VERY WRONG MELUSINES
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“Is my Master stupid, or what?”
BB had been becoming increasingly annoyed over the past few months at the sight of a certain Servant interacting with her Master, Ritsuka Fujimaru, though it had become increasingly worse in the past couple of weeks. She really hated watching other people flirt with the objects of her affection to begin with, and that was what she had been forced to tolerate the sight of. But what made it even worse was the fact that Ritsuka was completely, one hundred percent oblivious to it – even though the one flirting had dialed it up to a million.

“Melusine… You’re very sly, but there’s no way our stupid Master is going to notice you unless you state your feelings plainly.” It was in fact that tiny fairy girl from the sixth Lostbelt that had been getting on BB’s nerves. She was agitated, but she also felt a little pity for the girl who appeared to be doing everything she could to earn her Master’s attention. That didn’t mean that she was rooting for her, she wasn’t going to try and make it easier, but…
“Actually, maybe I can help in my own way~!”

…That was never a good sign.

Hours later, Ritsuka Fujimaru wasn’t doing anything exceptional with her free time. Sundays were designated as her rest days provided nothing went awry with the discovery of a Singularity, Lostbelt, or anything in between. Fortunately nothing had come up, and so after spending a few hours with Melusine she had retired to the cafeteria for a snack. Despite being mid-afternoon the room was barely occupied, with only a couple of Servants in the corner of the room – so Ritsuka took her burger and ate it in the most distant one.
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Normally she’d try to sit and talk with the others while eating, but honestly? She felt a little tired. Melusine had asked her to hang out pretty much every day in the past week and that had been escalating for a while now. Despite BB’s own assumptions on the matter, Ritsuka had noticed the Lancer’s feelings. But she had decided long ago that she would remain indifferent to any Servant’s feelings for her.
Because there were plenty that had taken interest in her.

One day Chaldea will entirely have served its purpose and she would be separated from all of the Servants. It was just better that she didn’t engage in a romantic relationship with any of them. “She sure likes to push things to the limit though, haha…” Melusine was cute. She was so clingy and earnest that it was hard to not want to dote on her. But Ritsuka couldn’t bring herself to do anything more than that. The thought did make her heart race a little though. No, a lot? “Wait…”

Why was her heart beating that fast? Of course her heart rate had a tendency to skyrocket in certain situations (most of which involved Servants and near death experiences) but she was just trying to eat a burger in the cafeteria? “Hopefully this isn’t a new health problem…” One time she came down with a mild fever and da Vinci wouldn’t let her leave her room for almost three full days. She wanted to avoid that if at all possible!

Ritsuka stood up and stepped away from her chair so that she could do a quick breathing exercise. She didn’t think her increased heart rate was the product of anxiety – if anything she was anxious because of her heart rate – but in cases like these it was always better to be safe than sorry. So she closed her eyes and inhaled, exhaled, and then inhaled and exhaled a few more times. Gradually she could feel her heartbeat returning to normal. Phew, it was nothing! She couldn’t have been any happier about that.
That said, by the time she opened her eyes again she had started to scratch at the back of her right hand with the fingers on her left. There wasn’t anything technically inherently strange about this, and since it was a natural reaction to itchiness she didn’t initially think much of it. “Wait, isn’t that where my Command Seal… is…?” Fingers were moved and she raised her hand to examine the red Command Seal in question. “Huh?” She was ultimately left dumbfounded by the sight of her Command Seal not because of its shape or design.

But because of its color. The crimson she knew it to have was gone, and instead it had a soft yellow color that almost couldn’t be seen against her skin. Bringing it closer to her eyes she realized something else. It wasn’t a tattoo. It had been itching because a very thin layer of fur had sprouted from it. That was what had caused the difference in color. It had started solely with her Command Seal, but she began to feel it not only elsewhere but everywhere.

That itchiness.

“H-Hold up a second!” She cried out, watching this strange fur grow up her arms, across her legs, and beneath her clothing. She could even feel it growing on her face! Rolling up her sleeves in a panic, Ritsuka quickly became aware that the yellow on the back of her hand wasn’t the color that all of this fur would be though. It was a gradient. Yellow near her hands and feet, gradually becoming a reddit pink closer to her shoulders and hips. This pink grew across her back and ass, as well as the top half of her face. But her chest, belly, and lower half of her face? This fur was white.

The woman stared with bewilderment at her arm, watching starry circles of white fur appear seemingly at random across the colored regions, and two white circles ultimately replaced her eyebrows. “I’m… furry…? Why am I furry?” What could be perceived was one thing, but what couldn’t was another. Still clothed, her breasts and pelvis were all hidden. So it couldn’t be seen that her loins and nipples were completely absorbed by this fur. Genitalia naturally still existed beneath the fur, but her nipples? Those were gone.
Common sense would have and did suggest calling out for help. She hadn’t been alone in the cafeteria last she’d checked, but… “Where did they go!?” Looking to the opposite corner she couldn’t see the Servants that had been there! They were actually there, but they were so small that they were hidden by the table they had been sitting at. A fate that awaited Ritsuka as well… just not yet.
Before that fate befell her, she had to weather some changes that altered the proportions of her body. The arms and hands she’d been staring at proved to be a good demonstration of this. Her fuzzy forearms looked and felt heavy. Everything below her elbows swelled up, forearms almost tripling in thickness while her hands bloated similarly. Ritsuka’s fingers merged together aside from her thumbs, the plush white undersides of her hands taking on a singular glove-like shape so that wrists were completely swallowed by their mass. “I-I mean these hands are cute, but…”

They certainly weren’t human.

Ritsuka’s hands soon found themselves in good company thanks to her feet. What trended beneath her knees came about in a very similar pattern. Her shins and the surrounding flesh bloated, soon doubling in girth compared to her thighs. But ankles and feet weren’t spared from this bloat, and much like her fingers all of her toes merged together before crunching closer to her heels – heels that were rendered snow white and entirely flat on their bottoms.
The woman had problems standing up and found her feet lifting out of her boots, giving her a good look at what had happened. “Even my feet!?” The Master’s voice cracked, jumping a number of octaves – but there were relevant changes as to why that was. Beneath her orange hair, which had inexplicably paled slightly in its orange while retaining its style, her face had been yanked forward.

Leading that yank was her nose, which had actually flattened. Flat, soft, and now black and wet, it almost resembled… “A snout!?” Like on an animal? But that was in fact that had transpired. Her mouth’s shape had been reshaped with a sharper angle, lips now thin and black like you might find on many mammals. Yet was Ritsuka becoming a mammal? While she didn’t realize this yet her lungs had been changed so that she could breathe underwater.

She furrowed her brow, mitt hands brought up to pap her new snout in disbelief. Only to instead find herself patting just above her forehead. Pressure had built on either side and a pair of horns had erupted, curling slightly in the same pink, orange, and white as the rest of her fuzz. Though the white patches were flower shaped – shapes that emerged in place of her usual black irises. 

“I’m a— N-No, that couldn’t be right, could it?” How did she even have an inkling about what she was becoming? She felt rather certain of it in fact, but it still didn’t make sense. After all, it shared a name with— “WHA!?” That thought was cut short because she was about to join the others in the room in the vertical sense. So you could say that her thoughts weren’t the only things being cut short.

The fuzzy Master’s height caved in on itself incredibly quickly. From an outside perspective it was almost as if she had just been swallowed by her clothes, head and arms disappearing into her jacket as her skirt hid her legs. Forget inches, she had lost numerous feet off her height, and the curves of her breasts, ass, and hips had been lost in the process. By the time she managed to pull herself up and out of her piles of clothes, her 3’10” body was comparable in size and shape to a human child.
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Covered head to toe with soft and thin, pinkish-red fur, the tiny critter that had been and still technically was Ritsuka Fujimaru pattered about on stubby feet now that she had been freed from her clothes. Not that this new body of hers had anything to hide. While she sported the general proportions of a young girl, if she had nipples or genitalia they were hidden well. “Why did this happen? I’m… I’m a Melusine?”

It was strange. Why did she know what the name of what she had become? Why did her new race share a name with the Lancer Servant who was a dragon; Melusine? With her mitt-like hands and rhinophores-like horns she didn’t look much like a dragon. Almost like a fawn and a sea slug had both had their DNA injected into her body. What was she supposed to do? Casting her gaze into the corner of the room though, she came to another realization.

The Servants that had been eating there had also been shrunk down and changed into Melusines as well.
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“Uh… That wasn’t supposed to happen?” Meanwhile, BB was glaring at the computer monitor in her room that had hacked into the security cameras of the cafeteria. She had meant to transform Ritsuka using her powers, but not into that cute little creature! She had just thought that it might be funny to turn her Master into a carbon copy of the Lancer that was flirting with her to ‘help her understand her heart’, but evidently the wires had gotten crossed at some point in the spellcasting process.

The parameters were correct in the spell itself, so the only possibility was something that she couldn’t have accounted for. The keyword for the outcome: Melusine. She had assumed that the fairy that served Chaldea was the sole being with such a name, but evidently the spell had pulled a creature from another world with the same title. “I guess it doesn’t matter! I can just change her ba— Wait.”
BB hadn’t noticed initially, but as the camera turned to the opposing corner there were more of them where two Servants had just been sitting. And much like her Master, those Melusines bore a striking resemblance to their points of origin. The spell was only supposed to affect Ritsuka though? Didn’t that mean that there was the risk of…

Her heart began to beat really fast.

“…Crap!”

The Mooncancer shot up from her computer. Should she go find help? Technically that would have been the wisest option, but not only was it probably too late but her pride got in the way of that solution. Besides, she with her heartbeat steadying she was immediately struck with her worst nightmare… the sight of her supple tits fading away. “AHHHH!”

It was a scream that likely would have shattered glass had any been nearby but that was just how much BB treasured her curves. She was pawing at the front of her white leotard in despair, feeling the heft of her bosom leave her while the latex sagged loosely around them. Before long? What remained were A-cups at best – and a looseness around her ass confirmed the worst case.

“MY ASS TOOOOOOO!?”

And her thighs.

“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” Her own transformation was happening so quickly that she couldn’t even mourn one loss before another took its place. Case in point? The pitch of her voice gradually rose as BB? Well, she quickly shrunk. Visually it seemed as if someone had struck her with a shrink ray, though her loss wasn’t at all proportional; meaning she didn’t retain her present figure. Arms and legs were about as long as her torso when all was said and done. Her body, around 3’11”, was short and stubby like a child’s. Even her face bore a youthfulness that surpassed even Kazuradrop’s.
Most of her clothing had been shed, but her leotard still loosely hid the essentials. “I can’t believe this! Where did my plan go wrong!?” Her voice was so squeaky that it almost sounded wrong for her to be shouting like that, not that the ex-Servant cared at all. And she very much wasn’t a Servant any longer. Her Saint Graph had been ripped from her core. She stomped in place, not that any amount of stomping could fix things. Actually, it instead made her aware of further physical changes that were affecting her feet and her hands.

Since her intended form was the same as Ritsuka’s it made sense that most of her transformation would be the same. That said it was clearly happening in a different order. First her size and now her limbs. Forearms and shin both bloated with hands and feet merging into plush, thick mockeries of what they had once been. They looked incredibly bizarre without having grown their fur first.
This was equally true of her face. “Ghh…” The sensation of her maw being pulled forward interrupted her vocal tirade, jaw pulled into the same snout that Ritsuka had – naturally inheriting the same wet, black nose and curled horns that peeked out from BB’s bangs. Her eyes bore a droopier look than they had prior though, not helped by their bigger sizes. Though this did make it obvious that her irises had pinkened and white flower shapes had been fashioned from her pupils.

“Fine, do your worst!” Her depression eventually caved and rebellion burned in her breast, so the girl cried out a challenge to the magic transforming her. To be fair? This cry didn’t actually affect anything but it did make her feel better. For about half a second. An itchiness washed over her from head to toe, but much to her dismay? Her oven mitt-shaped hands lacked claws or anything she could scratch with.

She could only watch as a gradient of fur coated her entirely, but unlike Ritsuka? Her fur was ocean blue near the hands and feet, fading to a paler blue. Otherwise the pattern was the same even on her now fuzzy horns. Because she was so small it was also clear that her long hair would be a problem so the magic ‘tidied it up’, cutting it at her shoulders.
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“No, no, no! I shouldn’t have egged it on!” The blue Melusine continued to chirp in her higher voice, patting down her soft and naked body for any signs of her previously beautiful figure. But that wasn’t all BB was searching for. Her magic! Her power! It had all been sapped away, this new body of hers evidently incapable of wielding the same power it had before. “I-I won’t be able to undo anything like this!” Forget changing herself back, she wouldn’t be able to revert her Master back into a human!
Short as she was, it was difficult to even climb up onto her computer chair. She stared at her swollen, paw-like hands for a moment – thinking very hard about how she could properly wield the computer mouse or even type on a keyboard when her hands were basically huge oven mitts. “What am I supposed to doooooooo!?” She had to lean forward to even reach the desk, and in doing so?

BB slipped, falling both cutely and clumsily onto her plush bottom. “Ow…” It had been such a pain in the ass to get up there the first time, and now she’d have to do it again? No, she’d have to do it every time she wanted to climb onto a human-sized chair for the rest of her life unless this was reversed. “No, no, someone needs to still be able…”

She eventually made it back up onto the chair and found a way to gently change the camera on the screen, although it had taken ten minutes for her to reach that point again. “No… Nope… Nada… Crap…” It didn’t matter which camera she switched to in Chaldea, there were only very confused Melusines on the screen. Not a single human to be seen! But how had her spell transformed everyone within Chaldea? What BB didn’t realize was that she was missing the bigger picture though. It wasn’t just Chaldea she had turned into Melusines.
It was the entire world.
