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“March Needs Moms, huh?”
I rocked back and forth in my desk as this thought crossed my mind. To your average person, this turn of phrase probably wouldn’t mean very much. Why would a month need moms? But it actually did mean something to the participants and consumers of one very specific internet community. After all, it was something that had been popularized in the transformation content circle some years back. It was generally an excuse to create content regarding ‘mothers’. Turning someone into a MILF that had children, or perhaps turning them into a pregnant woman, that kind of thing.

And, as a content creator that focused on TF content? This year I wanted to participate. I wrote stories, which meant so long as I could think of a good idea, then I would feel inspired enough to do something. “Mothers or expecting mothers is a pretty narrow field for ideas. I wonder if I could put a new spin on it?” The issue was that I didn’t just want to do something that had been done before. I didn’t want to do the exact same thing that another writer or artist had tried.
But I didn’t know what to try, then. My well of ideas was empty, and even then? Even if I could think of something that sounded unique to me, that didn’t mean that it hadn’t been done before. “I’m really at an impasse here…” I still had most of the month ahead of me, however. It wasn’t like I didn’t have time to figure something out! There were other people I could consult for ideas, too.

STUCK ON IDEAS FOR A MOTHER TF? NEED A LITTLE HELP?

The relaxed posture that I had maintained at my desk tensed and I shot up so quickly that my office chair went rolling backwards. That was a disembodied voice that I hadn’t heard in a few weeks. One belonging to a nekomata ‘friend’ of mine. Well, she already considered herself my ‘daughter’ because I was the one who had somehow willed her into being. “Hisa? Be a little more specific about what you mean by ‘help’.”

I’d like to think that I wasn’t a fool by asking that. I knew her ways. Hisa liked to claim she was being helpful while making a point to transform others according to her whims. I was often a victim of this, and so were my friends. Did she transform randos in her spare time too? Maybe that was why she had been so quiet over the course of the past few weeks? Unfortunately, now that she was here… she probably had something in mind that was bad for me. “Don’t…”

Trying to get ahead of anything she had planned never seemed to work out. And this, evidently, was no exception.
TOO LATE!
“Damnit.”

I could immediately tell that she wasn’t pulling my leg. My internal body temperature grew very hot very quickly, prompting me to fan my face with a hand and my body to shed sweat. My mind raced. What was she doing to me this time? Based on the topic I’d been discussing first, I could only assume it was something related to the March Needs Moms trend, so was it something basic? Was she turning me into a mother?

It was hard to say for sure from the outset, as my body underwent a number of modifications that were typical of her interests. Hisa always addressed my weight first to make the rest of the transformation appear more appealing, and once that was done it would take different directions depending on her mood. That was exactly what happened this time too. I felt my clothing growing loose and my body becoming light – both products of all of the excess weight being removed from my frame. Even the stretch marks faded from my thinned tummy and limbs.

“Pretty standard stuff…” I didn’t even bother to hold up my pants and boxers, which were yanked down due to my lack of mass paired with the weight of my belt pulling on them. My shirt did enough to cover the bare essentials without a big tummy in the way to hold it forward anyways. I was still incredibly warm, however, and I was forced to reckon with the idea that perhaps things weren’t as standard as I was expecting.
Because it was difficult to not see the hand that I was fanning my face with was changing in a way that was pointedly bizarre. I could see my fingertips darkening, and not towards a normal skin color. No. While my skin was becoming blacker, it wasn’t a shade of black that was typically associated with any known race. It was too ashen, and this became clearer as it moved down my fingers and palms. Unbeknownst to me at this time, it had consumed my feet and was moving up my legs as well. It would take long at all for all of the skin on my body to be painted this ashen black, with my nipples and lips even darker than the rest.

I was admittedly a little too distracted by other things to consider just how widespread my changed complexion had become. “H-Huh?” I was still fixated on my hand, and even raised up the second one to compare. Because it wasn’t just their colors turning ashen, their forms were distorting into something inarguably inhuman. Those fingers thickened to almost double their original sizes while my palms followed suit. At first they almost seemed cartoonish, but then a fur that was slightly darker than my new skin tone grew out around these hands and fingers, and darkening nails extended into sharp claws that had to be about three inches long.
They weren’t hands. They were paws. The beads emerging on my palms ultimately sealed the deal, and the growth of a fluffier, redder fur from my wrists up to the bases of my shoulders. Were they the arms of some sort of monster? A werewolf? It had to be something like that, but what did a werewolf have to do with March Needs Mom? “Uh, Hisa…?” I assumed she wouldn’t answer, but I was understandably concerned now that it appeared I wasn’t undergoing a typical transformation by any means.

RIIIIIIIIP! Instead of receiving an answer, I was treated to the sound of cloth tearing as my toes exploded through the fronts of my socks, and gradually grew long and wide enough that the white cloth was left in tatters. I must have been so distracted by my hands that I hadn’t realized my feet had been changing in tandem. I saw the same black fur that covered my hands follow the lead of four claws that were several times larger than the ones on my hands. Had my little toes retracted into nothing?
If my hands had doubled in size, my feet must have quadrupled. The black fur that covered them was thicker, and while the red was present too, it was only a band around my ankles. The black traveled all of the way up past my knees, seemingly leaving my thighs intact so that you could observe the fact they were… thickening? “Well, at least that feels normal.” It was the first sign that my sex was changing. My ashen thighs had swollen, with any hair that had rested on that skin erased. I could feel it affecting my ass too – my cheeks had plumped up into a heart shape that likely would have hit if I didn’t still have a dick and looked like a man from the waist up. 

Of course, that could all change. It was already changing. My face was among these places were femininity had begun to make itself known. It was introduced in different forms. A thinner jawline, for example, or a smaller nose. Yet contrary to all of the shrinking going on, there were expansions. My (almost purely) black lips swelled out, though with the added effect of the teeth in my mouth sharpening ever so slightly. Whereas my eyes? They expanded in size and volume thanks to lengthened lashes. But their colors joined the realm of the bizarre that so much of my body had been steeped in.

Red irises. Black sclera. Orange flame trails that danced from their outer corners as I moved that I couldn’t perceive myself.

“Monster girl mom? Idea… good. Good idea?” Wait, what was going on here? Talking had become hard. No, it wasn’t the talking part. Was it my thinking? I couldn’t consciously construct full sentences any longer. My mind felt heavy. Some things that I had known before… I couldn’t remember them. “Me getting dumb!?” My red eyes went wide as it occurred to me that even my voice was different, sounding much more like a sultry woman’s. But there was also a low growl to it. Like the growl of a beast.
My hair darkened to a shade of black that wasn’t unlike the black of my updated furrier appendages. Its short length spilled out into a thick and messy style that reached the center of my back, while simultaneously framing my face and forehead. As for what was happening to the top of my head, however, my hair was only part of the concern. My ears had used the lengthening hair as a shield, obscurely creeping up the sides of my head and eventually pushing up and out from behind that hair as a pair of black, fluffy wolf ears with red tufts stuffed into their bases. They twitched here and there, typically responding to background noise subconsciously.

“Hisa! Feel… weird! Stop!” No reply again, and my anxiety was only growing. Not solely because of my transformation, either. My surroundings were upsetting me; something deep down was instinctually rejecting the idea of being surrounded by things that were so human. Was it because I was more monster than I was a person now? A low growl escaped my lips, but then a yelp. “Girl!?” At least I caught on pretty quickly to why I had yelped. My manhood had been stolen away, violently shoved up into my loins where a pussy shaped itself beneath a wildly bushy pubic hair arrangement.

There was something odd about this black-lipped pussy as my internals rearranged to provide me with a womb, though. The lips seemed much more swollen than they would have been typically.

“Boobs!” I couldn’t really focus on the emptiness of my loins, because my attention was pulled down towards a weight upon my chest. The ash-colored skin beneath my nipples was rising, and those nipples themselves thickened too. A-cups, B-cups, C-cups, and then a jump to E-cups. That was where their natural size stopped, but I could tell that something else was wrong. I struggled with my clawed hands to remove my shirt but ultimately tore it off considering how sharp my claws were.
I gulped. I’d adjusted to my raised body temperature and so I had stopped sweating. Still, I was now privy to the sight of a pair of glistening tits that looked… wrong. Their E-cups began to swell again, but my nipples appeared to be thickening and hardening? Veins led away from them and over the ashen skin of the tits proper. Tits that appeared to be bloated and firm. It was almost like something had been filling them that wasn’t fat. There was a feeling of fullness, a pressure, like something was about to come out. And I could only think of one thing that could come out of a pair of tits.

“…Milk?”

But women only produced milk if they were— “AH!?” My upper paws immediately grabbed onto my tummy. I couldn’t see it with my swollen breasts in the way, but now that I was grabbing there? I could feel it. The stomach that had lost all of its unnecessary weight was swelling again, but this time it wasn’t solely with fat. There was some. It was necessary. But in this case, it was more like something was growing in my stomach. No, if my theory was correct? In my womb.

Inch by inch, my stomach pushed forward. My hands continuously changed their position around it because they quite frankly had no other choice. It grew and grew, eventually reaching such a size that I could see it past my tits, but it still didn’t stop. “Full! Litter?” If I was some sort of wolf or hound, then didn’t that mean there could be more than one? More than one child, that is. I was pregnant. The firmness of this belly and the distending of my belly button confirmed it. Before long, about half of my body’s overall size must have been this belly alone. It extended almost two feet away from my spine. It was burdensome and exhausting to even stand.
In what felt far more like a cliff note to this belly, a black and fluffy tail eventually exploded out from my tailbone. It had nothing to wag about at the time.
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I had a lot of thoughts swirling around in my head by my transformation’s end, and none of them were good. My modern home, which I had once seen as a place of comfort, now felt stifling. It smelled of a human, and a man at that. Normally a Hellhound would see nothing wrong with a human man being nearby. That was a potential mate. But I didn’t need to be mated. The hardened, bulging tummy my paws cradled was proof of that. I was with a child. No, not just one, but an entire litter. “HIIIIIISA!?”

While instincts had distorted my behavior and personality, my memories were still very much intact. I growled out the name of the nekomata that had done this to me while crouching down onto all fours. With my tummy so heavy, it just felt more natural to sit that way. The cat didn’t reply, but there was a kick in my tummy. I couldn’t linger here for long. I needed to leave this human abode. “Hisa!” Another growl with no response. My intellect was dulled, so I probably couldn’t properly structure a proper sentence even if she replied. But she didn’t. There had just been another kick in my belly.
I may have been dumbed, but I still pieced something horrifying together. “…Hisa?” Another kick. I wasn’t just carrying a random litter of Hellhound pups. One of them was Hisa. She must have accidentally caught herself in her own spell. Then what of the others? Were they also people I’d known? Friends? …I probably wouldn’t know until they were able to talk. If at all.
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