MISS ELLEN’S DRAGON MAID
COMMISSION STORY
BY CHALDEACHANGE
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“Maybe next time we should ask for help moving one of these things after all, bro.”
“Haha… Yeah, I get it. I made a bad call.”

Both Wise and Belle, the owners of the video store ‘Random Play’ and the real identities of the legendary Proxy, Phaethon, were dripping with sweat by the time they managed to deposit a large box a table within their shop’s employee area. It was big and heavy, and the two had struggled to carry it in from the back of their vehicle in the nearby parking lot out the back door. It wasn’t exactly surprising that the box was heavy, however, considering that it was an HIA strongbox that had been recovered from a Hollow.

The two of them had received a mission that they had worked on in tandem with Victoria Housekeeping. There had been a secret vault hidden beneath the foundation of the Ballet Twins towers that were wrapped within a Hollow. The mayor himself had requested their cooperation, promising them they could keep whatever they found in the vault so long as he could keep any documents that had been hidden inside.

And so? The HIA strongbox was the spoils they had come back with. “Now let’s open this bad boy up! Lycaon said the code was 1453, so…” The younger sister, Belle, wasted no time inputting the code into the panel on the front of the box. It must have been the right password, because the mechanisms within the box began to whir to life, revealing…
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“…What am I supposed to do with this?” Sometime later, both of the siblings had retreated to their own private rooms after the store had been closed down for the night – both with findings from within the safe in tow. It was just that what had been inside had been pretty… disappointing? “That box was so heavy, and the only things inside were a tank top and this?” 

As he walked towards his bed, Wise looked down with clear disappointment at the object he had in his hand. It wasn’t even as useful as a tank top (not that the one in the box had been designed for a man to wear); it was a frilly maid’s headdress (which also wasn’t really designed for a man to wear). If he’d been given a choice then he would have taken the tank top at least, but what was he supposed to do with this?

“Oh well. I suppose the safe was only a bonus anyways. The mayor still paid us enough to make the job worthwhile with or without taking home anything extra.” The man tried to look on the bright side as he tossed the headdress onto a nearby table. He had no real attachment to it, or so that should have been the case, but when he went to walk away, he stopped and thought…

I really should take better care of my uniform!

Wise blinked not once, not twice, but three times as he attempted to process that thought that had just crossed his mind. Uniform? They had made a point to not enforce a uniform policy at Random Play because it was still stuffy, and he’d honestly never worked a single job in his life where he had to wear one. So, for him to think about taking care of a uniform was already weird enough, much less considering the maid headdress as part of it.
“Maybe I need to start getting more sleep…” The man mumbled to himself as he tried to shrug the incident off. The keyword was ‘tried’ though, because just as soon as he’d decided to put the thought aside? He became aware of something equally as – no, even more – alarming than a stray thought. His room was getting smaller? Was he dizzy or something? It was subtle, but… “Wait.” He looked down at his feet with confusion, and then back at the room.
What was actually happening was that his 5’8” height was growing. Actually… it wasn’t really all that much, but it was still enough to affect the fit of his casual outfit. The extra inch he gained was still plenty noticeable from his perspective. “Did I get a little taller somehow? …That can’t be right.” Could it not? If he’d had some measure him at that point, the top of his head would have sat at 5’9” instead. “I could be seeing things, I guess. Goes back to that whole ‘needing more sleep’ thing…”
Wise once again could have been content had he left things there, but fate had different plans for him. “COUGH!?” It hadn’t been painful, but he felt like someone had knocked all of the wind out of him all of a sudden. There had been a subtle crunching sensation around his shoulders and waist, while his hips? “Ouch!” They began to dig into his sides, namely because those hips were several inches wider. 

These changes to his proportions had brought about a number of colorful expressions upon the man’s face, but they were gradually made all the more colorful as his features showed signs of transforming all on their own. It wasn’t subtle, either. Wise had a face that wasn’t overly chiseled, but it was still handsome even if he didn’t have the most exciting personality. 

But it quickly shifted away from handsome and leaned into ‘pretty’ and ‘cute’. This included a rounder shape to his cheeks that made that face shorter as a whole. As he let loose a “Tch”, the lips of his mouth bloated into a fuller, poutier, and pointedly feminine style that wouldn’t have looked out of place on the face of a teenaged girl… something that a shrunken nose and bigger, rounder eyes certainly didn’t help. But as soon as his eyes were larger? You could see their colors brighten from grey to orange.

“What even was… that!?” Just as he’d been about to question what had happened to his body when his voice caught his ear instead. His Adam’s apple smoothed away just before he’d tried to speak, and evidently his masculine vocal chords had gone at the same time. “I… I sound like a girl!” His voice was even higher than Belle’s, wasn’t it? And this was all setting aside the changes still taking place atop his head.
His short and silver hair was growing, spilling out both to the sides and behind him as a mischievous orange-blonde color found its way from his roots all the way down to the tips that fell past his hips. This, of course, didn’t go unnoticed. “A-And my hair!? It’s so long! And… pretty…?” Wise had grabbed it, but doing so gave him pause. It felt so soft and silky, but in a way that was strangely… familiar. Was this really not how his hair always looked?

Had her hair really been short before?

‘Her’. Wise’s pronouns had been masculine because she saw herself as a man, but that had changed without her even realizing. It was like a switch had been flipped in his subconscious that she hadn’t even noticed. She was herself as a girl. No, she was beginning to believe that had always been the case? But it literally became the case only seconds later. “Mmn!?” Her dick and balls shrunk, tucked, and pulled up into what became her new pussy beneath a bush of trimmed, orangey blonde pubes.
She’d reacted to the sensation, but didn’t register having a pussy as anything odd. In fact, she began to tap at her chin with daintier fingers while rocking on smaller heels because she was confused about why she had been confused? “Did I think I was a boy or something? That can’t be right, can it?” And what had been wrong with her voice before? It was a real mystery!

What definitely wasn’t a mystery was that Wise’s sex change was having some very dramatic effects on what had been left of her masculinity. A graphic tee that used to fit perfectly became very tight, for example, as a once weightless chest burgeoned forth with a roundness that couldn’t be ignored. Little by little they lifted her top, showing off the shapeliness of her feminine tummy as her breasts took a very sizable shape. Mounds grew into orbs which practically grew into soccer balls. Her shirt could hardly hold the G-cups that lifted the base of her shirt all the way up to show the underside of these tits, but the woman herself didn’t seem to be all that perplexed.

If asked her size, she would have lied and said she had D-cups though.

“Hmm… I should probably get changed, huh? Did these shrink in the wash?” The teenager wasn’t even phased by the growth of her tits, nor did she bat an eyelash at how her thighs and butt grew so abundant that the front button of her jeans popped right off. But those jeans had other problems, namely because all of a sudden… It was like a cannon had been fired from the base of her spine!? There was a loud ‘blast’ as something shot out behind her, blowing the top segment of the back of her jeans. Yet, her ass wasn’t left bare – namely because the culprit was attached to her body?
A long, thick, reptilian tail? And one that coincided with the two sets of flat tipped horns that poked out of her head’s sides.

In a flash? The ill-fitting clothes she’d been wearing disappeared, leaving her in a flowing, navy blue maid’s dress overtop a white, puffy-sleeved blouse, lace gloves, brown shoes, and black socks.
[image: image2.emf]“It’s getting pretty late! Late… Late…” The teenaged dragon Thiren repeated that word over and over again as she attempted to process why it felt so important. Tohru had felt a little off, or at least she had felt a little off up until a few moments ago. Sometimes you got a little too distracted and lost track of what you were doing, right? That was more or less how it felt to her at that point. Any awareness regarding what had happened to her had long since dried up, else she might have noticed how her room had changed into a cute girl’s room with a lot of maid paraphernalia around for some reason.
It's not just for some reason! I love maids! It was true. She’d always aspired to be a maid ever since she was a small girl. And thanks to a chance encounter with Victoria Housekeeping? She’d been given an opportunity to live out that dream! They’d scouted her as an Agent about a year prior, and when she was brought on, she’d met the girl of her dreams: Ellen Joe! They were the same age, and Ellen was super cute! Tohru had fallen head over heels! She was excited to see her every night at— “Ah!? I’m going to be late!”

That was what she’d been trying to remind herself of. Her shift! She grabbed the headdress up off the floor and sped out while putting it on in the process.
“I hope Miss Ellen and I grow even closer tonight! I want her to return my feelings!”

“It’s a little big— Okay, it’s way too big! But if I just wear it to bed then it isn’t really a big deal, right?” While Wise had been disappointed by what he’d gotten from the safe, Belle was doing a much better job of making the best of it. She’d already returned to her room and put on the nice-smelling black tank top that she had grabbed from the safe. It was designed for a woman, but even then, it reached her thighs. It was either designed for a woman much taller than her, one much bustier than her, or both.
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But it was comfy, and since it sat that low, she could wear it almost like a nightgown! So, in the end, it definitely had a use! Much more of a use than that maid headdress probably would have been for Wise, but what was he going to do with a women’s tank top if he’d gotten it? Actually… she didn’t want to think too hard about that question. She didn’t want to imagine what weird tastes her own brother might have had. “Still, it would be nice if it fit a little better…”
In this case, she didn’t even need to ask to receive thanks to the curse that had been cast upon it.

The young woman had possessed no expectations of her desire getting granted, and yet they were before her very eyes. “E-Eh?” Belle both blinked and rubbed her eyes as she noticed something impossible. She’d first noticed that the base of the tank top was resting higher on her legs. And higher. And higher. And did her bed look a lot lower than she was used to? “Wh-What’s happening to me!?” Her cries of confusion should have been loud enough for her brother to hear… if not for the reality that he was going through his own struggles at the time.

She hadn’t even bothered to put underwear on since the tank top had been so big, but that ultimately led to the base of her pussy becoming exposed once she passed the 5’9” mark. “I’m getting taller!? How is this…?” The young woman wanted to blame the tank top somehow, but it was just an article of clothing! That couldn’t have been the case, right? But what could explain it!?
Her height peaked at six feet on the dot, and she was having problems maintaining her balance. Being way taller was definitely part of it, but as she threw out her arms to try and balance herself more? Her shoulders and hips all popped suddenly. They had been pulled farther apart – her shoulders slightly, but her hips significantly so to the point that her knees buckled. “Wah!?” There was nothing for Belle to grab onto though, so she could only hold her hands out to the sides where her fingers gradually grew a little longer to better suit her new height.

“WHY AM I SO FREAKING TALL!?” Belle was glad that she was in her own room, at least. She didn’t have to worry about the fact that moving even the slightest flashed her pussy and a little bit of her blue bush. “Freaking… tall?” But the more she thought about her height? The more the woman began to question it. Not her height itself, but why she specifically had found a flaw with it. 

Have I not always been tall, busty, and beautiful?

The ‘beautiful’ part was subjective, but she factually had not been those other two things before. She was tall now, but busty? At her previous height, Belle’s B-cups had still appeared rather large on her body. At six feet? They looked pretty average or had looked that way. “Hm?” There was a mature and almost sensual hum to the woman’s voice as her gaze lingered down at the top of her tank top. Where her chest had previously done little to fill it out.
“Why are they so small?” That was probably the wrong question to be asking, partially because that was the size they had always been, and partially because they weren’t… remaining… that size? The woman’s mind was clearly already under the influence of the shifting reality, so she didn’t really have much to say as her bust ballooned, the swelling weight of her tits leading her to stumble forward for a moment as she adjusted to their weight. The weight that was pumped into them caused them to jiggle without a bra to support them, and before long her erect nipples were larger than her eyes with their shapes obviously visible through the fabric.
The extra mass led to the shirt being hoisted up onto her widened hips, revealing a bush that was… wilder? And a very bright blonde? Along with a pussy that’s lips seemed to be puffier than ever! With her lower body now completely nude, it became abundant clear that her tits hadn’t been the only part of her swelling too, though the lower body wasn’t quite as abundant. Her ass did take full advantage of her widened hip to jiggle out into a heart shape, and her thighs did double in their thickness. But looking at her? Her breasts still stood out way more. 

“…What was small? Oh my…” It must have been a long day for her mind to be slipping like that! Belle’s eyelids were slowly growing heavy now, creating the momentary illusion that she was tired when she wasn’t. Her eyes closed so much that she could only see through the tiniest of slits, concealing the heterochromia that bled into her irises. The right eye lightened to a foresty green, while the left’s iris darkened to black and her pupil flashed gold… as green slit was embedded in its dead center.
The blonde that stood out as different in the woman’s pubes finally appeared elsewhere, dyeing her eyebrows and then finally the roots of the short, blue bob that she always wore her hair in. It didn’t take very long for this color change to reach its tips, and from there? It lengthened significantly, messy waved cascading down to her ass where they transitioned into a greener gradient. The hair on the sides of her bangs fell down to her tits too, framing a face that was still changing beyond just her ‘closed’ eyes.
Belle licked her lips to moisten them with a tongue that was a little bit longer. Those lips swelled excessively only a few seconds later, bloating to a point that they could have been mistaken for having received filling. Appearances aside? They were all natural. Her face continued to not only round, but it eventually looked like the face of a woman six or seven years older than the Proxy had been before. “Oh!” She had memories to support that now too, along with, of all things…
A pair of flat-tipped horns that curved out from the side of her head.
Surprisingly, the bedroom of the new dragon Thiren hadn’t actually been altered all that much despite how much her body had. The general décor was the same aside from swapping out some movie posters, but [image: image4.png]


that was because Quetzalcoatl – otherwise known by everyone in New Eridu as Lucoa – was still the owner of Random Play. That passion for movies was still there, even though her entire wardrobe had been replaced by very revealing outfits.

Lucoa didn’t care much about showing off her body. In fact, the older woman found it a little bit amusing to see how people reacted to her ridiculous body. “It’s getting late, and I think Tohru just went to work, so… She should be here any moment now!” Random Play was run by Lucoa alone, but only because Tohru was too young to handle the administrative side just yet. Once her little sister turned eighteen, however, she could start teaching her all of that!
But if the shop was closed, then who could she be expecting at that time? Even from her room at the top of the stairs, the dragon could hear someone entering the front door passcode and then the chiming of the entrance bells as someone walked in. “Coming~!” Lucoa moved quick, practically skipping down the stairs in a way that let her unbound tits bounce with every drop as she did so. 

It was no surprise that the woman who had entered through the front door was left gawking – tits aside, she was still only wearing a tank top. “O-Oh! Hi Lucoa! You wanted us to, um… have a date?” The dragon knew this woman well. Still dressed in her uniform, Zhu Yuan was a gorgeous and sexy police officer that Lucoa had gotten to know through the shop. And she’d gotten to ‘know her’ quite well. How many nights had she stopped by this week to watch a movie and fool around after?

Even though Zhu Yuan had seen her completely naked numerous times now, she was still blushing like a tomato at the sight of her even though she was dressed. That was what made her so cute! “Heya, Zhu Yuan! Did you think about what type of movie you wanted to watch tonight? Tohru’s already left!” She threw herself at the police officer, whose face was completely smothered by Lucoa’s enormous tits. Any attempts to answer came out muffled within her embrace.

“What was that, sweetie? I couldn’t hear you!”

She was having too much fun with this!
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