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> You know about To LOVE-Ru, right?
> Kind of? I read it in my teens at least.

Of all people, it had been Axel that Joseph had decided to hit up for a little bit of wisdom. The holiday season was upon them, and Joseph was poking around for gift ideas for his family and friends. One of the people that had been puzzling him had been Kay, but he’d struck on what he considered to be a moment of inspiration. His friend had been reminiscing about older series that he had been into when they had spoken the night before.
And To LOVE-Ru had ended up on the top of that list – or at least it had been the one that Kay had spoken in the most length about. This reveal was a blessing for Joseph, but it was also simultaneously a curse. He didn’t have any actual experience with the series personally, which was why he had ended up going to Axel in the first place. His friend was fortunately open to helping once he explained the situation.

> From what I can remember, the relationship between the three sisters is pretty important. But I’m not sure what you could get as a gift with that information.

> Haha, yeah. What would I even give him based on that? A trio of sisters of his own?

This was, unfortunately, the comment that ended up starting it all.

“O-Okay. This is a little weird. Or a lot weird…” Kay murmured under his breath shortly after awakening. He was utterly devoid of context regarding what Joseph and Axel had been talking about, and so he was only left with what he could observe. “This isn’t my room. It’s a girls’ room?” The young man had awoken in a space that absolutely was not his, on a bed that fell into the very same category. For one? That bed was so small that his legs were dangling off of it.
After fumbling to stand up, it became clear that the bed might have been the least of his concerns. The walls were painted a pale pink, and the furniture was small and cute. He’d been correct that the room belonged to a girl, but it seemed to be one who was a little younger than he’d expected. “Uh… That’s probably not good, right?” A grown man getting caught in a young girl’s room, in a house he did not live in, was a recipe for disaster. 

It was making for a very concerning holiday event.

And it was very much the holidays. He could see snow on the street out the nearby window, all lit by an early morning’s light, though the houses looked… “W-Wait a second. I’m not even in my country, am I?” The snow was a big tell, but the houses and street design were nothing like where he was from. Not to mention the first book he saw on a nearby shelf seemingly had a title written in Japanese. Come to think of it, why did this room look vaguely familiar? This had Hisa written all over it. But she wasn’t even involved.
An eyebrow was raised with sudden concern as a thought crossed Kay’s mind. Did he need to fart? There was a strange pressure around his butt— Wait, around it and not in it? So, then, it wasn’t gas? The more his brain processed it, the more it felt like this pressure was above his butt come to think of it, and so a hand traveled behind him to the base of his spine where he felt… a bulge. “I…? Uh…?” He was understandably at a loss for words.

It would have been more appropriate to say that the origin of this bulge was his tailbone. “Am I growing a tail!?” Was he becoming some sort of animal? With his shirt in the way, he couldn’t see how the skin around this bulge had been darkening to a red that almost bordered black. There wasn’t exactly an animal with a tail of that shade, and the fact that he was not, in fact, becoming an animal or even an animal person became apparent soon enough.

“EEP!?” Because what had once merely been a bulge shot out like the tip of an arrow, a thin length of what almost seemed like rope shooting out of his tailbone and swishing from side to side. “Wh-What the heck!?” Kay would have stumbled back if not for the fact that doing so would have ended with him landing on his new spaded tail. “It looks like the tail of a demon! …Demon?”

Demon… Devil… Deviluke…? “AH!?” Somehow, the man had managed to draw a conclusion through this thought process. His tail looked like it belonged to a demon, but the more probably reality was that it belonged to an alien. An alien from the planet, Deviluke. “Come to think of it, Joseph was asking me about that series, but…” Joseph wouldn’t and couldn’t do all of this to him.
He eyed his tail flickering back and forth behind him, momentarily oblivious to the true breadth of what had begun to happen to his body. The roots of his otherwise dark hair had been in the process of lightening, but not towards a color that was traditionally standard by any means. Not unless people in the real world could grow pink hair naturally, at least. 

This bubble-gum color worked its way straight through to his tips, but then seemed to stretch the strands longer. Kay’s short cut fanned out significantly over a very short period of time, tickling his shoulders and even reaching down to the center of his back as pinkened bangs framed his face. Even his pubes turned pink, though they appeared to shorten into little more than a trimmed fuzz. He didn’t notice the issues with his lower hair, but the hair on his head…

“P-Pink? Like Lala?” Devilukean characters in To LOVE-Ru had spaded tails and pink hair. Those were common traits, and his mind immediately jumped to the appearance of the main heroine, Lala. But the man had the wrong girl, and his eyes of all places confirmed as much. Lala had green eyes, after all, but his own brightened to a radiant pink. “Either way, I’m becoming a To LOVE-Ru character. Could it really be big sis?”
…Who? “B-Big sis!?” Kay repeated it aloud, this time with all the panic of a hyperactive youth present in his voice. His pitch had legitimately risen, paired with sweeping adjustments that were made to his face. Pink eyes were pulled until they were much larger and rounder for one, while lips grew the slightest bit puffy and rounded cheeks arched into a shorter chin. All in all? It made him appear rather feminine when you factored in his hair. But it also made him look much appear much younger.

“WHA!?” Energy might as well have been the only thing that was swelling within him the next time he cried out, this time shocked by what felt like he had suddenly dropped closer to the ground. Had he fallen? Of course, that couldn’t be true, and it wouldn’t have explained how his clothes ended up practically falling off his body either. But he had shrunk roughly an entire foot, rendering his height now a mere 4’11”. This loss was the complete package and came paired with smaller hands as well as feet that rounded while tiny toes fanned out within oversized socks. “I-I’m so small!?”

Wait, no. That aside, just how old was he? Lala shouldn’t have been that short, and thinking of big sis’ height… There it was again! Thinking of Lala prompted him to automatically think of the character as his older sister! Which mean… “Oh, poop!” She ended up realizing it a little too late. Well, a change of sex had been choreographed from the very beginning, so she didn’t actually react all that strongly to her boy junk pulling in to replaced with a fourteen year old girl’s alternative.

It was more that she had realized who she was becoming. Just in time for the memories of that life to spill in. As she recalled being raised on a distant planet? The flatness of her chest was undone in a very subtle way thanks to the tiniest of mounds establishing themselves between slightly puffy nipples. Memories of having a twin sister and an older sister flooded in. And as they did? Her tiny butt grew much shapelier compared to how short she was, while her thighs became ever so slightly puffy. And when her new name was confirmed in the back of her mind?
Gone were her oversized clothes, replaced instead with a white tank top and pink shorts. Her hair was pulled into twin tails, too. It was what she had worn to bed the night before.
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“E-Eh? Th-This can’t be right…” With her spaded, Devilukean tail swishing back and forth behind her above the pink shorts of her pajamas, Nana Astar Deviluke had concluded that the transformation that had been plaguing her had come to an end. “Why can I still remember being someone else!? This is waaaaay too weird!” She had become a character from one of her favorite mangas? And one that just happened to be roughly her old age, too.
She had memories of her life as Kay, though memories of Nana’s life were much more dominant. They affect her personality, likes, and dislikes – and if there was any clear sign of that it was in how she’d brought her tiny palms to her chest, subconsciously lamenting just how flat she was despite her sisters being much… bouncier. “Th-That isn’t the main issue right now!”

Wait! But what if she wasn’t the only one? She still didn’t know why this had happened in the first place, so it was possible she wasn’t the only victim? This could have been a Classic Hisa Prank, and she liked to get other people involved! And there were several girls living in the Rito household besides her! But first she’d consult with a passing mouse to make sure they were home! “Ugh… I actually can’t imagine not having this power.”

Her old life kinda sucked, huh? Maybe this one wasn’t so bad!

There wasn’t even a smidgen of familiarity on Joseph’s part as he found himself in a room that was much different from the one Nana had woken up in. “What? Was I asleep? But I was… at my computer, wasn’t I?” He’d definitely been talking to Axel about To LOVE-Ru, and now he’d woken up on an unmade, circular bed in a big open space that by his best calculations was a basement? 

There were no windows for him to look through and the lighting was vaguely dim. It was still bright enough to make out numerous workbenches, strange machines, and piles of what looked like discarded junk. “This doesn’t seem like the kind of room where you’d put a bed…” Unless the one that normally used it was like, a mad scientist or something of that nature.
At the very least, his assumption that he was in a basement was correct. It was a basement laboratory that was actually two floors beneath where Nana was adjusting to her transformation at that point. Had Kay awoken in the room Joseph was in? He would have recognized it immediately. But Joseph had no knowledge of To LOVE-Ru to understand which character was associated with the space. At least in that moment.

Joseph was met with a very sudden surprise as she succumbed to her sex change before basically anything else. “E-EEP!?” Well, it only made sense that she would cry out. Her dick and balls had just shrunk and pushed into her new slit without any warning or prior indication that she was even changing in the first place. “Did I just become a woman!?” Maybe it was because her balls had just disappeared, but her voice had already jumped to such a high octave as well!

She had been transformed in the past, even though her memories of experiences like those were always oddly vague thanks to the mental meddling that followed. It was instinctual that she’d panic at the uncertainty of not knowing who she was becoming, but at least she didn’t need to worry about figuring out what her sex would be. 

In fact, her body was quick to begin developing the secondary features that were expected of a woman. The olive skin around her thighs was already expanding within her pants, thighs becoming nice and plush as her hips pushed the waistline of her pants outwards several inches. The weight that was provided to them was likewise shared with her booty, for the cheeks of her ass became quite sizable and filled out her pants nicely.

“But which woman am I becoming…?” Surely, I could invent something to help me figure it out! That wouldn’t be very practical, would it? And since when did Joseph fancy herself to be an inventor of all things? Then again, she didn’t fancy herself to be a woman with a pair of boobs either, but things were changing. Boobs included. The skin across her chest was pulled neatly against a rising pair of D-cup tits. They were perky enough and lifted up his shirt, but seeing as Joseph’s age had remained the same? They weren’t as perky as they might have been had she been younger.
She squeaked with surprise thanks to that inconsistency being addressed. “What now!?” Had she tripped? Why was she falling? No, was she even falling? It had merely occurred to the woman that she had suddenly dropped, but only because her nearly six foot height had succumbed to the transformation. She fell down to 5’5”, and in the process? The perkiness of her bouncy bits firmed up thanks to her age diminishing too. She had to be around seventeen, and that showed in her face.

A face that now sported eyes that shone with green. Soft hands were crossed under her bosom as she rocked back and forth on gentler heels. “Hmm… What was I so freaked out about again? My… height? But I haven’t grown in years now…” Was that right? You’d think a princess would know how tall she was supposed to be! But this was the first sign that the mental tampering that Joseph was suffering from was stronger than what Kay had grappled with.

Her green eyes shone, but there was a newfound sleepiness to them as if she’d just woken up. She was too far gone now, not even noticing how her olive complexion had been steadily paling to match Nana’s skin color in the room two floors up. Her more youthful face became prettier and prettier, with smoothed out, porcelain features and things like bigger eyes and thicker lips. She resembled Nana quite a bit, and that extended to the color that her hair took as it eventually spilled well done her back and past her butt.
But since she was becoming a Deviluke, that meant she still needed something that her human body presently didn’t have. Lo and behold, the same bulge formed at the base of her tailbone and flicked out into a long, spaded tail. Just in time for her oversized clothes to be replaced by a purple tank top and white skirt. Her pajamas.
Lala Satalin Deviluke made a big stretch with her arms, in turn lifting the purple spaghetti strap top that she had worn to bed high enough to show the navel of her tummy before she dropped her arms again. “I slept great! YAWN! It’s Sunday, so I have some time to tinker too before Christmas!” She then proceeded to scratch at her effeminate belly like it was the most natural thing in the world.
[image: image2.emf]But it was. She had definitely been Joseph, just like Nana had been Kay, but their transformations weren’t the same. Joseph had been seeking knowledge about the series and, well? Now she had it as one of the main characters. As the Devilukean princess that came to Earth and fell in love with Yuuki Rito, and as the big sister of Nana and her twin! That knowledge had come with the loss of all memories of her previous life.

“Breakfast, breakfast…” It felt like just another day to Lala as she wandered over to one of her inventions groggily. With the push of a button? It created toast. No, it didn’t toast existing bread. It downright created the toast from nothing, and she shoved it in her mouth. “I definitely slept really well, but… I feel like I’m forgetting something?”

Oh well! Unless it was related to Yuki-kun, it probably didn’t matter!

“It wasn’t magic. So, who or what did this?” As the creator of a certain world-altering, transformation-inducing nekomata, Axel had immediately been on the verge of labeling said kitty as the culprit behind what had just happened to him. He had woken up in a room very similar to Nana’s, though the walls were painted yellow, and the décor was less tomboyish. 

He immediately abandoned the idea that it was Hisa when he considered how it had felt. It was hard to say for sure because whatever had done this to him had put him to sleep first, but he was experienced enough with her antics to tell when her magic had been at play. And he was pretty sure it hadn’t been. “Maybe this means there’s no transformation involved?”

That felt a little too much like wishful thinking.

And he was right about that. Axel may not have taken notice of it, but several strands of his hair were already much brighter. A familiar pink painted them, and that pink lengthened until he sported a bob haircut that smoothly curved in towards his chin at the back and sides, while bangs hung down between two eyes that seemed to shine with the exact same pink as Nana’s.

“Oh!” He noticed that his bangs had changed rather quickly, but he sounded strangely enthused about that realization. Should he not have been alarmed? Or at least concerned? Surely, but there was mental foul play at work. Memories of his new life bled in early on, painting a picture of a life as a young girl with a penchant for mischief (and that was putting it lightly.

A slight smirk ended up playing upon his lips as all of his body’s excess weight thinned away. He made absolutely no effort to catch pants and boxers that slipped from his hips, and even if he had? His shirt was now so large that it was practically functioning as a gown. Before long, he was perfectly trim. There wasn’t an excess pound of weight on his body at all, aside from maybe in cheeks that looked a little rounder? “I see…”
There was a girlish hum to his voice that he didn’t even question. Axel’s cheeks had remained round for a reason, and it was because it was structurally being reshaped to look just as much like a young girl as Lala and Nana did – but more-so the latter than the former. In fact, as lips puffed out and pink eyes widened, with his nose shrunken he looked almost identical to Nana if not for his hair.

And the similarities between the two on increased in number from there. What didn’t increase was the number of inches that he stood, though. He merely clapped his hands enthusiastically when his own almost six foot height plummeted, dropping him down to the exact same 4’11” that his twin sister stood at. And he knew for certain that he had a twin sister, that wasn’t even up for question.

Or, well, she had a twin sister. The girl’s sex change had been long overdue and felt largely inconsequential to her at this point, all things considered. “Hm… That feels right! It would be hard to seduce him without the right parts, I guess~!” If anything, Axel was clearly getting a little too into the role that was being bestowed upon her. 
Her smaller, delicate fingers ran up and down her body curiously. As they slid up her own thighs? Those thighs bloated outwards, extending her hips and burgeoning her butt cheeks until she had a rather sizable butt for a girl of her age. Her waistline did the opposite and pinched in, and her fingers ultimately lingered over a chest that should have been flat. But it definitely didn’t remain that way as it slowly bloated into a couple of C-cups that were much bigger than her twin’s. “But not as big as my older sister…” AKA Lala.

The girl’s shirt was lifted up thanks to the tail that protruded from her tailbone. It was the same Devilukean tail as her siblings, in fact, and it cause some problems without a hole in the shirt to stop it from lifting the top to give a peek at her otherwise bare butt. This wasn’t even helped once her clothing changed into a yellow evening gown, because the short skirt had no hole to speak of. Then again, she was comfortable showing off her cleavage in this gown too.
[image: image3.emf]“Hm… This is certainly an interesting predicament.” Momo Belia Deviluke mused to herself after thoroughly investigating her own pajama-clad body. Quite the opposite to her prior personality, she was struggling to constantly fight the perverse thoughts that she now had. I have a pretty sizable chest, which is perfect for seducing Yuuki Rito! And so on, even though she was the same age as Nana. 

With her tail swishing behind her, the short-haired girl was actually in a similar situation to her now-twin sister. She could recall a past life, but it didn’t provoke any panic or any desire to undo things. She licked her lips, which then pulled into a playful smirk. “But why would I complain about this? I’m young and cute!” Momo’s strong personality was pulling her along like a trailer. She really couldn’t fight it.
So, when she slipped out of the bedroom door and into the hall to find Nana on the verge of breaking out into a panicked sprint, she smiled calmly. “What’s wrong, Nana?” She seemed invested in what her twin was worried about, but she felt like she had a pretty good idea. Nana stopped and spun around, but practically jumped at Momo to bark out her question.

“MOMO! Do you remember… like… maybe… BEING ANOTHER PERSON!?”

Momo merely chuckled politely in response.

“My, my! Did you stay up late watching anime again, dear sister? Who else could I possibly be?”

She knew the answer, of course.
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