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      Machesky. The goddess had actually called her by her last name, which felt utterly weird to Steffy. Even with other women in the Tantric Legion named Stephanie, everyone only referred to one by the nickname Steffy.

      There were a few women taller. A few others stronger. Not one as big physically.

      No other Steffies.

      Occasionally, some non-comm would call her by her last name when she fucked up and was about to be running laps or something as punishment, but those events were rare.

      But the goddess had called her something else. Machesky.

      Steffy opened her eyes as the chamber around her depressurized and unlocked, wondering what sort of changes might be encompassed in the word chrysalis.

      Or Machesky.

      Oh, sure, she presented as a big, dumb jock most of the time, but Steffy had learned a long time ago that you had to seduce the cute, nerdy girls with big words. Especially when you might unconsciously remind them of a man in the dark.

      Chrysalis was the thing caterpillars wound themselves up in before emerging as butterflies.

      Could she be a butterfly? Stephanie Machesky, big, dumb, jock?

      Exiting the chrysalis, she entered a chamber similar to the one before, but the others were gone. As was the tall, bald guy. Strange machines on all sides of her doing their thing quietly with beeps and hums, but she had no idea what they might do, so she just wandered some looking.

      A full length mirror was painted on one wall. Or a fantastic display screen, because she couldn’t see any pixelization as she got closer.

      Steffy studied herself, then jolted with surprise. The woman in the mirror was beautiful. And slinky.

      Steffy had been born with what her mother called Polish Peasant Genes, reflected in shoulders almost as wide as her father and brother and almost as tall.

      Muscles.

      This babe in the glass was skinny. The hair was still short and brown, bristle cut almost into a rockabilly thing on top, so Steffy ran a hand through hers, watching the reflection to make sure it was really her.

      The back of her hand as she raised it caused her to gasp.

      Steffy’s regular regimen involved a variety of pills taken on a rotating cycle. Not daily, but not as frequently as weekly, either. She’d brought all her bottles with her, not knowing how long this trip would take.

      She was used to veins and ridges in her hands. And bruises and scars from training and brawling and general hard living.

      The stranger’s body she was inhabiting had flawless skin. Smooth as silk when she ran her other hand across it.

      Delicate, which was something she’d never been.

      The face was girlie, too. Long and aquiline, rather than manly with a heavy jaw and occasional fuzz she needed to take off with a cream. The same brown hair. The same brown eyes, but bigger in her face now.

      Who was this person?

      She finally took a look at the clothing she was wearing when her shock started to wear off. Felt like a uniform. Looked like it, too, after a moment, but not anything she recognized.

      The woman in the mirror was wearing calf-length boots that looked like leather, but in a dark gray matte finish, rather than the glossy polish so many drill instructors liked. In fact, her feet looked tiny, instead of letting her cosplay a sasquatch whenever she went barefoot.

      Dark pants that were almost jodhpurs. A little baggy in the thigh and butt then tucked in nicely to her boots, giving her a surprising range of motion in spite of feeling like woven cotton or maybe linen instead of some stretchy, skin-tight fabric. A gray so dark that it would look black in many situations without showing as much dirt. The material almost felt like cotton, or maybe linen, but Steffy somehow knew that it was as tough as steel wire mesh. And it fit, wonder of wonders, partly because she didn’t have thighs like a weight lifter now.

      The top was a long-sleeved shirt in a color she might have called peach, a soft color somewhere down near salmon but more red. Softer. It had a semi-random pattern that looked like small crescent moons in a quiet, off-white that was just present enough to be visible without being distracting. It came with a standing collar like a mock-turtle in the same color, but snug around her neck in a way that Steffy understood meant that she could slip a helmet on and it would achieve a seal against air loss.

      Over her left heart was the ascending starship logo of the Rovell Electorate, like an arrow being launched at the sky.

      Steffy did a double-take. The girl in the mirror had big boobs, outlined by the material and snugly presented in a way that made you stare at her chest.

      Steffy’s breasts barely rated, because the steroids and things cut her body fat to almost nothing, and breasts were mostly fat tissue. Steffy didn’t see herself getting pregnant anytime soon, though, as she’d gotten her implant updated just last year.

      She ran a hand up her flat stomach to caress and cup them, wondering at this new person she’d become.

      She’d never had boobs. Pecs, absolutely. Powerful and big, but not girlie. Not big.

      Her new ones might even swing if she happened to skip wearing sports bra under her top. For today, they were held in place lovingly, just waiting for someone to pop her out of that sports bra and free them.

      Wowsers.

      She had turned into a model, or something. Except that the side of the mirror was marked in measurements. Steffy stepped close and discovered that her height was now five foot one tall.

      She’d passed that when she was nine, on the way to six-foot-three, two-forty.

      Butterfly…

      Steffy couldn’t help the immense grin that spread across her beautiful face and seemed to fill the entire room with light.

      This was what she’d always dreamed of. Always wished she could be. Petite and sexy and desirable, instead of the big girl who got ahead by being tougher, stronger, and meaner than anybody else she met.

      “Commander Machesky, report to the bridge.”

      Steffy didn’t recognize the voice coming out of the intercom, but she snapped to and moved automatically, turning to her right and palming a door control she didn’t remember being there a moment ago. Even that reinforced her scale, as the thing was elbow-high to her and would have been hip-high to the old Steffy.

      Out into the corridor, the ship reminded her of Libertine, but Steffy the combat goon rarely went forward into the command spaces. Her kind were kept aft, just fore of the engines where they trained with weights, guns, and blades constantly against the day their princess needed them to break heads.

      Square corridor, ten feet on a side. Painted walls in a soft blue that actually looked good with the peach hue of the uniform she was wearing. A nice green trim and letters marked things.

      There was nobody in the hallway, so she started to jog, perfectly aware of where she was going, even as she had no idea.

      Her body knew, and was carrying her.

      The butterfly dreamed…

      Bridge.

      Steffy hit the opening as the door slid aside on her approach, not breaking pace.

      The bridge was someplace she couldn’t remember, but felt perfectly natural. Captain on her left as she entered and turned left two steps to her station. A wide console for two officers to sit in front of the Captain and face forward, though only Lt. Hawk, the Navigator, was present.
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