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“Happy Birthday to me!”
Joseph mused out loud to himself in the mirror that morning, his words by no means incorrect. It absolutely was his birthday, and he didn’t necessarily feel too strongly about the date one way or another. He was an adult, and when you got older the significance of one’s birthday eventually dwindled down to a mere ‘well, I’m another year older again’. He could only assume that most people around his age felt that way; that it was entirely normal.

“Well, I don’t have too much planned today…” Being a January baby, his birthday always came shortly after Christmas and the New Year. It wasn’t necessarily the best time to have a birthday if you wanted to maximize excitement, namely because everyone was always a little burned out from the holidays. Even so, he always tried to make the best of it, and his friends and family still went out of their way to throw a little party for him at least.

It was definitely strange, though. Because the past couple of years, he hadn’t quite remembered what had happened near the end of those parties. It was like his memories had just gone blank, and he could only assume that perhaps he had been drinking too much at the time? Two years ago, he could remember having a lot of sake, but after the fact he couldn’t remember anyone even bringing it to the party?

Was this really relevant? Perhaps it was, perhaps it wasn’t. Joseph himself didn’t really think too much about it and was instead thinking about what was coming. His birthday was on a Saturday this year, and his friends had invited him out for a lunch-based party at a nice restaurant beside a karaoke place. He’d been in the process of getting ready for that party when he’d spoken to himself in the mirror, after showering, brushing his teeth, and double checking his hair.
Since it wasn’t a McDonald’s he was going to, he dressed up in black pants and a button-up shirt with short sleeves because he lived close to the equator and didn’t want to melt, especially since he was planning on walking there with a bus ride in the middle. But he definitely wasn’t going to wear a tie. It was a party after all, so there was no point in going overboard. After picking out a nice pair of shoes on top of it all, he was on his way!

“As I thought… it’s way too hot for pants.” That was a conclusion that Joseph had drawn after only a few minutes outside. He hadn’t even made it to the bus stop before the heat overwhelmed him, and it was still the morning. Sometimes he wondered how he’d feel about the heat if he was afforded an opportunity to live somewhere cooler for a change. Just an idle thought, and not one he’d expected to find an answer to. And yet…

RING, RING, RING!
He suddenly stopped in response to a ringing sound nearby, one that was pretty easy to identify. There was a phone sitting on that bench. It was a flip phone, thin and silver, that looked old-fashioned but also somehow futuristic at the same time. Either way, it looked expensive enough that someone might steal it, and there was no one else on the street that it could belong to. 
But there was a convenience store across the street where he could drop it off, and hopefully its owner would check inside? “I think I have time for a quick pitstop…” He wasn’t that far from the bus stop, and he had about ten minutes before it was supposed to show up anyways, so he reached down to grab the phone and—
Cold. Joseph’s body was suddenly overwhelmed by a freezing chill that stemmed from right in front of him. There was a wooden bench behind him in front of a wall, with two shorter walls at his sides, but in front of him? It was completely open with a bus stop sign out front… surrounded by a lot of snow. It wasn’t snowing, but it was clearly winter wherever he was. The issue was that he didn’t know how he’d even gotten there in the first place. “…How am I supposed to process any of this?”

And why was he getting a strange sense of déjà vu, as if he’d ended up in similar circumstances in the past? Maybe not the exact same circumstances, but suddenly ending up somewhere he shouldn’t have been on his birthday? It rung a bell that he didn’t like. Either way, not everything was unfamiliar. Sitting on the bus stop bench behind him was a familiar phone; the one that he had picked up. Putting two and two together, they had to be related.

“Now I’m thinking I should have worn long sleeves…” Vaguely paralyzed by shock and mildly cold from the weather, he cracked a joke for his own benefit as he peeked out from the bus stop. He was in a city… sort of? Most of the buildings were small, but there was a very big building off in what he assumed was the city center. There were decorations up everywhere. Tinsel, stars, papercrafts; it gave the street a festival atmosphere, but it was clear that where he was wasn’t where the festival was being held. 

RING, RING, RING!
…But he was snapped out of it by the phone once again ringing.

“It’s ringing again?” Considering his current theory, the sound of its jingle put him on high alert, even though that paranoia was technically misplaced. Not because his theory was wrong, but because he had got it in his head that nothing strange would happen further so long as he didn’t interact with it directly… even if it did cross his mind that maybe interacting with it would send him back to his home. “I can’t hang out here though, I need to get back home for my party, but depending on where I am…” Well, it was already far too cold for him to be anywhere near his home. 
The ringing sound didn’t stop after just a few jingles. In fact, after it seemingly stopped for a brief moment, it just started ringing again. “Should I just pick it up?” As the man thought about it, he reached out to it from afar with one hand even though he definitely wouldn’t be able to reach it, unsure of why he had in the first place. But that wasn’t the only thing he was unsure about. He was quick to pull his hand back, examining the fingers upon them.

It wasn’t difficult to see why. “Huh?” Joseph’s olive complexion had always naturally been darker than the skin of any old white person without leaning too much into a tan. But that was the issue. Starting at the tips of his fingers, he could see a dark tan moving down their lengths and into his palms. It was the case in both hands, and he even watched the nails on those fingers grow several inches past his fingertips while ending up manicured. “What… What’s going on…?” And why was he getting that weird sense of déjà vu again?
Had something like this happened to him before?

Nonetheless, all he could do was gawk at the sight of his darkened fingers thinning before his palms did the same. This darkened skin felt much softer, something he noticed as he rubbed his index fingers against his thumbs, but as it moved into a pair of slimmed wrists and the body hair of any darkened skin receded, it began to look that way as well. He rubbed at those wrists, and then his forearms as it continued to work in towards his torso, skin growing darker and hair stolen upon limbs that were becoming narrower.
And while his hands and arms were what had stood out to Joseph, they weren’t the only parts of his body being affected in that moment. His feet had actually begun to undergo a very similar transformation at the same time as his hands, with their skin darkening and their shapes shrinking inwards. Smaller toes saw their nails not quite lengthen, but they were cut much neater… and were even painted with a red gloss that eventually found itself on his fingernails to boot. He did wobble a bit briefly as his heels shrunk, but other than that? His pants did a good job of keeping him out of the loop.
Or at least that was initially the case. Not much else of consequence happened to the man’s arms as it traveled up to his shoulders, but up his legs? That was an entirely different beast. It might have been difficult for him to notice as it thinned and softened his shins and rounded his knees, but the moment the browner skin crept across his thighs? “Why are my pants so…!?” He had leaned slightly forward to get a good look at them, only to be dumbfounded by how tight they looked.
When he’d put those dress pants on less than an hour prior, they had been loose enough that there was a bit of slack between them and his thighs. Now? He could make out the shapes of his thighs pushing against the black fabric, and those shapes were… much more swollen than he remembered them being. …Right?
Joseph ended up reaching one of his slender, feminine hands to grab at flesh that continued to swell, because the seams of those dress pants eventually split so that tanned, hairless flesh could poke through the outer sides. “They’re definitely… womanly?” He gave a tilt of his head as he said this, because— “My voice? Why do I sound like this?” Like a girl? Well, the reason was obvious enough. While the discoloration worked its way across his thighs down below, it had slimmed his shoulders and worked its way up his neck.
His Adam’s apple was ultimately smoothed away, and his vocal chords had been adjusted in the process, likely leading to the change in his voice. His face began to tingle, which led to the man abandoning his thighs just as the back of his pants split like the legs had so that two bubbled, brown cheeks could rip even through his boxers and cool under the winter air, all so his hands could caress his face. “H-Hey!?” Of course, a fat ass suddenly bubbling out behind him could only lead to more imbalance.
Two very important changes happened in tandem at this point, but what was going on with his facial structure had already been alluded to. The brown replaced all of its olive complexion and saw it soften much like the rest of the skin, but as it turned out? That softness hadn’t simply been for show. It made him look younger, perhaps around nineteen or so – which meant he had technically lost over ten years of age on his birthday? But that was hardly the most striking thing happening to Joseph’s appearance.
Particularly not when he looked more and more like a nineteen-year-old girl.

“Eep!?” It had already been mentioned that the changes to her face had been transpiring alongside another notable change, and with her thighs and ass already swollenly feminine, it stood to reason that her genitalia wouldn’t be too far behind. The squeak she sounded came at the culmination of this fact, as what remained of a dwindling cock received a sharp pull up into her pelvis, where the lips of a pussy developed beneath spreading, dark brown pubes. They were cut neatly into the shape of a… heart? “Am I a girl?”

Even that very question made it clear that yes, she was. Her words had been spoken through a pair of poutier, pink lips that a narrowed jaw and lifted cheekbones helped show off. Her nose was smaller, her eyes narrower, and they even briefly glowed orange before dulling to a glossy amber. But how could anyone’s eyes glow? That was a hint that, while she still looked human, she wasn’t actually under the hood. Technically speaking, she was now an android because all of her flesh, bone, and blood had been swapped out for very convincing parts instead.

“Wait. Why would I not be a girl? My head feels… weird.” Groggy, slightly? Out of sorts? Her memories were all over the place. She felt confused about what was right or wrong when it came not only to her body, but to her history. Memories of a futuristic high school of all places flashed through her mind, and those memories were recent even though she had graduated a long time ago. It pulled her away from realizing that her already dark brown hair was lengthening, thickening, spilling down to her ass behind her while longer bangs were swept across her right eye. She batted them away at first but soon became accustomed to their existence. 

The young woman shook her head and that long hair bounced around, but that wasn’t what was bothering her. Not being able to think straight was, and it distracted her from her nearly six-foot height slowly diminishing. She dropped down to a mere 5’6” just before she found her back… aching? No, it wasn’t an ache. Just a vague straining of her artificial muscles that felt tighter and tighter as the seconds wore on. In her confused stupor, however, Joseph couldn’t even identify the cause.

…Not even as the top few buttons of his dress shirt flew off to bounce off the back of the bus stop and land on the ground nearby. They had been strained past capacity by the mass growing within them – a pair of small mounds that rapidly burgeoned out into a pair of jiggling orbs that eventually completely escaped containment. A pair of even bigger nipples, puffy and erect, bounced into view as her G-cup tits finally reached their full sizes. What she was wearing clearly wasn’t suited for her new body.

And in a flash, that was corrected. “Huh? What…?” It happened at the same time that the young woman’s mind just seemed to click into place. Her outfit wasn’t so burdensome, and in fact had become a tight, purple and blue kimono that was worn off her shoulders so that most of her tits were exposed. It was accessorized with black, decorative sandals and a white collar. With her hair pulled up into a ponytail, it wasn’t really in the way, and the white kitsune mask that hung off the left side of her head matched with the white bow that was tied behind her. 
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“Did I show up too early? It isn’t like Tia to be late.” Dressed in a beautiful and festive kimono, Naga stepped out from the bus stop for a moment to look up and down the street. Not only was her best friend nowhere to be seen, but wasn’t the street kind of quiet? Even though it was only really Nikkes and their commander that made use of the streets of the Outpost, you could usually find a number of them scuttling around at that time of day. “Oh. Right. Probably at the festival, right? Makes sense…”
That was a valid explanation. Everyone wanted to celebrate the New Year, and it was December 31st. Despite still being early in the morning, most Nikkes would flock to the festival grounds early on to partake in the stalls and games, with most staying there until midnight for the fireworks and to ring in the new year. That was what Naga had been planning on doing, but she’d been waiting for Tia at the bus stop.

RING, RING, RING!
A familiar ringing sound, muffled, sounded from between her breasts. It was the same phone that had been ringing earlier, but hadn’t it been on the bench? How had it ended up in her cleavage? “Forgot I put it in there. Wish this kimono had pockets, but we’re basically all women out here.” And there weren’t too many prudes among the Nikkes. So, she reached a hand down between her tits and fished it out before holding it up to her ear. “Yo?”
“Tia! Oh, you had to fix your fit and you’re almost here? No prob, I’ll keep waiting. Don’t think the bus will be here for a bit anyways.” Their lodging wasn’t that far from the bus stop so it should have been fine. Either way, she’d rather be going to a festival than studying at school for a change. It wasn’t like she hated it or anything, school life suited her just fine. It was just nice to have a day off once in a while. “EH!? THE COMMANDER IS WITH YOU!?”

There weren’t many women that served under him that didn’t have at least a little bit of a crush on him. How’d Tia of all girls end up with him on such a special occasion? Well, there was only one thing she could do with that information! “I get his other arm when you get here, deal?” She didn’t mind sharing.

But getting iced out entirely was a different issue!
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