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“Why is my luck so ass!?”
It was honestly a tale as old as time. A new gacha character you want comes out and you throw everything you have at them. It was made a little easier these days because some companies had taken to advertising their characters in advance. Hoyoverse games were particularly good at this, drip-marketing their new characters a patch in advance so that players had something to look forward to – though it worked as a means of giving them a chance to stop and save for an upcoming release.
But there were still a lot of games that weren’t that kind. Especially the ones that were initially released back before Genshin Impact even came out. Unfortunately for me? The Japanese server for Fate / Grand Order was one of those games. Aside from vague teasers and anyone’s best guess, it was almost impossible to assume which Servants they would soon be released at any given moment. It was a great system for moment-to-moment hype, but it wasn’t exactly consumer friendly.

Funnily enough, this particular instance was probably the worst possible time for me to have this particular complaint. I hadn’t been lacking in Quartz at all, namely because it was the game’s tenth anniversary. They’d put on a big show and been very generous with the freebies, giving all players 1,000 Quartz so long as they were caught up on the story. 

This was very generous, and there was no point in denying that at all. But how generous the rolls were from those 1,000 Quartz was a different topic altogether. August was considered by many to be the most dangerous month in the game for every player. It started off with the anniversary banner, which tended to feature an incredibly popular Servant. That by itself was dangerous enough, but then in most cases they featured the summer event later in the same month. Swimsuit-clad Servants were always in high demand, and even if one of the chosen girls wasn’t your favorite, there was always a chance that the right outfit could win you over.
But when you rolled on the anniversary banner? You didn’t really know what was waiting for you during the summer event. They had already confirmed Summer Passionlip as one of the SSRs, and that was tempting enough. But the anniversary Servant this year… It was U-Olga Marie! “I didn’t even want her that bad, and yet…” And yet I had been tempted like a fool! She would have been nice to have, but it wasn’t like I had any emotional attachment to her or anything.
Either way, so what if I’d already burned through over half of what I had been given for the anniversary? I’d already come so far, and if I stopped there then I would have walked away empty-handed! Anyone who had ever gotten a little too into gacha games knew that this was probably the worst mentality to be stuck in, because if your luck didn’t improve then you would just end up farther in the hole. The only boon in this case was that I hadn’t spent any money.

…But it would increase the chances that I’d spend during the summer event since I’d burned through so much of the free currency.

“Wait!” When setting my next ten roll free, rainbow sparks shot off of the glowing orbs that began to spin around the screen. That was a surefire indicator that the item I was rolling was a guaranteed SSR Servant. I didn’t often struggle with FGO’s chances of actually getting a rate-up SSR. It was a fate I had experienced several times over the years, but it didn’t really happen all that much. Was it her? Was it U-Olga Marie? Could my mission have finally reached its end?

Nope. “Uuuuuuuugh.” My groan was a very long one. My heart sank at the sight of a familiar Servant: the Berserker, Louhi. It wasn’t like I disliked her. In fact, she was one of my favorites from the past year or so of releases. But I already had her, and my poor heart couldn’t take the loss. I was so riled up at this point that I didn’t notice something had been off about that roll, though. Louhi’s first two ascensions were of her in her child form. Her summon art should have been the same.

But as I tapped away on my screen? She had actually manifested in her third ascension; the one where she was an adult, harpy woman. I didn’t notice it, but I did notice that something was off when I tapped to dismiss the summoning screen. It didn’t return me to the main gacha page, but instead… began to roll again? “Uh…?” It was fine. I was going to roll again anyways, and yet… nothing came of it? Those lights just kept spinning on the screen. 
“Did the game glitch?” It definitely lingered for too long, but the rainbow sparkles reappeared… indicating it wasn’t completely broken. Was there server lag? “Crap… I can’t even restart it. I don’t want to miss seeing which SSR this is!” I… had unknowingly fallen into a trap. There was no glitch. I was being pranked. Not by the devs, but by something probably far worse. The fact that I didn’t even consider her meddling meant that she had intended for that to be the case, though.

That meddling nekomata.

I didn’t need any special senses to tell that her magic was at play now that I had that possibility in mind. There were always telltale signs. A very vague tingling was one of that, often encompassing the entire body of the one she planned to transform. If you weren’t familiar with her ‘work’, then it was probably a sensation you wouldn’t even notice, but I’d played the role of her victim countless times in the past. Usually, because I was a heavier set guy, she targeted my weight first. That was what I was expecting, and yet…
What I noticed first was an itchiness across my arms. “Oh. This is a new one…” New in terms of order maybe, but I’d definitely experiences this type of itchiness in the past. It usually predicated growing fur, but knowing what it implied didn’t make my self-control any sharper when it came to scratching myself. I crossed both arms so that I could scratch the upper arms of both, slipping my fingers under the sleeves of my T-shirt to do so.
At first, that process went about as well as you’d expect. But that didn’t remain the case. “Huh?” My fingers felt… sharper? No, it wasn’t even all of them. It was more like my thumb, index, and middle fingers all did, while the back two were having a harder time reaching my skin. I could have assumed that my hands were turning into paws or something considering I assumed I was growing paws, but withdrawing my hands to examine them revealed a very different reality.
“…Huh?” All I could do was reiterate my prior confusion, this time with more gusto. I definitely hadn’t been wrong about three of my fingers becoming sharper and more claw-like. The first three digits on both of my hands had developed almost nail-like tips, with any soft flesh from my fingertips gone in favor of my skin only covering bone. They didn’t look like claws nor paws. They looked creepy instead… especially when the two unused fingers on either hand were regressing. It wouldn’t be long before they disappeared into my hands.
“O-Okay? Am I not becoming some kind of furry then? Here I thought that made the most sense…” I was just becoming more confused as I both watched and felt my bones continue to change. My index fingers were stretching while my middle fingers did the same but trailed behind. Before long? Those two fingers fused only near the tops of what had once been the middle fingers, and a flap of skin connected the two with a strange bend. And this was to say nothing of what had once been my thumbs, which were now practically nubs that reached out just a few inches past where my wrist had once been… because my palms had thinned away.
Whatever was happening, it forced me to wince as I felt the bones of my forearms crack. It was easier to see what had just happened visually, because my arms had thinned so much that the muscles and bones were plain to see. “D-Did my bones just split?” That was what it looked like – like the bone that had existed there, while still connected on either side, had split into two separate pieces. By that point though? My ‘index finger’ was already about a foot long.

Fortunately, the cause of the itchiness finally made itself known and I couldn’t help but let out an “Oooooh” as it finally occurred to me. What ended up sprouting from my weirdly boney limbs were feathers; brown in color, they were shorter and softer closer to my shoulders, but longer, stiffer flight feathers grew from what were now clearly bird arms to present me with an intimidatingly wide wingspan. 
“Wait, why did she give me wings!?” Was she turning me into a literal bird? I doubted that I’d be able to fly even with wings considering my weight, but evidently that was a complaint that Hisa had considered. My wings had me sitting with my back sunk in my computer chair, which had made my gut seem all the more pronounced. But it quickly thinned before my very eyes, flattening within a matter of moments while bringing in my waistline and making sure to lessen the weight of my legs and face in the process.

I would have loved to lift my shirt up to try and make sense of whether things were worse under my top than I had assumed. This was a Hisa project, after all, and that lesbian cat would definitely not be leaving me with my masculinity. “Mmn…!?” And I definitely didn’t need to touch my pants to realize why my thighs had just squirmed together and an effeminate moan has left my lips. Okay, she hadn’t waited long at all to turn me into a woman – that had been my cock and balls slipping into what was obviously the folds of my new pussy.
This changed sex willed the related changes that you would expect into taking shape. I could feel my hips swing wider, pressing up against my chair’s armrests as I was lifted several inches higher by a swelling ass, which threatened to peek out of my now oversized pants. Much like what became of my thighs, it was shapely but not overly so – almost like aerodynamics had been kept in mind. Either way, I was beginning to get antsy being trapped in that seat, especially when my wings felt so stiff. “Let me out!” I barked immaturely, making me double take about how I’d sounded.

“Tch!?” …Although I ended up biting down on my tongue in the process. No blood was seemingly drawn? But it had felt extremely sharp at the moment. Did it have something to do with why my teeth had been aching? A little exploration within my mouth with my tongue confirmed as much; my teeth were razor sharp! Which contrasted what had been happening to the face that they were tucked within.
The raised pitch of my voice sounded all the more suitable considering the shapes of my facial features. My jaw gradually became short and round, giving my face a more circular design as my nose thinned and my lips puffed up into a natural pout. The features of a pretty young woman were etched upon me, and as a shade of pastel green washed within my eyes and saw their shapes narrow? That same color appeared in my eyebrows, shortening their lengths and making them round and bushy too.

I clicked my tongue and shook my head. “Tch!” My hair was tickling my neck, which shouldn’t have been happening since I kept it short on purpose. I didn’t like it tickling my ears or neck, but it was now, and I lacked the hands to reach back and do anything about it. I couldn’t see how it was lengthening nor lightening to the same shade of pale green as my brows (and presumably my pubes). The length of it all pooled against the chair behind me with my back still pressed up against it, until it pooled off to the sides and the hair in the back gradiented into blue, purple, pink, and then a flaming reddish orange near the tips. Two ahoges had even sprouted from my head, but I was in no position to notice that.

“Mm? Titties?” That probably wasn’t how I usually would have phrased the sight of my shirt’s front slowly rising like bread being backed in the oven. My nipples felt full and sensitive, and I didn’t really like the feeling of them moving against the cloth while mounds developed into orbs, and then fully developed into a pair of F-cup melons on the front of my body. They were much softer than my now toned tummy.
If this was a normal transformation, then that was likely where the changes would have stopped. “Wait. Wings… Big boobies… Louhi!? Is Louhi turning into Louhi!?” But this wasn’t a normal transformation, and it had finally dawned on me as to why that was. I couldn’t seem to use my old name though, and I kept speaking in the third person with her name now that it had dawned on me? That likely wasn’t good, but… “Eh?” Still seated with my legs stretched out beneath my desk, I soon experienced yet another uncanny sight.

The sight of my legs growing longer? No, while that was happening, it certainly wasn’t happening in any normal capacity. The skin around my feet felt dry, and I couldn’t really tell why at first because of my socks. Yet, those socks began to push away from my ankles as a new bone and joint was established. It pushed my foot farther and farther away, revealing that the length of it all was covered by a rougher, orange, keratinized layer of skin called the podotheca. 
“Louhi’s feet…?” Before long, that extra length to my leg had added an extra six inches to my standing height, and my feet were left pressed against the wall behind my desk, socks and all. The ankles that still rested behind these feet remained, but they could be seen thickening. In fact, my socks were beginning to struggle to hold swelling toes that were no longer conventionally ‘human’. Four long, razor-sharp talons pierced the front of the cloth on either foot, with the talons on my big toes splitting the bottoms of the socks wide open as those toes uncomfortable bent and snapped until they were pointed behind heels that were no longer there. Much like my unneeded fingers, my little toes also shrunk away until there was nothing, while the toes that remained had grown several times thicker and longer. 
I had big, chunky, powerful bird feet and legs.
“Hisa!? What did you do!?” That was her name. I hadn’t been able to recall her existence throughout the entirety of the transformation process, but now that it was complete? Now that I was Louhi, it was funny how things had just fallen back into place! She probably just wanted me to react all funny! Be funny! What an idiot! “Why did you do this to Louhi!?” I definitely hadn’t shaken the new habit of speaking in the third person.
Thinking was kind of hard in general. Maybe I was the idiot? A big idiot. I definitely felt like one as I tried to push off my computer chair. Having big wings for arms and the legs and feet of a bird meant my balance was all… weird. And I kept biting my tongue in a panic with my razor-sharp teeth! …Good thing they didn’t seem to really do much damage! Was that tongue made of steel or what? Maybe it was just because I was strong? “That’s right! Louhi is suuuuuper strong! ACK—!?”
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I suddenly fell onto my ass despite me flapping my arms wildly. Where had the chair gone? There was nothing underneath me? I could hear a giggling behind me, so I leaned back and arched my head. “Surprise, father! Or should I say, ‘bird mother’? You really liked this Servant, right? So, I was hoping I could ease your pain! Besides, weren’t you spending too many Quartz? Good luck spending any more of them like that!”

Her words were confusing me, probably because I wasn’t the brightest anymore. My instincts were sharper than my mind, and her mocking tone made me want to bite her! I knew I wouldn’t be able to touch her even if I wanted to, though. “Hisa! What do you— Eh?” It took me a moment to process her words, but then I thought about it. I pulled my hands forward. No, I didn’t have hands anymore. Where the hands on a human would have been was simply where my wings folded. I couldn’t grip anything with them, and I certainly wouldn’t be able to tap a touchscreen!
…Forget that. How was I going to cook? Even if I found clothes that fit this body, how was I going to put them on with claws and wings? How was I going to do anything?

“HIIIIIIIIIIIIISA!”
I WOUDN’T BE ABLE TO ROLL ON THE SUMMER BANNERS LIKE THIS!
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