ROOMMATE DYNAMICS
COMMISSION STORY
BY CHALDEACHANGE
[image: image5.emf]
Even before anything had happened, Nice Nature knew that she shouldn’t have come.
It had all begun that morning after literally bumping heads with her roommate, Marvelous Sunday. That girl was always running around at top speed, getting into this and that while blurting out ridiculous statements. Even though the two of them were similarly aged, they couldn’t have been any more different in terms of general personality. Contrastingly, Nature was a mature and responsible horse girl that, well… Even she had to admit that maybe she was a little too normal when compared to most of her peers.

The more mature umamusume would have been content just shrugging their physical encounter that morning off. After all, wanting to avoid unnecessary friction with others was also a pretty normal desire. Sunday wasn’t so oblivious that she hadn’t noticed their recurring issues as of late, though. She was pretty eccentric, but she was also good-natured. “It seems that I’ve been causing some problems lately, but that’s okay! ☆ I’ll text you a classroom, and you come tonight, Natie! It’ll be MAAAAARVELOUS!”
“…Huh?” Nice Nature wasn’t even able to ask her properly what she was talking about before the girl had sped off to class.

Classes throughout the day had gone about as well as expected, but the red-headed umamusume didn’t have time to follow up with Sunday’s invitation until after she was done her evening training on the track. And so, after spending all day wondering just what the heck Sunday was going to do, it was already dark by the time Nature had shown up at the designated classroom. It was just that… “Uh…” Well, as she walked into the room in her racewear (as requested for some reason), there were a number of red flags going off in the back of her head.
In the first place, she was pretty sure she had seen caution tape torn around the doors on her way in, and hadn’t there been gossip among the other umamusume about one of the classrooms being under construction or something? Regardless, she even tried to flip the light switch when she entered to no avail. The issue might just have been that the room wasn’t getting power for some reason? Because while it was evening, there was still enough orange light to illuminate the room.
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“Sunday? Are you even here?” Nice Nature’s gaze skimmed the classroom at eye level and didn’t see her. If anything, she just noticed that the desks had been strangely arranged in a circle. But she squeaked with surprise when a familiar face popped up from within that circle of desks, clearly holding a piece of blue chalk in her hand as she did so. “What… are you doing?” Sunday never really had explained what she was doing.

At the sight of her roommate, Marvelous Sunday’s lips had practically stretched into an ear-to-ear smile, showing off one of her fangs in the process. “Oh, there you are Natie! I was working on drawing our MARVELOUS understanding-building circle!” Their… what? As Sunday spoke, Nature had stepped closer to the desks and eventually slipped in between a gap to look down at what had been drawn. She was careful not to step on any of the lines, even if what they made was just as concerning as everything else.
“…Is this a magic circle? In the dark like this, doesn’t this all come off as kind of cursed?” It definitely looked like the kind of thing that you would see in an occult movie right before a couple of idiot teenagers summoned an evil demon. Wait. Didn’t that make her one of those ‘idiot teenagers’? She wasn’t there because she wanted to be! Sunday had crouched back down to finish drawing in the meantime and managed to connect the last line before hopping back up. 

With one of her cheeks puffed out, she looked a little offended at Nature’s questions. “No, this is to make us MARVELOUSLY understand each other better! We just need to— Eh?” But she was abruptly cut off when both of them noticed the blue light glowing beneath them? All of the chalk lines were glowing as if they were luminescent, and in tandem? Both of the girls ended up feeling a little weird. For a brief moment, it was as if their stomachs had been flipped upside down. “Urp!? Bathroom…!”
Both girls had moved to step off of the circle, but Marvelous Sunday was the one to bolt out of the classroom towards the bathroom on the opposite end of the hall, leaving Nice Nature to try and comprehend what had just happened. She didn’t feel that sick, but she also didn’t feel great. Had Sunday actually dabbled in the occult? Once she was safely out of the circle’s glow, she cast her attention back at the circle once more. And yet… it had already stopped glowing? Maybe it needed two people standing on it to activate?

“Even then, I was only joking. Occult stuff like that isn’t really real.” Even if Sweep Tosho wanted it to be. Come to think of it, Tosho was likely a pretty good guess as to who was the one that had planted this little ‘spell of understanding’ or whatever idea into Sunday’s mind. Before she could analyze the situation further, however? Something struck her as strange. “Well, that’s not very marvel—!?”

The face she made in that moment resembled that one Tails meme.

“Why did I say that just now? Something so marvel—!? AGAIN!?” There was no way that it had just almost happened a second time, right? That she had almost blurted out Sunday’s ridiculous catchphrase all on her own without any prompting? Why in the world would she even try to do something like that? Nice Nature had the reputation of being perhaps the most normal horse girl in all of Tracen; she’d never be caught dead with a quirk like that!
But in the end? There were ultimately a few more things that required her immediate attention… and then some. The first of which weren’t perhaps as noticeable to Nature as the others. Nonetheless, she did vaguely feel a backwards pull that radiated from her own head. “Hm?” That was the only reaction she gave in the moment, even though the cause of this shift in weight was actually extremely noticeable visually. It just wasn’t from the young woman’s own perspective.

It had begun in the tips of her twintails, however. Her reddish-brown strands had not only been darkening to a familiar black that was replicated in the hairs of her tail, but those twintails grew longer, more voluminous, and messier until they were almost twice the size that they should have been. She might have noticed this had they continued to grow over her shoulders, but due to their sizes, they slipped behind her instead. Even her bangs were altered once darkened, parted in the center.

But the black wasn’t content with merely dyeing her hair and tail. Her brows adopted the same color while thinning, sure, but so too did the fur of Nature’s ears. She kept though ears in the same form-fitted, red and green covers that fit her ears perfectly. So, then why was it that those covers were lifted up slightly off her head? Almost like her ears were taller somehow? “I feel kinda… E-Eh!? MY VOICE!?” The girl shrieked so loudly that it was a wonder she hadn’t shattered any glass.

The very moment she’d cried out in a voice that was much higher and more energetic than her own voice had ever had any right sounding, her eyes had gone wide both from shock and in permanence as the occult spell that had been cast travelled further into her face. The shapes of those eyes had certainly become much larger and rounder, but in the process her irises had brightened to a pale yellow that had expanded into a pair of star shapes within irises that turned dark yellow otherwise. It was a very unique eye design, and one that she’d only ever seen on a single Umamusume in Tracen. 
And that Umamusume was the one that had called her into that room in the first place.

By this point, Nature had yet to consider taking advantage of the mirror in the corner of the classroom because she was more hung up on what she could hear rather than she could see. She had almost shouted ‘MARVELOUS’ several times now, and her voice sounded more like Sunday’s. On some level, she was probably subconsciously trying to avoid facing this seemingly impossible reality for as long as she possibly could. Unfortunately, fate had completely different plans for her. Because she noticed a sudden drop.

“E-Eh!?” The girl was forced to throw her arms out to the sides in an almost comical manner due to a momentary fear that she was somehow falling despite her feet being planted firmly on the ground. It was actually the long sleeves of her racing outfit that gave the most immediate glimpse into what was actually happening… because her hands were pulled into those sleeves despite the outfit not having changed at all. Were her arms shorter? Well, yes, but the issue was more that it wasn’t just her arms that were shorter than before.
A skirt that had once sat high on her hips had been lowered to cover up the top halves of her thighs, while her boots had risen closer to her knees. Her outfit just appeared to be slightly larger on her person as a whole, not to mention the fact that the classroom looked a little larger. The nearby desks came up higher on her as well, almost like… “Am I smaller!?” Nice Nature had been 5’2”, which was a pretty average height for a teenaged girl of her age. But she had dropped down to a somewhat smaller 4’9” instead?
It had affected her hands and feet, which were daintier, and her shoulders and hips had become slimmed in kind. In fact, her dress hid a number of related changes, although most of them were related to a loss of size. Her thighs were a good example of this. She’d never really had an impressive pair of them, but they had thinned a little just like her butt had flattened ever so slightly. All things considered, you might have been liable to assume that the same fate would away her chest, but as it turned out, this was the only region that bucked the trend. 

“Th-This is…?” Nature was quick to catch onto what was happening yet remained unaware of the fact that her lips had swollen slightly and one of her fangs had begun to peek through beneath a smaller nose. She reflexively pulled her hands up so that they hovered over her chest with her palms pointed towards them, but she kept herself in check when it came to going any farther than that. 

The sensation that had tipped her off was that contrary to everything else feeling looser, the feeling of her dress feeling tighter around her chest. Much like everything else, the horse girl’s bosom had been pretty average in terms of size, being B-cups at best. But they definitely weren’t any longer. The bra that she’d been wearing under her outfit was digging into fat that had burgeoned beneath the cloth, allowing some of it to muffin over the top wires while the straps dug a little in her shoulder blades behind her. “So… So…”

With her breasts now E-cups, was there a word to best describe how she felt in that moment? Fatigued? Distraught? Annoyed? “MARVELOUS! I FEEL MARVELOUS!” Huh!? What!? That wasn’t what she had intended on saying at all! This finally pushed her to run over to the classroom mirror, and even then she had to kick off her boots in the process because they were now a little too loose around her notably smaller feet. “How do I look!?” Because she didn’t like how she sounded. Or did she? Her emotions were absolutely confusing in that moment, as if she was being torn between two selves.
Her reflection revealed to Nature what she had feared. The girl in the mirror wasn’t her, or at least who she had been before. She looked like a carbon copy of the girl that had made the nearby occult circle. She was briefly at a loss for words, which internally made her all the more horrified when it occurred to her that she couldn’t sit still. Unsettled or not, she kept posing and fidgeting in front of the mirror like she had energy to spare. She just couldn’t make herself sit still!
[image: image2.emf]“This is so MARVELOOOOUS! ☆ At least… I think it is!” It was hard for Marvelous Sunday to say for sure as she stared at her reflection in that classroom mirror. It didn’t seem like her body would change any further, and even mentally she very strongly wanted to embrace her identity. “I am Marvelous Sunday! Sunday! Well, try as I might, I can only introduce myself as my MARVELOUS self~! ☆” Even as she continued to blurt these things – these very Marvelous Sunday things – out of her mouth unprompted, she was internally very put-off.

She didn’t want to word things in that way, nor did she want to introduce herself as Marvelous Sunday. She subconsciously recognized that she was supposed to be Nice Nature, a calm and collected girl with no penchant for nonsense like that, and yet that part of herself was being repressed. How would she tell others? Could she? Or was she just stuck like that? Would people accept two Marvelous Sundays?

But perhaps because her intelligence had dropped to be more in line with Sunday’s, she hadn’t considered the possibility that she wasn’t the only one affected. That was why there was a slight delay when Nice Nature, wearing her racewear, calmly walked into the room despite looking a little distressed. “Heya Natie! Wanna trade clothes!?” Once again, that wasn’t what she had wanted to say. 
There had been a brief moment of realization between the two of them that they were likely in the same boat. No, they had to be, but neither of them appeared to be capable of bringing it up. “Yeah, sure…” The minutes that followed were awkward as they stripped in different corners of the room and handed over everything from their hair decorations to their underwear, but both of them felt a little better now that they were wearing clothes that actually fit them. Those clothes felt like they belonged to them. 

“SHALL WE GO DOWN TO THE CAFETERIA FOR A MARVELOUS MEAL~!? ☆” Sunday asked excitedly the moment that they finished changing. She was hungry, and if there was nothing she could do about her present situation, then why stress over it? Wouldn’t everything be easier if she just shrugged it off and went with the flow!? She didn’t want to be too uptight like Nice Nature!

Who only groaned, evidently already annoyed by Sunday – the very girl she used to be.
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