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“Sharena? I’m not so sure this is a good idea. Are you sure Kiran said it was okay to go through these old stones?”
“Of course he did! Do you really think I’d bring you in here if it wasn’t okay?”
“I suppose... but I’m worried about any residual summoning magic that might rest within them. I can’t see Kiran making such a terrible oversight however...”
The banter between the two sibling royals of Askr, brother Alfonse and sister Sharena, was something typical of the two when one was suspicious of the other’s motives. In this case Alfonse wasn’t quite sure of Sharena, what with her mischievous streak often leading him into trouble off of the battlefield. 
Their journey this time had taken them to a storehouse in behind the main castle of the kingdom, a building that was generally off limits for it housed the many colored crystals from which heroes of other realms had been summoned. Each and every one of those stones had the potential to summon another if infused with energy, and so they were kept away from those that couldn’t use them to avoid a dangerous situation altogether. An unusual energy reading and tied hands, however, had seen the summoner Kiran sending the two into the warehouse to find the stone or stones acting strangely and bring them to him.
A simple task, truly. 
“Look! I can already see them glowing!” Sharena wasn’t wrong. In the very back of the storehouse, glowing against the shadows and the cracks of sunlight that shone in, were a pair of lights; one blue and one clear. The sister skipped ahead of her brother, gently scooping up the orbs and spinning around to face the exit. Getting these back to Kiran was of the utmost priority after all! But as she spun the clear one slipped free of her fingers and rocketed out of her hand, striking Alfonse in the chest. “Sorry!”
“Hey, watch it!” Alfonse furrowed his brow after just barely catching the stone, and he held it firmly in front of him. “We should get these back now before anything happ--” Both stones glowed intensely, warehouse filling up with blinding light before going completely dark. But in the light’s wake? The two siblings were gone.
It was the sound of waves and the scent of salt that stirred Alfonse from an inevitable lack of consciousness. His body was warm, fingers clawing into what felt like sand underneath him while he pushed himself onto his back. Eyes pained, he managed to open them just in time to get a full dose of the sun hanging high in the sky. Blue locks bounced as he turned his head to the side, noting a brilliant ocean shore within his field of vision. “What…? Wasn’t I…?” He could recall the warehouse, he could recall the stone glowing, and he could recall his sister.
“Ylgr? Where are y--? Sharena!?” Alfonse called for his sister as pushed his torso upward, but for some reason he called the name of the youngest princess of Nifl as opposed to his own dearest sister. Clearly the heat and fatigue had taken its toll on him.
But looking around there didn’t seem to be sign of anyone other than himself. The beach was vacant, but in the background there looked to be an abandoned resort of sorts. He’d visited them before during summer events but the stays had been brief. Even so it was a better lead than no lead, and so he pressed towards the tiny piece of civilization he could perceive. 
Pieces of armor were left strewn across the beach line as he moved inward. It was far too hot to be about in full armor, and with no one around to pick them up there was no threat of leaving them behind for now. It wasn’t long before he was merely in his black top and white pants, small clothes to be sure when compared to his usual outfit.  Even boots had been shed, bare feet digging into the sandy beach with each step.
For what reason had he been brought here? Where was his sister? No… Until he’d found Sharena there was no point in debating the hows or whys. Perhaps she’d had the same idea as to move towards the resort at least. The closer he became to the resort however the stranger he felt. His mind felt muddled, something he logically chalked up to dehydration since he had no idea how long he’d been laying on the beach. 
As he walked the sway of his step seemed to waver – an expected side effect of dehydration he’d thought at the time. It wasn’t something so quaint or nonsensical that drove each step to linger, however, but rather the width of his hips accommodating additional size. The belt holding up his pants had grown just the slightest bit snugger, his own ignorance fueled only by how sweaty and sore his body was from walking across the heat in this blistering heat. Quite simply it was just a little additional discomfort piled on to a great deal he was already feeling. 
Only a few minutes out from the resort now it seemed relief was within sight. Even if it wasn’t staffed Alfonse could be assured they’d have a source of drinking water there and, with any luck, his little sister. Ylgr wasn’t really old enough to be out in this weather on her own after all.
Alfonse didn’t notice that the pressure around his waist had begun to subside, in no small part because his belt had loosened. Not because the restrictive piece was falling off however, but because the leather it was composed of had softened. Blues and purples had set in to replace the grungy brown, and beneath them the white of his pants were becoming unwound as well.
The loosening of his clothing would be a welcome change as additional changes seized the prince’s lower body. Or shall we say princess? Minor discomfort ensued as his undergarments seemed to pull inward, cramming his virgin dick back inside him where it ‘exploded’ like a balloon to form her new pussy, flesh bubbling over on the surface and into a pair of lips. Above it, blue pubes dyed pink and the shape of her pelvic bone grew more defined as the skin around it softened.
Knees had bent inward more naturally with her wider hips, and as a result her stride seemed somewhat janky. More and more of her leg skin was revealed as pants continued to thin and rise, a light blue mixing in with the white and the overall design looking more like a skirt with a slit in the front that showed off what had become of her underwear. Material having taken on a pure white, it hugged her pelvis loosely in the form of a bikini body, though it was clearly ill-fitting because the princess didn’t have the figure for it. Not yet at least.
Her steps were suddenly beset with a sudden jiggle as thighs and ass in tandem were rocked with emerging fat. Muscle gave way as legs became plump and womanly, and her butt that barely rested in her bikini bottom prior had soon pressed out and into the fabric, wedging the back between creamy cheeks of white abundance behind her. Each step, each slip on the sand, it all contributed to a wiggle and a jiggle, as well as the sultry sway of a mature woman’s hips. 
Bare feet finally, triumphantly, stepped upon the hot cobblestone that serves as the path for the resort proper. Toes wiggled under the heat a moment, their sizes fair and nails shining with a sparkling, blue manicure. “Ylgr!?” Alfonse finally spoke up, the rising pitch of her voice nor the incorrect name being spoken of enough consequence to stir her from goal as change continued to creep both upward and downward at the same time. 
While the frosted tips of the ex-prince’s blue hair remained, they seemed to lengthen and fuse together had hair bounced with every shake of her head in search of her dear youngest sibling. Even the blue itself begun to lighten and grow, strands of pink emerging where color had been lost until everything but the tips was the same bright pink as her curled pubic hair. As it spilled down his back the blonde tips spun and twirled into a pair of pseudo-drills with Nifl decorations mounted around the tips. Bangs became a straight fringe in the meantime, perfectly framing an ever-changing face. 
Alfonthra’s dark blue eyes brightened and widened, brows thinning into the very same pink from her head of hair as eye shape softened and forehead narrowed. Cheeks became more pronounced and, in the process, the quality of her skin seemed to wear ever-so-slightly as about ten years of age beset her. Nose twitched as it shrunk a moment, provoking a short and girlish sneeze that was expressed with lips that were both naturally glossy and pouty.
“Ylgr!? Geez, where is that girl?” She rested fingers, both slender and manicured, across her bare hip as she stopped short of a shop table. Black shirt had crept north, color brightening to vivid blue and leaving her tummy fully exposed. Much like her legs it was pale and smooth, though any muscle she’d accumulated as her time as Alfonse seemed to both tighten and subside, her clearly defined pelvic bones poking up and over her bikini after stomach and back pinched inward to give her the figure of a momentarily topless hourglass. 
“Oh? Laegjarn!” Noticing a familiar figure in the distance, Gonnthra couldn’t help but call out. It looked to be the princess of Muspell but… it wasn’t. It was Sharena, her form still its usual self short of having stripped down into small clothes of her own during the heat. As Gunnthra raised a hand high to wave, the side-to-side sway of her body sought to bring about the hourglass’ completion beneath a newly formed bikini top. 
Nipples tickled and shook, areola thickening to womanly girth as mounds begun to bounce beneath them. The grew swiftly and dramatically, points burrowing into her bikini top and giving mass to her upper body as back muscles tightened to better accommodate their burgeoning weight. The swelled and, as she waved they began to bob rhythmically from side to side. So little was left of Alfonse by the time that Sharena reached the Nifl princess that she was beyond recognition.
“Gunnthra? Thank goodness! I thought I was here alone. Have you seen Alfonse?” Wiping sweat from her own face, Sharena absorbed Gunnthra’s aesthetic almost immediately. An elder princess, huh? She had such a rocking body…
“Why would you be looking for Prince Alfonse?” Gunnthra, on the other hand, seemed legitimately confused by the question. “Shouldn’t you be searching for Laevatein? Maybe she’s with Ylgr...” Fingers tapped idly against her chin as if she were making idle conversation, but the comment had quite an existential effect on Sharena.
“Laevatein…? Why would I… Oh, of course… Didn’t we come here together? Just sisters? No… I was in the storehouse and...” She could only stare at her hands as contradictory events played in her mind. She remembered both things happening simultaneously? That was impossible, right? Plus her hands were Sharena’s? They were Sharena’s, right? No… They were darkening. Her skin was growing darker by the moment, and not just her hands. Her face, her stomach, her legs, all at once the coloring shifted to a rich, natural tan. A tan that wouldn’t be even the least bit unusual on a princess of Muspell.
“Are you alright Laegjarn?”
“Laegjarn…?” This name rung true to Sharena, but so did her actual name. It felt a little like she was being fundamentally torn apart, or maybe mixed together with something else? The bangs of her hair took this cue to darken to orange as the fuller head darkened to an almost unnatural green. It looked more in place on her tanned, summer-ready skin tone, and seemed even more natural as it fanned out behind her to create an elaborate, spiny bob. “Right, my name… Laegjarn?” Sharena’s voice was much deeper now, but neither she nor Gunnthra noticed any change. In fact, the latter seemed oblivious to the fact that anything was even happening at all. 
Sharena had been almost a head shorter than the Nifl princess at first, but now she stood just a bit taller. The shorts of her small clothes had thinned and fluttered downward, remaining black at the top but dancing into a crimson with an arrow pattern that dangled just above her feet. Beneath it was easy to see how her leg muscles firmed, sweat beads spilling down their lengths and in between thighs that grew thicker and stronger, one slipping alongside her ass cheek as it kneaded into a much fitter and more bountiful form than Gunnthra’s own. 
Her pussy hairs darkened to green as her pussy stood just a little more agape than it had before, even the scent subtly changing to better suit a lifestyle spent in the fires of Muspell. Panties thickened into a black nylon ripe for swimming while her top above fell down vertically, covering the center of a stomach that was clenching and firming as she struggled with her internal identity politics.  She could feel the top tie around her stomach’s center in the middle, the rest of her top narrowing into a bikini top held up by thin strings attached to a choker around her neck.
“I couldn’t be Laegjarn, right? After all I don’t have a body like hers, I’m not as powerful as her...” It was too bad Shaerjarn’s body was almost mostly complete, as her mind seemed to desperately be holding onto its old self. 
At least she had been trying, but a sudden gesture from Gunnthra took her breath and thoughts away. Nifl’s princess had leaned in and planted a kiss upon her lips, the stimulation provoking the Muspell-to-be’s tongue to prod inside the other’s mouth as her own lips swelled to maturity. What was this sudden gesture of affection? To be seen doing such a thing with the first princess of Nifl was…! Her eyes went wide and turned crimson from the shock.
But Gunnthra didn’t seem to relent, wrapping a hand around the tanned woman’s rear and pressing her bosom against Saegjarn’s own. She felt like she was lacking a moment, but suddenly her own breasts bounced forward to create a docking experience unlike anything she’d ever experienced. Tits swelled and swelled, her nipples erect and rubbing against Gunnthra’s own as their size quickly overcome the ice princess’ own. 
Laegjarn was left stunned when Gunthra finally pulled away and reached for a headpiece on the table. “The truth is, Princess Laegjarn, I invited you and your sister to the beach so that I might confess. I was hoping that we might be able to bring our kingdoms together… so that we might be together.” Blush tickled her cheeks as she bestowed Laegjarn’s usual headpiece upon her head, two red flowers on either side.
“Princess Gunnthra...” Needless to say, the princess of flame didn’t know how to react to such a bold proclamation. It was more political than she was making it out to be, surely. “Admittedly, Laevatein and Ylgr are exploring the island for the day. Perhaps if you came back to my room we could… explore your proposition.” And surely they’d explore much more. Never had she laid with a woman, but she had many men. It was generally an empty affair.
But perhaps Gunnthra, perhaps those feelings… Perhaps they deserved her full attention.
