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“Another all-nighter… this better work.”
Mihari Oyama was used to nights like these. Despite only being seventeen, she was a super-genius scientist that already had a number of notable accomplishments under her belt that included, of all things, successfully developing a product that had effectively turned her older brother into her little sister. Was that morally correct? Maybe that was up for debate, but her new little sister had gradually been becoming much happier ever since the change! 

And so? With that experiment more than just a little successful, she had been experimenting with something a little more personal. Mihari had been living with some jealousy for a time now. She was almost an adult! And yet? Her figure hadn’t grown at all! Especially when she compared herself to her best friend Kaede, who had a chest size that was honestly ridiculous even by normal standards. Mihari wanted to look mature too! 
That was why she had worked so hard on her current project. A serum that would transform her into a busty, mature beauty! It was the perfect plan, one that would highlight the contrast between herself and her new ‘little sister’. And to those ends she had finally completed what she hoped would be a successful project! Mixing the serum into what looked almost like a red fruit beverage split between two batches held in separate glasses, the last step was to put them both in the fridge. Making sure they were properly chilled was very important! …Presumably.

“YAAAAAAAWN!” Mihari looked like she was about to pass out while standing up as she prepared the glasses. One went in the fridge, and the other? “Just a second…” It didn’t quite make it. Because Mihari took a seat at the kitchen table to rest her eyes for just a second, only to fall asleep entirely.
Surely nothing could go wrong leaving an experimental serum out in the open?
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“She fell asleep at the table? Seriously, who’s supposed to be the younger sister here?” It was Sunday morning, and so Mahiro Oyama had opted to sleep in until 10am before beginning a day of video gaming since she had no school to worry about. Technically she was supposed to be the older sibling, but due to Mihari’s experiment… Well, now she was a middle school-aged girl after being the older brother her whole life! It had been quite the adjustment, but she was more or less used to it now.

Being a good sibling, the younger girl fetched a blanket from the living room and draped it over her sister’s shoulders, before opening the fridge. “Hey! Fruit punch!” A red glass stood out to her amidst the offerings in the fridge. A sugary beverage would definitely give her the energy she needed for a fruitful gaming session! And so she downed basically the entire glass in one motion. “Blech!? Was that actually fruit punch!?”
It had kind of tasted like it, but it felt off somehow. But that was when she noticed the second glass on the counter. Mihari must have made it and left it there? One glass for each of them! Shrugging off the ‘fruit punch’s weird flavor, she put the glass inside the fridge so that Mihari’s would be cold as well, before moving back to her bedroom. 

But before she could sit down and start up her game system? She began to feel more than a little weird.

A wave of dizziness struck her, her tiny body spinning around a second before she finally managed to catch herself. “Wooooooah! That was… weird. It isn’t that time of the month yet, is it?” The worst part about being turned into a young girl was that she’d had to grapple with all the things a girl went through during puberty. So she had been quick to liken her dizziness to symptoms of her period, but that couldn’t have been it. That time had passed a couple of weeks ago! 
She squinted at the air. “Maybe I just got too excited…” That was a thing, right? You get too excited and get dizzy? She was pretty sure there had been a scenario like that in an eroge game she had played once, and there was nothing more scientific than an eroge game! Mind you, a little dizziness certainly wouldn’t scientifically alter the color and length of one’s hair, which had happened without the child even noticing.
The strawberry undertone of her hair’s light coloration had faded away, leaving it all a little more silver in tone than it had been before. That said, a few inches had also been trimmed away from its length, and overall? Her hair wasn’t as full and fluffy. It was now thin and straight, bangs swept to the right and her ahoge flattened so that it had become one with the rest of her hair.

“Eugh, again!?” She soon found herself rubbing at her eyes with two tiny, balled up hands. Mahiro believed that she’d gotten dizzy again because her vision had become extremely blurry, but even once she had finished rubbing it? The blurry quality remained. Almost like her 20/20 vision had taken a very big hit. Things were a bit clearer when she squinted, but she didn’t realize that her rose-colored eyes were now a dark crimson. “I’m beginning to think that maybe something was wrong with that juice…”

A conclusion that only a test subject sister could only naturally come to.

That said, it was just a theory she’d been half joking about when she’d said it. Yet a sudden upheaval of her eye level forced her to elevate the joke to a serious concern. “W-Woah!? MIHARIIIII!?” Arms thrown out to keep her balance, the child’s body shot up almost an entire foot, from 4’8” to 5’6 in just a matter of moments. Seeing as she’d been wearing clothes from her time as a guy, they still kind of fit her, but… “EEEEEH!?”
“I’m tall again!? Am I turning back into a guy!?” Mahiro immediately noticed that she wasn’t just taller, but her hips and shoulders were wider too – probably so that her body didn’t look too weird. But any hopes that she might be returning to her original sex were immediately thwarted by something that filled her vision when she looked down. Something that definitely shouldn’t have been filling her vision if she’d been turning back into a guy. “P-P-PUBERTY!?”

That might have sounded like a silly thing to shout, but before her very eyes her training bra-sized chest had begun to grow. Little by little it pushed forward, making her grateful she didn’t sleep with that training bra on. You could practically see the swirls in her eyes as lips twitched, and hands were held in front of that chest with digits twerking. “AH AH AH AH-AHAHAHAH!?”

The bottom of her adult male-sized shirt was gradually lifted as her breasts grew larger and larger. Yet simultaneously? The face that wore her shocked expression seemed to evolve itself. Its more childish qualities were hardened away, with her face’s shape stretching, eyes narrowing, and nose and lips growing. It left her to appear more mature, yet simultaneously she didn’t look much like Mahiro’s girl form at all. She looked like a different woman altogether.
A woman with G-cup breasts that were being squeezed to death by the fit of her shirt, which now could only cover them.

“My breasts are so… Ah!? My voice?” Not only was it deeper, but her manic expressions of surprise had calmed considerably over a short period of time. She felt unusually at peace? Even though her honkers were huge and heavy, and she could still barely make out their shapes without squinting. “I… probably shouldn’t touch them. But this shirt is much too tight. I wonder if I could concoct a serum to make… them… smaller?”
Concoct a potion? That sounded like something she’d expect her sister to do. And yet she was already mentally piecing together a potential recipe of ingredients that might make it work. “Since when was I so…?” Smart? It was surprising, right? But she didn’t really feel surprised about it. Actually, little else about what happened to her took her much by surprise. Her giga tits had already been plenty shocking, and it would be unreasonable to freak out more.

So while she idly rubbed her hips as they expanded a few inches further, Mahiro didn’t make a big stink about it. Nor did she comment as the back of her pants was pushed out by rising flesh deposits that brought a suitably mature definition to her ass. Cheeks were so ample that even despite her very wide hips, they still jutted out into perfect orb shapes. While her thighs didn’t become as abundant as her tits and ass though, they still received a happy helping of added weight. It was the kind of lap that no guy would be able to resist laying his head upon.

And if any personality traits from her time as a guy had still existed in Mahiro’s brain, she just might have agreed. Unfortunately? Her calmer, intellectual personality had completely overcome what had existed before. She was mentally mature, acting like a twenty-something year old who had long come to terms with the fact that she was, indeed, a biological woman. This had also overwritten the serum that had changed Mahiro into a girl in the first place. There was no undoing it now. 
“Oh dear. I’ve become so… old? And… wow.” Her vision blurry, an instinct that shouldn’t have been ingrained within Mahiro’s being [image: image2.emf]prompted her to reach up to push up a pair of glasses that weren’t present on her face. It was a good thing she’d stripped herself in the midst of her transformation or else she would have completely obliterated her old outfit with how tall and buxom she had become as a young adult. “Mihari must have done something. Was it that juice? Maybe I could reverse engineer it…”
She was older and sexier, but the fact that she was far more intellectual could not be understated as well. The glasses she was supposed to be wearing weren’t just for the sake of her vision, they usually helped aesthetically demonstrate just how smart she was at the same time. “Huh? Why do I know this? Are even my memories…?” Different? It seemed like it. Though reality hadn’t changed to suit them at all. After all, it wasn’t like she had any clothes that fit her in her room. But with her personality so softspoken, she wouldn’t be venturing out of the house undressed either.

“Perhaps I should exchange notes with Mihari…?”
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“Oh… I guess I fell asleep…?” Mihari had been awakened by the sound of Mahiro’s bedroom door closing off in the distance, and she slowly picked herself up off the table. “A blanket? Did onii-chan put this on me?” She must have, right? They were the only two who lived in the house after all. Another sign that some good habits had been rubbing off on her once self-serving and antisocial sibling. “But there’s more pressing matters! It should be cold enough now!”

After hanging the blanket on the back of her chair, she shot over to the fridge where her ‘mature-ifying’ serum should have been chilled and pulled out the glass that was inside. So excited, she hadn’t thought to consider the fact that only one glass was present. She also didn’t remember she’d only managed to refrigerate a single glass, either. The edges of the glass were slightly chilly from being in the fridge for a few minutes. So naturally? 
Before she downed the beverage, she had assumed the serum juice was properly refrigerated. It wasn’t until she had already swallowed the serum that the cold, hard truth finally sank in. “Wait… That was warm!?” How? Why? Was their fridge broken? She had no idea what would happen if the potion was consumed warm! But it was already much too late to undo what she had just done. Even if she forced herself to vomit, her body would have already absorbed it. “…Oh no.”

Mihari’s mind raced. What was the worst that could happen? The serum had to be cold due to how it affected a person on a molecular level, and so if it was taken warm, how would that change things? “Technically it would… would… would…? U-Uh?” She had known the risks, right? That was why she had decided to chill them in the first place. So why was it she couldn’t remember? Why couldn’t she piece together how she’d even made the serum in the first place?
It wasn’t just that, though. She knew she was intelligent – or at least she was supposed to be – but she couldn’t muster any meaningful thoughts whatsoever. Instead… “H-Huh? Anime? Why would I… Why do I care about anime?” She could only draw memories of anime and game scenes, the kind of tripe she might expect from Mahiro. But knowledge of these things had flooded her brain, replacing any semblance of valuable information that she had learned during her time as a genius.

Disoriented, the fact that physical changes to accommodate the mental ones had begun to take root didn’t exactly register with her as quickly as they should have. Such as? Well, the brown with violet undertones of her hair had very quickly been compromised by an alternative color. A bright and fire-y red that not only saw locks grow longer, falling down to the backs of her knees, but there was something strangely greasy about them. Not gross, but it was like she hadn’t bathed in a few days. Like she’d been holed up inside.

This was something that her skin made clear too. It looked paler than it had before, and she smelled a little like sweat despite the fact that Mihari was so meticulous about bathing herself. “Anime… Anime… Should I watch some? N-No! This isn’t the time! I have a big problem! Which was… Kukukuku!” A hand flew up to cover her own mouth, and not only were her fingers clammy and nails chewed, but the scent of potato chips was carried to her nostrils.
“Wh-What was that noise I just made? I, the Intrinsic One! I DID IT AGAIN!” The laugh had been creepy, and then what was that bold declaration she’d just made? It sounded like the kind of cringe you might hear from a chuunibyou, one that was… obsessed… with anime. Just like me, duh! The realization came with a complimentary eye color change towards the same crimson that Mahiro’s eyes now reflected.
In fact, this wasn’t the only trait that Mihari shared with Mahiro’s new form. The rest were subtler, but you could definitely see it in her face. The shape of her jaw and nose, and a little bit in the shapes of her eyes. The two of them shared a familiar resemblance even now, but they didn’t look like their old selves in any capacity. There was also the fact that Mihari’s changed face appeared significantly younger. Rather that a seventeen year old, she better resembled a girl on the cusp of her teens.

And to those ends? Her body began to shrink. It was hardly noticeable to her as the inches peeled off, her usual outfit and lab coat slowly swallowing her while her height dropped down to 4’8”. But that height wasn’t the only thing that shrunk. Mihari’s goal had been to give herself a better figure, and yet now? The little figure that she had left was seeping away. Her thighs and bum diminished until there was little left to them but the promise that puberty would bring, yet her bosom? It actually didn’t shrink that much. 
Seeing as she was still Mahiro’s sister, and Mahiro was so busty, well…

Maybe Mihari’s potion worked after all? She’d just have to give it a few years!
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“Wahaha! To think! The dark powers sought to diminish my powers by reducing my flesh into such a meager form!” For all of the goofy things that Mihari had blurted out over the course of her transformation into a twelve year old girl, it seemed like that switch had been permanently stuck in the on position as he posed dramatically like she was in a shounen anime. Rather than any thoughts of intellectual note, her mind was a stew of drama and fandom, the girl herself deluded into acting like a character from one of those shows and games she now loved so much.
Basically? She was useless now.

Mihari understood what had happened. Kind of. She’d consumed a science experiment and now she was all weird… or something? Having an older sister who was big into weird science projects meant that sometimes she was the victim of them! “Uh… Is that right? Perhaps mine understanding is lacking in context!?” That was a weird way to say that she was unsure. But did it really matter? 

She was happy like this. Even if her big sister Mahiro came to her trying to tell her that things weren’t supposed to be this way, she wouldn’t have cared. And going to school tomorrow? Or ever again? Pfft! There was no way Mihari would go to school! It was way better inside, at home, where no one called her weird! But eventually?

Mahiro was going to force her to change those habits whether she wanted to or not.
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