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“When did I purchase this? No… It must be the result of some sort of mix-up.”
The Saber class Servant, Senji Muramasa, was surprised when he opened the fridge of his private quarters. The contents were more or less what he had expected to find for the most part. Sake and ingredients for various Japanese-style dishes that he’d prepare at his own leisure. That was all expected, and yet there was something within that he hadn’t expected to see at all. A bottle of some sort of white substance.

Well, okay, it wasn’t that mysterious. It was clearly a bottle of milk. Cow’s milk based on the cute, cartoon graphic on the front. But while this might have been a standard ingredient in the fridges of many Servants? That wasn’t the case for this swordsmith. He didn’t utilize it in any of his recipes. But there was at least a way for it to get there. 

Da Vinci took money from the Servants to have their own fridges stocked with whatever they asked for, and she provided the delivery and stocking herself. She must have just placed the bottle that was meant for someone else into his own order. “Still, that doesn’t explain every strange thing that has ended up in my room recently.” He eyed a book on his bedside table. 

A colorful fairy tale book done up with extravagant drawings. That item had ended up in his room a few days prior, which would have made it around December 28th? It was the 31st now, New Year’s Eve, albeit in the morning of that special day. Chaldea was abuzz with Servants looking to make and prepare for whatever plans they had in the evening, but this old man in a young man’s body wasn’t planning on doing any such thing. “I guess I should return this.” 
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With a sigh, Muramasa picked the milk bottle out of the fridge and closed the door. It wasn’t a very long walk to the pantry that Da Vinci operated out of, even though she probably wouldn’t be in to take it. And so, he started off on this very short journey, beginning with the main hall. It was just oddly quiet about, he noted. Even though he could have sworn he’d heard other Servants making a New Year’s ruckus just moments ago, there was nary a peep.
“Not even the usual suspects?” Well, he was too old to care too much about that. There was a subsect of Servants that were a little too into New Year’s. They called themselves the Divine Generals and their numbers had been growing every year. Strangely, if rumors were to be believed? There weren’t even any records on Chaldea’s part regarding summoning them. They had just kind of appeared, but all of the staff had accepted them as if they’d been summoned normally.

The man had thought on this as he neared his journey’s end, but ultimately ended up on the same point he’d been on before. He was too old to care, and it really wasn’t his problem. As a Servant who had been summoned on New Year’s himself, he didn’t really have any particular attachment to the holiday. 

DING!
A bell chimed when he eventually passed through the door to the pantry, but there wasn’t much fanfare otherwise. Either Da Vinci was still out taking the orders to other Servants, or she had left the pantry for the day to attend to her many other duties. In either case, the pantry counter was completely unattended. “Hello?” Muramasa did call out on the off chance that she perhaps had a part timer working, though ultimately, he didn’t receive a reply.
Being the old man at heart that he was, he lingered there awkwardly for a moment with that bottle of milk in his hand. He was debating whether or not he should just leave it on the counter. If he didn’t care at all then he would have just done so without a second thought, but he was a little too hung up on the freshness of the milk. If no one came back and it soured, then it would have been a waste. But he couldn’t see an easily accessible refrigeration area either.

“Maybe if I just leave it here for now and come back to check on it in an hour?” Da Vinci could come back, or maybe the person who had been shorted their milk would come by and pick it up? Then again, that also opened it up to potentially being stolen, didn’t it? It really was a conundrum. Of course, this was all assuming Da Vinci had made a mistake. Which she hadn’t.

Because Da Vinci hadn’t been the one to leave him that milk in the first place. It came from the same source as the mysterious storybook he’d received.

With unfortunately no better options in his mind, he finally made the decision to leave the bottle of milk on the counter. In a worst case scenario, he could just reimburse the original buyer if something happened to it. And so, now he could get on with his day! Or that had been the plan at least. But it was New Year’s Eve, and he was alone. It was finally time for the source of that milk to make it clear why it had been given to him in the first place.
He stopped short of leaving after placing the milk bottle on the counter, because Muramasa was overcome by a strange feeling. It was like something was bubbling up from deep within. His expression was one of confusion and concern all of suddenly, namely because he couldn’t figure out just what it was. An impulse? An urge? But to do what? But then it finally happened outside of his control. “Moohoohoo!”

The old man was utterly flabbergasted by the sound that had just left his lips. “HAH!?” Was it the sound of a cow? But then what was the hoohoo portion at the end supposed to mean!? He had a million questions about it, and no way of receiving any meaningful answers. But he didn’t really need them, anyways. At least not with what was about to happen to him. 

“Hm?” Rather than receive any information that could help quell his confusion, the man was left baffled further by an overwhelming feeling of weakness that suddenly spread across his body. It wasn’t like his Servant strength was being sapped away or anything like that, it was more like the physical strength beneath that was diminishing. He looked over at his uncovered right arm. “Moo!?” Er, no, that wasn’t what he meant to blurt out in surprise with!
But he very much was surprised! He was watching the defined muscles of his arms fading and smoothing away at an alarming rate. Before long, both arms didn’t have any defined strength whatsoever and were utterly lanky. No, it wasn’t just his arms, as he soon realized by looking down. He felt weaker because he was. All of his muscle had left him, leaving him far lankier.
“Why am I so… so…? Erm…?” So what? What had just been bothering him? It had been so defined in his mind, only for it to just disappear. And he couldn’t think of what had even been wrong in the first place! It didn’t really matter what it was ultimately anyways, because he wasn’t exactly presented with much time to linger on it before something just as alarming would have pulled his attention away.
Part of the reason for his feeling so weak was that even though his muscle mass had degraded, his body had otherwise remained at the same height and general size. But no longer. Bones retracted into themselves, and unnecessary skin and flesh was consumed seemingly by the void as his 5’6” height, a fairly normal height for a man of the age Muramasa was possessing took a rather notable dive that left him in dismay. “Wah!?”

The voice that he cried out with took him by just as much shock as the surprise he was expressing it for in the first place. It was very high pitched, but somehow seemed to better fit him with his height so quickly dipping beneath the five foot mark. As Muramasa’s body was condensed, the band around his narrowed right wrist slipped down past a daintier hand, and the sling over his opposing arm eventually did the same so that both arms were left completely bare.

He'd been clocked all the way down to a mere 4’6” before he stopped shrinking. “I-I’m so small! …Right? But… why wouldn’t I be?” It happened again. There had been panic, but then he couldn’t remember why. At least now it was rather cute, largely because he hadn’t merely dropped to a child’s height. He appeared to be significantly younger, and yet still not as young as his height implied. Rather, it was more like the face of a fifteen year old had been pasted onto a very short body.

Her puzzled expression remained as her thighs rubbed gently together. The reason behind the fidgeting of her legs didn’t even connect mentally, but it had been the cause of her changing sex. Her dick and balls had been forcibly replaced by female genitalia, a slit that had a tiny tuft of soft blue hair above it, all hidden by hakama pants that were in danger of sliding off her shorter legs now.
But why hadn’t they fallen off? Of all things, it had actually been courtesy of her hips. “Moohoohoo!?” Muramasa ultimately made that strange sound again, but she vaguely recognized it as a laugh? It didn’t sound as out of place to her ears now as it had before, but actually… Speaking on the girl’s ears? She had become quite short. Even for a girl of her age, it was far too tiny for a human teenager on average. But what if she wasn’t a human?

That appeared to be the way things were trending as not only her ears revealed, but also a pair of small lumps that had pressed up from her skull beneath her red hair. In the former case, the rounded cartilage of those listening devices was being pulled. They fanned out to the sides, but the points from which they were being pulled took sharpened ends. She was ultimately left with a pair of ears that looked more like those of a cow. White fur even sprouted from the outskirts.
“I… Um… Wait, am I forgetting something important? It really feels like I am…” The girl didn’t sound as panicked as she had before, but that was because of the tampering with her mind. The life of a swordsmith felt like the farthest possible thing from the life she’d led in according to her memories, and she could recall being raised as a Draph girl. And the more she believed she had always been a girl? The more like a girl she appeared.

Muramasa’s eyelashes had danced longer, for example. Though they surrounded eyes that lightened to a faded gold instead of their usual color. Her eyebrows had also thinned, and her nose shrank to become as cute as a button. Lips pursed into a pout, plumping out in the way only a young woman’s could as their natural gloss was enhanced. “Hmm…” Her voice really matched her appearance now.

Her increasing femininity was actually growing in other ways, though. In the literal sense, for example? Her red hair had begun to cascade down her shoulders, slithering past her bare, narrowed shoulders and curling out and up once it reached her butt. If this wasn’t enough? New colors seeped into it, lightening it to a pastel blue while the straightened tips held a violet hue.

The weight of this hair masked that culmination of those bumps that had been forming from the Saber’s scalp. They stretched upwards from her skull, with the tips becoming sharp points. They were born of white bone that was hard and smooth – clearly a pair of ivory horns that resembled those of a bovine. Paired with not only her new ears, but also the white, black-spotted tail that slipped out from above her ass… and it was becoming clear why there was now a moo sound in her laughter.
For as much of a girl as she had become, however, she was still relatively scrawny. She’d yet to develop ‘meat’ in any of the meaningful places for a young lady, but signs of it began to emerge within her lower body. Her thighs fattened up quite quickly, their skin pulled tautly around them as it pinked while accommodating their doubled weight. Her hips were pushed wider because of them, but not only because of them. Not when a bubbling ass was just as culpable. She had a nice, perky rear beneath her new tail when all was said and done!

“Whoa!?” But all of that weight down below paled in comparison to what ultimately transpired north of the girl’s slimmed waist. She was naked from the stomach up, and so the sight of her chest becoming puffier was evidently fairly on. She didn’t exactly feel any of the effects of it until the weight increased several times, however. Skin jiggled thanks to the fat that filled those mounds, readily stretching them into a pair of boobs that seemed far too perky considering each one was slightly bigger than her head in the end. She’d almost fallen because of it.

The maiden looked down and let out a little squeak. Her cheeks burned red too. Despite missing everything else, had she realized she’d just grown a pair of gigantic knockers!? “Wh-Why aren’t I fully clothed!?” It was the fact that her breasts were bare in the first place that had shocked her! She tried to cover them up with her hands, but in the end had those hand lifted away… as what remained of Muramasa’s outfit began to glow and shifted in shape, color, and coverage. 

What she was left dressed in fit her much better, even though it was arguably a silly outfit. A white pair of petite shorts and a matching pair of cups coddled her most sensitive regions, but didn’t leave much to the imagination even after a transparent, spotted jacket ultimately hung down to her thighs. This jacket had more opaque sleeves with traditional, loose designs like those of the Divine Generals, but they had hoof ornaments on the ends. There were also cow thigh highs and hoof-shaped sandals on her legs and feet, and a cow-head head left overtop her hair and horns. 
Plus, a cute, big bow before the tuft of black fur at the tip of her new tail!
“Moohoohoo! I feel like I was just hit by a truck…” The young Catura had felt very disoriented, no doubt as a direct result of her horns growing and her memories being displaced and rewritten due to her transformation. She clumsily danced around for a moment, which had the unfortunate, indirect effect of prompting her gigantic breasts (for her height) to bounce around even with the support her outfit provided. It took a moment, but the newest Divine General that had been ‘summoned’ to Chaldea finally managed to restore her posture.
[image: image2.emf]She shook her head, blue hair dancing from side to side as a direct result of the motion. Doing so seemed to help, and the teen found herself in a moment of renewed clarity. “That feels better! But I know what would help even more!” A small, Draph hand reached up onto a counter that she had once looked down upon, grabbing her bottle of milk and twisting the top so that she could take a big gulp. What? She did represent the Year of the Ox!
Catura felt much better after drinking something and turned to the door with the bottle in her hand. She couldn’t remember why she had come to Chaldea’s pantry. Was it because Da Vinci had shorted her a bottle of milk? Much like the others, she had clearly been assimilated into her new role – she believed herself to be a Rider-class Servant of Chaldea just as she believed herself to be a Divine General that had been summoned from the skies of a distant realm!

Should she go back to her room and read one of her favorite fairy tale stories? That did sound like a good idea, but… “I want to pay a visit to my prince, first!” Oh, how her heart fluttered just thinking of this prince! So, who was the lucky guy that had won her affections? It wasn’t even a boy at all, in fact. The Saber-class Servant, Artoria Pendragon, was the Servant that she had heart eyes for. She was just so regal and princely! She’d won Catura’s heart immediately!

“I bet she’s training in the simulation room! I wanna surprise her!”

How Saber would react would be a different story altogether, though.
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