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“Breast milk?!” whispered Harmony indignantly, hoping that nobody would overhear their appallingly embarrassing conversation. There did not seem to be anyone around in this part of the library, but this was a magical university and you never knew who might be hanging around under a cloak of invisibility or using a magic ring or just lurking behind a bookcase. 

“It’s a key ingredient of the elixir,” said Lulu, giving her usual mild smile and doodling a picture of a unicorn in her notebook. 

“And where am I supposed to get that, I ask you?” hissed Harmony, rolling her eyes. “No, don’t tell me, I have to seduce a giantess, don’t I? No, it’ll be a hideous female goblin, won’t it? Please don’t say it’s from a mermaid, they give me the creeps!” 

Lulu looked very slightly offended. “You shouldn’t say that about mermaids, people will think you’re a speciesist,” she said. “But I don’t think you need a giantess or a goblin to get breast milk, Harmony. I mean, you have breasts of your own, silly.” Lulu was adding an enormous, erect penis to her picture of a unicorn. 

“Lulu, I don’t know if you’ve been paying attention, but I’m not lactating! I’ve never been pregnant, why would I be able to produce milk?!” Harmony whispered, her face reddening. She did not know how she still had the capacity to blush. Her adventures in search of ingredients for Lulu had got her into scrapes that were so humiliating she ought to be incapable of embarrassment. The shame of her escapades should have inoculated her against further blushes. 

The inky flowing from Lulu’s magical fountain pen changed colour as she began to draw the unicorn ejaculating a rainbow. “Harmony, I don’t know if you’ve been paying attention, but we’re magicians. You could just use a spell to make yourself lactate. Then you can bottle some milk, can’t you? A quarter of a pint would be enough. All you have to do then is reverse the spell. Unless of course you’d like to keep the bigger breasts? Though I think the lactation might prove inconvenient. Still, it’s up to you, isn’t it?” she said, not taking her eyes from her doodle. 

Thanks to Lulu’s placid nature, it was hard to tell when she was being nice from when she was being a mean little bitch. Harmony scowled and narrowed her eyes. “Weirdly enough, Lulu, I’ve never researched breast expansion or lactation. I’m perfectly happy with my figure,” Harmony said huffily. It was not entirely true, though Lulu didn’t need to know that. Harmony sometimes thought about trying out bigger boobs, just for a while. She was not generally vain, but there were moments when she got tired of being slender and petite. In private, she had considered looking into body modification spells. There had never been the time, though, her studies always needed her full attention. 

“You could try this,” said Lulu, sliding a piece of parchment out from under her notebook. 

The parchment page did not look like it had been torn from a book. This appeared to be an ancient magician’s personal notes. The writing was hard to decipher, but the diagrams were very clear. The title of the spell was ‘Mammamaxia’. It was rather on the nose, Harmony thought. Still, even a quick glance at the details told her that the magic involved was easily within her capabilities. “Oh, you have just the right spell to hand. How convenient,” said Harmony, fixing Lulu with a look she hoped would be withering. 

Lulu declined to wither. She smiled faintly and started to draw little female cartoons dancing in the unicorn’s prismatic ejaculate. “It wouldn’t be very convenient to cast it here, though,” said Lulu. “I’d recommend going to the Nook of Necessity. It’ll give you everything you need: privacy, bottles, a breast pump... those kinds of things.” 

Harmony flushed and looked around again. There did not seem to be anyone eavesdropping. That was a relief. 

“You’re right, I suppose. The Nook’s the best place for private experiments,” Harmony said. She was growing thoughtful. This might be the right moment to begin her research into modifications. She could assess whether she liked herself with a larger bust. The Nook would provide a mirror, it always gave you what you needed. 

“I’m sure you’ll have fun,” said Lulu. “You always do,” she added, with just the hint of a smirk on her normally unreadable face. One of the little cartoon women she was drawing looked like a caricature of Harmony, though the breasts were like balloons. 

“It’s not about fun, it’s about research,” Harmony said. Then, trying to be as haughty and dignified as possible, she gathered her books, stationery and the new spell into her satchel-of-holding. She heard the clink of potion bottles and remembered, to her embarrassment, that she still had the elixir that had helped so much with her unicorn and centaur experiments. 

“Of course,” said Lulu. “Enjoy your research,” she added. She was adding fountains of milk to her cartoon of Harmony. 

Without saying goodbye, Harmony stomped off to find the Nook of Necessity. 

**
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The Nook was never in the same place twice and it always appeared when you needed it. The trouble was that the castle had to believe you truly needed it and nobody could see the door appear. That meant you had to be completely convinced that you could not get by without the Nook’s help and you needed to find a quiet corridor. For Harmony, this led to a frustrating morning spent strolling around the castle, pretending to be casually on her way somewhere. While appearing casual, she had to concentrate on how much it was an absolute necessity that she had to have a private room to play with her new spell and do strange things to her tits. It was hard to believe it herself, so she was not certain that her mind would convince the castle. 

Just when Harmony was reaching the end of her tether, she found herself in an empty corridor. She felt a sudden desperate need to be alone. If the Nook did not find her now, she would give up on Lulu’s stupid mission and do something more productive instead. 

At the end of the corridor, there was an archway and an ancient wooden door. Harmony smiled and sighed with relief. It was the Nook. When the castle had felt her on the edge of quitting, it had become necessary to give her what she needed. It was enough to want it, she reminded herself, she had to need it. She took the iron door handle and turned it, pushing her way into the pleasantly dark, quiet room. 

Sometimes people did not know they had found the Nook. It looked different on every visit. It could be a simple stationery cupboard if you desperately needed a pen. It might be a toilet if you desperately needed the loo. If you desperately wanted somewhere to fool around with a breast expansion and lactation spell, the Nook provided a wood-panelled room with a thick navy carpet. It gave you a chaise longue, a cupboard that was filled with useful oddments and a full-length mirror so you could check your progress. Knowing how much you needed privacy, the room also gave you a solid bar on the door, a thick curtain across the window and wards on all the walls to prevent scrying. Harmony had everything she needed to play with the new spell. 

For a witch of Harmony’s intellect and talent, there was very little more enjoyable than unfamiliar magic. There was a lot more to casting a spell than waving a wand and emoting a strange word, of course. You had to memorize arcane runes and sigils. Your mind needed to be focussed so that it could meditate on the way you planned to change reality. When it came to the casting, your intentions and will had to be completely clear. 

The Mammaxia spell was not the most complicated piece of magic that Harmony had attempted. She had already done a lot of the memorising, all that was necessary was to clear her head of distractions and perform the swift, ritual movements. Harmony decided that she would stand in front of the mirror so that she could check her progress. The spell worked in subtle gradations. In modern terms, she would be working with cup sizes. 

Harmony threw open her black robes to expose her white blouse and university tie. She had never been very fond of the university’s silly uniform requirements. The tie’s and blouses and smart little shoes made her feel immature. She was a grown woman, it was silly to be wearing a uniform that would have suited a school. Still, the rules were the rules and Harmony generally tried to be a good student. 

First she closed her eyes and her mind filled with the circling sigils and runes of the spell. When she opened her eyes, she did not hesitate. She waved her wand in two circular motions, pointing it in the direction of her 32b breasts. “Mammaxia,” she said, her voice loud, her consonants enunciated clearly. She pictured only the first stage of the spell. 

It was only as the magic began to work that she realized she had not taken off her bra. “Fuck,” she whispered. There was a very pleasant tingling and tension in her breasts. It was clear that the spell was working and working quickly. Harmony realized that she was unlikely to be able to unhook her bra before the spell had finished, so she simply reached up to her blouse and pushed her shoulder straps down onto her arms. Her quick thinking saved some discomfort because her breasts were swelling enough to push her bra cups out and down. 

Harmony looked in the mirror and felt pleasantly surprised. A C-cup breast was not really that much bigger than her original look, she thought. The awkward shape of her bra spoilt things, so she put down her wand and fumbled about through her blouse. Taking off a bra without taking off your top was not magic, though it felt rather fun. After a little tugging, Harmony managed to get her bra out of the short sleeve of her white blouse. She dropped the bra on the floor and smiled at her reflection. There was nothing spectacularly different about her. If she stepped closer to the mirror, she could see that she wasn’t wearing a bra and that her nipples were hard against the thin cotton of her blouse. It made her feel smug and sexy. She would never walk around braless, she was not that kind of girl, but she liked imagining herself as a bold, slightly slutty girl. 

“Oh hi,” she said to her reflection. “No bra? God, lighten up. They’re just boobs,” she said, smirking. That was not her style, not at all. It was fun to imagine, though. 

Feeling confident, she decided to go to the next level. People always spoke in awe about D-cup breasts. She had overheard boys saying that D-cups were perfect. It would be interesting to see how she looked with them, she thought. With her slender figure, D-cup boobs would probably look silly, she thought. However, she was in private and there was no harm in playing around. Magic could get too serious sometimes and magicians should remind themselves to have fun. 

“Mammamaxia!” Harmony said, waving her wand again. 

The feeling of tingling and tension was just as pleasant, if not more so. She let out a soft gasp of surprised pleasure. It seemed that the spell also increased sensitivity. Her breasts swelled like water balloons attached to a hose. They were big enough to jiggle under her blouse and Harmony giggled with delight. She gave her shoulders a shimmy and watched her breasts dance under her blouse. 

It annoyed her a little when she looked at her reflection because she realized that she quite wanted to keep herself at this size. It would be annoying to get all the comments, of course. People always teased magicians that used magic for vanity. Nigel Winterbottom had used spells to make himself more buff and handsome last year and everyone had mocked him for it. If Harmony started strutting around campus with D-cups bouncing, there would be a lot of gossip and, doubtless, some jokes at her expense. 

Still, it was tempting. 

Harmony reminded herself that she was here for a purpose. The next level of the spell would take her to an E-cup and the lactation should begin. The moment you went three levels above your starting size, biology started to get involved with the magic. The body became convinced it had to produce milk, according to the notes on the spell. 

Before the next stage, Harmony explored the cupboard. Despite looking as ancient as the rest of the school, the cupboard had been stocked with things that Harmony could use. There was a strange breast pump made of soft leather, brass tubes, polished wood and a glass bottle. The pump was apparently powered by clockwork and magic which was typical for the school. There were also cloths in the cupboard, numerous spare bottles and a pair of metal buckets. The buckets made Harmony laugh. She was not intending to produce quite that much milk and she wondered if the Nook was getting senile. The potion needed a little bottle of breast milk, not two pails. This was not a dairy. 

Still chuckling and shaking her head, Harmony took up her stance in front of the mirror again. The breast pump was at her feet, ready to pick up after she cast the spell. 

It would be sensible to take off her blouse, she thought. However, a small, silly, kinky part of her brain liked the idea of watching her boobs fill her blouse. She doubted that she would pop the buttons or anything daft, but it would be fun to see herself inflating. It made her glad that the room was totally private. She would not want anyone to know she had been so ridiculous. Fortunately, she was on her own and she could play whatever absurd games she wanted. 

“Mammamaxia!” Harmony said, swishing her wand in two circles and letting out a happy gasp of pleasure as her breasts began to swell. She looked at her reflection. She saw a pretty young woman with a flushed, embarrassed, excited face. She saw a white blouse straining as breasts grew beneath it, forcing the cotton taut and making the buttons strain. The tension felt oddly pleasurable and she found that was suddenly desperate to burst at least one button. Without hesitating, she waved her wand again and said, “Mammamaxia!” 

She put her free hand to her mouth and giggled in embarrassment. She felt a little drunk. It had to be the pleasure or the intoxicating sense of being alone. The pleasure in her breasts was so intense that she let out a shocking moan that sounded close to orgasmic. Her breasts pushed and strained against her blouse and she could see that the buttons were only just holding on. 

She was close, but not quite there, she thought. 

One more wouldn’t hurt. 

“Mammaxia!” she cried, waving her wand a little sloppily this time, her excitement impacting her spellcraft. The tingling was more like a fizzing this time, almost a boiling, but pleasurable. “Oh my goodness!” she moaned, shuddering with sensual ecstasy as her breasts set off a feeling in her body that made her insides tighten and her pussy get stupidly wet. 

There was an abrupt popping sensation and a ping as a button hit the mirror. Harmony moaned with satisfaction and growing pleasure. Her breasts had bust her blouse open. Another button gave way and spiralled up into the air before falling somewhere on the carpet. She had no idea why she felt so proud, but she was delighted with herself. 

In the mirror, her reflection looked surprised and delighted. Her blouse had burst open and her breasts had spilled out. They were huge, shapely and her nipples and areolae looked much larger. The general look was slightly out of proportion, she thought, but she didn’t hate it. Maybe a size smaller would have been better. She could always go back, she told herself. 

Just as she was thinking about reversing the last stage of the spell, her breasts interrupted her train of thought by starting to throb painfully. “Ow!” she said, rubbing her breasts instinctively. The rubbing was all they needed. The slight pressure from her hand set off a fountain of milk from the breast she was touching, a spray of little white droplets that filled the air and glistened for a moment in the light of the candles. She immediately rubbed her other breast to relieve the tension. It was what she needed. Her breast sprayed lots of little jets of milk and she groaned with sensual relief. 

She needed the pump, she realized. She put down her wand and grabbed the pump, trying to attach the leather cups to her sensitive nipples. Her breasts felt amazing, but almost too good to touch. It reminded her of the sensitivity of her clitoris when she had just cum. Shuddering and gasping, she flicked the brass switch on the pump and heard the clicking, whirring sound of its magical clockwork motor. 

When the sucking began, Harmony’s legs gave way and she was forced to stagger backwards onto the chaise. The pleasure was unbearably good. As milk started to spurt into the bottle, Harmony lay back and had the most unexpected orgasm of her life. It began in her huge, aching breasts and then thundered down to her abdomen and on into her pussy. She felt herself surge with wetness, soaking her knickers. She writhed against the chaise and pushed the pump more firmly onto her spraying tits. 

“So good!” she moaned. “So bloody good!” Her eyes rolled and her back arched. The spell’s notes had said nothing about this. She had not realized that it was possible to cum just from stimulation to her breasts. She had to assume that this was not something busty women normally experienced, it had to be something to do with the spell. She was not complaining, though. The milk for the potion would be collected and she would enjoy the process. 

Holding the pump in place with one hand, Harmony used the other hand to rub under her skirt, feeling her pussy through the fabric of her soaked knickers. When she glanced at the mirror, she saw an exceptionally busty woman with a weird machine attached to her tits. The woman in the mirror was rubbing frantically at her crotch and her pretty face was contorting in the throes of a second orgasm. The face was familiar, she thought, though the giant, jiggling tits looked new. The sight of her strange body just added to the excitement. She imagined how it would feel to have someone see her like this. It would change her reputation forever. Nobody would talk about Harmony the uptight nerd. They would talk about Harmony the nymphomaniac chronic masturbator. 

Feeling unabashed, Harmony yanked her wet knickers to one side and plunged two fingers into her eager, slippery pussy. This was heaven. The combination of fucking herself and letting the pump suck her tits was incredible. It could only have been improved by having a lover here to do the work for her, but she would do what she could on her own. 

Harmony was starting to lose track of her orgasms. She loved it when the line blurred between one climax and the next. She was not sure if it was a multiple orgasm or one long, wild climax that had peaks and troughs. 

The only thing that spoiled her fun was discovering that the bottle was full and there was milk spurting out of the pumps cups. Harmony whimpered in frustration and annoyance as she switched off the pump and the suction stopped. It was agonising having to unscrew the bottle, get another from the cupboard and fix it into place. As she worked hurriedly, her tits were dripping slowly and starting to ache painfully. Looking in the mirror, she also thought that they were still growing. She wondered what cup size they had become. They might be a G-cup, she thought. Then she attached the pump again and fell back into a delirium of pleasure as her nipples sprayed milk and her pussy seemed to suck at her plunging fingers. 

“Oh goodness, this is... oh, this is great,” moaned Harmony. Feeling particularly naughty, she whispered, “This is fucking great!” Her blush deepened as it always did when she allowed herself the release of swearing. It felt silly to hold back from bad language when she was in such a shockingly lewd position. She looked at her reflection in the mirror as she started to cum. That girl in the mirror would not be ashamed of swearing. The girl in the mirror had gigantic breasts that would make anyone stare and those beautiful swollen tits were spurting milk into the magical contraption that vibrated and slurped and tugged on her nipples. In the mirror, Harmony could see how wet her pussy was and how her fingers were plunging in over and over as her body shuddered and writhed in the throes of magical ecstasy. 

As she was coming down from her orgasm, she realized, with deepening frustration, that the little bottle attached to the pump was getting full. She wondered why the hell the Nook had not provided her with larger bottles. She was meant to get everything she needed. Perhaps the Nook had provided the pails because it knew she would be lactating so heavily, but the pails were no good without something to keep her milk flowing. She wondered if she could use her hands to express milk, though she doubted it would be satisfying. 

What she really needed was a guy that could fuck her and suck her tits at the same time. It was impossible, of course. He’d need two mouths to keep her happy. 

To Harmony’s utter astonishment and horror, the bar to the door slid back and a figure tumbled into the room. The newcomer slammed the door behind him and slid the bar into position. He was panting, obviously afraid and hunched over as though he was in pain. Harmony’s first thought was that this student had been hit by a powerful curse and he needed to hide and heal. Why the room would let him enter was beyond her. Maybe an injured student took precedent over her experiments in magical masturbation and lactation, she thought. 

The tall, blond guy turned around and Harmony tried desperately to cover herself with her robes. It was almost impossible. While she could hide her huge breasts, she had no time to return the pump to its cupboard. It might not be immediately clear what she was doing, but the smell of sex, the droplets of milk and the wetness on her fingers would probably suggest that she had not come in here to do some quiet knitting. 

What made everything worse was that the newcomer was Drake Perfidy, the sneering, snobbish young man who looked down on any magician that did not come from an ancient magical family. “Stranger?! What the hell are you doing in here, you grubby Hex-Hound?!” he said, using his usual slur for any undeserving person that he felt had an inappropriate interest in magic. 

“The room was barred and supposed to be private!” Harmony snapped, her blush turning a whole new shade of scarlet. She felt a mixture of humiliation and fury. It did not help that she was still coming down from her orgasm and her tits were rubbing against her robes in a way that made her want to whimper with pleasure. 

“The door opened for me because I need... ahh ow!” Drake said. He hunched over further, trying to hide something beneath his robes. 

“Are you hurt?” said Harmony, worried despite her dislike of the young man. He was a horrible person, but she did not like the idea that he had been wounded. 

“Bad spell. Thought it hadn’t worked at all, but now it’s... ugh, damn it... it’s working in a way I hadn’t expected,” he said. He pushed and smacked at his robes like there was a creature hiding under them and he wanted it to behave. 

“What spell? I could help counter it?” Harmony said, her sympathy and curiosity increasing. 

“Help? No! Just get out and let me fix it!” Drake said desperately. “It’s complex magic, forbidden stuff. You wouldn’t be able to... ahhh, hells... you wouldn’t be able to...” he stammered. His eyes kept darting to her chest beneath the robes and the odd shape of the pump. He frowned. Despite his mind being mostly focussed on his own predicament, he could not help wondering what Harmony was up to. 

“Just tell me what spell you cast!” snapped Harmony, hoping she could keep Drake’s mind on his own issues. If she could fix him and get him away, she could reverse her own spell and get back to normal. 

Drake grimaced and his legs trembled. There was a sound like tearing fabric beneath his robes. “No! Too much!” he grunted through gritted teeth. 

“Tell me!” said Harmony, her voice surprisingly filled with authority considering her huge breasts were still swelling and milk was soaking through her robe. She had managed to switch the pump off, but her tits were not ready to quiet. 

“It was called Octocockulus, alright?!” growled Drake, his pale face blushing hard. “It was meant to give me an eight-inch dick for a while! It’s done... I don’t know... something else!” Then he let out a scream of mingled pain and relief. Purple tentacles burst out from under his robe and lashed the air. 

Harmony saw what Drake had done. Perhaps someone had tricked him or perhaps he had just misread an ancient spell. Whatever the cause, he had modified his penis. Instead of being built like a normal young man, he now had eldritch tentacles where his genitals should be. The tentacles were long, thick and had a variety of ridges, bumps and suckers. Some of them had weird, sensual mouths at their tips while others had questing digits, like nightmarish hands. At least one of the tentacles had a thick, blunt head like a penis. 

It did not take the brightest witch in the school to understand the situation, Harmony thought. The Nook had given them what they needed. Drake needed somewhere to hide while he got used to his new eldritch genitals. Harmony needed a lover that could suck her tits, caress her body and fuck her all at the same time. 

“The Nook brought us together for a reason, Drake,” Harmony said, a determined, steely look coming to her pretty, sweating face. “We are the solution to each other’s problems.” 

“What the hell are you babbling about, you stupid little tart?!” Drake sneered. His haughtiness would have been more effective if his weird new genitals had not been writhing around like slimy purple eels. 

“I’ll tame your new body parts and you’ll relieve mine,” Harmony said. She could have fought the conclusion for a while, but there would have been no point. Her tits were so swollen with milk that they hurt and her pussy was desperate to try Drake’s new dicks. Standing up, she threw her robes aside and presented her massive, wobbling, dripping tits to Drake’s astonished face. Then she yanked down her sopping undies, stepped out of them. She turned around, bent over and flipped up her skirt, presenting her pert backside and pink pussy to Drake’s tentacles. 

“I wouldn’t touch you to save my life, you disgusting little... woah!” Drake began. He had no chance to finish his bigoted sentence. Two of his growing appendages grabbed Harmony’s slim waist and yanked the couple together. Everything moved so quickly that Drake was not sure what happened between him standing still, showering Harmony with scorn, and him locked into her, on his new penises squirming in her pussy, another probing her anus and two more wrapped in spirals around her hanging tits while their mouths sucked milk from her nipples. He was so overcome by novel sensations that all he could do was wave his human arms weakly, like an inexperienced rider on a bucking horse. His tentacles could smell and taste her. The sweetness of her milk and the power of her pheromones immediately switched his primitive masculine brain from disdain to lust. He had never wanted a girl so badly in his life. He thrust his slim, strong hips and drove his writhing cock into her pussy while one of his other magical dicks pushed its blunt tip into her tight arsehole. 

Harmony squealed in shock and strained to take him. It was, to her annoyance, an incredible fuck. There was no part of her that was not being stimulated. The writhing, throbbing thing inside her pussy was coiling around itself and performing movements that no standard phallus could hope to copy. The tentacle that had breached the resistance of her anus was driving deep thrusts into her, questing further on each attack. Other tentacles explored her abdomen, her back and her neck, giving what felt like simultaneous massages and kisses. 

Perhaps the best tentacles, though, were the ones that had wrapped around her tits and were sucking her nipples. She could not imagine an entity more suited to this situation than Drake with his eldritch genitals. The Nook had outdone itself. 

Harmony, feeling embarrassed, began to cum. He had been inside her for mere seconds, yet she was squealing like a nymphomaniac and ramming her hips back against him, trying to get more of his wonderful, monstrous dicks. 

For his part, Drake was letting out cries of distress and moans of pleasure. He was breaking all his rules about fucking girls from a non-magical family, but it was hard to care about prejudice when her tight orifices were giving him pleasure he had not known was possible. It was very difficult to hate a girl that was taking him in her pussy and arse simultaneously. Feeling strangely well disposed towards Harmony, he thrust one of his spare penises into her mouth where it moved like a huge, kissing tongue. It was almost romantic, he thought. That made it somehow worse, to feel such affection for his enemy. It could not be escaped, though. He was locked together with her, lost in a maelstrom of hate, love and lust. 

Much to Harmony’s surprise and delight, it turned out that Drake’s tentacles were not limited in their supply of seed by two simple, mortal testicles. While Harmony came, Drake’s writhing, pounding, squirming dicks ejaculated delicious cum into all her orifices and over her body for good measure. Drake came so hard his eyes were rolling, but this was only the equivalent of pre-cum to his new genitals. This funny little orgasm was nothing to a set of eldritch penises. 

After a very brief moment of respite from mind-melting pleasure, Drake started to fuck her again with renewed ferocity. His mouth shouted strange words from forbidden and forgotten languages as he ploughed her, pounded her and milked her. Two of his more thoughtful tentacles even positioned the metal pails so that Harmony could be milked like a cow, her white bounty being squirted into the metal containers with a delightful sound. 

The two young lovers continued to enjoy and explore each other in a mindless orgy of forbidden magic and indescribable, disgusting, bliss. The limits of Harmony’s elasticity and capacity were tested, her pussy and backside filled with writhing things that she did not bother to count. Her flat abdomen bulged with grotesque, writhing movement that made her give strangled screams of horrified pleasure. 

Slime from the tentacles mingled with milk from Harmony’s gigantic tits. Semen and Harmony’s wetness covered the two of them until their uniforms were sopping and ruined. If anyone had been watching, they would have seen a constantly moving series of shapes that were hard to understand as two human magicians under powerful enchantments. Thick purple tentacles squirmed and plunged, glistening in the candlelight. Harmony’s huge, pliable orbs of flesh bobbed, jiggled and squirted, the milk overflowing the pails and spraying the walls of the Nook. From time to time, Drake and Harmony’s natural bodies and faces were prominent amongst the movement, always straining in agonising bliss. 

Fortunately, their spells only lasted a few hours. As the magic subsided, Harmony shrank back slowly to her normal proportions and Drake’s eldritch appendages withdrew into his body until the two magicians were left in a pool of milky slime, having one last, exhausted, purely human orgasm. Drake lay on his back as Harmony rode him to a final, reluctant, shared climax. When their last gasps and cries were done, she collapsed onto him and the two of them lay in the hot goo, panting for breath and wide-eyed with something that was either trauma or joy. 

“We tell nobody,” Harmony said, after she had regained her sanity and ability to speak. Wincing, she slid off Drake, feeling his very ordinary, very average penis slip out of her. Her legs wobbled as she stood up and gathered the sopping rags of her uniform. Even with rejuvenating potions, she would be aching for a while, she thought. 

“Agreed,” said Drake, struggling to stand on the slick floor. 

“This never happened,” added Harmony, beginning to move her wand through the complicated gestures of a cleaning ritual. 

“What never happened?” said Drake. He tried a sheepish grin, letting her know he was joking. Despite himself, he felt a softening in his dislike of the talented, clever, pretty girl. 

Harmony allowed herself to give him a small, tight-lipped smile. Her wand was making the ooze vanish from the floor and her clothing. It would only take a few minutes to have everything looking normal again. There were great benefits to being a magician. 

Drake did his part to help with the cleaning. He knew he would never stop being embarrassed that Harmony knew about his use of forbidden magic to enhance his dick. Fortunately, she would never tell. He could not imagine that she felt very proud of having inflated her tits. He wondered why she had wanted boobs the size of bean bags. It was best not to ask, he thought. Both of them had played with silly spells and both of them had learned their lesson. He considered doing some research into charms or potions of forgetting but told himself it would be too dangerous. He did not want to wipe his memory completely. Anyway, he had a shameful feeling that he might want to remember some of the grinding, gasping, throbbing, pumping experience. 

When the room was tidy and they were dressed like normal people again, Harmony retrieved a single bottle of thick milk from the pump. The Nook would dispose of the rest, she thought. If somebody needed two full pails of breastmilk, the magic of the Nook would pass them on and nobody would ever know how they had been generated. 

Just as they were getting ready to leave, Drake said, “If you ever happen to feel like doing this again...” He flushed and looked away, uncomfortable with sincerity or kindness. 

Harmony snorted. “I very much doubt it,” she said. Noticing his sad expression, though, she said, “But if it ever crosses my mind, I’ll let you know.” 

He glanced back at her with a grateful, bashful smile. “I don’t think I’ll be able to drink a milkshake without thinking of you,” he quipped, trying to recapture his old sneering smirk. 

“I don’t think I’ll see mating slugs without thinking of you,” she quipped back. Despite wanting her comment to sound barbed, she found herself smiling warmly at him as he chuckled at her witticism. 

“See you around, Stranger,” he said, strolling towards the door, his usual swagger looking tentative. He felt like he had been on a cross-country run. 

“Stay out of the forbidden spells,” she said. She would give him a few minutes to depart. It would not do to be seen leaving the Nook together. 

Harmony slipped her bottle of milk into her satchel and smiled to herself. Compared with some of her recent adventures, this one had been positively wholesome, she thought. Perhaps her run of bad luck was over and her missions for Lulu would be getting progressively less degrading and disturbing. 

Feeling weirdly pleased with herself, Harmony took one last look in the mirror. She was back to her usual petite measurements. The only thing that she felt had changed was her confidence. She was feeling extremely cheerful. 
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