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I was not good with horror-related media. Television shows, video games, movies; the medium didn’t really matter, I was just extremely prone to being spooked and didn’t really like it when it happened. Unfortunately for me, my immediate friend group was into horror in a big way, and considering it was now October? Their love of the genre had reached all new highs. They had been bugging me to at least try to watch some of the classic horror films so I could talk to them about them.
…And that was what had brought me to the local video rental shop. It felt like a strange thing to even have these days. Stores like Blockbuster had died out years ago, and streaming meant that no one really rented physical media anymore. But my friends insisted that the best way to view older horror flicks was on the era-appropriate media, and so I was left browsing the rental shop’s very scarce VHS stock.

“Ringu, Ringu, Ringu…” It was only really one shelf, and I knew which movie I was looking for specifically. It was a 1998 horror movie from Japan that had received an American adaptation, but my friends insisted the Japanese version was much better. Anyone who knew anything about horror had heard of it and its story about a cursed video tape that led to the death of anyone who watched it by the hands of a ghost girl. 

I ended up with a stroke of good luck and found the movie I was looking for, eventually returning home where I set up the VCR player in my living room. “I hope this thing still works… I haven’t used it in over a decade.” It was just one of those things I’d had stashed with all my unused belongings. I didn’t exactly expect to use it again, but it kind of worked out in a sense! Even so, I wasn’t exactly enthused about watching Ringu considering my aversion to horror films. There was just something about spooky ghost girls that could kill you in particular…
Did I believe in ghosts? Not really. But it still freaked me out.

After making sure the VHS tape was rewound, I pressed play on the VCR and moved back towards the couch that was only a few feet away from the CRT television I’d also set up just for the occasion; just to make it all the more authentic. But I didn’t make it all the way to my couch. My back had been turned to the TV so all I noticed was it lighting up, but all of the hair on my body immediately stood up. “H-Huh?”

I naturally turned to look at the small screen. The movie wasn’t playing? Or was it? The image depicted a well like the tape in Ringu, but it didn’t look like it was anywhere Japanese. And there was no ghost girl crawling out of it? In the first place, did the movie open that way? I’d never seen it, but I assumed they would show the spooky video later on in the movie, not right out of the gate.

What was even weirder though was that I couldn’t look away. I was practically stunlocked, force to stare at a screen that was basically unmoving. “Huh? I can still move; I just can’t turn away? Is this like a placebo thing?” Like when you subconsciously told yourself not to do something, like forcing yourself to hold your breath for a short period of time? That didn’t seem to be the case, but there was no discernible reason for it otherwise, at least that… “Brr…”

A chill ran down my spine. Well, no, it wasn’t just that. I felt very cold all of a sudden. Cold and clammy. “This is a weird time to get sick… Wait, so suddenly?” I didn’t feel nauseous – and that was a symptom I’d typically associate with the other two. Rather, even though I’d had a full meal about thirty minutes before… my stomach felt rather empty. And then I felt lightheaded? It was almost like every facet of my body was malfunctioning all at once.

And I hadn’t even sensed that my heartbeat had slowed.

Unable to pull my attention away from the television, even enough to look down, I began to dismiss things that should have been more alarming as symptoms of whatever was plaguing me. The sensation of my t-shirt feeling looser and looser? I was probably just imagining it because I was sick! …Even though the truth of the matter was much more alarming. My round gut had been pulling tighter, skin losing basically all of its slack until it was little more than a soft pouch upon my belly. It was a little loose, but nowhere near as loose as it had been before.
“What’s… wrong with… me?” My words were slowing. I was able to stand upright, but I was beginning to have problems even thinking at my usual speed because my body was slowing. My eyes, trained on the television, gradually began to change in color. What was once mundane began to glow with an eerie crimson instead, and making matters stranger was how those eyes rounded and my eyelashes lengthened. My eyes appeared quite feminine as a result.

I couldn’t exactly have been faulted for not noticing. Even if my eyes hadn’t been glued to the TV, I wouldn’t have been looking for a mirror at that time. Not even as my face continued down its path of feminization. My prior weight loss had affected my entire body, and so my face was thinner in kind. But the shape of it pulled a little longer while my nostrils narrowed and my lips became fuller. Ultimately? There was still a trace of my parents’ genetics in how my face looked, but…

It was clearly meant to be the face of a woman. Like a me that had been born pretty and feminine. Fortunately, the frames of my glasses managed to stay seated, albeit slightly shaky.

“Whaaaaaaaaat?” Considering I didn’t even have an Adam’s apple any longer, it wasn’t really surprising that my voice sounded more feminine too. Well, it was to me because I didn’t really know what was going on. “Myyyyy voiiiiiiice?” No, it wasn’t just the pitch. It took me a second because I was processing things so slowly, but it sounded raspy, creaky, almost… creepy? Like something out of… “Hooooorroooooor!?”
My body was becoming heavier again, and that led to my posture slouching uncomfortably – highlighting to me how stiff my muscles felt now. But where was all of this weight coming from? My red eyes pointed down, trying to see past my chin without moving my head, but the black circles that darkened underneath them, paired with how my eyes shook, made it so that I began to look as creepy as I sounded.

At first I couldn’t make anything out. The front of my body felt heavy, but it wasn’t my belly; I didn’t even know I was thin. My shirt was lifting and tightening around my torso, but I couldn’t have imagined that it was because a pair of tits had sprouted upon my chest, and they were hardly small. In fact, it was the polar opposite. They were becoming so large, so huge, that I could soon see them protruding past my chin. “HUUUUUUUUUH!?” There was a sound to my voice now that was like water was lodged in my throat. It was very wet.
My new tits had barreled past any reasonable sizing and had shot right up to J-cups. Their heft was immense, not helped by how stiff I was, and my shirt couldn’t even cover their nipples any longer. In the meantime? The front button must have flown off of my pants. It took me about fifteen seconds to realize I’d seen it ricochet off the TV, and in that time? My ass and thighs had swollen with just as much enthusiasm as my tits had. The sides of those pants had split so that my now hairless skin could bulge through. Each thigh was thicker than my waist, and my ass was so fat that even my boxers had split and torn instead of chewing them outright.

SPLASH!

“OOOOOOOOOH?” My brain was too slow. I was having too hard of a time thinking in general. Had a bucket of water been dropped over my head? It smelled rancid. My body felt soaked, and my clothes felt like they were slipping off? Water had shot out from the TV screen, drenching me with nasty well water that transformed what I was wearing into a dirty, white dress that stuck to my body while hanging off of my shoulders. The big sleeves hid fingers that inched longer and their nails longer still, turning black.

While my body, absorbing the water I was drenched in? Paled. Not just a little bit, either. It wasn’t like my skin looked sickly or anything like that; it was a color that you’d expect from a corpse, with any visible veins turning blue as the blood stopped getting pumped through a heart that… ceased any pumping whatsoever. “AAAAAAAAAAAAAH?” I didn’t realize that I had effectively died, but I felt compelled to groan and I suddenly turned my neck in a way that led to a loud CRACK, disheveling my glasses in the process.

I was finally beginning to free myself from my fixation on the TV. It felt like it was calling to me, and it felt like it was home, but I could at least begin to look away. “UUUUUGH.” But I had to unleash another ghoulish groan, this time because my right eye was obscured by black. Was it my hair? It had to be my hair. It had darkened significantly and was falling down my back in a wet and tangled mess as bangs were swept so only my left eye was visible.

Like the spirit from Ringu.

Like a ghost.
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“Uooooouuu…” Body… cold. Mind… slow. Wet. Why… wet? Thinking was hard, but I could still barely manage. I was not Sadako, the ghost child from Ringu, but my appearance was striking similar to hers in how my skin was pale and my hair was long and deeply back in an extremely creepy way. I was even wearing a soiled white dress around my body, which was incredibly voluptuous. Yet, I was still Caucasian, I was still wearing my glasses, and I was significantly older than Sadako was supposed to be.

Could a white person even be an onryo, technically?

I could not speak. Every time I opened my mouth a creepy howl, groan, or hiss escaped as I stiffly moved my body to the sound of bones cracking and popping. It was unsettling to look at, but the fact that my body was so conventionally attractive took some of the edge off. “Ooooouuuuugh…” I could not turn away from the TV. The sight of that American well called to me.
Collapsing onto all fours, my bones cracked as I stiffly crawled towards the television even as my huge, wet tits dragged across the floor of what I’d once recognized as my own home. I ended up climbing up towards the TV, pulling myself in where I appeared within the knockoff videotape. I crawled towards the well, but stopped, looking back at where the ‘screen’ should have been one last time with a groan. Before dropping into the well with a splash.

And the tape just ended. Hopefully no one else would find it in the future, else they might meet a similar fate.
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