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Chapter [1]: The Five-Dollar VCR




It started the week Tessa and I finally hit the wall. I pulled into the driveway on a Wednesday afternoon, my brain fried from a day of research and Florida politics, thinking I just had to survive forty-eight more hours until the weekend.




Instead, I walked into a hurricane. There was screaming about “emotional labor,” crying that felt like a physical weight, and before the sun had even set, I was getting my ass booted out of our place in East Hill. I had nothing but a cracked suitcase of hastily gathered clothes and a charging cable. Honestly, I couldn’t even tell you the exact spark that lit the fuse. We’d been married ten years—long enough to know each other’s buttons, but apparently not long enough to know when one was about to trigger an ejection seat. I ended up standing in a sudden Florida Panhandle downpour, watching the smart-lock on my own front door turn red and click shut.




I didn’t want to believe it was permanent. Tessa and I were the “forever couple.” I wasn’t going to give up on ten years of history just because of one catastrophic Wednesday.




I checked into a “pay-by-the-app” motel off Navy Blvd in Pensacola, a place where the Wi-Fi cost fifteen bucks a day and the carpet smelled like salt spray and stale vape juice. I went to work on Thursday, pretending everything was fine. By Friday afternoon, the mask was slipping. Trying to smile through a accounting department meeting while your life is in a dumpster is exhausting. I told my advisor I was taking a personal day and spent the afternoon driving aimlessly down Highway 98 toward Perdido Key.




It was nearly dusk when I saw the “Estate Sale” sign. Normally, I’d have ignored it, but I was desperate for a distraction—any distraction that didn’t involve checking my phone for a text from Tessa that wasn’t coming. I turned onto a gravel drive that led to an old stilt-house near the bayou that was currently being stripped for a “luxury coastal” flip. A guy with a thick beard was tossing vintage chairs into a trailer, and a couple of scavengers were prying up original cypress boards.




A woman in her mid-thirties, wearing a thick navy sweater that looked cozy enough to hide in, stepped off the porch. “You’re late to the party,” she called out, her voice surprisingly bright against the sound of distant surf. “The vultures already picked the bones.”




“Not much left?” I asked, climbing out of my car.




“Just the stuff nobody has a port for anymore.”




She wasn’t exaggerating. There was a table with some tarnished silverware and a cast-iron pot big enough to boil a small animal. And then, there was a heavy cardboard box reinforced with layers of black gorilla tape. I pulled back the flap and saw a glint of dull, brushed silver.




“What’s this? A safe?”




The woman walked over, her movements effortless despite the humidity. She pulled the box fully open. “It’s a VCR.”




“That thing?” It was a beast—twice the size of a modern gaming console, with wood-paneled siding and enough metal to build a bicycle.




“It’s a top-loader,” she said. She pressed a button, and a mechanical housing rose from the top with a heavy, satisfying groan. “It’s an RCA SelectaVision from ’78. Built like a tank and twice as heavy.”

She smiled, and I realized she was breathtaking. She had her hair in a short, choppy bob and wasn’t wearing a lick of makeup, but she had this “life-like” intensity that reminded me of someone. A movie star from the 90s, maybe? Winona Ryder in her prime, but with a sharper, more knowing edge.
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“You’re sure it still works?” I asked, trying not to stare.




“Tested it myself.” She patted the machine like a favorite pet. “I thought about keeping it for the aesthetic, but I... I don’t really need the memories anymore.”




A VCR wasn’t exactly a priority, but the motel’s “Smart TV” was locked behind a paywall, and my phone’s data was capped. A weekend of analog static sounded better than a weekend of staring at the ceiling of a room that smelled like industrial bleach.




“How much?”




She flashed a grin that made my chest tighten. “You look like someone who could use a win, Caleb. Five bucks.”

I peeled off a five and lugged the machine to my car. The thing felt like it was made of solid lead.




“Enjoy the show!” she called out as I pulled away.




I watched her in the rearview mirror as she stood on the porch of the dying house. She was stunning—the woman, not the machine—but I was a man with a marriage to save.


Chapter [2]: Violet Lightning




Setting it up was surprisingly easy. There was a length of coax cable and a stack of nearly a dozen unlabeled tapes crammed into the box. No titles, no dates—just black plastic shells and the promise of a mystery. I plugged it in, the green “12:00 AM” began its rhythmic, neon blink, and I realized for the first time in three days, I was actually curious about what happened next.




I fished the first tape out of the box—a heavy, black plastic slab that felt like a relic—and slotted it into the machine. I pressed down the pop-up top with a satisfying, mechanical clack.




The first tape turned out to be a copy of the Julia Roberts classic, The Runaway Bride. In an era of 8K streaming and constant buffering, the analog picture was surprisingly crisp. Not a lick of static or bad tracking. Maybe the old tech really was built to outlast the digital apocalypse.




The next few tapes were a deep dive into a late-90s time capsule, but in the sweltering, salt-crusted air of the Pensacola motel, they felt less like history and more like a fever-dream. I watched early episodes of Friends, where the cast looked impossibly young and vibrant, their skin glowing with a “life-like” analog warmth that seemed to radiate off the screen. I shifted on the thin, scratchy sheets, the heavy humidity of Florida making my skin feel overly sensitive, my pulse thrumming with a restless, lonely energy.




I skimmed through a surreal segment of The Today Show, watching Katie Couric’s bright, polished smile. It felt like a broadcast from a different planet, one where the world wasn’t falling apart, and my marriage wasn’t a smoking ruin in an East Hill driveway. But it wasn’t enough to drown out the ache. I popped the tape out, the VCR’s mechanical groan sounding like a heavy, rhythmic breath in the quiet room, and slotted the next one. This one wasn’t labeled, but the second the screen flickered to life, the dark, neon-drenched opening of Heathers filled the room.
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That was more my speed. I lay back on the hard, narrow bed, the cult-classic atmosphere thick and intoxicating. The screen was filled with 80s shoulder pads and jagged, dark humor, but when Winona Ryder finally appeared as Veronica Sawyer, I sat bolt upright, my heart hammering against my ribs—a sudden, sharp knot formed in my gut.




But it wasn’t just the movie-star glamour that hit me. It was the shock of total, visceral recognition.




The woman at the estate sale hadn’t just looked like a celebrity; she was a total, high-definition copy of Winona Ryder from this exact era. It was that same haunting, “life-like” intensity in the dark eyes, the short, choppy dark hair, and that unmistakable mix of cynical edge and porcelain beauty. Seeing her on the screen—the way she gripped a croquet mallet or stared down her classmates—felt like looking at a mirror image of the woman in the blue sweater who had handed me the VCR. It was uncanny, a physical echo that made the hair on my arms stand up, and a heavy, liquid tension built in my lap.




I stared at the flickering CRT screen, my eyes tracing the curve of her lips and the way the analog light caught the moisture on her skin. I felt a thick, thrumming ache starting to take hold, a sensory overload that was rapidly turning from curiosity into a desperate, physical need. I watched her move with a fluid, liquid grace, I realized that the woman from the house hadn’t just sold me a machine—she’d sold me a doorway.




I stayed there for a long time, the glow of the screen reflecting in my eyes, my hand wandering toward the waistband of my shorts as the dark, steamy energy of the film began to merge with the motel room’s stagnant air. Every breath felt heavier, more humid, as if the room itself was becoming “life-like.”




For two hours, the movie let me forget about Tessa, the smart-lock slamming shut, and my miserable, bleach-scented reality. But the second the credits rolled, the silence of the room came crashing back in. It was Friday night on the Panhandle, my wife was God-knows-where, and I was staring at a flickering TV screen.




I reached for the next tape. It wasn’t labeled, but when the screen flickered to life, the familiar laugh track and bright colors of The Big Bang Theory filled the room.




It was a marathon of mid-season episodes. I’d always had a bit of a thing for the show—not for the physics jokes, obviously, but for the girl next door. I let it play, leaning back against the thin pillows. But as the episodes rolled on, a combination of factors began to converge: I was frustrated, I was lonely, and I had always thought Penny was the absolute pinnacle of “accessible-but-stunning.”




I decided it was time to stop being the master of my own domain.




It’s a standard move for a guy in a low spot, but this time, the vibe was... off. On the screen, Penny was in her apartment, trying to get into a fitness kick. She was wearing tight, neon-accented yoga pants and a matching racerback tank—a silhouette that the VCR seemed to render with a strange, shimmering, almost three-dimensional clarity.




I slipped down my shorts and started the one-handed workout. But instead of the usual, momentary build-up, the tension started to tighten into something unnatural. It grew harder, sharper, and more rhythmic than anything I’d ever felt. It felt like I was standing on a cliff edge for an eternity, though it could have only been seconds.







Penny was on the screen, mid-stretch, her athletic frame filling the frame, when it happened.




A bolt of violet lightning—visceral and smelling of pure ozone—arced out of the television screen and struck me straight in the forehead.


Chapter [3]: The Mirror’s Stranger




Waking up came in waves. I opened my eyes once and saw that the tape had finally run its course; the television was nothing but a wall of frantic, flickering white noise. I felt heavy, tired, and deeply disoriented, but the fact that my heart was still beating felt like enough of a win. I closed my eyes and let the static pull me back into a dreamless sleep.




When I opened them a second time, the TV was still hissing, but a warmer, yellow light was leaking in around the edges of the motel’s window shade. I started to turn over to shield my eyes, but as I moved, a mass of something soft, thick, and smelling faintly of vanilla fell across my face. I reached up to brush it away, only to find my fingers tangled in something heavy and silken. It felt like hair—a lot of it. I tried to sit up, and the motion alone was enough to tell me that the “freak electrical short” had done something impossible.




The hair wasn’t just on me; it was attached to me. It wasn’t the short, utilitarian cut I’d had for years. This was a bushel—a sun-bleached, honey-blonde mane that fell in heavy waves past my shoulders. It felt thick enough to smother me. At the same moment, I got a glimpse of my hand. There had never been anything special about my hands—ordinary guy hands, calloused from archives and DIY. Now, my hand was tiny, pale, and incredibly smooth. It wasn’t an ordinary guy’s hand. It wasn’t a guy’s hand at all. I used both of these strangely shrunken hands to push the curtain of blonde hair out of my face, and the weirdness only got worse from there.




My shorts, which had been abandoned during my “one-handed workout,” were still tangled around my knees. Only my knees were different. Instead of the familiar, hairy tree trunks I’d lived with for thirty-eight years, my legs were hairless, slim, and possessed a graceful, athletic curve. Even more noticeable—the object of my self-pleasuring was gone. In its place was a neat, soft patch of blonde hair. Whatever else was now between my legs was hard to see. Twin Hills—not mountains tented out the business shirt I’d been wearing, but pretty serious hills. My extra-small hands were shaking as I reached down and gently pressed against the blue cotton cloth. I hadn’t been with all that many women, but there was no doubt what was under my shirt. I had boobs.




A cold wave of pure, systemic shock washed over me, and my vision flickered to black and white. Something acidic rose in my throat. For a second, I wasn’t sure if I was going to throw up, pass out, or have a heart attack.




Trembling, I pushed my legs over the side of the bed. My feet didn’t reach the floor. I started to laugh, but it came out as this high-pitched, bubbly giggle, and I slapped a hand over my mouth to swallow the sound before it could turn into full-blown hysteria. My arms felt like boiled noodles, but I managed to push myself off the mattress and ease my feet down to the carpet. Standing was a nightmare. Not only did I feel weak as a fifty-cent highball, but everything felt “off.” My center of gravity had migrated south to my hips. The tail of my shirt slipped down my legs until the bottom was almost at my knees. I took a step before I realized my shorts were still twisted around my ankles, then sat back down hard on the bed and carefully pulled them off over my feet. My very small, narrow feet. Then I stood up again and made my way, one cautious step at a time, to the bathroom.




The motel was too cheap for a full-length mirror, but there was a decent one behind the sink. I felt around on the wall for the light switch—which seemed to have been repositioned to a much higher spot—then turned to see what in hell was going on. What I saw made me stagger back until my newly rounded bottom hit the cold tile wall.
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I was Penny. Same heart-shaped face. Same wide green eyes. Same radiant, blonde-on-blonde hair. The face in the mirror didn’t look exactly like the girl on TV; she wasn’t wearing a lick of makeup, and I had never seen her with an expression of such absolute, bone-deep fear, but there was no doubt whose skin I was wearing. Somehow, I had been turned into a “life-like” duplicate of the girl next door.




I swallowed and took a step toward the sink. Not only had I changed, but everything in the room seemed to have grown. The sink was several inches higher than I remembered, and when I stepped close, my hands were shaking so badly I could barely raise them to my chin. My skin felt smoother than it had after any shave. I stuck my tongue out. It was small, pink, and felt completely foreign in my mouth. I took one of the long blonde curls in my left hand and gave it a sharp tug.




“Ow,” I whispered. The voice that came out didn’t sound like mine. It was melodic, higher in register, and had that specific Nebraska-to-California twang.




“A dream,” I said aloud. It sure didn’t sound like a dream. I cleared my throat and tried a line from the show.




“Hey, Leonard,” I said. “Bazinga!”




I started to laugh again, and this time I didn’t manage to stop. There was a tingling at the back of my head and a roaring sound in my ears. The patient was going into simultaneous shock and hysteria while experiencing a major break with reality. I laughed so hard I had to lean on the sink to keep from falling, and tears started to leak from my newly green eyes. Was Sheldon going to walk in? Was Wolowitz going to make a pass at me? This was completely surreal. After a minute, I got a grip on myself and wiped the tears from my face.




Surreal was definitely the word. This had to be some kind of fever dream, or a high-definition hallucination brought on by a chemical spike in my system. Maybe someone had laced my fast food, or maybe the trauma of the eviction had caused a literal break in my psyche. Things like this didn’t happen in the real world—men didn’t wake up as the physical acquisitions of sitcom stars. I glanced down. My grey dress shirt was still buttoned, but it felt heavy, dragging against a frame that had been drastically liquidated. Through the gap in the collar, I could see the shadowed, deep curve of a cleavage that shouldn’t exist. If I were going to be trapped in this “life-like” nightmare, I might as well see exactly what the merger had cost me. My small, trembling fingers caught the top button and began to slide it through the hole.




When the last button gave way, I let the heavy cotton fabric slide off my shoulders and pool on the dingy motel carpet. I stood before the mirror, completely nude, and the breath hitched in my new, tight throat. Penny was a masterpiece. I’d always known she was the “girl next door” ideal, but seeing the anatomy without the filter of a television screen was a sensory overload. I had acquired a narrow, cinched waist that flared into athletic, rounded hips. My skin felt like heated velvet, glowing under the harsh fluorescent light of the Pensacola motel. I estimated I weighed barely 115 pounds of lean, curated muscle and soft, feminine curves. The breasts were stunning—firm, full mounds that sat high on my chest, the honeyed skin pulled taut and glowing. They were definitely larger than Tessa’s, and the realization sent a jolt of illicit thrill through my gut.




I grinned at the mirror, the “Penny” lips curving into a seductive, terrified smirk. “Honey, mind if I borrow your favorite push-up?” the melodic, breathy voice whispered into the quiet room. I reached up, cupping the weight of them in my new, slender hands. They felt heavy and incredibly sensitive. As my palms brushed over the peaks, the nipples reacted instantly, tightening into hard, dark-pink points that sent a jagged bolt of electricity straight down to the heat between my legs. The sensation was visceral, a thrumming, liquid ache that made my toes curl into the carpet. Leaving one hand to massage the soft weight of my breast, I let the other explore downward, venturing into the strange, slick territory I’d only ever imagined.




What I found was like discovering a hidden, pulsing world. Everything was different—softer, more intricate, and terrifyingly reactive. When my fingers found the warm, hidden ridge of the clitoris, the first touch was so intense it nearly buckled my knees. I gasped, a wet, needy sound that echoed in the small bathroom. I tried to look down, but the swell of my breasts and the sheer, heavy mass of that blonde hair blocked the view. There had to be five pounds of golden waves alone, the weight of it pulling at my scalp, smelling of expensive salon products and summer sun. I pulled my hands back, my chest heaving, and pushed the hair away from my face.




The girl in the mirror didn’t look as frightened anymore; she looked aroused, her green eyes wide and shimmering with a dark, newfound hunger. Those eyes didn’t belong to me. They were a gateway to someone else’s soul, a high-definition mask that showed no sign of the man I used to be. I leaned close to the glass, my breath fogging the mirror. I remembered the woman at the estate sale—that short hair, those big, dark, haunting eyes. She had been a dead ringer for Winona Ryder, specifically in her Heathers era. I wondered now if she had also been a “Caleb” once, or if she was just another part of this analog trap.




The air in the room felt suddenly cold against my damp, hair-free skin, and a fresh set of tremors took hold. I picked up the shirt, slipping it back on and buttoning it just enough to cover the peaks of my breasts, though they still threatened to spill out of the collar with every breath. This dream was lasting too long. The realization was sinking in that I had actually been turned into a woman, and there was no sign that the change would reverse. I ran a sink full of cold water and splashed it against my face, shivering as the droplets ran down my neck and into my cleavage. The face didn’t change. I was still Penny.




I wandered back into the main room, my hips swaying with a natural, rhythmic grace I couldn’t control. I’d handled my “business” a thousand times before and never woken up with a D-cup. Something was different. My gaze landed on the heavy, wood-paneled beast sitting on the dresser—the VCR. I dropped to my knees, the dress shirt falling open as I leaned forward to inspect the machine. It had no brand name, no serial number—nothing but that brushed silver face and the mechanical groan of its top-loading deck.




A theory began to form, sharp and dangerous. If this thing were a sensory duplicator, then maybe the way out was the same as the way in. I thought about the slick, throbbing anatomy between my legs. What if I put on another tape? If I “rode the rocket” while looking at an image of my old self—the me before the makeover—could I trigger a reverse merger? If I reached takeoff while focused on my original form, maybe I could rub the magic lamp and presto-chango myself back into my cargo shorts. I needed to find a way to masturbate my way back to manhood, and I needed to do it before Penny’s desires became my own.




I grinned to myself in the mirror, a slow, predatory expression that felt entirely too natural on Penny’s face. I started to relax, the initial terror melting into a feverish, high-stakes curiosity. This was total madness—a fever dream fueled by analog static and old-school magnetism—but in the insanity of the moment, it felt like a chance. I didn’t have any tapes of the “pre-merger” me, and if I was going to liquidate this transformation and return to my own skin, I needed a high-definition reference of my original form.




I knew exactly where to find them. Back at the house, tucked away in the back of the media console, were the archives of our life: the wedding video, the beach trips in Destin, and a few “private” tapes we’d made in the heat of our early years. Just thinking about those bedroom tapes—the sounds of my own deep, masculine voice and the sight of Tessa’s back arching under my hands—sent a violent, liquid jolt of heat straight to the core of my new anatomy. My breath hitched, and a sudden, needy dampness pooled between my thighs. The transformation was already changing my responses, making the thought of my former self feel like a delicious, forbidden fruit.




I took two steps toward the motel door before the obvious hit me. I wasn’t Caleb anymore. I was a petite, blonde bombshell with a curated, athletic figure barely contained under a man’s charcoal workshirt. I was going to have to find something to wear that didn’t scream “I just robbed a grad student,” and I certainly couldn’t just knock on Tessa’s door and ask for the sex tapes. I had to be a ghost. A very, very hot ghost.




I dug through the suitcase and found a pair of grey sweatpants. I tried to pull on my old boxers first, but the fabric was a disaster—tight across the swell of my new hips, hopelessly loose at the cinched waist, and bunching up uncomfortably in the sensitive, slick void between my legs. I kicked them off, the friction of the cotton against my thighs making my breath come in short, jagged bursts. I pulled the sweatpants on directly over my bare skin.




Penny was much shorter than I, but my new architecture was almost entirely legs. The sweatpants were huge and baggy, but they hung low on my hips, the drawstring pulled tight around my narrow waist. The lack of any underwear felt electric. My first hour as a woman, and I was already going completely commando, the soft fleece of the pants rubbing against my hyper-sensitized folds with every movement. A low, melodic giggle vibrated in my throat. Oh, what a naughty girl, I thought, the persona’s playfulness bleeding into my own.




I unbuttoned the dress shirt and let it slide off, my breasts swinging with a heavy, soft weight that made my chest throb. I fumbled for a worn-out Miami Dolphins T-shirt. It hung on me like a sack, the faded orange and aqua fabric swallowing my frame, but it was the best disguise I had. I took a quick trip back to the bathroom to check the “merger” in the mirror.




I looked like a mess, but a devastatingly attractive one. My skin was pale, my green eyes were wide and shimmering with a mix of fear and arousal, and it was abundantly clear I was going braless. The neck of the shirt was so large it kept slipping off one shoulder, exposing the smooth, rounded curve of my chest and the hard, dark-pink peak of my nipple pressing shamelessly against the thin cotton. I looked like a girl who had spent the night in someone’s bed and was just now waking up—disheveled, vulnerable, and a whole lot of trouble.




I tried to run a comb through the thick, honey-blonde mane, but every stroke was a jolt of pain that made my eyes water. Finally, I found a piece of string and pulled the golden mass back into a rough, messy ponytail. It didn’t look right, but it looked cute—devastatingly so. I realized then that no matter what I did to this body, it was always going to look like an invitation.




The last challenge was the shoes. My feet were teeny-tiny, lost in the cavernous interior of my old sneakers. I had to ball up two pairs of socks into the toes and wear three more pairs just to keep from sliding out of them. Shuffling like a kid in her father’s closet, I grabbed my car keys and my wallet, my heart hammering against my new, sensitive ribs.




I looked at the VCR one last time, its green light blinking in the dark room. “Hang on, Caleb,” I whispered in Penny’s breathy, melodic voice. “I’m coming to get you back.”




I headed for the door, my hips swaying with a liquid grace that the baggy sweatpants couldn’t hide, my mind already racing toward the house in East Hill and the secret tapes that held the key to my undoing—or my complete acquisition.


Chapter [4]: High-Definition Vulnerability




I pulled open the door to the heavy, humid Pensacola morning and stopped dead, staring straight into the chest of a man who made my new, delicate frame feel like a fragile piece of porcelain. As a guy, I was dead on six feet tall and accustomed to commanding space, but now I had to crane my neck to see his face. The physical vulnerability of being this small, this “life-like” masterpiece of a woman, hit me like a physical blow.




[image: ]




“Where’s Donnelly?” he barked, his voice vibrating in the air between us.




For a moment, I actually forgot how to breathe. I swallowed, feeling the slender muscles of my throat tighten, my heart hammering against my new, sensitive ribs. “What?” I asked, but it came out as a soft, melodic squeak that sounded entirely too much like an invitation.




“Donnelly,” the man repeated, his eyes narrowing as he took in my disheveled state. “He owes rent for two days.”




It took me a second to realize this was the motel manager. From my old height, he’d just been a guy in a front office; from down here, he looked a lot different—harder, meaner, and visceral in a way that made my “Penny” skin prickle with a strange, electric heat.




“Uh, he’s not here,” I managed, clutching the neck of the oversized Dolphins shirt. But the fabric was a traitor. As I shifted my weight, the wide collar slid completely off my left shoulder, exposing the pale, rounded curve of my chest and the hard, dark-pink peak of my nipple straining shamelessly against the thin, worn cotton.




The manager’s gaze dropped instantly, locking onto the shadowed cleavage spilling out of my collar. He didn’t even try to hide it. His eyes raked over my body, lingering on the way the baggy sweatpants hung low on my narrow hips, hinting at the commando void beneath. I could feel a deep, liquid flush rising from my chest to my cheeks, my new anatomy responding to his heavy, predatory stare with a thrumming ache that made my knees feel like boiled noodles.




“Hey, you’re not staying here, are you?” he asked, his voice dropping an octave, becoming thick and husky. “Donnelly didn’t pay for two people.”




I shook my head, the honey-blonde ponytail bouncing against my neck, the weight of the golden curls pulling at my scalp. “I, um, I’m just a friend. I mean, Caleb... he, uh...”




“Whatever,” the manager said, his grin turning slow and hungry as he stepped closer, his shadow completely swallowing me. “But you tell Donnelly he needs to come by the office and pay. And if you’re staying here, doll, he needs to pay for you, too. In fact, I might be willing to work out a special rate for a guest like you.”




I didn’t wait for him to finish. I turned and hurried across the cracked asphalt toward my car, my heart racing. Every step was a sensory explosion. Without a bra, my breasts did a heavy, rhythmic dance under the T-shirt, their weight pulling at my skin in a way that felt both incredibly vulnerable and devastatingly hot. The baggy sweatpants rubbed against my bare, slick center with every stride, the friction sending jagged bolts of electricity through my core that made my breath come in short, needy gasps.




“Hey!” the manager shouted after me.




I stopped at the driver’s side door, trembling so hard I could barely grip the keys with my small, slender fingers. “What?”




His angry expression was gone, replaced by a wide, visceral grin as he watched the way I filled out the oversized shirt. “Anyone ever tell you that you look exactly like that girl from The Big Bang Theory? The blonde one?”




I strangled a high-pitched, breathless laugh, my green eyes wide with a mix of terror and an illicit, growing arousal. “No. Never.”




“Well, you do,” he said, his eyes traveling one last time over my curves. “Same face, same everything. You’re a dead ringer.”




The car door slammed behind me, and I collapsed into the driver’s seat, my breath coming in shallow, ragged hitches. The encounter with the manager had left me in a state of absolute sensory overload—frightened, amused, and for a reason that terrified my rational mind, incredibly turned on. Feeling so much smaller, looking up at that wall of a man, had kicked my sexual motor into high gear. My nipples were hard, insistent peaks poking through the thin cotton of the Dolphins shirt, and I could feel an electric, jagged tingle every time the rough fabric slid across them as my chest heaved.




The “Penny” plumbing had officially sprung a leak. I could feel a hot, wetness pooling in the crotch of the sweatpants, a slick, humid heat that made my skin crawl and burn at the same time. Droplets of excitement were literally running down the inside of my thighs, marking the transition from Caleb to this hyper-responsive creature. Goosebumps prickled over my arms as a dark, visceral fantasy flashed through my mind: the manager forcing me down onto the scorching hood of the car, his massive hands ripping the baggy sweatpants away to expose the commando void beneath. I could almost feel his thick, calloused fingers driving in and out of my new “love tunnel,” demanding that if I couldn’t pay the rent in cash, I’d be paying in a much more liquid currency.




I snapped out of the delirium, my face flushing a deep, radiant pink as I realized a dark, damp spot had actually formed on the grey fleece between my legs. I stared at it, mortified. Penny was always the flirty, high-energy heartthrob on the show, but had I inherited her libido along with her DNA? It was a hostile takeover of my very impulses. He didn’t see Caleb Donnelly; he saw a girl-next-door fantasy. No one would know it was me.




I reached for the pedals and realized I couldn’t even touch them. I had to slide the seat forward until it hit the stops, my knees bent, and my new, petite frame tucked right up against the wheel. Then there was the seatbelt—it seemed specifically designed to smash my new breasts flat or cut a deep, agonizingly sensitive line right between them. I wiggled around for a full five minutes, the friction of my movements against the seat only adding to the damp ache in my pants, before I finally got comfortable enough to crank the engine.




I cruised toward East Hill, taking it slow. This body felt completely foreign; even turning the steering wheel took a level of physical effort I wasn’t used to, and my center of gravity was so low that every curve made my hips sway into the door panel. Plus, I was terrified of being pulled over. I didn’t look a thing like the bearded guy on my Florida driver’s license, and I wasn’t ready to explain “VCR metamorphosis” to a Pensacola cop.




When I reached the house, my heart sank. Tessa’s brown Honda was sitting right there in the driveway. She was home. There was no way I could walk up to that front door in this condition—shuffling in oversized sneakers, commando in stained sweatpants, with a chest that was screaming for attention—and ask to borrow our old sex tapes. I’d have to wait for her to leave. It was time for a stakeout.




There was a Taco Bell on the corner with a perfect view of the neighborhood entrance. I could perch there, nurse a Baja Blast, and wait for the Honda to move. But as I pulled into the lot, I saw a group of guys hanging around the entrance, their eyes already tracking my car. The place was packed with teenagers and twenty-somethings, and I realized that sitting in a booth for hours looking like a disheveled, bra-less Penny was an invitation for a different kind of trouble. I looked at the damp spot on my pants and the way my shirt hung off my shoulder. I needed a disguise. I needed to go to the Target next door and buy this body something that actually fit—and maybe a pair of panties before I completely lost my mind.




The sneakers on my feet felt like literal clown shoes as I shuffled my way into the Target, each step a precarious wobble that made my new, rounded hips sway in a rhythmic, liquid grace I couldn’t suppress. By instinct, I started to veer toward the men’s section, but then the reality of the merger hit me like a physical weight—that section wasn’t for me anymore. I wandered into the women’s department, and the sheer scale of it was overwhelming. You could have fit the entire men’s clothing inventory into the space they allotted just for denim. With my drastically reduced height, I couldn’t even see over the displays; the whole store had a weird, maze-like feel that made me feel small and dangerously vulnerable.




I was completely clueless about the architecture of women’s fashion. I pondered the difference between “juniors” and “misses” with a growing sense of panic. Which one was I? I picked up a pair of jeans, but the sizes were a cryptic code. If they had been measured in inches, I might have made a decent guess, but these arbitrary numbers made no sense. I remembered Tessa wore a size twelve, but she was taller than me—taller than Penny, I mean. Did height dictate the number, or was it all just part of the hostile makeover’s mystery?




First things first: I was wearing absolutely no underwear. Trying on clothes while going commando felt gross, but more than that, the friction of the baggy fleece against my bare, sensitive folds was driving me insane. I turned and marched toward the neon-lit wonderland of the lingerie department. The selection of colors and fabrics was a sensory overload. I’d glanced at this stuff before, of course, but standing in the middle of the racks, I realized there were way too many choices. There were bras made of black lace, tiger-stripe spandex, and fifty different shades of “nude.” Some closed in the front, some in the back, and some seemed to stay up through sheer, erotic magic.




I actually got carried away. Penny’s personality was bleeding into my brain, a ditzy, high-energy that made me start holding up lace push-ups to my new “fun bags” in the mirror. I was thinking about how cute I’d look in a deep crimson balconette when a sales associate jolted me out of my shopping trance. She told me the push-up I was holding was “definitely my color.” Without a second thought, I flipped my honey-blonde hair and chirped in a pitch-perfect Penny voice, “Like, thanks! I was totally thinking of matching it with that tiny black thong over there.”
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I froze, horrified by the stupor I’d entered. I was a thirty-eight-year-old accountant, and I was casually discussing “slutty thongs” with a Target employee. I stammered an excuse and quickly grabbed a white sports bra. I figured it was a safe bet because it would compress my chest and keep the “hills” from drawing too much attention. I clutched it and headed for the panties, grabbing a pack of mediums in a light blue lace. I was flustered, my heart hammering against my ribs. Why was I acting so much like the character? Was the VCR rewriting my personality along with my plumbing?




A different girl was working the fitting rooms, and she gave me a long, skeptical look. I figured it was the combination of the oversized shirt and the clown shoes, so I tried to flash a friendly, “life-like” female smile. I told her a lie about an airline losing my luggage and that I needed to buy a whole new life on the fly. She just shrugged and let me in.




I slipped into the booth and locked the door, the click of the latch sounding final. I pulled off the T-shirt and the “goo-soaked” sweatpants, and for the first time in the bright, unforgiving dressing room light, I got a full look at the new me. I was a masterpiece of curves and soft, velvet skin. The sports bra was tight—painfully so—but it felt incredible to have some support finally. The panties, however, were a different story. The medium lace was a bit loose at the waist, but the thin fabric against my slick, throaming center made my breath hitch. I looked at the image in the mirror, and the sight of Penny in lingerie was devastating. My nipples tightened instantly, the hard peaks visible even through the thick sports bra, and that familiar, liquid warmth began to bloom again between my legs.




I shook my head, fighting the urge to explore the new territory right there on the dressing room bench. I had to get back to business. I eventually zeroed in on a pair of size-six petite jeans and a pale-green knit shirt that hugged my torso with terrifying precision. I even found a pair of white sneakers in a size five and a half. My feet really were that tiny.




At the checkout, I felt a fresh wave of panic, but my debit card worked without a hitch. The only comment came from the cashier, a woman who looked at me with a mix of awe and recognition. “Hey,” she said. “Anyone ever tell you that you look just like that girl on TV?”


Chapter [5]: A New Silhouette




I slipped into the store bathroom to change into my new gear—tight jeans and a knit shirt defining every curve. By shopping cheaply, I’d kept the cost of the “Penny” acquisition down to fifty bucks, which felt like a steal for a whole new identity. With the tight jeans on and the knit shirt defining every curve, I looked remarkably normal—if you ignored the fact that I was in the wrong body. My hair was a golden mess, so I fumbled the string loose and pulled the thick mass back into a tight, high ponytail. It looked cute. No one had called me cute since the sixth grade, but as I looked at the girl in the mirror—the shimmering green eyes, the pouty lips, the athletic silhouette—cute was the only word for it. I was a devastatingly cute asset, and it was time to reclaim my past.
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With my old, “goo-soaked” sweats bundled under my arm, I made it back to the car. I navigated the short distance to Taco Bell, where I planned to conduct my watch over the neighborhood, and walked inside. My new set of Target gear—the high-waisted tight jeans and the tight knit shirt—kept me from looking like a total freak, but it didn’t stop me from feeling like a midget. As I stood in line, every guy in the place seemed to tower over me like a titan, and I could feel several of them giving me slow, head-to-toe examinations. The way the jeans hugged the rounded weight of my hips and defined the lean lines of my legs felt like a neon sign for attention. I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks, a radiant “Penny” flush that only made me look more like a curated asset.




I ordered a couple of basic tacos, my melodic, breathy voice drawing the teenage boy at the register’s immediate focus. When I handed over the cash, my small, slender fingers brushing against his hand, he started on what was quickly becoming the day’s theme.




“You know,” he said, his voice cracking slightly as he stared down at my chest, “anyone ever tell you that you look exactly like Penny from The Big Bang Theory?”




“No,” I lied, my heart thudding against the tight sports bra. “Never.”




For the next twenty minutes, I munched slowly through my food, tucked into a corner booth. I was hyper-aware of the way the hard plastic bench felt against my new, soft anatomy. The “Penny” plumbing was still a problem; I could feel a persistent, humid wetness building against the lave of the panties, a rhythmic ache that made every breath feel heavy and charged. I watched the cars zipping past the neighborhood entrance, but halfway through taco number two, the realization hit me like a physical blow: I had played this all wrong. For all I knew, Tessa had gone out while I was on my shopping spree. The house could be clear right now, and I was sitting here nursing a Baja Blast.




I tossed the rest of the food and practically ran to the car, my breasts doing that heavy, rhythmic dance under the knit shirt. But when I pulled into the street in East Hill, I didn’t like what I saw. Not only was Tessa’s brown Honda still in the driveway, but her mother’s wagon was parked right beside it. I was doubly blocked out. This was a nightmare. When Tessa called in her mom for emotional reinforcement, they could go all day on nothing but a box of Kleenex and a quart of ice cream. My odds of getting to those secret tapes in the next few hours were essentially zilch.




I slammed the car into reverse, my breath coming in short, frustrated gasps. It looked like I was going to spend at least one more night in the “hostile acquisition” of this body. I thought about going back to the motel and popping in the Heathers tape to see if I could shift into that Winona Ryder look, but I couldn’t risk it. I had no idea how many “mergers” this VCR could handle before it fried my original DNA for good.




As I passed a line of strip malls on Highway 98, I saw something I was willing to risk. I pulled into a parking space and marched my petite, swaying self through the door of a Great Clips.




“Can I help...” the girl at the desk started, then her expression shifted into a wide, knowing smile. “Oh my god. You know, you look just like that girl on TV. Penny, right?”




“Not for much longer,” I said, the breathy voice sounding determined. I reached back and grabbed the thick, honey-blonde disaster I’d made of my hair. “I want to get this cut off. All of it.”




“Are you sure? You have such amazing, life-like hair.”




“I’m sure.”




Ten minutes later, I was sitting in the chair, and massive chunks of blonde waves were hitting the floor like falling silk. I didn’t go completely Sinead O’Connor, but I had the stylist chop it back until the curls barely covered my ears. As the weight of the golden mane left my head, I felt a strange, lighter sensation, as if I were shedding a part of the character’s persona. The stylist finished, and I looked into the mirror.




The change was staggering. With the short, choppy cut, I looked less like the “girl next door” and more like that Winona Ryder copy from the estate sale. It gave my face a sharper, more dangerous edge—a cynical, high-definition beauty that made my green eyes pop.
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“What do you think?” the stylist asked, her eyes tracing the line of my neck and the way the short hair exposed the curve of my shoulders.




I looked at the girl in the mirror, my heart racing as I realized how much more “naughty” I looked with the short hair and the tight blue jeans. “It looks good,” I whispered, the sensation of the air hitting my bare neck sending a violent, liquid jolt of heat straight to my core.




In fact, it looked incredible. The shorter, choppy blonde hair floated around my head in a cloud of loose spirals that bounced with every tiny movement of my neck. While the “Penny” mane had been her trademark, this new cut put all the emphasis on the heart-shaped face and those shimmering, wide green eyes. I looked different—sharper, more defiant, and if I was being honest with myself, devastatingly pretty. As I caught my reflection in the salon mirror, I felt that now-familiar jolt of electricity; my nipples hardened instantly under the thin knit shirt, the fabric rasping against the sensitive peaks. I was briefly tempted to go even further, maybe dye it a dark, cynical “Winona” black or a fiery red, but I figured I’d done enough to kill the sitcom-star comparisons for now. I gave the stylist a generous tip, feeling her eyes track the sway of my pants all the way out the door.




I spent the rest of the afternoon driving aimlessly along Highway 98, the Pensacola salt air whipping through the open window and dancing across my bare neck. A quick detour to the estate sale house showed that the Winona Ryder look-alike was long gone. The driveway was empty, the house a hollowed-out shell. There was no help coming from the source. I made one last pass through East Hill, but the twin blockade of Tessa’s Honda and her mother’s wagon was still firmly in place. They were dug in for a long night of emotional labor and ice cream.




I retreated to the motel as the Florida night began to bleed into the sky. Once the door was bolted and the blinds were snapped shut, I collapsed onto the bed and let out a long, melodic sigh. In the last twelve hours, I had navigated my first bra, my first pair of lace panties, a radical haircut, and a total bodily transformation. It was an exhausting day for any girl, let alone a man who was white-knuckling his way through a complete break with reality.




With the room secure, I sat on the edge of the mattress and twirled a golden lock of hair around my finger. The surrealism was still there, but no dream could be this visceral, this detailed, or this persistent. After a few minutes of heavy silence, the “Penny” libido began to stir again, a low, liquid thrumming in my lower belly that I couldn’t ignore. I wandered back into the bathroom and stood before the mirror, flicking on the harsh fluorescent light. With the short hair, I didn’t look like a sitcom character anymore; I looked like a high-definition masterpiece of a woman who was starting to enjoy her own reflection a little too much.




I reached for the hem of the green knit shirt and pulled it over my head in one fluid motion. My breasts, free from the constraint of the shirt, did a soft, heavy bounce that made my breath hitch. I stood there in my sports bra and jeans for a moment, admiring the way the light caught the pale, velvet texture of my skin. Then, the bra came off.
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I began to model for my own reflection, a slow, erotic dance born of curiosity and an escalating, deep-seated hunger. I stripped away the pants and the lace panties, standing completely nude in the small, humid bathroom. I started to grind my hips, watching the way the smooth, athletic curves of my waist transitioned into the rounded weight of my hips. I bounced on my heels to watch my breasts bobble—a heavy, rhythmic motion that sent jagged bolts of pleasure straight to the slick, throbbing void between my legs.




My hands began to wander, sliding up and down my own velvet curves. It was an absolute sensory overload to feel breasts when they were actually attached to you. I let my fingers dig into the soft, firm skin, tracing the dark-pink circles of my areolas and watching the nipples tighten into hard, needy points under my touch. Every sensation was magnified; I could feel the heat radiating from my palms as I cupped my chest.




Only when my hands were aching to explore the deeper, hidden details of this new architecture—the slick, folded heat hiding that special “love button”—did I manage to force myself to stop. My breath was coming in wet, jagged gasps, and the air in the bathroom felt thick with the scent of my own arousal. I leaned against the sink, my head spinning, realizing that if I didn’t get Caleb back soon, there might not be enough of him left to care.




Finally, I got completely dressed, navigated the car back onto the road, and pulled into the sprawling lot of the Kohl’s off Highway 98. I told myself I was just killing time, a temporary distraction from the madness of my life, but the truth was far more visceral. I wanted to see exactly what this “hostile makeover” could do. I wanted to see how some other clothes would look draped over this petite, high-definition acquisition. After the morning’s disaster at Target, I had a much better handle on the architecture of my new frame.




Pretty soon, I was carting a heavy load of candidate clothes into the dressing room, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm against the tight sports bra. I tried on heavy, oversized sweaters that looked devastatingly cozy on my small frame, then shifted to skin-tight stretch pants that left nothing to the imagination. Finally, I found a red cocktail dress that left my arms and legs bare, the fabric feeling like a cool, silk caress against my velvet skin.
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The exploration didn’t stop there. I found a deep purple push-up bra that provided a “Greater Understanding” of my own chest, creating a mile of deep, shadowed cleavage that made my breath hitch. I paired it with a translucent white blouse, a garment so thin it was basically a suggestion. Standing in front of the mirrors, I watched the hard, dark-pink peaks of my nipples straining against the lace and the sheer fabric. By the time I left that dressing room, I was so turned on I could barely walk straight. The temperature between my legs had reached a state of liquid fire, a hot, humid dampness that made my jeans feel like they were part of my skin. Giving a guy complete control and unlimited access to a body this “life-like” and responsive was a recipe for pure, unadulterated insanity.




I managed to escape with only one purchase: a cobalt-blue shortie nightgown made of a fabric so soft it felt like a liquid. I needed something to sleep in, and the thought of the silk rubbing against my bare, sensitive folds all night made my toes curl.




Back at the motel, the atmosphere had shifted. I saw the manager watching me from the front office window, his gaze heavy and predatory as he tracked the rhythmic sway of my hips across the parking lot. Nervousness overcame the horniness as I remembered he had a key to every room. I hurried inside, the “Penny” giggle dying in my throat as I locked and bolted the door. I stripped off the day’s gear, slipped on the nightgown, and slid under the sheets. The silk against my skin was a sensory overload, a constant, pulsing reminder of the feminine void between my legs. I was sure I’d be awake all night, haunted by the “fear snakes” and the escalating arousal, but I fell into a deep, dreamless sleep in five minutes flat.
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Chapter [6]: The Greyhound Escape




When I woke up on Sunday morning, the disorientation was absolute. For a perfect, shimmering second, I was just Caleb. Then I looked down and saw the blue silk and the pale, hairless legs. My breath came in a hundred little, melodic gasps, and a sharp ringing started in my ears before I got myself under control. I wondered how many mornings it would take before I could wake up without coming within an inch of a complete blackout.




A glance at the clock showed it was already ten. The realization hit me like a physical blow: it was Sunday. Tessa never missed church. She’d be at the Methodist church in East Hill for at least the next two hours. I peeled off the nightgown, the silk sliding over my sensitive skin with agonizingly slow friction, and dressed in my Target gear as fast as my small fingers could manage. It was time to find the magic tape.




I was incredibly relieved to find the driveway empty when I reached the house. I pulled in, ran for the door, and fumbled with the keys—my small, slender hands shaking so badly I nearly dropped them. If I remembered right, the archives were in the back of our master bedroom closet. I practically ran through the house—thanking the “life-like” bounce control of the sports bra with every step—and tossed open the closet door.




The first thing that confronted me was the scent of Tessa—vanilla and expensive laundry detergent. I started pushing her clothes away, but a short black dress with thin spaghetti straps and a plunging neckline caught my eye. It was an acquisition I’d always admired on her, and I wondered how it would look on me. It would be a size too big, but the thought of the fabric against my bare chest made my pulse throb.




I shook my head, fighting the insanity. I bent down, pushing past Tessa’s collection of a thousand shoes. Normally, I wouldn’t have cared, but now the sight of her four-inch black high heels was like dangling a cat toy in front of a kitten. My “Penny” instincts wanted to step into them right then and there, even though my feet were now several sizes too small for her shoes. I opened the first few boxes at the back, but they were just out-of-season shorts and tank tops.




Box number three was a revelation. It held vibrators in various sizes and shapes. A low, needy moan escaped my throat as I held up a purple, translucent one—a massive, life-like beast that looked like it meant business. The bottom was embossed with the name “The Purple People Eater.” I twisted the base, and it sprang to life, buzzing and undulating with a power that made the air around it vibrate. I could feel the heat spring forth instantly, my panties growing damp as the rhythmic hum resonated through my fingers and straight to my core. Man, Penny is a major slut, I thought, my mind spinning. If the show had given us more of this, the ratings would have been astronomical.




My mouth began to water as a sudden, visceral urge took hold. I turned off the toy and began to lick the silicone slowly, hungrily. A musty, familiar scent and taste hit my tongue—it had been used recently. Tessa must have missed me even more than she’d admitted. I spent several minutes in a daze, enjoying the adult popsicle, before I finally regained enough of my “Caleb” logic to put it down. I turned to box number four: swimsuits, including a tiny black bikini.




The bikini was the tripwire. I’d resisted the dress, but I figured our chest measurements were close enough now. Despite my current anatomy, I was still a guy underneath, and there was no way I was passing up the chance to see what Penny looked like in a black string bikini.

Ten minutes later, I was in our master bathroom, strutting my stuff—or Penny’s stuff—in front of the full-length mirror. It was good stuff. The ratings would have been legendary. I was admiring the way the strings dug into the soft curves of my hips and the way the top struggled to contain the “Penny” hills when I heard it.




A car door slammed in the driveway.




The sound made me jump like I’d been shot. I raced back to the bedroom, found my scattered clothes on the floor, and started yanking on my jeans right over the bikini bottoms. As I was reaching for my sneakers, I finally spotted the box of tapes in the very back corner. With no time to worry about my shirt, I grabbed a tape—any tape—and beat a path for the back door.




I was just about to clear the kitchen when the front door swung open. “Caleb?” Tessa called out, her voice echoing through the house. “Caleb, I know you’re in here. I saw the car outside. Please, let’s just sit down and talk.”




She didn’t sound angry; she sounded vulnerable. For a split second, the old Caleb wanted to walk out and pull her into a hug. Then I realized I’d have a hell of a time explaining why I was wearing her favorite black bikini top—not to mention the whole “different body” situation. I quietly slipped out the back door, feeling both mortified and incredibly cold in the morning air, dressed only in my tight jeans and the string bikini top. I scrambled into the car and was backing out when Tessa stepped onto the porch.




Our eyes met for a fraction of a second. There was no doubt she had seen the “strange woman” in my car. I gunned the engine and zipped down the street, the wind whipping my short, blonde curls. Once I was back in my own skin, I’d have to explain what a “life-like” acquisition of a sitcom star was doing in our driveway.




Skin first. Explanations later.




I drove back to the motel as fast as I dared, the wind from the coast whipping my short, blonde hair and chilling my bare, heated skin. I scrambled to the door of my room, fumbling with the key with my small, trembling fingers, but the knob wouldn’t budge. I twisted it desperately, my heart hammering against the thin black strings of Tessa’s bikini top.




“I locked it,” a voice boomed behind me.




I spun around, my breasts doing a heavy, rhythmic dance under the black fabric as I faced the motel manager. He was walking toward me, his gaze locked onto the “Penny” silhouette I was now inhabiting. “Can you open it?” I asked, my voice coming out in that breathy, melodic Nebraska twang. “I left some things in there.”




The man stopped a couple of steps away, his shadow completely swallowing my petite frame. He shook his head slowly, his eyes raking over my bare midriff and the way my tight jeans hugged the rounded weight of my hips. “Can’t do it. Not until Donnelly comes and pays up.”




I gritted my teeth so hard my jaw ached. The archive tape was clutched in my hand—the key to liquidating this transformation and getting back into my own skin. “Let me go in and call him,” I pleaded, the “Penny” eyes shimmering with a desperate, “life-like” intensity.




“Call him from the office,” he countered, his voice thick and husky.




I took a deep, shaky breath, the motion making my chest heave and the bikini top struggle to contain me. “Look, Caleb had to go out of town. How about I pay the bill, and you just let me in?”




He considered this, his predatory grin widening. “I’ll need to see some ID, doll.”




I couldn’t show him my license; I didn’t think he’d buy that the bearded guy in the photo was now a blonde bombshell in a string bikini. “Couldn’t I have just five minutes? I’ll pay.”




“Caleb Donnelly signed for that room. No one gets in until I get paid,” he said, taking a step closer until I could smell the stale coffee on his breath. “So, where do you work, anyway? You look like you dance down at Artie’s Angels.”




“Dance?” I felt a radiant, hot flush run from my head down to my sneakered feet. I was standing in the October sun in a bikini top, and the guy thought I was a stripper. 




“I’m an accountant.”




“Yeah?” He laughed, a low, visceral sound. “You can do my books any time. I’m sure you’re real good with... figures.”




I risked a seductive, desperate smile. “You let me into that room, and I’ll do your books for a year. No charge.”




The grin vanished, replaced by a sharp, calculating look. “You want into that room awful bad. Makes me think you and Donnelly are running something out of my motel. Drugs? Whoring? Maybe I should call the police...”




The threat hung in the air like a storm. I didn’t wait for him to finish. I sprinted for the car, my breasts bouncing violently as I scrambled inside and punched the lock. I peeled out of the parking lot with a stream of threats following me into the street.




My heart was beating so hard I could actually watch the bikini top shake. By now, Tessa had probably found the trail of feminine breadcrumbs I’d left at the house—the sports bra, the panties, and the missing tape. She’d seen a “strange woman” flee the scene in my car. The Manager was convinced I was a criminal. Between the two of them, the police were probably already looking for my license plate.




The realization hit me with a liquid, terrifying jolt: I wasn’t getting back into that room. I wasn’t getting to the VCR.




I wanted to curl into a ball and let the shock take over, but the “Penny” persona was already rewriting my survival instincts. I zoomed to the bank, taking out the maximum amount of cash from my account with my slender, nimble fingers. I hit a small shop, suffering through the high-definition embarrassment of buying more clothes and a suitcase while dressed in a bikini top. I charged the mess to my card, ditched the car in a crowded lot, and hiked to the bus terminal.




Forty-five minutes later, I was on a Greyhound headed for the West Coast.




As the miles between me and my old life in Florida grew, the last anchors of Caleb’s logic began to dissolve. I tried to reach for the part of me that was a disciplined numbers guy, the part that lived for the cold, hard certainty of a balanced ledger and the quiet history of the Panhandle, but that version of me was flickering like a worn-out tape. The "Caleb" voice was being overwritten by a super-slutty, high-energy ditziness that felt entirely too comfortable.




I looked at my reflection in the bus window—the short, choppy blonde hair, the shimmering green eyes, and the athletic curves that were already drawing every eye on the Greyhound. My fingers, small and nimble, danced over the phone screen. I wasn't just a man in a mask anymore; I was a high-definition product ready for a global premiere.
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The accountant in me recognized a high-value asset when he saw one, but the girl I was becoming only cared about the attention. I started scrolling through the earnings of top OnlyFans creators, my heart hammering a rhythmic, excited dance against my ribs. If the VCR had overwritten the man I used to be, I was going to ensure that this devastatingly cute girl I was now became the most profitable line item I’d ever managed.




"Bazinga," I whispered to the empty air, the word feeling like the final, mechanical click of a tape reaching its end.
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