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The bitter cold bit at his neck as the crunch of soft snow became almost rhythmic with every step taken. The steps came in a pair, a girl with long blue hair at his side with her hand in his. Snow nipped at their faces, wisely the only skin exposed as they continued their mountain trek. How had a simple trip to gather medicinal herbs gone so wrong? Rackam had come down with an illness that wasn’t terribly dangerous but had slowed their travels. Cagliostro had recommended they travel to this nearby island’s mountain range to pick a berry needed to compose a cure, which had been simple enough.

Simple until the storm of course. A blizzard that had separated both Gran and Lyria from the expedition party. The winds had died down and the snow now fell lightly, but the damage had been down. Gran and Lyria now faced a downhill climb in an area of the mountain they didn’t recognize while hoping the others made it safely as well. Even Vyrn was gone, washed away by the wind. Gran didn’t fret that he’d show up again though. He was one hell of a tenacious dragon.

Besides, for now he had to worry about the safety of Lyria and himself. The harsh cold of the mountain was enough to put their lives at risk even without the snow, and if possible he needed a way to signal the Grancypher for pickup. A fire? But there was nothing but snow and rock as far as the eye could see. It wasn’t the type of locale where firewood was aplenty, nor did he have anything to light a fire with. “You okay?” As he thought about a solution to their predicament, he glanced down at a weary Lyria. A combination of the cold and wading through the snow was clearly taking a toll on her tiny body, her cheeks and nose red despite being bundled up in multiple layers of clothing.

Gran himself wasn’t much better off and the day was getting late. If the sun set before they found shelter they’d be in serious trouble. 

“Yeah! I’m fine! But I’m worried about you, captain!” Though she’d been relatively quiet for the past few minutes and her expression had been one of fatigue and concern, she perked up the moment Gran had asked about her well-being. She offered a comforting smile. Sometimes he wondered if he’d ever be able to go on if he ever let go of her hand. 

Ironically, if he’d let go of her hand in that moment, at least Lyria might have been saved from his fate.

He took another step forward and the snow seemingly collapsed beneath his weight. He fell, of course, and Lyria was dragged in with him. Down, and down, until the light of the hole above had disappeared into the pitch black. He thought he was going to die in that moment, with how far he’d fallen, and so he could only hug the small girl close in hopes that she’d somehow live on. 

Thankfully the worst case wasn’t realized and despite how far he’d fallen, he crashed against the hard ground like he’d merely been pushed off his bed. “Ah? We’re okay?” It was Lyria that had voiced the question, still pushed up against the young man’s chest as she rose her head and looked around. “Where is this? It looks like someone lived here? And it’s warm!” She climbed off of her captain and began to strip down layers. Coat, sweater, long-sleeved shirt, tossing them all on one of many tables in the strange room they’d found themselves in until she was in her usual white dress, sky blye hair spilling down the back. The walls were white, the floors were white, and the lay of the room reminded him of the Grancypher’s dining area.

A cafeteria? Buries in a mountain? But no, that wasn’t right. There was clearly electricity as evident by the lights being on. Still, he pushed himself up and onto his feet before pulling off clothes until he, as well, was in his usual attire of a blue hoodie and brown pants. He didn’t have the armor plating with him for obvious reasons (they’d freeze and be way too heavy). It felt good to be free and warm. But… where was this? The island they’d flown to was supposedly uninhabited. He noticed a big word on the room’s back wall, but he couldn’t read it. A language he’d never seen?

“Chaldea?” Lyria spoke up after having noticed the attention he’d been paying to the lettering. She shouldn’t have been able to read it either but hadn’t quite caught on to that fact. “Why would there be a security organization in a place like this…?” It seemed the two had any number of questions but absolutely no answers. White walls were unfamiliar, and the void that they’d fallen in from was nothing but a ceiling now. Was it some kind of enemy trap? An illusion by a monster? Or maybe, Gran considered, he should just take solace in the fact that the two of them had gotten free of the cold. He pushed the subject of Lyria’s sudden new-found understanding of words he couldn’t aside for the moment (she was probably just pretending to know since he’d been so focused on it anyways).

A rumbling from Lyria’s stomach lightened the mood. “Guess you must be hungry?” Raising his eyebrow mischievously, Gran poked a little fun at the girl in hopes he could ride the wave into more relaxed conversation. 

The girl was embarrassed, as to be expected, tiny fists balled at her sides as blush tickled her cheeks. “Y-Yeah! We haven’t eaten since before the storm, right? I think there’s a kitchen back there if you don’t mind…” Gran merely nodded. He wasn’t sure if there would even be food back there but it was better to check than to not. 

It only took a few minutes to walk to the back of the room, which resembled both a kitchen and a makeshift bar. The fridge, much to their surprise, contained fresh food like milk, and vegetables, which only raised more questions about the nature of the facility and whether or not it was abandoned.

“I wonder if it’s okay to even take this…?” Lyria mused as she held an apple in her hand. If there were people still there it would be no different than stealing, would it? 

“It’s fine. We’ll just apologize to Da Vinci-chan later.”

“...Who?” She rubbed her head at Gran’s mention of a name she didn’t recognize.

It seemed, at least, that Gran didn’t recognize it either. “I don’t know… I spoke without thinking.” He bit idly into an apple of his own, Lyria’s confusion none-the-less abated by such a flimsy explanation as she did the same. Although the two had yet to communicate it to one another, they both felt a little strange. Gran began to feel drowsy undoubtedly from all of the energy he’d expended so far that day and was starting to nod off at the table they’d chosen to sit across from one another at when Lyria suddenly leaned forward and ran her fingers through his hair.

“Maybe I’m seeing things? Captain, your hair color looks a little odd… Longer too?”

He would have simply dismissed the comment as a trick the strange lighting was playing if not for the fact that ginger bangs suddenly hung over his eyes. That was… weird. He needed a mirror, but the cafeteria didn’t have one. He stood drowsily before asking Lyria to follow, the girl obliging as she gave running commentary even after they entered an unfamiliar hallway for the first time. “Wow, it’s past your shoulders now! And it’s all red…” Said commentary wasn’t helping the new anxiety Gran was feeling. 

Subconsciously, he opened a specific door and entered. It looked to be a bedroom of some sort, white walls and floor much like the rest of the building they’d seen thus far. Why he’d chosen that room he wasn’t quite sure, it was more like he’d just known he’d find a mirror there. And he did. Nestled in the room’s corner was a full body reflective surface. “What the hell?”

Lyria was right. His hair, usually medium length brown and stylized to seem messy, had almost tripled in length until it was at even his shoulders in the back. It was a rich red, almost orange. “It looks kind of cute!” The young girl was trying to lighten up the mood in her own way, he supposed. He didn’t really think it was cute. Not on him at least. It didn’t suit his figure at all. “Wait… is something else happening?”

Once again she was correct. He could feel his blue hoodie begin to loosen in real time as his shoulders began to slender inwards. His Adam’s apple seemingly faded into his neck as his collarbone became more condensed. Beneath his sweater, the hair on his upper body completely withdrew back into his skin. From his chest to his arms to his stomach, he’d become completely smooth like a child or a woman that was very meticulous about her self care. Arms began to slim as muscle mass he accumulated from all of his adventures began to lean and redistribute, and fingers elongated in slight as nails took on a proper manicure.

The sweater was hanging off of one shoulder, leaving the other soft and exposed by the time the changes had reached his stomach. It became smooth as a washboard as his pectorals were rendered moot by the transformation. Curvature itself was altered as either side of his tummy pulled inward, creating the jarring appearance of an androgynous torso atop a masculine lower half. Of course, it wasn’t that easy to see with his clothes obscuring the whole look.

Not for long.

“What’s happening… senpai?” Lyria’s voice again. This time Gran turned from the mirror to look at her. That voice wasn’t quite right. It was deeper, and what was with that honorific? It sounded familiar, but it sounded wrong. She was staring down at her own hands, noting they’d grown in slight. No longer were they the hands of a girl that didn’t wield a weapon, but had instead become worn and calloused. 

Gran watched as, before his eyes, the rest of her body began to change. It was almost as if her tiny form was swelling. Her waifish arms grew stronger, thicker, as something similar occurred in her lower body. Flesh pushed up against the skirt of her dress as her hips became wide and mature, soft flesh and muscle nuzzling itself around her thighs and closing the new gap between her legs. It was the changes in her ass that finalized the changes to her lower body, as butt cheeks quickly pushed tightly up against the back of her skirt as more and more fat accumulated so that it had a slight jiggle while also keeping toned. Unable to accommodate the new mass, her white panties had flossed uncomfortably into the crack of her ass and against her womanhood.

Lyria’s torso, like her legs, quickly elongated. Her stomach stretched outward to match the new gait of her hips as the sides became more arced and feminine, dress pulling up with her growing body so that her torn panties were now completely exposed. It was all happening so quickly that neither Gran nor Lyria herself had time to properly react or comment. But Lyria knew when a tightness around her dress began that she had to ditch her casual wear. But alas, there was no time. Nipples erect, they pressed into the white fabric around her chest. She’d never had a pronounced chest or anything even close, if only because she was so young in body, but for the first time in her life she felt a weight upon her bosom. “Senpai… My dress…” Cheeks a bright crimson, she called to Gran with that unusual title again as she squirmed in place.

He couldn’t believe the extent of her changes. No longer did she look like a young girl, but closer to that of a young woman with her new height and body distribution. Despite the unusual designation, and despite the embarrassment of doing so, he reached for her dress and helped rip it off just in time for goose-bump-ridden breasts to breath with a sensual gasp from their owner, the ornament from her chest’s front falling to the ground and shattering. Her entire body, naked aside from the torn underwear around her pelvis, was fully exposed to him. She was beautiful, even as she cupped burgeoning flesh that only expanded more and more with each passing moment. 

Lost in the moment, a feminine right hand reached down his pants to Gran’s own crotch, his erect member not able to resist a fully exposed woman right in front of him. But as he reached, as he went to grab, he could not find it. His dick had already begun to shrink and invert, and a new pussy was left in its place. A womanly yelp escaped his lips as he felt a sharp crack accompanied an expanding hip size. Gran had to slide his pants down away from his waist, and they pooled around his boots on the ground along with his pair of boxers. Lyria seemed somewhat stunned by the sight of a dickless crotch surrounded by a pair of chicken legs, but didn’t seem to question it. In fact, she seemed to move closer and closer even while her hair length regressed, violet streaks permeating throughout the sky blue. 

“Senpai…? Is it okay to do this right now?” She leaned up against him with apparent lust, hot breath tickling his cheek as she panted in a method that accommodate swelling lips. 

Gran was so confused by everything happening. “Do… what?” His voice was certainly higher, and he couldn’t even be sure if he was speaking the same language anymore. “Er, Mashu, we have time before dinner, right? But do you really want this…?” And just like that Lyria’s name had left his mind. It had been replaced as her hair finished receding so that it was a short purple bob, her eyes taking the same hue. She nodded in response to his question, sliding a knee in between the new gap between his legs. He twitched with embarrassment, but as she ran her thigh in between his thighs and pressed him up against the wall, he could feel the gap between those legs close around her own thighs, feminine fat expanding and giving him a pair of shapely thighs that an athlete would be jealous of. Mashu’s right hand reached behind him as she rubbed her body up against his own and cupped his ass, which filled in her hand until it was respectable but perky.

Gran let out a yelp as it was given a light spank and a ripple was sent through his ass cheek. It wasn’t like her to be this frisky…!

“Ma-- MMPH!” His mouth was quickly filled with Mashu’s tongue before he could protest. He was locked in, and he could taste the sweet nectar of her saliva as tongues danced. His lips swelled as both girls went through the final alterations to their facial structures. Gran’s cheekbones became softer, eyes more slanted as they took on an orange to match her drapes. Her nose shrunk as well, cute like a button. Mashu’s face, too, became more Japanese in structure as her eyes and nose shrunk.

“Senpai…” She broke the kiss suddenly and moaned the title she spoke so often as her fingers ran back around to Gratsuka’s front, gripping her already loose sweater and tugging it up so that the ginger raised her hands above her head. It slid off with ease and was discarded beside the bed. Mashu gently pushed her towards the bed, and Gritsuka fell onto her back after stepping out of the pants that had pooled at her feet. No sooner than she hit the soft mattress was Mashu on top of her, straddling her stomach with her thighs. Mashu’s hands when to quick work massaging Ritsuka’s masculine chest, erect nipples dancing as fingers ran across and occasionally flicked them. The stimulation provoked the last of her changes, as the violet haired beauty was given more and more mass to knead sensually beneath her touch. Perky, A-cup breasts gave rise, jiggling only more prominent as they bubbled up to a B-cup and then finally C, where they stopped. 

Both were lost to pleasure. Both had already forgotten where it was they’d come from, or what it was they’d gone out to do. ‘Gran’ and ‘Lyria’ were both gone, and so their sexual activity went to completion.

When all was said and done the two laid beneath Ritsuka’s bed sheets with mild embarrassment. Mashu in particular had no idea what had gotten into her exactly as she lay turned away from the other woman, balled up in shame. They sat in silence. At least until the sound of a woman’s voice sounded over the intercom. 

“A new Singularity had been detected. Ritsuka-chan and Mashu-chan report to the command room immediately!”

Ritsuka sighed. It would probably be a tough battle. It always was. But it was what they had to do.

To secure humanity’s future. 

