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Honestly, the last thing I had needed in my life was another hobby.
My primary gaming hobby was already extremely expensive. There were too many gaming genres that I was a fan of, and that led to very few months passing by where I didn’t want to buy at least one game. And that excluded the heavier hitting months where there could have been two or more full priced releases that I was interested in. And yet? Even though I was an adult, apparently, I just couldn’t stop myself from getting back into card collecting again. 

It had started with Pokémon cards. I’d gotten a little nostalgic and purchased a few packs, but that had ultimately been for naught. The moment I started getting into collecting them again was at one of the worst possible times. It was right as the TCG had been getting extremely popular with content creators and scalpers again. Before long? It became almost impossible to find any packs in stores. Scalpers bought them up immediately, and I refused to fork over more than they were valued to someone trying to exploit the market for an easy buck.

And yet, the desire to collect still burned within my chest. It took me a bit, but I ended up deciding to pursue a different trading card game set instead. Yu-Gi-Oh!, that is. It was also a card game that I had collected in my childhood, but the game had evolved a lot in the past twenty years. I hadn’t really known where to start and picking up random packs had just led to me getting a bunch of cards I’d never seen before.

A part of me wanted to start my collection off with some more familiar offerings. Dark Magician, Blue Eyes White Dragon, the Dark Magician Girl; cards like that! And the secondhand market seemed to be the best place to do so! My town even had a small card shop that I could drop in on. They were always stocked with singles, and since Yu-Gi-Oh! wasn’t as popular, there was a much better chance of me finding what I was looking for. 
And so, after work one day? I decided to pay that shop a visit.

“You said you’re looking for a Dark Magician Girl card? They aren’t that rare… Let’s see…” The store owner checked what I assumed to be the database on his computer behind the counter. He seemed to be a nice enough guy. I’d spoken with him several times in my pursuit of Pokémon cards in the past. “Yeah, I think we have one. My part timer is playing hooky and I have stock to sort through though, so do you mind checking yourself?”

Much to my surprise, he handed me a key and pointed to a door in the back corner of the store. I agreed and slipped into that back room, flipping a light switch in the process. “He said I’d find the singles in a box in the back…” It definitely wasn’t a big room. There were a couple of shelves, most of which were lined with boxes of product. But there was a trap in there I wasn’t aware of.

“Hm?” As I’d walked towards the back, I’d almost slipped on something with my right foot. Looking down? There was what looked to be a Yu-Gi-Oh! card? It was face up, but there was no art in the square where you’d usually find it? How strange. But what was even stranger was how that square where you’d normally find the art suddenly began to emit a bright, warm light that enveloped my entire body before suddenly turning off. “Just what the hell was that?”

It sure wasn’t normal, that much was obvious. Yet even though it could have been dangerous to do so? I bent over to try and pick the card up – ‘try’ being the keyword, because I only got about halfway before I stood up straight again with a jolt, courtesy of a very bizarre feeling. There’d been a very sharp tug on my body. Where? Basically everywhere? It hadn’t hurt, but I had been understandably alarmed by it. I’d been of the sound mind to investigate the cause, but I didn’t really need to investigate much.
“Th-The fuck!?” I’d been so alarmed that I’d cursed, but could you really blame me? After all, the moment my posture had been corrected, my pants and boxers had slipped right off of me, and my very larger shirt hung over my torso and crotch like a poncho. “I’m thin!?” It was an alarming because I’d been an obese man. All of that weight was just gone? How could that be? That wasn’t possible!

But that was only a small taste of the ‘impossibilities’ I was about to face. I wasn’t exactly afforded much of an opportunity to adjust to my new weight before my balance was forcibly adjusted further, this time as my nearly six foot tall height began to unwind. If the base of my short covered my crotch after I’d lost weight? Then within moments after I’d begun to shrink, it soon reached past my knees as well. “H-How is this possible?” 
I bore witness to my eye level regressing, as well as the shapes of my hands becoming smaller and daintier. But there was something off about that, wasn’t there? I was becoming shorter somehow, sure, but why did my fingers seem so much more feminine aesthetically? Even my fingernails had crept a little longer, and this was all without me noticing my feet. To be fair, they were in my socks so I didn’t have a clear view of them, but they slimmed and softened in kind, with any callouses smoothing away.
My height had dropped until I was below the five foot mark, stopping only once I reached 4’10”. It was a lot to adjust to, and honestly, I was considering running out of the room screaming. But I couldn’t. There was some sort of pull that kept me close to the… card? “Is that thing cursed or what!?” My eyes went wide at the side of my own voice, unknown to me that their irises had not only brightened to a blue not unlike the blue of the sky.
That voice sounded younger. Higher. Both traits that spoke to changes I hadn’t realized. The first was that I was younger. Rather than an adult, I looked closer to eighteen in my face than anything. But even then, it became questionable whether I looked like an eighteen year old boy or not. My eyes contributed to that impression beyond a mere color change. My lashes grew longer for starter, but their shapes became much rounder. Almost unreasonably so. Until they looked like a pair of…
Anime eyes? The eyes of an anime girl, perhaps one created in the 90s based on their general designs. The fact that they elicited femininity was no misunderstanding, either. My nose ended up shrinking, and my lips puffed up into a cute, albeit obviously girlish pout. And that was all discounting how my jaw slimmed, any facial hair was smoothed away, and how permanent blush marks appeared on rounder cheeks. “Why do I sound like this? I sound like a girl!? I guess I sound pretty cute though!”

I slapped my own cheek gently. “Wh-Why did I say that!?” I sounded strangely bubbly in general, very unlike my more stoic self. Yet, as I contemplated this? My transformation trekked on. My dark hair was lightening to a very bright, golden blonde, at which point I could feel the hair tugging on my scalp. I reached up a hand quickly to check on it, but even I was surprised to feel soft, thick hair in my grasp, and was even more surprised to feel a tug on my scalp when I pulled it. “Even my hair!?” I couldn’t tell without a mirror, but while it was growing down to the center of my back, it curved out into a number of spikes while my bangs curved down above my face similarly.

It was a very 90s anime hairstyle, to say the least.

I was left gawking at my mane, ignorant to the changes that had begun to transpire under my oversized shirt. Whatever traces of masculinity that remained on my frame were slowly eroding, such as how the sides of my stomach gradually pinched in towards each other, or how it almost looked like that process was pushing my hips out a few inches wider in the process. My knees did buckle subtly as a result, but I was so distracted by other things that the reason I had to straighten my posture didn’t occur to me.
What did occur to me, and immediately I might add, was what the opening of a slit between my legs. “Mmn!?” It was perhaps the most surreal feeling of all, one that was followed by waves of sensitivity that rippled up into my pelves as I could feel my organs rearrange so that a womb could comfortably form. I could have perhaps held onto the pro that I still had my dick… if not for how I felt it shrink into a tiny nub; what could only be my new clitoris. I was biologically a woman.

“Wow! I’m a girl! W-Wait, why do I sound so excited about that!?” That weird and bubbly optimism kept popping up where it shouldn’t have. Was I actually excited about becoming a cute girl, or was it a side effect of whatever was going on!? Nonetheless, I didn’t have to lift my shirt to know that I now had a pussy beneath a bed of short, golden blonde pubes. Nor to realize that my body was becoming curved either.
My ass and thighs took their fare share of the weight you would expect to allot to a young woman of my perceived age. My (now) shaved legs thickened around my thighs, flesh bulging where it had previously been lost to my thinning. Still, their new shapes were plusher and came close to touching between my legs, whereas my ass bubbled out into a cute little peach shape. I wasn’t really looking at my lower body, though. Something else was much more obviously eye-catching.

In the first place, it would have been difficult to even see my thighs. “B-Boobs…” The reason for which I murmured to myself in disbelief. My flat chest had been gaining weight again, and it wasn’t the sort of weight you gained when you were overweight. Rather, this weight was tight and bouncy, forcing my nipples to grow erect due to their puffier, more sensitive forms rubbing against my shirt’s underside. I resisted the urge to grope them, but even if I’d wanted to? “Wh-Whoa!? H-Hey!?” I was forced to throw my arms out to try and balance myself as my legs left the floor and my new tits began to jiggle.
There was a flash, and in an instant the shirt-covered bosom I’d still been staring at was suddenly uncovered, leaving me to stare right down the center of my own pronounced cleavage. The weight of my outfit felt very different, and turning in the air to get a better look helped reveal why. I was dressed in the signature dress and helmet of the card I’d come to purchase!
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“H-How is this possible?” I still wasn’t used to my voice, which was much higher and cute now. Still, it wasn’t as distracting as the sight of my own E-cup cleavage staring back up at me whenever I looked down. I didn’t need a mirror to tell that I had become a perfect copy of the Dark Magician Girl, right down to a bubbly personality that I was trying my hardest to suppress alongside her magic. How else could I possibly be floating there!? “Did that card really do that!? But I’m so cute! And sexy!”

It bothered me that I couldn’t stop saying those things like I was enthusiastic about being ‘cute’ and ‘sexy’. But maybe I was? My blush marks burned even pinker as even the simplest movements caused my boobs to heave. “How did the shopkeeper not hear me? I should probably get help, but…” He’d probably assume I was some sort of weird cosplayer if he saw me!
Well, fortunately for me that wouldn’t be the case. “Eh?” A light began to shine beneath where I was floating. It was the card. “You’re not going to transform little old me again, are you!?” I leaned forward in the air to yell at it, but— “HEEEEEEEEEEY!?” My voice was drowned out by the sound of swirling wind, as a vortex pulled me into the card. The room suddenly became quiet, and it remained that way for at least ten minutes more.

Until the store owner entered. “Did he leave without me noticing? He could have at least turned off the light and returned the key…” He found where the storeroom key had been dropped on the floor and bent over to pick it up. It was only then that he noticed it. A single card sitting upright on the floor less than a foot away. “Did he not want this? Oh well.” The man picked it up. A Dark Magician Girl card in pristine quality. Holographic. First Edition.

And I was the Duel Monster trapped inside of it!
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