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Joseph leaned back in his computer chair after a long day.
“Busy again, huh?” He had been looking to play some games, but looking through his Discord contacts it seemed as if most of his friends were already preoccupied with other things. Maybe it wasn’t all that surprising. It was December and that tended to lend itself to being the busiest time of the year for most. If people weren’t working more than usual because of customer demand, they often had family events and shopping to do depending on what it was they celebrated. 

Not that this also wasn’t true for him, but at times he felt like his free time was ampler than most. His mouse cursor hovered over one name in particular while he was looking. Axel. Axel worked as a writer and typically kept to himself when he was in the thick of his work. It seemed like this was the case even now, which prompted Joseph to furrow his brow in thought. “He never catches a break, does he?” Well unless he was sick…

Or his family dropped last minute drama on his doorstep.

It was difficult when you had a long distance relationship of any kind to support the person on the other hand at times. If someone you knew was often busy and they lived far away, what could you do for them exactly? It had a question that the man had pondered in the past, and surely anyone who had long distance friends had asked themselves the exact same question at some point. It wasn’t enough to just be open to talk to someone at times, it was hard not to want to be able to do more.
“Well, not like just wishing for him to get some time to relax will do much good. Not even some of his favorite characters are the relaxing types…” Murmuring his thoughts aloud, Joseph finally clicked off of Discord and decided to look for some sort of video to watch instead. For a brief moment there had been a flicker of thought for the type of character Axel liked. Like Tikoh from Granblue Fantasy, a hardworking young woman when it came to being a doctor… as well as when it came to avenging the victims of a certain nefarious organization.

It wasn’t like anything should have been expected to come from those idle musings. Musings were all they were in the end, and there weren’t magical entities that could grant wishes. Life wasn’t a video game. But Joseph was forgetting about a very mischievous nekomata that liked to toy with Axel and his friends – and that was by design. Lately she had been resetting memories after her shenanigans so that the reactions would be fresh every time! Even from her creator!
And she’d caught a whiff of something funny she could do here.

YOU WANT HIM TO RELAX, DO YOU? WHY NOT ARRANGE THAT YOURSELF?

A distorted voice filled Joseph’s surroundings for just a few seconds. He didn’t recognize it and naturally stood in surprise. “H-Huh?” Had he maybe been hearing things? His sleep schedule had been a little off lately. That was a thing that could happen, right? It wasn’t what had happened, but it probably could! When he went to reach back down to his desk chair to sit, however? A set of related peculiarities caught his attention.
The first that was upon reaching to try and grab the back of his chair’s seat to move it, he didn’t grab it at all? Had he just missed the chair altogether? While he had originally assumed that might be the case, upon looking down to correct that he saw his own limbs, and… “Why… Why can I see through my own body?” Not just his body but his clothing as well! It was like he was as translucent as a ghost! Which in many ways wasn’t all that far from the truth.

Realistically there were equally concerning things for him to be worrying about, but the sudden inability to interact with the physical objects in his room (but could you really blame him for that?). “Did I die? No, there’s no bodies on the ground here, but…” I did die, didn’t I? “D-Did I?” He had no memory of it, so why was this tiny voice in the back of his head… the voice of a child… saying he had?
No, was it really a voice in the back of his head? Maybe it would have been better described as some sort of resonance. Those thoughts felt like his own even if they didn’t match with what he had already known, and the more these new thoughts and memories melded with his own, the more his body began to change. There were already some very obvious alterations to his physical form, many of them related to color.
Joseph’s olive skin had lost on of its pre-existing darkness for one. Melanin levels had taken a very blatant nosedive and, as a result, his complexion was the very same pinkish pale of your run of the mill Caucasian individual. Perhaps in a related change his eyes had changed to blue as well, and his hair? Well… It was caught up in figurative flames. A bright red coloring started at his dark roots and fanned out to their tips… and fanned out more, and more, and more.
Because his hair was growing, but also slithering about to restyle it entirely. As it crept past his shoulders strands bunched together and intertwined into a pair of red, braided tails – at the ends of which blue bows appeared to bind them. Whereas his bangs were cut neatly above short but bushy crimson eyebrows, a hair clip on one side and a floral hairpin on the other. A stray strand in the form of an ahoge sprung up from the very top.

“I… I feel weird…” A sharp, squeaky crack in the man’s voice was rather indicative of why that was. His hair was quite feminine in length and style now, and all the while any excess weight and muscle alike had been quickly trimmed from his figure. This had been setting the stage for what came next, as all at once the world around him grew ever expansive. “Wah—!?” He briefly believed himself to be falling but, ultimately, realized that his feet were still planted firmly on the ground.

So the only other possible explanation? “A-Am I shrinking!?” It was an alarming thing to experience. His limbs were pulling in on themselves as was his torso, and blue eyes could only go wide as his room seemed to grow more and more immensely huge around him. Before long he had dipped beneath the back of his chair in height and, ultimately, was rendered no taller than the arm rest. 
As he had shrunk though, there were changes that he couldn’t really see with his own two eyes (much like how the colors of those eyes had changed previously). A youthfulness had rapidly returned to his facial features so that he looked just about as young as he was tall, but more than that his facial features struck a more feminine tone. Plump lips with a button nose and big, cute eyes. Since he was a child now he could have easily been mistaken for a young girl. Not helped by how his usual outfit had not only shrunk along with him, but had reshaped into a blue, button-up dress with a white apron.
Would it be a mistake, though?
Joseph herself hadn’t even realized but she’d been thinking of herself in the feminine for a short while now. “This is…? Is this really weird?” Why had she been so hung up on being small and cute? Not to mention translucent. After all, she had… “Eep!?” She was surprised to feel a little tug between her legs, but that was just her sex finally being changed to match what she believed herself to be. It provoked slight changes to her tiny build, mostly giving the slightest bit of weight to her legs and chest that a boy of her new age wouldn’t have.
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The girl turned her hands over in front of her eyes, their translucent nature no longer as disturbing to her as it had been before now that she could remember. “Oh, right… Doctor Tikoh saved me in the end and this is what happened. But how did I get separated from her?” This was true according to her new memories, not that Shannon recognized them as ‘new’. The concept of having been an entirely different person moments ago wasn’t just foreign to her, it didn’t even cross her mind.
She owed Tikoh a great debt for everything the doctor had done after she lost her family and her life, so this was strange. The two were supposed to be bound. Shannon was a part of Tikoh now. Perhaps it was because of this that the girl felt compelled to find the Erune doctor wherever she might be. And somehow that led her blue eyes to blink towards the computer monitor. “Could I reach her through this?” The child had no reason to think this was possible, and yet…

“Is that her trying to send me a message through this screen? I need to return to her before I fade away…” Shannon felt compelled to raise a small hand to the computer, and the moment she did it began to radiate a warm glow. Until the very next moment? The ghostly child was sucked into the computer screen… never to be seen in that bedroom again.

“Huh? Don’t tell me this thing is acting up again. It is not the time.” I couldn’t help but grumble at my computer as the screen began to glitch out a little bit. It had happened before thanks to a faulty graphics card issue and I really didn’t want to repeat that incident. Not only were graphics cards extremely expensive but I had too many commissions to do! I couldn’t afford a setback from the very hardware that I used. And such was the life of me, Axel.
Hoping it would fix things, I haphazardly smacked my desktop computer’s tower. That didn’t seem to fix it, and I was probably delusional for thinking that it might. Nonetheless, I was desperate for a fix. I hadn’t even saved the story I was working on yet! Though I soon came to understand that this was probably the least of my concerns.

DOCTOR—!

A girl’s voice cried out from the computer screen, prompting me to turn to look at just in time for the show. The sight of a child launching out of it and at me. The sheer force of the impact toppled my chair over and me along with it, leaving me dumped on my office floor with a stunned expression. “Did a ghost girl just fly out of my computer and hit me?” She also seemed a little familiar too, though Shannon was too obscure of a side character for me to immediately recall. I wasn’t afforded much time to dwell on it before things began to get weirder, however.

Now I was staunch believer that ghosts didn’t exist. Had my mind just been playing tricks on me? But that didn’t explain how I fell backwards though. And it didn’t explain plenty of other things that I began to notice as I picked myself up off the ground. “Huh?” I was a pretty hefty fellow at the end of the day, but the act of getting up felt far breezier than it normally did. While momentarily confusion I hadn’t thought too much about it.
At least not until I managed to stand up properly and my pants slipped right off my hips – boxers remaining only thanks to their tighter waistband. “Wh-What the hell!?” By the time I’d stood upright all of my excess weight was gone? My body had become completely trim, with my big shirt now acting more like a dress on my thinner frame. It wasn’t a bad change. My weight had always been a big self-esteem issue, but… it wasn’t merely my weight, as I was quick to learn.

“Whoa!?” An almost violent drop in my eye level prompted me to throw my hands out to the sides all of a sudden, the sight of the fingers on those hands becoming shorter and slenderer escaping my purview as I struggled to prevent myself from ending up on the ground a second time. “How did that—!?” Cracking present in my voice, I cried out in shock. My near six-foot height had just dropped significantly so that I was around 5’3”, my shirt now even more like a dress now that it hung down past my thighs.
There were also changes that not even I was aware of. As I’d shrunk my face’s features had both thinned and rounded – creating the impression that I was inherently feminine in design. My eyes weren’t only bigger and brighter, but lashes had lengthened a couple of inches while the colors of my irises had brightened to an almost impossible golden hue. I definitely looked like a young woman now in her early twenties as opposed to her late twenties now, especially with my lips now so full and plush.

My hair didn’t help things on that front. Dark locks had grown longer while the rest of my body had instead grown shorter, strands that were one only a few inches long at best now falling past my shoulders in the back while the hair atop my head grew nice and fluffy, bangs now neatly cut just above my golden gaze. The color of my hair was soon compromised in kind, with a pastel blue replacing the typical, more mundane color not only atop by head but also in my brows and shaved pubes.

“I… I… You want me to calm down?” My voices hum was purely a woman’s now, not that I seemed to notice. I’d been on the cusp of having a panic attack when an unfamiliar voice from within had told me to calm myself. That I was freaking out over nothing. None of this is odd! You’re simply becoming yourself, doctor! Though the voice’s words became increasingly difficult to properly decipher. It sounded like a child. Like Shannon?
I didn’t really know what Shannon was talking about, but it did ease my anxieties significantly. If I thought of it as ‘becoming who I was supposed to be’ then it wasn’t really that scary, was it? So as my flesh changed more significantly I no longer felt as concerned. It was more like I was anticipating it so things could go on as they always did?
A push on the sides of my tummy saw the arch of my torso dip in a few extra inches, whereas a tug on my hips pulled them out farther than they had reached prior. This allowed ample space for nearby areas to swell, such as the cheeks of my ass which lifted up the back of my shirt as the pushed out backwards with weighted goodness so that the bottoms of my cheeks were left exposed. 
“D-Does it really need to happen there?” While I’d come to terms with the fact that I was changing and my altered identity was embracing it, looking down to see my thighs pushing against the base of my shirt and each other left me feeling strangely self-conscious. I didn’t like that they were so thick! Yet my wants weren’t considered and they doubled in thickness, momentarily crushing my cock. “Mmn…” That feeling was quick to go away, however. “H-Huh? I wouldn’t have male genitalia, would I?” And I didn’t! Not anymore. Such a strange thing for me to think I had, if only for a moment…
No, I was a tried and true woman and always had been. It always made it harder to get my credentials as a doctor. Even now I can tell some patients are wary because of my sex. New thoughts and memories were establishing themselves. In tandem, the flesh of my chest rose ever so slightly. B-cup tits swelled to perky fruition, erect nipples having grown to better suit a woman’s chest. They weren’t astounding by any means, but it was clear that any of the sexual enticement I did have was meant to be seen around that gap between my thick thighs.

“Wait… Where am I?” Deep down I had believed myself to be in my room this whole time, but this wasn’t my room aboard the Grandcypher? In fact I didn’t recognize anything about this space. Nor the sounds, as my twitching ears could only pick up the whirring of a strange tower on the desk. The twitching of my ears? It may have sounded like an odd thing to think, especially with my hair so thick on the sides of my head that you couldn’t see them.

But they came into view, rising up through the hair directly atop my skull. My ears had not only changed positions but were pulling up into blue-furred triangles, folding so that soft pink could be seen on their insides. Were they the ears of a fox? A wolf? Perhaps the animal didn’t matter; they didn’t belong on a human. But I’m not a human? I’m an Erune? Maybe Shannon is right, I really do need to take a break…
My golden eyes blinked in the direction of the flat rectangle atop the desk. It had been emitting light this whole time, but now it was really bright. The light was filling the room! “What… What’s happening!?” Everything soon went dark, but not before I could feel all of the men’s clothing being vaporized off my body. I couldn’t see it, but a white bikini top and matching swim shorts had found themselves onto my body instead. A translucent white top, cute sandals and hairclips, and even a white sun hat with ear holes could be found on my person. Not to mention two golden piercings in my left Erune ear.
The next thing I knew, by the time the light had dimmed, it was warm.
How long had I been standing on the warm beach of Auguste? No small part of me believed that I had just me indoors, but a nudging upon my subconscious from Shannon’s soul convinced me that such a thing couldn’t have been true, could it? “I get it, I get it. You want me to relax, right?” That girl… As Tikoh it was true that I had saved her soul and bound it to my body, but at times she was less of a passenger and more of a tiny angel on my shoulder.
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Shannon wasn’t wrong though. I did have a bad habit of overworking myself. The life of a doctor wasn’t an easy one, especially when you were only 21 years old. As for whether or not that had warranted coming out to the beach, and in such a cute bikini at that… “I’m going to die if I catch anyone staring at my thighs though. Someone’s going to call them fat!” That concern had been nagging at the corner of my mind just as much as Shannon had been! I couldn’t help that they were so thick and always rubbed against each other!

I could feel the child’s soul sighing at my concern. She was young, she just didn’t get it…

“Okay, fine! Into the water we go! That’s what you want, isn’t it?” Shannon’s elation could be felt aimed towards Tikoh’s comment. Maybe it was for the best that she had some fun after all. Not just for herself but for Shannon as well. But in the end that didn’t change much about her other concerns. If someone called her thighs thick or fat she was going to die of embarrassment!
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