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BZZT BZZT BZZT BZZT

Uryuu Ishida was woken in the most disorienting manner possible that morning. Typically the sort to wake up with his alarm, consistently showing up for class well before the morning bell every day, this day by the time he’d woken it was already after 8am. It was the buzzing of a phone near his face that had ultimately stirred him, and in the darkness of the room all he could make out was the contact name on the screen. “Kurosaki…?” Just why on earth would he be calling so early in the morning after that incident? Questions did not dissuade him from choosing to answer however. “Hello?”

“Okaa-san? I left for school with Orihime-chan, okay?” The voice on the other side of the phone wasn’t quite what he’d expected to say the least. Instead of the gruff punk voice of Ichigo Kurosaki was the bright, sweet voice of a girl he could only assume wasn’t even a teenager yet. 

So naturally… “I think you have the wrong number.” CLICK. Although what a strange coincidence that the child had the last name Kurosaki and likewise seemed to have a friend named Orihime? It was almost amusing. He put the phone down and had almost intended on going back to bed before her froze, realizing just how uncharacteristic of a sentiment that was. What about school? He had to get up and get ready--

But that was when it finally hit him. The space he was occupying? The bed? None of it was his room. There had only been a slight light poking through the blinds to illuminate the space and so he hadn’t noticed at first, but it almost looked like the inside of a hotel room. “What?” Covers were quickly cast aside as he jumped to his feet, realizing he was largely naked. Largely. What he was wearing was nothing he’d surely ever wear of his own volition… because it was a set of woman’s undergarments. Even without his glasses he could make out the design of a lacy, white brassiere that hung across his chest, the huge cup sizes clearly out of place against his masculine frame. A matching pair of panties hugged his dick and ass comfortably, but likewise seemed to have room to stretch.

The key phrase being: even without his glasses. It was like he didn’t need them at all - which was probably for the best considering he could not see them on the night side table where his phone was. But even his phone? It was colored a hot pink despite being the same model. Just what was going on here?

It was fortunate that there was a full-body mirror nestled in the corner of the room, because from Ishida’s point of view the strangeness began to intensify. He couldn’t really put his finger on it, but as bare foot followed bare foot across cheap hotel carpet towards the mirror, the more disoriented he felt. It was largely in his head or, rather, its weight? But the second he’d caught his reflection he’d understood why. First assumption would have been that someone had glued a wig onto his skull, because an assortment of flowing, blonde hairs poured down bare shoulders and his back. Each strand looked worn somehow, like maybe the wig wasn’t well taken care of or maybe it was meant to resemble the hair of someone older.

But it wasn’t a wig. All it took was a quick tug for the boy to understand that it wasn’t simply fastened to his head, and running fingers against his skull found each gold strand completely fastened to his skull. “What is happening…? Am I still dreaming?” But what could give him a weird dream like this? He vaguely remembered drinking some strange juice before going to sleep the night before, but surely that wasn’t the cause?

Continuing to poke at his roots, the boy was soon distracted by something else in the reflection. The fingers he was clawing at his hair with, or more specifically the nails that were combing through with concern. He typically kept his nails perfectly trimmed to avoid causing complications while wielding a bow, and so sharp nails scratching his skull seized his attention immediately. They weren’t merely longer (and still growing so), but a smokey gray polish could be seen surfacing across their lengths as if he’d painted them himself. In a way… Uryuu almost felt like he had.

A growing heaviness to his facial features took center stage, attention drawn to his eyes at first since they felt heaviest. As if manifesting from thin air volume was added to the lashes - not merely natural length but given fuller design by makeup as well. A smokey color similar to that which had spread across his nails was readily seen applying itself to his eyelids, and if the Quincy wasn’t crazy it almost looked like the designs of his optics were growing wider as subtle crow’s feet imprinted themselves in the corners. 

Brows thinned and almost looked drawn on , a more pronounced rosiness applied to his cheeks through blush that seemingly matched the rest of his decorum. But maybe it was better to say his face just looked far more like a woman’s than a man’s. Soft but angled, lips plump and tempting, a mole even found itself emerging beneath his right eye. A tiny nose brought it all together, and the worn quality of his skin suggested his face might as well have been that of a woman in her late thirties or early forties.

“This caN’T BE!” Delicately manicured finger nails crashed into the mirror as his shock was expressed with much more vigor than it had been before, voice cracking and settling into a mature woman’s tone as his Adam’s apple dissipated in the process. “My head looks like I’m a 39 year old woman! And my hands…!” Thirty-nine was such an oddly specific guess to make, but that too was because it was not a guess but a memory set to replace his old one. Try as he liked after this point, he could not think of himself as a teenager. Regarding his hands, they’d becoming thinner and bonier, apparent wear to his skin as chips had formed in his nail polish from what he could remember to be a very eventful night.

And recollection of such a night brought his head to spin, his mouth to dry. Plump lips, cracked with lipstick smeared around them, smacked together as they tasted for water. He felt hungover.

Even if he looked like a woman in the head and hands though, the same couldn’t really be said for the rest of his body. Not at first, but thinks were very quickly beginning to conform so that was the case. His body had been so lean and lanky, but it was consistently appearing fuller across the board. His torso filled out with fat, his arms and legs grew plumped. At no point did he look to be prominently overweight, but his tummy did end up poking a bit over his pelvis and there was an aged droop to the skin on his limbs. Stretch marks tore at various places, not uncharacteristic of a middle-aged woman at all.

Though he did begin to fill out the brassiere he’d adorned all of this time. Ishida had been so distracted by everything else that he hadn’t even thought to remove it. But lo and behold, abundant plumpness ceased his chest and saw pale flesh expand towards the depths of the G-cup bra with about as much haste as a cheetah pouncing it’s prey. He’d already pulled away from the mirror, but soon lurched into it thanks to the additional weight in the front of his body. The tits that emerged were huge and soft, owing how they swung almost like a pendulum to the fact that age had began to see them sagging -- something Ishida was loathed to admit. A sharp sensation pierced them, making her call out. Had she tugged her piercings on something? On cue, a pair of silver studded nipple piercings did come into view.

He did manage to catch himself before bringing the mirror to the ground, but there was a clear look of frustration upon his features when he righted himself. “Just my damn luck. My kid wakes me up early and then I almost trip twice goin’ to shower.” His voice had certainly… worsened. Rather, his use of words had deteriorated. They were less proper, more hostile. The only individual he could have been referring to as his ‘kid’ would have been the young, girl Ichigo that had called before -- right?

His role had been predetermined from the outset, just like Ichigo’s and Orihime’s had been. To make sure no funny business came of little girl Ichigo, Soul Society had sought to give him a lineage free of at least some of its spiritual power. That meant removing the Quincy blood, since removing the father would affect the history of Soul Society. In terms of how reality was slowly unraveling, Masaki Kurosaki no longer existed and Uryuu Kurosaki would take her place as a mother to three triplets that hadn’t passed away. But to say she was really around in their lives?

Uryuu’s dick retreated beneath the slight fold of his stomach as he regained his balance, a vacancy forming beneath swollen thighs that ached not with need but with pain. Recollections of fucking one of her fellow office workers the night before resurfaced, as was the course for these business trips of hers. She was regarded as the office slut, a woman that had left her husband but still maintained a relationship with her children when it was convenient. In all honesty? She wasn’t a very good person. The proper Ishida mentalities Uryuu had been raised with were thoroughly corrupted as her ass became plump and bruising took shape across her lower body from a rough night in the bedroom. Where had the stud she’d been fucking even run off to?

“Ahh, fuck it! Whatever! Guess I don’t wanna be late for the first meetin’ anyways.” She was fed up with the mirror and dragged herself into the bathroom finally. Each step saw her feet contort, shrinking while gaining sharper heels as nails found themselves longer and painted with the same smokey gray as her fingers. With a quick snap she undid her bra, tits spilling out with all their massive size against the tender, abundant curves of her torso. There was a reason she was the office slut. Even for her age she was smoking. Big tits, a big ass, no chains to bind her. It was honestly super useful at work, and she got plenty out of it. Satisfaction being one of those thing.

Awful as she was though? She wasn’t heartless. “Tch.” Before she even started the shower she stormed back into the bedroom, tits flopping around unbound, and snatched the phone off the table. She guessed she’d call Ichigo and wish her a good day at school. She did it when she could after all, and staying up late fucking probably wasn’t a good reason to ignore your own kids. She had all three of them that coming weekend too, so best keep the relationship good.

Even if they’re a pain, they’re still my kids. I still love ‘em…

If only she could remember who she really was.

