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“Lovin’ Stew still sounds a little shady to me, guys… We aren’t even certain about what it does!”
The fairy, Gallica, mused aloud as she fluttered around the campfire set up by the rest of their small party. On Will’s journey to try and become the most popular candidate for the throne of the United Kingdom of Euchronia, sometimes they came across dungeons that required some exploration, whether it be for rare items or to cull monster populations. With everyone else in their group down with some onset stomach issues, it had fallen onto the shoulders of the faux prince, Will, the summoner Eupha, and their trusty fairy partner, Gallica, to clear the small scale dungeon they’d found.

Admittedly? Despite the concern from their peers, it had been fine. None of the monsters within were particularly powerful, and the loot reflected that. The rarest thing they had even found was a recipe for something known as ‘Lovin’ Stew’ – something that the trio prepared as a quick meal before boarding their Gauntlet Runner at the dungeon dive’s end. Will could only smile. “It’ll be fine, Gallica. Eupha said that it'll help improve our hearts.” Which was undeniably a good thing. But the three-eyed Eupha looked down as she sipped from her own bowl and murmured something quietly to herself. 

“I said I think that’s what it’ll do…”

The evening turned into night, and the trio had returned to the Gauntlet Runner to set about their own business. While Gallica and Will were seldom ever seen apart, he had to use the small bathroom and had left her alone on the upper deck temporarily. “I hope I’m not getting sick as well…” He had told her that he’d just had to go number 1, but the truth was that his stomach had been bothering him. Everyone else aboard the Gauntlet Runner had come down with a stomach bug, so he was naturally concerned that his fate would be the same. But that wasn’t the case, in fact.
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It was a result of the special stew they’d prepared outside of the dungeon, and it wasn’t even a matter of it disagreeing with his stomach. On the contrary, it was because the Lovin’ Stew was performing the duty it was supposed to. And it wasn’t a matter of ‘strengthening the heart’ like Eupha had guessed. It was actually a magical concoction that responded to strong, intimate feelings. They didn’t need to be romantic, and they didn’t need to be directed at someone specific. Sometimes it even reacted to feelings of inadequacy. 

Regardless, it was a magical concoction that would reshape one’s body and mind.
Will didn’t have this context when he finished washing his face in an attempt to make himself feel better, though. “I wonder if I should just go to bed?” The idea was sound. If you rested early, you might be able to curb the ill effects of getting sick. He’d have to go back and tell his best friend Gallica, but— “Wait.” He was staring at his reflection in the mirror. Something seemed… off.

He didn’t need to spend a lot of time attempting to figure out what was off. It was fairly obvious. The tips of his bangs weren’t their usual dark blue, but instead a bright orange color that was vaguely familiar. “What’s going on here?” He leaned forward towards the mirror to get a better look, largely because it almost looked as if the orange was consuming the rest of the length of his mane, sliding down towards his roots while the style straightened and rearranged. His bangs were swept across his right eye, ultimately mirroring a familiar bob in terms of color and style.

“My hair almost looks like…?” Will had a hunch, but wasn’t able to completely state it before his attention was pulled elsewhere. This time it was his own two eyes. His eyes were supposed to be heterochromic: one blue, and one gold. Yet their colors became consistent instead, both leaning into the blue half, yet becoming a slightly lighter shade. Once again resembling the eyes of a person he knew. The very same person who had his current hair style. “They look just like mine! …Eh? Of course they’re mine, they’re my eyes. But I mean they look like mine!”

He was trying to name the person, but every time he made the attempt? He referred to that person like those traits belonged to him instead. Before his very eyes his vaguely dark complexion was lightening to pale, and he couldn’t even mutter that this skin color belonged to someone else, either. The boy could only watch as things worsened. His body was becoming lighter, scars were wiped from his complexion, and in some notable ways he began to appear more feminine.

“This is so weird! Why am I starting to look like… Ack!? Now my voice, too!?” The pitch of Will’s voice steadily rose while he witnessed his facial features soften beyond what he’d previously noted. His face’s shape shrunk subtly in ways but ended up growing in others. Think cheeks that had thinner shapes but puffier fat, or plumper lips beneath a shrunken nose upon a narrowed jaw. Not even his blue eyes were spared, as their shapes diminished beneath orange brows until they were cute as could be. Not that his Adam’s apple disappearing was needed to confirm this, but he looked and sounded like a woman.
A very specific woman that he knew well. “Should I find help? But hm… Who could I even ask?” It didn’t occur to the pretending prince that his mannerisms were changing too. He was speaking with far more energy than normal and had even crossed his arms beneath his chest pensively. “I guess I could— KYAAAAHAHA!?” That was certainly a funny sound that Will had just made. 

It came courtesy of the shriveling and inevitable disappearance of her masculine genitalia. “D-Did I just become a girl!?” Shocked, she ended up stepping back and throwing her pants and boxers of her hips with fingers that not only appeared daintier but sported vaguely longer fingernails as well. He was treated to the sight of nothing between his legs. Nothing but a trimmed bush of orange and the silhouette of a pussy that he needed the mirror to help see. “No way!”

Things were getting harder and harder to explain. Was this really the stew’s power? Why would anyone need stew like this? The girl could ask all of the questions that she’d like, but it wasn’t like it affected the transformation she was undergoing in any meaningful way. Her exposed hips flared out slightly, and a touch of tissue burgeoned around her thighs and butt so that she appeared to be more femininely shaped. This was equally true of how her chest puffed out, but even then, they only became A-cup breasts. The girl she now knew she was becoming wasn’t very ample. In chest, butt, and especially not… height.
“Wah!?” Which was something she was reminded of very suddenly. The tiny bathroom suddenly felt much larger as her eye level dropped to the point where she could no longer see the mirror. She’d stooped below the counter and continued to plummet with the clothing she’d been wearing pooling around her increasingly tiny form. When everything was said and done? She was a mere eleven inches tall and had disappeared into the pile of clothes fashioned for Will’s body. “Let… me… out!”

There was movement in the pile as she struggled to move folds of fabric away so that she could escape. While struggling, the girl’s ears gradually lengthened into fae-like points that matched the emergence of four dragonfly-like wings from her back. They really were the wings of a fairy. But Will had already put two and two together once he’d seen his transformed face.

Her head eventually poked out of the clothing mound with an energetic “Fwah!?” and she used miniature hands to pull herself out. But she wasn’t naked. She was now wearing a yellow leotard with a baby blue floral pattern and base, with light blue gloves and boots. She also had an armored headband that resembled the retractable portion of a knight’s helmet, but the rest of that helmet was pointedly missing. It must have been a problem to find clothing that fit when you were that small. 
Her wings flapped and she lifted up into the air instinctually.
[image: image2.emf]“I’m… me. I mean, I’m me! No, I’m not Will, I’m me! Man, this is going to be hard to explain…” The new fairy fluttered around the room in a panic, which seemed to be a more than applicable response considering the fate that had just befallen her. Becoming a fairy was already bad enough, but she was also a girl! She was Gallica! And try as she might? She couldn’t even introduce herself by her old name. She had all of Gallica’s personality and sass, but deep down she was still Will. 

It was like she’d been stuck in a fairy-shaped prison. “Wait, did the stew do this? See? In the end we should have listened to what I had to say!” This probably wasn’t the time to be gloating, especially when she technically wasn’t the one who had left that warning in the first place. The real Gallica had. Yet, it still felt like her own accomplishment somehow. “Either way, I need to calm down and find, uh… me? No, there shouldn’t be two Gallicas!” Looking at the gigantic door, however, revealed that she had a bigger problem.
“How the heck am I going to open the door!?”

[image: image3.emf]“Will has sure been gone a while.” With everyone else on the Gauntlet Runner down with a stomach bug, there hadn’t been a lot of activity aboard the landbound vessel. Even so, Will and Gallica had lit the campfire on the upper deck and had been sitting under the stars when he had suddenly excused himself. While the fairy did go with him practically everywhere, into the toilet was the one exception to that rule. Could he have been checking on Eupha? He’d been pretty close with her as of late. So much so that she wondered if he’d developed feelings for her. “Should I go check on— Woah.”

The fairy’s tiny stomach had gurgled, and she ended up feeling a little dizzy, so she let herself fall so that her feet were touching the deck. “That’s weird. Am I getting sick? I don’t usually get sick.” Despite being the one to warn the others, she’d still had a little of the Lovin’ Stew. 


And a little was enough to affect such a miniature lady.

Not that she was destined to remain so miniature, especially not when a new Gallica was being fashioned in the Gauntlet Runner’s bathroom at that exact moment. Rather, her height was near immediately affected. “…Eh? What’s— WOAH!?” This was a brief moment where the fairy had felt like her clothing had felt a little restrictive, but it was fleeting. And only fleeting because her body practically exploded out of those clothes. 

Tatters of tiny cloth fluttered to the ground while her body stretched out. Because she was a fairy and was naturally fluttering, her feet reached inch by inch towards the ground, but eventually dropped onto the deck because her wings cold no longer sustain her flight. “Wait, what!?” She did her best to crane her neck in order to see behind her. Why couldn’t she see her wings!? Well, they hadn’t grown with the rest of her body. By the time she had reached 5’9” they were much too small for her body and ended up falling off, like the wings being plucked off an insect.

“This is so weird! I’m the size of a normal person now!” It wasn’t just her size that was more like a ‘normal person’, though. The girl’s ears were no longer as long and point as a fairies, and had instead shrunken inward and rounded to resemble the most common ear shape among the many tribes of the world. “I am naked though. This will not do…”

The young lady cleared her throat. That was odd. Her voice has sounded a little deeper there, and she was speaking rather properly. It was all so familiar in a way, yet it simultaneously felt foreign because that sound and style should not have been escaping her lips. Though, on the subject of her lips… they’d swollen in slight. Much of the ex-fairy’s facial structure was in the process of changing, giving that face a fuller shape with a sharper nose and a narrowed jaw. Her eyes widened and narrowed, yet their blues were possessed by a dull purple too. “Ow!?”

Was the girl actually in pain? No, but there had been a sharp sensation of sorts in the middle of her forehead. From Gallica’s perspective? Her vision had just become extremely blurry all of a sudden. But from an outsider’s perspective, they would have been privy to a slit running horizontally across her forehead. It crumpled at the top and eventually jolted open to reveal a third eye. A trait common of the Mustari people.
“Do I… Do I have a third eye?” The girl raised the slender fingers of her hand up to hover over her forehead. Her vision had cleared, and her mind had adapted to having a third optical receptor, but with her hand so close to her face she also was left to acknowledge something else. Her skin wasn’t the same pigmentation that she was familiar with. Perhaps this wasn’t really surprising. The people of the Mustari had darker, tanned complexions, and her own had seemingly darkened towards the same before her very eyes. “Mustari…”

Even the way she was rolling her Rs. It was reminiscent of Eupha and her brother’s accents.

But her voice sounded much more like one of those two examples than the other’s. Her appearance continued to develop towards this perfect match, too. The ex-fairy’s orange hair had been plagued by a lighter blonde that permeated throughout all of the hair on her body, but it also saw her bob change in length and style. Her bangs had been very disruptive when it came to her third eye, but they shortened until her forehead was completely exposed. While in the back her hair fell down to the peak of her rump.
The skin of her ass actually ended up meeting that hair. It had once been so flat to make her more aerodynamic, but as she no longer had any need of flight it seemed that was no longer an issue. The weight that her body gained wasn’t especially abundant though. Her cheeks jiggle with the slightest bit of heft, as did her thighs so that her hips widened in slight. Her A-cup chest puffed up more, eventually prompting her posture to lean forward as they developed into perky C-cups considering she was now a teen around eighteen or so. 

She might have continued to be ashamed about her Mustari body being bare if she hadn’t been shrouded in new attire. A traditional Mustari cloak fashioned in white with black spots essentially covered her from head to toe, concealing the underclothes short of her bright green leggings and brown sandals. Her hair was braided at the sides, and a golden chain hung around her head to dip below her third eye. You could make out blue bracers around her wrists, but only if she moved her arms out of her cloak. It was loose and comfortable, prioritizing movement over fashion.
The Mustari sense of fashion was different in the first place, though. It made sense with the cultures being so different.
[image: image4.emf]“Oh, I see… So that’s what was happening? But I’m not sure… why?” It was certainly strange to think that such a boisterous, tiny woman had grown into a calm and collected Mustari priestess. The part of her that was still Gallica deep down recognized that it was likely the stew, and that she’d been right to question it. But she was much too humble now to bring it up. Besides, it didn’t even feel like her own accomplishment anymore.
She gave her outfit a shake and looked around the deck. At first it had felt so strange to have three eyes, but she’d come around by this point. It now felt completely natural to her. “But why did I become… me?” Why had she become Eupha? Had it reacted to her belief that Will had feelings for Eupha? Did that mean Will now had feelings for her? Why did the very thought make her blush a little? Did Eupha have feelings for him?

Then again, did it matter when Will was now the fairy she used to be?

As a matter of fact, Eupha did have feelings for Will. The original Eupha was actually thinking about that very topic within the laundry room as she finished folding the cloak she had worn out to the dungeon that day. It had spent some time in the wash, but now it was squeaky clean! “I [image: image5.emf]can’t sit on these feelings forever… Should I approach him tonight? I think he’s on the deck with Gallica.” But could she get Gallica to leave temporarily?

There was another problem that had Eupha hesitating. She was pretty sure that Will had feelings for another girl. Hulkenburg, the red-headed Roussainte woman in their party. She was actually wrong about this. Hulkenberg was a little too old for him, but because she hadn’t asked? She couldn’t have known. “Urp!?” Out of nowhere, a sudden burp shook her from her pining. Her stomach felt a little funny. Had she eaten anything strange? The stew?

She hoped she wasn’t getting sick like the others!


She breathed a side of relief after concluding that she was feeling wasn’t something like indigestion. In fact it was a rather warm feeling. “Maybe it was nothing? Just a little burp…” But it hadn’t occurred to Eupha just yet. When she had burped, the suddenness of the action had prompted her to wince and close her eyes. While all three had slammed shut in that moment? The third, the one on her forehead, ultimately remained closed. The seam of her eyelids slowly smoothing away until the eye itself was erased.
But that was hardly all that was happening when it came to Eupha’s face, much less her eyes alone. The eyes that remained? They narrowed more than they already were as their purples were splashed with a bright blue instead. Even her lashes fluttered a little longer… as a newfound maturity was settling into her features in a very pointed way. Largely because her face was taking on a sharper appeal as her chin narrowed and pulled vaguely away from her eyes. She ultimately sported swollen lips and a much more angular nose.
This wasn’t a facial design that was particularly common – if at all possible – for a woman of Mustari background. She appeared a fair bit older too, pushing her late twenties rather than her late teens. The woman herself failed to even realize any of this had changed, but she did feel like something was missing. The vision provided by her third eye, of course. “Is something… amiss?” All she had to do was speak to confirm her own suspicion, for she heard the sound of her own voice. It was deeper. Sterner, somehow.

But she had actually trailed off due to a secondary change making itself apparent to her. The woman’s short bangs had somehow fallen low enough that she could see them with her bottom two eyes. “W-Wait, what happened to my third eye? And why is my hair… red?” The absence of that third source of visual feed was finally recognized, and somehow it still wasn’t alarming as the bright red that she bore witness to. It was such a remarkably vivid shade, and it had swept through much of her long hair until it was cute straight just above her rump while becoming much longer on the sides of her face.

This color and the sound of her voice both elicited memories of a certain other woman in her party. The very same one she had just been thinking about. “Could it be that I’m beginning to look like Hulkenburg?” More-so than she had even realized, in fact. With the Mustari’s cloak in the away, short of a vague tug on the fit of her clothing it was difficult to tell that her height had been yanked up an addition two inches, raising her up to 5’11”.

Her body actually was maturing at a rapid pace. Her average yet tightly figured body accommodated her stretched height, her build additionally hardening so that she grew far more muscular than she had even already been. It wasn’t due to these muscles that her hips pushed wider, but rather a necessary boon to accommodate just how much more abundant the cheeks of her ass became, rising like muffins in the oven until a protruding heart shape struggled against containment. On the whole? The woman’s bust didn’t really change in size much. Rather, it responded to her jump in age and lost some of its tightness. 

“No, it’s hardly even a question. I am clearly becoming her. Even the way I speak… It’s cordial in the way a knight might speak.” Eupha had been plenty cordial on her own, but Hulkenberg’s style of speech was still a little different. Her body felt heavier but stronger, and the fit of her cloak was now compressing against her body. The material merged with the layers underneath and darkened towards a navy blue that formed a skintight bodysuit. It made up the bulk of what became a familiar outfit, along with white cuffs, brown leather boots and gloves, and a white frilled collar.
It was clearly Hulkenberg’s attire, and she had the woman’s exact build. What she was still missing were the woman’s most notable traits. The traits that made her a Roussainte. They began to peek out from behind the red hair on the sides of her head once her clothing had been refit. Her ears were extending, with cartilage growing thinner in height the farther out they reached. Before long they were about seven inches long, and these protruding ears featured darkened tips.
[image: image6.emf]“I can hardly believe it. How did this happen? Could a stew even possibly do this?” Hulkenberg wasn’t especially well versed in things like magic and curses. Even if she had been before as Eupha, that knowledge had been replaced by the training of a knight. She knew the art of physical combat far more efficiently than anything magic related. “And the stew is the only outlier… supposing we weren’t targeted by another party in the competition. Could this be Louis’ doing?” Though she couldn’t at all fathom what good such a thing would do.

Either way, it was just the stew. Because Eupha had believed Will’s type was Hulkenberg, she had turned into the Roussainte woman in body, clothes, and mind – even if she was still capable of recognizing her past life and had those memories. “What is my plan of action now? I suppose I should check on the others…” She had fallen victim, but Will and Gallica had consumed the stew as well. That was one way to narrow down the cause.

But what of the others? Would the unaffected react negatively? It was hard to say, but perhaps they could find a solution?

…Or they could make things worse.
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