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“The new Racing Miku figuring for 2023 was revealed…?”
There was a dulled sense of curiosity in my voice as I read the news article aloud. It wasn’t something that I really cared about when all was said and done, but it had been a slow news day overall. I didn’t have a lot going on, nor was there a lot that I wanted to really do. It was a rare win in the adulting world to have a day like that, honestly. Nonetheless, I went to check out the article. If anything, the designs for these figures always slapped.

And this was no exception. “Oh wow. They really put some emphasis on some of her key features.” Now there weren’t many that used the internet that didn’t at least know of Hatsune Miku. Even if they didn’t know her name, they would probably recognize her hallmark design. Blue twin tails, bright blue eyes – her design was undeniably iconic and had been for over a decade now. But neither of these were the features I had immediately noticed.

It was her thighs. The artist that had drawn her had put a great deal of emphasis on their fullness, and there was a sheen and blush to their bulging forms that really made them stand out. It was an emphasis that I immediately recognized as the work of the artist Toridamono, the artist that had worked on the Atelier Ryza series as well as most recently a Servant in Fate / Grand Order. They had a habit of emphasizing the feminine traits of their female characters.
And so their thighs were always in abundance.

Beyond noticing this and sharing it in my Discord server though, I hadn’t really planned on spending much more time on the store page that the initial link had brought be to. I hadn’t planned on it, and yet my eyes eventually wandered to where you might typically find a preorder button. Not because I wanted to. Or maybe I did on some subconscious level. But I also couldn’t afford such an expensive and frivolous purchase.

“Download? What the heck would I be downloading on a page like this?” But I couldn’t find a preorder button, which certainly struck me as initially odd. Odder still was the presence of a ‘Download’ button when there was nothing else to click next to the placeholder art of the figure. “Maybe it’s just to download the art? In which case…” My mouse idly wandered over to hover over the button in question. What? It was cute art!
I could see that something began to download according to my browser’s download bar, and I hadn’t exactly expected anything else to come of it. And yet… My screen suddenly blue screened. Or that was what I initially thought. But the blue was a little lighter than expected, and the text that ran across it was not English nor numbers, but instead text written in Japanese.

The very existence of this screen was very compelling. Maybe a little too compelling, because without thinking I reaching my right hand out towards it as if to touch it. And I came very close to doing so before I stopped myself. “Wait, I’ll smudge the screen!” And I really didn’t want to have to clean it off after. So my fingertips stopped just inches away from the screen.

But that was already too close.

I got zapped. “OWWWWwwwwWWWCH!” Something had definitely jumped from the screen to my hand, and when it did I felt a reverberation radiate through my body that I could see. It was almost like I was watching my body momentarily pixelize before returning to normal, and as the uncanny feeling prompted me to cry it, for but a brief moment something about that scream had sounded oddly… artificial.
Not knowing what else to do, I shook my hand as if that would do anything about what had just happened. I wasn’t in pain, but I definitely didn’t feel right. Though even as I shook that hand, something about it began to appear unusual. The nails upon those fingers seemed to grow several inches longer past my fingertips, and even then? The fingers themselves looked a touch shorter and thinner, which complimented smaller palms and a daintier wrist. It was simultaneous with my left hand, which had succumbed to the same phenomenon.
But I hadn’t really noticed the change in their size, just as I didn’t notice the pastel pink polish that spread across my fingernails. I was much too distracted by the shock and the computer that had done it to me. “What just happened!? That wasn’t right! M-My voice!?” It kept flickering between its usual sound and something else. Something almost robotic? Synthesized? But it was also strangely melodic and feminine. I felt like I had heard it somewhere before, but panicked and with it coming from my own mouth, I couldn’t be sure.
What was certainly assured, though, was that my body was rapidly changing to fall in line with someone or something that would suit that voice. The excess weight on my body – and there was plenty of it – was quickly shedding. Arms and legs grew slender, my excess tummy thinned and smoothed away. A lightness that had not blessed me since my teenaged years had returned, and there was no longer a single inch of unneeded fat upon my tall frame.

“ああ！” The height of my body had seemingly been on borrowed time though, as my point of view promptly dropped the better part of a foot down to 5’2”. My arms and legs had compressed in length, and the latter change had made it so that my feet shrinking smaller and daintier was more sensical as well. Combined with a shorter torso, I was left there in clothing that were much too big on me, pants having fallen to the floor, with a flummoxed expression upon my face. “何 just happened!?”
My speaking was becoming even stranger, because it wasn’t just the synthesized girl’s voice that kept creeping in now, but random Japanese as well. Unless I had meant to say ‘Nani just happened!?’, which I absolutely had not. It wasn’t just a vocal tweak though, my very thoughts were twisting so that I was processing them in Japanese – I just so happened to remember English as well, although it was no longer my native language.
I blinked, my lashes notably more pronounced than they had been moments before as I did so. “The sound of my voice, the 日本語… My small stature…? I couldn’t…?” …be turning into Hatsune Miku? If not for the circumstances I was being subjected to, that would have been an impossible thing to think. Yet I could not deny the likelihood of it happening. Even the pigmentation of my eyes had now diluted to the very same pastel blue that had been reflected upon the figurine key art that had started it all.
The new color of my eyes was readily highlighted by the features of my face, because they had begun to change… and in a way that was rather uncanny even when compared to what had happened to me thus far. The most striking of them were my eyes themselves, which momentarily narrowed so that they resembled the eyes of a Japanese person… before they grew substantially. My vision did not broaden, but I was prompted to squint as my surroundings soon became more vibrant and less… 3D? 

“アニメ!?” Anime!? I couldn’t believe what I was seeing! The world around my looked like something out of a drawn anime, but it was still… my office. I curiously reached out a hand to touch my desk, and it felt the same. But it was then that I finally noticed my slender fingers and painted nails. My voice had completely changed towards a familiar, feminine synth now, and I was speaking exclusively in Japanese. Though for the sake of convenience it will be conveyed with English going forward.
My big, anime eyes fluttered, though without a mirror I couldn’t see them nor how they resembled the art style of Toridamono. With these eyes taking up so much of my face, my nose was now smaller and cuter, and while my lips were plumper? The way they were drawn made them seem thinner than they actually were. “I can’t believe this is happening!” But while I was clearly excited, it wasn’t like I was anxious.

Something deep down was embracing these changes. This energy was not mine, but instead belonged to the girl I was becoming.

The blue that had already infected my anime gaze was now bleeding into my short head of hair now. Before long any semblance of a more mundane color had been erased, and the short, blue locks that were left began to spill out in size at an almost alarming rate. They fell past my shoulders in the back, long and silky, and eventually fell to my ankles. While in the front? I could see my bangs cross between my eyes while strands framed my face and cute, round ears poked out from behind them. 

This hair is super cute! I couldn’t help but think. But to be fair, my old self would have thought that too. By anime standards, I might as well have entirely been the most famous Vocaloid in terms of appearances. Everything from the neck up was identical and I had the right build. But a now oversized t-shirt was being worn like a dress, which incidentally hid all of the important bits. Or the lack thereof.

But they grew into their own with time. “Oh!” Which began with a sensitive rubbing sensation beneath my shirt around my chest. I knew what was happening and how unnatural it was, but while it felt good? My thoughts were wandering to something strange. Even if it feels good, indecent things are bad for my image! Try to ignore it! I cutely shut my eyes together and looked up at the ceiling, forcibly paying no mind to how my shirt pushed out in response to a pair of B-cup breasts that had budded beneath it. 
By the time I had opened my eyes? Well… I had completely forgotten why I had looked away! Was something wrong with my chest? Hadn’t it always been that way!? Just like my trim waistline, or my wide yet not excessively so hips? This was a fairly standard level of curvature for a teenaged girl! Or at least an artificial intelligence that was based on a teenaged girl! But that wasn’t who I was, right?

Long lashes blinked. “But I’m… Um… Hm? I feel like I was someone else, wasn’t I!?” Arms crossed beneath my chest, I nodded along with my own thoughts in a very animated fashion. I just couldn’t comprehend actually being another person? That would make no sense! All the while? My femininity was assured as my genitals were rearranged into their feminine counterparts, which ultimately triggered a swelling of my rear end as it became full and perky.

But more than that? I had forgotten about the mental comment I had made about the Racing Miku’s thighs back before this had all begun, and yet now those thighs were becoming mine. Skin was pulled taut around the fatty tissue that plumped my flesh, a rosy blush emerging across their shinier texture as they swelled so that each thigh rivaled my waistline in thickness. Not only were they abundant, but it was obvious that this was Toridamono’s style of drawing thighs. Except now they were in motion upon my own body, slightly hidden by my tee.

At least that was momentarily the case, because not even a moment sooner? Not only were they completely exposed, but they were being squeezed from below to make them look even fuller. A flash of light from the computer monitor had erased my old outfit and replicated the 2023 Racing Miku costume over my new body instead. That included the impossibly short, white skirt, the thigh high white boots with black tops, the detached sleeves and frilled cape that hung from exposed shoulders… Even the white beret and the star ornaments holding my hair into cute twin tails.

Also why were the sides of my tummy exposed aside from some belts? I didn’t linger on it for long, though. My outfit was super cute!
“Oh! I see! I am Hatsune Miku, of course!” I had naturally realized it earlier than that, but I had been so hard-headed in my denial of it. But now? It felt as right as rain to admit it! I was the VOCALOID, Hatsune Miku, representing her new racing costume! It was a very cute look that made me feel exceptionally proud – though maybe it was a little more revealing in some places than I was used to?
I hummed to myself with my synthesized voice, doing a little twirl before my blue eyes fixed themselves upon the glowing computer screen. “This makes sense, too!” I could understand the text that was written there now but wasn’t that obvious!? I was created in Japan, after all! The words were actually a summons, one that I was happy to accept.
As for what to do about them? I knew exactly what needed to be done! Holding slender fingers out, I pressed them up against the computer screen without any fear of smudging the screen. I couldn’t anyways, seeing as my body was actually a digital construct now! I couldn’t actually interact with any of the physical items in this office! Once my hand pressed up against it, the screen began to glow… and I was sucked inside!

Reappearing in a digital space, surrounded by familiar faces. A pair of blonde twins, a pink haired woman, and a blue haired young man to name a few. They were my family. At least if an Artificial Intelligence could have such a thing. Well, I knew they could! Because my feelings towards them were like family! And since I had just returned, there was only one thing to say with a bright smile!
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“Tadaima!”
