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“Well that was a mess…”
Stepping out of the shower of the adjoined bathroom in her personal quarters within Chaldea, Ritsuka Fujimaru murmured to herself, drying her hair with her towel as the steam began to disperse. It was the middle of the day and she had been forced to take an impromptu shower because of a certain incident that had a Servant at its center. Well, basically described 95% of the ‘incidents’ that occurred within Chaldea, didn’t it?

Ritsuka had been surprised at the time. There had been an unauthorized usage of the summoning system and so since they were nearby, both Ritsuka and Mashu had rushed into the room. Only to find Kriemhild operating the machine with an object set up in the center of the summoning chamber. A silver necklace with an unusual, detailed cross dangling from it. 

Unfortunately they had rushed in at the wrong time. The machine wasn’t supposed to have anything inside while summoning, and as the energy refracted off the necklace it scattered through the room… causing a miniature explosion that caused no serious damaged by left a big mess of soot. That was why Chaldea’s Master ultimately had to take a shower.
“Still, Kriemhild said she wanted to summon a Servant from her homeland? I guess da Vinci-chan has mentioned that in the past you could try and call a specific Servant with a catalyst related to them…” But that only worked in traditional summoning rituals, not with Chaldea’s system. Kriemhild had been in tears with guilt in the end, and Ritsuka wasn’t really mad. She must have just been lonely. In the end she told Goredolf to go easy on her.

Even if he wasn’t empathetic, did he really want to piss off a Berserker for no reason?
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Nonetheless it was all in the past now. Ritsuka stepped out of the bathroom with only her white towel wrapped around her. She had to help with farming in a few hours, so maybe she’d just relax for a little bit now? Once she got changed, that was. Yet having that game plan didn’t mean she’d be allowed to execute it. THUMP THUMP. “H-Huh? What was that?”

Had that thumping been her heartbeat? Maybe? It had been a little strong, and it felt like it had reverberated throughout her whole body rather than just being focused on her chest. Yet she didn’t feel sick or anything. “Maybe I should have someone check that out…?” Would it be better to see a doctor? Was it a side effect of being caught up in that explosion? It was, but the effects of it had hardly been revealed just yet.
She didn’t need to wait very long, though.

Ritsuka had ultimately wrapped her towel around herself so that it was tied into a light knot just above her chest. With her towels the size that they were they just barely fit snugly around her figure when tied up in this way. It was so snug that if her body had been any other size or shape then it would easily come unraveled and, well, you could probably see where this was going.

She had been thinking about the strange thumping sensation when she felt it. The towel felt really tight around her chest? “Hm?” She didn’t really know what else to say at the sensation, instead pointing her gaze down at her own cleavage just in time to catch the towel’s knot unraveling and the damp towel fluttering to the floor of her bedroom. “Hey! I thought I tied that…?” The woman was fixated on the knot at first only to trail off as her eyes locked onto a much more notable cause. 

A notable cause that could also be felt. Her body was tilting a little forward because of it, because of the weight of her chest building – and the sight of her breasts swelling. “A-Are my boobs getting bigger!?” Despite being able to see as much was one thing, but she could really feel her skin stretching around them as they swelled. Ritsuka constantly had to adjust her posture while they jiggled larger and larger, doubling their original size while nipples stretched and lengthened to better suit the inevitable G-cups.
Ritsuka was alone in her private quarters so she had no qualms about groping them, digging her fingers into those plump and round mounds to get a taste of their sensitivity. It reached the point that she couldn’t help but shudder after accidentally grazing one of her nipples. “How is this possible? Was it related to that feeling…?” Is that why she felt oddly strong? No, was it just physical strength? She could sense her own mana levels and they felt above average despite being a mundane magus.
Her breasts had understandably stolen the woman’s entire attention away, but in terms of growth it hadn’t been the only place to gain attractive weight. Her ass and thighs had all bloated so that they had fuller and softer shapes in kind, but seeing as she was naked she wasn’t as quick to sense it – and definitely not with those perky G-cups in the way of her view. “A Servant…?” She wasn’t too fixated on it anyways. Still fondling herself, an answer had come to mind about her strength. She was a Servant? No, she was a Master, right? But she didn’t have any Command Seals on her hand!
At least not anymore.

But what that actually revealed was something that Ritsuka herself had not clued into. That her very mind was changing along with her body. Her hands eventually left her tits, confused about why she was groping them in the first place. They’ve always been this big! And I’m not really in the mood… Such was the subconscious thought that had guided those hands away. It was something that occurred in tandem with the uncanny sight of Ritsuka’s gaze changing. Both in terms of color, as irises took flame with a bright crimson instead of their usual orange, and in shape as they rounded particularly in the corners so that her eyes seemed more… European.

In fact, there had been another transition within her mind. She was actually thinking in German, but her words were coming out in Japanese. She knew the language because of her summoning, and it was becoming increasingly obvious that Japanese shouldn’t have been her birth language. Her eyes already resembled those of a Caucasian woman but now? The rest of her face was following suit. Her nostrils thinned and the tip of that nose lengthened, her cheeks thinned, and perhaps most notably her lips swelled to be big and puffy. 
“I’m… a Servant! Hehe, right! How could I forgot that?” Truth be told it still felt a little weird to say, but while spoken with a peppier tone she couldn’t really deny that it was indeed the truth. Almost as if this change was tied to her mental state, the roots of Ritsuka’s hair had paled to a silvery white. The more far gone she became in the sense that her previous life became more distant to her, the closer that white spread towards her tips… and the longer those tips from from her scalp. When all was said and done her hair was pooling on the floor behind her, while elongated bangers had swept across her left eye.
Even her exposed pubes had lit up with this color, although they were actually shaved shorter now.

Having hair that long seemed inconvenient, but her memories now reflected a life of always having it that long. Of course it was always styled so that it didn’t drag through the water. The water? Then again, even if it was tied up it would have dragged beneath her at her present height. So it was probably a good thing that she was due for a growth spurt?

Not that you’d typically expect a woman in her late teens to suddenly experience a growth spurt, but it was hard to argue with results. Very sudden results. Her limbs and torso shot up, adding three inches to her build that helped, at least, spread out the excess meat around her shinier thighs so that they were no longer quite as thick. Unfortunately it did very little for her huge tits and heart shaped ass. But at this height? It was only a couple of inches, but her hair was now off the floor at least.
The single, exposed red eye blinked. “I’m forgetting something, aren’t I?” Ritsuka wasn’t really sure what and it was more of a feeling nagging at the back of her mind. She closed her eyes for a moment to think, and in that time golden particles began to seep from her body and cling to much of her skin where it became an… outfit. “Oh!”

Ritsuka was lifted two inches off the ground by red and black metallic heels that seemed to serve a purpose related to buoyancy. In fact, the clothes she was left adorned in resembled a very modified sailor’s uniform, complete with a very short, black, pleated uniform skirt beneath a leather corset with a crimson anchor decoration in its center. This corset didn’t bind her big tits, though. They were barely obscured by an open bottom, collared top that showed off the bottom halves of her breasts and came equipped with a black and red tie. A short, leather jacket with black sleeves hung off her shoulders, and a big, black bow was also tied like bunny ears in her hair.
Whereas the bulk of her hair was pulled into a very thick braid beneath her ass, tied with an X hair decoration that was almost incessantly large.
[image: image2.emf]“Hm? Was I just showering? But when did I get dressed again!?” Looking around her room, Prinz Heinrich was seemingly piecing together the last few minutes of her life which, oddly, she seemingly couldn’t recall? Her memories were consistent otherwise. She was a Rider-class Servant that had been summoned to Chaldea a long while ago. A member of the Iron Blood faction back home, she was a powerful and well-endowed Ship Girl from a foreign world, but she didn’t know how she’d been summoned to this one.

The Iron Blood faction was not-so-loosely based on Germany, and their emblem was actually the very same one that Kriemhild had used in her summoning fiasco. She had found it in Chaldea’s storage, but it had actually been a piece of merchandise from a video game. But to Prinz Heinrich that was her world and her life. “The bathroom’s still all steamy. But oh well!” Pushing the thought to the back of her mind she did a cute little hop. Which almost made her nipples slip out of their half-coverings. 
She was used to that though. “If it’s just getting dressed then it doesn’t really matter if I remember or not, right?” Running a hand through her long, white hair she made a start for her door. She was going to be helping with farming in a little bit, wasn’t she?

Unlike her Master, Mashu had already showered and gotten dressed again by the time Ritsuka had even stepped into the shower. Her quarters were closer to the room where the summoning had been done so that was only natural. And much like her Master? She had been lost in thought thinking about the actions that had led to that shower in the first place. “Mental health is important for Servants as well…”
It was a sentiment that somehow got lost at times. Servants were (usually) just people too, with their own wants and needs. This incident had only occurred because Kriemhild’s own emotional needs weren’t being met. Mind you, her being a Berserker did make it a little more difficult but that was no excuse not to engage with her. “Maybe I’ll [image: image3.emf]have a talk with her later. Maybe I can help with something?” THUMP THUMP…

Having been in the process of putting her towel in the laundry bin, the Demi-Servant found herself stumbling back as a strange sensation thumped through her body with the source being… that wasn’t her heart. Her Spirit Core? That was why Ritsuka had been confused about where the sensation had come from.

Mashu was immediately unsettled by the feeling. If she had been wearing her glasses at the time she would have fidgeted with them habitually, but after getting dressed she still hadn’t put them back on. The feeling let off a vague vibration through her body. “Something’s happening inside of mE?” That had certainly been an unusual voice crack at the end there if anything, but was it related? 

Yes. The most obvious of Mashu’s changes early on weren’t exactly obvious to her, however. Her transformation did not unfold in the exact same way that Ritsuka’s did, and in fact it was focused in on her face before anything else. Her lips were a good starting point to at least note these things, as they deflated so that they were a touch thinner right out of the gate. Thinner, but somehow glossier? That thinness had an almost youthful aesthetic to them, but… that was the point.
Observing the rest of the woman’s face made that plenty clear. The maturity she had developed leading up into adulthood from her teens was dissipating. Her face was rounding and smoothing, her nose shrinking, and the overall shape of they face become more horizontal. The end result was the face of a maiden that looked younger, but it was structurally the face of a European woman like Prinz Heinrich. She even developed the same, crimson eyes, although their reds were a little less intense.

“Heehee~!? U-Um, where did that laugh come from? And my voice sounds really high!?” Mashu still hadn’t quite caught onto what was happening with her body with a mirror directly in front of her, but then again? While she was questioning things, those questions were fleeting. Had her voice sounded odd? It sounded normal, right? And thus the question was lost. Her mental changes were unfolding just as quickly as her physical ones.
Another good example of this was the young woman’s hair. Bangs that usually covered her left eye were not only tugged up so that both of her red eyes were exposed, but also darkened to a greyish silver that bore dark red highlights. Her short bob lengthened and thickened, locks growing denser on the sides and back of her head while spilling down to her back’s center, where they curled ever so slightly. “Is my hair? Nah, that doesn’t seem wrong! How silly of me!” The only thing silly here was how she was talking. 
She sounded childish, but while her face did seem to be more youthful? Mashu hadn’t actually become younger at all. In fact her breasts retained their full and perky shapes throughout everything, and her ass and thighs? Well… they actually experienced gains. Her thighs swelled plumped first, stretching the tights she was wearing to the point that tears began to form in them so that supple flesh could poke through. They became so abundant that her hips were forced a handful of inches wider, and even then those plush upper legs rubbed against each other sensually passively without so much as trying.

The gains that the woman received in those plump thighs were passed on to her cheeks as well. Her ass inflated to almost three times their original size, which left her picking a big wedgie since her panties had been caught up in the growing crevice between those cheeks. Much of her ass tore right through her tights and lifted up her skirt, this heart-shape clearly just as eye catching as her thighs. Her breasts were big and perky but they didn’t hold a candle to anything beneath her waistline.
In the end all of that was dramatized even further. “H-Huh!? Did the world just get bigger? Heehee~! That couldn’t be possible, could it?” Not thinking much about her hand gestures, she cutely brought a finger up to her chin – not noticing that her finger was smaller and more petite now. Their shortness were part of the change that had prompted her question in the first place. Her height had dipped substantially to just above the five foot mark. So her big tits, huge ass, and abnormally thick thighs now stood out even more. 

Mashu’s clothing was uncomfortable but she didn’t really seem to mind. It wasn’t a long term issue anyways – not before her existing outfit dissipated into golden sparkles, linked to her Spirit Core. Dyed in her new identity they were restricted into a different outfit. A black, leather bikini with multiple straps dancing around her torso, torn black thigh highs beneath talk, thigh high, leather heels, black leather gloves, and a black pair of ‘horns’ on a headband that not only pulled her hair into twin tails but also matched a fake demon tail that ran from her bikini bottom.  A lot of her skin was exposed including much of her ass and thighs.
And she didn’t mind a single bit. 
“Hmm~? They wanted me to help with the farming party today, didn’t they? I guess I’ll go seeing as Prinz is.” Giving a cute little wiggle of her almost irrationally thick ass, Otto von Alvensleben started towards her room’s exit. She didn’t even bother to consider the unusual gap in her memories, instead feeling troubled by what she was supposed to do later that day. Like Prinz Heinrich she was also a Servant from the Iron Blood faction, though a Berserker who had held onto her sanity.
[image: image4.emf]As far as Otto saw things she was the same old adorable yet powerful woman that she had always been. As one of the few women from her their homeland she felt drawn to her allies, and considering Prinz’s personality she had a habit of trying to act like an older sister to her despite being significantly smaller. “Heehee~♪ What would Chaldea do without me? They’d be hopeless!” The door shut behind her as she skipped into the hall.

But what neither Otto von Alvensleben nor Prinz Heinrich realized was that their ranks would fill out sooner rather than later. The power that had been rooted within their new Spirit Cores was contagious. Not to mention the fact that when it came to the incident that had caused this in the first place? The two of them hadn’t been alone.

Kriemhild had been in the room too, and she was currently in a meeting with da Vinci.
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