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I hadn’t thought much of the weather forecast before leaving the house that day.
You couldn’t really blame me. It was one of the hottest summers on record, and it felt like it had just been hot and sunny for weeks now! There was no point in preparing for rain that just hadn’t been coming, and I wasn’t exactly interested in lugged a coat or umbrella around all day for no reason. Especially when it had only been my intention to do some shopping in town for a couple of hours. Of course, since I wasn’t bringing a vehicle then there was only so much I could carry.
“…Hopefully those don’t come this way.” It had only been shortly after I had set out that I had noticed them, however. The foreboding, dark clouds off in the distance. It didn’t seem like they were heading my way, so at the very least I had been content dismissing them for the time being. But shortly after I stopped in to grab lunch and left? “Crap.” I was caught unaware by darkened sky and the downpour of rain that opted to strike the moment I was in the middle of the crosswalk, meaning there hadn’t been any immediate cover.

It was my fault, really. I broke out into a run and eventually made it into a sheltered alley because I knew it would be awkward if I just slipped into a random shop until the rain passed. But as it turned out, or at least that was how it seemed to me at the time, luck had been on my side. Not only had I managed to slip out from under the rain before getting too wet, but there was a lady that had pulled her cart into the alley to protect herself from the rain too.
And that cart sold umbrellas!

“I’ll take this one!” There wasn’t much of a need to think too hard about it. I just grabbed the first one that didn’t appear overtly feminine – which ended up being a very blue umbrella with a paler blue shaft. I grabbed my wallet from my pocket to grab a bill and looked down to root through it for a moment, but when I looked back up again? “H-Huh?” There was no one there to accept my bill. No woman, and no stall.
But I couldn’t have been seeing things! After all, I still had the umbrella I’d intended on buying tucked under my left arm, which was undeniable proof that she had been there. “Wait, that’s not possible…” But the alley was a dead end, and looking around? I couldn’t imagine she could have slipped past me with an entire cart without me noticing, at least not moving fast enough that I wouldn’t still be able to catch her. I ran towards the alley entrance though, assuming she’d have to be there. “Hey lady, you forgot your money!?”

But the street beyond was entirely empty. A little too empty.

I wasn’t sure what was going on or what I was supposed to do. I just looked down at the umbrella in my hand as I stepped back into the alleyway once more. “…Free umbrella, I guess?” That had been nice of her, even though it hadn’t really made any sense. If that had been the weirdest thing to happen to me for a while, then that probably would have been totally fine with me. Unfortunately, it wasn’t even the strangest thing that had happened to me in that minute.

Because I wanted to wait the rain out a little more even with the umbrella, I’d moved deeper into the short alley without much of a problem at first. And yet I soon felt unstable not only when I walked, but even when I stood still. “Am I dizzy or something?” That was the only conclusion I could draw, especially when the walls felt way taller all of a sudden. But then it happened; my shorts and belt fell from my waist, tugging down my boxers at the same time.
“That’s embarrassing. Did I not tie my belt… properly…?” I had initially been happy that there was no one around to see something so shameful, but when I bent over to reach for my belt to pull everything up once more? I could only pause when I realized the short sleeves of my shirt reached past my elbows. Come to think of it, why did my shirt also cover my crotch? That was the only reason I didn’t feel exposed, but it should have been that long! It was almost like I was the one that was…
Smaller?
“EHH!?” I squeaked literally when the realization struck me. I’d shrunk fairly significantly and couldn’t really be any taller than 5’2” or so!? It quickly occurred to me that it was more than that. I stumbled with surprise, and my feet almost slipped out of my shoes. Were my feet smaller as well? I’d noticed my free hand while catching myself, which had revealed a similar phenomenon. My fingers had become smaller, daintier, with trimmed nails on their tips – leading me to believe that my feet had faced a similar fate. 
My mind was racing, and yet I still didn’t drop the umbrella like a part of my subconsciousness didn’t want to. I wasn’t really unable to unpack why that might be in the moment, not when I was far too worried about everything else that was happening to me. “Why is this happening? No… you can’t just shrink! Something else must be…?” I’d been trying to ignore how high pitched my voice sounded, but there was an additional problem compiling on top of it. A weird robotic, almost melodic reverberation was coming through that voice intermittently.
Take that away though, and I couldn’t deny that my voice sounded like a woman’s.

There was corroborating evidence that this actually was the case, but I wasn’t able to see it because it was all in my face. My cheeks had actually stretched a little rounder with the shape of my chin doing the same. My lips? Pursed and pouty, nestled beneath a nose that had shrunk into a button shape. Even the shapes of my eyes had become pointedly more feminine, larger by design to show off blued eyes, with my lashes grown longer. Altogether, besides pointedly making me look more feminine, I ended up looking younger as well. Like a woman that wasn’t any older than a fresh twenty.
But this newfound femininity didn’t just seep in visually, even though my short hair was beginning to lengthen atop my head. “AH!?” I ended up chirping with that robotic-sounding voice again, this time sounding more like I was singing than talking. What had prompted me to make that noise in the first place had been a pull between my legs that, when all things were considered, likely meant that— “I’m a woman!?” A woman with a robotic-sounding voice? Why?

Why was any of that happening to me? It was only then that I thought to look down at the unopened umbrella in my hand. “Wait… you!?” More specifically the stall owner that her disappeared. Maybe it really had been magic! That, or at some point I had fallen, hit my head, induced a concussion, and simply just hadn’t realized it at all. But somehow that felt more implausible than magic at that point. I’d identified the problem, but it didn’t matter how much I shook my arm. I couldn’t drop it, and in the process?
I ended up opening it, at which point I instinctively held it over my shoulder.

“Oh, come on~!” While not the most pressing issue at the time, the fact that I couldn’t stop myself from singing everything that left my lips certainly didn’t quell my nerves. My hair had been lengthening all this time too, and while its color hadn’t changed? It had grown to reach my waist with my bangs swept to the left. The color remained the same… for the time being. But even though I preferred keeping my hair shorter? I wasn’t as distracted by that as the feeling of my body’s femininity growing in.

That referred to my curves, of course. I’d already shrunk, but I was missing the things that made a young woman, well, a young woman! My waist and shoulders had ended up slimming beneath my oversized shirt, and before long the mass that had been stolen away was fed into my chest. I could feel increasingly sensitive nipples rubbing up against the fabric of my tee while fat jiggled into the new C-cups that formed – a size that wasn’t too gratuitous but by no means made me flat. 

There was a similar predicament below my waist. My hips were gently forced to part as my bones widened, but it almost looked as if they had been given no choice by my thighs, which found themselves swelling as any unnecessary body hair disappeared from my arms, legs, and torso. There was a pleasant jiggle to them by the time they had doubled in girth, while my ass had bubbled behind me into a perky peach shape that lifted my shirt to show off more than I was probably comfortable with. “H-Hey!?”

Whatever concerns I’d had about my clothes, however, they were neatly addressed by a flash of blue. It had stunned, obscuring my vision for a second, but that second was all that had been needed to replace my old clothing with something new. A long, plain, light blue dress with a darker blue, folded collar beneath my neck. I could only assume I was now wearing plain women’s underwear, because I could definitely feel the support around my chest and something warm around my loins. There were also blue rubber boots around my feet. And my hair had been pulled into a pair of twintails that were topped with tied buns. 
“I feel so weird~!” Because I looked like and was dressed like a woman? Well, technically that was part of it. But with my bangs so long, I could see them just above my eyes, and for some reason they appeared very pale all of a sudden. Almost… white? I raised a hand to see and squeaked out another sound of surprise once more. It wasn’t just my hair! My skin, too, was slowly losing its color, bleached to a snowy white while its edges, at least from my perception, were highlighted with a pale blue. I was at a loss for words, because it looked like my body was being stylized? Like I was an animated character model in a photorealistic video game. 
Which I kind of was.
“My name is~?” Try as I might, there was no getting used to the synthesized sound of my voice whenever I spoke, especially when it filtered all of my words in a way that made it sound like I was singing. My name was Eleanor Forte? She was a SynthV, a personified voice database not unlike a Vocaloid like Miku Hatsune, and like Vocaloids they were often drawn differently depending on the song they were in. Eleanor Forte was just the product of an English company.
This was all pertinent information that existed within my own database. It was clear at a glance that I wasn’t ‘human’ in the traditional sense. My skin was just as white as my hair and the lines of my body were blue, forcing a stylistic clash with my surroundings. Despite still existing in the physical world, I looked like someone who didn’t belong. “Hm… Weathergirl? Is that the name of the song?” I didn’t really need to ask when I knew the information was correct. 
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But what was I supposed to do now? It was still raining, but it seemed to be letting up. What would anyone do if they saw me? “If it’s not enough, I trust the sky will open up!” Of all the things I could have done, I hadn’t actually planned on singing, but I’d ended up doing it anyways. The words had just leaked out as if I’d known them all alone. And just as the final lyrics were uttered with my lips forced into a smile… “Someday, someday, someday~!” The last droplet of rain fell. And I just disappeared. Not permanently, and not even for long.

Instead? I appeared atop a building in a completely different city where it rained, umbrella in my hand.

To sing once again.
