her feet and started to unwrap the still skin tight bandages from around her torso as fast as he could. Gradually her breathing became more steady and the colour returned to her face. Finally, the bandages dropped to the ground, and Mani leant against the tree, breathing deeply.

“Thank, you.”

Erik's eyes were bulging out of their sockets as he watched Mani's breasts rise and fall with her deep breathes.

“What just happened?” he managed, shaking himself back to the moment at hand.

“I-”

It all came flooding back, the time in the temple, the quest that had been put before her by Eciea, and the full extent of her predicament. Before she could tell Erik exactly what had happened she passed out.

Chapter 6 – Interesting Developments

Mani woke the following morning to find herself dressed and wrapped in a blanket. She saw Erik asleep at the other side of what had been their fire as she sat up and took in the scene. Was last night a dream? Was yesterday a dream?

She pulled her baggy shirt forward and looked down at her chest. The bandages she usually wrapped around her meagre breasts for support were present, but there was a distinct cleavage being forced by an inherently larger bosom than she was used to.

Not a dream then.

Remembering everything Eciea had said to her yesterday, she lit a lantern and walked down into the temple to see if she could make contact with the ancient Queen. This time, the torches that had ignited as she passed remained dead, and all she had to guide her was the small lantern. Having reached the end room she studied the monolith with the tips of her fingers, hoping to find some answer, some form of guidance, but there was nothing.

Erik sat up suddenly, and looked through the small gap between his drooping eyelids at the camp.

Was last night a dream?

He looked around for Mina, but she was nowhere to be found. He saw that the lantern that he had set by the fire had gone, and he surmised that Mina must have descended into the temple again.

What happened last night?

For years he'd dreamt of being with Mani, being close to her, being more than just good friends, and now that this had happened he wasn't sure what to do.

He was jerked back into the real world as Main slumped down next to him.

“Morning,” she said while trying to stifle a yawn.

“Morning, um...”

Before he could finish his sentence Mani reached over, turned his face to hers and kissed him.

“Does that answer your question?”

Slightly dazed, Erik smiled and looked back at her.

“Yes.”

“Good, now would you get a start on breakfast? I'm famished.”

Erik got to work on preparing breakfast, it wasn't much considering their supply status, but it was better than nothing.

While they ate, Mani sat in deep contemplation.

Was it all her fault? She said I would make love and this would happen, but did she make me turn on Erik last night? No of course not, and even if she did you've wanted to be with him for so long anyway. Now you know he feels the same, this could be the start of something good. What if he's not my true love? I wonder...

“Erik, would you come here and slap me?”

“What?” Erik spat out his tea and looked at Mani.

“I want you to slap me.”

“I am not going to slap you.”

Hmm, maybe he needs to see them.

Mani pulled her shirt up over her breasts and looked back at Erik.

“Slap me.”

“No! What's gotten in to you?”

“Okay, come here ravish me like you did last night.”

“Now? Shouldn't we start heading back while we've got daylight?”

That settles it then. Either Eciea was wrong, or Erik is the one.

“Sorry, okay, let's get packed up and head home.”

After a day's travel, they'd made it most of the way through the forest towards the plains beyond, but the sun was setting and they would have to spend another night under the trees.

Erik set up camp while Mani sat and cast the protection charms around them and thought more on the previous day’s events.

“Mani, what happened last night?”

“You were there, I rather hoped you would remember it as well as I did.”

“I do, I mean, when you couldn't breath, you, your breasts they were...”

“It's the Curse of Eciea, or something like that.”

“Curse? It's because you went into that temple isn't it?” Erik looked worried.

“Yes. I was drawn there by Queen Eciea. She, oh this is going to sound silly,” Mani started to unpack the remains of their food to start preparing supper.

“Try me.” Erik came and sat down beside her, ready to listen to her story.

Over the next few minutes Mani told Erik everything, how she had met Eciea and been told that she had to save Ecien. She then went on to explain about the witch, the curse, and how it had apparently been passed on to her, and how it affected others.

“Wait, is that what this morning was about?”

“When I asked you to slap me, and then ravish me on the spot? Yeah, it proves that you are my one true love, and only you are immune to my commands.”

“Oh I don't know, to be honest I can't think of many reasons not to do as you ask.”

“Is that so? Let's see what you will do for me then. Hmm, I want to see just how this curse works.”

A smirk spread across Mani's lips as she moved towards Erik.

“Remove your boots trousers.”

Erik stood up and slipped off his boots. He then proceeded to unfasten his belt and the buttons of his trousers, and threw them aside.

“Now come here.”

He walked slowly towards Mani, unsure what she had in mind. She reached up and stuck her hand inside his briefs again, pulling out his limp penis. She began tug on it, gently at first, but with increased further as it began to stiffen in her hands.

“Lie down.”

He did so, and she crept along on her hands and knees until her was level with his crotch. She took his swollen member in hand again, and this time began to wrap her tongue around the tip, leaving a trail of saliva as she pulled away and contemplated what she was about to do. After a moments pause she took it into her mouth and slowly began to move up and down, sucking all the while. She tried to take him in deeper, choked slightly, but eventually managed to take him all in. After a minute she felt his member pulsate in her mouth and a burst of warm shot down her throat. She withdrew, swallowed, and wiped her mouth on her sleeve.

“Wow.” said Erik, rather shakily.

“Let's see if that works.” Mani sat there for a moment, but nothing happened. No warm fuzzy feeling, no restricted breathing, nothing.

“Oh well, let's have supper.” she said, rather nonchalant.

“I'll, join you, in a minute.” Erik just lay there blissfully.

Having finished off yet another pot of vegetable stew, Mani and Erik huddled close to the fire, the night being just as cold as the previous.

“Erik?”
“Yes?”

“Does this change anything?”

“Does what change what?”

“Does the fact that I could very well be ruler of this land change the way you feel about me? Does this curse change anything?”

“Mani, I've been in love with you since the day you rescued me from a swarm of bees, what makes you think that after all these years anything could change that?”

“Because it's weird, and crazy, and it makes me sound like a complete fruitcake.”

She was jolted forward slightly as Erik started to laugh.

“Only a fruitcake would sneak in to her father’s library to steal a dispersal charm just to save a strange boy. Now stop being silly.”

“Okay, but promise me something.”

“What?”
“If it all turns out to be true, don't think any different of me.”

“I promise.”

“That's exactly what I wanted to hear. Now, will you undo my bandages?”

“Um, sure, why?” Erik moved his hands up the back of Mani's shirt and untied the knot. He slowly started to unwrap her torso and each time he brushed his hand against Mani's breasts he felt her shudder slightly.

“Because tonight I don't want to stop because I can't breath, now come here.”

Mani turned around and pounced on Erik, who just let her push him to the floor and start kissing him.

It wasn't long before she had his shirt off, and he had started to pull her trousers from her backside. He held on tightly, squeezing each cheek between his hands as she fumbled around inside his briefs again.

He brought his hands around and moved to untie the draw-string around the neck of her shirt, but he found his hands pinned against the floor.

“No, I want to see if I can fill it.”

“Fill it?” exclaimed Erik, seeing a side of Mani he'd never seen before, a side he rather liked however.

Mani didn't answer, she just reached down and guided herself onto Erik. After a few voluntary thrusts, she sat up and arched her back.

Erik reached up, placing his hands on her waist and he started to thrust upwards. Mani felt her recently acquired assets bounce with the motion beneath her shirt and it felt great.

It wasn't long before she came again, and Erik continued to thrust over and over again. The fuzzy feeling returned and her breasts started to tingle.

“It's, happening,” she managed to blurt out between breaths.

Taking Erik's hands she slid them up inside her shirt and placed them on her breasts.

At first nothing happened, but then he felt it as they slowly began to expand between his hands, the flesh gradually pushing his hands further and further away, spreading his fingers as it squeezed through the gaps.

Mani let out another series of yells as she came again, and again, and again, but her breasts didn't stop growing all the while that Erik had his hands there.

They were starting to get big, and I mean really big; Erik found his hands starting to press against the ever tightening shirt.

He returned his hands to Mani's waist and looked up at her chest as she arched her back even further, her head leant back, screaming in pleasure as she came again.

Her expanding breasts were now starting to strain the once baggy shirt, and he watched, mesmerised while the giant mammaries bounced uncontrollably before him as he continued the thrust upwards. The scene was amazing as he saw skin start to push through the draw-string on the shirts neck and force it undone. Still Mani's breasts grew and they were really starting the strain the shirt now. Erik heard a slow ripping sound and saw that the shirt had started to tear from the V at the top, now unrestrained by the draw-string.

The whole scene became too much and he finally came, just as he did, Mani came one last time and the jerking of her body coupled with another growth spurt caused her incredibly strained shirt to give way. It split straight down the middle leaving her breasts exposed to the cool night air.

Exhausted she fell forward onto Erik's chest, breathing deeply.

“That, was... there aren't words to describe how good that was.”

“You're telling me?” Erik looked into her eyes as she rolled off and lay beside him.

“So, what do you think?” Mani started to squeeze her breasts just as Eciea had done, a smile crossing her face.

“They're enormous!”

“Not quite,” she remembered how Eciea had referred to her own breasts as enormous and these were nowhere near as big as those, “but I think I'll get there.” She smirked as she kissed Erik and smuggled up close to him before falling asleep.

Chapter 7 – Homeward Bound

The couple finally left the forest of Angorn and started to make their way back across the Great Plains towards Ecientea.

Mani, having shredded her shirt the previous night, had opted to wear one of the long robes she had brought with her in case the weather were to turn against them. Normally the robe would hand to her ankles, but due to the greatly increased size of her bosom, the robe had ridden part way up her shins. However, the robe was doing rather a good job of hiding her magically swollen breasts, not that there was anyone on the plains to see during the day. They made good progress that day, and stopped only when they heard the howl of a wolf nearby. The protection charms went up, as usual, to fend off the trolls and Erik started to cook the hares that they had managed to catch during the day.

They settled down for the night, but neither of them could sleep.

“I wonder just how big I could get.” Mani said, as if from nowhere.

“Is that a challenge?” Erik smirked.

“What? Noooooo, I'd like to get home before I grow too big to ride a horse.” She turned to look at Erik, who was staring up at the stars in the night sky, “however, I think I could easily cope with another growth spurt.”

“Now that was a challenge.”

“You're damned right it was,” Mani said as she hitched her robe up and straddled Erik. “Do you think you could help me shred this robe?”

“Are you serious?”

“Absolutely. Last night, when I burst through that shirt, it was amazing.”

“Maybe this whole situation has changed you, more than physically I mean.”

“Explain to your Queen,” demanded Mani, jokingly, a grin forming on her lips.

“I mean, you were much less, well, you never seemed so...”

“Highly sexed?”

“Not exactly how I was trying to put it, but yes. Since you came out of that temple you've been quite ravenous.”

“Maybe it's a side effect of the curse, or maybe I just needed the right partner. Besides, until recently we both thought that our relationship was never going to go any further than being good friends. All I know is that right now, I'm horny as hell and I want you in me.” said Mani as she leant forward and kissed Erik.

She felt her large breasts compress and flow sideways as she squashed them against Erik's chest.

It wasn't long before she had removed her underwear and Erik's trousers, and slid herself over his rock hard member. She could feel him inside her as she sat up to ride him like she had the night before, all the while feeling Erik thrust faster and faster, until he achieved a steady rhythm. It wasn't long before she came, and the growth began. She placed her hands to her breasts and felt the warm fuzzy sensation pulse through her body and into her already large assets. During the growth, her breasts became much more sensitive, which, as her clothing rubbed against her gorged mammaries, only helped her achieve climax multiple times. She felt the pressure building inside them as her hands were ever so slowly pushed further and further away. She came again, instantly, as her now erect nipples brushed the inside of her robe; she'd given up wearing the bandage for support, it just wasn't long enough, and these as with Eciea, these breasts would have laughed in the face of gravity, if it had one.

Mani arched her back, and started to massage her growing breasts with an increased fervour, she could feel the robe starting to restrict their growth, and within a few minutes her breathing. The robe was made of much stronger material than her shirt had been, and the stitching was very resilient to her ever expanding bosom. Still she continued to swell, and she could feel the robe tightening further still; the whole experience just turned her on even more as she came again.

“F-f-faster!” she yelled as she struggled for breath. The sooner she grew beyond the robes limits, the sooner she could breath properly again and marvel at their efforts.

Erik obliged and picked up momentum, Mani riding him as if he were a race horse. She came again, multiple times, just before Erik shot his load into her. He lay back, exhausted and just watched as Mani's robe grew tighter and tighter. As he watched the spectacle he could feel himself hardening again, but he just didn't have the energy for another round, luckily it looked like he wouldn't need to.

Mani's breathing became short and hurried as the robe strained to hold her swelling breasts; it was only a matter of time before they would burst free of their prison, she could feel it. Not matter how good the stitching, it was starting to give way at her shoulders, and down her sides, she could hear the threads snapping under the strain.

Sweet relief.

The front of the robe shot forward and landed, covering Erik's face, and Mani's breasts fell free. She breathed deeply, now that she could, and looked down at her breasts as they settled.

Now they're enormous, she closed her eyes and smiled.

The rest of the journey home was rather peaceful, and after tearing her robe, Mani was left with very little to wear. This also wasn't helped by the fact that now her breasts were now so large that the only clothes she had left were an incredibly tight fit and hung more like skirts than full-length robes. As a result, Mani and Erik had to try and keep their hands to themselves, which after realising their mutual feelings, and sexual desire for each other, was rather difficult.

After a few more days of constant travel they reached the gates of Ecientea and rode through the streets towards Mani's house. She sat confidently on her horse as he breasts bounced gently up and down, catching the attention of every man, and scorn of every woman, as they passed through.

Once Mani had managed to find some better fitting clothes, which was quite difficult considering her size, she set to work carrying out the task set before her by Eciea. People were mesmerised by the vastness of he breasts as she walked towards past them and up to the palace. Having made her way past the guards with ease, she found that it was true, she had the ability to manipulate everyone, including the King.

It wasn't long before she managed to get herself instated as Queen of Ecien, and people were more than happy to do her bidding. The land began to change, the people began to change. They were happier, they were content, and no one suffered. Poverty was wiped out, the starving children were well fed, and no one ever went without.

Epilogue – Great Queen Manjusha

The land of Ecien is old, and I mean really old. Seriously, you still won't believe just how old it is otherwise I'd change my mind and tell you, but I know you won't so I still don't see why I should bother.

Throughout its existence nations have risen, hung around for a bit, and then got replaced by the next big thing; this tended to be the newest nation on the block. This has happened so many times over the stretch of time that it has been very difficult to plot the course of history this land has taken, yet there will always be those who try.

Things are different now.

Queen Manjusha has ruled for twenty years, and the people of Ecien remember it well. Before, their lives were grim, they were hungry, and they suffered. Now everyone is happy, everyone lives in peace, and no one ever goes without.

Mani herself has never been happier. It wasn't the power, or the control she held over others, those were just side effects that helped her make the land of Ecien better for all. What made her happy was her love, Erik, and their two children, Ellia and Edward. It was clear that Ellia took after her mother; her red hair was long, her skin was fair and she was strikingly beautiful, which was one attribute that has recently proven that she truly is her Mothers daughter.

Mani sat on her throne, wearing a long white skirt, and small golden hubs covering her nipples to protect her modesty. By now she was large beyond all belief; so large in fact, that structural changes had to be made to the arch and doorways throughout the palace to allow her to pass unimpeded.

Princess Ellia entered the throne room in a panic and quickly made her way towards her Mother and Father at the far end.

“Ellia my dear, how are you?” Mani looked from her husband to her daughter, who appeared to be struggling ferociously with her robes.

“Um, Mother, something, something happened to me last night.”

“Oh? Do tell.”

“It, it's kind of embarrassing.”

“Who was he?” asked Mani.

“Mother!”

For a second no words passed between them, but the look on Mani’s face made Ellia realise that she couldn’t hide anything from her.
“Calem, Mr. Stone's apprentice.”

“Mr. Stone the baker?” Erik asked his daughter.

“Yes, but that wasn't the only thing that happened.”

“What's the matter dear?” Mani started to smile, guessing at what must have happened.

“Well, I changed, I, I grew these!” Ellia stopped protecting her chest and cupped a rather plump pair of breasts in her hands.

“Hmmm, interesting indeed. Did you demand anything of him afterwards?”

“H-how do you mean?” Ellia looked confused.

“Did you tell him to do anything after your sudden, development?”

“I was scared so I told him to leave, but he insisted on staying, no matter what, and he tried to comfort me.”

Mani and Erik looked at each other and smiled.

“Ellia my dear,” said Erik as he turned back to his daughter, “take a seat, we'd like to tell you a story.”

THE END

Maybe…

