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Chapter 1: Double Speak

Leonard sat in the chair he was tied to and tried to understand what went wrong. His life had
finally been going his way, after a lifetime of not being good enough he finally was. He could
look in the mirror and know that even though his mother found him stupid and little more than a



living psychology study, even though his siblings were both top of their fields while his work was
belittled as being on the same level as a high school science fair, even though nothing ever
seemed to be good enough, he had finally won. He got the girl.

Meeting Penny Queen had been a quirk of fate, one of those once in a lifetime meetings that
mirrored the Hollywood ideal. She had been coming out of the bank when he was going in and
they bumped into each other. He made a science joke about inertia and she had laughed and
he could see in her eyes that she actually understood what he had said. In that moment he fell
completely head over heels in love, and galvanized by the laughter of a beautiful girl that for
once wasn’t mocking in nature, he asked her out to get coffee as an apology for nearly knocking
her over. To his amazement she agreed, smiling at him and teasing him for being so brave to
ask out a complete stranger.

Their coffee date ended with an exchange of numbers and when he called her two minutes later
to check that she hadn’t faked him out she laughed again and told him how funny she thought
he was. After the first week of back and forth phone calls she started coming around work on his
lunch breaks and really listening to him when he explained his experiments, he was finally the
guy on campus, Howard and Raj may have started out teasing him about her doing community
service by seeing him but as the weeks wore on and she continued coming around his office
they eventually moved on to awe inspired fist bumps and stunned silence every time she kissed
him. He was the story that showed that sometimes nice guys did finish first.

After three months of mind blowing everything, she started talking about introducing him to her
friends, with more emphasis on one friend in particular. Sheldon. That was all she ever said
about him, his first name followed by how smart he was. She thought the two of them would get
along great since they were both science minded academics, and he was looking forward to
meeting everyone she mentioned. It sounded almost like this Sheldon guy ran a think tank with
Penny as their personal cheerleader slash nanny figure. She talked about making sure
everyone ate and slept well even on a binge that according to her could last for days on end.
She talked about how they would collectively help each other with everything from experiments
to papers to refuting any criticism that came later after being published. It sounded like heaven.

Meeting Sheldon had been strange at first, he was full of quirks and tics that made no sense to
him, but once he saw his board he knew he was one of those eccentric genius types, at least
his tics were confined to his work space for the most part. He was invited to take part in a new
experiment they were starting up, finally a chance to work on something that hadn’t already
been proven by someone else, a chance to impress his mother and show her that he could be
just as great as his siblings could be. For the next six weeks he found himself absorbed into this
new work, going from the university to the new labs and back without much else in between. He
ended up going to Gablehauser for time off so he could really concentrate on his new project. At
first his boss was reluctant, but once he explained the premise and that his name would be
attached leading to a boost in awareness for not only him but his place of employment as well,
he was granted a two month leave for research purposes.



That two months flew by with him practically living in the office space Sheldon had provided for
him, before they took pity on him and offered him a room in the complex most of them lived in
around the back of the building. The room itself was minimalistic but the surrounding common
areas were filled with every form of entertainment he could ask for on his down time. Every type
of video game no matter how retro or obscure alongside every form of DVD or board game a
pop culture fanatic could dream of.

It wasn’t until his leave of absence was up that he realized he didn’t want to leave at all, he was
accepted here and treated as an equal. He turned in his notice and moved out of his apartment
to become a full resident of the complex, which came with a room upgrade. Howard and Raj
both tried to talk him out of it, but he knew they were just jealous, his life was going so well and
they were trapped in the same old rut as before bouncing from bar to bar trying to find
happiness that eluded them. He had colleagues that helped him achieve his goals, he had a
new home full of people who liked the same things he did and could talk to him about any one
thing for hours at a time if given the chance, he even had a hot girlfriend who believed in him.
Though he hadn’t seen Penny as much since he moved in, she had an apartment across town
and he didn’t have the time to go see her as often as he did when he was still working for the
university.

At first he was just sad about that fact, but he still got to see her when she came by to see
Sheldon so it wasn’t like they never saw each other, but that was part of the problem, she was
always coming to see Sheldon and never him. After six months though he saw her bringing
some other guy to see Sheldon just like she brought him and while that guy was busy talking
with everyone else he confronted her about cheating on him, why else would she bring him here
after all. Their argument got a bit heated, until Sheldon got pulled in by their volume, he told
Penny to leave while the two of them talked and to his amazement she did. The Penny he knew
would have stood her ground and argued that the fight was about her, so she should be the one
doing the fighting. What was going on here?

Sheldon then proceeded to lay out a few “home truths” for him. He told him that while he and
Penny did have a relationship of sorts in the past they hadn’t really been together in months and
she was free to pursue other company if she chose to. He told him that here at the complex they
didn’t really adhere to labels and that while Penny had been with him for a short time she was
never really his. He had gotten angry and started to scream at Sheldon that Penny was his, and
that the two of them were leaving. Everything had been great between the two of them before
he let science and the Complex get between them.

That argument was how he found himself here, tied to a chair in his boxers with Sheldon behind
him and Penny in front of him. He wanted to cry. It had all been going so well and now it was all
ruined.

“Look at her Leonard, do you still claim her as yours?” Sheldon wasn’t even really taunting him;
he was asking him what sounded like a genuine question. Like he did every question he asked,



like he not only truly wanted to hear your answer but was also curious about what that answer
might turn out to be.

“Please just stop it.” He wanted to look away from the bed and the show being performed for
him there, but he couldn’t.

After stripping him down and tying him up Sheldon had called Penny into the room with one of
the other members, Zack. When Leonard had first started getting to know people at the
Complex Zack had surprised him, not being science minded like the rest. He had asked at the
time why he was there and had been given a vague answer about him helping with the more
hands-on experiments; he wished now that he had asked more questions.

Sheldon had ordered Zack and Penny to have sex in front of them and the two had complied
immediately, that was when the pit in his stomach had begun to grow. As the minutes dragged
on and the two continued to perform as directed he could feel himself begin to break.

“Stop what Leonard? Stop teaching you? I’m sorry I can’t do that, not until you have learned
your lesson. Have you learned your lesson Leonard?” He wanted to tell him he had, to tell him
anything to get this to stop so he could leave and go back to the life he had abandoned for this,
but he couldn’t squeeze the words past the burning lump in his throat.

“Sheldon.” The single word squeezed out of his burning throat was more a plea than the
demand he wanted it to be.

“No I didn’t think you had. What should I tell them to do now? What will help you understand?”
Not wanting any part of this, he held his tongue. He knew anything he said would be ignored
anyway, he had been making the suggestion that it stop since it started.

“Oh I know. Zach, roll so Penny can ride you. Let Leonard see just how active a participant she
is in this. Will that help you see Leonard?” As the two complied he looked to Penny hoping to
see some level of compassion in her eyes. She had always been so kind to him, ever since they
met, and he knew this wasn’t her idea. Instead what he found froze him to his core, she wasn’t
looking at him with compassion, she wasn’t looking at him at all.

She was looking at Sheldon.

Her eyes were filled with worship for the man standing behind him and that’s when it all began
to click into place in his mind.

“I see you’ve finally learned your lesson Leonard, that wasn’t so hard was it?” Shaking his head
he let the tears continue to fall down his face. It was the hardest lesson he had ever learned in
his life.



“Cheer up Leonard, she might be mine, but haven’t I always been so generous to share
everything I have with you already. There’s no reason anything needs to change from how it’s
been, you’ve been happy here haven’t you. Take part in our scientific discoveries, continue to
build your life here, and when Penny is around if she’s not busy with other tasks feel free to be
with her. Never forget though Leonard, for everything I have given you while it may all be in your
life none of it is yours. It’s all mine.” Without another word Sheldon turned and left him tied to his
little chair while Penny and Zack continued to pleasure each other.

After what seemed like hours, once Zack was spent, Penny came over to him and began to ride
him as well all while whispering words of love and acceptance in his ear. She was right, this was
his home now.

Chapter 2: Research Assistant

Galveston Texas 1998

Penny had known Sheldon for as long as she’d known Missy, which was most of their lives up to
this point. That boy was always doing something or another with his experiments and his
science theories, and over the years she had become something of an assistant to him. It had
started when they were nine and she offered to help him lift something in his garage that he had
been struggling with. From that day on every time he saw her it was with a request on his lips to
hold this or answer that. According to him she was now his baseline to judge others by. She
wasn’t sure what he was judging since he never seemed to get around to explaining that part, or
if he did she didn’t understand it, she just hoped she came out the winner.



When Sheldon was eleven all the adults decided he was too smart to go to regular school so he
tested out and went right on to college. She was pretty proud of him, almost as proud as Missy
was when he graduated college at only fourteen and then went on to get his doctorate. He spent
a few years in Germany learning and lecturing and meeting other people just as smart as he
was but his mother made sure he came home every major holiday because she said she didn’t
want him forgetting where he came from.

This year was going to be the last year she could do that, he was turning eighteen this coming
February so she was going all out this Christmas to make it special. A sort of last hurrah.
Because of the special nature of the day she had thought she would just leave it as a family
affair, but Sheldon it would seem had other ideas. He called her up just after four on Christmas
Eve and asked her to come over. He said he was in the middle of a new project and while all the
mental “legwork” was done he needed her help to put all he had learned into action.

His mama and daddy were out doing the last minute shopping that always seemed to be
needed no matter how organized you were leading up to the day. Missy was out with her latest
boyfriend up on the bluffs. George was who knew where and wouldn’t show up to the house
until the next day when his presence was mandatory. She wasn’t sure if he really needed her
help or if he was just lonely or creeped out with no one else around and wanted her to come
over and keep him company, but she would know soon enough. The Cooper house was just
ahead on the corner.

If she was being honest she didn’t really mind helping Sheldon with all of his weird little projects.
While she didn’t always learn something interesting while helping him out she did always learn
something. Plus it made her feel less icky about mostly spending time with his twin while he
usually sat by himself with his head buried in his books.

Knocking three times, just like Sheldon always lectured for people to do, she waited for him to
answer the door and maybe finally give her a clue about what he needed her help with.

He ushered her through the front door like the hounds of hell might be on her heels just waiting
to come in with her, before all but pushing her upstairs to his bedroom. He and Missy used to
share before George moved out and Sheldon started running around everywhere learning this
and that, now Missy was free to have her own space and so was Sheldon.

“What is this about?” Subtle never worked on him, if you wanted a straight answer out of
Sheldon you had to ask him straight out. Then wait through the first, second, and sometimes
third try at an explanation before he finally said something close enough to English that other
people could understand it too.

“It has been brought to my attention that I lack in certain social skills and experiences that might
be more widespread among my peers. It has been suggested to me that if I want to fit in more
with others my age I need to familiarize myself with these antiquated customs and though I have



no wish to fit in , it has been pointed out to me that this is a non-optional rite of passage that I
must transgress regardless of my own feelings upon the matter.”

“Huh?” Anti-what now?

“I have been informed that my current knowledge base in the area of fornication and all it’s
ensuing areas is an undesirable one and will in time cause me to become a looked down upon
member of my gender perhaps even impacting my ability to impart my findings to a suitable
audience. If those who judge me academically also judge me socially I may be found wanting
and that is unacceptable, so I have come to you to help me rectify this matter in as painless a
process as possible for both parties.” As he continued to speak he began to fidget, something
she had never seen him do unless he was lying or looking at something he found unhygienic.
But she knew he wasn’t lying because these weren’t those tics, these were brand new in the
lexicon of Sheldon.

“Huh?” She knew he thought he was explaining but all he was doing was making her head hurt,
though she did pick out a few bits and pieces in there that she could understand and if she was
getting the right gist of this she was going to be pissed.

“Oh good grief woman, are you incapable of rational thought? Fine I will put this as plainly as I
can so that even your under educated feeble brain might understand my meaning clearly. I need
to be divested of my current state of virginity, so I have come to you my only non-related female
companion who is also sexually active at this stage in life.”

Oh hell no! He didn’t call her over to help him with something he called her over to proposition
her.

“Sheldon Lee Cooper how dare you! I know your mama taught you better manners than this
even if you did refuse to listen to most of it and back-talked your way through the rest.” She
could feel the hurt starting to well up inside, she had known Sheldon nearly all her life and she
thought he had been a good kind of guy. While most of the meatheads that tried to paw at her
were expected, this had snuck up on her and she hated that. Feeling the tears start to fill her
eyes she turned away from him and blindly started to stumble towards the door.

“Penny please. There is nothing indecent about this proposal. This is a scientific inquiry, there is
a gap in my education and you always help me with my experiments.” His words were in earnest
and stopped her in her tracks. He sounded so confused by her reaction, like he did every time
something went over his head. Like the time he used Missy’s barbie collection to help him with
an experiment and then didn’t understand why she was so upset with him.

“Sheldon, sweetie, I want you to stop for a second and think. Sex is an intimate act and not
something you should do without some kind of an emotional connection.” What that emotion
was was up for debate most of the time. Love, hate, lust, boredom, all kinds of emotions could
lead to sex for someone who wasn’t Sheldon.



“I feel a great many emotions for you.”

“Not those kinds of emotions. You need love for sex.” She decided to leave out the lust lecture.
There was no need to alarm him with facts he wouldn’t be able to place anymore than he could
place his need for sex.

“But I do love you.”

“I know you do sweetie, and I love you too, but it needs to be a different kind of love. You love
me like you love Missy, and it needs to be a more romantic love for sex to come into it.”

“I do not feel for you the things I feel for Missy. You are Penny, you are not Missy.”

“I know sweetie.” She could tell she wasn’t getting through to him. He didn’t seem to understand
that he would not want to do this. Not here. Not now. Not with her. For someone like Sheldon a
first time should be special and magical and something just for him. Not in his room while he
family was out for a few hours. She needed to go a different way if she wanted to help him
understand.

“Sheldon, you do know how you have sex don’t you?”

“Of course I do. I did my research before moving on to the experimentation stage.” He sounded
like he was talking down to her again, which wasn’t anything new.

“So you know there’s a lot of touching involved, so why don’t we try that on a small scale first.
How about a kiss?” She was sure he would run for the hills at the idea of their lips touching and
their spit mingling. There was no way that Sheldon Lee Coo-.

“I find that acceptable, it is always best to take an experiment one step at a time. Thank you
Penny for being so thorough.” Huh?

She could see the nerves behind his fidgeting and knew there was no way he would last beyond
the actual point of contact. So a kiss and they would be done, she could do that, it was just a
kiss.

Adjusting her top by rote she moved towards him never breaking eye contact. This was it do or
die time. Putting her hands on his shoulder she drew him in closer and closer until they were
chest to chest, their lips barely parted. Feeling the sudden urge to lick her lips she gave into it
letting her tongue swipe across his bottom lip and secretly enjoying the small yelp he made at
the unexpected contact.

That’s right moonpie, sex isn’t something you can schedule and act out, there was spontaneity
to it. There was risk. There was passion. As the space between them finally closed she kept her



eyes on him until they were finally touching and the sensations of the bone rattling kiss forced
her lids to drift closed.

Oh! My! For a first timer that boy was one hell of a kisser. Her body began to move on instinct
and almost automatically, there was no thought only movement. When a boy was kissing her
hard enough to make her toes curl her hand would usually drift down to his fly to give him a
good stroking.

The sound of the zipper coming down startled them both for a moment,forcing them apart from
their kisses, both of them looking down at his now exposed and erect penis.

“So big.” She wasn’t sure why she said that, though it was the truth it wasn’t really something
that needed to be pointed out. Of course that was usually because if you were pointing out a
guy's measurements it was because he didn’t measure up and no one wanted to hear that.

“The average genitalia size of a human male of my approximate height is twelve point nine
centimeters, I have noticed over recent years that I exceed that statistic by a generous margin.”

“You sure have.” She was dumbfounded by what she was seeing, little Shelly certainly wasn’t
so little anymore. Suddenly this little experiment seemed to be going more in her favor. “Did you
want to keep going?” She wouldn’t hold it against him if he said no but she knew that if he did
she would be spending the remainder of her evening behind a locked door with her battery
operated boyfriend on high.

“Yes, I believe I do.”

“Me too sweetie. Me too.”

Chapter 3: The End of the World



The apocalypse began with more of a whimper than a bang.

Honestly when the lights had gone out Penny had just shrugged and thought maybe she had
forgotten to send in that last payment to the power company. It had happened before, she had
been on the phone yelling when she’d seen the envelope with the check still inside on the table
next to the door, and it wasn’t the first time she’d been cut off without what she saw as fair
warning.

When the boys had rushed over to check on her, Leonard holding a lightsaber and Sheldon in
his head light and safety gear she thought maybe it was just a city wide blackout. Something
else that wasn’t exactly uncommon. They wouldn’t learn what had really happened for a few
more hours, and they wouldn’t believe it for a few more days. Heck, Penny wasn’t sure if she
believed it even now.

All electronics were wiped out by an electromagnetic pulse that came out of nowhere and fried
everything. No one was really sure how it happened, but the general theory seems to be that it
was an accident since no one was claiming responsibility for it. Even if it was intentional
claiming it would be an act of suicide, telling billions of people that you were the reason they’d
been blasted back to the stone age would be a recipe for disaster. Even without power news like
that would still find its way around the world as fast as any twitter campaign.

Even without anyone standing up and apologizing millions of people started blaming whatever
current enemy they had. Though the wider public seemed to be of the opinion that it had to be
one of the big four that did this. America, Russia, Korea or China. No one else had either the
tech or the will to pull something this global and this destructive off. When that consensus was
reached the rest of the world turned their backs on them all. If none of them would stand up and
declare themselves then they were all pronounced guilty on the spot and turned into the global



enemy. No other nation would talk to them, no other nation would trade with them, no other
nation would help them.

Simply put they were on their own.

Penny had never been so scared in her life, though she figured it could have been worse. She
could have been scared and on her own.

After the pulse first went off people were confused, but that confusion quickly turned to anger,
and that anger became a mob mentality that made it dangerous to be caught outdoors in any of
the largely populated areas. Sheldon was of course ready for any apocalypse level event, even
the made up ones he knew were least likely to happen, so he had all the supplies he, his
roommate Leonard, and their neighbor Penny would need to hold up in his apartment for the
next year until life could settle down again, longer even if it came down to that.

The reason he’d only included the three of them in his planning was because he’d observed
their other acquaintances over the course of many years and could say with certainty that none
of them were viable candidates for entry into his sanctuary. Howard would never leave his
mother and there was no way a woman of her prodigious girth could climb the several flights of
stairs it would take to reach them. Koothrapali would never leave Howard, their constant contact
with one another an intrinsic part of each of their lives that had long ago become something
neither could function without. Stuart would no doubt make his own stand in his comic book
store, the man had no sense of self preservation to speak of. The only other people within the
confines of Pasadena he was acquainted with were his fellow scientists at the university and he
was sure that they would each have their own plans in place as was only proper.

As the three inhabitants of the fourth floor huddled together in the apartment that had become
their life raft they started to grow closer and closer together once it was clear that they would be
all the company any of them would have for a long time. They could hear the revelry and
destruction going on outside at all hours of the day and night for the first month. Breaking glass
and screaming became the serenade of their waking hours and the lullaby they fell asleep to at
night. Eventually though that too tapered off into dreaded eerie silence as the things left to take
diminished down to nothing.

With Sheldon’s perfect memory and near compulsive need to take apart everything he’s ever
owned or worked with and see how it works coupled with Howard’s engineering skills that the
man had constantly rambled on and on about they were able to cobble together enough things
to help them all survive for an indeterminate amount of time.

Crop beds were made in place of flower beds, secured in an area where they would not attract
attackers on the lookout for food. A water filtration system was created and utilized to slow but
great effect. Candles were made using supplies found around the apartment that no longer
served any purpose in their current state giving them more light for longer. Even the now



defunct electronics were disassembled and repurposed for one project or another. Life went on,
even in the face of disaster.

Penny had thought that life itself had ended when the lights went out, but she was surprised to
find that it hadn’t. It got tougher for sure, but there was a clear path through it now. A path
provided by Dr. Whack-a-doodle himself. Who knew that under all that crazy lied the mind of a
survivalist expert. He even told them about the overall plan to one day, when life was a little
more settled, move out into a more rural setting where they could subsist off the land easier
than they were in the city. While their set up was lasting them fine at the moment it would only
last so long without more resources to consume. He estimated it would take a full year inside
the apartment for them to get to the level they needed to move on.

She wasn’t sure if she agreed with his timetable or not, but she was a little relieved that
eventually they would be moving into an area where she could be of some actual help. While
she was useless when it came to their current set up beyond the menial tasks with point by
point instructions she would have skills to bring to the table in the open forest. She could fish
and hunt as good as anyone raised in a proper country way.

Once they were towards the top of the food chain and beginning to settle into their new life
without having to start each day in a panic of survival instincts and fear Sheldon came in with a
new idea that shook their foundations once more.

Breeding rights.

According to him it was the way of such things, every group that consisted of an uneven number
of females to males eventually broke down to infighting over time if a hierarchy was not
established early on. Biological needs were hard to fight when the simple act of walking away
was taken out of the equation.

When the subject had first come up Leonard had laughed it off thinking his quirky roommate
was kidding. When he realized he was serious he tried to explain slowly and simply that since
Sheldon didn’t have a deal to speak of clearly the only couple destined to couple up would be
the two who actually knew how to perform the act itself.

Penny wasn’t sure which notion offended her more, though she did understand that Sheldon
wasn’t trying to come off that way it sounded an awful lot like a neanderthal jerk claiming his
woman and that was how it was starting to feel too. In either direction.

Unable to look at either of them without reaching for the nearest blunt object she stormed off
towards Sheldon’s room. It was the closest to the living room and she just needed to be alone
with her own thoughts. Sheldon’s no one can go in my room rule only lasted for the first few
days of the power outage, after that she had explained to him what it meant to share and share
alike. She was starting to regret that now. The boys were acting like they thought she didn’t
deserve a say in what happened with and to her and that wasn’t the way this was going to work



at all. If they had to come up with sleeping arrangements she would be the one to work that out
not them.

Storming back into the room she told them just that. There would be no breeding rights until
they got out of the city and everything did in fact settle down. After that she would be the one to
decide who she would be with and that was final.

Leonard looked smug, like he thought he’d just won something but Sheldon looked approving
like this was the outcome he’d been hoping for. It took her until late into the night to understand
what had happened. By bringing up the topic of breeding right Sheldon had gotten her to lay
down the ground rules about intimacy he thought they had been missing. In fighting only occurs
without structure and she had just provided more than enough of it for the time being.

Clever little moonpie.

Chapter 4: Wide Eyed

Penny was a little ashamed to admit that it took her this long to notice what had been right in
front of her face since the beginning. Sheldon ever really looked at her, always looking around
her or seemed to look through her to the wall behind like she wasn’t even there. He never
allowed anyone to sit in his spot making sure it was always vacant for when he wanted it. No
one was ever allowed to touch his food the way it was when the restaurant handed it over, had
better be exactly how it was when it reached his own hands. He always had Leonard or her
drive him everywhere he needed to be. All the clues were there but she had still missed the fact
that the tall loveable goofball, Dr. Whack-a-doodle himself was blind.



In her defense she was used to seeing blindness the same way most people were, the way that
popular media presented it to the masses. When someone said the word blind she pictured dark
sunglasses worn inside, a long white cane tapping against every obstacle, or a big but loveable
dog in a harness leading the way. What she didn’t picture was a genius with perfect memory
counting out the steps to and from everywhere he enjoyed being and mapping out where all the
walls and obstacles were before adhering to a strict schedule that took all the guesswork out of
navigation. Sheldon was so sure-footed and confident in his stride that it took a near neon sign
of a hint to get her to sit up and take notice of what was right there the whole time.

Boy was that neon sign flashing now.

She sat down on the floor of the landing between their two apartments and waited for Sheldon
to calm down a bit more before she tried to really talk to him. She made sure to murmur a bit
and jangle her keys as she sat, not wanting to startle him. Leonard was away for the night out in
the desert with the other boys, and now Penny knew why Sheldon refused to tag along,
nightmares of getting lost among the sand and rocks would be vivid for someone who couldn’t
easily retrace their steps and find their way back. Sheldon had been upbeat and happy as he
climbed the stairs with his sack of forbidden meal items and a night to himself on the horizon
and then he found out he was locked out of his apartment. The realization that he didn’t have
his key and that Penny didn’t have her emergency key either had sent the poor guy into a real
honest to go panic attack and it was his clunky rattled thump to the floor his hand guiding him
slowly down the wall to the floor that made her finally click to the truth about her neighbor and
friend.

He must be so scared, locked out of the one place in the world that was truly safe for him. His
apartment held no surprises in the dark, his roommate agreement made sure of that and now he
was barred from it for the next twelve hours at least. She wanted to hold him and tell him it
would all be okay but she didn’t want to invade his space without permission so instead she just
sat with him humming soothingly. When he eventually got his equilibrium back she would broach
the subject of him staying over in her apartment for the night, she would even give up her bed
and take the couch in hopes that the bedroom would help him feel a bit safer in the unfamiliar
space for the night.

Until then it was fine, she could wait. He was worth it.

Chapter 5: New in Town



Leonard was having a horrible day. He’d been shown up at work repeatedly by this new guy the
University had hired to head their research into string theory. He was a prodigy who
Gablehauser had bragged they had been trying to woo to their side for years and he was finally
here. Everyone had been excited for weeks waiting for this revolutionary mind to show up and
teach them all something. All the people who even had a passing interest in the field had been
passing around his published papers like they were teenage boys with their first skin mags.
Then today he’d finally shown up and he was an anal retentive freak of nature. He spent the
whole day re-arranging everything from his furniture in his office to the seating in the cafeteria
and everything in between. Apparently everything had to be just so or he would have a full on
meltdown. When Leonard had tried to score points with Leslie Winkle by making an offhand joke
about their new colleague, said freak had verbally eviscerated him for one tiny mistake in the set
up of the joke. The most humiliating part hadn’t even been that he’d done it in front of everyone,
no the worst part was that he hadn’t even looked at him as he spoke.

Finally though he was home, where he was king of his own castle. Finally making it up the last
flight of stairs he could hear strange noises coming from the landing. Taking a quick look back
as he reached his door he expected to find his neighbor Louie/Louise unpacking another
Amazon box. The man was obsessed with online ordering and seemed to get a new package
every single day.

Instead what he found was a goddess. She was a beautiful blonde, the kind of girl that just had
to have been a cheerleader in high school. She was wearing a light blue top with pink flowers on
it that barely covered her toned belly and short denim shorts that hugged her ass. A vast
improvement over the old neighbor. He wanted to go over and maybe invite her to his apartment
for dinner after a long day of moving, but he knew he wouldn’t have the guts. A guy like him
never got the girls that looked like that. They never-



“Excuse me, you are blocking my ingress to this floor.” Snapping back to reality he turned
around to find his new colleague Doctor Sheldon Cooper standing behind him on the stairs. This
could not be happening. First he humiliated him at work in front of Leslie and now he’d followed
him home and was about to do the same thing again in front of his new crush across the hall.

What was he even doing there?

“Sheldon? Is that you?” God, even her voice was something straight out of a fantasy.

“Yes. I would already be within our new domicile with you but I find my way is being blocked by
a slack jawed homunculus.” Taking a step back in horror he barely heard the quiet thank you
that fell from his new neighbors lips as he breezed past him and into the arms of the woman he
had been staring at.

“What’s a homunculus?” He turned back towards his door not wanting to hear his short stature
explained so clinically to someone.

How? Why? Life usually wasn’t fair but sometimes it was downright baffling and he had to say
that standing on the landing in front of his apartment watching the world's most infantile man
embrace the world's hottest woman was baffling to the extreme.

Closing the door behind him he resigned himself to another night sitting on the couch alone
eating takeout watching Babylon 5 again with the commentary track on. What could she
possibly see in him? Didn’t she want a nice guy like him? He was just as smart as Sheldon, why
couldn’t that be him?

Chapter 6: Preacher Man



After her brother fell into addiction and her sister fell pregnant all in the same summer Penny’s
parents lost their minds. At least in her opinion. After that instead of the normal freedoms of
summer her parents would pack her off in the mornings to the local church or community center
or food bank. Wherever it was that the bible thumpers were gathering for the day to do their
“good works”. Honestly her parents were treating the congregation like a kind of demented but
free day camp. They would drop her off with the local preacher man where they wouldn’t have to
worry about her getting into any kind of trouble before harring off to one of Lisa’s endless baby
appointments or going off to speak to one of the million and a half addiction specialists around
town.

At first she had been outraged and determined to be enough of an unhelpful brat to be sent
packing after a few days. She was sure her parents didn’t have a backup plan. People don’t
start with this kind of arrangement, they end with it. If she could shake off the hellfire and
brimstone chastity police she was sure she could salvage some of her summer.

At least that was the plan before she met Reverend Cooper. He was unlike any church goer she
had ever seen or even heard about before. She had started out helping him in his office, which
in actuality translated to her sulking in the corner while he worked. Over time they got to talking,
or more accurately she started listening, and she learned that the good Reverend wasn’t as
much of a believer as people may have thought with a job like his.

Apparently he knew the bible backwards and forwards not because he was a dyed-in-the-wool
believer but because his mother was and he had a good memory and a mind for debate. When
he was younger his mother would all but sic him on the non believers in their own congregation
just for the fun of watching them all get outsmarted by a child. Eventually forcing people to find
logic in faith and forcing people to confront the inconsistencies in their own behavior and beliefs
became nearly a habit for him and he all but fell into his current career.

He would always say that he was a man of science at heart and he followed all the latest
developments of man religiously and even found ways to work some of the information into his
weekly sermons. But according to him he was also a man of humanity and the idea of leaving
people to wallow in ignorance simply because of where they chose to learn was nearly
sacrilegious to him. He would say that religious folk no matter what their faith were the most
eager to learn, they devoutly flocked towards new words of wisdom each and every week
without fail. Who else could say that?

Talking to the Rev. became her new favorite pastime, she always felt like she learned something
when they spoke even if she wasn’t quite sure what that something was. She would spend
hours each night trying to unravel the mystery that was this scientific man of God. After nearly
three months of helping him write his sermons, mostly by being a captive and honest audience,
she still wasn’t any closer to any sort of an answer. Her parents were thrilled by her new found
wholesome turn and pretty much left her to it without any kind of outside interference from them.



She became the one they didn’t have to worry about and after a while that became the part of
her life she was most proud of.

After a few years she and the good Reverend decided to get hitched. Their wedding was small
but fun with that little edge of strange that came with taking a husband like hers. And on their
wedding night she showed Sheldon a whole new world. He had shown her so many it was
about time she started blowing his mind too, it was only fair after all.

Chapter 7: Picture Day

Penny Queen had finally made it in L.A. She had struggled for years to find that one part that
would start her career and she finally found it, not exactly where she thought she would but it
was a part. So what if she was doing voice work for a video game, it was a paying job where
she got to tell a story, she was counting it. Today she was set to do some publicity photos and
some character stills, the designers wanted to match her character to her voice as much as
possible.

Walking into the photoshoot set was like walking into one of her childhood dreams, there were
lights and cameras everywhere, people were scurrying from one end of the large warehouse
space to the other getting things set up. There was a clothing rack filled with designer dresses
with her name on it, it was enough to make a small town girl swoon. Trying to remain
professional and not look too much like a newbie she walked up to her agent, the only person
she recognized, and asked what she was supposed to do first.

“So Penny, they’re still getting set up but this is going to be a bit of a closed set today. Once it’s
all in place you’ll go to the makeup chair and they’ll style you for the first look, but everyone but
the photographer will leave before you put on the clothes. The designers don’t want to risk any



leaks, if people start complaining before the project even rolls out it could be a disaster, and
trust me even when everything’s perfect people still complain. I know there are around sixty
outfits on the racks, but you’ll only be doing about ten to twenty different sets.” She nodded
along, everything sounded simple enough.

“Who’s the photographer?”

“Sheldon Cooper, you might have heard of him.”

Might have heard of him? Sheldon Cooper was the biggest name in the industry, he had an eye
for details that made others jealous enough to inspire true hate. He was a rockstar. He did
shoots with big name celebrities, she didn’t think this company had the money to splash out for
someone like him.

“We got Sheldon Cooper?” She tried to keep the awe out of her voice, she didn’t want to insult
anyone. She was still waiting for the feeling to fade that any second now someone would realise
they’d made a huge mistake going for her and kicking her out.

“He’s a fan of the game creators, they’ve had a few major successes to their names already so
in the right circles they are legends, he negotiated a very generous deal with the bigwigs.
Something about having creative freedom and keeping the negatives, if this thing goes the way
everyone hopes those will be worth a mint later.

It was so cool someone was actually banking on her pulling this off. Sure she was just a small
cog in a big machine but she still finally felt seen. That feeling kept her up beat through the hair
and make up hell, she was being powdered and taped and pulled at and tugged on. It was all
worth it though by the end she looked like a star.

They went through over a dozen outfits and as many poses per dress change, but she was so
jazzed even after hours and hours of working she was still full of energy and psyched to
continue. When the others came in and started to take her makeup off and let her hair down she
was disappointed, she hadn’t wanted this day to end. Then she noticed that they were still
setting out props and putting up lights for another picture. Maybe they had someone else
coming in after her? She didn’t think they did, but she learned early on that she wasn’t exactly
on the list of people word got passed down to.

When everyone started walking out again leaving her alone with Sheldon she started to frown,
they hadn’t given her the sheet that told her which dress to pull for this one.

“Um, Mr. Cooper, they didn’t tell me which dress to put on this time.” They had also cleaned her
face and made her look like she was at the end of her day instead of at a glam photo session.

“You don’t have one for this.”



“What?” Was she doing this shoot in the robe? She didn’t remember any scenes like that in the
game script.

“Come onto the set Penny.” At the command she came forward without thinking, he was the
photographer she had spent the entire day listening to him when he told her what to do.

“Take off your robe.” Take off the robe, but she was naked underneath, he couldn’t mean that.

“But-” She tried to explain, to tell him the mistake. Maybe this one was supposed to be a lingerie
shot and giving her the set to wear had been overlooked.

“Take off your robe Penny. We are still on a schedule, you’ve been a dream all day, don't
become  my nightmare at the end please.”

“But I-” She didn’t want to be a nightmare but she didn’t want to flash him either. That would be
embarrassing for both of them.

“You were scheduled for sixteen outfit changes and one nude scene. I will make it tasteful, but
you did agree to this.” A nude scene? When her agent had told her about the shoot she had
never mentioned a nude scene being part of the contract. She hadn’t read the agreement
herself; she had just let Nancy give her the highlights, apparently in the world of Nancy nudity
wasn’t a highlight.

She didn’t know what to do, she didn’t want to be difficult and get a reputation or anything and
she knew that if it came down to it Sheldon’s wants would override her own with the company.
She was a no name voice actress in her first role, he was a celebrity in his own right.

“What do you want me to do?” She had done worse for fame, these were at least just pictures
and not video, plus he said he would make it tasteful.

“Remove your robe and position yourself on this chair here, curl in a bit so that you’re covered
and just your back and face can be seen.” Okay she could do this. Dropping the robe she
moved to position herself in the chair, when she glanced up through her lashes she saw that
Sheldon wasn’t even looking at her he was still adjusting the settings on his camera. He was
being a gentleman about it. For some reason that made her start to relax and think that maybe
they would get through this without either of them being too embarrassed.

“Good. Good.” Click, click. Flash. Click. “Now I need you to get down on the floor face down with
both legs swinging in the air. Like you would do on your bed as a kid. Yes, just like that.” Click.
Click. Flash. Click.

This was actually kind of fun, almost freeing in a way now that her nerves had started to settle.
She didn’t want to do it again, and she would be making darn sure to learn everything about a
shoot in the future before she signed, but this wasn’t too bad.



“Okay now I need you up on your knees facing me with your hands behind your head, good now
turn your torso a little, yes a bit more. There, stay like that.” Click. Click. Flash. Click. “Now I
want you to get down on all fours like you’re crawling towards the camera.” Click. Click. Flash.
Click.

The floor was matted but it was still cold and hard beneath her knees and she was starting to
lose that energy she’d had before. This had to end soon.

“Final shot Ms. Queen I need you to cup your left breast for me and make a shushing gesture
with your right hand. Like this is a secret. Yeah, just like that. Hold on.” She was so focused on
the fact that he said this was the final shot she didn’t notice too much when he came towards
her. He had done it several times throughout the day. Moving her hair, adjusting her stance,
moving one of the lights behind her.

He was an artist and he wanted his art to be perfect so when he reached out she expected
something like that. A stray hair sticking to her lips or her chin being too far down casting a
shadow. She didn’t expect him to tweak the nipple of the still exposed breast. When his fingers
squeezed the small nub and rolled it harshly she let out a gasp of shock and pain. Even after he
let go she could feel the pain and heat still radiating through her.

“There.” Squatting down right in front of her he started to shoot some more. Click. Click. Flash.
Click.

“Sheldon.” She didn’t know what she wanted to say, if she wanted to yell at him or just ask him
why or what, but she didn’t get beyond his name before he was talking over her.

“Keep still for me Penny.” Click. Click. Flash. Click. “Cup your breast tighter, I want the people
seeing this to be able to tell you're squeezing yourself.” Placing his hand over hers he guided
her fingers until the pressure on her flesh was nearly unbearable. “Good.” Click. Click. Flash.
Click.

“No. No. No. Your expression isn’t right. You need to look euphoric, sexy, like you want to share
this secret more than anything else in the world.”

“But I-” She couldn’t fake it the way he wanted he was too close to her. She couldn’t breathe
right with him so close.

“Here let me help you.” His hand drifted down, his fingers trailing against her skin until he
reached the apex of her thighs, he cupped her sex for a moment never putting his camera
down, before he inserted two fingers inside of her.

“Sheldon.” Her voice was breathless, but she could hear the panic undertones. What was
happening? Had she agreed to this? Did she agree with this? His fingers started to move their



pace slow and building, both of her hands rose to grip his shoulders afraid she might fall without
something to hold onto.

“That’s it, just like that.” Like what? She didn’t understand.

She could feel her orgasm building until it washed over her making her gasp and arc her back
pressing herself into him fully. It felt so good.

“Sheldon!” Click. Click. Flash. Click.

Chapter 8 - Jokes on You

Sheldon sat at his computer listening to the nattering and whining of his “peer group” behind him
and didn’t even try to hide his smirk of triumph. They would see it and simply make a quip about
how he was one lab accident away from becoming a batman villain before moving on with their
conversation without further remarking upon it. They were a simple lot of sheep but they were
necessary to maintain his cover as a mild mannered if neurotic genius who would be a bit out of
step with humanity but would never truly do anything nefarious. If anyone ever came to ask
questions they would be the ones to laugh off the accusations and make the claims of his
actions seem preposterous and silly. For that he endured them.

Their most fatal flaw was their lack of imagination, they called him a budding batman villain but
they were thinking far too small to be even close to being right. Characters like the Joker or the
Riddler even Two-Face on occasion were great fun to watch as they fumbled and bumbled
about trying to achieve hairbrained schemes that would never work no matter the universe they
inhabited. No, he was far more realistic and cunning, his goals were small or midsized but
achievable and never traceable back to him. They wanted notoriety more than they wanted to
meet their ends. For that he mocked them soundlessly with his success.



Hearing the turning of the knob at the front door he glanced up so he wouldn’t miss the entrance
of Penny as she breezed into their apartment for Thai food and stilted conversation. She was a
world apart from the others and closer to him than any of them would have guessed even Penny
herself. At first he’d been resistant to her inclusion thinking that her more observant nature
would make her a threat to him given enough time but she had surprised him with her reaction
once she’d managed to piece together his true self. She didn’t scream and run nor did she try to
convince the others of his predator lurking beneath the surface. No instead she’d simply hid her
own smiles at the quips made about him and carried on like nothing had changed. At first he’d
thought that he may have overestimated her, that she hadn’t truly found anything and was as
clueless and blind as the others until she proved him wrong yet again.

“Sweetie I know you seem to steer more towards your own vengeance and all but do you think
you could go after Kirk for me?”

“Go after?”

“Don’t insult the both of us by acting dumb now. Slow and done well works for me I just want to
know that he’s on your list for payback someday.”

“He was added to the list the day I went with Leonard to retrieve your possessions and came
back sans pants.”

She hadn’t said anything after that but it was clear that she was at least aware of his true self
even if no one else was. It was exhilarating at times, to be able to look over and see her looking
back at him with a knowing smirk after a particularly well worded bazinga.

Their relationship took on a more passionate edge after that little back and forth and while at
first it had been animosity at least on his side, it had quickly turned more amorous. She had a
way about her that tended to soften his anger and dare he say it helped him think more clearly.

She was shaping up to be his soulmate and he wasn’t sure how he felt about that. It was
different to be sure but it was nice in a way he had never known before to not have to hide any
part of himself with another person.

Perhaps he would propose over Kurt’s dead body. It seemed like a very them thing to do these
days.

Chapter 9: Professor, Professor



Penny wanted to beat her head against the table in front of her hoping that some of the
knowledge from the book would be absorbed that way instead of this painful way of reading it
over and over and still getting nowhere. She hadn’t meant to take a class this hard and this full
of science but this cute guy had been signing up for it and she had needed another science
credit and she hadn’t really looked at the name of the class on the sign up sheet she’d just
grabbed the green clipboard that the hottie had put down and put her name down. Now she was
stuck, if she tried to transfer out now there would be no open slots for her in any of the dumb
people science classes and she’d be forced to try and find a way to make up for it during the
summer and there was no way she was giving up her summer fun time to do stupid science.

She had thought at the beginning that she could fake her way through it to a passing grade but
the professor was having none of it. Instead of multiple choice tests his were all long form and
filled with big words she didn’t know. When they had taken the initial placement test during the
first class to see where everyone was she had never felt so dumb in her life and if the look on
the professors face as he handed them back was anything to go by he agreed with her there.
Pretty much the only time he ever agreed with her. At least he never called on her, having given
her up as a lost cause from the beginning.

Now she was stuck in the library on a saturday night trying to cram when nothing was sticking in
her brain. If she didn’t pass this next test then she was going to flunk out and all that time
laughing off barbie jokes and trying not to cry in public trying to white knuckle it to the end of the
course would all be for nothing.

“If this is how you choose to study it’s no wonder that you are failing my course.” Jumping at the
sound of the voice that had been haunting her dreams she twisted in her chair to find her
Professor standing behind her shaking his head in stupefied awe.



“No, I wasn’t… I was just…” Her tongue tied, she was never tongue tied but this guy always
made her feel so damn small.

“Just falling farther behind, that much is clear enough without your stuttering admissions.” She
could feel what little confidence she had left begin to ebb away with each word and the tears
began to well up in her eyes without permission. She wasn’t above using tears to get out of a
traffic ticket or two but crying in front of Professor Cooper was a level of humiliation that she
never wanted to experience.

“Why are you crying?”

“Because I’m stupid.” Her voice cracked over the words and the tears continued to fall even
though she was trying to hold them back. She just couldn’t stop crying and she was starting to
think that it might have been better to just disappear instead of having this whole exchange.
Flunking out and running home a failure had to be less painful than this.

“Hardly. You may not be as inclined towards my field as your fellow classmates but that does not
necessarily make you stupid.”

“Huh?” Was he being nice to her? Looking up at him he wasn’t smiling, but he wasn’t frowning
either. Maybe brutal honesty was his brand of nice. At the moment she would take anything.

“You possess an intelligence that I admire. You read people fairly easily and while you are failing
the course you have not quit it as many in the past have when faced with their own failings.”
This time when she managed to see him through the cloud of her tears she saw something that
made her heart stop. He was smiling. Not the nearly crazed joker laugh he would give in the
classroom whenever someone amused him with a wrong answer, this one was more genuine
and kind.

“Huh?”

“I admire you for trying.” Now he was talking slower and enunciating in a way where the tone
alone questioned her ability to understand English. He just called her smart and she was
proving him wrong.

“Oh, thanks.”

“If you need any extra help my office hours are posted and I always try to help the students who
are earnest in their desire to learn. Whatever the reason for it.”

“Thanks Professor.” Watching him walk away from her she turned back to her books with a
dopey smile on her face. She could do this, Professor Cooper said so.



Chapter 10 - Service Please

She noticed them as soon as they walked through the door, then again Penny was pretty sure
that the whole bar noticed them. This place wasn’t where the pocket protector brigade tended to
group up, or if they did they weren’t so on the nose about it.

The short guy with the glasses was wearing so many layers he had to be sweating up a storm
and his eyes kept darting from one side to the other. His nervous smile made him look like and
over eager puppy begging to be taken home with someone for a little human contact.

The guy with the bowl cut and the dickies had a more smarmy look to him that was pretty much
par for the course for a night out at a bar, but there was just as much desperation behind his
eyes as the other guy. He wanted to look confident and in the zone but he was two steps away
from simply begging for attention.

The dark skinned guy in the sweater vest just looked lost and lonely. He wasn’t talking to
anyone and kept his hands in the pockets of his khakis. He was almost plastered to the side of
his friend and seemed to only get closer to him the longer they stood near the entrance.

The last guy had to be the strangest of the bunch. He looked like a large praying mantis, his
long frame stick thin and covered by a comic book t-shirt that fit him just right. He had a
messenger bag slung across his chest and should have been the most out of place of the
bunch, but confidence oozed out of him. He obviously didn’t want to be in this bar, but he was
comfortable enough in his own skin that he looked like he belonged wherever he chose to
stand.

Even here.



Walking over towards them she raised her voice to be heard over the music.

“What can I get you boys?” At first none of them spoke, they just looked stunned that she was
talking to them. Who came up to a bar and didn’t expect the bartender to ask for your order?

“I will have a virgin cuba libre, on the rocks.” The tall one had a voice that was a tad too high
pitched, like he was stopping himself from screaming. He didn’t sit down and was staring at the
bar like it was going to bite him.

“So a coke? Why didn’t you just ask for a coke?”

“I was told it is rude to ask a bartender for something not on their list of drinks so I have
compromised.” Some compromise. The other three were looking at him like he was ruining their
night by explaining himself. She had a pretty good idea where that advice had come from.

“Look, as long as you pay for the drink I don’t care what you order. If I have it in stock, it’s yours.
You want a coke? Ask for a coke. Ordering it as a virgin alcoholic drink will just jack the price up
triple what a straight up soda would cost.”

“That is sound advice.” He was starting to calm down, unfortunately that was because he
seemed to be surprised that she had a good idea to offer.

“Well, I am a bartender. We've been known to give good advice now and again.”

“You are referring to the colloquial belief that bartenders are akin to therapists, but for drunkards
and barflies. Ha ha ha.” His laugh was more of a breathy inhale than any laugh she’d ever heard
before but she couldn’t help but smile at his joy.

“That’s me, bartender slash therapist. So what brings you here if you don’t drink?” Sometimes
people did come to a bar to just be around people, but when they did that they usually picked a
place with live entertainment or at least one large enough to walk around in.

“My associates are attempting to introduce me to the idea of companionship. They believe such
an act shall relax me, I was curious about their technique. Though I should not have been, they
have been attempting to secure companions for themselves for quite some time now and have
failed, I don’t know why I have allowed this to continue beyond my own amusement.”

“So your friends are trying to get you laid?” After he started talking, the others with him looked
like they wanted to sink into the floor. There was something very soothing about how
unbothered this guy was about speaking his mind.

“That is how it is commonly referred to, yes.”



“Do you want to get laid?” It didn’t sound like he did. It sounded like he wanted to go home and
forget the world existed.

“No.”

“I find your honesty refreshing. If you change your mind, come find me.” She wasn’t saying she
was going to do the guy in the bathroom or anything, if how he was looking around at the dirty
floors was an indication she doubted he would go along with that plan anyway. No, but she
might just invite him back to her place if his opening line was good enough.

It took all kinds.


