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New patch season was upon us!
Well, these days it felt like it was always new patch season – especially when it came to the Hoyoverse gacha games. Back in the day, Genshin Impact was their most popular game and the only other one being regularly updated aside from the less popular (at least in the West) Honkai Impact 3rd. Things definitely felt more manageable back then. One new update every month or so wasn’t that much of a commitment in the long run.

But these days? Things were a little different. Hoyoverse alone had added two other games to their repertoire in both Honkai Star Rail and Zenless Zone Zero, and that didn’t even include the multitude of other games released by other developers that followed similar models. If felt like there was a new game with a new patch, new characters, and new story content at least every couple of weeks these days! And as an adult, I sometimes struggled to keep up.
It was the beginning of January in the year 2025. The new year was among us, but that didn’t really matter to me. After all, Genshin Impact version 5.3 was finally among us. It promised a conclusion to the Natlan storyline that had been ongoing since the previous summer, and while I wasn’t exactly invested in this story compared to prior regions? I was invested in rolling the two new characters, Mavuika and Citlali.

Moreso the latter than the former. I basically waged all of my Primogems to roll Citlali, or Granny Itztli, who quickly became the standout Natlan character to me after all of her story appearances. Despite her title, she was a youthful looking woman with a penchant for slouching off, but she could also be stern and noisy when crossed by those younger rapscallions! 
“Come on, come oooooon!” And things had been looking really dicey when it came to bringing her home, even though I had been saving for several patches by this time. I was down to my last ten roll. Had I saved enough to guarantee I’d lose my 50/50 and roll another 5 star? I was so flustered that I couldn’t remember as I pressed the button to roll my final ten roll. A light on the screen shot across the sky! It turned gold! And—

“H-Huh!? Was I dreaming!?” I shot up in bed with a start, but several things struck me simultaneously. One was that I didn’t feel like I had just woken up. The other? That I wasn’t even in my own room! Wait, could this even qualify as a room? As I stood up, I had clearly been laying on a bed. One I was a little too big for, and one that was covered by numerous pillows. There was also a bookshelf filled to the brim, a small table… 

Well, the furniture wasn’t what had me questioning things. It was the room itself. It seemed more like a cave, like it had been hollowed out of a cliff and had a window and door carved into it. “Wait. Isn’t this Citlali’s home? From her character trailers?” In preparation for rolling for her, I’d rewatched them several times. But being able to identify where I was didn’t explain the how nor why. “Maybe I’m dreaming now?”
But none of the questions that I had would matter before long.

In fact, I was unknowingly already under some rather unusual effects. As my eyes traced the surroundings in this unfamiliar room all the more closely, they brightened and brightened until they reflected an extremely vivid blue. On the other hand? My short, dark hair lightened towards a very light pastel pink. My skin might have even changed color too, but I was already so pale that it had been harder to notice. What wouldn’t have been as hard to notice would have been that all of my dark body hair was practically evaporating, leaving me shaved aside from the mess of now pink pubes above my dick.

“This is such a pain though!” I wasn’t typically the kind of guy to lash out. Quite the contrary, in fact. Yet in that moment a complaint had left my lips effortlessly. Even I found it strange, but not for the reason that had already stated. “Huh? It is a pain, but is that what I should be worrying about right now?” Realistically, I should have been worrying about how I’d ended up there or why. Not lament about how annoying it was.

What wasn’t annoying was how light I suddenly felt. “Huh?” I glanced down. I was by no means a thin person and had quite a bit of weight on my body. Or I was supposed to… Right? Part of me definitely seemed to think so, because I found myself patting at my stomach with a confusion look on my face. It was flattening? No, it was flat. Was my stomach supposed to be flat? Duh! I at least stay in shape! While I’d acknowledged by stomach, it wasn’t just my stomach. My arms, legs, face – they’d all thinned until there wasn’t an ounce of excess weight on my body.
And there was about to be even less of it. Though in that case it was more related to the weight of my bones.

The only way that could be accomplished was if there were less of my bones in the first place. “Eep!?” My voice cracked sharply as I cried out, hands reaching out to the sides to grab onto something as I was claimed by the sensation of what I believed to be falling at the time. It was only after a moment of standing there with such a silly pose that it finally occurred to me that this wasn’t the case. I was still standing; my feet hadn’t left the ground.
Yet I had dropped. I had bordered the six foot mark in terms of stature before. But I’d nearly an entire foot and had been rendered a mere 5’0” instead. This had all of the ramifications that you might have expected from such a situation. My hands and feet had grown quite dainty, my clothing was of such a great size that my pants and underwear had fallen off (thankfully I was still covered by a giant shirt), and I ended up looking a little more youthful. Though, still like an adult.

“I’m… short?” That seemed to be the case, and I was discounting the fact that my voice now sounded so shrill. But all it took was a few more seconds for something to click into place. “Huh? I’ve always been this height! Not that I like it, though.” I sounded so combative, so certain, about it being impossible that it could have ever been any other way. And while I worked through this? My Adam’s apple smoothed away.

I clicked my tongue with agitation. Doing so felt a little awkward because my tongue had shrunken, but much of my face in general had fallen victim to that trend. My nose collapsed into a button shape and my eyebrows had thinned. Yet certain parts of it had grown in ways that sought to bring out newfound femininity as well. Longer eyelashes fluttered around bigger, brighter eyes, my cheeks were fuller, and my lips filled in until they were twice as flush. This left me looking even more like a woman.

Pastel purple paint appearing on my forehead and under my eyes contributed to the idea that I was becoming someone from a much different culture, though.

My blue eyes were bright, but blue was at least a normal eye color. The same couldn’t be said about the pink of my short hair, and that impression only grew as this hair, well… it did the same. It grew. It thickened on top and snaked past my shoulders where it began to darken to a bluish purple. The tips stopped just above my butt but had a straight cut that wasn’t reflected in bangs that fluffily framed by face – and even had layered ‘vents’ near their tops.
Another irate click of my tongue. “Something’s bothering me though. Like something isn’t right. No one stole from my house, did they? Or is it that I’m forgetting something?” Try as I might, I just couldn’t tell – and that was by design. I was already too proverbial ‘lost in the sauce’, so much so that the tugging inward of my waistline and the flaring of my hips didn’t catch my attention.

That became a trend in the final phase, as my increasingly feminine body took its final steps into womanhood. Take my flat chest, for example? B-cups. All it took was a matter of seconds for them to flare out into puffy B-cup tits with cute little nipples. They weren’t huge by any means, but considering I was so short they stood out quite a bit comparatively.

The rest focused on my lower body. My thighs and ass fattened, taking a plusher quality that only a woman would proportionately possess naturally. Those widened hips allowed my thighs to flourish, and at most I batted a single eyelash as my sex was irreversibly switched to female. My manhood disappeared, leaving me with pink pussy lips between my legs instead.

Before I could react further, it seemed I was due for my own clothing change. My oversized shirt tightened against my body as the fibers darkened to a dark purple that bordered black. It eventually became a leotard with vertical grooves that exposed my arms, legs, and back almost in their entirety. Purple, pink, and blue fabric formed something akin to a miniskirt around my waist, my heels were raised by black sandals with a fishnet-adjacent thigh wrap, I gained a colored neck ornament, and two circular hair ornaments with feathered trails seeming hovered over where my hair now parted in the back.
Even my nails had been painted a light purple!
It’s my favorite color, so duh.
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“Ugh. I still feel like I’m forgetting something! Did I hit my head? No. I’m not stupid enough to do that.” It was nearly impossible to still my sharp tongue once I got going, but for a woman of my age what would a reasonable person really expect? I’d lived for roughly 200 years now! You’d have a bad attitude too if you deal with all of the crap that I had to. Always being bothered by the people of my tribe. Everyone wanted to bother me, Citlali. Granny Itztli was a little too popular!
I wasn’t done huffing. “Well, whatever! If I forgot, then it probably wasn’t even important in the first place, right? Besides, it looks like rain outside. Which means…” Despite how much hot air I’d rightfully been spewing, I still skipped over to my bookshelf to peruse the titles present. Not to brag, but I had every light novel sold by the Yae Publishing House in Inazuma!

Before long, I’d plucked a novel off the shelf with slender fingers and slipped over to my bed. I just had to reorganize my pillows, open a bottle of alcohol and grab a bag of sweets and— “Perfect! I am not going anywhere today!” Book in hand, I jumped into bed and laid on my stomach. I deserved a break, and since my memories were still bothering me?

I’d just bury my problems in reading until I inevitably forgot about them!

Joseph was beginning to grow worried. It had been a few weeks since he’d last heard from his friend, Axel. And it had seemingly been at the worst of times! His friend had been telling him about how he’d been about to try to roll for Citlali, but he never found out if the guy actually rolled her or not. But, being long distance friends, there was only so much he could do. There hadn’t been any signs that he’d died, so that was good at least.

Looking for a distraction that day, the man pulled up his own copy of Genshin Impact. It was finally the start of the second half of version 5.3, which meant that the Lantern Rite event was finally up and running. “And this means I’m finally going to buy the new Hu Tao costume…” A new Liyue character received a paid costume every Lantern Rite, and this year it was the fan favorite Hu Tao, the director of the Wangsheng Funeral Parlor.
And with a purchase screen now open—

“What the—!?” His computer disappeared. No, it wasn’t that. His surroundings had changed in their entirety. The chair he’d been sitting on was now a bed with dark satin sheets, while an otherwise dimly lit – and unfamiliar – bedroom was illuminated by a setting sun outside of a round window. “Where am I!?” He was certainly confused, but he was technically closer to his missing friend than he realized. Even if she was across the continent from where he was now.
But much like his friend, Joseph hadn’t been drawn into this place for a touch of sightseeing. Even though he vaguely recognized the architecture. It was clearly Chinese, right? Or an older style, at least. Kind of like— “Liyue?” Wait, was this Liyue? The China inspired nation within the game he had just been playing. The buildings nearby were too tall to get a proper scope of where he was through the window, however.

Regardless of his location, what had begun to happen to his body was certainly a much direr concern – or at least it would have been had he noticed properly. Much like Axel several months prior, the recognition he expressed towards his body’s changes almost felt selective, like he was subconsciously being steered away from at least recognizing what the outcome would be. Early on, he didn’t recognize much in the first place.

Not that the man could be blamed for this. Seldom did one look down at their own body in a critical way, at least with enough intent to notice, say, all of his body hair gradually shaving away? It left his arms and legs completely smooth along with his chest, stomach, and armpits. But this wasn’t even the most dramatic change to happen to his skin. Its olive pigmentation was lightening, any semblance of color to it sapped away until it was pale with a vaguely yellowish undertone.

“Aiya! This is a— Aiya? Why did I say that?” It definitely wasn’t a normal thing to say. He’d often heard Chinese characters depicted in anime say it, maybe? Although, his use of it was much more fitting than he had realized. His skin’s tone changing was part of it, but you could really see it in his face. Its structural design was subtle shifting into some unrecognizable, giving him a profile that seemed to differ in both gender and race.

The former could be observed in just how round and soft said face became.  There was a fullness that emerged in some areas like plumping lips, while a shrinking nose and narrowing jaw stood contrast to that. Joseph’s eyes stood out more than anything else, however. Not only did they become larger, but his eyelids pinched in the corners and became monolid rather than hooded. It made him look more Asian, specifically Chinese. And lengthening lashes only made him seem more like a young woman in appearance.
“Wait, is something wrong here!? I feel… kinda bouncy, actually!” His energy levels really had risen, and he was expressing that energy in an overly casual and bubbly way that betrayed Joseph’s usual vernacular. Like Axel, he was on the cusp of noticing – yet he simply just didn’t. Almost as if it represented this possession? His irises came ablaze with crimson while black pupils inverted to white and stretched into a floral shape. “WAH!? What in the name of Morax!?”

That saying struck him as odder than anything. Morax? There was a problem with using his name in such a way, right? You’d think it was because Morax had been the Archon of Liyue and wasn’t a real person that he would have drawn on for such a saying, and yet. “Aiya! Morax passed away! I shouldn’t use his name in vain!” Was that really the issue there? No, but it had definitely distracted him.

Enough to yank his attention from why he’d cried out in the first place. It had been a sharp and sudden decline. His height, that is. He was typically so tall, standing at nearly six feet. But he’d dropped so substantially over such a short period of time that he’d more or less been swallowed by clothes that either fell off of him or had become incredibly baggy to wear. 

This declination had affected much more than his height alone, however. Aside from dropping all of the way down to 5’1”, his waistline had narrowed, and his hands and feet had been rendered much daintier to boot. Small fingers subconsciously rolled up long sleeves that had overtaken them, while tinier toes wiggled within socks for a moment before kicking them off. Paired with his cuter face?

She looked a little younger, like she was around twenty or so.

A change of sex had been lost in all of the hustle and bustle of her height’s decline. Her dick and balls had been made short work of, and her new slit existed between her thighs as if it had always been there. “Why do I feel so weird? Is it because of Lantern Rite? No… That’s not real, is it? Huh!? It’s totally real!” This back and forth with herself certain felt odd, but it was essentially a side effect of how her mind was trying to adapt to her new body.

Her short, dark hair was now, well, less so on both fronts. Strands lightened to a chestnut brown one by one, though the process proceeded at such a pace that it almost resembled a fire spreading through dry brush. This brown slithered and fell, her locks sliding well past her shoulders and eventually slapping against the backs of her ankles when all was said and done. Her pubes inherited the same color, but her bush was nearly shaved away entirely short of some neatly arranged fuzz.

It was what happened around these pubes that felt more notable. Weight. Fat lined her shorter legs and smaller ass, seeing skin tightened around this flesh that bulged in a much more feminine way. Even her thighs swung a couple of inches wider. Yet, while these thighs were relatively thick compared to her shorter height and her butt had bubbled nicely? The femininity that rose upon her chest was average at best. With sensitive nipples swollen to thrice their original size, what was once flat beneath her shirt jiggled into a pair of B-cup mounds. They were pretty hard to see with how oversized her shirt was.

[image: image2.emf]Or they were at first, at least. With the young woman standing there relatively stunned, it didn’t strike her that her garments were changing now. Pants that had fallen to her ankles tightened as they rose to her thighs, becoming a pair of translucent, black thigh highs that gripped into the meat of her legs. Her shirt parted into several segments: a red skirt beneath a China top made with white cloth. It had long, cuffed sleeves that left her shoulders bare, with a red cape affixed to her neck. She had red and white shoes, as well as a matching flat cap with a pair of red-tinted glassed resting on her forehead. This was all only possible because her long hair had been tied into loops in the back. Or at least the length that hadn’t become twintails had been.
“Aiya! I must have lost track of time getting ready for the festival! The sun has almost set entirely!” Not that Hu Tao minded the dark of night! In fact, she reveled in it considering her ties to death and ghosts alike. But it was a problem because the Lantern Rite fireworks show would begin soon, and she had promised Zhongli that she would attend with him and some of his other friends. How funny that a man like him had so many friends!

She couldn’t fault herself for losing track of time, though! The elegant outfit that she was now adorned with wasn’t her usual attire at all, but instead a dress gifted to her by Xiangling. As it was her first time wearing it, she’d taken special care to make sure everything was put on properly and that there weren’t any wrinkles or the like. “Well! It naturally suits me. That Xiangling definitely had a good eye. I hardly even realized she was paying that much attention to my wardrobe!”

Considering she was always wearing her funeral parlor uniform, not even her friends ever saw her dressed in anything else. So why not make this event all the more special? With a warm smile, she adjusted her hat and glasses with small hands. “There we go! And just in time! The moon is out, and so shall I be~!” But she really had to hurry if she was going to find Zhongli in time.

And so she skipped out her front door with nary a care in the world.
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