TO BE A HORSE (KIND OF)
COMMISSION STORY
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2026. The big Year of the Horse!
Well, was it really that big? As with all of the zodiac animals, their years came around every twelve years and while it was more important in some cultures, it was far less important in others. Depending on where you lived and the culture that you lived within, you could have learned about them from anything from family traditions to cultural events, to having watched Fruits Basket when you were a kid! 

For Joseph, its significance was a little touch and go. He was certainly aware of the zodiac animals and the meaning behind them, as well as what they represented, but his involvement was a little more surface level than the other options. Maybe on par with the Fruits Basket ones, actually. He only really tracked the zodiac animal of the year because of Granblue Fantasy.
Ever since the first New Year after the game had released twelve years prior, they had established a faction known as the Divine Generals. They were a group of women of varying ages that were themed around the zodiac animal of the year. At the time, it had been the Year of the Sheep, and the character they had revealed at the time was the Draph girl, Anila. Every year since, they had revealed and released a new Divine General coinciding with the animal.

2026 was somewhat momentous because it marked the twelfth year, which meant that it was the year that the final Divine General would be revealed. Falling on the Year of the Horse, some were expecting an Erune with horse features more akin to an Umamusume – especially since both games were under the Cygames umbrella.  And yet? It ended up being a human girl dressed to resemble a horse. It wasn’t a new concept, and they had done something similar with Vikala during Year of the Rat.
Even Joseph had been a little skeptical of this General’s design at first, but after playing her debut event he’d become more interested in her and even rolled her. But all of that hype had passed; it had been a few weeks since the year had changed, after all. No one was really talking about the Divine General, and since the free rolls had ended no one was really talking about Granblue Fantasy in general. Such was the fickle mind of a gacha player.
But not everyone was that willing to let the ‘chance’ slip by.

HEY! IT’S THE YEAR OF THE HORSE! WHY ISN’T EVERYONE HORSING AROUND!?
The sound of Hisa’s disembodied voice booming signaled the beginning of the end. As it often did. “Oh no.” What was her angle? She’d mentioned horses twice, all while he’d been getting ready for bed that night. Surely she wasn’t going to do… what exactly? Did I hear something just now? A voice? But who could be…? And making matters worse, he’d seemingly forgotten all about her antics just as quickly as she had come to mind. 

“I suppose I did suffer that bout of amnesia, but… H-Huh!? Amnesia? When did I have amnesia!?” It was definitely a valid question, because he didn’t have the foggiest idea – which was something you could potentially chalk up to being an amnesiac, funnily enough. Even so, Joseph was beyond confident that he hadn’t suffered from any such thing for the time being. But then had he actually heard something? Maybe it really was just a trick of his imagination?

Regardless, one’s imagination could really only take you so far if you wanted to trick yourself into thinking that everything was ‘fine’. Had he bothered to look down at himself – not that he’d been given any reason to just yet – he probably would have realized that there was more going on than merely his memory being a little spotty, however. After all, the olive complexion that he had been born with was fading. Not only did it eventually lighten to a soft yet healthy pink, but any unnecessary body hair was shaved away so that the skin that was uncovered was nice and smooth.
Even smoother than it probably should have been, in fact.

Joseph was still much too fixated on his memories to notice the little things, such as how his fingers and palms were becoming smaller, daintier, and how similar changes were passed onto his feet as well. But as it turned out, these were simply preparatory; changes that needed to be gotten out of the way before something would happen that he’d really notice. “…Is my mind playing tricks on me, or…?” Was his room getting bigger?
That wasn’t really what was happening, as it soon occurred to him. The correction took a little nudging from his clothes, as elbows pulled into the sleeves of his t-shirt and his shorts drooped closer and closer to his ankles, eventually sliding off as it seemed that… his hips weren’t wide enough to support them any longer? “I’m shrinking!?” It took him long enough to put two and two together, but that was exactly what was happening.
For a man that had been almost six feet tall, he’d worked his way through the five-foot numbers fairly quickly. Shortening limbs and spine made quick work of his stature, falling more in line with his hands and feet – which ultimately became even dainties themselves because he seemingly became even smaller than was seemingly even expected. The moment it dawned on him he’d been on the cusp of dipping below 5’0”, and that happened in the seconds that followed as his shirt finally reached his knees. He had to have been around 4’9”, and he looked too stunned to speak at the time.
That said, if you were examining his expression you would probably notice that his height wasn’t the only thing being lost. Age was being peeled from his smoother face in the process, with her facial features not only becoming more youthful, but also more feminine; not that was necessarily easy for him to see. Nonetheless, he clearly shot back through his twenties and even his teens, until Joseph looked… Well, he looked like a girl in her early teens, but that was only barely true. Technically, he was thirteen on the dot.
“I…?” Did his voice sound strange? High and girly, somehow? He wasn’t even sure, because it felt like he was forgetting something again, but it certainly matched better with his facial features. Small and cute, his nose had shrunk into a button shape above thin yet puffy, pink lips. Not only did his eyes widen more like a child, with longer lashes highlighting newfound femininity, but a pale purple possessed his irises right below eyebrows that thinned and were dyed pink? It was a color that was about to become quite plentiful elsewhere.

But not before— “A-Ah?” She finally underwent the change that shifted her from boy to girl. It stimulated some adjustments to her overall figure, seen in ways like her hips swinging a few inches wider, or how weight pooled in her thighs so that they were just a few inches narrower than a waist that became pinched-in in tandem. It felt a little excessive for a girl of her new age, but some really were early bloomers. “I’m a girl…?”

Try as she might, Joseph struggled to even find anything wrong with that statement. It felt so obvious that she was a girl that she couldn’t even bring it upon herself to question it further, instead choosing to question why she had questioned it. As she stood there, rattled by her own inconsistent memories, the pink from her eyebrows had begun to seep into the hair of her scalp. This bright pink made quick work of its original, dark color, and within moments began to lengthen out behind her significantly as her bangs became full and fluffy. It grew so long that a few inches even sat on the floor of a room that…?

“Erm?” Looking around at this point, all she could wonder is where she was? There was a very vague sense of nostalgia to it, but she didn’t even recognize her own bedroom anymore. If anything, it served as a distraction as puberty his the girl elsewhere, seeing fat pool upon her chest until a pair of perky C-cups had pushed forwards her shirt’s front. Like her thighs, and by extension her butt, her chest was larger than average for her age. But any concerns – and any clothing malfunction – altered in a blink.
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On the subject of her clothes, she was suddenly dressed in what resembled a modified miko’s outfit. Her tummy was bare along with her hips, but there was black lace evident in her tights and in lingerie that separated the top and bottom of the outfit. Black gloves were worn, but only covered the fingers she needed for archery, while a silver plate that was also designed for archers was strapped across her chest. A red headband could be seen in her hair with two lifted ribbons that resembled the ears of a horse, but so too did her footwear resemble one’s hooves.
“I am Sandira, the guardian of the South, and… Hm?” The horse Divine General, Sandira, felt as if she had just done something a little silly. Why had she felt the need to reaffirm her own identity? Sure, she had suffered from amnesia once before… and very recently at that, but it wasn’t as if the girl had forgotten again. Besides, memory loss was a very serious problem for a girl that was only thirteen years old to have. “Perhaps I shouldn’t have stayed up so late listening to the twins speak about their hobbies…?”

How had she even gotten roped into that conversation? Huang and Bai, the combined tiger General, were only a year younger than her, and yet she felt like their levels of maturity couldn’t be any farther apart. “Mm… Well, at least I managed to return to my room.” The one aboard the Grandcypher. That was where she was, but why did she get the vague feeling that she had just been somewhere else? “A dream, perhaps…?” That was probably the most viable explanation.

Regardless, she couldn’t fault the twins. The other Generals had been really excited for her to board the ship with the rest of them, and it made sense the girls would want to spend time with someone their age. But for now? It was early in the morning. It was breakfast time, and surely the other Generals were meeting in the cafeteria. “I should join them…” It still felt a little surreal. It was going to take a little more time to get used to it.
“A place to belong, huh?”

HEY! IT’S THE YEAR OF THE HORSE! WHY ISN’T EVERYONE HORSING AROUND!?
I was trying to do my best to translate not Hisa’s words, because what she had said was pretty clear, but her intentions. I had been out getting groceries when that voice had boomed, and the next thing I knew? I was standing in a room that looked like it belonged in a Chinese temple? No, I could definitely narrow it down a little more than that. It was one of the bedrooms of Yunkui Summit, a fictional location within Zenless Zone Zero.
That certainly narrowed things down quite a bit. After all, if she was planning on… “…She? Planning? Was someone planning on doing something to me?” Wait. But I’d definitely been able to clearly picture someone just a moment ago! After all, I’d suddenly ended up, um… Actually, I wasn’t really sure anymore? “Where am I? I don’t think I’ve ever been here before, right?” But didn’t I… just know? Something was wrong…
I could tell as much, but all it took was a few more seconds for me to forget what I might have possibly forgotten in the first place. “Huh? Wait…” I almost sounded like I was in a trance of some kind the next I spoke up, looking around with a vague sense of confusion. I had only just appeared in that room – or had I? – but didn’t something feel different about it? Had the desk in the corner always been that high? Had the sliding door been that tall when I’d walked in? Wait… I didn’t even ‘walk in’, did I? But how else would I have gotten inside? 
“Am I smaller? But…” In the end, it wasn’t comparing my eye level to my surroundings that had tipped me off, but instead my clothes. They were definitely baggier, and in ways that couldn’t just be attributed to getting shorter. As my pants and boxers fell from my hips, it became evident that I was lighter, and that it was extremely visible. Any excess weight to my belly, chest, arms, legs, and even my face had drained away as I’d regressed in height, and by the time I bottomed out at 5’4”?
Well, I wasn’t just perfectly trim. Abs had etched themselves vaguely into my stomach, and the musculature of my arms and legs had clearly been enhanced as well. Much of it was hidden by my long-sleeved shirt (as it was January and cold where I lived before) and growing shorter and thinner had led to the shirt fitting more like a dress with my sleeves hanging loosely past my hands. It also had the added ‘benefit’ of concealing that my body’s silhouette had shifted in kind, though.
Fat hadn’t been the only kind of weight that I’d lost as I shrunk, as my shoulders had slimmed and my waistline had slimmed even more than that. My hands and feet, in the process, likewise took smaller and daintier forms – with a femininity to my fingers and toes that was highlighted by longer, manicured nails. That said, callouses emerged upon those fingertips as if I was handling tools or… a weapon? “My sword, right? Or… No… No! I definitely wield a sword!” I had to reassure myself that this was the case.

…Even though it actually hadn’t been.

If the ring of my voice sounded strange now, that was because it was. It was higher, much more like a young woman’s, and my face was shifting beyond just the weight loss to better coincide with it. Weight was reapplied in small doses, such is in lips that became fuller and glossier, or in the roundness of a pair of cheeks that became smoother and softer as if the years had just peeled right off of them. My nose collapsed in kind, its bridge smaller but my nostrils a little wider.
These changes all sounded rather minor, but when combined a few things became clear. I looked younger, probably in my mid-twenties. I also looked increasingly like a beautiful woman, which I was struggling to consider being ‘incorrect’ with my memory problems. But to top it all off, as a crimson color swirled within my irises and the shapes of my eyelids became more almond-like. They were the eyes of a Chinese woman, and well… 

My sex didn’t follow long after, mind you, and my widened hips wiggled in response to my cock and balls pulling into what would become my new slit, effectively and properly making me female. Aside from a tinge of pink on my fairer cheeks and a hushed “This isn’t the time for that…” under my breath, I didn’t react too much to it. Nor did I react to how my figure began to shift according to this changed sex. In a way, it was probably for the best that I was only wearing a shirt that was way too big for me at that point.

Because if I’d still been wearing my pants, the bloat that saw the cheeks of my ass and my thighs all jiggle would have led to some discomfort. My rump exploded into a peach shape behind me that was mostly fat, but you could also vaguely see toned muscle mixed within, and this was a trend that carried over to thighs that thickened until they rivaled my waist as well. My shirt hung low enough to hide those thighs even with my ass so fat, but a crimson, cloud-like tattoo was etched around the left thigh entirely. 

When it came to my torso, my belly and shoulders had already leaned into the feminine long before my sex had changed. It was just my chest that flourished instead, with weight pooling beneath nipples that grew swollen and erect in what was likely a chain reaction. The front of my shirt was slowly lifted as my bosom developed, eventually bouncing into perky DDs that didn’t quite rival my ass and thighs (or most other women in New Eridu), but they were respectable in their own right. 

“I… really feel out of it. But things are starting to feel a little clearer!” I was trying to look on the bright side! It helped that I had long since lost the plot and had no idea that anything was even happening. Else I might have noticed the chestnut brown color developing in my hair that then cascaded down my back, with bangs lifting to frame my face. All of my body’s hair took the same color, but I did end up being shaved down there! Being itchy during battle was never good!

Brown hair emerged where it hadn’t existed before, though. Well, it was actually fur – spreading around my earlobes as those ears grew longer and longer, curving out to the sides until they almost looked like they were part of my hair. But they were ears. Long, fluffy ears that definitely didn’t belong to a horse. They looked more like a fox’s, but so did the big, fluffy tail that lifted the back of my shirt to show off my booty at the same time.

Everything that needed to be covered was, now by white silk that took the form of legless, white shorts beneath a sleeveless Chinese dress that was semi-open between my breasts and left my legs, thighs and all, entirely exposed. I was accessorized by a number of Chinese accessories both on my outfit and in my hair, with some of that hair lifted just before my ears by a white headband. There were tassels about, and a red ribbon tied some of my hair in the back. Likewise, my heels were hoisted up by black boots.
“Mmn… Maybe I should speak to Shifu about this? I hope I didn’t have another episode.” There was a pretty obvious potential source to the grogginess I’d been feeling, and it was the sword housed in its thick case that was propped up beside the door of my room. Well, as Ye Shunguang, I was the only one that could handle the cursed [image: image2.emf]Qingming Sword. It had chosen me after all, and its curse led to memory loss with overuse… a risk I was all too familiar with.
Still… It felt like I had forgotten something important. “I didn’t forget about Senior Fufu, Shifu, or even my juniors… Maybe I was just groggy from waking up?” My tail, which incidentally was not the tail of a horse (though my species had roots in being interpreted that way), flicked back and forth behind me as I realized it had probably been nothing after all! Just a harmless little oversleep, that was all! I could readily resume my training! “Time for a—!”
KNOCK, KNOCK!

“Senior?”

The voice of a familiar young woman followed a knock on my door, making me jump and my heart pound. I quickly ran my fingers through my ears and fur to make sure everything was in order. “J-Junior Belle! Sorry! I kind of slept in a little bit? I’m ready for training, though!” How super-duper embarrassing! How was I even going to live that down? Well… Junior Belle would definitely forgive me! She was super sweet, after all!

Meanwhile… on a random horse ranch. A red-furred filly whinnied within the confines of a stable, left with only her mother. The animal herself didn’t realize, but she had been Hisa – caught up in her own curse by mistake. It was a funny twist of irony. After all, out of the three? She was technically the only one that was actually a horse or even had horse blood running through her veins for that matter!
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