SAVE A HORSE, BE A HORSE GIRL
FIRST PERSON STORY
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Umamusume: Pretty Derby.

It was a mobile game that had begun to take the world by storm. Already extremely popular in Japan, after a long wait it had finally been brought into the global market, and conceptually? It was certainly a doozy of a game. It was a game where you, as her trainer, was able to raise a ‘horse girl’ – a girl with horse ears and tail that could run very fast in a world where real horses just didn’t exist in the first place. Not only was it popular because of the many, many cute girls, but the roguelike gameplay look was fairly addicting to plenty of people.

The appeal was apparent, and it was so appealing that even some big names in the Western streaming spaces had begun to play it, at least temporarily. This led to an additional boom of interest well beyond what anyone had expected, and it quickly became a much bigger phenomenon than surely anyone on their marketing team could have predicted. Not me, though. I wasn’t someone who had jumped on the bandwagon at the end. I’d been planning on playing from the start!

…Not that it was worth bragging about.

Nonetheless, that type of attitude somewhat explained why I hadn’t been overly shocked to find a very strange e-mail in my inbox one morning. It was from the Umamusume team? “Do they even send regular e-mails? I don’t remember agreeing to them mailing me…” If anything, that had been more confusing to me than the e-mail’s contents. Contents that spoke of a ‘fabulous, once in a lifetime experience’ that was only available to ‘early adopters of the game’. “What kind of experience could they even be offering? Is it like early access to merch or something?”

Much to my continued confusion, clicking the link didn’t present me with any meaningful answers to my question. It opened a website where it asked me to ‘Select your favorite horse girl’ while providing a dropdown list of all of the girls currently in the global version of the game. “Maybe they’ll show merch once I select my favorite?” I really had no idea where the website was taking me, but I didn’t expect it would be harmful. It wasn’t like they had requested any of my private information!

So, I did as it asked. The answer was easy, in fact. I knew that there were future horse girls that would probably take the slot of my favorite, but when it came to currently released ones? The answer was pretty simple. Daiwa Scarlet, the rival of Vodka and perhaps one of the bustier gears on release. I would have said that her bust size didn’t play a role in my choice, but it did at least a little bit. In general, though, I just liked her personality. She was cute and fun, and you couldn’t really ask for much else. 

Upon hitting the submit button, though…

“Wh— Where am I!?” I’d been sitting at my computer, but suddenly, I was sitting on a bench in what looked to be a changing room. And because there was girls’ underwear hanging on some of the open lockers? I was not supposed to be there. I immediately stood up and made sure no one else was around, but once I figured out the coast was clear? “Wait, is that even the most important thing I should be asking? How did I end up here!?” All very important questions, honestly.
These just weren’t questions I would be asking for very long.

“Whoa… Wait a sec…” I felt pretty unsteady out of nowhere, which maybe wasn’t too surprising? If I’d been brought into a locker room without knowing, then maybe I had been drugged first? Or, while I didn’t want to accept it as the answer, if I’d somehow been teleported there… then what kind of side effects would that have? Either way, I had stepped away from the bench and instead stumbled towards the lockers on the other side instead.

I practically collided with the nearest column of them, and despite being disoriented I actually became acutely aware that something was off. My pants were off in the literal sense. I felt them fall to my ankles, but that was more of a symptom of the more dramatic ‘issue’ that had triggered my internal alarms. I was a heavy guy. I should have hit the lockers hard when I crashed into them. Yet, while it was still a pretty impactful endeavor? It wasn’t as impactful as I had come to expect.
It all made sense when I pushed myself off of them and looked down, almost tripping over the pants and boxers around my ankles in the process. “Uh… What the hell!?” I couldn’t think of anything else to say towards what I was looking at. A shirt that had been designed for an obese man now hung like a poncho off my shoulders, dangling loosely with absolutely no mass to wrap around. I slapped my own belly with shock, but the fact that my gut was so flat just renewed that shock.

How was that even possible? But if it was, did that mean I really had just been teleported? I wasn’t even really given a chance to catch my breath, because while it was difficult to tell since I was only wearing a shirt that was way too big for me, sparing a glance towards the lockers I stood beside revealed that the lockers were getting bigger? No. That wasn’t the most logical explanation, all things considered. Before my weight loss I would have written it off as impossible. But now? I couldn’t exactly do that.

“I’m shrinking!?” I was an almost six foot tall man! Well, was being the keyword, because that wasn’t the case anymore. I had already slipped below 5’8” for sure, and I had to stop flailing my arms once I realized that my hands were also changing in a strange way. Hands didn’t change very much over the course of your life. At most they became a little bigger and then, eventually, they grew wrinkly. And yet, before my very eyes I watched my fingers slim, and my uneven nails lengthen until they existed in a manicured cut an inch past my dainty fingernails.
Something similar happened to my feet. I rapidly approached my new, intended height of 5’4”, but before that could complete? My toes became much more petite, and like my fingers their nails had evidently been treated with much more care. The scent of delicate creams danced off the rounder balls of my heels, but above all else? The soles of my feet became much firmer. ‘Calloused’ didn’t even begin to describe it, but they weren’t actually calloused. It was as if my feet were so strong that they had firmed to endure much greater shows of force than a regular human’s foot would, despite more or less appearing identical.

I winced. I was small and thin, sure. But things had been happening that I hadn’t even noticed too. The eyes that winced were altered as drops of reddish brown stole away their original colors, but their shapes were also changed. My eyelids became hooded, while their overall shapes narrowed until they appeared more Asian. More Japanese. “Eh? Wait… What was…?” My voice was higher, and I wasn’t speaking or thinking in my native, English language anymore. I was on the cusp of realizing… but the thought slipped away. Just as my memories of shrinking in the first place appeared to have vacated my mind.

I feel kind of weird… Should I just run it off?

Considering my weight before I’d magically lost it all, you could probably guess why that was a strange thing for me to think. I didn’t make a habit of running, and I’d probably exhaust myself almost instantly. And yet? I really wanted to go for a run! It was a change in attitude that accompanied a strengthening of my bones and my muscles. One so discreet that it wasn’t obvious behind my belly tightening so that you could vaguely make out my abs, but my strength and power surpassed that of a human by a fair margin all of a sudden.

“Ngh… Actually, am I forgetting something!?” I sure was, but I felt too proud to admit it fully. My face had slowly softened to suit my new voice, with my lips thicker, poutier, and narrower, while my nose had become smaller. My cheeks were soft and round, and when paired with my eyes? There was no denying it. I not only looked like a girl, but I looked much younger. Like around eighteen at most! My eyebrows had lightened to a soft, chestnut brown.
But that color permeated throughout all of my body’s hair. At least any of the hair that wasn’t shaved away – predominantly in places where a woman would normally shave. Still, it was far more obvious in the hair growing from my scalp than anywhere else. The chestnut color became prevalent rather quickly, and once it had all been subjected to that shade? My mane grew out a lot. Forget just reaching my shoulders. It reached my thighs in the back, while some of my bangs were raised almost like vents on the sides of my head.

There was nothing especially surprising about my dick and balls disappearing at this point, making me a woman without much fanfare. As I saw it according to my altered memories, I had always been a girl, and so at most there had just been a weird twitch in my pussy. It wasn’t very evident visually, although the changes that occurred in its wake certainly were. Even though it was more subtle than what would happen farther up (owed to how big my shirt was), you could still see my lower half fill out. My thighs bloated several inches, my ass bubbled into a peach shape, and my hips were forced wider to accommodate it all.
And considering my newfound womanhood? There was only really one thing – or a set of things – that could be growing ‘farther up’. “Hm…” My posture slowly leaned forward, and I kept pulling back over and over, but it didn’t really register that it was happening. The cause? Additional weight that was pooling within my chest. Where there had been no breasts before, a pair of mounds had developed. But then they grew heavier, prompting my nipples to puff up and rub with great sensitivity against my shirt’s underside. More weight pooled beneath them, and before long mounds became hills, then mountains, then something even greater. These G-cup tits stood proud and perky even without a bra.
But as it turned out? My clothing wasn’t really an issue. By the time I had looked down as a subconscious response to my nipples feeling so odd, my shirt had had been swapped out for an entirely different outfit. A blue dress with a tight, frilled blouse cutout done in white around my heft bosom. A bra now supported them underneath, just as I wore white panties beneath a set of garters that connected to my new, layered black-under white thigh highs with matching, white boots that had horseshoe cleats underneath. My long, brown hair had been tied into twin tails but fuzzy, blue ties, and a silver tiara sat on my forehead.

In most cases, this is probably where my transformation would have ended. But there was something odd about this outfit. There was a hole in the back of my dress, right above my butt crack. Its intended purpose seemed confusing… at least until something began to press out of it. A new appendage that was skin colored at first, supplemented by thin bone. But before long? Long, ropey brown hairs that were identical to the hair atop my head grew from it. No, not human hair. It was fur. 
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Within moments I had grown a horse tail that swished back and forth behind me, and it wasn’t alone. Because my ears, soon covered in the same soft brown, peeked out from behind my hair vents in the pointed, folded shapes of a pair of equine ears. These horse features wouldn’t have been unfamiliar to me either way. After all, my memories now reflected my new body. But if you had asked me what they represented before my transformation? I would have had the same answer. 
That those were the ears of a horse girl.
“Did everyone else head out to the starting gate before me? Shoot! I better hurry up!” My racing costume had just appeared on me, but I didn’t really remember that being the case anymore. Everything from my underwear to the dress, to even my hair, I could remember meticulously putting it on just as I did before every race! Even my horseshoe cleats were tied up nice and tight! Well, they certainly had to be! It would have been a big problem if they became untied on the track!
I was Daiwa Scarlet, the favorite of this race, after all! Even though Vodka was competing too, I was the favorite for once, and I wasn’t going to squander that popularity lead! “Just because she’s fast, and strong, and a little hot… Wh-What? Who said that!?” I had, obviously, but I hadn’t meant to admit that out loud! “Ugh… I need to get in the right headspace! This isn’t like me!” Probably because I’d just suffered a transformation… not like I could remember that.

“Weird thoughts, begone!” I confidently exclaimed as I slapped my own cheeks with both hands, though the motion brought my breasts to jiggle a little. Not that I wasn’t used to it. They bounced a lot when I ran! Funnily enough, that slap had magically worked! My head felt way clearer! Which meant… “Time to head up to the track!” Hopefully I wasn’t too late, but there hadn’t been any announcements.

I was probably fiiiiine!

Probably!
