LUCKY, COOKIE, VICKY! 
COMMISSION STORY
BY CHALDEACHANGE
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KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK!
“Who knocks five times?” I groaned as I made my way to the front door from my office. My morning was definitely off to an interesting start – in the sense that it had only just begun, and I already had someone loudly banging on my door. Had it been 10 or even 9 in the morning then it might not have been that odd. But it was only shortly after 7am. I was still in my pajamas! Did a neighbor have a problem? Was it someone trying to sell me something? Either way, it definitely was not the time for it!

My mood definitely didn’t improve when I opened the door to find no one there. Not even a vehicle pulling away quickly. “Don’t tell me it was just some kids pulling a prank…?” It was early enough in the morning that they probably weren’t in class yet, so it was definitely a possibility. But I was proven wrong when I finally noticed it: a small package sitting on the second step of my porch. “I didn’t order anything… Or did I?” At times I would preorder items and forget about them until they showed up, so it was possible that I’d had a memory lapse.
I picked up the package and brought it back to my office. It wasn’t especially heavy, and the box was a pretty standard shipping size. What ultimately struck me as strange was who the sender was, however. “Wait… This is from Cygames? I definitely didn’t order anything from them.” Most of their merchandise wasn’t really available for purchase out my way. At least not without buying it second hand through an auction site like eBay. I couldn’t even pin it as a prank, because no one lived near me who even knew I played Cygames products.
But the box was addressed to me. The origins might have been confusing, but legally I had a right to open the box. I just wasn’t expecting to find inside what I did. “Well, the weight makes sense at least, but…” Having set the box on my desk, I gingerly pulled out the only item inside with one hand. It was a red headband. One with a pair of big, white and pink ears on it. The uncultured might have dinged these are off-color Mickey Mouse ears, but they weren’t the ears of a mouse at all.

They were the ears of a rat.

“These are Vikala’s ears, right?” Vikala was a character in Cygames’ most popular game, Granblue Fantasy. She was one of the Divine Generals; a human who paraded around as what was essentially akin to a rat-themed idol. She was a fourteen year old with a big heart, but her personality was a little complicated. While wearing her rat ears, she was enthusiastic and eccentric, always looking to make the people around her smile. But without them? She was introverted and anxious. It was that duality that had seemingly made her very popular very quickly.

She had also recently been added to the Granblue Fantasy fighting game, Versus Rising. “Could this be some sort of promotional item because of her release?” Companies did that sometimes, right? But I hadn’t heard anything about it, and even then I would have to suspend my disbelief that Cygames somehow obtained my address and shipped something unprompted outside of Japan. I wasn’t some media influencer. I was just some guy!
Needless to say though, I wasn’t going to be wearing those ears. I put them down and leaned over my mouse and keyboard to open Discord. I had a friend that was probably even more into Granblue Fantasy than me, and if there was a promotion that I didn’t know of, Joseph definitely would have known about it. I managed to get my message out to him while remaining standing, and then moved to sit down again. Or, at least, that had been my intention.

My body had acted on autopilot instead, grabbing the rat ears on the side of my desk and fitting them uncomfortably onto my head. I immediately paused after lowering my grasp. “Uh… Wait. Why did I just put those on?” After telling myself there was no way in hell I was going to wear them, too. As a heavier set guy, there was no way I looked even remotely cute or cool with those ears atop my head. So, naturally, once I regained control I went to take them off.
Although I ran into a very big issue when it came to removal of the rat ears headband. “Why won’t it come off? I don’t think there was any adhesives on it…” And in the first place, why would there be any adhesives on it? Even if you didn’t want your headband to fall off, surely the pain of trying to rip it off of your hair with glue or tape stuck to it would have been a pretty significant deterrent away from wearing them that way. Had I been pranked? Was this just the end result of a long distance friend getting a kick out of gluing a headband to my hair? Well, no. I expected better of that from them.

While there was a reason that the headband was affixed, the actual explanation wasn’t one that I could possibly ever fathom.

Even though I’d already proven to myself that the headband wouldn’t budge, I continued to try to pry it off out of sheer panic. I was so fixated on the fact that it was stuck to my head that I wasn’t really paying much attention to what was going on in the corner of my eye. Not to me (at least not yet), but to my room. Everything gradually began to look flatter, less like 3D objects and more like they had been drawn and painted. Yet that didn’t make them any less real nor three dimension to the touch. Even then, I remained 3D for the time being.

“It really won’t come off…” I did eventually give up and drop my hands to my sides again. Although, as they fell, it was revealed that my fingers somehow appeared smaller. No, not just my fingers but my hands as a whole. Barring only my fingernails, which actually looked longer than I was ever comfortable keeping them. “Wait, why does my room look like— EH!?” I had been able to focus on the flatness of my surroundings finally but was torn away from addressing it due to the sudden sensation of plummeting.
Completely missing the fact that one of the pillows on my bed was in the shape of a cute rat head.

What my brain registered as a sudden and profound drop pushed me to grab hold of my desk and, while 2D, felt pretty much normal to my even though the three dimensions of my hand clashed with it. As I fell, the angle of the arm holding it constantly adjusted – namely because I wasn’t ‘falling’ at all. “I’m SHRINKING!?” The shrill voice crack that escaped my lips was the least of my concerns as I watched the desk rise up close to my eye level and the carpet of my floor draw closer and closer to my face.
It was only natural that my clothing would become incessantly baggy around a body that wasn’t sized for it, but it was far more dramatic than I could have assumed because my loss of size wasn’t only isolated to my height alone. My pants slipped off my hips and dragged my boxers along with them, but I was still covered by a shirt that essentially became a dress by the time I was done shrinking. I was thinning just as quickly, stretch marks smoothing away so that my skin looked like it had never been stretched by the time my gut reached the perfect level of fitness. This extended to more than just my tummy too, and was relevant to my arms, legs, chest, and even all of the fat in my face.
Well, maybe not all of the fat in my face. I had shrunk all of the way down to 4’9” in the end, which was a very dramatic drop from my initial, nearly six foot height. It wasn’t the height of a man around thirty years of age… which was exactly what my face had come to suggest not only with that fat that had lingered, but with its overall design as well. It was pointedly much more youthful, like how it looked when I was around fourteen or so. But I also wasn’t anywhere near that short at that age, so it didn’t exactly line up.

Of course, that was operating on the assumption that I was a fourteen year old version of myself and not someone else. “This can’t be happening! But even though it did, I feel so… bubbly!” And confident to boot. I was smiling even though I’d just shrunk? But my mental dissonance was way worse than I had even realized. So much of my 2D room had been altered from that point, like how my window was much smaller and had the view of a sea of clouds behind it. My desk no longer had a computer, and everything was looking a little more rustic.
And I was beginning to perceive myself in the same 2D style as my surroundings. I was basically flattening into an anime style.

In tandem with my change of perception, the colors of my eyes came alight with a bright, crimson red as those eyes flattened and rounded into the perfect pair of ‘big ol’ anime eyes’, so to speak. They made my face appear cuter and much more effeminate, but they were also merely part of a much more sweeping shift in my face’s design that contributed to the same onset of girlish adorableness. My face became rounder and its skin much softer and smoother, while my smiling lips became just a little pudgier to give me the face of a cute young lady.
“Wait a sec! Am I becoming… Wait another sec! Becoming? Haven’t I always been this way!?” Had I—? Who was I? It wasn’t a question I’d ever asked myself, but in that moment I really wasn’t sure! I began to question myself as the dark hair beneath my headband started whitening to a snow white, but also lengthened until a fluffy, chin-length bob! Isn’t it super cute!? Part of my issue was that I couldn’t identify my own gender. Was I a man or a woman?

Whether or not I wanted to debate that internally any more, an answer was kinda shoved onto me all of a sudden as a really weird chill ran up my spine! Something had just changed between my legs! It was weirdly… empty? Or was it even different in the first place? I was a young girl, after all! Just what could I even expect to have between my legs? My figure wasn’t even all that amazing… I was just fourteen years old, and I was not a Draph like sis Anila!

Now swaying from side to side in my oversized shirt which – I actually couldn’t even remember putting on, huh? – I didn’t really know that now that I was a girl, my body’s build was shifting kind of discreetly! To be fair, like I’d said I didn’t have much of a figure in the first place. My chest puffing out into a pair of A-cup breasts didn’t really command much attention, especially with that big old shirt being so big. Nor did my butt becoming a little rounder of my thighs a little chubbier!

My figure isn’t a big deal though, I don’t need it to spread smiles!

Though, on the subject of that shirt… “Eh? Was I just wearing something I shouldn’t have been? My outfit is totally normal though!” White skirt with black and gold trim and red frills? Check! Cute brown shoes over black socks? Check! A white top with my tummy cropped with a big red bow with a heart gemstone in the center? Check! Extra big, traditional sleeves to give me that Divine General swag? Check! My rat ear headband, bow and all? SUPER DUPER CHECK! So why’d I feel so off!?
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“I know what do in times like these! I just gotta chant the password that will unlock even bigger smiles!” I clamped my hands together as I looked around at all the cute things I had stashed in my room aboard the Grandcypher. If anything had changed in my surroundings, I sure didn’t notice! I’d been in my room the whole time! And it was only 7am, so where else would I even be!? But I couldn’t shake the weird little funk I felt. Like I’d been confused or something?
And that just wouldn’t do! I had to psyche myself up! “Lucky! Cookie! Vicky!” I effortlessly twirled and then leaned forward, giving the full sized mirror in the corner of my room a cute and confident wink! The spotlight loved me, and I loved the spotlight so long as I could spread as much love and good cheer as humanly possible! That was the whimsical Vikala way! “I bet the other members of the crew could use some cheering up too! Do they still have some of my props in the storage room? I’m sure they’d appreciate an Eccentrical Parade!”

Maybe the halls of the airship were a little too tight for that though. I had much to think about! Much to plan! I wouldn’t be taking off my ears today at all! Well, at least until I went to bed. Or heaven’s forbid someone knocked them off! “I’m just gonna make sure that doesn’t happen! Heehee!” Even though it was sometimes easier said than done!

Without further ado, I skipped over to my door with a shake of my hips and threw it open. It was a new day, and I was ready to tackle it head on! “It’s kinda weird though! I still can’t shake the feeling that something is different!” Was I hungry? A little bit! Sometimes you just felt a little weird when you were hungry, right? Yeah! It had to be hunger! Definitely not anything more important!
“Oh well!”

Guess I was getting breakfast before anything else!
Meanwhile, back in the three dimensional world that I came from? The friend that I had messaged found a package on his own doorstep. “That’s weird… Isn’t this exactly what Axel was talking about?” Joseph thought to DM to ask as he brought it in but remembered that I still hadn’t replied to his reply for some reason. He couldn’t possibly have known that I had been teleported into an anime realm where I became Vikala herself.
Nor that the box he found contained his own pair of ears… just in a slightly different color.
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