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	“Halt, fair… fairish maiden! Does thou thinkest they can just waltz into thy’s domain dress as such?”

	Oh my god, that accent. Airia struggled to prevent herself from gagging at the knight. How can he keep such a straight face? 

	Airia kept all of this to herself of course. No reason to piss that man off and bar her entry. “Listen,” she spoke, mustering as much politeness as she could, “I would like to enter the fair if that would be alright. If you could just step a-”

	“Is thou incapable of listenin’ to thy’s words?” The knight huffed, shaking his head. “Thou is not dressed like a proper maiden. Only those garnering proper attire may enter thy’s realm! Now, away with you!”

	A surge of frustration went through Airia. This knight was really getting on her last nerves. However, she did her best to keep it down. She didn’t want to be kicked out.

	Dressing up does sound like fun.

	Those words bubbled in the back of her head briefly. No. Not right now. I just want to have some fun and enjoy myself as is. Part of her didn’t believe that. She did come to this ren fair purposefully. Something within her was drawn to it like it properly belonged there.

	Airia shook those thoughts from her mind. She didn’t have time for that inner longing. She wanted to enjoy the fair as a normal person. …right?

	“Look, I know you are acting all in character and stuff and it’s probably fun for you,” Airia calmly said, “But please, does it really matter? I’m sure countless people have sneaked by you already without costumes, so what’s me just walking in and-”

	“Thou is making things woooooorse,” the knight huffed, wagging a finger. “Either dress like a proper lady or begone!”

	“Well, it’s not like I keep any dresses or clothes in my car for such occasions!” Scoffed Airia, her foot unconsciously grinding into the dirt.

	Oh dear, I should’ve prepared better. I have such a lovely dress at home that would’ve worked wonders for-. Airia shook her head again. Her thoughts were getting louder and try as she might, it was getting harder to ignore.

	Plus, her thoughts did make a good point. That dress at home would’ve been quite lovely to wear there.

	“If one wishest to enter thy kingdom and ist missing the finest of robes, then direct one’s attention to our finest garment shop over yonder!” He pointed behind her at a large, kind of dirty old building near the edge of the park. A sign on it read, “Clothing Provided”.

	Airia trembled at the sight. Even though she felt drawn to this event, she didn’t have to stay exactly. She could just leave and enjoy her day elsewhere. She didn’t have to go in or listen to herself. She could just be her and not be different.

	Airia could be her normal, boring, typical, bland, small self.

	That didn’t sound fun at all though. I am who I am. Every part of me is me. She couldn’t deny it any longer. She longed to be at the ren fair, wanted so badly to put on a nice costume and fill it up.

	“Okay, fiiiiiiine.” Airia’s voice told a different story, one of reluctance. “I’ll be right back, Mr. Knight.”

	She strolled away from him casually, acting like she was put off by the prospect. But about a yard from him, she began sprinting as fast as she could. Her body tingled, eager to get going on everything.

	She hurried into the building, finding it to be a makeshift hall with tons of large booths and clothing racks laid out. So many options. She placed a hand on her stomach, feeling its softness press back. Just need something that’ll fit for now.

	“Hello there!” A woman approached, dressed as, what Airia assumed, a fair maiden. She smiled. “Looking for something that’ll get past the guard too?”

	Guy must be super popular if she already knows. Airia chuckled. At least she’s not going for that stupid fake accent too. “Yes. I was looking for something that’d fit. Doesn’t have to be anything spectacular. Almost anything will do.”

	“Hmmm, I see! Well, follow me.” The woman led Airia over a large clothing rack full of dresses for plus-sized women. “Anything from this selection should fit the bill. We could try something like this.”

	She pulled a tannish dress off the rack, one with a red, sleeveless tunic. “Or we could try this on-”

	Airia took the dress. “I’m good with this one.” This is all I need.




	“And…” Airia placed the wimple carefully on her head, adjusting it so it cloaked most of her head. She looked into the mirror. Despite her work, plenty of her black locks poked out of the headpiece. “Good enough. I’m all set.”

	Overall, she looked pretty good. Her gown, tunic, and wimple all fit her well, with no uncomfortable tightness or anything. She looked nice and would probably fit in at the fair, going right over her old clothing. Sure, her glasses did look “modern”, but the guard wouldn’t hassle her over something like that, right?

	Still, she shrugged. It was good enough. She could easily get in looking like this. There was no need to go the extra mile.

	Her body trembled, the woman biting her bottom lip. Things wouldn’t be that simple though, would they? Rising from deep within, a desire came forth. She had to go that extra mile.

	Heat began to grow within her. Airia took a deep breath and released it. She looked at her face. The bits of her hair that poked out of her wimple, frizzy and messy started to straighten. They grew thicker and gained volume, having almost a sheen to them.

	She leaned in closer to the mirror, really carefully looking at her hair. The tips of her locks were brightening. There was a hint of red at them, which began to spread. The color grew even brighter as it flowed up each strand, disappearing beneath her hat.

	POP! The wimple flew right off her head and onto the ground. Her hair had bloomed into cascading, rich waves of ruby-red locks. They flowed down her back to her waist, so dazzling and glowing now, like they were fresh from a shampoo commercial.

	“Wow.” Airia’s cheeks reddened at the sight. She reached up and felt her luscious mane. No matter what she did, stroking and running her hands through it, her hair remained in top form. Always so pretty…

	Her thick-rimmed, round glasses slid down her nose. She moved to adjust them but stopped. They suddenly grew smaller and squarer. The rims thinned and with some minor adjustments, they now rested more comfortably on her face.

	Airia smiled. This part was always nice for her. What was happening only happened when she wore long dresses. If things would just stop here or maybe after one or two more changes, she would dress up more. This she could be more comfortable with all the time.

	But things went on and regardless of what would happen, Airia would be along for the whole, fun ride.

Across her body, trembles rolled through. Her heat rose, sweat forming upon her head. Her arms and legs twitched, her stomach emitting a low gurgle.

	With that, her figure receded. Extra weight that filled her limbs and body left them. Her arms and hands looked daintier, her legs trimmed and toned. Her waistline was narrower with a flat belly. It was like she lost a lot of weight.

	But she did not. All the extra weight and fat shifted around to key areas. Her thighs thickened as her hips widened, looking quite noticeable within her dress. Her rear ballooned, swelling into a full, heart-shaped rear. Her breasts puffed up as well, her chest region feeling far tighter on her now.

	Airia nodded pleasantly. Again, she would love it if it ended here. To have a whole new look, to be different and pretty like this? She would be in gowns and dresses all day, every day.

	But it wouldn’t stop right there, she knew. It would go on and make her even bigger than ever. Her cheeks turned bright red. Her body quivered as the heat within rose. The feeling was so strong, so pleasant now.

	From her red locks, two things emerged. Conical in shape with soft ends, two purplish gray horns had grown. They were only a few inches long, pulling up and bending back.

	Airia nodded, reaching up and feeling them. She shivered. They were rather sensitive. There we are. Time to be the main star again~.

	Biting her bottom lip, Airia took a moment to take it all in. She always started so dismissive of her changes, wanting to avoid them and stay “normalish”, whatever that truly meant for her. But it was such a weak front. Once she got going, any defense and hesitation were tossed aside. How could she not like this?

	She loved being the star, the focus of everyone’s attention.

	A tingly numbness struck her fingers, spreading into her hands. She held them up, trembling in each of her fingers. The digits’ nails jolted forward, turning into long claws. Light, purplish gray scales formed around the fingertips, spreading down onto the rest of her hands.

	Not bad at all. Airia wiggled her fingers. The scales flowed from her hands and onto her wrists, moving on up to her arms. She watched them for as long as she could, the scales disappearing beneath her sleeves.

	The long-sleeve issue did not last. They slowly melted away, shortening up to her mid-upper arms. What remained of the sleeves shook and then FWOOMP! They ballooned out into very poofy puff sleeves for her gown.

	Airia giggled, swaying her arms a bit. I always feel so fancy with poofs like these.

	Her body heat rose, sweat starting to form. Pheeeewwww… always gets so hot at this point. She tugged on her dress’ collar, panting a little.

	Letting go, her chest pushed out. Her breasts began expanding yet again. Already at C-cup, they raised into the D range and then E. Her poor tunic and dress were so tight, clinging around the heavier mounds and showing off their global forms. Eventually, though, the tunic popped open in the chest while the dress’ collar dipped… and dipped. It was soon very low, showing off their heavy assets and bountiful cleavage.

	Her breathing increased, warmth spreading through. Scales broke out upon her cleavage, though a darker purplish gray instead of the lighter tone. The scales rapidly covered her mounds, disappearing out of sight beneath her dress and covering her stomach.

	She twitched, rubbing her thighs together. Her waistline was pushing in, her figure turning full-on hourglass-shaped. Her hips pushed out even further than before, her curves more round and accentuated than ever.

	Getting a bit tighter there. Airia thought briefly, placing her hands on the part of her gown clinging to her hips. Need fixing right-

	POOF! Now~. The gown skirt exploded outwards. No longer clinging to her hips and brushing her legs, it stretched out long and wide, almost wider than her shoulders. The material turned smoother and more elegant too, lacing along its underside.

	Beneath her skirt, her scales reached her legs. They rushed down her shapely, fit limbs and straight into her feet. Her shoes bulged and stretched a moment later. The toe caps popped open first, splitting the rest of the sides. Four-clawed toes came out, followed by the rest of her dragon-esque feet.

	Airia sighed, fanning herself. So pretty. She gazed lovingly into the mirror, her other hand resting on her chest. So beautiful. Why… why do I always fight this? I shouldn’t. I should be pretty, be beautiful…

	An eye twitched. But, I should be more than this. I should be BIG!

	I NEED TO BE BIG! With a huge grin, she clenched one of her hands and lifted its arm. She gave it a mighty flex.

	A surge ran right through her, pupils dilating. She let out a happy cry as she shot up over six feet tall, her dress readjusting to fit. Her entire body frame was toned, muscle power brewing and growing with some denser arms and legs. Behind her dress, the faint outline of abs appeared on her stomach.

	Her dress opened in the back. The back collar dipped down to the top of her waist and stretched open, leaving her back bare. It was for the best as the area bulged, two large bumps pressing out of her scaly skin.

	Big… but must be bigger! Licking her chops, Airia lifted her other arm and gave that a flex too. The feeling was just as intoxicating as before.

	More power and growth rocketed through her form. She stood at nearly seven feet tall, easily towering over anybody that was there. Muscle mass continued to increase with thick, buff legs and a six-pack upon her tummy. Her arms bulged greatly, looking like she worked out every day and thensome.

	Yes… YES! FWOMP! The bulges in her back exploded further, rapidly stretching and changing shape in an instant. They bloomed into long, large, powerful dragon wings. Each wing was almost as long as her entire body and just as powerful.

	They flapped and lifted her into the air briefly. She landed back with a soft thud, the wings seeming to shrink a little to be more manageable.

	“Ooooh, yes!” Airia cooed, twiddling with her locks. “I’m so beautiful, big, and powerful!” She gazed into the mirror. “Yes, I’m perfect! I’m so… hmm?”

	There was something wrong. Despite all the scales and growth, her face remained mostly the same. The same dull, uninspired face as always stared back at her. It was so wrong, so unfitting for this body.

	Airia frowned. Aww man, what’s taking so long? I thought I was done.

	She pouted her lips, which suddenly twitched. The gray scales were finally crawling onto her face, surrounding her maw. Her bottom lip puffed up ever so slightly, her heart racing with joy. Now things would be good.

	The last of her pale complexion faded away. Scales encompassed the rest of her mug, completing her rough but dazzling reptilian skin. Her eyebrows thinned and trimmed, her eyelashes growing out for a cuter flutter. A few smaller touches came, making her face slimmer and more striking. Her ears even faded into her head, though left unseen due to her locks covering them.

	Lastly, her mouth twitched once more. Her teeth sharpened into fangs while her tongue grew longer and more serpent-like. There were light, almost inaudible pops as her jaws cracked, pushing forward. Her nostrils flared as her nose widened and was pulled into the forward movement. A few more pops followed.

	Her eyes clenched close as her face made the final push. Her entire body felt on fire, but not in a painful way. There was such a warm, inviting sensation to it. She was at her end. She would be done.

	Taking a deep breath, she opened her eyes. The green was gone from them, sapphire-blue having taken over. They were hypnotic and entrancing. One could stare into them for hours.

	One could if they could keep their eyes off the rest of her. Airia was a beautiful, purplish gray dragon stuffed into a lovely dress, her old clothes underneath having mysteriously vanished. Her figure was powerful and towering, but it felt so warm and inviting. Her bountiful breasts and cute muzzle were irresistible.

	Airia smiled, quivering. She bent forward, her breasts shaking her gown. She blew a kiss into the mirror, speaking in a low, mature sultry tone. “How heavenly. Aren’t I such a dream?”

	Her pupils dilated. “Ooooooo~!” Her breasts swelled one final time, ballooning into hefty F-cups that stretched her dress incredibly. They looked like they were about to pop right out, yet remained perfectly, teasingly within her clothing’s confines.

	Yes. Airia was a dream. She was also ready to finally enjoy the ren fair.

	With a hum, she bent down and picked up the wimple. It was best to pick up after herself if she was not going to wear it. It would be simply rude!

	She unlocked the door and slid out of the changing room, having difficulty with how wide her dress and the rest of her were. The entire room, staff, and other patrons went quiet seeing the emerging dragoness. She always did leave rooms speechless.

	“Thank you, but this isn’t for me.” Airia cooed, finding the employee who helped her before and handing the wimple back. “It’ll simply get in the way of my lovely hair!” The woman said nothing, just taken aback like everyone else.

	The dragon strutted out, sliding out of the building’s exit like the changing room. Her hips swayed from side to side, yet her walk was so graceful. It felt so natural for her.

	She ignored all the stares and soft awes as she returned to the entrance. Her eyes were on the knight, who was accosting someone else at the moment. Time to put on a show.

	“Ye honorable knight!” She boomed, standing before him. He looked away from his target, who quickly slipped inside once he was distracted. The knight flinched, looking up at her now. He was not expecting this.

	“May thou grant tis fairest maiden entry unto these parts?” Was her accent good? She wasn’t sure. It was at least on the knight’s level, so hopefully, it got through to him.

	“Ummm, ah, y-y-yeah.” The knight’s accent had long gone now. He stumbled back, his face bright red. “Y-you may enter fa-fa-fair-fairest lady.”

	Airia grinned, curtsying. “Thank you, sire! Thou is truly a kind and noble man.” She winked at him, and he nearly fell over.

	With that, the dragoness entered the ren fair at long last. She looked around. All eyes still were on her. All the peasants, other knights, maidens, and even more were glued to her form and visage. Their cheeks were bright red, some jaws slacked open.

	Airia Silverscale waved politely at them. Their day is now complete! After all, a ren fair such as this needed a beautiful dragon~!

	Giggling, the dragoness strolled through the fair. Today would be good for her as well. She needed to cut loose and wear dresses more often.



THE END
