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“I probably shouldn’t be here, but…”
War brought nothing but ruin. It wasn’t like Lysithea von Ordelia hadn’t known that beforehand, but seeing it firsthand really drove the point home. Especially when she had been there when it had been destroyed in the first place. Garreg Mach, the monastery and school that she called home. Not long ago, the Adrestian Empire had attacked it under the orders of its new reigning emperor, and someone she had considered a friend, Edelgard von Hresvelg.

The monastery had fallen in a single night. The forces of the Church that had been stationed there hadn’t been prepared for the attack and while the empire eventually left, they had still taken Archbishop Rhea hostage after scarring the buildings she had come to know over the past year or so. Perhaps even worse, the teacher that she held dear had up and disappeared amidst the chaos. She’d respected Byleth Eisner a great deal, and so for him to just be gone… It had been a pretty terribly blow.

Weeks had passed since the empire had finally evacuated. It was enough time for the risk of Adrestian patrols checking to be minimal, and so Lysithea had snuck onto the ruined campus while dressed in her old uniform out of respect. She felt directionless, and she didn’t really understand much of anything about what had led to the monastery’s destruction. What had driven Edelgard to such lengths?

Considering her hair color and how similar it was to her own, she’d perhaps developed a theory. But there was no way for her to confirm it now. If she was right, then the young mage wasn’t sure how to feel about it. Maybe it would have stung a little less, but she had yet to swallow the weight of the costs. The people who had died in that battle on both sides weren’t evil, at least as she saw it. It was just a tragic loss of life all around. 
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“As I expected, no one else is here…” The factions affiliated with House Ordelia had sent scouts several times over the past few days, and on his occasion Lysithea had gone out on her own despite the risks. She was a powerful mage despite her age, if she did end up in a fight she knew that she could hold her own. But that didn’t really seem like that would be the case. The hallowed halls were all but vacant.

She had visited her dorm first. The school section clearly hadn’t suffered as much damage as the outer walls. Had Edelgard given them the orders to leave it untouched? She couldn’t be sure if that woman in crimson carried herself with that kind of nostalgia, but she also couldn’t rule it out entirely. The classrooms were undamaged as well, but Rhea had clearly stationed her troops in them based on the mess left behind. 

The mage continued on. The cafeteria had clearly been abandoned in a hurry. What hadn’t been picked clean by thieves after the monastery’s fall had spoiled, and any food that had been cooked at the time had gone the same way. Still, there wasn’t much structural damage. If anyone ever wanted to rebuild the school section, she took comfort in knowing that it wouldn’t be that much work to do so. 
Eventually, she found herself in the monastery’s gardens. It wasn’t a location she had visited overly often in the past, but she also hadn’t steered clear of it. She spent most of her time there during the fishing contests that had been held since the pond was nearby. “Well… I suppose things could have been worse here…” The state of this garden wasn’t the worst, but it also wasn’t the best. 

Most of it was still intact. The walls were all there, but parts of them had caved in and crushed some of the flowers below. A waste of life, but not all hope was lost. Lysithea didn’t fancy herself to be especially strong, but some of the rubble wasn’t especially big or heavy. She could move it. And so she did, taking the time to clean up what she could. “Maybe I should have asked someone to come with me after all…” But she hadn’t done so. It was too heavy of a visit, and she didn’t have many people she trusted enough to be okay with them seeing her vulnerable like that.

“Phew.” When she had finished doing what she could, the girl wiped the sweat from her brow and looked around. There were some flowers that probably would have to be regrown, but the damage to the plant life wasn’t as bad as she’d expected. If anything, once she’d cleaned up she noticed a flower that she hadn’t even realized had been there before. “How did I not see that?” It was a bright blue. So bright that it was practically glowing.
Lysithea’s personality got the better of her and she drew closer to it out of curiosity, eventually reaching down to touch it. “I wonder which species this is…?” And yet? The moment that she came into contact with one of its petals, the surrounding garden was suddenly engulfed in blue flames. This fire didn’t burn anything; the flowers and trees weren’t in danger. But there was no heat, and the girl herself didn’t seem to react to it. Could she really not see them?
The blue of those flames wasn’t even reflected in her eyes. It was as if they simply weren’t there, at least to the mage, but they also weren’t literally burning the flowers. So then, why? What was the point of flickering flames that the sole living being in the garden couldn’t see? “I’ve really never seen anything like it before, but it’s… so pretty.” No. Maybe that wasn’t really the case. Maybe she could have perceived them if she wanted to, but something was wrong. She was speaking dryly, as if she was in some sort of trance.
If more evidence was necessary that she might not have been in her right mind, then you only had to direct your attention to her scalp for further evidence. Something was beginning to peek out from her hairline. Well, two things. Two black bumps positioned towards the backs of the sides of her head, neither of which appeared to be soft in appearance at all. They resembled horns – or the beginnings of them at least – but the mage didn’t seem to bat an eyelash at their appearance.
She simply continued to marvel at the flower in front of her. “Blue…” Like my dearest professor… Well, before their hair had turned all green. That said, the subject of hair changing color was becoming surprisingly relevant to Lysithea’s own situation. Her natural hair color wasn’t white in the first place; her natural color had been lost to the experiments performed by Those Who Slither in the Dark. And yet, her natural color hadn’t been black either, and that was the color that the strands around these growing horns were darkening to.
Make no mistake, the horns hadn’t stopped at mere nubs. They were inching longer, with the black keratin that composed them gradually pointing itself forward at the sides of her head. Their sizes were almost like an indicator of sorts, speaking to how much of the girl’s body had become corrupted by the blue flames that flickered around her. It had only taken thirty or so seconds for all of her hair to darken, but it was also more than that. This hair grew longer, thicker, and blue highlights ended up shining amidst its lowest layer. The weight of it all probably should have tipped her off and yet didn’t utter a word that she had realized.

“I shouldn’t, and yet…” When she had first crouched down to touch the flower, she’d had no intention of displacing it. It had been the only sample that she could see of its species, and so it would have made sense to preserve it so that more could grow. But something about Lysithea’s perspective on the matter changed, and she ended up breaking the flower’s stem so that she could stand. Doing so just felt… right. But this was something she had been unknowingly expected to do by the transformation she had begun to undergo.

After all, what was about to unfold would have been even more jarring if she’d remained crouched. “Perhaps I could give this sample to my dearest professor! Haaah…” The girl’s voice sounded deeper. Too deep for a girl of her age and height, but it was also coming across as increasingly sensual? Like she was close to moaning or something like that. She smiled a twisted smile, eyes wide as if to make it obvious that the pink of her eyes were darkening to purple. Her breaths became labored and unsettling, and yet despite all that was happening to her?
Byleth! Byleth! Byleth! That was all she found herself thinking about.

None of these adjustments had demanded a change in her posture, however. The reason standing would have been more comfortable made itself clearer soon, once her lengthened hair reached behind her knees… before pulling itself up higher again. That was actually incorrect in a sense. Her hair wasn’t losing height; the scalp that it grew from was actually higher than it had been before. Something that couldn’t have been accomplished unless she was…

Growing. That was exactly what was happening. Lysithea liked to blame the experimentation that she had suffered for it, but she was shorter than most girls her age at 4’10”. A large part of her had always wished to experience a growth spurt, but she probably hadn’t expected that if she ever did have one, that it would happen quite the way it was in that moment, at that blistering speed. Her limbs and spine elongated rapidly, immediately causing notable issues with the uniform that she was wearing.

“Hm?” It was notable enough that she actually appeared to notice that something was different, but it would have been exceptionally difficult to ignore with her arms pushing out of her sleeves, her tights pulling down and off her waist, and even her shoes beginning to feel far too tight. “This won’t do, will it?” That was easy to say, but did she even properly comprehend her situation? Her undergarments were slipping because her hips flared out, and broadened shoulders meant that her sleeves would eventually tear. It was like she was a prisoner that had somehow cast a spell to outgrow her own cell of clothing. It would reach a point where the flesh could no longer be contained.
This became even more obvious when you considered the likelihood that Lysithea wasn’t simply become a taller, broader version of herself. The change in her hair and eye colors had already suggested as much, but while she grew taller and taller? Her facial features shifted away from the palette of the girl she had been, and she ended up looking significantly older in the process. 

The sharpness of her gaze was a good example of this, as her gaze narrowed in the corner while its intensity grew. Looking down at an outfit on her person that was being outgrown, it almost seemed as if her gaze was piercing right through her uniform. A tongue that was slightly longer than normal stuck out from between a pair of thicker, plumper lips to moisten them with a sensual lick, whereas her nose grew slightly longer upon a face that was all the more angular thanks to shifting cheek bones and a sharpened jaw. 

She looked like an entirely different woman; one that couldn’t be any younger than thirty.

“Something will need to be done about these clothes. I can’t have my dear professor seeing me like this, can I? And yet…” She licked her lips again, evidently unaware that the lengths of her new horns were creeping up along the sides of her face and were beginning to curve in towards her nose. No, maybe it wasn’t that she didn’t realize. Maybe she just didn’t care – else her reaction to her growth spurt to a staggering 5’9” probably would have been more dramatic than it was accepting. Her twisted expression seemingly suggested the opposite. That she knew what was happening.
And that she anticipated it. “There we go. Maybe after this, I’ll be able to address that little problem.” She had to finish filling out before she could deal with her attire, and her violet eyes went wide with awe at the sight of that process beginning to unfold. Lysithea probably could have made it easier for her bosom to expand within the folds of her uniform by unbuttoning the jacket and the button-up blouse within, but she didn’t bother. 

The surge of weight that built within her chest came on so quickly that the sheer force of it took care of all the hard work for her. Petite A-cups burgeoned out in shape and size as the fat poured in, forcing the buttons of the jacket and the blouse to come undone so that a pair of D-cup breasts could spill out with a bounce. Puffier nipples were covered by the sides of her shirt at first, but her breasts didn’t stop there. They continued to grow larger, fuller, more sensitive – until finally she could no longer resist their siren call. Her fingers sunk into them playfully, and she even twerked her own nipples to stimulate herself.

“No, no. I need to save this for the right person… Now isn’t the time.” That ‘right’ person was Byleth, of course, and this was a crazy statement to make either way. Her transformation was making her hornier, but that horniness still wasn’t as strong as her obsession – not even as her ass and thighs fattened to compliment what had become a pair of surprisingly perky G-cup tits. That ass tore through her panties, its heart-shape full and grabbable, with thighs so plush that they’d serve as an excellent lap pillow. Her tights were pulled down even farther, but her skirt was flipped up at the sides so that her pussy, and a thick bush of black hair, were clearly visible.
If I ever need to pretend to be an older sister or motherly type, this body will work perfectly.

The final change to her physical body, just as her horns finally grew to completion, was an entirely new appendage. Lysithea herself evidently didn’t seem to think much of it, but a long, black tail pushed out from the base of her tailbone. It was leathery in its dark color and extended about six feet, more resembling a whip with a spade for its tip, accessorized with gold. “…There.” Realizing that her body’s transformation had finished, blue flames flickered from the woman’s eyes before her entire body was engulfed.

The teenaged-sized school uniform was the only thing that burned under these flames, rendering her butt naked in a matter of seconds. But the blue flames brightened, moved closer to her skin, and then solidified into an entirely different outfit. A flowing, white gown made with lace and bows, its skirt stained with black decals and blue cloth was the centerpiece, teasing her cleavage but not showing her tits outright. Her feet now fit snugly into matching heels, and a white sunhat sat atop her head with two black flowers resting on its brim. …Upon which she soon added the blue flower she had been holding.  Her left hand was covered with a white glove, while the right? A black, armored glove with blue claws that appeared… intimidating.
And just like that, all of the flames disappeared as they were snuffed out by a single breath from the woman that had stood in their center. “Hmm~! It seems that I’ve undergone some changes!” The woman’s voice oozed confidence as her intimidating-looking tail flicked from side-to-side behind her as if threatening to sever one of the nearby plants. Fortunately, whether she was doing it subconsciously or not, she seemed to avoid doing so.

[image: image2.emf]In a way, she was a little bemused by it all. “The Dahlia, hm? I suppose a title like that makes sense. After all, I’m yet another flower that has been cultivated within this garden~!” While The Dahlia was a title that she identified with now, there was also a name: Constance. She didn’t identify with ‘Lysithea’, even if she hadn’t forgotten those roots. She just simply didn’t care.

How could she bring herself to? She was taller, powerful, sexier; and she knew exactly what she wanted. “Given this power… burning that puny empire from existence should be no issue, right?” Thinking about what the Adrestian Empire had taken from her… that was all she wanted to do. But she wasn’t so naïve anymore as to blame a single faction, either. “And anyone in the church that might have led to this, for that matter.” Her flames were strong enough. It didn’t matter who the enemy was, she could rightfully burn them away.
“But should I do that before or after finding my dear teacher?” Because that was clearly her main priority based on how obsessive she had gradually become throughout her transformation. Getting revenge could only be accomplished once she found him, and whether doing so took two days or five years, Constance would wait for that moment. In the meantime, there was no harm in using her abilities to uncover more information about the war and its origins, right?

After all, if she was going to hold everyone accountable, she had to make sure she had a correct list of names. Adrestia, the Church, and surely there were conspirers in the other factions as well. If she had to plunge the entire continent into a sea of blue flames…

Well, Constance would not hesitate to do so.
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