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CH8: DARK MAGIC
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Honestly? My week as U-2501 had been a little more eventful than some of my past ‘lives’.
There was plenty of work to be done a ship girl, though I was more of a submarine girl if any of that really mattered. There were plenty of skirmishes as the Sirens engaged with their forces. Under the Commander’s leadership, I had taken to the waves almost every day regardless of whether or not it was a real skirmish or a training exercise. I loved skating across the water, and I meant that honestly. The preferences of the character I had become obviously influenced me, but there was a part of me that really liked it. But maybe that was just because I had grown up near the ocean?

But then there was my downtime. I spent a lot of it recording more lines to my voice recorder. They were usually things I didn’t have the courage to say out loud, and a lot of those things were aimed at my Commander himself. He was very keen on the two of us having alone time, and considering my figure? It wasn’t that surprising. One of the elements of these transformations that was a shame was that I couldn’t quite admire my own body because I was too into the role. So, even though I was super buxom and sexy?

That was just accept as a benefit, and not something that could get me excited even when I stared at myself in the mirror, showered, or otherwise saw to my own, well, needs. On the other hand, I found myself attracted to the other women around me as well as my Commander. He was so muscular and manly! It made me want to squeal! And sometimes he really did make me squeal, if you know what I mean? Which was what I was doing when—

“O-Oh!?” I’d been laying on my bed, prepared for the Commander to have his way with me after stripping down into nothing. I’d been excited, and yet it seemed like that wasn’t going to happen. After all? I was laying on an old couch somewhere!? “Wh-Where am I this time!?” I said ‘somewhere’ because I couldn’t really make sense of the location. It looked like I was in an old, worn down building. Had it been abandoned? But the scent of iron was strong.
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No, not iron. Blood. “I don’t think I even have a line in the recorder for a situation like this…” Not that I had the recording on me. Because my body was completely naked and the recorder had been left on U-2501’s bedside, it had been left behind in the world of Azur Lane. Because U-2501’s personality was still affecting me though, I had an urge to use it to help cope with my growing anxiety.  The stench of death was not something to take lightly.

“Wait… Stench of death? Could this be Limbus?” It was probably the bloodiest gacha game that I was aware of. The enemies usually exploded into pounds of blood and flesh when you defeated them. But then would I be becoming one of the Sinners? An NPC? Regardless, I wasn’t aboard the Mephistopheles, so the character in question must have been on some sort of mission. That was probably for the best what with how naked I was, but I wouldn’t have to wait long anyways. 

That familiar chill washed over my body, and it would have forced my nipples erect if not for the fact that they already were from how chilly it was in that room. “At least I won’t need to worry about ruining any outfits this time…?” Namely because I wasn’t wearing anything in the first place. I looked my bare flesh over for differences but didn’t necessarily see anything blatant right off the bat.

There was something, however. My complexion had darkened ever-so-slightly. U-2501 had been a very pale woman, but everything was a little pinker; it was just hard to tell with how dimly the room was lit. “I-If this really is Limbus Company, then there are more than a few options. Some are probably better than others, though…” The personalities of the women ranged from normal as could be to exceedingly eccentric, and I could only hope I was going to become one that was more normal.

Alas…
Looking down, I finally began to notice an obvious change. “Maybe I wouldn’t have had to worry about my clothes after all?” Because it was my breasts. If they had grown any larger with how gigantic they already were then I probably would have been in some serious trouble, but that fortunately wasn’t what was happening. My chest was clearly deflating, flesh jiggling while whatever wasn’t needed disappeared. My nipples shrunk as everything became more reasonable in terms of weight, even though the perky D-cups they became were still plenty large in their own right.
At the very least I could see past my tits now, which made it easier for me to see that my lower body had been afforded a similar blessing. The heft of my excessively abundant thighs and ass thinned as well, meaning there was no longer any risk of chafing when I walked – something that had lowkey had been kind of distracting. On one hand, the part of my mind that was still U-2501 was sad to see it go, but by the time my hips narrowed in kind? Her personality was beginning to fade. 

And by the time my height had slipped down to an average 5’3”? “Gasp! What sorcery is this!?” A new personality had been beginning to take shape. It was just so… extra. “Any soul but hers, I say!” I had been ready to talk Rodya and Faust off the table as potential outcomes considering my breasts and height were significantly lesser than theirs, but the way I was talking… there was no way I wasn’t becoming the most eccentric of the Sinners, and perhaps the overall cast as a whole. 
In the meantime, my shaved bush grew back in a color different from what it had been before. It was a yellowish blonde that aligned with the fate I had worried was in store for me, while my face began to conform to this new identity as well. My face took on a smaller and cuter look while retaining its Caucasian aesthetic. My nose was small, my lips thinner yet poutier, and my eyes felt significantly larger comparatively. My irises even shifted to a golden yellow…

Which, as I expected, bled into my hair as well. “At long last, this cumbersome mane shall no longer hinder my righteous path!” I blurted this out before making a face at how ridiculous I sounded, both in terms of words and considering my voice was more… joyous. Even when I tried to say something normally, it just came out like, well, that! Still, U-2501’s hair had been way too long. She liked it, but the part of me that had still been conscious had loathed tending to it. So, the fact that it was shortening meant I wouldn’t have to worry about it anymore!

In fact, the character I was becoming had very short hair! Or, at least, she was supposed to. “Eh?” The issue is that, while entirely blonde, it stopped shortening at a longer length than I had anticipated. It reached a little way down my back? “Hark! Why doth it lack brevity? And who, pray tell, is this interloper!?” Who was I taking about? There wasn’t even anyone else in the room!

And yet… I could feel a presence!?

I wouldn’t wait long, as a delivery of attire answered my question by dismissing an assumption I had been making. I had assumed I was becoming the playable version of this character, and in a sense I technically was. But I wasn’t wearing her clothes. I suddenly found myself in a bright pink costume with a short, ruffled skirt and thigh high boots. It looked like something you’d find a magical girl wearing. Layered, frilled cuffs hung off my shoulders atop long, white sleeves, with a big pink bow on my chest with an equally pink gemstone in its center. I also now had a huge, heart-shaped ornament on my head on the left side, and a small blue bow on the right, both holding tiny tails up.
[image: image2.emf]“Behold! Herein are chronicled the tales of protectors of love and peace! Heh heh, verily, they are quite like us Magical Maidens!” I couldn’t help but blurt out a line that sounded like it had come straight out of the game, but that was because it was. I was undeniably the eccentric Don Quixote, but not the one from the primary playable world. It made sense why the bus wasn’t there, or why there was no bus of the sort in my memories. 
I was the Don Quixote of a Mirror World, Lobotomy E.G.O.::In the Name of Love and Hate. It was a mouthful, but I was a Don Quixote that wore the E.G.O. equipment associated with the Queen of Hatred Abnormality, which explained why I was dressed like a magical girl. That was just the type of Abnormality that the Queen of Hatred was! Not to mention she was also my friend!
Hey! Why are you getting distracted? I was going to tell you another story, right?

See? I could even hear her voice when I wore her costume! She had a point, though. We had just killed some bad guys as part of my work in the next room, and now I had time for a break! Of course the Queen of Hatred would like to pick up where we left off! “By all means! Allow me to rest upon this divan, and pray, continue your grand tale of the stairs, my comrade!” And so? I plopped down on the couch to listen to more stories.

Lost in a new life once again.
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