FATE / ALIENATION 
FINAL CH: FALSE FOX FANCY
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“Did… Did it work?”
The power of the Holy Grail that Abigail had used had been spent. She had felt the power that it had released as she’d held it, a rainbow of odd feeling mana having poured from the cup and up into the ceiling. All the young Foreigner had wanted in the end was friends, fellow Foreigners that could understand and help her. Perhaps, in the end, it was a desire that had been manipulated by her recent dreams. 

She was different from the Abigail Williams who had lived through Chaldea’s investigation of Salem, and yet at times their existences overlapped. It was only in her dreams though. Sometimes she saw visions of that time. They were often vague and she couldn’t really remember the details when she awoke in the morning. But the feelings that the other Abigail felt synchronized with her own. She could always remember how that girl had felt.

But recently she’d had a dream that was a little more vivid than they typically were. She had seen a pale girl with silver hair and a horn. The name had escaped Chaldea Abigail’s notice, but she must have meant a lot to the Salem Abigail who was still out there somewhere. She had woken up feeling so sad and lonely. Whoever that girl was… she understood the living Abigail well. And those were the feelings that had ultimately led to this situation.

Gingerly, she put the expended Holy Grail down on her bed. In a few minutes the shell would likely disappear and no one would know that she had used it now that its power had been entirely spent. “I guess the only way to know is to go out and check… I hope no one is mad at me. I was a bad girl…” At least she could recognize that her wish had been a bad thing, or would at least be perceived that way if she was ultimately judged for it. But there was one problem.
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Abigail’s wish had been for Abigail. That much made sense, but considering the fact that two Abigails existed simultaneously, could the fact that she hadn’t specified which Abigail have been a problem? The Foreigner Servant hadn’t even considered that possibility. She was only twelve after all, so thinking about something like her wish in that much detail on her own was probably impossible. 

“H-Huh?” Because it wasn’t something that had crossed her mind, Abigail was naturally confused as the air around her began to thicken. The air turned a translucent, dark red. The sensation of the mana that had fled the Holy Grail upon her wish could be felt. But there was no reason for that magic to be filling her room, was there!? “No, did something go wrong!?”

Panicked as she was, the girl slowly felt her muscles begin to tense up. It was getting much too difficult for her to move, and panicked motions eventually slowed until she was as still as a statue. Standing with lips and eyes the only parts of her body that she could move. Abigail couldn’t help but think that this was, perhaps, karma’s answer to her wish. But she didn’t understand why it had backfired!

Unfortunately for her, the effects of this began to happen immediately. Because she hadn’t seen anyone succumb to their transformations she didn’t really know how they happened. She had simply been hoping that whatever it was wouldn’t befall her in the end. A twitching sensation in a place you wouldn’t normally expect. Her ears. But at the same time? This feeling wasn’t quite where she might expect to find it though. 
“Wh-What’s happening?” Unable to move, Abigail could only make guesswork about what might have been happening to her. But from an outside point of view it was pretty obvious what was unfolding. What was twitching was the tips of her ears, and this felt like it was in the wrong place because those ears had inched ever so slightly up the sides of her head. And they continued to do so.
Little by little they slid up towards the top of her skull, shapes lengthening and changing at the same time. It was clear they were developing elongated triangular shapes, folding so that the ear canals were at the base – like the ears of an animal. This assertion was further built upon by the fact that thin, black furs sprouting around the outsides, thinner pink on the inside. They twitched here and there while white tufts filled the canals. In the end they resembled fox ears but seemed a little too long.

Like something between a fox and a rabbit.

“Th-That tickles!” These ears had knocked her hat right off, and every twitch felt ticklish to the child. She wasn’t exactly allowed to fixate on them for long though, at least not before something much more significant could be felt erupting from the back of her bloomers and dress. “WAH!?” From the Foreigner’s perspective it felt as if something had exploded from just above her butt and now she could feel a heavy weight swishing back and forth.

To the discerning eye (and it was incredibly obvious) one might have seen a tail now fastened to her tailbone. It definitely didn’t resemble a rabbit’s tail so much as a fox’s, though the fur was the same eerie pitch black as her ears. Speaking on the fur? It was extremely thick and fluffy looking. The kind of tail that you might want to bury your face in. However the person Abi was becoming? She wasn’t the type of person who would let someone do that.
“D-Do I have some sort of beautiful tail?” Her decision to describe the tail as ‘beautiful’ hadn’t been an intentional one, she’d merely blurted it out without thinking. The exact second she had though? The coloring of her eyes began to glow a mysterious golden and, as if related, streaks of a bubblegum pink began to emerge midst her blonde hair. Abigail’s hair had always been long and yet from this point on it lengthened further, all the way down to her ankles. These pink locks would continue to remain consistent at this length even if Abigail got taller and, well…
Abigail blinked. Her golden gaze was locked forward, but she could still tell that something was different with her point of view. Stuck looking towards her desk she could tell that it was growing increasingly lower relative to the direction she was looking. Her dress felt tight, her sleeves were uncovering her hands and gradually pulling up her arms, and she could even feel her bloomers sliding up on her thighs. All things that could realistically only be accomplished if… “I’m getting taller!?”
This realization was one hundred percent on the mark. Typically the Foreigner was around the 5’ mark, but as her body stretched upwards she reached 5’6” in no time. This meant that her dress was lifted very high though, so high that you could see her navel. But it also gifted her some much wanted age. Abigail had always wanted to be older but, as a Servant, had been trapped in the body of a twelve year old. With her facial features notably aging she soon better resembled a young woman around twenty-five or so.

“My, my…” Mental adjustments had been made to suit her new age – nay, the new body she was being bestowed. Her manner of speech and the sound of her voice had changed. Even Abigail’s thoughts were darkened. Thoughts of schemes and of domination bled into her ego, more mature themes implanted into her very being. All the while her face shifted further beyond just her enhanced age. Facial features grew pointedly Japanese, with thick lips and a pointier nose. Her chin was likewise farther away from her forehead than it had been before.
And for some reason, while there were no other clothing changes, a pair of squared, wire frame glasses appeared on the bridge of her nose.

The woman felt increasingly comfortable in her skin, and in fact it seemed she had a sense of what had and hadn’t changed. “I need a little more though, don’t I? What poor sap will I entice with such a scrawny figure?” While her shoulders and hips had broadened as she’d gotten older, her figure remained immature. But according to her altering memories she was above average to say the least.

Her words didn’t trigger these changes so much as they were already due, but that didn’t alter the fact that they happened. Her bloomers soon struggled to contain their contents, with both her thighs and ass giving puffy cloth a lot more to hold onto. Abigail’s hips were forced wide, plush thighs rubbing sensually against one another as they tripled in size. This boded well for her ass, which jiggled to attention the moment cheeks pushed out behind her and chewed up child-sized undergarments. This huge peach was nice and plump, with a mass that would bounce as it rose and fell with each step.

In the meantime her child-sized dress stood no chance against the size of a swelling bosom. What had once been A-cups (and that would have been a generous assessment) ballooned to fill the front of the dress outwards. It was lucky it was such a puffy gown, for the entire fit of its skirt was necessary to contain the F-cup tits that were amassed. Their weight was ample and yet it felt so right. Right on time, too. Still limbs were loosening and she was able to both stare down at her huge breasts and even poke at them with elongated nails.
In that moment everything made sense.
“Oh~! Now I understand! So the wish interpretated my intentions as ‘make friends for the real Abigail Williams’, did it?” Koyanskaya of Darkness stood butt naked in Abigail’s room after stripping her clothes away, a black tail swishing above her plump ass and matching, rabbit-like ears twitching atop her head. Her hands poked and slapped her curves idling, having a little bit of fun with how sexy she now was. Because at her core the Abigail of Chaldea still existed, and that part of her was a little excited to be an older, sexier woman.
[image: image2.emf]She comprehended the problem because it was ingrained in her own being. She was now a Foreigner-class Servant that wished to seek out and be there for the real Abigail Williams. Despite her new nature as a failed Beast, that desire was much too difficult to ignore. “But isn’t that a problem though? I wonder how much of the NFF’s reserves we’d need to use to find a girl wandering the expanse of space?” Golden eyes looked up thoughtfully.

The woman didn’t bother to dress herself as she sauntered towards the door. Each step saw the meat of her rump rise and bounce, her tits jiggling in kind. It would have been easy enough for her to want to change back. She could put resources into looking for a way to reverse it, after all. “But why would I do that~? I like myself way better like this!”

And so she stepped out into the halls of Chaldea, becoming one of hundreds of new Foreigner Servants that had been created for the sake of Abigail’s wish. Perhaps with all of their powers combined they’d be able to reach the girl that they were all compelled to seek? But for now…

“Hey! Would anyone like to fuck?”

Koyanskaya was feeling a little frisky.
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