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I wasn’t much for traveling if I didn’t have to.
Typically, I was much more of a homebody that preferred to stay in my own home as much as I could. Was I a shut-in? No, I wouldn’t go that far. I had no issues with going outside if I had to, and I did try to go outside a little bit every day. I just preferred being by my lonesome surrounded by familiar things, and I didn’t necessarily take kindly to being forced out of that cycle of familiarity. So, of course, my parents had decided to force me to go on a trip I hadn’t wanted to.
In all fairness, I didn’t really have an out. A family member was getting married, and they were having their wedding in a small town that was over two hours away from where I lived. The rest of the family thought it would be a good idea to book a small, local inn instead of everyone driving up on the day of, and seeing as my car was in for repair I wasn’t exactly in any position to refuse those arrangements.
“What a weird thing to have in an inn…” After a two-hour car ride that had felt significantly longer than it had actually been, I had dropped off my things in the room I’d been assigned and decided to explore the inn grounds while everyone else was getting settled. It wasn’t a particularly large building with only two floors, and it was so old-fashioned and rustic that it wouldn’t have surprised me if I was told people assumed it was haunted.
But apparently, the in’s main draw was actually what was at its center. There was an old library in the heart of the building that anyone was free to use, containing books that were both modern and classical. Well, I described it as a draw, but when I poked my head in? There wasn’t anyone inside at all. “Is there not a librarian or something? I guess there was that second desk by the check-in.” But if no one was there to supervise, then I was free to poke around as I pleased, right?

While the building was old, that aesthetic actually did the library a huge favor. Oak shelves towered within a room that wasn’t really that big, and the lack of windows meant that it wasn’t particularly well lit. Still, there was a nostalgic feel to it, making it look like the sort of library you’d see in a fantasy book… if not for the camera in the corners of the room. That must have been the security they had in place, not that I was planning on stealing anything.

But I did find a blind spot in their coverage. Not intentionally. I’d simply been attracted by something on the shelf that stood out to me. A book that didn’t look as old as the ones that surrounded it, with a dark purple spine and cover, and the title of ‘SIN EDITOR’ in a graffiti-like font. “Weird looking book…” It felt a little familiar though, at least the title of it, but I couldn’t place my finger on it.
Opening it to read the contents didn’t make things any clearer. There was a story of some sort written down, but text was clearly missing. There were just blanks where character names should have been. Well, names and important terms, like someone had designed the book so that it couldn’t be understood. I wasn’t thinking too hard about it, but my finger ended up grazing one of those blank spaces and…

“Ouch!?” There had been a static shock! It hadn’t been painful, but it had certainly surprised me. Enough that I’d dropped the book. But before I could bend down to pick it up? I couldn’t help but think that something felt… off. No, maybe it was more than merely something. It didn’t exactly occur to me what that something was until I reached out to grab the shelf to help keep my balance when I reached down to grab the dropped book, however.
In the corner of my eye, it had been a straight shot to the shelf. I was tall, and so my head had been more or less even with 80% of the shelves beside me. I should have easily grabbed the shelf that I had aimed for, but my fingers missed? Not just the ledge, but the whole shelf in its entirety? “Huh!?” Had I standing been farther away from it than I’d thought? I’d stumbled towards the shelf before catching myself, only to become more confused when it occurred to me… the shelf I had been eye level with was higher than before?

“Wh-What the hell?” I stuttered nervously, even though I wasn’t one to stutter for that reason. My clothing felt a lot baggier too, which led to me looking down. My body was… smaller? “Did I shrink!?” A crack in my voice was honestly the least of my concerns in that moment, because while I’d been nearly six feet tall? I must have dropped down to— “5’3”?” My eyes blinked at the realization that I just seemed to know what my height had become. I wasn’t good at reading things like heights, there was no way I could have guessed that. But when thinking about how tall I was, that was the only thing that came to mind.
“B-But… Am I thinner too?” What I’d registered as a voice crack before clearly hadn’t been one, because that was the consistent sound of my voice now. Soft, feminine, and a little unsettling. Had I just been confused about my height? I’d shrunk? But weren’t things as they should have been? Somehow, I’d gotten it in my head that I’d been heavier too, but bringing my hand to grab my tummy through a shirt that was way too big, I only grabbed a slight paunch that must have extended a few inches past my pelvis. I was chubby, but definitely not as big as I’d thought. “Nah… A-At least I don’t think so…”

If there was anything else that was immediately apparent… at least to anyone who wasn’t me… it was my body’s color scheme. My skin had already been quite pale, but it ended up paling further until I basically looked ill, with that skin growing clammier and even sweaty. A vaguely pungent smell began to waft from it – the scent of sweat mixed with a strong perfume that had clearly been hastily sprayed on to try and mask it.
“What was I… Hehe… What’s wrong with me?” I briefly attempted to stifle it, that creepy sounding giggle, but failed miserably as my gaze began to dance nervously among the books on the shelves in front of me. I began to feel tired, and that was physically noted by the dark circles that were etched into dark purple irises with time. It was part of a number of related changes to my paled complexion that brought my appearance in line with the sound of my voice.
That meant that I developed rounder eyes overall even though they appeared incredibly tired, my nose shrunk, and my pudgy face found that weight redistributed until there was a maidenly appeal to them accentuated with swollen, luscious lips. “W-Wait!? I can’t… see…?” It had taken a moment after my eyes had changed color, but my vision had become extra terrible. It hadn’t been great before, but now it was so blurry that it felt like there was a filter overtop of them. This little problem was made worse when I lose the light over my right one.

Even so, I didn’t attempt to try and explore why there was no light over that eye. I subconsciously understood it, that it was my hair causing the problem. Short, light-colored locks had begun to inch longer, and each inch saw the length darken to black or dark purple depending on if the hair was on the outer or inner layer. The longer it became, the messier it became. Hairs crossed and tangled with each other while spilling down my back, and an oily texture was applied to them despite their thickness. My right eye only went dark because my bangs had curved over it until they tickled my smaller nose and— “ACHOO!?” I didn’t even make an effort to cover my mouth.
While this long and greasy hair reached down until it was behind my knees, this wasn’t the only hair that had grown. My armpit hair and pubes all thickened and curled elsewhere while darkening, all as my oversized shirt continued to absorb some of the sweat those pits were creating. I probably looked pretty gross, like someone who never really went outside and didn’t like engaging with people.

But these cons were not without some pros, at least depending on how you felt about it. “Mmn~!?” Shrunken teeth bit down upon my swollen lower lip as my hairless thighs rubbed against each other. Something amazing had been felt between my legs. Had I just climaxed? That wasn’t actually the case, but the sensation had been similar as my cock shriveled up and inserted its remains up into my new pussy. “I-I’m a woman…?” What else could I be other than a woman? I no longer had memories to the contrary.

From there, a hefty amount of the weight that I had lost when I’d shrunk returned, but it wasn’t spread as evenly as it had been before. My belly’s lingering paunch had been a preview, and my hips were soon stretched almost five inches wider in order to better accommodate this mass that stretched my sickly pale thighs until I would have had problems resting in a regularly-sized chair – an issue that was equally applied to my ass as it burgeoned, filling my baggy pants until the fabric hugged those cheeks snugly. Even the indentation of my heart-shaped bottom’s crack could be seen through those pants, pulling them tightly around my thighs too. 

“Why do I feel so… hot?” Well, I did feel pretty horny. I was definitely sweating more than usual, and that tended to happen when I was feeling frisky. My tits would sometimes ache too, and well… It wasn’t just my ass that was growing. My oversized shirt ballooned all of a sudden, cloth stretched out by a rounded weight that led my nipples to bloat until they were larger than my eyes. The pale mounds sagged as they grew, but only because they were growing too big. Each one was larger than my head and filled with jiggling fat, and they sagged without anything to suppose them. They ached with a sensitive need that I had to ignore.

But I did breathe a sigh of relief when some much needed support was provided, even if it didn’t register where that relief had come from. Even my vision had improved! …Courtesy of the rounded glasses that now sat on my nose. My entire outfit had changed, dressing me in a tight, black dress with purple near the base of its skirt. It was too tight in fact, and my tits seemed like they wanted to burst free from their enclosure to the point that my cleavage and side boob were exposed. I wore a black thong but no bra, but my tits were supported by the fit of the gown and a thick belt tied around my bulging belly. Otherwise, I only wore black slippers and a black sweater hung from my shoulders.
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“I-Is this book about me!?” I collapsed onto my knees on the hardwood floor, my tits bouncing from the sudden drop as I held the book just past them. There was a character named Label that sounded a lot like me description wise, both when it came to appearance and personality, but… The character was something called a Nikke? Meanwhile, I was just a regular human woman the last time I checked. “M-Must be a coincidence!”

There was no way there could be a book like that written about me! I was just some nobody. A shut-in who didn’t like to go anywhere, who was pretty attractive physically but perhaps wasn’t the cleanest based on my somewhat sweaty scent. If I’d had it my way, I wouldn’t have left my house at all as a local, but I’d heard that the inn library had some pretty interesting books, and I loved to read! That was why even though the book with my name was weird, I was still going to read it!

“Hehehe… Wait… This Label in the book is getting into some pretty interesting situations. Hehehehehe…” I didn’t think much of that creepy giggle of mine, because that was pretty normal for me. The book character was unintentionally seducing a man that was simply called the ‘Commander’, and she had her huge breasts pressed up against him. “Mmn…” That was pretty hot. It was making my kind of— “N-Not in the library!”

I slammed the book shut before bringing myself up to stand. I couldn’t have thoughts like that in public, but if I checked the book out of the library I could take it back to my place and, well… Nothing would be stopping me from having a little fun there, would it? But bleh… I’d probably have to take a shower after.
Sometimes sacrifices had to be made!
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