Welcome Home


Soothing notes from a tinny piano thrummed through teensy speakers. Nystre yawned, rubbing drowsy eyes with a large, squishy paw, and smiled down at their little Nintendo Switch, the Animal Crossing logo slowly fading in against a starlit sky on the top screen. It was strange, and yet refreshing how relaxing booting the game up was. The dull grind for bells and items from years ago seemed so distant, and the promise of cute digital animals to relax with was welcoming.


Nystre’s thick berry-striped tail slumped off the edge of their bed, thin bunny-like paws dangling as they leaned back and stared up at their screen. A few button clicks and taps later(it was always a wonder how dextrous Nystre could be with such oversized paws), and the game loaded up a familiar bare, dark room, a warm spotlight slowly illuminating a familiar occupant. Isabelle, Nintendo’s fan-favorite golden shih-tzu secretary,  was beaming with relief from the jamcat’s console. 


“Ah, Mayor Nystre! Some of the townsfolk were starting to worry… it’s good to have you back!”


The game’s digital chirping with each syllable oozed cuteness, as did the faint jingling sound of the bell in her hairtie with each bouncy animation.


“Nyaaa… so cute… nyaaaawwn”


With a little grunt, the jamcat rolled onto their side, arms resting on their bed as their little human villager wandered out from their modest home, nestled right by a riverbank. Insistent beeping from the little red mailbox standing outside set the tone before gentle late-night strings hummed to life. Nystre thumbed about, filing away old birthday packages and DLC announcements, and set forth.


Weird. The map on the bottom screen had way more houses on it the last time Nystre had played. And the flowers… there were some still standing, but weeds were starting to intrude. The jamcat sighed… how long had it been since they last checked in? The occasional animal villager would approach as Nystre wandered through the town with mixed responses ranging from overjoyed to annoyed at their return. The rounds seemed to be going okay… until Nystre reached one of the far corners of their town.


Sitting outside a tent, the iconic Egyptian feline bobbed back and forth. The traditional headdress and the Cleopatra-like bangs on the navy and gold cat, her mummified wrappings, and the persistent resting frown on her feline muzzle… they were gorgeous! What wasn’t gorgeous was the stack of suitcases outside her little home.


“Wait a minute… is that… Mayor Nystre, me meow!? I thought you’d skipped town forever!”


Ankha, as the nametag accompanying her speech bubbles read, cast her eyes down at the jamcat’s next button press. 


“The thing is… I’m about to skip town forever, me meow. I’m gonna miss you a lot… you’d better write, me meow!”


Nystre burst with elastic urgency from their cozy slump,  whimpering, “Nooo! Nyat Ankha, come on!” 30 seconds of persistent mashing lead to a repeated loop of the same lines. Ankha was taking off. 



“Gaaaaahhhh, nyaow what?”


It was hard to think of how to get out of this with that resting feline frown meandering across the screen. Nystre stole a glance at the game’s calendar… 3/20, 11:49 PM. Pretty soon, there weren’t going to be many NPCs still awake… and Ankha would take off. 


“Unless...”


Nystre blinked, thick ears perking high, and stared at the corner of the console. A healthy green light cast a dim glow on the jamcat’s translucent pawpads, brighter and brighter as they loomed closer to the power button. Time-traveling… there were plenty of GameFAQs guides out there on how to abuse it for bells and items. What was there to lose in doing it to save a villager? Nystre could deal with a gentle chewing out from the village’s resident Reset Center.


There was an unusual amount of nervous energy, a trembling hesitance, as that paw pressed down, making contact with the pliable rubber button. The touch was delicate, not enough to engage the spring and actually depress the button, but enough to feel it. Nystre swallowed, grimacing as a cold sweat took over… “Maybe I shouldn’t...”


The bright green power LED smoothly faded out, and the only sound echoing throughout the room was the unceremonious click of the backlit display disengaging. Nystre froze… it was too late now, even if there was a moment of reconsideration. Nystre let the lifeless console fall from their paws onto the bed, blinking and staring as a nervous knot started to tighten in their stomach.


“… Huh...”


The jamcat’s tail twitched and flicked as the overwhelming silence of the disheveled bedroom lingered. Big yellow eyes loomed over the game system with trepidation before Nystre swallowed and coughed, clearing their throat. Nystre stared at the puppy-like face of their Switch, a little blush creeping into those blueberry cheeks at the ‘wan!’ sound they imagined it making. With a deep breath and a nod, the jamcat steeled themself.


“Well. Guess we’ll find out the hard way.”


Nystre’s curvy feline form flopped onto the bed, tail swishing as those paws picked the console up again. A few experimental clicks of the face buttons and D-Pad confirmed that there was no fluke in the shutdown… the Switch was as good as paperweight in its current state. With no more reason to hesitate, Nystre’s paw found the power switch once more.


BZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZT!

A thrum of electrical discharge coursed through Nystre’s paw, electrons and photons charging through the semi-transluscent jamcat and leaving them glowing as their whole form buzzed with energy. Nystre’s nerves were wrack with energy, their paws gripped the inoffensive little switch tighter and tighter as the buzzing continued to rattle through their body. Muscles refused to obey any commands as Nystre’s vision began to blur, consciousness fading… slipping…

. . .


By the time the jamcat came to, they weren’t in their room anymore. The delicate hum of an incandescent bulb buzzing to life parted through the fog of post-shock confusion. Blinking awake, Nystre found themselves haloed in warm light on a wood plank floor. Groggily lifting their head, they saw six legs before them. Four of them were wooden, belonging to a quaint chair nearer the light’s center.


The other two legs turned on teensy paws, and delicate jingling bells chimed.


“Oh dear... something went wrong. It seems like a villager went missing.”


A voice. A familiar one. A very familiar one. Nystre rose on weary paws, their gaze travelling up. Creamy yellow fur… green pleats… red ties… floppy golden ears. Every little sing-songy gibberish note sounded too familiar, but the little chirps and hums weren’t English. 


“Nyaa… Whaa… !?”


Nystre found their energy, jumping to their paws. Standing about a head taller (or at even height with the jamcat’s attentively perked ears), was Isabelle. It couldn’t be anyone but Isabelle. She was wearing a concerned frown as she stared down at the smaller jamcat, her tail drooping behind her. Her next words were nearly a whisper, her muzzle spreading into a softer smile when her eyes met Nystre’s.


“Don’t worry, Ankha. We’ll get you back where you belong.”


Despite the same feminine electronic chirps coming forth, the sentence was completely clear to the jamcat. They blinked, somewhere between dumbfounded and starstruck at the adorable secretary. Before they could even utter a question, though, the started spinning, the light seeming to get brighter.


“Working… please don’t shut off your console...”


A simple ascending arpeggio of bells started to echo through the room, four notes at a time. This one was familiar too… it was a loading sound. It rang through Nystre’s ears as they flicked and twitched, the jamcat’s heart starting to pound as their body began to tingle. 


“Nya… My head… mmm….”


Their muzzle flapped uncontrollably, low-pitched and meaningless syllables drumming forth quickly. That wasn’t what they said… right? But it made sense to them… and Isabelle just closed her eyes and nodded, leaning in to give the jamcat a few gentle strokes on the ears.


And a few more. That felt nice… really nice. Their ears folded back as they dwindled, big rabbity pillows shrinking back into points that were more distinctly feline. As the secretary worked away, the shades of berry grew less saturated, dulling into a rich, royal navy. Their ears swiveled this way and that, flicking away any traces of jamcat as a fuzzy coat of yellow fur started to spread from them. 


Isabelle’s paws gave the messy jamcat curls a playful tousle before they retracted… and those wild curls tamed themselves with each loop of sound. Two little triangles accentuated over the brows… straight, orderly frames matching the curve of those feline ears. Each strand fell into place as the jamcat felt their subtance changing… their little grunts and hums elevating in pitch.


“My… me…. Me-meow…?”


Nystre was feeling light-headed without all that mass of curl and ears. Lightheaded at the surreal warmth that kept coursing through their body. But now… a new weight was pressing forth. A centerpiece snaked out from their forehead, neatly accentuating their new hairstyle with a cobra-headpiece. Alternating golden and matching navy stripes filled out the cobra’s hood, a counterpart to the stripes that were starting to wrap around Nystre’s shrinking tail. The big pear-shaped mass of jam was reaching more uniform dimensions as it flicked and swayed, sending an electric chill up the changing cat’s spine.


“Mayor Nystre’s missed you, Ankha! I hope you’re excited to see them.”


The peachy scent of the shih-tzu secretary seemed all the more potent to Nystre’s dainty muzzle… and nice as it was, the cat couldn’t bring herself to smile. It was nice, yes, but the whole town kinda smelled like peaches anyways. She’d have to get her paws on some before winter, eh, me-meow?


“Me… meow? No, I’m N… nys… not… huh…?”


Mayor? I’m not the mayor… that’s way too much responsibility. That’s the perk of royalty anyways, me-meow. You get all the adoring worshippers without having to mess with the bureaucratic stuff. Mayor Nystre can deal with making the people happy, I’ve got my own agenda.

Ankha stared down at herself, her sprouting golden crème fur… the dark anklets right before her dainty, bare paws. Her paws felt a little unusually squishy, but after some grooming, they settled into their proper, petite place. Each surveying stroke drew her curves out, her dimensions back to normal… her thoughts? Well.


Mayor Nystre needs to come back. It’d been too long since Ankha had had someone with a discerning eye review her makeup and outfit. Bare fur found itself getting wrapped in layer after layer of winding, luxurious bandage, tugged taut against each perfect curve. Revealing enough to exemplify her grandeur, yes… but maybe a bit cold for this weather, me-meow.


Ankha tilted her head as the dizzying spinning of the room slowed and she settled in. A final tingle of buzzing pleasure coursed through her temple, locking her form in place… and with that, the ceaseless arpeggio of loading stopped. Isabelle smiled at the new villager, a heart fluttering over her head as the bells in her hairpiece jingled amicably.


“Data saved! Welcome home, Ankha!”
