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“Now, what would be the perfect gift for making amends?”
Goldmary perused the wears of the stall that the merchant, Anna, had set up in Somniel early that morning. The retainer of the Elusian princess, Hortensia, wasn’t usually the type to get up quite this early, much less just to go shopping. But there was a reason she had decided to make the effort. She wanted to pick a gift for someone, but that person was an early riser that loved to go shopping first thing in the morning as she’d observed.

Etie. One of the retainers from Firene. That was the one she was shopping for. That girl was Goldmary’s visual foil in many ways. Maybe not in terms of color scheme, but definitely in build. Goldmary was taller, bustier, and just softer looking overall – she would even say prettier! But of course, she would. On the other hand, Etie was small, flat, but very buff. It was actually impressive just how physically fit she was despite her size. 

The two hadn’t begun their relationship on the best of terms, honestly. While allied under the Divine Dragon’s banner now, the two kingdoms had a complicated history. That might have played into why they had gotten off on the wrong foot, but the scapegoat of that incident had been a potato. It wasn’t worth recounting the whole situation; all you really needed to know that their relationship had improved to the point that Goldmary wanted to make it up to her.

“Oho? A gift for fixing a relationship? Then do I have the thing for you!”

“Thanks for meeting with me at this hour, Etie!” The entire day had gone by in the blink of an eye. The sun was already setting, and Goldmary and Etie both stood on Somniel’s outskirts where no one could possibly drop in uninvited. “I just wanted to give you a gift for causing so much trouble!” She held out a pretty, yellow bottle with a spout. It was evidently a perfume bottle; the gift that Anna had recommended to her.
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“Oh! Perfume! How thoughtful…” Etie clapped her hands together politely. She didn’t actually make a habit of wearing perfume. Had Goldmary realized that, and this was a thinly veiled complaint? No… After everything they had been through, she wanted to assume that maybe the Elusian was just a little dense. She went to take the bottle, but before she could? Goldmary spritzed herself and then Etie. “O-Oh! It smells nice!”

After accepting the gift and chatting with Goldmary a little more, Etie ended up returning to her room with the gift in tow. She hadn’t managed to ask why Goldmary had sprayed the both of them. Was it an Elusian tradition, maybe? At the time, there’d been a strange feeling. One so brief that she’d already forgotten, and one that she couldn’t even describe.

Come to think of it? By the time she closed her door behind her? She felt kind of… warm?

“Is it allergy season already?” Unsure of how else to wave it away, the girl’s mind immediately jumped to whatever the problem was most likely caused by. Despite her overzealous fitness and diet routines, her body wasn’t infallible. It was very rare that Etie got sick, but every spring? She was plagued with allergies that gave her a runny nose and she sometimes ran a fever. Unfortunately for her, this wasn’t exactly what was happening.

Maybe she was sick? There was a feeling of weakness washing over her too, and that could be a symptom related to having a cold or something akin to one. The issue with that theory was that it wasn’t really just a ‘feeling’ of weakness. The girl always left her rippling abs completely bare, and so her outfit left the perfect window through which you could watch those abs… deteriorate.

The trenches between those swollen, raised muscles appeared to slowly fill in; a phenomenon that was wrought by both those muscles weakening and shrinking, and fat that had never been given the chance to compile there filling in the gaps itself. To be fair? Etie’s stomach never became weak, and the strength of her core was still above average, but the shape of that tummy was much smoother. Misleadingly so. It really wasn’t isolated to her stomach alone, though. Her arms and legs were smoother shaped too, thinner but not without any power behind them.

Really, it was more like her weightlifting and fitness regimen had been cut out from her life altogether.
SLAP!
“…Huh?” Etie had felt so unusually weak that one of her hands slapped against her stomach, and that was how she came to realize just what had happened. “Wh-What!? Where are my muscles!? Though being too muscular is a little unsightly… N-No it’s not, why would I think that!?” She loved to work out and she loved being buff! And yet, as she leaned forward to examine the new softer appearance of her tummy? She was more shocked that it had happened, she wasn’t necessarily upset about it. Something deep down didn’t like the idea of being too muscular anymore.
And the state of her fitness level was only a change she had noticed. A few others were occurring as she fretted over the state of her body that weren’t nearly as obvious, largely because they were focused above her neck thus making them difficult to see. The weight of the girl’s lips became heavier, filling in a resting and glossy pout beneath a larger nose. Her cheeks softened and rounded in shape, while her eyes brightened and became more circular by design too. 

Etie looked slightly older as a result. Around nineteen, maybe?

That age made perfect sense considering who her face resembled. “But I suppose its fine if I’m a little softer if it means being more beau… ti… ful…?” What was she saying? That wasn’t even the entire issue, considering her voice sounded deeper in a way that was familiar. What she had just said also sounded like something that she would say. All the young lady could think to say upon realizing this was “Oh dear…”.

At the very least, it made the less of her ongoing transformation less shocking, though that didn’t necessarily mean that it was less weird. It was fortunate that she wasn’t wearing a dress or a bodysuit, because the uncanny sensation of her bones being pulled took her by surprise. Etie was a short girl. She was only supposed to be 5’ tall. But inch after inch, that short stature was elevated until she shot up until she was just shy of the height of the young prince that she was supposed to protect. 5’8”. She’d gained eight entire inches, meaning her sleeves now only reached her elbows, and her shoulders had broadened so that her sleeves frayed around their upper hems – and that was to say nothing of how her black tights had been tugged down off her waist, or how her boots felt a little cramped.
“Well, tall women are beautiful, right? …Why in the world do I keep trying to justify what’s happening?” It was weird, right? She definitely wasn’t acting like herself, and she could piece together why. It wasn’t just that girl’s appearance she was being given, it was her personality as well. She was just thankful that she hadn’t gained any of her memories yet. She was praying that it didn’t come to that, either.

In the meantime? Etie’s orange hair was dulling in color. Its vibrancy was completely lost in favor of a dull chestnut brown, and while its length didn’t change all that much? The quality of her hair softened and thickened, clearly much better maintained with shampoos and conditioners than it had been before. Like someone who really cared about her appearance had been tending to it. The chestnut brown appeared elsewhere too, namely in color of her irises.

The teenager appeared to realize something dire right before that realization came to fruition. “Wait, if I’m becoming her, then… Oof!?” The girl’s body stumbled forward suddenly thanks to a prompt and excessive imbalance that built upon her chest. The crop top design of her shirt didn’t really do her any favors, because it already rested high on her chest due to her previous growth spurt. The orbs that developed where only A-cups had existed were wrapped around by this top, but her underboob was completely visible by the time their F-cups had finished swelling.
On the bright side, or on the underside more like, she didn’t end up falling because her lower body had been swelling similarly. Her ass bloated with just as much energy and jiggling as her tits, lifting the back of her medium length skirt while pushing the waistband of her tights down to below her cheeks. Bubbled into a heart shape, her deepened ass crack created the perfect circumstances for a brutal wedgie, while the tights surrounding her thighs frayed as they bloated in kind.
And yet, despite all this? Despite how uncomfortable she was? She was wearing a smile?
“Oh dear! I’ve literally become the most beautiful woman in the world!” It didn’t feel anywhere near as strange to speak of herself that way now, namely because her mind had finally been fully adjusted to match the mental state of the original Goldmary. “But these clothes [image: image2.emf]just won’t do! Do I even own anything that fits?” This was a fair line of thinking, seeing as her body was practically exploding out of what she had been wearing before.

However, despite how much she had changed? ‘Etie’ still remained. Her memories were present, and she knew she had transformed. She was just having a hard time seeing anything wrong with it aside from the fact that her tits and ass were hanging out. In a way, she felt thankfully to be as sexy as she was. “I wonder. Did the perfume do this?” She glanced at the bottle she had thrown on the bed. She had a theory.

“Maybe a visit with her will at least yield me a change of clothes, if not some answers~!”
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“I wonder if I did that correctly? Anna said I had to spray us both, and that doing so would lead to ‘greater understanding’?” In that sense, if it managed to work then it probably would have been a really effective apology gift considering the problem between them, right? She’d definitely felt something at the time, but was that the feeling of it actually working, or just a placebo effect inspired by her individual desires?
She’d already made it back to the room in Somniel that she had been given and had changed into a frilly, fashionable, white nightgown with lace gloves that hugged her ample curves. It wasn’t the sort of thing she’d wear at the end of a date, not that she was seeing anyone anyways, it was more geared towards her own comfort. 

Goldmary’s plan was simply to retire early because ‘a beautiful girl needed to get her beauty sleep’ but stopped short of getting into bed. “It’s a little warm tonight. Maybe I should open my window?” The room wasn’t warm though, or at least not any warmer than normal. What she was feeling was her own body’s warmth growing hotter, a direct response to the magic imbued within the perfume.

And this began the exchanging of essence.

As the nineteen year old walked towards her window, her brown eyes were naturally fixed on the window’s latch. Mind you, where her eyes were looking wasn’t anywhere near as important as what was happening to those eyes. Their brown irises were disturbed by a familiar bright green, and the shapes of them seemed to become a touch more angular. “Hm? That’s strange…” Either way, any changes to her eyes were basically unnoticeable to her.
What she had noticed was that she couldn’t quite reach her window’s latch? She had to lean over her desk to do so normally, but since she was 5’8” she could usually reach even with that desk in the way. So, why in the world was she struggling? “H-Huh?” No, she had to change that question. Why was the window getting farther and farther out of reach!? It shouldn’t have been slipping away. Rooms just couldn’t get bigger.

Goldmary left her gloved hand outstretched that entire time, simply gawking as she tried to parse what the problem might have been. But that glove was what finally opened her eyes to the truth, because it suddenly slipped right off her arm. Both of them did, revealing beneath them hands that were smaller… upon arms that were shorter. “W-Wait!?” Was her voice shriller too? It sounded a little familiar… Goldmary likewise wasn’t the type to stutter like she had been when surprised.
She dropped both of her arms to her sides and looked straight down. The skirt of her nightgown usually reached just past her thighs, but by arching her posture she could see that it now reached her ankles. “I shrunk!?” Pretty substantially, too. She couldn’t be any taller than a meager five feet, though her general figure had more or less remained the same. It made her big tits and thick ass seem a little excessive with such a short height, though.

“What’s going on? Why can’t I calm down…?” What was this energy? Goldmary felt restless, like she couldn’t sit still. This energy did have a source. Her subconscious was being rewired so that she was less slovenly. She wanted to move around, so she started to pace. Her body continued to change so that it better suited a girl with all of that pent up restlessness, and her steps became a little bit lighter every time she placed her opposite foot down.

Her nightgown was already too big for her after losing eight inches of height, but it quickly became even looser as the curves of her figure faded away. This manifested differently depending on the part of her body you looked at. Her F-cup tits jiggled with each step, for example, but they jiggled a little less each time because the fat was drained from them and the skin around them tightened to prevent things from becoming too loose. The front of her gown was eventually flat as could be, because her tits were only A-cups, and there was so much space in the gown that the skirt was practically dragging against the floor.
This prompted Goldmary to look down, and— “MY CHEST!?” If her personally had remained untouched, she definitely would have said ‘tits’ instead of ‘chest’, but that was just another tell that a different personality was winning out – not that it wasn’t obvious that this personality was Etie’s. She pressed her smaller hands against her lackluster bosom. She was panicked of course, but deep down she dissuaded her own concerns. Then again, having a big chest is too burdensome for workouts…
It was probably for the best that she had accepted it so quickly, seeing as that loss hadn’t been isolated to her chest alone. Her butt and thighs had also thinned, giving her a perky rump and firmer upper legs. Though that latter quality was more because her body was firming as a whole. Her muscles strengthened and excess fate slipped away. Until not only her arms and legs, but especially her stomach was defined with rock hard muscle. 

I feel so strong… and it feels rather nice. Goldmary didn’t deny the benefits of being so buff. In fact, as she thought about it? The slightest of smiles developed across lips that thinned beneath a shrunken nose. Her cheeks thinned too, all in service of making her look like that Firene prince’s retainer. Her loose, brown hair soon appeared to be rather messy too, but messy with a much more vivid orange coloring that affected all of the hair on her body.
And just like that? She wouldn’t change any further.
[image: image4.emf]“E-Eh!? HUH!?” In the end, the new Etie wasn’t as calm about what had just happened to her than the new Goldmary was. She liked how strong she felt, but she didn’t have the comfort of believing herself to be the most beautiful girl in the world anymore. Plus, Etie’s personality was much more prone to overreacting in unusual situations. “I’m Etie!?” Etie dressed in Goldmary’s nightgown, specifically, and that did not fit her much smaller body. 

She was thankful that she still had her memories. Had the perfume done that? Was the perfume supposed to do that!? If so, why hadn’t Anna warned her!? Regardless, this was a big problem. She definitely couldn’t stay that way! Whether or not her looks and personality were the same didn’t matter, because all it would take is the right person asking her something she didn’t know for someone to realize she wasn’t the genuine article.

“Oh good, I suppose my theory was right. How does it feel being so much smaller?” Etie jumped at the sound of a familiar voice coming from her doorway. It was familiar because it was her old voice, and the woman using it was using it through her old body. Though she was dressed in a torn version of Etie’s outfit. She was holding up some pajamas that she must have brought from elsewhere, though. “Good thing I brought you something cute to wear from my old wardrobe!”

A silence lingered between the two for a few seconds as Etie attempted to compose herself. “Wh-Why aren’t you freaked out? Don’t tell me this doesn’t bother you at all?” Regardless of how she felt, Etie snatched the pajamas out of Goldmary’s hands while Goldmary took the nightgown she’d been wearing before to put on her new body. “I bet you think I did this on purpose, right? I didn’t… Anna sold that perfume to me.”
“It’s not that this doesn’t bother me, I’m just having a hard time finding a reason to complain! I wouldn’t mind returning to normal, of course. And if it really was the perfume, then the solution is simple. Let’s just spray it again? That should turn us back to normal, right?” That made sense to Etie, but there was a slight problem.

“Uh… Did you bring the bottle with you?”

“Oh! No. Its just back in my room.”

But once the two went back to retrieve it? …It was gone.
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