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A warm summer’s day greeted Kana as he ran along the sandy, ocean-side beach. His mama, Corrin, had taken him to visit the water for a day full of play, but she’d ended up falling asleep the moment she’d laid her towel on the sands. He supposed he couldn’t really blame her, not when she’d gotten up so early to take him in the first place, but it was still kind of lonely. He wasn’t that young of a child, at least old enough to be trusted to wander alongside of the water without issue (and his dragon blood certainly helped), but this was a recurring theme since being summoned and joining the Order of Heroes.
Corrin was always busy. Running around, fighting, there wasn’t as much time to spend with Kana as Kana himself would have liked, so he’d naturally been excited to be with his mama for the whole day. Yet… she’d fallen asleep so easily! “I want to be with mama, I don’t want to be here by myself”, he murmured, walking across an invisible tightrope at water’s edge. What he didn’t notice, however, was the faint glow of a peculiar shell beneath his bare feet, one that had responded to one of his wishes. Well, one particular phrase laying therein. 
He continued along the water’s edge as if nothing was amiss, clad only in a pair of navy blue swimming trunks his mother had picked up for him. A cheek puffed up, he picked up a stone and tossed it into the water, skipping it several times in the process. This seemed to cheer him up at least a little, a smile dancing across his face for the first time since Corrin had fallen asleep. 
He idly picked up a long stick that had washed up on the sand, surely a branch that had fallen from a tree somewhere down the shore, or perhaps from a distant land? The thought of such a thing made him giddy. But then he saw it. Glistening in the distance? A fruit. Shaped like a ball and green with stripes, a fresh watermelon had washed up on the shore? What luck! If he brought it back to his mom she’d surely praise him and spend time with him, right? Tossing the stick away was a quick decision.
Enticed by the melon, Kana dismissed a rise of his body temperature as nothing more than the effect of standing under the sun for so long. It might have been wiser for him not to play it off so casual, but his young mind was too optimistic to think something might be amiss.
The truth of the matter that his dragon’s blood was thickening. He was one-quarter dragon to begin with, his mother a halfling born from a human and dragon. Despite their thinning blood however, the powers they could wield were as authentic as could be. This was become truer and truer as the fraction of his body that wasn’t a dragon was quickly corrected to wholly be as such, signs inevitably showing physically as human blood thinned instead.
His ears had always been a little pointed just as his mother’s were, it seemed to be a typical trait of the draconic in the world they hailed from. As the potency of his dragon’s blood grew strong however, so did his ears grow longer. They quickly poked out from beyond the fringe of his hair and showed no signs of stopping as they fanned outward, design growing more intricate on the bottom of his lobes to almost resemble a fluttery pair of wings.
But the blood itself wasn’t merely of a stronger potency but of a different breed as well. Kana’s dragonkind was closely associated with water, but it was divinity that radiated from his newfound genetic makeup. It quickly reflected itself in a change of hair color. The divine dragon tribe typically had more vibrant coloring than the silver of the boy’s own locks, and beginning at the roots a shining emerald began to flow upward. An emerald that was mirrored by shining eyes that bore more clarity than they had before. 
Kana had taken little notice of this, instead fixated on the idea of bringing home the big melon to his mother to share. Sliding the stick he’d found under his bare arm, he fumbled to pick up the fruit with his small hands, eventually succeeding and holding it close to his chest. Wind catching emerald hair, it blew a little farther outward than normal, length taking its time to grow to better suit the form being enforced upon him. 
Gaze flickered back to the shack on the beach’s horizon, the one Corrin and himself were staying at for the day. It wasn’t a long walk but it wasn’t a short one either, and with stubby legs it would take him a little longer than it might take an adult. “I hope mama likes big melons...” It was the seemingly innocent remark of a child that didn’t know better, but the phrase would change in meaning as time went on.
The trek back to the shack grew easier with time. Barefoot as he and his mom often were, they seemed to progressively be covering more and more ground per step. It was because his legs had begun to see gradual growth, short and stubby as they were before. It wasn’t a phenomenon limited to his lower body however, but a widespread and systematic growth that saw him moving up not only in size but also age as well. 
Fairly quickly he looked to be entering his teens, Kana’s shoulders broadening as he was forced to adjust how he held the watermelon between growing arms. Fingers grew longer, palms wider, making his method for carrying it much simpler, and stomach growing taller certainly gave him more space to hug the fruit against his body. From his own perspective though it almost looked as if the melon had grown smaller, which brought him a moment of pause.
“Huh… Maybe it’s not as big as I thought it was...” Holding it out, it certainly felt that way. But it was because he was almost double his normal height now, looking more a young adult than a child. His green mane had already fallen to his shoulders, casting his frame in a more androgynous light than one might expect. In fact, despite the fact he was much taller now, it would be difficult to say Kana looked like a young man, nor did he look like a young woman. His swim shorts had already been baggy and so they’d managed to hold on despite his growth, but his body wasn’t defined as a young man’s might. Shoulders weren’t particular broad, nor had his stomach or waist firmed nor filled. 
And then it happened. He dropped the watermelon. Unable to keep a grip with his body under a constant state of change, the melon flew out of his grasp and landed in the sand in front of him. It didn’t break, fortunately, but the length of the drop was enough to strike his awareness that he was indeed taller. “I grew? Did I grow?” Kana’s tone was excited, bony arms held out in front of him as he looked downward. He was definitely waaaay taller than he was used to, and that became clearer when he kicked a leg out in front of him. “How? I mean it isn’t bad, but…” But he wanted to show his mom. 
Excitedly he bent over to pick up the melon, ass stuck in the air as he did so. Perhaps from an audience point of view it was the perfect moment to do so as well, as a tingle ran across his cheeks and thighs in tandem. Volume bounced forward, cheeks showing jiggle as they swelled against swim shorts that were already too confining for his taller figure. Shorts, in kind, dug into an expanding rear, leaving crack on full display and pulling them against his dick in the front. Though that particular discomfort didn’t last too long, dick sliding inside of a pair of pussy lips that had risen on his pelvis, green hairs sprouting where there had been none before above it. 
As she rose with the melon in tow, the bending of her knees and movement of her legs was clearly accentuated by an abundance of swollen skin around her thighs. Growing to match the girth of her ass, there was a subtle jiggle to their size that was more prominent after dropping the fruit against them on the way up, but she eventually manage to hold it against her stomach once more.
The blues of her swim trunks lightened to a crimson red in the meantime, material’s texture and quality remaining the same while occupying less space. More of her thighs were shown off, as well as the curves of her butt as, while remaining wedged against her, they completely changed into a bright red bikini bottom. 
“I wonder if Corrin will like this…?” The girl’s musing was accompanied by a much more mature, womanly voice as her pacing grew faster. The subtle difference in acknowledgment between ‘mama’ and ‘Corrin’ went unnoticed, but considering Kana hadn’t even noticed the rest of her changes it was quite clear she wouldn’t take note of much in the end. Concerns about her height from earlier had already been washed away by the mundane, an acknowledgment that she had always been that height. 
Dainty fingers held the melon against her tummy, just before her pelvis so that the melon’s peak rested beneath her chest. There wasn’t much to speak of in that area quite yet, merely a hairless exterior that wouldn’t fit an adult male. Fortunately it wasn’t meant to speak to that sex, which made the next progression all the more easy.
Androgynous stomach became trim, the ramp off of her back and onto her ass more pronounced at the back, while maintaining a fit and sexy cut at the front. But the most prominent sign that she was becoming a complete woman was the spontaneous erection that spread across both of her nipples. With the shack only a few moment away, she was far too distracted by reaching her goal to really play it any mind, but that didn’t change how her areola grew large, nipples themselves more pointed as they prepared for what to come.
The slightest bit of overlap between her chest and her stomach surfaced first, making it clear that below the surface mass had begun to complicate, growing more abundant in a place that had been fat-free just moments before. The overlap steadily grew more and more significant, bare chest rising forward steadily to the point the edge below her nips had nowhere to go but to press into the watermelon beneath them. They would come to peak over the top of the melon as they grew even larger, a firm but bouncy D-cup abundant and free in the air as each step shook the watermelon below which, in turn, also shook her own melons, their forms unbounded. 
But peculiarity struck and they were soon bound into place, particles flickering off the watermelon and clinging to her skin until a red bikini top had wrapped around her back and held bosom upright. Sparkling silver, more of these particle drifted skyward, creating a golden accessory just above her emerald bangs and binding the body of the back-lengthed hair behind her in a raised ponytail. 
Lashes danced as makeup sprinkled her face, eyes widening as she saw Corrin still laying on the sand nearby. That was her mother? No… That couldn’t be, could it? After all, Kana herself was thousands of years old even if she didn’t look it. She’d had the right mind to run up and grab her, but even that felt odd. Why would a woman of her age act so childishly? 
Why had she sought Corrin so enthusiastically? Two women of their age… But then Kini noticed Corrin’s lips. Soft and glossy, she couldn’t help but lean down to plant a kiss from her own upon them. Said lips plumped up mid-intimacy, cheeks giving rise to give her face a more angled appearance.
This seemed to stir Corrin, and her eyes flickered open. “Tiki…?” She seemed confused, and how could she not be? She’d come to the beach alone with her son, not with her… her… girlfriend? Or had this been a date? Was Kana at home?
“Of course. Look at what I found, a huge melon!” Tiki, as she now recognized herself, responded in kind. The two had definitely come on a date, one Tiki had been very excited for. After all, she wanted to be with Corrin more than anything! Corrin couldn’t seem to help but stifle a laugh in response, giving Tiki’s right breast a sharp poke.
“But there are two melons I like more there.”
“I was going to suggest we smash it with a stick...”
“You don’t want yours smashed with a stick?”
“Please… don’t.” That just sounded painful.
