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Djeeta wasn’t exactly unaccustomed to situations like these, but it was still difficult to get her bearings in the early stages.
From what she could remember, she had been exploring some ruins alongside Narmaya and Tweyen. Perhaps that amount of strength had been unwarranted for how weak the monsters there had been, but when it came to uncharted territory it was always better to be safe rather than sorry. Who knew if something more dangerous might lurk in the depths? Her crew had never suffered a loss, and she was cautious about ever having to let them experience that pain.

And things actually had gone awry, but not because of a monster. Djeeta had found a weapon locked away in the depths. A long spear with an axe-like edge colored in black and dark crimson – one that she had been cautioned against touching nonchalantly by the other two women. It had proven to be a point of fallacy though, and before she realized it…
She was standing in an unfamiliar room. No, perhaps it was better to call it a cavern? It was hollowed out and there were the bare minimum signs that someone was living there: an uncomfortable looking futon, scraps of eaten food, and cleaning supplies like soap and shampoo. But most surprising was the presence of something familiar. “Is that… the spear?”

The very same one she had touched that had apparently transported her in the first place. But that simply reminded her of something. “Narmaya!? Tweyen!? Are you here?” Her voice echoed throughout the tiny cave, but no response came. Of course it didn’t. That would be too easy.
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The cave, at the very least, possessed an exit. It seemed to lead into a series of tunnels, but she could sense a breeze wafting through. When you explore islands to the extent that the Grandypher’s captain did then you tended to pick up little tricks of the trade like that. “The issue is where do those tunnels lead? Am I even on the same island?” She honestly didn’t have the foggiest idea where or when she had ended up, considering the places and times she had been teleported to in the past.
Seeing no other option, she moved towards the cavern exit. But before she took the final step through? She stopped and looked over her shoulder almost instinctively. Right at the giant spear. “What…? I shouldn’t take that with me, that thing is the whole reason I ended up here in the first place!” But… it was tempting. Too tempting, almost like it had some sway over her free will that made it less, well, free.
Djeeta couldn’t stop herself. She turned around and began to walk towards the spear slowly, a single bead of sweat rolling down the side of her face with the pupils in her eyes quivering. The young woman couldn’t stop herself as she reached out towards it once she stood right before the weapon. She was scared, but deep down she was also excited. She didn’t know what was going to happen – she just knew that it would happen the moment she seized that weapon for herself.

And she did.

Hands wrapped around the pole and grabbed it tightly with one hand, before she pulled it off the wall and held it beside her. Then, Djeeta’s will returned. “Huh!? Why did I…?” Common sense would have suggested letting go of the spear, but for some reason she couldn’t seem to unravel her fingers from around it. “Come on, just… drop… it!” It was urgent. She could tell it was urgent. Because something was happening; something was flowing into her. In a way it felt similar to the feeling she had felt when she’d been transported here in the first place.

Many mental attempts were made in the end, but Djeeta just quite simply could not bring herself to let go of what she now assumed was some sort of cursed weapon. Despite how hefty it looked, and how certain she’d been that she would not have been able to lift it, there was also the question of how she’d managed to pick it up so effortlessly in the first place. Had the spear merely been lighter than she had assumed? No… with its metals, it must have been quite hefty. So was it the work of some other force?
As much as she would have liked to stand around all day as she dwelled upon this riddle, something pointedly drew her attention away from it. A migraine that somehow plagued both sides of her head simultaneously, accompanied by a pressure that felt as if it might pull her skull clean open. “Ow…! OW!” With Djeeta’s one hand bound to the spear, it was up to the free hand to feel the sides of her head where this pressure was most apparent. 

What she discovered would have elicited a much stronger reaction if not for the building pain that accompanied it, but such was the reality of things. “What are… these? Bumps…?” The young woman was forced to grunt and groan, eyes squinting from the pain just before the pressure finally climaxed – with the sudden extension of a pair of growths from where the bumps had been. Her hand immediately reached up to grab them, and from this their true nature became exposed. “H-Horns?”

The best she could do was feel them, and to the touch they were long, and had a series of horizontal grooves. But what she couldn’t see was how menacing they appeared with their black and crimson color. At the very least, the latter of those colors soon found itself not only in her eyes, but in a pair of glowing, crimson tattoos beneath either eye; gifting Djeeta the beginnings of something very eerie.
“Why did I grow horns? Like a Draph!? Or like… something else?” Something deep down told her that the latter was true. But, then again, her own body soon made that obvious as a ripping noise tore through the back of her dress. “Ah!?” Looking over her shoulder (while doing the best to shoulder the weight of her new horns), she was surprised to see a tail whipping about at her rear. Black and pointed, it appeared to be clad in pieces of metal armor. If her horns were like a Draph’s then it wouldn’t have made any sense now, because Draphs didn’t have tails!
It looked rather demonic, but then again so did her horns. But there was something else lingering now. These growths somehow made her feel powerful, and that was resonating with Djeeta on an undeniably instinctual level. “Why do I… Woah!?” If not for the spear she was holding being planted firmly on the ground, the young woman likely would have toppled over, for all of a sudden her balance gave out in her legs.
Her knees buckled and quivered, but the captain did manage to correct her posture before it worsened. The cause? She almost didn’t want to believe that such a thing was possible, but… “Did I just grow taller?” Her point of view seemed to be higher by a few inches at least, but when it came to her arms and torso, they hadn’t lengthened at all. Even so, the brown leather boots that once sat at her thighs now rested at her knees. “HOLY-!?”

No sooner than she found her stability again did she almost topple once more, for lengthened legs buckled in towards each other in tandem with the feel – and sound – of the sides of her skirt blowing out. Her hips had just so suddenly and severed widened that her resting posture had shifted at the cost of her clothes. Even her panty strap snapped clean off, leaving them to flutter to the cavern floor below. “EH!?”

There was no way this was really happening, right? Her hips were like, super wide! And not only that, but the tattered sides of her skirt had begun to stretch even wider because her thighs were expanding. Her free hand reached down to rub one of them, and she could feel the skin tightening around fat and muscle alike as it all expanded to the point that each thigh was thicker than her head. And yet, even so, the humongous gap between her legs had only been partially filled.
“W-Wait, what are those!?” It was then that Djeeta noticed them, a pair of a crimson lights hovering just before the feet of her boots. Without warning they flew into her, and her toes were bound within a pair of black, metallic heels with crimson highlights that immediately eviscerated the leather boots she had been wearing. Her legs hardly remained bare for long though, because black and crimson slithered up them from the heels, hardening into a pair of leather pants with red highlights  and feathers that were absurdly bizarre in their construction.
After all, her hips were left entirely exposed. Not to mention— “EEP!?” The fit in the back was incredibly tight, not at all helped by the fact that her ass was inflating in real time. Those cheeks grew to utterly massive proportions, each and every step bouncing with even the tap of her heels. Still, the peaks of the skintight pants she had now been fitted with showed off ample ass cleavage, while also revealing she still wasn’t wearing underwear.

From the waist down, Djeeta took the form of an absolute bombshell. But from the waist up? She was plain and appeared a little stouter than the former area appeared. Given some time, these inconsistencies did iron themselves out – but it became a less and less distracting affair for the captain herself. After all, she was already growing skeptical about the nature of her own reactions. Why do I find this so shocking? I’m getting stronger, is that really something to be surprised about? I-I mean it is, but…
Djeeta’s arms had begun to grow longer in the meantime, separating her shoulder-length, leather gloves from the sleeves of her dress ever so slightly, all while fingers within those gloves pushed the tips forward. This was only a momentary inconvenience however, for red lights appeared before her hands just as the had her feet, and before long the merged with her arms to skin them bare of cloth, instead creating gauntlets to match her boots that likewise adorned her arms in black latex.

“This really makes me feel so strong, but I don’t get it. Why does it feel so… so… damn good?” The girl’s voice occasionally swapped between her usual pitch and something a little deeper now that change had come for her torso – and it hardly left any stone unturned in that department. Or any tit un-inflated, one might more fittingly say. 

The already surprisingly low neckline of Djeeta’s dress, or at least what remained of it, lowered even further for it was incapable of properly containing the weight of the bosom with in. There was nothing natural about the growth of her tits, for they flopped around incessantly thanks to globs of fate that bled into them in stages. While the captain was far too pure to typically debate ever doing such a thing, she found herself weighing the heft of one with her free hand. It feels good.
Yet, while arousing, she was utterly barren when it came to a desire to do anything with that arousal. This was part of a greater mental change where she found her emotions and reactions dulling. Not even her EE tits did much to elicit surprise from her, nor the appearance of another red orb before her chest that stripped away her dress’ remnants in favor of a skimpy, bottomless leotard top with her breasts exposed everywhere except the sides, which were wrapped in black and red – even sporting a feathered, crimson collar and a flowing, white cap that overlapped her tail.

“Hmph.” The changes that remained were fairly minor in compared to everything that came before, what with several inches seeing her torso crawl higher – which in turn made the thin arch of her waistline even more enticingly lean. Otherwise, a blue swept through every hair upon her body. From the stubble above her pussy where she had now shaved, to her eyebrows, to…

Well, the hair atop her head. This hair did lengthen though, and dramatically so. Like snakes wriggling in pain it all slid down her back, fanning out around her ass and stopping just above her ankles. This hair was now incredibly thick, and was styled in a high ponytail overtop the bulk of it.
One final change came about as every single crimson marking on her body, clothes included, came to light up. An unprecedented strength flowed into her body, the woman groaning while her facial features contorted to reflect an older beauty with a narrowed design and plump, kissable lips. What was more shocking was the fact that the very tone of her skin was diluted, healthy pale waning in favor of a smoky gray that added to the overall impression that Djeeta was no longer fully human.
[image: image2.emf]The woman, as attractive as could be and painted in the colors of evil, let a sigh escape her lips that could have brought down the entire cavern had she the desire to do so. A world that had once appeared unfamiliar to her now had context: these were her quarters for the time being, as she awaited the next she was expected to intervene within the Phantom Field. 
She was the dark aspect of Mai Natsume. Dark Mai, as she so opted to refer to herself as. But that wasn’t who she had been a minute ago, was it? “Not that it matters. So long as I can fight powerful opponents and kill who I want.” There was no one present for the woman to bother putting on a show for, but she gave an intimidating swing of her spear, nonetheless. The weapon felt restless in her hand, surely in tune with the mood of its wielder.

Whether she had come from another world or was even the real Dark Mai in the first place – she didn’t appear to care much. Now her mind was merely focused on the concept of violence. She was itching for a fight, and yet since because she was on standby she had no means of fighting anyone. “Unless…”

Her memories of before the past ten minutes were a little groggy, but hadn’t there been two others with her? Two very, very powerful women. The thought of fighting them as she was now only served to increase her bloodlust, for Mai began to wonder something very particular. “Were they brought into this world as well? Within the Phantom Field, maybe?”

If so, she could seek them out and fight them. Regardless of whatever past relationship she supposedly had with them, it would clearly be to the death. It was just a matter of tracking them down, because something assured her that they had come along into this space with her. That would certainly make for a fun way to pass the time. With a “Hmph” and a sadistic smile, she passed into the tunnels. 

There was a Cauldron hidden within the depths, and she would use it to access the Phantom Field once more.
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