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“That’s weird. He still isn’t responding.”
It was only natural that I might be concerned. After all, the friend that I always talked to online had essentially gone radio silent recently. Not only was he not responding to my Discord messages, but texts seemed to be a dead end of sorts as well. Since I only knew him from online I didn’t have access to any of his information to get into contact with his work or family, and I really couldn’t imagine that he was trying to ghost me or anything. We were good friends!

Friends who had recently been talking about one anime in particular. I had been a long time fan of Fairy Tail, having read the manga and watched all of the anime. I had recently gotten him into the show as well, which made it all the stranger that he had suddenly stopped talking to me. He had been extremely into it prior to his silence, constantly messaging me to talk about plot developments and things that he liked about what he was seeing. I was naturally keen to engage with his enthusiasm, but then the messages just stopped altogether.
Of course I couldn’t have possibly fathomed he had been pulled into the anime world and turned into one of its main characters.

I leaned back in my chair. “Hopefully he didn’t get into an accident or anything.” Although it would explain things if he had, I didn’t want to assume the worst. Maybe there was a power outage in his town or something? I did know the town that he lived in, maybe that was something I could Google? And with this idea in mind I started up my computer.

Though before I could get Googling, I of course had to wait for the machine to start up. I eventually made it to my desktop where my wallpaper was displayed. Considering my infatuation with the series maybe it wasn’t all that surprising to see that said wallpaper was of a Fairy Tail character. Not of a protagonist, but of a villain – depending on if you had read 100 Year Quest, anyways.
Irene Belserion. The mother of Erza Scarlet, the strongest woman in the Alvarez Empire’s Spriggan 12, and the creator of Dragon Slayer magic itself. To say she was an important character in terms of mythos in the series would have been an understatement, and despite her appearances being few and her personality, at least initially, leaving something to be desired, she was an easy favorite of mine when it came to villains in the series.

Just when it looked as if it was okay to start up my browser, however…

I could suddenly feel the cool night air biting at my cheeks, my butt no longer planted on my desk chair but a rigid tree stump midst a dense forest. “Wh-What!?” I immediately sat up. From my perspective my surroundings had changed seamlessly. If I had blinked I would have missed it, almost like some greater power had just completely swapped out the backdrop of the world I had been sitting in. But the closer I looked around at my surroundings the more convinced I became.
“Are my surroundings… drawn?” It was a forest in the dead of night with only the moon casting light down through the tree branches. But nothing appeared three dimension like I was accustomed to and instead it looked like art? Like the backdrop of an anime, maybe? I became more certain of that assessment the moment I looked down at my own hand, and then the rest of my body. “Me too!?”

I had been drawn like a 2D object myself, even though everything felt three dimensional to my touch. Wrapping one hand around the opposing arm relayed the same feeling that it would have were my body 3D, implying that the style of my surroundings were just that: a style. The fact that they were flatter and artsier did not change the laws I was aware of.
Which brought me some comfort, but it didn’t explain anything. “Did I fall asleep? Did someone fucking drug me?” This was all so bizarre, and so the only explanations I could think of were ones that could allow this situation to defy normal. If I was asleep then I could be dreaming, right? If I had been drugged then couldn’t this be some sort of weird trip? I also couldn’t discount the possibility I’d just been hooked up to some strange virtual reality headset or something!
Of course, none of these explanations were true. At the behest of a power I couldn’t even recognize much less understand, I had been teleported into the same world that my missing friend had. But unlike him? I wouldn’t be filling the shoes of a character that was even remotely heroic. Nor would I eventually come to even meet him in this new position, much less fight him.

“Ow!?” Before things became too chaotic, the first thing I felt was a sharp pain in the left side of my stomach; a pain that prompted me to reach down a hand and press against the source of said discomfort. It was only a surface level agony that went away rather quickly, and concerned about the possibility of there being any passersby I elected not to lift up my shirt to check since the pain had already passed.

But I would have missed the sight of a half-circle scar that had been itched into my skin.

A C-section scar.

Which made less than a little sense because A) I was not a woman and B) I had certainly never been pregnant for that very same reason. “What was that about?” Then again I probably wouldn’t have even recognized it for what it was even if I had lifted up my shirt. However? My hands did quickly return back to my tummy area, because while pressing down initially something had felt a little odd, now that I was looking down at myself? “Am I thinner or is it just the weird 2D effects making it seem that way…?”
Yet I quickly found my answer. My hand pressed completely into a stomach that was not only free of any unnecessary weight. But fingers rubbed up against tight, firm bulges. I had abs. “Huh…” If I didn’t really sound shocked it was because I didn’t see this as a negative. If someone way up high wanted to make me thinner and more muscular then who was I to complain?

Unfortunately I didn’t get to ride that high for very long before more alarming alterations were put into place. “Woah!?” It wasn’t long after my body had been toned that I almost keeled forward. I thought that I had lost my balance or something like that, but I could feel it in my pants where they met my hips. “Did my hips just get… wider?” Like significantly so? With the little weight loss I’d had, my pants had felt a little looser – but no longer, at least not like they were about to slip. Parted hips saw to it that they’d stay upright, but it also forced my knees to buckle oh so slightly.
“Grk!?” While my hips had widened, the sensation of my shoulders being crunched inward prompted me to make a strange noise. It affected my ribcage and lungs, both needing a moment to adjust to the shortened width of my torso. This all left my stomach in an unusual state beneath my shirt though. It had stretched wider at the base to meet widened hips, but was thinner at the top because of narrower shoulders.

All in all, my silhouette at this point would have had quite a feminine shape.
“I don’t get what’s going AWWWWN here!?” All I had wanted to do was pose a simple question about my present fate, and yet a sharp but pleasing tugging sensation between my legs forced both an aroused moan and a panic reaching of my hands down to my loins. “Oh god…!” Those probably weren’t the words to follow up a moan with, but I had said them because pressing against my pants? My fingers found nothing to grab onto. Pushing in harder, I had suddenly felt the tip of a finger inside of me.

I couldn’t believe it. If there was an orifice there, then it must have been… “I have a pussy!?” I was a woman!? Well of course? I was in disbelief; or at least part of me was. There was also some unusual mental pushback that wasn’t just accepting of my new biological sex but seemed to insist that it had always been that way. Even though I knew for certain that this was not the case whatsoever.

My body was shuddering from the initial contact with my new genitalia and the building anxiety that I felt about my predicament. I was in an anime world, my body was slowly changing into that of a woman, and I had a strange voice in the back of my head that I couldn’t even completely claim wasn’t mine. Its murmurings felt like my own thoughts. “But that can’t be…?”
Meaning to vocally refute those thoughts, I was hung up by the sound of my own voice. It bore a sultry femininity to it; older, mature, yet clearly the voice of a woman. And I felt like I had heard it somewhere before. In the back of my head surely, but I’d heard it somewhere else. Before all of this had transpired. Mind you, as I’d spoken those words had also felt oddly heavy.

Not in terms of what was said but rather the act of saying them. My mouth didn’t feel as cooperative as it usually did, owed to the fact that my lips were now fuller shaped and upturned in angle. These were the full kissers of an adult woman, and the inflation of my lips was just a small part of what was happening to my face at large. 

The shape of my cheeks were rounder, my face’s length a bit shortened with a smaller chin. My nose? Petite now, and while my eyes had stretched wide into a quintessential Hiro Mashima anime look, long lashes and sharp angles gave them a piercing look. The drawn style of my body did well to hide greater signs of age, like Crow’s feet or the fact that my skin was a touch looser than if I’d been younger. Because ultimately? This body of mine had aged to be around forty physically.

“My hair…! How troublesome.” Locks of crimson spilled across my darkened gaze, but rather than panic about their growth I was far more bothered by how unkempt they were. Deep down I lamented keeping my hair this long as if I was used to it, and they spiraled down as far as the backs of my knees with their new, dark red coloration. I’ll have to use magic to restyle them shortly… Wait, I’d have to use magic? I didn’t know how… But I did.
The resemblance I now shared with a certain Fairy Tail villain was unmistakable although I was missing some key features. Features that came into their own quite quickly, as made evident by the fit of my casual men’s wear. At the time my pants were clearly struggling to properly contain my lower half, the front button popping off and my zipper being yanked down by the combined force of my ass and thighs swelling meatily. The fat that built her gave me ass a nice heart shape that sat over the arch of plumper thighs, but tears formed in my pants to accommodate this new girth of mine just as ass cleavage spilled over the tops of my waistline.

On the other hand the base of my shirt had been steadily rising. Little by little my tummy came into view as my top was pulled tighter by what was growing higher up. My chest. Naturally I had never had tits before, but seeing as my sex had changed it seemed that this was destined to be rectified. “Hm…” Watching mounds upon my chest swell and my shirt tighten, I didn’t feel panicked nor shocked any longer. I simply anticipated their completion, with nipples almost as big as my anime eyes pushing against the fabric. 

Until I had a pair of G-cup tits resting upon my chest. Their weight was immense but bearable. Rather than lament the inconvenience though? I felt quite proud of them. Men were so easily swayed by a woman’s body – how many times had I used them to use others in the past? In the past…? But I wasn’t… I was…
No, I was someone different now.
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“Hm, this is certainly an interesting outfit.” The clothes that I now realized I was wearing were by no means tattered, but it was highly evident that they had not been crafted to fit my inarguably voluptuous body. It was clear that the t-shirt was not supposed to be worn in a way that it only covered my big breasts, yet it clung to them more like an inappropriate crop top. While my pants? Well, my thighs and ass were desperate to escape into something a little more comfortable. “Not quite my style, however.”
All it took was the snapping of my fingers to rectify the issue, conjuring a wooden staff at my side and prompting magic to dance from inside my body to see those garments disintegrate. There was a brief moment where my body was completely naked – which would have been a treat for anyone present, if I wasn’t alone in the middle of a lush forest. 

It wasn’t exactly for long though, not before new clothes took shape in the form of a risqué witch’s robe that showed off my tummy (scar and all) along with a great deal of the underside of my breasts. What? You should flaunt what you’ve got, right? That explanation included my thighs and ass too, with much of them exposed at the sides thanks to a combination of black, thigh high boots and mere flaps that hung down across my crotch and ass. Atop my head, hair now braided excessively, was a suitable witch’s hat.

Suitable for the witch known as Irene Belserion at least.

There wasn’t a doubt in my mind that this was who I was even after the struggles I had faced over the course of my transformation. But then again? I couldn’t recall any of that whatsoever. “Now, what was I doing? Ah, yes. I’m on standby, am I not?” Being a member of the Spriggan 12 meant that despite my power I was beholden to Zeref’s orders, and he planned to march on Magnolia and Fairy Tail any day now. 
The forest I was resting in was only a day’s walk from that town, and after sending Juliet and Heine out to gather food and supplies for the next couple of days I had decided to set up camp in this location. Not that it was all that hard to do. With another snap of my fingers a log cabin was constructed, one with a campfire out front. “Such trifling matters are beneath me, but alas…” I would rather sleep in comfort and I’m sure the girls felt the same. When it came to using my magic for something more interesting, well…

Once the attack on Fairy Tail was launched, ideally I might find a worthy opponent or two to test my mettle against.
