SUMMON SUMMER
COMMISSION STORY
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[image: image13.emf]
To say that the crew of the Grandcypher was bummed out would have been an understatement.
Every year for the past who knows how long, they had spent some of their summers on the island of Auguste. It was an island with a beautiful beach resort on an open sea – which became much more miraculous when you considered this sea-containing island was hoisted his in the sky like every other landmass in the Skydom. Because it was their usual spot, they had naturally been excited to attend this year as well.

At least until they had received the heart-rending news that the resort was closed this year. Evidently the many, many situations that had arisen on those beaches had finally taken their toll, and this year it needed to be closed for some much needed repairs and renovations. It truly was a tragic turn of events, but not one that they couldn’t overcome.

They just had to think of somewhere else to vacation, right? How hard could it be, really? As it turned out… somewhat difficult. There weren’t exactly a ton of islands with beaches out there, but Lyria did end up with one idea. “Um… I know it’s a lake, but what about the forests of Lumacie?” It wasn’t the best idea, and the group was quick to vocalize this. The humid forest wasn’t the best place to relax, and who knew what lurked in that adjoined lake.
And yet, despite the lack of an agreement from the Grandcypher’s two captains? The soon found themselves there, nonetheless.
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“Wait, how on…?” One moment Gran had been standing within the captain’s chambers of the Grandcypher discussing vacation plans with his sister and Lyria, and the next? He was sitting above an inland portion of a crystal clear lake, his butt rooted firmly on a winding tree branch that rose from the water below. “Uh…” How was he supposed to get down without getting wet, exactly?

How had he gotten there? Why? They were clearly on Lumacie, so had Lyria’s idea somehow caught the attention of something much more powerful than themselves? Gran knew full well that in being the Singularities, Djeeta and himself often pulled unwanted attention. This could have very well been one of those situations. “But how am I going to get down~? ♫ Are the others here~? ♫”
He sat in stunned silence no sooner than he had uttered these questions. Because he hadn’t really uttered them at all. He had sung them. “Wait why am I singing~!? ♫” He couldn’t bring himself to stop either, no matter how much he tried to speak without a melodic undertone. He continued to attempt to get out something, anything without at least humming, yet he couldn’t seem to manage in the end.
But little did he know that this was the least of his worries. As Gran sang, after all, an irreversible change had begun to sweep across his complexion. One that saw his paled flesh inch away from this color and towards a tan that may or may not have been the product of extended time in the sunlight. The only indication that this might have been the case was the thin lines of white that ran across his chest, pelvis, and around shoulder and hips. Almost as if he’d been wearing a bikini at some point. Or at least women’s underwear.

And this still, hardly, was the least of his worries. “Huh!? What the lalala~!? ♫” There had been a change noticeable enough that even Gran had become aware of it and cried out, yet mid-sentence he found himself struggling to even get the words out. The melodic sound he made instead was like a song, but also not one using normal, mortal words. It was something else. Something ephemeral.

Although what had prompted him to cry out in the first place had been related to his body, specifically his physique. He had caught it. The fact that his point of view was dipping while sitting on the exposed root. It had been a little difficult to note at first, but the looseness of his hoodie and pants, not to mention with shrunken feet his boots fell into the water below, it became more obvious. “I’m getting smaller~!? ♫” Fortunately it wasn’t too excessive, but a four inch loss was still enough to be concerning, particularly when he didn’t know why it was happening.
Were he close enough to the water below to see his reflection, mind you, he might have caught on before it was too late. Unfortunately for him that wasn’t the case, and so he couldn’t perceive how his facial features were softening. Swollen lips were the highlight, nestled between two rounded cheeks of exceptional squishiness that were soft without being pudgy. All the while his nose had shrunk, and his eyes? Well, not only did they grow wider and rounder, but lashes had lengthened and his brows had thinned.

There was little point in denying what was obvious. That he bore the fact of a pretty young woman. One with mossy green eyes it seemed, for the color of Gran’s irises were soon overcome with this different color. But it was hardly a mere change in visage that only affected his face. It was inevitable that the phenomenon would come for everything else in the meantime. 
And it didn’t take long to claim what was the most important. “Lalala~!? ♫ My—!?” Hands immediately jolted down to the front of Gran’s pants after a strange pulling sensation and a chill up their spine radiated, but she was soon shocked to find that there was no bulge there whatsoever. Maybe this was unsurprising seeing as how a slit had been forged in its place, one decorated with hair that was uncharacteristically green.
‘I’m a girl!?’ is what she had wanted to cry out, but instead? “LALALALALAAAA~!? ♫” Forget merely singing, by this juncture she could no longer even muster the words of a proper language. She could simply lalala, and the more she did? The harder it became to even think in her native language. At the same time, her shock and anxiety about the situation had begun to lift, making way for a more optimistic cheer that saw her feet begin to swing back and forth slightly over the edge of the root.

While this energy built, her flesh turned more curvaceous. Her waistline pinched in to give off the impression that her hips were wider, but in turn those hips did widen in slight themselves. It almost seemed to be a necessity, for a plumpness beset her thighs and ass so that they were incredibly tender in appearance. The peach shape of her new rear even lifted her slightly higher on the root.

Though her posture also changed so that she began to lean forward – undoubtedly because a weight had begun to build upon her chest. The skin that was left relatively pale when compared to the tan she had otherwise surged forth, nipples likewise swelling in size as a pair of perky, C-cup breasts emerged beneath her sweater. “Lalala~? ♫” Caught up in her own changes now, the woman seemed more perplexed about her outfit than her own body.

The green that decorated Gran’s pubes re-emerged, this time fanning through short, brown locks until they were completely painted in its leafy color. But that wasn’t all, for her hair in turn fanned out behind her, cascading all of the way down to her bottom as it all fanned out into the actual shapes of foliage. By the time it had finished growing, the quality of her locks was somewhere between hair and leaf, and her head resembled a cornucopia of shrubbery.
And this was to say nothing of the tail that emerged from above her ass, if it could even be called that. It wasn’t an appendage made of flesh and blood, after all, but instead of bark and wood. Almost resembling the root she was perched on. 

Lost in simplified thoughts, her cheerier persona suggested a total assimilation into her new life. This was something that was supported as one very, very high note seemingly saw her men’s clothing burst into hundreds of tatters that fell into the water, revealing a swimsuit beneath them that held her features perfectly.
[image: image2.emf]“Lalala~! ♫” Still perched upon the raised root, the new sprite smiled cheerfully as she watched the monsters of the forest gather at the sound of her singing voice. Such was the power that a Mandrake’s vocal chords held, and inspired by human customs she was presently done up in a blue bikini. She couldn’t remember much about her past life, her thoughts much simpler and more cheerful than they had ever been, but did it really matter in the end?

She was happy. That happiness inspired her to sing even more, not questioning her situation for even a second as feet kicked up and down while her tanned rear remained plopped on the root below. “Lalalalaaa~! ♫” And she would continue to sing well into the night. And the next day. And the next. Spreading cheer to the creatures of the forest, for they were her light and love.
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The sudden and unprompted change of scenery was just as surprising for Djeeta as it had been for her brother, yet at the same time her mind wandered along towards a similar explanation. They were the Singularities, it was just simply true that these sorts of things were going to happen to them from time to time. Unlike her brother, however? She wasn’t all that close to the lake. She found herself alongside the river just a short walk away, wondering where her companions were at that.
“Gran!? Lyria!?” Since they had been in the room with her at the time, she wanted to assume they must have been nearby. And they were, but not within enough of an earshot that they could readily hear her as she called. And she called. And called. Trekking through the soil as she did so. Yet the more she did it? “YAAAAAAAWN! Why do I feel so… sleepy?” It wouldn’t have struck her as so strange if he hadn’t hit her so suddenly. She had absolutely gotten a full night’s sleep that night!

Yet it had limited her movement to the point where she had stopped walking and calling for her friends altogether.

Djeeta hadn’t noticed it, but something had appeared on the top of her head. Or perhaps it was better to say it had grown out of her head? It was an orange mushroom that had begun so tiny in size that it was hardly noticeable. And yet as the woman became more and more fatigued? That mushroom grew in size. Before long it was as big as her head, with tinier, blue mushrooms beginning to extend from it.

The weight was significant and had slowed the captain’s steps, yet the woman herself? With her eyes so heavy, she didn’t really appear to think much of it. Rather, she was having difficulty when it came to thinking much at all. “Hmm…?” She really, really wanted to sleep. That was all her head was full of so quickly. Thoughts of slumber.

Yet, not only did the mushroom atop her head continue to grow, but an opposing phenomenon had begun to afflict her body. Inch by inch, height was peeled from her frame until she was physically around the height of 4’10”. This was very substantial when it came to a change in stature, and left her dress and boots to dangle off of her. Well, in the latter case? She casually kicked the boots off so that bare feet could trudge through the cool soil. 

The malfunction of her dress, however, became much more severe over the next few moments. Despite losing a great deal of height, her figure had remained intact. But that wasn’t a guarantee, and that was shown as the cups of her dress soon emptied. Perky breasts, in the end, only amounted to a cup size that could be described as ‘blooming’ at best, though her clothes continued to hide them.

“YAAAAAAWN!” The next she yawned, Djeeta did so with a voice that was much higher and softer than its usual sound. As she exhaled it even appeared to narrow her hips, with her thighs and rump becoming thinner all the while. She appeared increasingly younger, until she was roughly around Lyria’s age. If her figure didn’t make that obvious, then the newfound roundness of her face likely should have.
By this point in the transformation, the mushroom upon the girl’s head was enormous. It was almost as big as her body, with a series of smaller shrooms growing off of it. Yet it didn’t appear to destabilize her posture, even as she took tiny, sleepy steps. It was only a matter of time before she passed out now.

But before she could, her hair needed to change. It was not destined to remain short and blonde, and before long it all began to spill out from beneath the mushroom. It fell down to her hips, by which juncture a violet-blue color had both teased her roots and tips, before meeting in the middle. With one final “YAAAAAAAWN!” her pink dress seemed to evaporate, leaving her in swimwear as well.
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The fact that this young looking, mushroom-headed beauty was clad in a swimsuit was not all that surprising. After all, the forest’s ruler had decided that the creatures should spend the hot days near the water – and learning from humans, she had decided that their swimwear was the most efficient way of doing so. That was why this Sleepyhead, a mere monster, was showing so much skin as she sat her tush down on the dirt alongside the river and place her feet in the water.

Her original self hadn’t been afforded much of an opportunity to resist in the end, what with how intense the fatigue that had beset her had come on, but it didn’t really matter any longer. She wouldn’t be able to think about such things any longer. Eat, sleep, survive. Her mental state had been boiled down to something so simple with an emphasis on instincts over free will.

At the very least, she could hear the soothing melody of a Mandrake in the distance as she finally and completely nodded off.

[image: image5.emf]“Graaaaan!? Djeetaaaaa!?” Of the three, Lyria was the most concerned about the fact that she had suddenly been separated from the rest. While she could call upon the powers of the Primals if need be, she wasn’t exactly geared towards defending herself should any of the nearby monsters wish to attack her. Fortunately Lumacie was filled with fairy-like monsters that didn’t necessarily attack unless threatened.

Not to mention that the island was under the protection of Yggdrasil, a Primal Beast that had not only supported Lyria, but had joined them on their journey. That said… “Is it Yggdrasil’s doing?” This question had two meanings. The first and most important was that she wondered if the great tree had summoned them to the isle… yet had she not been aboard the ship? The other? Well…

Was Yggdrasil the reason all of the monsters alongside the lake were in swimsuits?

She had seemed fairly fascinated with the summer festivities every year, and the Primal Beast was something of an enigma. She really couldn’t discount the chance. But it wasn’t something she was able to properly explore, at least not before she felt it. Her bond with the Primal Beast of this island, with Yggdrasil. She had never felt it quite this strong before.

“…!?” Lyria had meant to ask what was going on, but instead of the human tongue? All that escaped her lips was a sound similar to the chiming of a bell. It was a familiar sound, and one she had heard plenty. After all, it was the very same ‘language’ that Yggdrasil herself wielded. The girl attempted to speak several more times through a human tongue, but each attempt ended in failure. There was only chiming.
It had distracted her long enough for change to begun to take root in her appearance. Perhaps a little too literally, for the ahoge that always stood high atop her head had hardened and rose, turning green and gaining small leaves as it became a stem. From the base of this stem, two larger leaves fanned out to the side, and the base of the stem took on a pink color.

It was a pink that very quickly seeped into the girl’s hair and spread like wildfire, quickly transforming her from the Girl in Blue to the Girl in Pink. Even the blue in her eyes waned, a pretty and supernatural amber taking root in its stead. From the sides of her head, even changes to her ears could be observed. For they had begun to pull out several inches into points that were not typical of Lyria nor humans in general. But these weren’t the pointed ears of a Draph nor Harvin, either.

 “…!! ….!?” Try as she might, her ability to speak did not improve. Panic that had once grown, however, appeared to begin to even out. Why did she feel so strangely at peace? Even as pink bangs fell across her eyes and she took notice of them, she didn’t really appear to feel that affected by it. For better or worse, something about what was happening to her felt right.
She chimed again the moment her balance was compromised. Lyria didn’t fall, for she caught herself by throwing her hands out to the sides. But the cause of this imbalance was quite plain even from her own perspective. After all, her point of view had gradually been growing greater. Her limbs and torso were lengthening, and in turn she quickly grew up to about 5’4”. This lifted the skirt of her dress to show off her panties, but by this juncture?

If you were to look at her face, you wouldn’t see a young girl any longer. Her facial features were fuller, more mature, and undeniably that of a young adult. Big lips and raised cheeks certainly sent this message home. If you needed any further proof that she had become older, mind you? Well, Lyria’s body was happy to oblige.

Because now that it was taller, it had opted to grow fuller as well. Her skirt was already problematic in how it sat high on her hips, but that problem only worsened by those hips widening themselves. It left the waistband of her panties walking a delicate line, and that line was towed further by the expansion that saw her ass and thighs alike swell until they were practically three times thicker than they had been before. Her panties were wedged right up her butt crack, forcing her to chime uncomfortably, but fortunately the band of the undergarments held on for dear life.

While farther north, it became clear that it was lucky Lyria was not typically big enough to wear a bra. It would have been a lot more uncomfortable when her breasts blossomed as they did, had she worn one anyways. It didn’t take long for a practically definition-free bosom to bloat with a jiggle into a pair of D-cups. But they were big enough that they were ultimately left bare, for they grew around the cut of her dress so that it was stuffed into her cleavage. 

Not this was a problem for long, for with another chime the woman summoned a power that saw those clothes transform. In the end she was in a bikini with a red bottom and a leafy top, a translucent robe cast around her waist.
Enticed by the water, the woman of long, pink hair waded through it towards a tree branch that extended itself from beneath the clear pool, where she eventually laid across it on her tummy. Pleased, yet another bell-like sound called forth from her mouth – and it was the new Primal Beast expressing her pleasure with such a relaxing setting. Yggdrasil was much more intelligent than a mere Mandrake or Sleepyhead, but nonetheless she remained just as oblivious to what had happened to her as the rest.

[image: image6.emf]“…! ♫” Hearing the pleasant cheer of a Mandrake’s song off in the distance, utterly unaware of the fact that it had once been her captain, the lazy Primal contributed the chime of her own voice to the melody. Her beautiful forest remained undisturbed, and her plan to have all of her children dress up in swimwear had been a success. The creatures of the forest certainly seemed to enjoy it? But the season had been unseasonably hot, so it was for the best, really.

While laying on that branch, Yggdrasil began to nod off. It was a beautiful, relaxing day. And as she was about to pass out? A thought did cross her mind. That, perhaps, she was forgetting something. That perhaps something about this situation was wrong. And yet by the time she had truly fallen asleep?

She had forgotten that this thought had even crossed her mind.
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