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“Auu… And I thought it was such a good idea too!” The member of μ's had been tirelessly trying to find and angle for their next concert. Some members suggested a new type of song, others suggested a new type of dance, while Honoka had put her heart on her sleeve (as she always did) and advocated for new costumes. She wanted to do something fantasy themed, maybe modeled after a video game of some sort… but Nico had promptly slapped her idea down.

Now alone in a costume shop she could do nothing but brood over the fact that the idea had been rejected so vehemently. Nico could be so stubborn over nothing at times, and she had a big issue with conveying tone -- like a REALLY big issue with it. Maybe she wasn’t that bad, and it was that her idea was rejected, but it was more how it was rejected really.

But the costume shop helped. Honoka enjoyed trying on various outfits since they provided inspiration for songs and future costume designs. Not everything fit her of course, but the things that did were usually hit or miss -- but that was the adventure in it all, wasn’t it?

“I am Aqua, queen of the water realm!” Holding what she assumed to be a prop trident into the air, she muttered something that might as well have been a half-truth unknowingly. You see, the trident was an artifact that had mistakenly been mixed in with the most recent prop supplies, its original owner a woman whose name was interpreted as ‘Aqua’ in another language. 

It was all a game to Honoka, one that was best played alone since she’d die from embarrassment if one of her fellow school idols walked in on it, but the game became all too serious when she suddenly found herself… underwater? “WHA!? WHO!? WHERE!? HEY -- I CAN BREATHE!?” She’d missed the moment the light had shone from the trident’s center, and the next she knew she was floating beneath the waves of what she assumed to be the ocean. That was weird, the breathing was weirder. Despite being clothed in her usual outfit everything felt weightless, and she didn’t even feel wet. Bright rays of sun filtered down through the waves above, giving the scene an almost mystical atmosphere. 

Was she dreaming? It had to be a dream right? You didn’t just teleport from a costume shop to the ocean, not by any stretch of the imagination. She fell and hit her head maybe? Fell asleep? Arms crossed beneath her chest she nodded thoughtfully at her own ideas. So how did she wake up from whatever this was?

YOU ARE THE OCEAN’S GRAY WAVES…

“OOOOOH!? A song? And a pretty one at that! Where is it coming from?” Head and body whipped around in the sunlit void for the source. The song had just the sound she’d been thinking of when she’d been pitching ideas at the meeting with her fellow idols earlier. Maybe she’d had this dream before? But she couldn’t seem to see the source of the song and despite being able to turn around she could not seem to swim anywhere. Flapping her arms just saw her remaining in place as if her body was being held there by some kind of mysterious force. 

Well? It was just a dream, right?

The song continued, its melody wrapping Honoka in its warm embrace while she could do little but float there and hope she woke up soon. Were it really a dream like she assumed? She was fine with it. She could feel the melody taking root in her mind, inspiration sparkling as a result. Hopefully this wasn’t one of those dreams where you forgot everything when you woke up!

It was actually the opposite, however. A dream that would never end, with reality being what was forgotten. Honoka was already caught up in a spell, one meant to repopulate a different world rife with war and despair. The people of that world needed hope, needed heroes. And school idols? If they were re-purposed they’d do the trick. 

Honoka’s hair had been a bright orange as long as she could remember. She was born with the color, one of many that was seemingly unusual for a pure-born Japanese citizen. Of course neither was Nozomi’s purple, but alas… Getting into the genes of it all did little to abate the reality that the tips of these orange strands came to be void of saturation. While the very ends were left white, as the discoloration grew deeper towards her roots the oranges soon turned to blue. Length began to give rise as well, the blues seemingly fighting an endless battle towards Honoka’s scalp as more and more distance was necessary to cover.

Around this time the teenager began to feel rather… odd. It was kind of like her whole body was on pins and needles. Subtle at first, there was the accompanying sensation of her casual clothes not quite fitting properly. Her shirt felt too tight around her shoulders, and for some reason it almost felt like her panties were digging into her hips. These weren’t mere tricks of the mind, but the initial signs that her body as beginning to grow. Her destined form was not that of a short Japanese girl, but a relatively tall beauty of questionable descent.

Fingers grew more pronounced as they were beset by a more ivory skin tone than she was accustomed to, nails at the tips tickled with a baby blue polish that accentuated their increased length quite substantially. Her palms felt moister -- no small feat considering she was underwater, but rubbing her index finger and thumb together Honoka could definitely identify that her skin was soften and smoother as the same coloring swept across it. 

Arms began to stretch the cusp of her star-printed top as they grew longer still, but the same phenomenon was occurring likewise around her legs. Less and less was covered by her navy blue skirt as the length of her thighs was now too significant to conceal with that paltry stretch of fabric.

Heels eventually popped out of the backs of her loafers as once change wracked her feet, soles growing longer than the space within the shoes held room to contain. No longer bound to Honoka’s body, the footwear inevitably began to sink as if free of the influence that was transforming the human. Her socks, too, began to show unusual change when presented against longer legs. The one on the left leg seemed to harden around her ankle as it stretched incredibly thin northward where it hardened in the middle of her thighs. The material around her toes and feet, as well as in between these two hardening areas, were sucked in to add mass to the thickening forms to create a set of golden jewelry that fit snugly. On the opposing leg she also lost coverage around her foot, and yet instead of the coverage of her leg shrinking it grew as material thinned into a pure white legging that she could feel connect to her undergarments.

“Hey!? What’s going on!? I lost my shoes!?” Things hadn’t gone unnoticed by Honoka, but she just kind of assumed it was all part of the dream. It was a bummer her shoes had sunk, but it wasn’t like she was awake anyways, right? No. She was more intrigued by her longer legs than she was terrified, pulling knees to her chest so that she could run fingertips across them and feel how smooth the cloth on the right was. She couldn’t help but notice how much more toned each leg was, like they were built for dancing. She buried her face into her knees a moment, apparently clueless to the fact that light blue strands of hair dangled in her eyes when she withdrew. The length of her hair now was almost double what it was before and showed no signs of stopping. 

Glancing at her skirt she could see the material twisting to match the new costume teased by her legging. Blues left the hem as snow white beset each and every fiber, skirt itself cut at the side so that she could see her thigh had considerably more plump than she was accustomed to. Her was likewise blessed with further definition, the enhanced curvature on full displace once the skirt fluttered out behind her in a long, white dress with a blue inner lining, the bottom of said skirt ruffling. It was lucky the panties she had on underneath hadn’t been particularly elaborate, little changing short of white frills disappearing as they attached to the legging of her right. 

The elastics that kept Honoka’s shirt bound to her stomach loosened as their browns were dyed the very same white as her skirt. Her tummy both felt and looked trimmer, and her shirt became tighter and tighter to put that fact on display. Her navel had been revealed earlier when her torso had grown longer to accommodate her new height, but now it found itself covered again as shirt reached for the skirt, both garments eventually melding into one. It didn’t all turn to white however, some of the cloth raising and turning more coarse as blue ribbon became evident in a crossing pattern that cupped rising breasts and divided her stomach into four areas of cloth -- well, one was completely left bare, leaving alabaster skin on full display. 

Breasts grew larger still, size already atypical of a Japanese girl her age. That was because she could hardly be considered a Japanese girl any longer, let alone one in her teens. The quality of her skin, her height, and the shape of her face suggested a young woman in her twenties, and wider, more circular eyes suggested she was no longer Japanese at the very least. Said eyes were starting to become possessed by a shimmering gold that no human of Honoka’s world could possibly possess without contacts.

Her sleeves became detached from her shirt as white fibers cupped her hands but left fingers bare, shoulders bare but obscured as the sleeves took on a feathery hem with a crest embroidered on either side. Honoka’s new mane of watery, blue hair was soon wrapped in a white veil as more golden accessories appeared across her new outfit, and yet Honoka herself couldn’t even marvel at them; not when her attention was drawn to the water’s surface.

She was possessed by the sensation that she was rising. The water’s surface grew closer and closer, and in a way she felt like once she was able to feel the air on her face she would be born anew. Only inches from the light of the sun her bare fingers reached out and took hold of something -- the trident she’d found in the costume shop, and a burning in her lungs caused her to choke and cough.

The white of her dress was sullied by dirt and sand as she clamored for the ocean’s shore, one hand clenching the white collar around her neck as she struggled to breathe. Her memories were jumbled, she couldn’t remember where she’d come from or even her name. Amnesia? That sounded right. That was the word for that. Really, the only thing she could remember was a song that was spun by her vocal chords. She wouldn’t remember who she was for a while, but this song would guide her. It was all she had. It would have to.

Yet the waters ever change
Flowing like time
The path is yours to climb
