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“Hmm… I feel like if Rider rides this, it’ll definitely fall apart.”
If anything, Sakura Matou was quite satisfied with recent developments. The Holy Grail War had tapered off without much in the way of casualties, and through a series of miracles she had been able to confront her role in that way and overcome it. With the help and encouragement of Shirou, Rin, Illya, Saber, and numerous others of course. In fact it almost felt like the war had wrapped up a little too neatly. A little too ideally. But who was she to complain?

It had all been so clean that even the Servants were able to remain summoned. Saber, Lancer, Rider, even Berserker was being held on Einzbern land. It really was a miracle. But because of that miracle the Servants that had been left behind had to adjust to modern day life. Not just things like shopping and communicating but also picking up things like hobbies.
That led Sakura to her current predicament. Being Rider’s Master, she had taken it upon herself to support Medusa in whatever it was she wanted to do in this era. She had been experimenting with various hobbies ever since the war had ended, but the one she had ultimately settled on, well… There were problems. Which was surprising because it was something as simple as bike riding.

So what was the problem exactly? Durability. True to her Servant class, Medusa was extremely potent on a vehicle. Generally her Riding skill was meant to account for this and naturally reinforce anything she road to accommodate her powerful body, but without regular rules applying it was just too much mana to waste every time she went for a ride. The end result? After only a minute of peddling, Rider would ultimately break the bike. She couldn’t dial back her strength enough to not.
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And so Sakura wanted to help Rider in the only way she knew how. Using magecraft it must have been possible to reinforce the bike enough that Medusa couldn’t break it, right? To those ends she had borrowed a book from Shirou’s house the last time she’d been over. “Okay so, let’s see here… There must be something in here that will do the trick?” Sitting on a chair in the garage of the Matou estate, a pink sports bike was in front of her and the book was open in her hands.
She flipped through the pages. It was a tome she had collected from Shirou… without asking. Sakura had wanted to, but when she had stopped by, he hadn’t been home, and she’d wished to surprise Medusa that evening with a bike she could use! If it was only borrowing the Advanced Reinforcement tome then it was probably fine, right?

That definitely would have been the case if it had been just any old book on magecraft. And it wasn’t. It was a book that Rin had lent to Shirou with the stern instruction that he not cast anything inside of it because some of the effects of the spells would cause unwanted side effects if cast in the wrong environments. Some magecraft was just like that, unfortunately. But Sakura didn’t have a clue that this was the case with the book in question. After all, Reinforcement magic wasn’t exactly complicated if you knew the structure of what you were reinforcing.

And even the Matou teen knew how a bike worked.

“Okay! This should work!” It took her twenty minutes or so of reading, but she eventually find a variation of the magecraft that seemed well suited for what she wanted to accomplish. Bike frames were brittle compared to a Servant’s strength, and pedals and chains even more so. She had to accommodate for all of these parts of the bike in tandem when casting, so the spell was a little complicated.
It took her another few minutes to piece together the incantation and figure out the output of mana required, but Sakura was a quick learner. That was barely any time at all to eventually reach a spell she was confident would work, and so without hesitating further she stood and extended her right palm. Medusa would be there soon, after all.

She chanted and the mana flowed from her body and into the pink bike. It lit up a moment, and once the casting had concluded it had an almost otherworldly sheen to it. Evidence that her spell had worked. “Whew…” The teen felt both happy and accomplished. She couldn’t wait to see Medusa’s face when she got back from the library! But it was odd. It wasn’t unusual to feel a bit tired after using magecraft, but…

Why did she feel a little numb?

Not enough to fall over or anything, but Sakura was having a little difficulty feeling even her own movements. It was kind of like her entire body had just fallen asleep and she didn’t really know why. But confusion eventually turned to panic as the clothing she was wearing began to glow the same color as the bike. “Huh? I didn’t cast the spell on my clothes th— EEP!?” Instead of reinforcing anything? Those clothes just straight up disappeared, leaving the girl standing naked in her own garage.
This should have been enough to prompt her to run inside and she honestly wanted to, but the numbness had spread so far that she couldn’t really move. Lifting her arms or legs just felt impossible, and even the act of speaking was growing difficult. “Wait… Did the thpell backfire? But whath ith it… Mmph!?” Words eventually became a drunken slur which culminated in an utter inability to communicate at all. 

At most she could barely crane her neck up and down, and for a moment she thought she had been doing so unintentionally. Why? Because her eye level was rising. She definitely wasn’t raising her neck though, so…? It was a little difficult for Sakura to comprehend with her sense of touch so dulled by the numbing sensation and no ability to move around. But the cause? Her whole body was becoming longer. Well, technically taller. The girls limbs and torso were stretching, applying an additional seven inches to her height so that she was ultimately rendered a whopping 5’8”.
“MMPH!?” All the teen could realistically do was groan with confusion, unable to muster the ability to even move her lips. But she could tell that something was wrong. She just didn’t know how wrong things were. The height was obvious now that she was so tall, but what about the rest of her proportions changing? Her lower half was a much more notable offender in that regard. Hips pulled significantly wider to allow a bloat to flow into her thighs and ass. They burgeoned so that they weren’t only plump but likewise firm with supposed muscle.

And that muscle firmed up her stomach, chest, and arms as well. It was unrelated, but soon it was the role of her breasts to expand. Not as much as her lower end, for Sakura already had a sizable bust. But it didn’t stand out as much on this taller frame. At least not until they bounced up to an additional cup size.

The similarities were almost uncanny. Not identical, but when it came to her physical build? From muscle mass to… mass of a more visible softness, Sakura’s body looked like Medusa’s. Or like her head, hands, and feet had been glued onto Medusa’s body. Of course, she didn’t have the perspective to draw this conclusion. For a time it almost seemed as if she was becoming Medusa herself. But very obvious issues with that emerged.

Or, well, disappeared?

Whether it was her nipples, her pubes, her pussy, or even her ass crack, it was almost as if they were erased. Crevices were filled in, nipples and hairs were absorbed until, eventually, Sakura might as well have been as smooth as a doll. All changes that she couldn’t even feel. But that debilitating absence of feeling began to fade. But strangely? It didn’t fade everywhere. Much of her arms, her head, and all of her legs beneath her thighs remained senseless. Everything else? She began to be able to feel again.

It was just that what she felt didn’t feel right. What’s happening to me? Something is wrong with my body… She was unable to communicate, and so Sakura was more or less only left with her thoughts. And honestly? Even being able to see what was happening might not have given her enough context to understand what was happening to her. Because her skin, or at least the skin that wasn’t as numb, seemed to be raising with a very subtle but confusing texture.
The confusion was because it didn’t look like skin. Rather, there were very tiny bumps that appeared to weave together, covering her torso, ass, thighs, back, and even her breasts. This skin almost looked stretchy? Almost like a fabric? But that was exactly what was happening. The surface level of her skin had become a stretchy nylon; it just wasn’t that obvious so long as it remained the color of Sakura’s skin.

Which it didn’t. It almost looked like this skin was being dyed as differing colors emerged. The bulk of this area? Darkened to a consistent and sporty black, but there were other colors too. They were mostly on Sakura’s sides, where purple and white swirled together to form a pattern on the sides of her torso and breasts – even dying her sleeves and the base of her neck. It was at this point that it was more visually evident that this cloth skin was layered. The shorts had multiple layers to make for easier breathing around the ass, whereas it was more breathable around the chest to boot.

AH!?

Sakura could only cry out mentally as her eye level shifted again. This time? Because she had fallen over. Landing on her back she didn’t feel much pain. In fact the landing had felt quite light? But why had she fallen so suddenly? It had almost been like her legs had slid out from right under her. And why was her head… rolling? W-Wait, it’s almost like my head isn’t attached to my body!?
It wasn’t really like that at all. Her chin touched the floor in the perfect position for her to see what remained of her body. A biking outfit was laying puffed out on the ground just inches from her, the sight of her arms and legs slowly being absorbed into them terrifying the girl. She didn’t know how she knew it, but she knew that was her body. Before long the arms and legs disappeared and the clothing soon sagged without anything inside of it.

How could this… happen to…

And then everything went dark for Sakura. Her consciousness had lagged for a moment, and visually? Her head had melted away into a single fiber of cloth. But that fiber, almost like a magnet, then flew across the garage floor and into the vacant outfit. The moment they combined? Sakura’s mind and the world around her lit up again. Um…? She could feel herself lying on the cold garage floor. She could see the garage from every imaginable angle on the ground. Was she perceiving the world through the entire bike suit?
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The inanimate Sakura didn’t have any answers to those questions nor did she have a means of enacting any change. She was just a black, white, and purple bike suit after all. All she could really do was sit in relative silence for the time being, left only with her thoughts and the understanding that the sooner she adjusted to how it felt to live in this form, the better.

“Hm? Did Sakura reinforce this bike?” But a familiar voice soon stirred new mental activity on the clothing’s part. Sakura could both see and hear Medusa walk into the garage, where she was examining the bike. It was only a matter of time before the Servant noticed her folded up on the chair, right? “Oh! And she purchased me clothes to wear. How thoughtful of her.”

N-No! Rider, I am the clothes! E-Eh!? Wh-What are you doing!? It wasn’t like Medusa could hear the thoughts running through the bike suit’s consciousness.  So it was of no surprise that the bespectacled woman hadn’t paid them any mind and was instead going on with her business. So why was Sakura so flustered? Well, that business involved stripping. Medusa was soon in only her underwear, which logically meant that— Oh no!
From Sakura’s point of view it was as if a giant, mostly naked woman was now bending down to grab her. She was powerless to do anything about it and, before long, Medusa’s warm fingers gripped into her cool, breathable fabric. Sakura wasn’t prepared for the sensation. She couldn’t do so physically, but her entire subconscious shuddered with stimulation. She knew what it was like to touch her own loins, and just being grabbed like that was more stimulating than that.

The Servant held her out and allowed her shape to unfold, exposing Sakura to a fuller view of Medusa’s curvy, muscular shape. “Hm… Do I put it on like this?” Because the bike suit was a singular piece she initially seemed confused about how to adorn it. She eventually noticed the zipper on the back and pulled it down to just above the ass, causing Sakura even more unspeakable pleasure.
She almost felt like she’d blacked out for a moment.

And yet that pleasure only built further. Medusa slid one leg into the short and then another before pulling the main body of the outfit up so it snuggly hugged her pelvis. Sakura could feel the woman’s warmth, both the heat of her thighs and of her crotch through lace undergarments. She could feel herself being indented into the crevice of Medusa’s ass and, as the woman pushed her arms through Sakura’s sleeves and pulled her snug against her torso, the points of the woman’s nipples pressing into her through her bra. The Servant had already been perspiring. She could feel its dampness seeping into her; she could taste its saltiness.

ZIIIIIIIIIIIIIP!

The sentient bikewear almost blacked up again the moment her zipper was yanked back up. Each tooth of that zipper reconnecting felt like she was being penetrated. Sakura could feel every movement of Medusa’s body through her own, sending added waves of rippling pleasure with each twitch. The ex-human was experiencing a true bliss, and that bliss made it hard to remember who she was or what had happened. She felt at home as a biking outfit. Her sense would return once she was finally taken off though.

“Alright. It fits. So maybe a lap around the block?” Not that it seemed as if that would be anytime soon. Medusa lifted a leg over the seat of the bike and planted her big ass down neatly upon it. It felt a little hard to her, but it only stimulated Sakura more since her cloth dug deeper into the woman’s loins and butt. 

Medusa pedaled out and onto the street, doing a quick lap at high speeds… or at least she thought she had done a lap? “Hm? Shouldn’t the Matou estate be here?” Maybe it had been the next block over? She continued to bike and found herself in the same spot. And again. And again. Until the woman stopped even questioning it. …Trapping Sakura in a perpetual life of being worn, for Medusa would continue to go around and around without even realizing for all eternity.

But she did eventually stop upon seeing something on a bench. Something of interest, because the present seat of her bike had been much too harsh on her derriere. It was a bike seat? Just sitting out there for no reason? “Odd. The red and brown… they remind me of the Tohsaka girl.” But the bike seat had been Rin Tohsaka. She’d been caught up in Sakura’s spell and turned into a new seat for the bike. One that Medusa mounted herself in a matter of moments and sat her ass upon.

Meaning Sakura was pressing into Rin, both feeling the same ecstasy at once.

“Ah, that’s more comfortable!”
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