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The living amenities aboard the Somnium weren’t bad. Nope! They weren’t bad at all!
The youngest princess of the kingdom of Elusia certainly hadn’t many in the way of complaints ever since allying herself with the Divine Dragon. Of course, while on paper she had done so willingly it wasn’t like that was truly the case. Considering the actions of her late father, and considering the death grip that the Fell Dragon Sombron had on her kingdom, on some level it had been her only choice if she wanted to continue living. So it wasn’t all that surprising that some allies still questioned the loyalty of her sister and herself even now. 
“But that doesn’t matter!”, she exclaimed as she dismissed the concerns in the back of her head. Intrusive thoughts such as those simply popped up now and again. Before bed last night she’d overheard some of the merchants that did business on the Somnium murmuring about Ivy and herself. They could say whatever they wanted about Hortensia, but talking about Ivy like that? It had really made her mad!
She had gone to bed grumpy and had woken up the next morning feeling a little malnourished sleep wise compared to if she had gotten a full night’s rest. But her mood had improved after looking around at the room she’d been given upon the floating fortress. Not only were these rooms spacious, but she’d been given permission to decorate it however she wanted so long as she was willing to furnish and purchase those decorations herself.
So not only had she had her canopy bed back from her room in the Elusian castle moved in, but she’d gone to town purchasing things that caught her eye from vendors upon the Somnium. She wasn’t going to ask how people managed to move things like heavy, oak furniture of the sort that she enjoyed up onto a floating island, but hey! Hortensia wouldn’t complain about something that was a convenience to her! Not to mention having access to Elusia’s coffers still meant she could grab whatever she wanted without worrying about the price.
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The morning was still early and the fourteen year old had planned on getting breakfast down in the cafeteria before going out on a training mission with some of the other younger members of the army. Because of this she hadn’t gotten dressed up in her casual outfit, but instead the clothing she wore out into combat situations. It made no sense for her to run back and change again, right?
Before she could set out through her door something caught Hortensia’s attention in the corner of her eye though. “Huh?” According to her own sense of style her bedroom was done up in bright pinks, blues, and purples – almost like a circus tent, arguably. What had caught her attention was something pure white sitting on one of her dressers. “What’s that? Did I bring it in here?”
She approached it not with concern but with curiosity. It had a very sleek look to it, and after grabbing it? She turned it over. There was black glass on the other side in a circle shape – well, most of it was shaped like a small ball with some sort of stand sticking out of the bottom to prop it up. She had honestly never seen anything like it before in her life, but that was because it was an item you wouldn’t find in this world, but another.
Seeing as Elyos didn’t have running electricity that webcam likely wouldn’t get much use as it was.

“Is it a children’s toy? What is it supposed to do?” Hortensia wore a confused frown while turning the item around several more times within her grasp. She was barely not a child at her age, but even then she had never seen a toy like it in her life. Her misunderstanding made sense. While the item had a nice sheen, it was still made of plastic. It appeared to be cheap and she didn’t really understand the cable that was coming out of its base. “Wh-What!?” 

The squeak of surprise she made had been warranted. The unfamiliar item that had been in her hand had disappeared? Like it had been teleported away with magic or something. Yet after looking around to see if it was still somewhere nearby, she found it. But it was on something else that didn’t belong in her room. It was on top of a weird rectangular box that was on top of a desk she didn’t recognize. There was also a flat, glowing picture on top of that desk with some items attached to the box with thick, black strings, not to mention a… chair with wheels? “Where did all of this stuff come from!?”
“I don’t remember purchasing a computer!” Hortensia eventually blurted out the next thought that had come to mind, only to immediately catch what was wrong about what she’d said. A computer? That thing was called a computer? But how had she known that? She definitely hadn’t seen anything like it before in the past much less heard its name to know that! The fourteen year old shook her head. Something weird was happening, wasn’t it!?
It was indeed! And it was actually far more dramatic than some items appearing in her room and some words coming to mind that she hadn’t known before. It was affecting her body too. Take, for example, Hortensia’s eyes. They were such a pretty pinkish purple or, at least, they were supposed to be. Yet a steely blue was soon reflected in them, and the shapes of those eyes themselves? They had become notably different. Pinched in more at the corners, they gave this steely blue gaze of hers more pronounced eyelid shapes. 
In another world, they would have been described as making her look ‘Japanese’.

But not fully Japanese, at least not as far as her hair soon led one to believe. Because the pink with pale highlights was all conforming to a different coloration, one that wasn’t dyed at all. It was a golden blonde that wasn’t at all typical of those of Japanese heritage, likely because she was half American. But those weren’t nations that existed in her world, were they?

“I, uh… Where am I?” Even as her hairstyle unraveled and shortened, oil and dirt newly clinging to blonde strands that kept falling distractingly across her eyes, Hortensia didn’t fixate on that. Why did she feel so confused about her location? Perhaps it was because her room was looking less and less like the room she knew, the space becoming more constrictive and furniture and the like changing. It was as if the world around her was shifting, but truthfully?
She was the one being displaced into another world. A world where Japan and America existed. These were now nations she could recall existing if she tried to think about it. “HIC!? Blech!?” Not that she was thinking about such things, especially not after hiccupping and finding her tastebuds met with a flavor that was extremely rancid. “Did I drink something weird!?” Because she was so young she couldn’t have possibly recognized the taste of beer.

Nor the vague taste of cigarette that was mixed in.

Then again, whether or not she was still a minor was in the process of becoming a hot button debate. The changes that had affected her eyes and hair had ultimately bled into the rest of her face, bestowing upon her not only more traits that suggested she was half-Japanese (largely in the rounder design of her face as a whole). But more than that? Well, her face appeared older given a bit of time.
This enhanced age was demonstrated in a couple of ways, in fact. The first was purely based on the general look of it all. Her lips swelled plumper, Hortensia’s nose was a touch bigger – and her skin seemed a touch more worn. If you were looking at her face alone you might have already gotten the impression that she was around thirty or so. But what was the other aspect? “SIGH…” Honestly? It was the look of fatigue. She just looked tired like many adults did, with bags under her eyes and that skin a little shiny from need of a bathe.

“I feel so exhausted.” Had her voice always been that deep? Rather, even with the sound of her voice aside there was still the matter of the language she was communicating in. She was speaking Japanese! But then again she was also thinking in it too. If you asked her what language she was the most fluent in, well. Japanese, obviously? She did live in Japan!
Her room did, in fact, confirm as much. There wasn’t a single piece of furniture from Hortensia’s room aboard the Somnium left, and the room’s structure itself was completely different. It was small, modern, and things were strewn all about the place that she wouldn’t have recognized had her mind remained untouched by the phenomenon that was transforming her. This was her room, right? After all, while her vision was blurry she could still make her pack of smokes, her light novel collection in the corner of the room…?

Since when had her vision been blurry though? Her sight had worsened because she had been growing older. The rest of her body hadn’t quite caught up to her head and face, but that was soon rectified. With increased age, surprisingly, did not come greater height. Hortensia was very short at 4’11”, but she always had assumed she would have grown taller after getting a little older. That didn’t appear to be the case, and actually? The opposite was true. She had shrunk an inch down to 4’11”. Something that was highlighted by a prompt change of clothes… if you could call it that. “Huh? Wh-Wha…?”

Hortensia herself had felt it. Her dress had been warped into non-existence like every other inanimate object in the room that had been from her old world. Rather than leave her naked though? A huge, white t-shirt hung off of her short frame like a dress, glasses rested upon her nose so that she could see again, and a bunny ear headband was nestled in her dirty hair with bangs pulled up and back.

It was a messy look, especially since she wasn’t wearing any underwear, but the shirt almost seemed too big? “Stop falling down, you – HIC!? – stupid…” The woman felt a touch dizzy as well, but this was likely because she’d begun to feel the buzz of intoxication. This body of hers had consumed alcohol very recently. Not a lot, just enough so she could barely feel it to help ease her nerves. But for what?

She did her best to hold the shirt up, but it seemed doomed to just fall right off if she didn’t hold it upright. And while a solution did eventually present itself it likely wasn’t the solution that made the most sense. But what was ultimately settled on was, well… If the shirt was too big, then it would be fine if Hortensia herself was bigger right? Not in the height department, but…
A subtle gurgle sounded from her tummy. It wasn’t loud enough that the woman herself paid much attention to it, but it telegraphed a rather notable change in that area. Her belly had always been so trim, and yet… It had begun to bulge. Never too excessively, but the pounds did pile on to stretch the skin of stomach around it. A several inch belly bump was erected as a result, pushing against the shirt. It made sense if the beer taste and her state of cleanliness were factored in. It seemed like she drank a lot and didn’t go out very much.

These extra pounds quickly applied themselves to her thighs and rear, making them plush and loose while still bearing appeal in their own right. This was also true of her breasts, and yet… changes there were far more dramatic, owing to a change in her genetics. Her breasts grew dramatically, pushing out the front of the oversized shirt and allowing her to drop her hands. While the cloth did fall to one shoulder, it remained upright thanks to full tits that were just as big as her head. 
Like the rest of her body, though, there was signs of neglect in the cleanliness category.

[image: image2.emf]Were the woman still her old self, she likely would have been baffled by the state of the room that she now recognized as her own. It wasn’t a room within the Somnium at all, but now a modern albeit messy room in a modern home – midst a different world altogether. But Erika Amamiya held no delusions of having grown up in something as bizarre as a fantasy world.

“Okay, going live in ten…” Sitting her big ass down in her spinning computer chair though, the thirty year old had no qualms with playing with the delusions of others. Technically her past identity as ‘Hortensia’ had not disappeared entirely – instead it had been relegated to a new role entirely. That is to say it was her VTuber identity. “What game am I even gonna play today… Guess I can decide after takin’ a drink!”
No one knew her true identity, which was true of almost all VTubers, and so no one knew that the Japanese woman behind the cute, thin, and youthful Hortensia was a bespectacled chubby and short individual with big breasts and thick thighs. And one that enjoyed drinking and smoking a fair too much for her own good at that. …Though she had gone on some drunken ramblings on stream in the past, so some of her fanbase had been theorizing on the alcohol preference.

Even now, as she booted up her computer and got her programs ready, she took a big gulp from a cool beer can. She had a minifridge under her desk with more to have over the course of her stream, but she really had to be careful about not drinking them too fast. Erika had bad anxiety at times too, so a cigarette pack was kept close in case she needed to take more of the edge off. As a result of these habits her room reeked of booze and cigarettes though. She was glad that her viewers couldn’t smell the room she worked from.

“Okay, I should get changed before I go live… I’ve got time.” The woman stood from her chair and began to strip, lifting her white, unkept shirt over her head so that her huge tits spilled out with a bounce. The sheen to her skin was from sweat – she didn’t typically shower until after her streams were done, and since no one could see her it didn’t really matter. But little did she realize that her streaming software had already turned on.

And it was feeding her audience video from her webcam, both outing her true identity and giving them a show of her short but full form getting dressed. There certainly wouldn’t be much in the way of complaints, but she would definitely be drinking and smoking a lot more for the next 48 hours! Erika’s problems didn’t even end there.
Because more than just one webcam had appeared in the Somnium. She would soon have more rivals in the streaming space…
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