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“Could you try to blend in a little bit better, Ranka?”
“Hm? People are foolish, Silvia. Never do they realize that I am a kitsune and not a Miqo’te like you.”

It seemed like an unusual place to banter with one another, outside the back entrance to a night club in the city of Limsa Lominsa. The club in question was named ‘Fuzzettes’ and had taken the city’s night scene by storm in recent weeks – and yet shortly before it had opened, and even now, a string of disappearances had taken, and was taking place. It was always women that were at least eighteen years of age, and they were always last scene in this part of town before they disappeared. 

That was what had brought these two characters to the club under the morning’s light. Silvia Kuroi had been tasked with doing a bit of investigating, even though it wasn’t within the scholar’s usual purview as one that often investigated things like ruins and the artifacts that were brought back from them. But it was actually more related than you might think, because some of the guests had started rumors of seeing something of interest to her inside.

Bimb’s Bounty.

 A totem that had been being studied by one of her associates. A wooden artifact carved in the shape of a voluptuous Miqo’te woman, it had been stolen from that associate about a month before Fuzzettes opened and so a bounty had been put out for its retrieval. Silv didn’t care about the money though, she just wanted to study the totem herself. But she knew they hid this item in the main office, and there was no way she would be able to get in on her own.
And that was why she had brought a friend. The kitsune auspice, Ranka. She was a talented individual with powers of the likes Silvia could hardly comprehend. There was only so much she would do to help, and at times her attitude could be difficult to deal with, but she was a steadfast companion – and one that wasn’t all that hard on the eyes, either. In fact, Ranka was getting agitated just watching her friend try to figure out how to open the back door by herself. She exhaled. “Allow me.”
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Magic swirled, and the next Silvia knew… Well, this was inside the night club, wasn’t it? “Could you give me a bit more warning than that? I swear you do not understand how disorienting it can be to suddenly be teleported…” It had upset her stomach a moment, but she was glad they were inside if anything. Or at least she had been up until the point she realized she had been complaining to the air. “Erm… Ranka?”

She was alone in one of the club’s private rooms, a tiny stage with a dancing pole in the center. Admittedly, Fuzzettes had become so popular so quickly because of the women that worked there. Miqo’tes that were incredibly attractive, but also dumb as rocks. Bimbos through and through. But they had no reservations about using their bodies to draw attention to themselves and the club, and of course they all knew how to dance on those poles.
“I should probably find her…” Reuniting with Ranka was of the utmost importance, yet at the base of the pole something stole her attention. “W-Wait, is that…?” It was surprising enough to prompt her into climbing up onto the stage, grabbing what she had seen. “Bimb’s Bounty?” Or at least half of it? Someone had cleaved the poor wooden woman in two! “Who would do this!?”
The first rule of collecting and valuing artifacts was to not damage them! It might as well have been worthless now! …At least that was what she believed with her current understanding of the totem, but in truth? It was actually supposed to split in two and be made whole again. Doing so altered its functionality. And the fact that it was in halves was actually the reason so many of the bimbo employees of Fuzzettes were sisters. Silvia was prompted to drop the wooden half, however, once a strange jolt of what felt like electricity jumped to her fingers. “Ow!?”
Had it actually hurt? No, but it was so sudden that the shock had prompted her to cry out with pain while shaking the hand she had been holding it. Rather than fear for herself though, the woman stared down at the half of Bimb’s Bounty to make sure it hadn’t broken due to its fall “Phew…” That didn’t seem to be the case, but little did she know just yet that she now had greater concerns to contend with.

After all? Silv wasn’t the kind of woman that dyed her hair. Ever. Yet streaks of fake looking natural blonde had begun to emerge against not only ruby locks, but the ruby colored fur of her ears and tail as well. It was initially only visible upon a strand or two, but it quickly spread throughout all of the hair and fur on her body, including her brows and pubes. And this platinum blonde? Despite how fake it looked, it had become the permanent natural color of her locks – just as the light pink highlights upon their tips had.
“…Huh?” It really didn’t go unnoticed for that long though, because the length of this hair changed shortly after. The Miqo’te thought she had been seeing things for a spell with blonde hairs fringing the top of her gaze, but there was also the uncanny scent of bubblegum in the air, which was also radiating from her hair of all places. It wasn’t until the length of the strands across her chest had fallen to her tummy that she finally noticed. “My hair!? What the…?” Longer, softer, silkier, curlier… While the fur on her tail had actually thinned.

And her pubes had been shaved into a heart shape above her pussy.

“It shouldn’t be like… like this, right? My hair is red and stuff!” Her hair aside, why did her head also feel so fuzzy? She almost felt like she was tripping over her words. “Why am I trans… trains… trainsboring?” She couldn’t even think of the word ‘transforming’, because it was far too many syllables. During the time it took her to fumble with this, her irises had begun to take on a hot pink color.
Before long she recognized that there was something off with her skin too. She’d raised her hands to check on her newly colored hair, but even without the platinum blonde as a backdrop, it was clear that her fingers were darker in color. But it wasn’t just her hands, as this color had encroached upon her flesh in its entirety, darkening even her nipples and pussy. The color had all of the signs of a fake tan, and yet it was a permanent addition to her skin. It would never fade.

Silv’s brows furrowed, those brows themselves unknowingly thinner. But in terms of her face, it all gradually felt heavier? Not because of its features for the most part, although something about those features slowly became picturesque… at least if you had a preference for a certain type of woman. Smaller eyes, a rounder nose, and just a smaller face on the whole. You would think her face would be lighter, but thick, caked on makeup had spread across it in a manner that many would consider ‘slutty’.
No clearer was this than the amount of hot pink spread across her lips. “I’m tho thanned and thuff… Whath!? My wipth!?” Tanned fingers that now sported long, acrylic nails reached up to caress her lips, finding that they were fuller and stuck in a permanent, sultry pout. It was almost like they had been stung by bees with how big they were! But it was more realistic that they were probably fake. The interference from her fingers prodding soon loosened a bead of drool that dripped from these pillowy kissers. It wouldn’t be the last.
“I’m beginning to totally wook and sound wike some sowt of bimbo!” Like the kind that worked at Fuzzettes. Although thankfully she had begun to grasp how to properly talk with her lips, the drool didn’t stop. It was harder to think even now, and something deep down wanted to cry because she couldn’t remember any of her super important scholar things! But she was certainly developing a vivid and creative understanding of how to dance and fuck.

Her mind growing dirtier, perhaps it was to be expected that her body would have to change further to keep up. Some of the techniques that had begun to fill her head couldn’t be handles with her current assets, after all. A fitness had found her form for one, and this fitness was necessary. Her arms, legs, and tummy? They all tightened so that they were extraordinarily toned without being unappealing. Because Silvia would need this strength.

For what reason? “Ooooh…” Thick lips released a moan, and she arched her back backwards in response to a great deal of pressure that was building more or less everywhere. To begin with, the front of her tunic came undone as the weight of her chest saw to it that the size engorged dramatically. Eventually the shapes of her nipples could be seen through the fabric of her undershirt, and they were notably larger than her eyes already. These breasts grew to E-cups, and yet once it looked they reached their natural limit?
It quickly took a turn for the unnatural. As these tits were so hefty now, they were naturally drooping. But they grew bigger and bigger while their meat firmed to become unbecomingly perky and false. It was clear once they eventually tore through the remaining cloth to reveal a fishnet halter top that had appeared beneath, that there G-cups were held up by the fakest of implants.

And just like that, her clothing disappeared so that she was left in that halter top and a pair of loose but short, jean shorts.

This revealed that the woman was a few inches taller naturally now, and that her toned and tanned waistline was thinner – but it came to appear even more so now that her hips had flared out to the sides. “I’m so totally hot, mmm…” And becoming hornier by the second, but she seemed to keep that impulse in check. What little intellect that had remained from her past life practically fell out of her noggin by this point.
All while her ass and thighs swelled to proportions that not only rivaled, but surpassed her new funbags. The curvature of her ass took on a far more pronounced diameter, cheeks forcing her new shorts to floss between them, serving as a note that she was not presently wearing underwear underneath. While her thighs? Thick and thunderous, they made good use of all that space left between her legs with her hips wide as they now were.

She almost looked like a caricature of a woman. But also like the perfect, beautiful, bodacious bimbo.
“Eheheeee! WHEEEE! This is like, so fun! OMIGOD!” Like an old pro, the woman’s body twisted and spun around the pole on the [image: image3.emf]center of the tiny stage. She was no longer bothered by the drool that occasionally slipped from her unnaturally cushioned lips, nor by the fact that thinking of big words was hard, as much as it had bothered her during her transformation. In fact, B’ouncy Boobies, the name she now went by, wasn’t bothered by much of anything at all!

Eventually she grew tired of wrapping herself around the metal pole and grinding her pelvis into it and stopped. It just wasn’t as fun without an audience! She was super ready to open for the night to show off all of her new skills! “But GOSH. Why do I feel like I’m forgetting something?” And something that might have been extremely important? Her platinum cat ears and matching tail shot to attention as she looked down at the stage floor. “OH EM GEE! The bossman’s speshul idol thingy! I gotta get that back to his office!”
And so bouncily… Oh so bouncily… B’ouncy bent over to pick up the totem before springing back up and darting out the room effortlessly in oversized heels. Thunderous thighs and heaving, faux tits bounced about in sheer chaos as she ran and ran. Not knowing this little adventure would reunite her with a familiar face.

Her own little sister?

[image: image4.emf]“…Odd. Did something interfere with my magic?” Ranka was much quicker to realize that something had gone awry with her cast because she had kept her gaze fixated on Silvia as the magic had taken effect. The intention of the magic had been to simply move the two women over to the other side of the night club’s back door, yet not only were they no longer together, but… “This clearly is not the other side. It appears I am still within the facilities limits, yet…”
It looked like she was in some sort of office? There was a large, oak desk with papers scattered across the surface, several shelves nearby containing a number of trophies and… artifacts? “Is this the room Silvia was searching for? Seems like there is much more here than she believed.” If Bimb’s Bounty had been stolen, then did that mean that most if not all of these had? It seemed likely.
Among all of the objects on display, however, there was one that stood out among the rest. It fit the description her friend had given her to a T aside from one key difference. It had been cleaved in half? The right half of the totem was on the shelf without a left one in sight, prompting the kitsune to curiously reach over and pick up what had remained. Which had been a mistake.

“Magic!? No… A curse?” She had received the same shock that Silvia had, but unlike Silvia, Ranka had the experience to know just exactly what had happened and quickly put the totem half back where she’d found it. “A counterspell… I need to place a counterspell.” Because she was experienced, she was surprisingly calm about things. She knew such curses could be countered early on, she just needed to feed on her abilities as a kitsune. And yet… “Erm… Why isn’t it working?” She couldn’t seem to conjure the power? Had something changed?
To be fair to her, it wasn’t something that was extremely blatant at a glance, but in reality? No sooner than the curse had taken hold had it subjected Ranka to a change that Silv hadn’t. Because Silvia was already one. A Miqo’te, that is. Ranka’s ears had already undergone a change to become similar, both shorter in size and without the ample tufts within to appear more feline. While her tail? In the same vain, its exceptional fluffiness had waned so that it was much more cat-like.
“That’s, like, weird… Like?” That single word, so vapidly spoken, was enough to give the woman pause. She had uttered it like some sort of mindless bimbo, not like the talented au-spicy that she was! …That was the word, right? No, no it wasn’t. That was incorrect, so she attempted to say it aloud. “I’m an all-spice! N-No, thath isn’t ith ath all!” Her fumbling was made even more apparent by the advent of an unfamiliar lisp. It was like her lips were smacking together strangely?
She raised a hand to touch them, immediately alarmed by how they felt. “My wipth!?” It was no wonder she had a lisp what with how thick they were. Forced to protrude as if they’d just had an allergic reaction to speak of, they were soft but also firm – a clear side effect of having work done on them to make them the perfect size and shape for cock-sucking. This spoke to wider changes when it came to the woman’s facial features though, as they otherwise shrunk and found themselves painted with the same gaudy, excessive makeup that could be found on any bimbo working in this night club.

Drool dripped from her lips and down a chin that was notably darker in color than it had been moments before. But this was actually true of all of her skin, for it simultaneously darkened to a rich mocha that was several shades darker than B’ouncy’s. That said, at least when it came to her face? There was a slight resemblance to the bimbo that was currently being created in one of the private rooms. Almost like the two were related. Yet Ranka somewhat appeared to be younger now.
Her irises shone with a bright blue now, the lashes that framed them just as long and fake as the acrylic nails that now lined her fingers. Even the red markings upon Ranka’s face had been absorbed into her now deeply fake, yet still surprisingly permanent tan job. “Ohmigods~! My skin’s so tanned and pretty!” She’d clearly overcome her lisp, but the damage being done to her mind was not something she would be able to overcome. Even so, boy was she trying.
“N-No! I need to totally stop this before I’m some big, dumb, sexy bitch!” Which was easier said than done, because while her mind raced to find a countermeasure to prevent any further damage? She found herself drawing blanks. Magic? How could she use that? She knew how to spin around a pole, but that wouldn’t help her here!? Wait… since when did she know how to do that!?

Any feeble attempts at resistance were soon compromised as a pleased, aroused moan soon escaped her now O-shaped lips. Her loins ached, and with her sensibilities and priorities changing, she couldn’t resist bringing a hand down to caress the front through the dress as desire built. 

Not that this desire wasn’t without change of its own. In fact, her dress’ skirt quickly lost the little bit of spaciousness that was key in why she elected to often wear that particular outfit. Her hips had been forced to part, not as a preliminary change but because of a series of changes affecting the surrounding area. While not as abundant as B’ouncy’s, her rear certainly bloated to an astounding size – flossing panties into their cheeks as tanned flesh burgeoned, and her thighs welcomed a similar volume that saw skin pulled taut while both legs pressed sensually against each other around her crotch, which now sported a heart-shaped pubic trim.

“I need to, like… I need to…” She needed to fix this. She needed to stop the curse from progressing before it was too late. Yet so incredibly thick from the waist done, her arousal was even stronger now. Ranka eventually collapsed into the nearby chair and began to play with herself through her skirt… which had been replaced by a short, jean skirt that left little to the imagination along with fishnet stockings. “I totally need some fucking relief!”
Fingers hard at work, touching herself seemed to escalate changes that had begun to occur elsewhere. Her hair was one of these areas, as it had been otherwise untouched thus far. But now? Her blonde locks were lengthening and curling, the same platinum color with pink highlights emerging that decorated B’ouncy’s own locks. Suddenly, this hair was pulled up and tied into two drill-style twin tails. And of course the platinum blonde had decorated her fur and pubes, too.

“Mmn… Yeah…” The Miqo’te’s breaths grew faster and shorter, leaning back in the chair now with legs spread off the seat. She was rocking slightly, which brought a jiggle to the meat of her thick thighs and fake ass, but it also highlighted a jiggling beneath the remaining top of her dress as well. Because her chest was now ballooning in a similar vain to her sister’s.

Nipples engorged beneath the fabric of her usual wear, now browner and puffier as they grew to rival her eyes in size. They led the charge, what remained of her dress soon ripping and tearing as her bosom expanded forward and to the sides, weight building and sagging once they surpassed an already impressive E-cup sizing. But much like her sister, their size did not stop there. Rather they surpassed B’ouncy’s own as the same artificial perkiness settled in.

Bare nipples eventually saw the light of the office once a loud tearing noise saw these tits explode through her top, and Ranka’s idle hand got to fondling the left cushion while her hand continued to work down south. But strangely? She didn’t feel as horny as she had before. No longer able to see past the I-cup breasts that hung above a toned tummy, she also grew bored of twerking her nipples.
Because her transformation had all but completed. She was just as much a bimbo as her new sibling was.
[image: image5.emf]She had tried oh so hard to cast a counter-spell after the totem had begun to work its curse upon her, but in the end it had all be in vain. No longer could the woman recall how to utilize magic, but her skill set had been replaced with something much more fitting for her physical appearance and personality to compensate. …Not that those also hadn’t been changed. “Mmn… Yeah, that feels so… totally… um… Huh?”
The woman finally realized what she was doing, that she was unabashedly rubbing herself while collapsed in the office chair by the desk. Even idle, her heaving fake tits yearned to be touched and her loins burned with a need, but it certainly wasn’t as intense of a feeling as it had been. “Bossman would totes get mad at me if he caught ‘lil old me doing this again! I don’t wanna get like, all bound up again!” A bead of drool fell from between bee stung lips and dripped in between her breasts. “Oooor maybe that wouldn’t be so bad? Heehee!” 

She clicked her tongue, the piercing upon it jiggling about while hands explored her body. Not only was J’iggly Boobies hotter and faker in every aspect from her gargantuan tits to her boisterous booty, but she was also physically younger. Compared to her big sis, she was only twenty-one now. Whereas said sister was twenty-five. Fingers tweaked huge nipples beneath her pink and white bikini top, when…

“Whoa!? J’iggles!? Bossman is like, so totally gonna be seriously steamed if you don’t save it for your show tonight! And put your pink top back on! Why is it, like, hanging off the shelf?” A familiar voice stirred the younger Miqo’te sister from her fondling session, eyes caked with makeup moving quickly to the doorway where B’ouncy could be seen. But even the older sister had begun to touch herself at the sight of her sister enjoying herself. Like a single brain cell was shared between the two.
But B’ouncy quickly remembered why she was at the office in the first place and put her little sis out of her otherwise empty mind so that she could put the left half of her boss’ totem beside the right half on the shelf. “Theeeeere we go! Now, mm…” Lips were licked, and she drew close to her sister who she pulled close and docked huge, tanned tits against equally huge and tanned tits. “Like, have you been practicing your dance, J’iggles? I can show you again if you want!”
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The older sister was the more experienced performer in all aspects, but the younger one? Well, she had no shortage of pride. “GAWD, sis! I’m fiiiiine! Even if I make a ‘lil booboo, my customers totes can’t keep their eyes off this bod! Some find it endearing, even! But y’know? Bossman was talking about a new show idea. One where we perform all together and stuff…”

“WOWIE! I bet it’d be super sexy ‘n’ popular ‘n’ stuff!”

And the two new bimbos of Fuzzettes would talk and practice until opening hour that evening.
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