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“How did I… end up here?”
Lyria, the Girl in Blue, looked around with obvious confusion plastered on her face. She was standing inside the entranceway to a small, rural home – one that she didn’t recognize. But as her question suggested she wasn’t really sure how she had ended up there in the first place. Nor did she know where that was although she did have an inkling. “Wait, I felt a Primal Beast’s power when we landed, didn’t I? And then… Is that when I was teleported?”

The sudden shift in location had seemingly jumbled up the girl’s memories temporarily and it was only now that she finally began to piece them back together. Right. They had come to Mundanus Isle because of a distress signal but there had been nowhere to land near the sole rural village that they could see on the ground. It was around that point that Lyria had felt the power of a Primal Beast radiating from near the village and… now she was here.

“Is this the village we were flying over?” The inkling that she’d had about her location was just that. It made sense that if they had suddenly been moved then it would have been to the village itself. But how many had it warped? Were Djeeta and any other crew members on the ground with her? Why had she been dropped into a stranger’s home? It was a little invasive and she certainly had the right mind to simply leave. She was already by the door and so doing that should have been easy, right?

Somehow it was far harder than she had thought. Lyria turned to face the door and from that point all she would have to do is reach out and open it, right? Because this wasn’t her house. “This… isn’t my house? Is that true…? W-Wait! Of course it’s not true! Why… did I think that?” Something seemed to be wrong with her. There was no reason she should have seen that house as something that was hers, and yet… Why did the door look so familiar? Where had the nostalgic feeling come from that had washed over her, like she had walked [image: image1.png]


through that doorway a million times.
“Is this the Primal Beast’s doing!?” Fortunately she was still in her right mind enough to identify the flaws in this line of thinking. These weren’t feelings she should have been having, and the only thing she could think of was that the Primal Beast that had sent her there in the first place was responsible. But why? Had it seen the Grandcypher’s crew as a threat? Was someone pulling its strings? Or was this something that happened to everyone who drew near the relatively uncharted island? It must have been related to the distress call, if anything.

Unfortunately, Lyria soon found that its effects were far more potent than merely enforcing a feeling of nostalgia in an unfamiliar location.

Those effects were truthfully already taking root, it was simply a matter of them manifesting in places that weren’t exactly easy to notice if she wasn’t already looking for them. Two of those changes were peering out from the sides of her head even now: her ears were pulling longer into short points, almost bovine in their appearance. There was a race in the Skydom that possessed ears like this. And Lyria wasn’t that race.
“I… What was I supposed to be doing? I need to leave, right? But… I need to wait for her to get home… Wh-Who!?” Why would she say that? The identity of the person aside she was still acting like it was her home. She wasn’t even an adult! How could she own a home? It was a question asked internally as the blues of her eyes clouded over with a chestnut brown coloring. No, it wasn’t even just her eyes. That very same color had begun to make itself present elsewhere.

Her hair. The Girl in Blue was soon to be the Girl in Brown. From the tips to her roots a lighter shade of brunette became the natural color. But Lyria had a lot of hair, and as the color seeped in that length was pulled in rather significantly. Instead of reaching her feet, it was pulled up to just past her shoulders in the back. This hair was a little thicker and the length was actually enhanced in her bangs. Swept to either side to reveal her forehead, they reached as far down as her chest.

It wasn’t a change that was hard to miss. “My… hair?” The girl rolled some of those lengthened bangs between her fingers. This color was wrong, right? She knew that. But the energy that she’d had moments ago wasn’t quite there. She was having a difficult time expressing shock about it. She felt strangely at ease? It was a very mature level of composure. “My hair isn’t supposed to be this color, but… Why do I feel like its always been this way?”
The conflict between the changes and her mixed acknowledgment of them left her feeling a little anxious. She felt very warm but that anxiety wasn’t the sole cause. Her dress had begun to look and feel tight – because weight was beginning to compile where it hadn’t before. “Um…” Looking down past her chest Lyria could see it. Her once trim tummy was bulging out into a small bump, some weight settling at the sides. She wasn’t fat, but she’d definitely become chubbier.

And that chub was shared with her arms and legs, upper arms and thighs getting relatively plump with the skin around them loose? It didn’t look like a side effect of the weight. It looked like a side effect of age. “My, my. Why am I gaining so much weight?” She somehow knew the answer deep down. Her memories were slowly being supplemented with additional ones. Childhood? That somehow felt so distant to her now. She had roughly 40 years of memories now.

It definitely showed in Lyria’s face. Crow’s feet were developing in the corners of her eyes, and much like her figure it was getting fuller with added weight. Cheeks were rounder than ever and her lips were plump and pouty. But her expression became increasingly gentle as it shifted and signs of age settled in. There were also characteristics that weren’t human mixed in – something unsurprising considering her ears and her memories.

“I’m a Draph?” Aged, manicured fingernails reached up to touch her ears the moments that reality struck her. With a more mature, motherly tone she continued to speak. “But does that mean… No, no. I recall. My body should be… more?” She almost felt embarrassed to say as much, but she knew what she was referring to. She could recall what she should look like. In both senses, since her memories of Lyria weren’t gone. The fingers touching her ears eventually traveled up to address a pressure on her skull. Dark brown horns curved upward. She could remember having those too.
The woman bit her lower lip. “I should remove this dress before it’s too late!” And so her fingers got to work lifting her dress up and over her head. They got stuck once because of the reason she was very much confirmed about: her bosom had rapidly enlarged. A-cup mosquito bites exploded into G-cup knockers and almost like it was sapping mass away, Lyria shrunk three inches in tandem to make her even shorter. 

Giant nipples bounced up and down once she finally got the dress up, but there was a very noticeable wedgie courtesy of an ass that had exploded into a big, ripe peach behind her in kind. Hips were forced wider and thickened thighs grew larger still until the white undergarments finally snapped. “Ah!” Fortunately? Whatever force was changing her saw it fit to fix her nudity, blessing her with a blue gown beneath a white apron and yellow cloak, her hair now pulled into a bun behind her.
[image: image2.emf]“Dearie me! That was close…” With her transformation completed, the Draph woman formerly known as Lyria could only gasp and pat down the apron of the homebody outfit she was wearing. The slightest reminiscence of her past life did remain, but drowning that out was recollections of a new life. One of a middle aged mother of an adopted child. She could recall growing up as a Draph herself in this small village on Mundanus. It was a homely place, but she faced some sort of hardship as a baker who didn’t almost meet her quota… didn’t she? “My memories… I suppose they aren’t all quite in place, are they?”
She cupped one cheek gingerly with her palm, her mannerisms just as much what you’d expect from an older woman as the way she spoke and looked. It was hard to keep her old consciousness present; she could feel it slipping. Even now her old name escaped her and a new one had surface. Elincia. “But what am I to do about…?” She glanced out the nearby window and trailed off, noticing a familiar person walking up to her door and knocking.

Not familiar to Elincia, but familiar to the part of her that still remained Lyria. It was a Draph like herself. One from the Grandcypher. Narmaya! She excitedly opened the door. “Sweetie! There you are! …Sweetie?” Why had she called her that? She hadn’t meant it like a partner either. More like a child? She’d hoped to be able to get help from Narmaya, and yet the woman’s presence only evoked new confusion.

Not that Narmaya wasn’t confused herself. The village mother had gestured for her to step inside and so she had, closing the door behind her. “I apologize for the interruption, but I was looking for my [image: image3.emf]companions. Have you seen anyone? I need to find my mommy… Hm?” She had been searching for Djeeta and Lyria that much was true, but mentioning her mother was enough to raise her own brow. And yet it seemed to make something click in Elincia’s mind entirely and she smiled warmly.
“Your mother is right here, sweetie!”

That couldn’t have been true, could it?

Narmaya didn’t offer a reply and stood there stunned. Hearing those words left her feeling strange. In one way? Oddly safe, like she was right where she was supposed to be. But wasn’t that strange in itself? The woman had never seen this home much less the woman living in it… and yet she felt like she had walked through this doorway innumerous times. “Is this where I live…?” For some reason she looked to the stranger for guidance, and yet Elincia didn’t say anything. She couldn’t. She was frozen, forced to watch what had begun to happen to her ex-crewmate.

She could perceive what the swordswoman couldn’t – or at the very least seemed to be incapable of noticing. One of the most obvious was, well… It was a good thing Narmaya hadn’t noticed Elincia staring right at her breasts, but the changes there were beyond staggering. Not because they were getting larger but because of the opposite. Her gigantic tits were, well, not so gigantic. The opposite in fact. It only took a few seconds for them to deflate, leaving the front of the Draph’s outfit just as flat as the chest within it.

And this didn’t even apply solely to her tits. The left thigh high boot seemingly had far less to cling onto solely because the thigh it had been gripping had thinned into naught; paired with a deflation of her ass. To say her gratuitous figure had ‘lessened’ would have been a disservice to what had occurred. It had been erased. You could even say it was obliterated so that there was not a single sign of maturity on her body.

“Are you my mother…?” Narmaya’s gaze was locked onto Elincia as she posed this, but the older Draph still couldn’t respond. She didn’t really need to mind you. Deep down she somehow seemed to know that she was looking at her ‘mom’ with her eyes. Eyes that were just as much robbed of their maturity as the rest of her. And that extended to her face in general. It all collapsed and thinned with narrowed lips and smaller, cuter eyes, ultimately becoming more oval shaped than round. This wasn’t actually a facial shape that was normal for a Draph, but then again? Was she becoming a Draph?
No. As she was, Narmaya looked like she had to be nine or ten in terms of her face and figure. But Draph at that age were already a little bit developed. She was too thin, and with narrowed shoulders and hips that became even more obvious. Already short, she dipped down to roughly the 4’ mark which disheveled her clothing even more. “Who am I…? Narmaya?” That was her name, right? Somehow it felt a little fantastical to the child. Like a pen name. An alias? A name you could play pretend with?

THUD!

The girl was so fixated on her identity and shifting memories that the weight of her horns falling off her head occurred without note. They hit the ground and instantly shifted to become a pair of worn down, wooden sword. Swords that she liked to run around with and play with the other kids while wearing the alias… Narmaya. “No, that’s not my real name! That’s silly!” She grinned from ear to ear, revealing a missing upper tooth.
A dirty blonde emerged midst lilac locks, and as it progressed she suffered a change similar to Lyria. Her hair thinned and shortened to the center of her back – which wasn’t as long as it sounded since the girl was so small now. The hair was messily chopped at the ends, suggestive of the truth that the person caring for her couldn’t afford for her to see a proper barber. She blinked, eyes brown once they opened again. 

The clothing she was wearing began to tighten against her body, shifting into a form that fitted her. But not before one final physical shift answered the question of her race. Bovine-shaped ears crept up the sides of her head until they reached the very top where they pulled up into longer triangular shapes. They were hollowed out and grew fur like an animal’s. The telltale ears of an Erune.

Just as telling was how her new outfit was backless. The white top and tanned shorts seemed cheap, but paired with worn down shoes it was clear that it was all her mother could afford. But this child never complained. The Draph who had adopted her was trying her best and she loved her very, very much!
-[image: image4.emf]The blonde-haired Erune child tilted her head to the side. Her mother looked worried. “Sorry I’m so late mommy! I was out playing samurai with the other kids and lost track of time!” Her furry ears twitched in tandem. Selsie was only nine years old after all and she loved to play with other kids. For some reason she always roleplayed as a Draph samurai for some reason, but far be it from Elincia to scold her adopted daughter on using her imagination.

She embraced the child though, a look of worry on her face. This was Narmaya, right? Deep down Elincia could still recognize that and she was concerned, but it wasn’t the reason she was concerned. More troubling memories had surfaced. “Go play in your room for a bit sweetie, I’m about to have visitors.” It was the reason that she had wanted Selsie to be home on time.

“Okay!” None the wiser to her old identity unlike Elincia, the child ended up skipping down the hall and into her room.

Just in time for her to see a trio of run-down looking men approaching the house. Rather than let them in? She instead stepped outside. “I still don’t have the money. My sales this month have been… Eek!” She had remembered that she had taken a ‘loan’ from a group of local thugs to help support her bakery and child, but it had all been a way to trick her. She’d long since paid back everything she owed but they had started harassing her for even more money. One of the thugs in question had lunged at her only to stop.

[image: image5.emf]A hand had grabbed his arm from behind. A hand that was very familiar to the Lyria buried within Elincia. It was Djeeta! “Hey! Don’t go around hitting people! What’s going on here?” With an audience now present the three men scattered, leaving only the captain of the Grandcypher and the Draph mother. “Are you alright? Do you need any help? I was just looking for…”

While Djeeta spoke, deep down Elincia was wondering if she should try and explain to the captain that she was Lyria. Would she be able to say it? Would the captain even believe her? And yet the more she thought about it the worse of a feeling she got. This woman in front of her… why was her presence making her so uncomfortable? A little scared, even. But by the time Djeeta had finished her sentence it had all made sense.

“…your money!” Djeeta herself seemed to be taken aback by what she had said.

“Why did I say that?” The captain was confused, but she wasn’t convinced that anything was actually wrong yet. Sometimes intrusive thoughts just came out, didn’t they? “I was actually looking for some people. They’re those good for nothin’ shitheads that just ran off!” Not only did it happen again but she felt the anger that her words conveyed. How dare those fuckers run off when we have work to… S-Stop! She wasn’t faring much better mentally either.
Djeeta stumbled back and, at the same time, noticed the look Elincia was giving her. No, it was her entire body language. The Draph wasn’t saying anything. She didn’t have to. She looked absolutely terrified of her. And that made Djeeta feel nice. “Something’s wrong with me. I… wouldn’t say shit like that!” Understandably aghast of the things coming out of her mouth, unfortunately she wasn’t paying any mind to the possibility that her body might be experiencing unwanted changes as well.

The captain steadied her breathing, but each exhale she made seemed to come with additional… baggage. The heft of her tits was growing inch by inch, nipples swelling thicker and lewder within as the cups of her dress were gradually overtaken and her neckline was yanked further down to show off more of her cleavage. They nearly doubled in size in just twenty or so seconds, and before long one of them escaped her shirt and bounced into view (much to Elincia’s dismay). “What the fuck is going on here!?”

It may have sounded like Djeeta was acknowledging her increased bust size as she roughly attempted and finally succeeded in stuffing her tit back into the dress but she was just confused about how her tit had flown out in the first place. In a similar vein? Why was it she was now crudely picking a wedgie from her fat ass? An ass that pushed out farther behind her. “Since when do I wear cotton panties? Ugh…” Little by little her voice became deeper but also coarser. Like she was an excessive smoker.

And she was beginning to crave a few things. A smoke was one. A stiff drink or ten was another.

Her figure was far more expansive now, but the potential of her becoming a Draph was taken off the table with a prompt growth spurt. Her height flew up roughly four inches, lifting up her skirt to reveal just how tight her panties were. They were cameltoeing her pussy to the point that you could see a mass of dark brown hairs peeking out from the sides above.
“This isn’t right, is it? Fuck no! But if the world was kind I wouldn’t hafta be such a bitch? You get it, right? Hah!” She threw her question at Elincia to no reply. She sounded unhinged arguing with herself, but with each tick of the clock she became less unsure of how she was supposed to be acting. Memories of living an unfortunate life on the island were pouring into her – more memories than years she should have been alive. But her face had matured so that she looked closer to thirty.

She clicked her tongue between lips that were incredibly full in shape. Probably too full since they didn’t really look like they belonged on Djeeta’s face. Then again? Neither did her smaller, narrower eyes and her extremely sharp nose. Black lipstick and mascara accentuated a complexion that seemed too pale, and when you threw in her hair? Hair that not only grew past her shoulder blades but darkened to a rich, curly brown? Her dress was really the only part of her that was reminiscent of the Grandcypher’s captain at all.

“Don’t know why I’m fucking complaining to a cheap shithead like you though.” The woman crudely flipped the Draph baker off with a longer but dirty finger. She smelled of cigarette smoke and booze, and that smell was merely enhanced by the time her clothes had finished shifting. She was left in a leather leotard that showed her cleavage, steel gauntlets, a leather skirt, red boots, and big hoop earrings beneath her messy head of brown hair. Both nipples, her tongue, and her navel all ended up pierced to boot. With her tits and inner boobs exposed some might worry people would get the wrong idea. But Djeeta? As she was now she wanted people to get the wrong idea.
The thuggish woman had tried so hard to resist the influence bearing down on her mind. She hadn’t wanted to say or do anything terrible, but the Singularity had been thoroughly corrupted by recollections of a life [image: image6.emf]of living on the streets and needing to do whatever it was she had to survive, even if it meant ruining the lives of others. The only fortunate thing about this was that her strength no longer remained and she was no stronger than an ordinary thug. But on Mundanus, an isle where the Primal Beast reduced everyone into someone unexceptional, she was still strong enough to largely get what she wanted.

“So you’re missin’ your payment again, huh? Y’know how many dicks I’m gonna hafta suck to make up the difference this time, hah?” Gloom didn’t raise her hand to Elincia, but she violently kicked over the woman’s mailbox, knowing full well that no one in the town had the balls to stand up to her gang. She’d grown up not only as a thug but as someone who made money milking the money out of men whose balls she milked first. Whatever gave her a cushier lifestyle, she didn’t give a fuck.
Did she remember her old life as Djeeta? She didn’t seem to. And despite knowing that Gloom was Djeeta, Elincia couldn’t find the words to tell her that. She was simply cowering, afraid of what the woman would do if things continued as they were. “I-I can only do so much, Lady Gloom. I have a daughter and the village is only so big…” To see the noble captain of the Grandcypher reduced to a common thug was heartbreaking, but stuck in her own new life the Draph could do very little about it. 

“Hah? And why would I care about that? I don’t give a fuck, I just want yer dough!”
But perhaps some additional victims would be given roles to fix this mess? Katalina, Vira, and Io had also appeared within the village. They just didn’t know what that meant for them quite yet.
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