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“Hm? Is something going on outside?”
Lissa from the nation of Ylisse was having a rather peaceful, if not well deserved day of rest and relaxation. She had been busy helping with healing at a local clinic while off duty over the past week and had really needed a day off. Which worked out, because most of the men had been whisked away on a last minute expedition. There were other healers in the party, and even her brother had been asked to attend. Which meant…

Most of the Order of Heroes’ facilities were much less crowded than normal! Lissa had reveled in this by opting to attend the bathhouse, and was overjoyed to learn that she was the only patron at the time! Just as she had finished undressing and had begun to make her way into the bath proper, however? A lot of noise past the bathhouse’s exterior had given her pause. It didn’t sound dangerous, but it certainly sounded chaotic.
Was it something she could investigate later? The princess hopes so, because it would have taken a lot of effort for her to put the dress in the changing room behind her back on. It was such an elaborate ensemble that it could take an upwards of ten minutes to properly adorn, and at the same time it wasn’t like she could run out there with her towel either.

“Oh well, if it’s an emergency, I’m sure someone will come get me.” She eventually shrugged and turned her attention back to the bath. In fact, the noise even seemed to be quieting – she just didn’t understand the reason as to why that was the case. The situation that had provoked the ruckus in the first place hadn’t exactly ended. It was more like everything nearby had been so caught up in it all that there was no longer necessary to cause a fuss. 

Because they had been assimilated into it.
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It was something that Lissa wasn’t aware of, but it wasn’t something that she was immune to either as she would soon find out. About to dip her foot into the warm water of the bath, a sudden flash of light instead forced her to recoil. “Eh!?” And that foot didn’t dip into any water whatsoever, because when the light faded? There was no bath for it to dip into in the first place. She was standing in what looked to be a small room filled with a plethora of objects.

Umbrellas, frilly dresses, cardboard tubes done up like blades, and even a shelf with a series of eyepatches placed upon them. The room itself was unlike anything the princess had ever seen before in terms of contents, yet it was also strange in design. The room was very white, and there wasn’t wood nor stone anywhere. How? Every building she had ever seen had been composed of at least one of the two.

“This is an interesting room? What’s all this stuff for…? …Ow!?” A sudden sharp feeling in her right eye brought the princess to wince with that eye alone. Once it opened, though? Her iris was pink – not naturally so, but because a colored contact lens had been deposited without her knowing. Not only that, but once only clad in a towel, she was now done up in a black dress that was half white around her top, with a lace trim, black collar, and black ribbons in her hair. It looked a lot like some of the clothes present in the room, including the belt loosely fixed on her right thigh which a thigh high decorated the left.

Both of these leg accessories didn’t exactly seem to fit, sitting just a touch too loosely around either thigh. They looked like they might slide off, in fact, only for that phenomenon to be prevented by a much uncannier phenomenon. Lissa had very scrawny legs, but that scrawniness was done away with. While it was only a couple of inches? Her thighs soon became a little plumper. This staved off the descent of her leg accessories, while feet shrunk just a touch to fit into the new black boots that clad them in the process.

“AHAHA! I see! I must’ve been spirited away to another world!” Lissa spat out these outlandish words randomly, and the gusto with which she did so even appeared to stun the speaker herself. “Uh, what was I just saying…?” And why was she so enthusiastic about it?
She had even puffed out her chest while saying it, which was more or less for nothing in the end. The girl already had a fairly lackluster showing when it came to the bosom department, yet somehow now it appeared even less so. It wasn’t exactly an optical illusion nor a side effect of the outfit she was wearing, though. Her breasts had shrunk, practically bottoming out. Evidently, an ample bosom was not in her stars. 

Nor was an ample rear, if the back of her skirt had anything to say about it. Because while Lissa might have been said to have possessed an at least notable rear end, all that made it notable had drained away. Perhaps it wasn’t all for naught though, because her thighs seemed to plump up just a little more as hips widened, leaving the exposed flesh of her legs to be the most eye-catching thing about her 

“Fear not, for my royal splendor is all that I need to succeed!” As if to acknowledge this, another unusual comment leaped from the girl’s lips. Lips that were, comparably, looking a little fuller than they normally did. The changes that had altered her body into that of a fat-thighed waif now sought to adjust her facial features, and it truly wasted no time in doing so. 

Her lips were among these changes, but they weren’t all that substantial when compared to the overall structural alterations that took place. Lissa’s face, for one, grew longer as her jaw shrunk and chin became just a touch more defined. The girl’s nose wriggled a moment, adjusting to a smaller shape while brows both thinned and darkened about her eyes. Those eyes took on the most prominent of the changes, mind you, with corners pinching in and lashes lengthening substantially. Like those who had been changed before her, she was rendered the spitting image of a Japanese youth.

Although the didn’t tend to have blonde hair, and that was soon rectified as a dark brown took root in her roots and ultimately swept out through the entire length of her locks. With her hair already down, it straightened as the color changed and fell right down to her rear end. But if this wasn’t already strange enough, something else took place in terms of the color. Hair dye was applied to half of her head, the left half, the same half that her blouse was white on. Masterfully this pink filled that same half of her head, which helped create the impression of ‘two sides’ when you considered she was not wearing a colored contact over her left eye and so it remained blue.

The girl continued to puff out her chest, feeling confident. But she also felt lonely. Why was she alone in her clubroom during lunch break? Did no one really want to spend time with a girl like her? As if to wrap up her appearance in a neat little bow of black, black polish spread across her fingernails and a black tattoo etched itself onto her left hand. Of course she didn’t notice, but she was quite proud of her appearance!

She’d only needed a little help from her mom to do it!
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“Ufufu! I understand! I, Lieselotte von Huftvringer am a princess from another land! Another world!” The cloud of confusion that plagued the eccentrically dressed girl had been lifted, and thus the fifteen year old had recalled her forbidden identity as the princess of another world! …Or thus was the lie she had convinced herself of in order to escape the true nature of this mundane existence.

The truth was, the girl now making a ‘V’ with her right hand over her left eye, which now contained a pink contact lens, was just an ordinary girl that leaned a little too much into fantasy. A chuunibyou if you would. It was a phase that a lot of children went through, and one that they left behind in public school. For Ruri Takeba, on the other hand, she had kept it as a defense mechanism.

As a first year in high school, she’d had difficulty fitting in with others. So in the end she ultimately clung that that persona of Lieselotte, much to the confusion of her peers and the concern of the faculty. But Ruri didn’t know just how on the nose her chuunibyou identity was. “None shall enter my castle until the feeding has completed!” She was none the wiser to her circumstances, either.
She just wanted to finish the bento box that had appeared on a nearby desk in her Fantasy Club’s clubroom before lunch ended.
