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The Commander hadn’t been eager to participate in what would likely be a night of repetitive but mundane activities.
Alas, his responsibilities weren’t isolated to merely making sure the many Nikkes that had gathered under him were in fighting order, or making sure that the Outpost was fully stocked, or even… going off on fun little ‘dates’ with the various women under his command. Even though those generally happened against his wishes a lot of the time. There was an element to his job that was much more administrative. Sometimes he had to do things like go through piles of paperwork, help write schedules for the girls that were having problems fitting in with the Ark’s internal society, or… cleaning.

“I don’t know why Anis had all of this stuff brought here in the first place. It must be for Mint and Prika’s sake, but why did she drop all of the work on my lap?” It hadn’t really been that long since the incident with T.T. Star, short for Twinkle Twin Star… although it used to be short for Twinkle Tri-Star instead. Anis had been a member back in the day, and they had been reborn as a Nikke squad that now lived in the Outpost as well – albeit without Anis, who had decided to retire and remain with the Counters after her final show.
But it seemed that Anis had been more sentimental about the entire ordeal than she had been letting on. She had commissioned investigators in the Ark to collect as much T.T. Star-related paraphernalia from where humanity had settled as possible and to send it to an office in the Outpost where T.T. Star would be operating out of once they’d finished their combat training and tuning, a process that would take a week. 

Anis’s request had been so broad, however, that the amount of stuff the investigators had sent over had been way too vast, with the boxes so numerous that they had even spilled out into the connecting hallway. The Commander hadn’t known this beforehand when he had agreed to help sort through it all, but he had certainly been flummoxed when he arrived that evening in casual clothes to help. It was Sunday, after all. He hadn’t been planning on spending the entire day working on sorting through idol mementos.
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In fact, he had already been there for a full hour, and he’d only managed to get through two boxes. A lot of it was just merchandise for the most part. More from the recent concert than from when they were alive, since a lot of that had naturally been lost to war and time. But there were a surprising number of old albums, posters, and even pictures. It was reassuring to see photos of Anis where she didn’t look all that different from how she did as a Nikke, both in terms of body and personality. 
“All of this recent merch, though… Where did Anis get the money to pay them to find it?” Some of it looked brand new, leading the Commander to wonder if they had just bought up store or warehouse inventory rather than ‘finding’ it. It could have been an issue with Anis not properly specifying what she wanted found as well. He could definitely see her making a mistake like that. “I guess I could just ask her.”
Via text message? Call? Neither of those things were necessary. While the man was complaining about the amount of work he’d been given, he wasn’t actually doing it alone. Anis, Rapi, and Neon were helping with him, they were just tackling the boxes in the hallway rather than starting from inside the office like he did. At times he could hear them bickering faintly through the walls, but he knew she wouldn’t be able to properly hear him unless he went out and asked her himself.

And so, he started that journey to the hall, which was actually a little more harrowing than you might have expected. The room really was full of boxes, with some of them stacked on top of each other. The paths were narrow and it was difficult to get around, but he was doing alright so far despite his struggles thanks to the path that he had cleared on his way in. But when he’d made it about halfway through the maze he finally made a misstep and stumbled, barely catching himself on a nearby pile of boxes that her been just below eye level.
“Oof. Close one.” It wasn’t really his fault, but in the process of catching himself his hand had gone through the sealed top of the highest box in the pile. The Commander had almost completely pulled it down with him. He could feel something big and plastic inside, and as he used it to steady his weight as he pushed himself up once more? His finger pressed down on part of it and there was a click. “Hm? What was…?” Well, it wasn’t much of a mystery when only a second later a muffled song began to play from inside the box even after he had removed his hand. “Must be a CD player or something. Battery powered?” That was the only reasonable possibility, realistically.

“This isn’t one of T.T. Star’s albums though?” It was the same genre, but it was definitely a different singer. “Yoyo? I should probably turn this off.” Anis’s relationship with Yoyo was… complicated. She had been an idol working under Tetra that had been Anis’s class president in life. She was obsessed with outdoing Anis, or at least she had been until, apparently, her memory had accidentally been wiped.  

But what if there had been a way to rekindle those memories in someone else?
It would have been common sense to turn the stereo off in this instance, and the Commander did entertain it at first. But he found himself standing there, listening to it. It was arguably significantly worse than anything T.T. Star had ever sung, and he’d preferred Anis’s music vastly up until that moment. But something about listening to Yoyo’s music now… “This is pretty good. Amazing, even!” He almost wanted to fawn over it. It filled him with a strange… pride?

“Whoa now, it wasn’t that good.” The moment the song ended, the man seemed to finally snap out of it. Or, at least, that was how it had seemed. The bangs of his hair obscured his eyes just enough to not make it obvious that there were several things wrong with them. The first? Their colors. The man’s irises had brightened to an almost icy blue. But more than that? Their shapes were rounder, and their eyelashes had crept longer over the course of the song. The were cute and feminine; a complete mismatch with the rest of his appearance… for now.
It had been strange that he’d frozen up from the song and said that, but the Commander was willing to put it aside and just get back to what he was doing. “I guess I should find that stupid Anis! …Uh?” Not only had he not intended on referring to his friend with such a volatile adjective, but his voice had definitely cracked there. It sounded… squeakier somehow. It gave him pause. Enough pause for him to notice that something was off about his surroundings.
Well, there actually wasn’t anything all that strange about those surroundings aside from the fact that they were still overflowing with boxes. Rather, what he had drawn was simply a conclusion manipulated by his perspective. “Wait…” The boxes that surrounded him looked like they were getting bigger, with the base of the nearest box that had been below his chin now being slightly taller than his head. A narrow path that had been difficult for a man of his size to navigate prior look much more manageable too.

But it was the fact that it wasn’t just the room that was becoming larger that finally snapped him out of it. Whether it was his shirt or the unzipped jacket over it, or his pants that were held up by a belt, it was all growing bigger and baggier on his frame. “Uh? Am I getting smaller?” And sassier from the sounds of the words that continued to leave his mouth less and less unfiltered, voice squeaking every time he said something that was out of character.
The Commander was right, of course. His body becoming smaller was the only plausible explanation for all of these factors combined, but by the time he had noticed, it was already largely too late… not that he could have done anything about it in the first place. His six-foot tall stature had dropped significantly, and by the time he had stopped shrinking at roughly 5’2”? His pants and boxers had fallen from his hips, and his shirt now hung off him like a dress with the jacket entirely shed – albeit lopsided because it was slipping from one shoulder.

“What is… happening to me? I’m becoming… way cuter!” The squeaks in the man’s voice eventually became a permanent addition while his hands explored his body, first with confusion, but eventually with confidence as the concepts of becoming ‘cute’ and ‘beautiful’ became more and more appealing to him. It was only though the exploration from his hands that he soon learned he hadn’t just become smaller vertically, too. 
His lopsided shirt had already teased as much: the fact that his body had become significantly more narrow as his height had collapsed. This had manifested in more direct ways like his shoulders pushing closer together, or his waistline dipping in ever farther than that so that his hips felt more pronounced even though, technically, they had become narrower too compared to how broad his body had been before. But there was also a more subtle way it had manifested.

Namely in his body’s bulk. To be a Commander, he had naturally been expected to remain in peak physical form. While he wasn’t overly buff or anything, he’d certainly been buff enough to commit to the tasks that were expected of him. This issue was that this was now all gone, softened and smoothed away until not only were his limbs and torso devoid of any obvious bulk. But it was worse than he even realized, if only because his oversize shirt hid most of it. All of his body hair? Gone. His skin? Silky smooth. The issue was that this all should have been an issue.
But he didn’t appear to see it this way. “Oh, and my hands are becoming so small and dainty! I wonder if my feet are as well?” In fact, the Commander’s obsession with how feminine he looked only grew as he noticed his fingers. He watched them shrink in length and thickness, callouses wiped from his hands entirely while his fingernails inched longer and were painted with a blue that was very— “Cyuuute!” It was the same color that his eyes had become, in fact.
That said, it was becoming increasingly difficult to say for certain that the Commander even was a man. Stubble had already been erased from his face, and as he’d shrunk previously? He’d clearly regressed slightly in age so that he looked like he was closer to the twenty-year-old mark or so. But it was more than that. His pretty blue eyes had begun to peek out from under his bangs because the shape of his skull and the length of his hair was shifting. 
It was very obvious when it came to his face why this was, with his jaw narrowing and cheeks shrinking to gift him a shorter face overall. His lips grew pouty and plush, almost feeling foreign to him for a moment before his comfort was readjusted. The man’s nose pressed cute and small, his brows thinner, while any signs of wear to that face were utterly erased. His eyes even glowed for a moment, suggesting something that wasn’t even visually obvious.

That internally? He wasn’t exactly a human anymore.

But while it wasn’t obvious that his internals were synthetic, it was increasingly obvious that he was no longer male. “Oh~!” After all, the sound that squeaked from her lips was indicative of the fact that her ‘biological’ sex had been inverted, her cock and balls near instantly obliterated by a sharp tug that pulled them up into a new, moist slit. But the woman herself didn’t question it. Instead? She reveled in it. “Well, I’d never have a chance of making it big if I wasn’t a woman, right?” If only I was as buxom as that stupid cow, Anis!
The Commander hadn’t had a single thing against Anis, but now whenever she thought about her? She was filled with contempt. Those feelings felt more distant too, like her bond was far more distant than that of a Commander and a Nikke. How could I even have a bond like that when we’re both Nikkes? Bleh! And it only served to get worse as her hair crept longer, thicker, and lighter.
In fact, the pale blonde that dark strands lightened to soon began to curl as they grew out. They fell out to the sides into a pair of long drills that were instead dyed an icy blue at the tips, their shapes unknowingly preserved by black bows that had appeared near her scalp. Her bangs grew fluffier too but were pulled up to properly show off her blue eyes while they lengthened and curled in towards her chin at the sides – concealing smaller ears that had become pierced.

If the woman’s desires had been to become as ‘buxom as Anis’, then unfortunately her wish wouldn’t quite be granted. That said, she wasn’t going to be left with her vaguely masculine, weightless build either. Her thighs and ass were already perking up beneath the shirt, forcing its shape at the base to conform around a perky rear end that arched neatly several inches out from the base of her back as padding to her thighs helped inch her hips out ever so slightly in tandem.

This rear end was certainly nowhere near as abundant as Anis’s, and her bosom suffered a similar fate just as the shirt began to tighten against his body and change in both color and texture. The breasts that emerged were perky, but they were C-cups at best and that was if you were being generous. Rather, the woman herself became internally insistent that they were C-cups. At the very least, the steel-blue dress that her shirt soon shifted into made them stand out.
[image: image2.emf]It was a layered dress. The blue made up the bulk of it, with vertical stitching beneath her breasts that attached to a frilled skirt that had two white layers underneath it. These frills were also seen above her breasts, because her cleavage wasn’t at all exposed, though the dress did sit slightly off her bare shoulders. Big, fluffy arm warmers covered her forearms, and she now had equally fluffy socks above her white sneakers. A white beret sat atop her head, distinct from the black clips in her bangs and the silver earrings that now hung from her pierced ears. 
A handbag even hung off her shoulder now!
“Ugh. And whose phone even is this? Showing me something so… unpleasant!” While the Commander’s phone had survived her transformation into Yoyo, the Nikke herself was not amused by the sight of the Counters photo that had been displayed on the home screen at all. Not only did she drop it in the narrow path between the boxes, but she stomped it with her heel until the screen broke, and then kicked what was left with so much strength that it thumped against the wall closest to the door. “I have no idea where I am, or what I’m doing here. But I know one thing for certain…”

She never wanted to see or hear about Anis and T.T. Star ever again.

“Strange, though. It’s almost like I remember her…” Beating her to a pulp? The end of that sentence had gone unspoken for a reason. It was clear enough that her previous identity had been entirely overwritten, and the blonde believed herself to be the original Yoyo from head to toe. But she could also tell that a lot of time had passed since she had last been active – at least with that frame and with those memories. Not knowing left a bad taste in her mouth. “Perhaps I shouldn’t have been so hasty with that phone…” She could have used it to look up information, surely?
If Yoyo’s mood had already been sour, then the sound of the door opening and the sight of her archnemesis entering certainly didn’t help. Anis must have heard the phone hit the wall by the door, because she came running in. Of course, she stopped the moment she saw a Nikke that she had assumed she would never see again. “You!? How!? How are you here!? You’re supposed to be—!?” Considering their history, Anis was naturally upset. But it was Yoyo who ended up cutting her off. 
“I don’t know how much time has passed, but you’re still making that pathetic expression? I can tell you haven’t changed one bit, Anis. And if you think— H-HEY!? WHY ARE YOU CHARGING AT ME!?”

With her first bunched up, for that matter!
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