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“But I want to choose something that really knocks everyone’s socks off, y’know?”
Sitting on her bed with her feet kicking rhythmically over the side, Marin Kitagawa had been happily chatting away on her cellphone with her classmate, Wakana Gojo. It had been about six months now since the two of them had come together in the name of Marin’s cosplay endeavors. He was just so good at constructing these costumes, and for good reason at that. Unlike others, Wakana wasn’t afraid to learn about the source material. It didn’t matter how raunchy that source material was, or how niche it may have been. He’d always go to great lengths for her.

This was a great blessing, but it was also a major curse. The girl loved to cosplay more than anything, and so she naturally wanted to participate in every event, every photoshoot that she possibly could. It was manageable enough for the two of them – she definitely wouldn’t be able to do it all herself. But the issue came in the form of Marin’s expectations. She was the kind of woman who was always looking to outdo herself. If her cosplay was great? The next one had to be amazing. If that one was amazing? Then the one after that had to surpass even that bar.

Gojo had noticed this early on, and it had finally reached a boiling point. Marin just couldn’t seem to figure out who she wanted to cosplay next. Even though she’d named off a laundry list of characters that she wanted to dress up as, she just couldn’t seem to narrow it down to even a short list – because she wasn’t sure what would even top their last attempt. “You think I should think on it a little more? But the deadline is coming up…” Waiting a bit had been Gojo’s idea. Marin wouldn’t figure out an answer this way, it had to strike her at the right moment.

KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!
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“Oh, hey! I need to hang up for a minute, Gojo-kun! There’s someone at the door!” Their call had been interrupted by the sound of her door being knocked up, and the girl hung up to throw her phone on her bed and scoot towards the front door. “Weird. I don’t remember ordering anything… I guess it could be the landlord again!” Because she was so young, but also lived alone, that landlord had a habit of dropping in unannounced to check on her.
She didn’t see anyone out there while looking through the peephole, so she unlocked the door to step outside. What greeted her was… a package. It was a medium sized box that was addressed to her, but the lack of a return address made it pretty suspicious. “Maybe I preordered something earlier this year and forgot?” It likely wasn’t dangerous, and she could tell the box was pretty light from picking it up and giving it a shake. 

Well, there was really only one way to find out, wasn’t there? And so, she skipped back inside with a cute little hum, making sure to close and lock the door behind her. Rather than return to her room, she tossed the box onto her kitchen table and tore it open. “Let’s see what we’ve got in here… It’s a… hat!?” Just a hat. One with white ‘ears’ and a black beak. There was a green clover on the right ‘ear’, and some sort of military emblem above the beak.

Marin recognized it. “Hey! This is Ram-chan’s hat!” ‘Ram’ as in Ramlethal Valentine from the Guilty Gear fighting game series. The girl was both a player and a fan, well enough of one to notice the hat on sight. “This would make for a killer piece of a Ramlethal cosplay! But…” But there was an issue with cosplaying as Ramlethal. Marin was a stickler for presenting the character through her cosplay as accurately as she could.
That was a little difficult when it came to Ram. She had a fairly prominent physical feature that no amount of cloth or makeup could replicate: her skin tone. She was a woman with a dark, tanned complexion and it would have been inappropriate to replicate that with makeup. “Cosplaying her is probably off the table, but that doesn’t mean I can’t try the hat on, right!?” Still, she was pretty excited to put on such a convincing replication of her hat!

She snatched the hat out of the box and slipped into the nearest bathroom. There was no point in trying it on if she wasn’t able to see it, right? So, of course she had to do it in front of a mirror! “And… Voila! I had to see if rock the look, right?” It wasn’t like it was especially difficult to put on a hat, but the girl had been fairly meticulous about how it sat on her head. She had wanted it to look just right, but it kept slipping a little. It was a heavier hat than she’d expected, although the issue seemed to be more that the hat was designed for head that was slighter bigger than hers was.
“Shame… If I was going to cosplay Ram-chan, I could probably adjust it.” Marin reached up to slide a finger underneath to figure out just how much space was there, only to find— “Huh? It fits now? I’ve heard of form-fitting clothes before, but this seems a little extreme!” It was more than that. It was incredibly out of the ordinary. Had the hat shrunk somehow? It wasn’t like her head had grown. But it was neither of these things, actually.

Her hair was thicker, which had made up for the excess space.

That was something that shouldn’t have been possible, actually, and at first the girl didn’t even notice that it was thicker. Instead? There was a completely different quality that stole her attention instead. “Hm? Is the lighting in here off? I don’t remember ever seeing stands be that blonde…” The teen leaned in towards the mirror, picking at one of the strands that had caught her eye. Her hair was already a strawberry blonde – because of hair dye of course – but the ones she gently tugged on were a paler shade. 

Marin wriggled her lips with confusion. She had grabbed one, but now it seemed like more of her bangs were that color? “Wait…” In an attempt to get a better look, she grabbed the hat by the beak to lift it up. Which would have been a great idea if it had worked. “Eh!? Why won’t it come off!?” Had the hat become that tight? Whether she used one had or two, she couldn’t get it to budge at all! Making matters more alarming? She had a better idea of what was happening with her hair now, even though she couldn’t take the hat off.

It was peaking out from the sides of the hat now. Pale blonde strands that were messy and thick. It was a phenomenon that traveled down her hair in the back, erasing any dye and seeing her mane take on a much wilder, unkempt style. “Wh-What is happening!? This hair looks kind of like… Like Ram-chan’s!” It was the exact color and style as Ramlethal’s, and it was all the more similar while wearing her hat. Was the hat the trigger?
“I need to take this thing— Ouch!?” Marin had reasonably desired to try to yank the cap off again because she hadn’t the foggiest idea what else it could do, but she accidentally grazed her tongue with one of her teeth. That had been odd. It hadn’t cut it, but the tooth had felt very… “Ah!?” Then it struck her. The girl leaned in towards the mirror again and yanked her upper lip up with a finger. Doing so revealed her teeth in all their glory… as she watched flat teeth sharpen into shark-like equivalents along with all the other teeth in her mouth. 

Again, just like Ramlethal. She was an artificially created Valentine, an inhuman existence. She had been created with teeth just like those. “I seriously need to get this hat off!” Somehow, seeing her teeth like that freaked her out was more than her hair. Her left hand reached up to try to pull the cap off by the beak one final time, but after only a few seconds of trying that arm went limp and fell down to her side. “E-Eh!?” 

She had to ignore that her voice sounded a little gruffer for the time being, if only because her entire body wouldn’t move the way she wanted it to. The teen didn’t topple. It was more like she was powerless to lift a muscle beyond keeping herself upright, and even then, her left arm and leg felt much weaker than the right. Marin could still move her neck at least, so she was able to crane it down to see—

“N-No way!?” Before her very eyes, the pale skin of her exposed left hand and forearm was darkening. It appeared to become slightly tanned at first but became richer and richer until it was the shade of a rich caramel – the same color as Ramlethal’s skin, admittedly. But there was something else wrong. That left arm… A number of burn marks and scars were etched into it, and she could feel the same thing happening in her left leg too. If she recalled, at the end of the Guilty Gear XRD series, Ramlethal took an explosion and suffered severe wounds.
They didn’t hurt, and they disappeared from view as red bandages slipped out from within her left sleeve and skirt bottom, binding all the wounds in way that alleviated any feelings of discomfort or weakness. “How is this possible? It, like, has to be the hat, but magic isn’t real! I must be dreaming, right? This has gotta be a dream!” She examined her right hand to see that it too was now darkening to the same caramel color. All of her body’s skin was, though it didn’t inherit any wounds like the left. The only exceptions were her palms, which were lighter, and her lips and nipples, which were a much darker brown.

“Well… That gets rid of the major ‘cosplaying Ramlethal’ issue…” Internally she dismissed the idea that it might be a dream. It really did just feel too, well, real. And if her skin tone had been the thing holding her back from cosplaying as characters like Ramlethal then that was no longer an issue. “But if it changed my teeth, what else will it change?” Marin found herself looking at her reflection again. Her face… didn’t look the same. Or was it changing before her very eyes?

The color of her skin was already different, but the pinks of her eyes soon shifted to a golden yellow that better suited her new hair and skin colors. Those eyes narrowed in shape, losing their Japanese slant while her nose’s hook grew, and her pouty lips appeared to thin and lengthen. Since Ramlethal was a game character, Marin wasn’t sure how that appearance would translate to real life. But once her cheekbones rounded and her jaw sharpened, she could only assume it would have been identical to what the face in the mirror now looked like.
“I’m… older.” Marin was fifteen, but Ramlethal was a woman who looked to be in her early twenties. Her face already made her increased age clear, but the fact that she suddenly found herself rising while standing still made it more obvious. Her height increased two inches, bringing her up to 5’6” from 5’4”. “D-Does this mean I just lost like five years of my life!?” That was a pretty heavy side effect to consider. Could she even go to high school looking like this?

The slight jump in height had led to her uniform fitting a little less comfortably. Her caramel-colored belly was already peeking out from beneath a raised uniform top, but that top lifted higher. Partially because its contents were swelling – with her small breasts becoming a little heavier, increasing in size to C-cups – but partially because the shirt itself changed. The material was thickening into a white petticoat-style crop top with black buttons. It became sleeveless, while the material from her sleeves slithered into a raised collar that than exploded over her shoulders and down her back into a white cape with black teeth-like blades and a pink interior that was…

Oddly moist.

“Okaaay. Changing clothes and gross cape aside, am I bigger? Did my tits grow?” Marin almost wished she could squeeze them to check. They felt heavier even just standing there. And they jiggled when her body jolted all of a sudden. “Huh? What now!?” The woman’s knees had buckled suddenly, afforded no other choice because her hips had been pulled wider. This might have torn the sides of her skirt if not for that skirt being in mid-transformation itself. It folded in and over her crotch while thickened material lightened into a pair of very short shorts.
Her fingers twitched. Her ability to move was returning. “Um… Wow. Those are some child-bearing hips.” Not that she’d needed the ability to move to look down and figure out what else was going on. Some excess cloth from her skirt had lingered around her thighs as they thickened, becoming military-grade bands that dug into her darker flesh. All while the cheeks of her ass bubbled out to better fill the back of her new shorts. But the transformation wasn’t complete until her socks unraveled to reveal her toes, becoming bands that wrapped around the front of her feet instead.
[image: image2.emf]“Wow! I can’t believe this! I look and sound just like Ram-chan!” Even though she looked identical to Ramlethal Valentine right down to her inhumanly sharp shark teeth, the older woman beamed with an innocent and enthusiastic smile that would never have been found on the real Ramlethal’s face. She was much too stoic of a character to smile like that, which was a fair indicator that her mind had remained entirely unaffected.
She was still Marin Kitagawa deep down. Nothing about her memories or personalities had been altered. It was merely her exterior, and that exterior had done a bang up job of replicating the original – right down to the damaged limbs beneath those crimson bandages. There were aspects to this appearance, like her teeth, that made her look inhuman. But she was still just a human. She hadn’t inherited any of Ramlethal’s powers or anything.

“Wait! I should call Gojo-kun! This is amazing!” Anyone else probably would have found this alarming more than ‘amazing’, but they just weren’t wired like she was. She wasn’t considering how confusing this would be to her peers, or how she was going to talk to the government about why she now looked like an entirely different person. She was just thinking about cosplay. “This opens a whole new folder of characters I can cosplay as! Anyone with dark skin that I couldn’t before… Now I can!”

This was true, but those shark teeth would probably cause her some problems in the future. Ramlethal didn’t have a particularly conventional look to her. Still, it was very in-line with who she was to see this as a potential opportunity to further her cosplay career. “Hm… Am I gonna have to cosplay under a new name now? Does this mean I’m starting from zero?” Of all the things to worry about, that was what she had come up with?

“Well, whatever! Gojo-kun and I will figure something out!”

It was good to be optimistic? She couldn’t help but wink at her reflection.
“I-I definitely rock the hat, though!”
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