THE CLOCKWORK
COMMISSION STORY
BY CHALDEACHANGE
[image: image4.emf]
Dawn wasn’t really sure what to expect.
How could she know? The circumstances surrounding this ‘operation’ that she had embarked on were entirely unknown; there was absolutely no information available to her beyond the surface level. Realistically she couldn’t imagine why she was doing this all on her own. Well, she knew why. It was a personal desire at this point, because she had to rescue someone who was probably in danger. Someone near and dear to her heart.

It had all begun when an unusual event had occurred on Mount Coronet. A building had just straight up appeared as if out of nowhere, embedded in the side of the mountain itself. From what the ‘experts’ on such matters could discern it seemed to be a product of Palkia or Dialga’s abilities, meaning the lab either came from a different space or a different time. Maybe even both. 

So where did Dawn fit into this? Surely there were better people to send than a teenaged girl? It was true that there were, but Dawn had rushed to the facility without anything in the way of permission. Because someone else had been sent, and they hadn’t come back. Besides, Dawn had defeated the Champion of the region and was now the holder of that title herself. Not to mention she had come up against Dialga, Palkia, and even Giratina. She was more than qualified even though she was young.

“Cynthia, where are YOU—!?” Coming up on the facility’s entrance, she had been pondering the location of the missing person in question. Cynthia was the previous Champion and Dawn’s mentor. To say she had some attachment to the older woman would have been an understatement, and it was for her sake that she had embarked on such a dangerous quest even despite the fact it likely would have been better off left in more experienced hands. 
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But her pondering had been cut short. The moment the doors had opened and she had stepped inside something had lunged at her. A machine? A Pokémon? Both? She couldn’t have been sure, but it had slashed with a blade with tactical precision – making certain to cut the straps of her bag so that it fell onto the floor as she jumped out of the way. “Shoot!”

This was bad for a number of reasons, but the primary one was that all of her Pokéballs had been in the bag and now her adversary stood between it and her. “Is this thing a Gardevoir? No, it’s a robot, right?” It looked a little like a Gallade, too. Was it protecting the futuristic-looking facility? She supposed that made sense. Had it taken Cynthia off guard? Well, you could probably say that. Because the Iron Valiant before her had been Cynthia before she was ‘reworked’. Dawn did not know this, of course.

The machine brandished its blade again. It intended on striking her but she wouldn’t let it. Loathed as she was to abandon her Pokémon temporarily she wasn’t really afforded much use, and so praying that there was a way to close it on the other side she instead jumped into an open door behind her, losing her hat from the roll at the end. But Dawn sprung up and hit a button on the other side, triggering the door to shut and lock. Giving her a chance to breathe momentarily as lights flickered on around her.
“So what do I do? Did that thing take Cynthia off guard too?” She felt fortunate that she hadn’t seen any blood of note. Maybe she had gotten away and was hiding away as well? Or maybe she’d simply been knocked unconscious and was being held somewhere? She had hope that she was alive at least. “Is there anything in here I can use?” If she could just get her bag back then it would probably be doable. The room was bright and had plenty of things to see.
But she was naturally drawn to the sound of something tickling like a clock in the room’s center.

The girl blinked while looking down into what resembled a steel cradle. Within was a pale blue orb, a heart split in color between red and blue painted in the center, with two golden nubs on either side. Why was it ticking though? “Is this some kind of bomb?” If it was then she might be able to use it to stun the enemy, right? Or at least distract it if she threw it? Wondering how sound of an idea this was, she picked it up with her right hand to try and get a feel for how heavy it was. And it was pretty heavy.

“What is this thing made of!?” It had to weigh similarly to a shotput, didn’t it? That probably wouldn’t work then, and with that in mind she had set out to put it back down. But she didn’t make it that far, because it ‘detonated’ into a flash of red and blue light. And the next moment? It was no longer in her hand. Yet, oddly, her chest felt extremely heavy. “H-Huh!?”

Something pulsated throughout her entire body from her… heart? That was what it felt like at least, but she was immediately stunned by the sensation, which felt far too bizarre. It didn’t feel like a heartbeat and, alarmingly, she couldn’t feel her heart beating at all. Instead? It almost felt a rhythmic ticking similar to the orb she had been holding – although even that feel became so subtle that she couldn’t feel it over time. 

Making matters worse? Dawn’s breathing became erratic. “I-I feel cold..” So cold, in fact, that she ended up holding herself for warmth. She didn’t understand why this absence of heat had come on so suddenly. Was she sick? Had the orb perhaps detonated in her hand and it was some sort of device meant to spread a terrible disease? But this prediction on her part more or less proved that the girl did not grasp what had actually happened. 
That the orb she had picked up had been assimilated into her body and now made up the contents of her chest cavity.

Her old heart had been forfeited, namely because this Soul Heart as it was technically called occupied the same role in her body. There was a big issue with this, however. The Soul Heart was not meant for a body that was flesh and blood, and so if Dawn’s body remained as it was it would eventually fail and she would die. But it had a means of preventing the death of its host. That was why the girl ultimately felt so cold. Her blood flow had stopped moving. Because something else was being pumped through her veins.

While this was happening, the girl herself found it difficult to even shudder. Her energy was all drying up and she had begun to feel oddly stiff? The cause of all this was strikingly obvious and nearly unsettlingly so, but huddled up like she was and it not occurring to her that she should check her body, Dawn didn’t really notice it. The fact that any healthy color was being sapped from her body.
That her skin was turning a metallic silver.

What was being pushed through the girl’s veins was a special, liquid steel that was meant to cool and convert any biological matter that it came into contact with. So it wasn’t like the surface of Dawn’s skin was solely becoming that shiny color, but the flesh and bone beneath it was assimilated into hard metal as well – those veins hardening and merging in tandem. But even though she was becoming steel from head to toe, removing any semblance of elasticity from her body? 

That didn’t mean she was rendered immobile. Wherever joints existed on her form, those joints were carved out so that she could still move things like her head, shoulders, elbows, hips, legs, and knees. But peculiarly? Not her hands or feet. “Ngh?” From Dawn’s perspective? She felt really heavy all of a sudden – but as the steel engulfed her face it became difficult for her to speak. Not helped much by her lips pushing in and developing an O-shape that she just couldn’t seem to break; making it impossible to speak with human words. 
It took her a moment to unfold her arms because of how her joints had changed. The movements felt rigid, and she became distressed upon realizing she couldn’t figure out how to move her fingers. But once she managed to eventually raise an arm high enough that she could see it? An alarmed chirp sounded from the hole that was her mouth. Almost like a hollow music box note, it didn’t sound at all like a noise a human would make.

While she had been struggling with her arms, her head was looking stranger and stranger in fact. With hair follicles filled, the hair atop her head slid right off her scalp and fell onto the ground behind her so that she was rendered bald. But this shiny chrome head was not bare for overly long. From the darker silver, a band of whiter silver seemed to emerge around her head from one side to the other like a headband. Except as this headband rose? It absorbed her ears and developed into a shape that strongly resembled a clockwork gear.
Dawn chirped some more. Why couldn’t she speak? Why was she silver? Why were her fingers immobilized while the rest of her arms hadn’t been? Those arms looked something like a robot’s, and watching their shapes change beyond simply becoming metallic didn’t help. Her forearms, for example, thickened near her ‘elbows’ and thinned near her ‘wrists’, whereas just above her elbows were shaved away to be pencil thin and her shoulders puffed out into silver orbs themselves (almost like the puffy sleeves of a dress).

“CHIRP! CHIRP! CHIRP!”

It almost sounded like she was singing a song of distress, one that became more frantic as her hands… fell off her body. They slid right off her wrists, leaving her instead with talon-like tips to her arms. The same had actually happened with her feet, for legs had thinned into tiny, metal sticks and ankles would eventually pull free of steel feet that were now little more than paperweights, revealing pointed ends to those legs of hers.
Her head’s shape was growing rounder. Did she still have a brain? In some form or another, but it definitely been converted into some form of mechanical counterpart. What little remained of her humanity upon steel features was rapidly draining now at least. Her nose compressed and shrank into what almost looked like a blue gemstone above her O-shaped mouth. Whereas her eyes? They grew like saucers, irises shifting to a light pink while sclera took a darker, rosier shade. There were no traces of pupils in those eyes, and heft lashes darkening to long, yellow pieces of metal served a reminder that those were technically the eyes of a living machine.

“Chirp! Chirp chirp? Chirpchirpchirp?” For as understandably panicked as she had been initially, Dawn was beginning to feel much calmer about everything. She took a clumsy step forward and almost fell over while lifting tiny feet nubs out of her old ones, but her balance wasn’t really helped at all by the fact that her body was shrinking. It seemed as if she might get swallowed whole by what she was wearing, but all of a sudden? A similar silver began to spread over everything she was wearing, not just painting it in her body’s colors but assimilating it all, making it part of her body altogether.

As she dipped beneath the four foot mark the skirt of her short dress had reached past her shrunken knees, but this silver ‘cloth’ stretched and fanned out, becoming a very wide and puffy skirt that stood out all the more with her form now so compressed. This ‘gown’ looked elaborate, with an upside down, golden crescent pattern and a black divider near the base that held whiter ‘ruffles’ at the bottom, all bound together at a shield-shaped crest at the skirt’s base.

The skirt had become one with her hips too, which was very obvious when you considered just how much it jutted out from her torso. But did she still have a traditional torso? The top of her gown had fused right into her upper body, but it wasn’t like she had breasts or anything now to be revealed. Instead? She had been compressed so much that it was like what should have been her chest and tummy had merged entirely into… a very familiar orb.

Because the Soul Heart she had absorbed made up the entirety of her torso now, with her old dress and skin now acting as a casing beneath an extremely thin neck. This rendered Dawn in the form of what appeared to be a mechanical doll, but according to her new memories and instincts she was actually a Pokémon. One with metal plates that resembled bunny ears, for silver arose from the back of her head to gift her those very traits, finalizing her transformation.
[image: image2.emf]The only sounds the small, wobbling, clockwork critter could make were akin to robotic beeps and jingles now – not that she recalled ever being able to make any different sounds. In fact, the Magearna didn’t think anything of it anymore. Pokémon could communicate with other Pokémon, right? So there was no world in which this would be a problem for her. She made a series of chirps upon looking down at the ground beneath her. Why were steel hands and feet on the floor? Not to mention loose, blue, human hair. That struck her as very unsettling.
But what was this facility to her? Magearna was such a kind and gentle Pokémon, but… Wait. Hadn’t she been held here against her will? Then the Iron Valiant had been…? Seemingly, there were some holdovers from her memories as Dawn, but they were slowly being assimilated into a new perspective. She regardless had to reckon with these memories sooner than later because the door to the room… it opened.
The clockwork monster jingled again, this time her ‘words’ aimed at the tall, looming figure that stepped in. It displayed no bloodlust, but she could tell that the Iron Valiant was intent on putting her away once more. But it was still a Pokémon just like her, right? So she believed that she could reason with it. And just like that? Through her own beckoning? It lowered it’s blade. Its LED eyes displayed a confused expression for a moment, but eventually heart shapes flashed briefly.

Magearna didn’t understand, but it communicated in a way that was hard to misinterpret. The Iron Valiant walked over to her and got down on one knee, taking the Magearna’s hand in its own like how a knight might pledge themselves to their princess. Something had been triggered by Magearna’s ‘words’, an emotional glitch that had awoken a desire to protect, serve, and love within the knight. It understood that the creators of this place, wherever they now were, had taken in its princess against her will. And now? The only thing it could do was take her out to safety.

And so the Iron Valiant scooped up the Magearna and ran out of the room. It knew of a location through which they could escape. Neither of them knew of the world outside, but surely it was better than being cooped up within? The Magearna jingled her thanks while they ran through a maintenance shaft and, before long, the cool night air grazed their slightly warmer, metallic bodies. While they were free to start a new life together, though?

The facility remained present and operational. Awaiting anyone else who might dare wander inside.
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