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“Upupupu! With our two ‘heroes’ out of the way, things should go all the more smoothly now!”
Occupying a digital space that was wholly separate from the recreation of Jabberwock Island that all of the other students occupied, the AI Junko Enoshima could only giggle to herself as several screens appeared around her to monitor the students. The two girls that she had created from Naegi and Hinata’s data were acting as if nothing was different, though she’d probably need to address the issue that there were duplicates of some of them running around. “Well! I can deal with that little issue later!”

“In the meantime, the good word of Despair needs to be spread! …And there are still some pretty notable potential thorns in my side!”

“HAH!?” Byakuya Togami woke up with a start in the middle of the night, much like his peers that had unknowingly been transformed about an hour before had previously. The source of this abrupt awakening was similar as well: a dream that didn’t make much sense. One where he clumsily fell and got… bandages clumsily wrapped up within his skirt? “…Where do I even begin with that? …It was just a nightmare.”

It made plenty of sense to dismiss that dream for what it was. A man of the Togami lineage would never be so clumsy, and he certainly wouldn’t wear a skirt. Perhaps the paranoia this island ‘vacation’ was bringing him had begun to affect his dreams as well. “Ugh…” After reaching for and putting on the glasses on his nightside table, he stood from his bed to pace around his room. 
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Byakuya didn’t trust any promises of a ‘vacation’, nor had he bothered to mingle with the other students. There was a good reason for that, albeit one that was unique to him. Among the students from the other class was a young man that appeared to have stolen his identity, though he was much more… portly. Much to Togami’s dismay. While he could be aggressive, however, he still knew better than to make a scene unprompted. At least when that boy had a number of people in his corner.

He simply hid away so that he could investigate, only returning to his room for sleep. The heir was still no better off in that regard. He hadn’t learned much about his copycat beyond the fact that he was a fairly talented actor, and he hadn’t paid any attention to the rest of the students in that class. Had he, it was possible he might have realized that the contents of his dream aligned with the behavior (and luck) of one of the girls from that class.
And she certainly had a… personality.

“Hm…” Togami spent a little more time contemplating this dream than he probably normally would have bothered to, but at the same time there was a lot about the island that had led to him being suspicious. If he’d been a little more introspective in that moment, perhaps he would have noticed the earliest warning signs that something was amiss, though. Such as? Streaks of black appearing in his head of blonde hair, for one. 

Speckles of purple appearing in his lapis blue eyes were another. And before long, not only had his original eye color been phased out by this violet, but their shapes changed right above his nose in the process. They became wider and ended up carrying themselves with rounder oval shapes between thickened eyelashes. They did appear quite feminine, and that soon spread throughout the rest of his face… while the increasingly dark hair upon his head began to lengthen out into messy, almost bandage-shaped strips behind him.

While whatever was happening to his face could be simple enough to ignore, the lengthening hair didn’t exactly escape the boy’s attention. “What!?” He whipped his head back and forth to the sides, feeling the weight of his mane as it crept farther and farther down his back. His bangs lengthened too, but they were cut unevenly to contribute to how messy everything was. “What’s happening to my hair!? E-Erm…?” But it wasn’t just his hair, evidently.
Togami had clearly been taken off-guard by how suddenly his voice had changed, jumping from the deeper voice of a young man to a young woman’s higher, squeakier pitch in a matter of seconds. He couldn’t remember the last time he had stuttered; it was simply unbecoming for a man of his pedigree to do so, but it was understandable considering the shock he had been subjected to. And yet? It wasn’t the shock that had prompted it.

“M-My voice!?” If it had been, then he definitely wouldn’t have done it a second time. He would have corrected his behavior, focusing specifically on not making a mistake like that again. He didn’t even have an idea of what was continuing to happen to his face, either. His eyes already cuter and more feminine, the rest of his facial features inevitably followed suit. 

His nose shrunk slightly, developing a rounder tip with smaller nostrils, while his lips puffed out until they were thick and pouty. Tying this all together was the general structure of his maw, for rounder cheeks and a gentler arch to his chin completely redefined his perceived gender. It all made him look like a fair-skinned, cute girl. A fate that there was absolutely no point in escaping. After all— “Kya!?”

Kya? Byakuya couldn’t imagine such a sound escaping his lips in a million years, and yet she had been taken off-guard by the squirming sensation that arose between her legs. It pushed her to keel slightly forward, and her knees buckled from a combination of discomfort and arousal. Her sex had changed. Her dick was gone, and yet… “W-Wait! Why would I have something between my legs!? But such a weird fantasy for someone like me… Uu….” Would it have been that out of character?
Yes? There was still a part of the girl’s mind that was trying to reject what was happening more than her voice was, but it was ultimately futile. Her memories were slowly filling up with more and more recollections that were similar to that dream she’d had. Wholly embarrassing moments both prompted by her own clumsiness and bullying at the hands of others. It certainly wasn’t the type of life that anyone of rich heritage would tolerate – they could just throw their money around to make those problems go away.

But she didn’t have much money, did she?

“I-I’m not rich?” That felt strange to say, both because she felt like she was pointing out the obvious, but also because it was like she had come to a shocking conclusion at the same time. It was a conclusion that was apparently more shocking than the room she was occupying suddenly growing bigger along with the clothes she was wearing. Sleeves overtook her hands as her 6’1” height rapidly declined, and her pants became very baggy around her ankles. She stood at a mere 5’4” in less than thirty seconds, and her hands and feet had become more delicate in tandem.

Togami held her hands out, the ends of her sleeves dangling off them loosely. She was looking more and more like a girl dressed in the oversized clothes of her boyfriend, but she also couldn’t imagine having someone like that. She was so gross and undesirable – thoughts that appeared to spurn the appearance of a number of cuts, scars, and bruises across her body that her clothing concealed. Most of them were around her left forearm and right leg. “Ngh…” And they were slightly uncomfortable.

Her right leg ached more than her left arm, and for good reason. The flesh on that leg, or at least her thigh, was expanding. It grew plumper, nearly doubling in thickness while her hips were wedged wider to make better use of her oversized pants. The cheeks of her ass had no intention of being left out either, they perked up behind her into a supple bubbled shape. Admittedly, despite how much she was putting herself down internally, it was hard to suggest this body of hers was unattractive.
“A-Actually, why am I wearing these clothes? They’re too fancy for someone like m-me…” Was that really how she felt about clothes she had put on herself? Yes, because she definitely couldn’t remember that anymore. It was almost humorous that she found her outfit more captivating than what was happening underneath it, especially when the fact that her breasts were developing now was plain to see.

It was almost like her chest was repurposing flesh that had been pulled away from her waistline as her torso became slimmer, feeding it into a once flat chest so that it could jiggle with vigor. Where no breasts had existed prior, a pair of A-cups prospered. And then B-cups. C-cups. Until eventually, they stood firm and perky as a pair of hefty D-cups that felt completely natural on her body. Far more natural than her outfit, which— “A-Ah?”

Had she been seeing things? Had she been dreaming? The girl was confused because there was no longer any oversized attire on her body. She was dressed in a familiar pink button-up top with a pleated blue skirt beneath a nurse’s apron. She wasn’t wearing footwear because she was inside, but any wounds on her right leg and left arm had been wrapped completely in bandages too.
[image: image2.emf]“Wh-Wh-What was I doing!? When did I wake up!?” From the perspective of Mikan Tsumiki, well… She didn’t really have any recollection of the past few minutes; not anymore. Nor did she remember having that dream and waking up. To be fair to her, that dream might as well have been something that she had experienced on any old day. It felt like she had been put on the Earth to suffer from recurringly embarrassing situations!
Even as she turned to look back at her bed (because why not go back to sleep at that point?) her one foot caught on the opposite ankle, and she landed face-first with a groan. “Ow…” Somehow, the bandages she had been wearing had come undo and gotten tangled around her arms? Some were even flossing between her legs and against her… Well, her unmentionable place!

“Wh-Why does this keep happening to meeeeee!?”

Fate was cruel, evidently. Or AI Junko was. Either way, the road would lead her to Despair.
It took her a bit of time, but she managed to drag herself back into her bed after getting tangled. The issue was that it had taken her until nearly 6am to do so, meaning that she was effectively out of time to sleep. There really weren’t any breaks for Mikan, at least not in this karma cycle! But she would persevere. She had to. For the sake of her idol.
Kyouko Kirigiri didn’t necessarily awaken with a start, but she was stirred awake by a rather unpleasant memory that led to her sliding out of bed to gaze out the window curiously. As the Ultimate Detective, there were naturally a number of things that stood out to her about the island that they’d been trapped upon under the pretense of a ‘holiday’. Her memories of even accepting an offer like that were vague to begin with, but something about the whole island felt… superficial in a way that she couldn’t properly rationalize.
One of her classmates, Naegi, had mentioned to her that morning that he’d had a strange dream. That this dream had felt like someone else’s memory. It had been a strange claim to make, but she wasn’t the type to discount it if someone she trusted was the one to tell her. Now, having [image: image3.emf]experienced it, she could say without a shadow of a doubt that he had been telling the truth. “But whose memory was that? I don’t think I’ve met anyone on the island who…”

Who would be trapped in a room by their own sister, effectively torturing them? What a cruel memory.

At first, Kirigiri couldn’t have fathomed being tortured in such a way, and yet… “Strange…” Why did she feel like she had experienced something like that before? The girl shook her head, trying to clear her mind of that peculiar thought, unaware that more was happening than she even realized. The teen had fallen asleep after trying to unravel some of the island’s mysteries, so she’d been wearing her normal outfit barring her shoes but including the gloves that covered her scarred hands – damaged after suffering severe burns.
That also meant that she wasn’t able to see those scars on her hands, or in this case see them repairing. Any damaged skin was healed as if those flames had never damaged them. No, it was more intense than that. Any memories pertaining to their damage in the first place had just been completely wiped, replaced by additional traumatic memories related to a ‘sister’. But in the end? This was just the beginning.
There was a subtle change in the detective’s posture that not even she noticed, because it came courtesy of her height jumping up a single inch. It really wasn’t all that much, and it barely disheveled her outfit aside from her knees reaching a little higher out of her boots and the base of her shirt teasing her tummy. Even her hands and feet were affected, becoming very slightly longer – while unusual callouses spread along her otherwise healed fingers, as if she was used to wielding tools or… weapons?
Guns, obviously.

“Guns? I’ve never…?” Kirigiri had never wielded a gun before. She might have held one as part of her investigations in the past, but she had no recollection of firing one… or she shouldn’t have. The uncertainty gave her a little pause, but she slowly became all the more certain that she definitely had wielded a gun in the past, and more than a few times? In the meantime, her build was continuing to change underneath the folds of her clothes. But it certainly wasn’t as substantial as what Togami had undergone.
It barely affected the fitting of her attire at all, honestly. Her breasts were barely C-cups, and they didn’t exactly grow. Well, they did become fuller, simply rounder in shape, but it was more like the weight that already existed had shifted. On the contrary, her thighs were fated to slowly thin several inches, while her ass might have lost an inch of swell overall. All in all, whoever she was becoming, her build wasn’t exactly too far off from what it had been initially.
Well, maybe that wasn’t entirely true. If there was an area where it did change somewhat significantly, it was in terms of fitness. It wasn’t like Kirigiri was out of shape or anything, but she was just in-shape enough for what she did as a detective. Her body hadn’t been toned to any notable degree, and that was what ended up changing. Her tummy tightened until she sported a set of rock-hard abs, and her arms and thighs developed some notable muscle tone. Even her grip strength improved, all in the service of making her look more like a young woman that worked out on the regular. 

“…Am I forgetting something?” Perhaps it was because she had been a detective, but it sounded like she’d held onto the idea that something was off longer than the other victims. It was a shame that she couldn’t piece together what it was, but as a normal girl she was basically powerless against the AI’s plans. “Wait. AI? Is an AI doing this?” How did she know this? Why did the memories feel familiar? Why did they remind her of that sister she’d thought of previously?

Mind you, Kyouko was already much too far-gone regardless of what she could or couldn’t remember. She hadn’t realized that her voice had changed, and she appeared to be oblivious to the sensation of her mauve hair’s length pulling closer and closer to her scalp. It stopped when it had formed a chin-length bob, and at that point it darkened to black along with the rest of the hair on her body. 

Freckles were scattered across her face in a way that made her look more and more mundane. That wasn’t to say that she didn’t still look pretty, but the appeal was slightly different. Her gaze and nose sharpened and her lips thinned, and eventually a pale green possessed her irises. She didn’t look like Kyouko Kirigiri at all. But on the other hand? She didn’t really identify as her anymore, either.

To suit her changed identity, her uniform was replaced as well. She lost her jacket, revealing a white, short-sleeved, button-up uniform top with a dark green ribbon tied into a bow around her collar. A pleated skirt matched the ribbon’s color, and while she also wore black socks, her new uniform shoes were off and neatly placed beside the door to her quarters.
Mukuro Ikusaba was on edge. There was no way that she wouldn’t be, all things considered. Her transformation had brought her an epiphany, and she understood the truth of the island. After all, even if the Junko Enoshima that governed it was an AI, it was still her sister. “And once again, I’m just a pawn….” She was powerless to resist Junko’s whims no matter what the iteration. That was just how she was wired. And so, she was privy to the truth of this island.
[image: image4.emf]The fact that it was fake, the fact that she was transforming people to fit with her plans. “…Wait. Does that mean I was someone else until just a second ago?” That definitely made some degree of sense to her. Her memories since waking up were groggy at best and entirely absent at worse. It also would have been very much like her sister to not spare her from whatever it was that she was doing at any given point in time. 

“…That doesn’t really change anything anyways.” Mukuro wasn’t really wrong about that. Whether or not she’d been someone else, that didn’t change who she was now. She had her memories; she didn’t have the memories of whom she had been before. In terms of identity, she was 100% Mukuro, and so she couldn’t act on who she had been in the past even if she wanted to. Which she didn’t in that moment. 
She would just do what she always did. Follow her sister’s orders regardless of whether or not she got hurt in the process. But wasn’t this an issue? Usually, she was asked to function with a disguise, asked to pretend to be Junko. But she was being expected to just be herself on the island, wasn’t she? That would make things a little more difficult.

“Obviously, she hasn’t completely let me in on her plan…”

“GREAT SUCCESS!”
The AI Junko laughed and kicked her feet within her realm. She now had two pawns on the board, even if Mikan was more of wild card than her ‘sister’ was, with the added bonus of taking some pain-in-the-ass pieces off of the table at the same time. She still had work to do if she wanted to accomplish her ultimate goal, but giving a little bit of time… she could definitely make it work.
� EMBED Unknown  ���





� EMBED Unknown  ���





� EMBED Unknown  ���





� EMBED Unknown  ���








[image: image5.emf][image: image6.emf][image: image7.emf][image: image8.emf]_1830324678.psd

_1830324782.psd

_1830324862.psd

_1830324605.psd

