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One: The Mission

The rumble of the engines filled the near-empty belly of the plane, drowning out all but the loudest voices. Far below, the Andes stretched out into black infinity, pale ghosts rising in the dark South American night.

Stood by the portholed window, Terrance Wolfe looked down on the silent continent below, trying not to overbalance on his new high heels.

There it is, he thought, grimly.

Wind whipped around his legs, making his little black cocktail dress flutter and threaten to rise up, exposing his dark, lacy panties and pert female ass to the world.

He was dimly aware that his new body was cold, far, far colder than his male form would have been in this situation. He instinctively wrapped his slender new arms across his chest, and then almost jumped as they unexpectedly bumped against his brand new breasts. A grim smile flitted briefly across his supermodel features.

Shit. Need to remember I’ve got a new shape now.

The thought almost made him chuckle. It was more than a new shape he had.

It was a new identity, a new history, a new everything. Right now, Terrance Wolf was in storage – put on ice until the boys back at the lab could revive him. For the next few weeks, there was only Teri; Teri, who had her own fingerprints and DNA and dental records and passport. Teri, who his bosses could plausibly deny was connected to them in any way should she fail to carry out her mission.

Teri, who could vanish without a trace if things went south, and no-one back home would ever miss.

At the thought, Terrance shuddered slightly, a barely imperceptible movement that anyone who was watching this gorgeous woman closely would have assumed was due to the cold.

For the first time, it had really hit home to him what would happen if he didn’t come back. If he was found out and killed.

He would be buried in Teri’s body. As a girl. And no-one would ever know it was really him in here.

“Mr. Wolfe?”

The voice was military, shouted so as to be heard over the roar of the engines. In the din of the plane’s movement, Terrance hadn’t heard anyone approach.

“Sir? Sir, it’s nearly time.”

Terrance gave one last glance at the faint reflection in the window. The ghostly image of an elegant woman in her early twenties, with flowing black, curled hair and dark eyes you could lose yourself forever in.

Just like the Jaguar likes them…

He tore himself away, looked up at the bulky marine stood next to him, his head shaved and his face like granite. Even with his mind full of his mission, he was all too aware of how small he felt next to this man mountain. How suddenly feminine.

If the marine noticed it, too, he was professional enough not to let it show.

“We’re approaching the city, sir. We need to get you ready.”

Terrance nodded, his long, dark hair blowing around his face, forcing him to raise one dainty hand and try and comb it back over one of his tiny new ears. It was harder than he imagined it would be.

“Thank you, soldier.” He found his words odd, coming out in a soft, sultry, exotic and very female voice; a voice the lab boys assured him was just perfect. “I’ll be with you shortly.”

“Very good, sir. But please, sir, not more than another thirty seconds. We still need to get you suited.”

Terrance nodded.

“Understood. Wait for me over there.”

“Yessir.”

As the giant marine turned to go, Terrance felt his eyes flicker involuntarily over his broad shoulders, taking in his large biceps, noting approvingly his raw power.

He gave himself a little shake. They’d assured him this sort of thing was perfectly normal, a sign the chemical changes of his body were also affecting his brain. They’d wear off when he turned back.

He hoped.

“Soldier?”

“Sir?” The marine turned back round.

Terrance’s mouth was dry. He delicately wetted his pouty new lips with the tip of his tongue, being careful not to smudge his perfect lipstick.

“From this moment on,” Terrance said, loudly and slowly, “we are officially on-mission. From now on…”

He briefly closed his eyes.

“From now on, please consider me to be Miss Wilde.”

There was a barely perceptible pause. The marine nodded.

“Yes ma’am.” He checked his watch. “Twenty seconds, ma’am.”

He went.

Terrance turned back to the window, aware that a tiny bit of his old life had just been chipped away, to be kept sealed up like a precious mineral and only returned when his mission was complete.

Ma’am… that’s me now. As far as anyone knows, I’m ma’am. Miss. Her…

In the glass before him, Teri Wilde, the elegant supermodel with a taste for billionaire playboys his bosses had conjured from thin air, looked back at him with her dark, hypnotic eyes. Through them, Terrance could just make out the tops of the Andes and, over the horizon, the distant glow of the approaching city.

Somewhere, out there, the Jaguar was waiting. Stalking through the shadows of the Latin night like a predator, entwining innocent men in his diabolical schemes, entwining innocent girls in his arms.

The American jaguar. The seductive, billionaire creature that had slipped over the border on the Agency’s watch. Who Terrance was now tasked with bringing back.

Just you wait, Mr. Jaguar… Terrance thought, darkly. You don’t know it yet, but there’s a new cat in town.

And she’s got you in her sights.

As he smiled at the thought, a cry of “ma’am!” echoed through the military plane’s metal belly. That was it. Time to go.

With brisk movements, Terrance turned away from the window, walked up the plane towards the waiting marine, his heels echoing metallic gunshots off the floor.

As he walked, he could feel Terrance slip away, retreating to the back of his mind. Feel Teri coming forwards, feel himself getting into character, convincing himself that these long, slender legs, this tight waist, this perky breasts and rolling hips were his and always had been.

He stepped up to the big marine, smiled coquettishly up at him with his head slightly lowered, peering up at the big lug from under his dark bangs.

“OK, handsome,” he heard himself say, “how about we do this?”

The marine’s expression didn’t change, didn’t even flicker.

“Yes, ma’am,” was all he said.

*

It was three weeks earlier that Terrance Wolfe’s superiors had called him into a meeting and told him they were going to turn him into a girl.

The meeting hadn’t started like that, of course. No undercover assignments ever did.

Instead, Terrance had sat down before the three men in the airless office room in their unremarkable building, and listened as they began their verbal dance.

“Mr. Wolfe,” began the bald one in the middle, “we’ve heard a lot about you.”

Terrance smiled to himself, reflexively smoothed a crease out of his suit. This was how it always was when you were seconded to a new department, it was just part of the game.

“All good things, I hope?” He asked, slipping seamlessly into his part. It was not unlike the small talk that happens at the start of a date.

Difference is, a good date usually ends with a bang, while a successful spy mission…

“Good doesn’t even begin to cover it.” The one on the right, the very military-looking one, piped up. He tapped a file – presumably meant to be Terrance’s, though you could never be sure – with his knuckles. “You’re a good man, Wolfe, and a goddamn good soldier. Colombia. Venezuela. Guatemala. That shit you managed to pull off in Mexico.”

Terrance gave his best impression of a good natured shrug.

“Whatever my country requires, sir, I’m always willing.”

At his words, the third man – the oddly hipster-looking guy with the heavy glasses and beard – gave a snort of laughter. The other two either didn’t notice or pretended not to.

“You don’t have to overdo the patriotism here, Wolfe,” the bald one replied. “Love of country is a wonderful thing, but we’re not in the business of just recruiting brainwashed drones. There’s the infantry for that.”

Terrance’s eye flicked briefly over to Mr. Military, interested to see if he would take offense. The older man just looked impassively back at him.

The bald guy leaned back, seemed to be thinking about something.

“That was some excellent work you did in Mexico. It took courage, guts… and, if you’ll pardon me, more than a little bit of foolishness.”

“Not to mention luck,” growled Mr. Military.

The bald one nodded.

“We could probably go on. Creativity. A dash of rebellion in the face of orders. All things the average infantryman is encouraged not to possess. For better and for worse.”

Terrance shifted in his seat, unsure if this was a disguised dressing down.

“What can I say?” He said, at last. “Only that sometimes, what looks like luck is really just a result with the calculations hidden.”

“And what looks like calculation,” Mr. Military snorted, “is sometimes just a crazy-ass gamble that God has the good grace to let work.”

There was silence for a moment. The two men stared at him, while Mr. Hipster lounged on his chair, seemingly fixated on a pen he was playing with.

At long last, the bald man picked up a file, began leafing through it.

“What do you know about the 2014 New Mexico debacle, Wolfe?”

Terrance had to think for a moment.

“The border incident? I remember. We let the Jaguar walk across, something about using an inside man as bait. There was an intelligence leak, we tried to close the net…”

“And the Jaguar slipped through.” The bald man tapped his file thoughtfully, looked over to Mr. Military, who gave the tiniest nod. “Mr. Wolfe, do you happen to know who our inside man was on that job?”

“Only by reputation. Antonio something.”

“Ever see him in person?”

“No, but I saw the highlights of his first seminar at the Fort.”

“What was he like?”

“Physically? Average height, maybe a little stockier than most. Darker complexion, could have passed as Latin or southern European. Maybe even north African. At the time of the video, he was sporting a goatee-”

“If you saw him again, would you recognize him?”

“Yes. Probably. Sorry, sir, but what does this have to do with…” a thought suddenly struck Terrance. “Wait. Don’t tell me he’s still al-?”

“Mr. Martinez is as dead as they come,” the bald man continued, smoothly. “Unfortunately. However, we do have a photo of him, taken only a few hours before his execution.”

He slipped a piece of photographic paper out the folder, slid it across the desk.

“Tell us what you think.”

Silence fell again as Terrance looked down at the photo. For just a second, an unreadable expression flickered across his handsome, all-American features before vanishing again. He looked up.

“Is this a joke?”

“No joke, Mr. Wolfe,” the bald man smiled faintly. “That is Mr. Martinez, as he looked when we buried him.”

“As he looked when our lab boys were finished with him,” Mr. Military rumbled.

Wordlessly, Terrance looked down at the photo before him. The office seemed to suddenly go very dim. He wanted to laugh out loud, but he knew there was no joke to laugh at.

“But…” he said at last, “but she’s a child.”

From the depths of the photo, a young Mexican girl stared defiantly out.

She was maybe 7, with dark hair pulled back into a ponytail, big, dark eyes, and a skinny frame hidden inside a battered looking dress. Her feet were bare, a Barbie clasped in one tiny hand.

She looked for all the world like a child of the slums. Like a girl born on the outskirts of Mexico City, enjoying her last years of innocence before the big, bad world caught up with her.

Across the table, Mr. Military began to smile for the first time. Beside him, the bald man nodded.

“That she is, Mr. Wolfe. And not just any child. She looks exactly like the illegitimate daughter the Jaguar sired with his maid in Guadalajara. Her fingerprints are the same, her DNA is the same. There’s just one, important difference…”

“Her brain,” cut in Mr. Military. “Instead of some sweet little child in there, there’s a goddamn killer. One of us. You see, Wolfe? Get near this sweet girl and she’ll cut your fucking head off.”

Feeling like a man in a dream, Terrance looked at each of the smiling men before him, his mind swimming.

“How?” He whispered at last.

The bald man waved his hand.

“Doesn’t concern you, Wolfe. What does concern you is that we can. We can take any man we like…”

He tapped the photo again.

“…and turn him into a sweet little girl.” Another smile. “The perfect assassin.”

Terrance swallowed. He felt dizzy, but his training stopped him from showing it.

“You,” he began, staring at the photo in mild disgust, “you want me to become a…?”

“A little girl? No. The Jaguar is wise to that trick. For you, Mr. Wolfe, we had something else in mind.”

As if on cue, Mr. Hipster finally looked up, made eye-contact with Terrance, his blue eyes almost twinkling.

“Terrance – can I call you that? – Terrance, my lab’s kinda been doing some experimenting. Nothing too crazy, but the Farm lets us get away with some weird stuff.”

“Like what?” Terrance’s mouth was dry. He couldn’t believe he was having this conversation.

Mr. Hipster gave a little smirk.

“Let’s just say… let me phrase it like this. Terrance, have you ever wondered what it would be like to be a beautiful woman for a day?”

He carried on without waiting for a reply.

“’Cause, if you haven’t, maybe it’s time you started.”

*

The plane was just a distant speck, far overhead. A tiny pinprick of light, blending into the stars around it.

In the midst of the dark clearing, Terrance stood and watched it go, his swollen chest rising and falling in the bottom of his vision with each breath he took.

The dark fabric of his wingsuit clung to his skin, impossibly light, like a second layer of skin, accentuating his feminine curves. The thin gauze of its wings hung loose and crumpled at his sides.

His curled and blow dried hair was hidden away inside his heavy helmet, the visor now pulled up after his hair-raising descent through the misty skies above the city, to land on this dark and tiny patch of land on the outskirts, not far from the party. On his slender, female back, a tiny pack contained his high heels, purse, passport, makeup…

…and a tiny but very deadly pistol.

The distant sounds of laughter and music drifted on the breeze. Terrance closed his eyes and inhaled the sweet night air, turning towards the mansion as he did so.

There it was. The place he’d come all this way for, traveling thousands of miles through the cold and bitter night. The place he’d lost his gender to get to, the place he’d given up his identity to get inside.

The place where he would either catch the Jaguar’s playboy eye, or where he would die and be buried in his female body, its curved hips and slight, 5ft8 frame his for all eternity.

With a quiet exhale, Terrance opened his wide, innocent brown eyes again. He reached up, unhooked the chinstrap and took off his helmet, shaking out his waterfall of hair.

In a few moments, he’d remove the wingsuit and hide both it and his backpack somewhere where there was no chance of the Jaguar’s men stumbling across it. Then, dressed only in his elegant cocktail dress and holding his clutch bag, he would enter the party, a mysterious smile on his supermodel face as he blended in with the great and good of this foul, drug addled city.

He was trained and ready to do whatever it took to get to the Jaguar. Whatever his new, female body and the situation demanded of him, he would do.

With slow movements, Terrance looked down one last time at the body he’d been forced to inhabit these past three weeks; the body he was still getting used to. Looked at its curves, the way it kinked in at the waist and rose in two fleshy lumps at the chest. Looked at its slender legs and wide hips, and its pert, round ass, straining at the fabric of the wingsuit.

Mr. Hipster had been right, he grimly noted, there was no way any straight man on Earth could resist this body.

Especially not when it came equipped with a mind trained to know about everything the Jaguar held dear.

The plane had vanished. Above, the night sky was empty, its stars looking like lost and lonely houses on the outskirts of some big city, seen from above. With a deep breath to steady himself, Terrance turned to face his target.

“Let’s do this,” he whispered, his soft, feminine voice barely audible over the wind blowing through the trees.

And, without a backward glance, the beautiful woman set off for the Jaguar’s party.


Two: The Transformation

The hot water cascaded down Terrance’s naked back, making his bare skin tingle. Steam lazily curled round his body, turning the glass shower door an opaque milky white.

Terrance noticed exactly none of this. He was too busy staring at his brand new breasts.

They were pert and firm, with pointy dark nipples that stuck out, little drips of water running over them. Without measuring them, Terrance guessed they were probably a C-cup. Not too big, and not too small, just how he liked them on women.

The only problem was they weren’t on a woman…

As the water drummed down and swirled around his small new feet, Terrance hesitantly reached up with both his hands. He held them uncertainly before his chest for a second, then closed his eyes and clasped them shut around his new breasts.

Almost instantly, he let go again, his body jerking back and his eyes flying open like he’d been shocked.

Fuck. That was weird…

More than that. It had felt wrong. The way his nipples brushed against the palms of his dainty new hands. The way his fingers squeezed his boobies, feeling their firmness, their suppleness.

The way the feeling of having his big new chest felt made a faint feeling of… of warmth start spreading through him. Like it was comforting. Like it was natural.

No, Terrance hadn’t enjoyed that one bit at all.

With a little shudder, he reached out, turned the hot water off. The handle felt too big in his hands, like it had grown while he’d been out at work. He forced himself to ignore it and, grabbing a towel off the rail, stepped out the shower, into his bathroom.

The tiled floor was cool under his feet. Long, wet rat tails of hair fell down his narrow back, already turning cold against his soft, golden skin. With every step, he could feel his wide hips naturally curling. Feel his new breasts, jiggling softly, reminding him he wasn’t wearing his bra.

He padded over to the mirror, toweling off his flowing hair like it was the most-natural thing in the world, all too aware of how subtly different everything looked. How it seemed like everything had magically raised itself up an extra six inches into the air.

He gave a little internal sigh. He’d never realized it as a 6ft2 man, but six inches in height made one hell of a difference.

Yet his new, smaller height was the least of his worries.

Terrance stopped before the mirror, the mirror he’d looked into hundreds of times before as a man. It, too, was higher up than he remembered it, its surface fogged by steam from his shower.

For a second, he hesitated. Then he suddenly set his soft new jaw.

“We’re gonna be stuck like this for a while,” he felt his lips move, but the voice that came out was completely alien. A soft, smoky, seductive voice that was higher in pitch than his had ever been before. “So. We might as well get used to it.”

And with that, he reached out and wiped the mirror clear with the palm of one hand.

Before it all fogged up again, he had time to see who was on the other side, and it made him dizzy.

From the silvery depths, Teri Wilde looked defiantly out at him, her pouty lips pressed together, her dark eyes unnaturally hard.

She was gorgeous, maybe 22 at most, with high cheekbones, a tiny, button nose, and an elegant, swan-like neck that lead down to a pair of breasts firmer and riper than anything Terrance had seen since his college days.

She was naked, her long hair soaking wet and swept defiantly back behind her ears. Her stomach was flat and toned, her waist so tight you could see a little kink in her sides. Her hips were wide, and her ass stuck out – slightly too big for her body, but in a way that made her look voluptuous and sexy, like she could be in music videos.

Her skin was a faint, golden brown, like her parents had been mixed Latin and Caucasian. Her legs were long, slender. Between her thighs, a demure little tuft of wiry hair curled above a long slit with pink lips.

Even without makeup, she was gorgeous. She was beautiful. She was everything a red blooded man could ever want in a woman.

And she was him.

As the mirror slowly steamed back up, making Teri’s features go blurry, Terrance watched her, his lips dry and his heart fluttering in his heavy new chest. Twelve hours after his transformation, little more than two days after his first meeting with the soldier, the bureaucrat and the scientist, he still couldn’t shake the feeling that this couldn’t be happening, that it had to be an elaborate trick involving holograms.

But he knew better than that. He could feel his new, female body around him. Feel the way his nipples were hardening in the cold. Feel the strange way he now stood, one leg relaxed more than the other, naturally making his body kink in the middle.

Feel the absence between his legs, where until recently he’d had a big, long cock dangling that used to delight the girls he sometimes saw.

He was Teri now. Would be until his mission was over. Until he climbed on that plane in three weeks’ time and set off for South America under the cover of darkness.

“Three weeks without sex,” he said out loud in his soft, seductive new voice, watching as the blurry image of Teri in the steamed-up mirror mouthed the words in time with him. “Three weeks of pissing sitting down, shaving our armpits, wearing panties and getting checked out by every macho guy working at the Farm.”

He exhaled, blowing his cheeks out. The air came out in a low whistle.

“It’s gonna be hell, isn’t it?”

From what he could see of Teri’s fading eyes in the mirror, it looked like she agreed with him.

*

“HA!”

“C’mon, Teri, you can do better than that!”

“My… name…” the words came out in pants, as he struggled to fill his puny new body’s lunge with oxygen, “isn’t… Teri.”

“Want me to use your male name? Stop hitting like a girl.”

“HA!”

“Harder, you pussy. Harder!”

“HA!”

It was one week after Terrance’s transformation, and five days into his intensive operation training program. In all that time, he’d barely slept a wink, barely stayed at his apartment.

On some level, he was glad all this work was keeping him from thinking too hard about the fact he was now a woman; he was so tired at nights that he barely even noticed he was peeing sat down.

On the other hand, he was more exhausted than he’d ever been while not on a mission before.

The Agency had put him through crash courses in the Jaguar’s history. Tests to make sure his Spanish was still at native-speaker level (he’d passed these with flying colors, but they took up so much goddamn time). Routine drills to make sure he could still shoot straight, still identify hostiles in the heat of combat, still make snap decisions.

All this would’ve kept him busy enough. But there was also the physical side.

The moment he’d stepped into that tank surrounded by Mr. Hipster’s scientist friends – the warm liquid inside lulling him into a trance while also slowly reprogramming his DNA and shifting his skin – he’d lost his powerful, male body, the one he’d been building up at the gym for years.

In its place, he’d been given a female body so willowy, so weak, that moving around in it at first had made him feel like his bones were hollow.

So now here he was. In the Farm’s gym, his killer new body hidden away inside a woman’s boxing gear, trying his goddamn best to knock the stacked black man before him flat on the matt.

“Harder, Teri. Hit me!”

Terrance hopelessly swung his fist. The muscular trainer easily batted it away. It was too much for Terrance.

He stepped back, dropping down, placed his hands on his knees, gasping in lungfuls of air. His long hair dangled past his face, appearing in his vision like a long curtain, trailing towards the floor. With each deep breath he could see his stupid boobs swelling and contracting.

“Enough…” he gasped. “Please…”

Clifton lowered his hands. Stood, his arms crossed over his broad chest, a faint smirk on his lips. His gray t-shirt was barely damp, while Terrance felt like he was sweating buckets.

“What’s the matter, hot stuff? Too hard for you?”

Terrance glared up at the tall black man. He knew his trainer was trying to antagonize him, to make him angry enough to start sparring again, that he’d never talk to a real female agent like that.

He also knew that he didn’t care, and Clifton’s patronizing attitude was making him sick.

“Look, this isn’t my body, OK?” He snapped, standing upright. His trainer smiled. “You think you’d be able to knock out a ripped dude stuck like this?”

He hated the way his voice sounded when he complained. Whiny, high pitched, a little squeaky.

Hysterical. Silly. All those mean little words you reserved for when women were upset, while men got to be understandable things, like angry, frustrated, worked up.

“Who cares?” His trainer snapped back, that amused smile still on his face. “I’m not the one who might need to take out some drug dealer’s goons. Whether you’re a woman or a man, all the same to me.”

“Yeah?” Terrance held up his hands. “Why’d you make me wear the pink gloves then?”

“Coz you’re a girl right now, Teri. Not a woman. You hit like a girl. You move like a girl. And you sure as hell whine like a girl.”

Terrance glowered up into Clifton’s face as his smile grew wider. To his annoyance, he was faintly aware that his transformed mind found the big black man weirdly attractive.

If you’re into macho assholes, I guess. Now stop thinking about this shit, it’s just a side-effect of the change…

He turned his hands rounds, clenched his fists, holding them up towards his trainer. The hot/annoying black guy smiled, the lights of the gym faintly shining off his shaved head.

“That’s better.” He raised his hands. “Now, stop being a girl and hit me like a woman!”

Barely had he finished talking than Terrance’s body bunched up, than he pulled his arm back, and felt himself spring forward, all the power, all the frustration bound up inside his tiny new fist.

“HA!”

“Haha, that’s better! Maybe we’ll make a woman outta you yet, girly. Now. Again!”

“HA!”

“Again!”

“HA!”

*

The training continued.

Each night, Terrance would sit in his apartment, one smooth, slender leg unconsciously crossed over the over as he ate pizza and pored over the files the Agency had on the Jaguar.

There were the usual reports. The notes and memos linking him to drug smuggling rings, to violence and mayhem on the American continent. There were breathless reports of his staggering wealth. Testimonies that the Jaguar was both tough and fair.

That he never forgot a debt. That he spent the bulk of his ill-gotten money building schools and hospitals in the poorer barrios, where he was considered a modern folk hero.

Eyewitness accounts telling how you should never cross him, but that he made it a point of honor to never hurt women and children.

Good. Terrance thought idly, tossing his hair back and glancing down at his soft, curvy new body. Suppose that’s a bonus for me…

And then he remembered the face of Antonio Martinez, and the sweet, innocent face of the 7-year old girl the Agency had grafted onto him, and he remembered the horribly casual words of the bald man again:

“Mr. Martinez is as dead as they come…”

After that, he didn’t feel like eating anymore.

There were photos, too. Grainy images of the Jaguar, taken on telephoto lenses. Satellite images of suspected hideouts; gray smears against the desert. In all these, Terrance found only one clear image.

It was a couple of years old, now. A photo taken Stateside, back before the Jaguar crossed the border and killed Antonio.

It showed a tall, older man with peppery hair and dark stubble, climbing out a sportscar by a mansion somewhere.

His shoulders were broad, his chest like a barrel. A collared shirt hung open and loose around his shoulders, fluttering in an invisible wind, revealing a tight white tee beneath it that clung to the man’s muscles, his pecs and abs defined and visible through its taut fabric.

His movements were visibly slow, almost languid. One big hand was raised to his sunglasses, showing forearms that were thick and dusted with dark hair. A faint bulge in the man’s chinos momentarily caught Terrance’s eye, drew it to his crotch. He felt himself blush slightly and looked away.

“There you are,” he whispered in Teri’s voice, looking down at his prey’s handsome, lined face. “My Jaguar.”

Even as a frozen image, the man in the photo radiated power. Not the gaudy power of most drug dealers. A coiled, physical power. The sort of raw, animal strength and magnetism that only the best leading men could portray on film. A sort of danger. A sort of… sexiness.

Everything in his body, his movements, indicated that this was a man who could easily hold you down and kill you, or just as easily pin you to a bed and make love to you, slipping his large cock in and out of you as you writhed and gasped and moaned, completely at his mercy…

…and anyone watching would barely be able to tell the difference.

For a long time, Terrance stared at the photo, as if hypnotized. Ignoring his pizza as it turned cold beside him. Ignoring the buzz of his cell as yet another of his girlfriends winged him an irritable WhatsApp asking where he’d been these last weeks. Ignoring his cat as it came and wound its way around his legs, unsure who this strange woman was in its apartment and not really caring.

Ignoring everything in favor of that powerful, dangerous man. The man he’d spend the next few weeks thinking about every single waking minute.

At long last, he became aware of a strange feeling stirring in his body. A sort of tension. A kind of faraway warmth…

…and then he felt the bead of moisture on the inside of his leg and realized what had happened.

“Oh fuck.”

He quickly slipped the photo back into the folder, suddenly all too aware of the dampness in his crotch, and the way his nipples were all pointy and scratching against the fabric of the cotton girl’s top he was wearing; one of a haul of women’s clothes he’d hastily bought on his first night as female and billed to the Agency.

By his feet, the cat looked up, curious to see what was happening.

“What? It’s nothing,” he insisted in his female voice, frowning down at the creature. “It’s just this new body, OK? I haven’t… got a handle on it just yet, all right?”

The cat yawned disdainfully, got up and slinked away across the kitchen.

“Don’t give me that,” Terrance murmured after it in his soft accent, “like I haven’t seen you out there, chasing after those toms.”

The cat ignored him, as it always did these days. As it always had when he was male, come to think of it. Terrance impulsively stuck his tongue out at it, suddenly feeling every bit the 22-year old girl he appeared to be, instead of the 35-year old man he really was.

“Anyway,” he turned back to the file, hesitated, then pushed it aside and picked up the latest newspapers from his target country, far below Mexico, “it doesn’t mean anything. Just this stupid body.”

He concentrated furiously on reading the Spanish words, moving his lips as he read the reports, deliberately trying to mimic the local accent as he did so.

That night, as he lay in bed, Terrance had odd dreams. About a big, black man shouting at him to work harder. About running in the darkness of a vast and lonely desert, somewhere in the south.

About how he stopped running and fell into the arms of a broad shouldered man with peppery hair. A man who held him down on a bed while he whimpered, then climbed on top of him and started kissing Terrance’s slender neck, his clavicle, his chest, letting his lips drift over his hard and tender nipples…

He woke up with a gasp to find his crotch soaked and the first gray light of dawn starting to filter through into his bedroom. Without even thinking about what he was doing, he rolled onto his front, bunched one hand into a fist and slipped it down between his legs. Then he frantically bucked his hips, guided by instinct, until his girl-body came with a sudden force that made him bite down on his pillow to stop himself from crying out, and left his entire body shivering from head to toe.

That morning at breakfast, the cat wandered over, sat down beside him and glanced up at Terrance’s confused, ashamed face with a smug little look that seemed to say I told you so.

*

It took a long time to make a man into a convincing woman, even a man who had been given the body of a girl by the Agency’s scientists. There were correct ways of acting you needed to learn. Of speaking. Of holding yourself.

For Terrance, it was like a revelation. He’d never realized before just how many tiny little differences existed between the sexes. Little things in the way others treated him, and in the ways he was expected to treat other people.

Every lunch, when he got away from his training long enough to eat, he now found himself automatically sitting at tables with other women on.

When he did find himself in a social situation with a man, he was shocked and a little angry to discover he was suddenly expected to listen while the other guy pontificated, explaining things to Terrance like he’d been transformed into a total bimbo rather than a woman who just happened to be young and beautiful.

Worse was the way guys now glanced at him as he walked around the Farm, coy little smiles to check out his legs or try to catch his eye. Even the female agents seemed to assume someone as gorgeous and as made up as Terrance was had to be a secretary, rather than an active duty agent.

At times like this, Terrance would angrily wish he could get out of this stupid body, even as he smiled winningly back at the guys, or even just put on a suit and cover some of his new curves up.

But it was part of his training that he learn how to dress elegantly, maneuver his new body in killer heels, become a pro at putting on makeup and passing among strangers as a girl.

So here he was, walking through the Farm like a girl on her way to a cocktail party, and having to deal with all the weird and resentful looks this caused.

After the first couple of days of this, he’d wondered aloud why the hell they couldn’t have just hired, y’know, an actual woman for this job?

He’d been with Liz, the only woman in their department of six; the only six people in the entire Agency to know he was really a man. She’d taken him down the shooting range to let him get a feel of using heavy guns in his weak new body, and smiled at his question.

“You give us chicks too much credit,” she’d said, loading up a rifle for him. “Not all of us are experts at walking in heels like that and looking like a supermodel.”

She’d handed him the gun.

“Sure,” Terrance had replied, faintly annoyed to be interrupted in his moan. “But there must be some women working here who are into this dressing up. I mean, it must be taking longer to get me pulling this shit off, right?”

“Maybe,” Liz had shrugged, “but are they all native level Spanish with a perfect grasp of regional variations and slang?”

“Huh? Well, I guess some of them must be…”

“And do those Spanish-perfect beauty queens have an intimate knowledge of the geography and political situations south of the border, born from sixteen years pulling off clandestine operations in the region?”

“Maybe some? I don’t know…”

“And, of that tiny handful who meet these ridiculous criteria, how many have a long history of assassinations and taking down cartel leaders without anyone ever suspecting?”

“What’s your point?”

“My point is,” Liz had shrugged, “you were perfect for the job. The only thing they needed to change was your gender. And it’s far quicker for you to pick up basic cross-dressing than it is for me to learn perfect Caracas slum slang and the names and identities of every major drug operator in SA.”

At this point she’d smiled.

“You should be pleased, Teri. You’re a valuable asset. And how many of us get to spend three weeks as the opposite gender, huh? I mean, I’d kill to find out what’s happening inside the head of all those assholes I’ve dated.”

And, with that, she’d stepped back.

“Now, soldier.” She’d said in an amused voice, “show me what a bimbo like you can do with her weapon.”

With pleasure, Terrance had thought, sourly. Then he’d spun round and fired and kept on firing until the human-shaped paper target was torn to shreds and flapping in two.

And around all this, Terrance kept on sparring, kept on reading, kept on learning to act like a beautiful, elegant woman.

More days passed. He went to photoshoots the Agency had organized, that would be used to create a modeling backstory on the internet for him, and had to stand in stupid, sexy poses that made him feel faintly silly, all while being perved over by the photographer’s assistants.

He held a Skype conference with an asset in Miami, who’d officially constructed his new identity; falsifying government records to create the backstory of a wealthy girl born in Florida to a Cuban mom and American dad, who'd moved south of the border aged 16 to pursue her dream of becoming a singer.

And, even as he progressed further and further and slipped deeper into his role, he still found himself, most nights, quietly studying the photos and files on the Jaguar, and wondering how such a careful, ethical and, well, gentlemanly smuggler could wind up becoming such a villain.

By the time his three weeks were up, he was ready to be Teri.

*

On his last night in America, Terrance was cooking some pasta and listening to the sounds of the rain outside when he heard a firm knock at the door.

“Who is it?” He yelled, trying not to let his sauce boil over, while simultaneously trying not to trip over the cat.

There was no answer. He frowned to himself.

“Wasn’t expecting anyone…” he muttered in Teri’s voice. He glanced down at himself in irritation. He was wearing nothing but a pair of flimsy pink panties and a that white cotton top. As usual, he’d taken his bra off the moment he’d walked in the door, willing to put up with the weirdness of his chest jiggling to spare himself the weirdness of feeling like a dude wearing a bra.

The knocking came again. Harder this time, more urgent. Probably one of the neighbors, angry the cat had left a dead bird on their balcony or something.

With a sigh, Terrance took the pan off the heat, shooed the cat away, went over to the mirror and straightened his hair, already rehearsing how he’d tell whoever it was that too bad, Terrance is out this evening, I’m just holding fort for him. You want me to take a message?

Moments later, he was at the door, undoing the lock even as he automatically checked his gun was in easy reach, and stood up on tiptoes to reach the now much-higher peephole.

“Just a moment…” he called, softly.

And then he saw who was out there and froze.

What…? Seriously…?

He lowered his petit new body off its tiptoes, looked blankly at the door. For a moment, he wondered what to do, what he should say, if he should just pretend there was no-one home…

…and then something suddenly seemed to give in his brain. An old, unnecessary defense crumbled away and, with a little internal shrug and a little outward smile, Terrance took the chain off the latch, opened the door, and then stepped back, leaning against the wall with his hands loosely clasped behind his back, his bare legs crossed and a faintly-knowing smile on his beautiful new face.

“Well, well,” he heard himself purr, “isn’t this a surprise?”

In the corridor, Clifton smiled down at him, his giant frame almost blocking the doorway.

He was dressed in a simple shirt with a dark jacket, dripping wet from the rain outside. A bottle of wine was grasped in one large hand. His face, so often creased into a cruel little smirk at the sight of Terrance in his new body was now slightly self-conscious.

“I thought maybe you could use one last pep talk,” the muscular black guy said, his eyes drifting down over Terrance’s naked legs.

“In the mood for some exercise, huh?” Terrance threw back carelessly, all too aware of the smile on his own face. “Who says I want you round here?”

Clifton shrugged.

“Maybe you do, maybe you don’t. Just say the word and I’ll go. Saw a nice bar on the street corner, sure there’s a lonely girl or two in there.”

“Think they’d be interested in a mean old hardass like you?”

Clifton didn’t reply. His sly look said it all.

Deep inside his brain, Terrance was aware how wrong this was. How he should be chasing Clifton away instead of flirting with him like this, then going back to his research.

But he was aware of something else, too. A feeling, rising up in him, one that had been waiting ever since he stepped out of that tank in Teri’s dynamite body. A sort of warm anticipation that was folding itself around his female flesh, making his crotch feel tingly and his nipples go all hard.

C’mon… how many dudes get a chance to experience this…?

Clifton glanced down at the two points protruding from Terrance’s tits. The two, unmistakable nubs of his nipples, straining against the white cotton fabric.

“I think…” he murmured, “that someone wants to invite me inside.”

Terrance slowly nodded.

“I think you’re right,” he whispered.

He slowly moved to one side as the enormous black man stepped inside, ducking slightly so his 6ft6 frame didn’t bump against the top of the door. The sight of him did strange things to Terrance’s female body.

In the gym at the Farm, Clifton looked big, like a wall of muscle and power that couldn’t be contained. In this corridor, though, he looked like a giant. He towered over Terrance, nearly a full foot bigger than him. The sheer size of this brute, his evident strength was enough to make Terrance’s pouty lips go dry.

“Dinner’s almost ready,” he said with easy nonchalance, pushing himself off the wall as he did so, “come in when you’re out those wet clothes. Oh, and don’t forget the wine.”

He could feel Clifton’s dark eyes, lingering on his ass as he walked. Feel the black man’s desire, like it was a living thing, stretching out, caressing his female body, making him shiver slightly. He deliberately curved his hips a little, giving his personal trainer a good show.

He could already tell this was gonna be one hell of a night.

*

The rain drummed softly on the windows. In the darkness of the apartment, Terrance threw back his head and moaned.

“You like that, huh?” Clifton’s voice was low, harsh in his ear, but deeply intoxicating. “You like having my dick in you?”

Sat across his personal trainer, Terrance weakly nodded his pretty little head. His long hair lay between his shoulder blades, tickled at his bare back. His nipples were so hard they hurt.

His legs were spread, his thighs either side of the muscular black man’s waist as they sat together on the sofa, Terrance straddling his big, thick cock as they slowly moved together to an invisible rhythm.

He was tipsy, he knew that. Knew the wine had made him looser, made him respond to Clifton’s first kisses by kissing him back, by letting the black man send his tongue swirling around the insides of Terrance’s mouth. Made him unbutton his trainer’s shirt and start kissing his rock solid chest, one small had placed flat against his abs, letting the strong man’s raw power flow through him like electricity.

He told himself it was the alcohol that had made him jump up and wrap his legs round Clifton’s waist and kiss him and keep wildly kissing him as the black man swept the countertop clean with one hand and placed Terrance on it, his fingertips kneading his pert ass, squeezing it, making Terrance dizzy with desire.

He remembered pulling his top off over his head, the movement mussing up his long hair, and letting his breasts dangle, ripe and free. He remembered the way Clifton had kissed them, his lips brushing against their tender flesh like the wings of a butterfly as he kissed them all over, before sucking on Terrance’s nipples and making him moan out loud.

He remembered the way he’d clutched the black man’s head against his chest, closed his eyes and drank in the aroma of his sweat, a faintly acrid smell that sent signals firing through his female body, making his pussy all wet and sloppy and his mind feel wrapped in pink fog.

He remembered all this, and tried to tell himself it was only the alcohol.

But he knew both of them knew differently.

Beneath him, the strong giant bucked his hips, sending his long prick lancing further up inside him. Terrance bit down on his lower lip and let out a tiny squeak, part of him horrified to feel something – anything! – inside him like that, but most of him just lost on the waves and waves of pleasure rolling over his body.

He raised himself up, moving against Clifton’s movements. He raised his body up until his lover’s thick, dark penis was almost outside him…

…and then he lowered himself down again as Clifton thrust upwards, inviting his trainer inside him, inviting him into his womb.

Oh Christ, I have a womb now… what if he gets me pregnant?

The walls of his new pussy stretched with each movement of their hips, sending little sparks of pleasure flashing into his female brain. He could feel Clifton’s balls – two fat, heavy things that had for some reason fascinated him – pushing up against his anus. Clifton’s hands grasped him by his ass, holding him in place, keeping him there, taking his willpower away from him.

His clit throbbed. His pussy flowed with juices. With each thrust, Terrance could feel his perky breasts bouncing on his chest, reminding him of his change, reminding him of what he had become.

He closed his eyes, unable to stop the high-pitched gasps and whimpers escaping from his throat.

I’m a girl now… a horny little girl who likes having dicks inside her, who loves having big, black men fuck her…

As if on cue, Clifton suddenly started thrusting faster, his hips bucking furiously as he let out animal like grunts, each pounding enough to make Terrance’s pretty little mouth open wide in a big ‘O’ and to make him wail and whimper and want to scream.

“Harder…” he dimly heard himself begging, “oh fuck, baby, harder!”

And then, before he knew it, he was coming.

It came out of nowhere. One minute, he was riding Clifton’s dick, enjoying the waves of sleepy pleasure washing over him, the next his eyes were screwed up, his pretty, painted lips were dangling open and he was letting out cries of Oh! Oh! Oh!

His orgasm was like a slap to the face. It sent him reeling, made him dizzy. The world turned blurry around him. He felt his long hair plastered across his face as a shiver ran across his skin.

Then he was smiling dazedly down at Clifton as the black man kept on pumping away, still filling Terrance’s pussy and making him whimper even as his orgasm receded.

“You came already?”

Terrance nodded, his vision still slightly blurry.

“Yeah. Oh fuck…”

He closed his eyes as Clifton bucked hard against him. The black man grinned, grabbed his hips, hauled him off his frame like Terrance was made of feathers, and dumped him down on the sofa.

“In that case, maybe it’s time we tried something new…”

Moments later, Terrance was on all fours, screaming in pleasure as Clifton fucked him from behind, the black man’s gigantic dick pounding into him, each thrust making his dangling boobies jiggle and making him feel like he was going mad from pleasure.

The next morning, Terrance got dressed at dawn and left without a word, leaving the strong man who’d taken his female virginity sleeping naked in his bed.

Two hours later, he was on a plane to South America, trying desperately to listen to his briefing, even as he felt the dull, happy ache in his cunt and his mind kept flitting back to the incredible fucking he’d received the night before.


Three: The Jaguar

Laughter filled the air. Music thudded out into the sweet, equatorial night. Elegant dresses flashed past; glimpses of sharp suits; smiling, perfect faces; sparkling conversation, all conducted in the upper-class Spanish of this former colony.

Terrance moved among these people unnoticed, his stylish leather clutch bag clasped in one hand and a cocktail in the other, smiling back at the other women with his dazzling, supermodel smile, fluttering his eyelashes at the rich, powerful men who eyed him with smirks on their wrinkled faces.

It had been the easiest thing in the world, getting into the Jaguar’s party.

After stowing his wingsuit and bag, he’d walked for about ten minutes through the endless grounds of the vast, white mansion, keeping to the shadows, making sure no guards saw him.

Then, when he was absolutely sure it was safe, he’d slipped on his killer heels, swept one last hand through his long hair, and stepped out of the shadows by the pool and into the crowd, instantly blending in with the beautiful people the Jaguar had invited.

And now here he was. Carefully weaving his way through the crowd of guests, occasionally stopping to indulge a hopeful man who took his arm, charming the old prick with his Spanish bon mots before excusing himself and moving on.

“Another glass, ma’am?” asked a young waiter in Spanish.

“Gracias,” Terrance took the proffered glass in one dainty hand, his long, red nails vibrant against the bubbling liquid inside. “You’re from Bogota?”

He smiled as the boy blinked at him.

“The accent. They say you can always tell a Rolo, no matter how long he’s been away from home.”

The boy smiled nervously, his cheeks coloring slightly. He was maybe 18, not much younger than Terrance’s new body, but clearly still shy around women.

Especially when they were as drop dead gorgeous as Terrance now was.

“I-I grew up there, ma’am. But I left with my mother a very long time ago.”

“Do you look after her?” Terrance felt himself playfully arch a sculpted eyebrow. “Some women think that’s a very attractive trait in a boy.”

He let his words hang in the air, before adding in a soft whisper.

“I happen to agree.”

Deep inside his mind, the male part of Terrance’s brain was aware of how weird this all felt. He was intentionally flirting with this boy, leading him on with his sweet, smoky words, deliberately holding himself in such a way that would signal sexual interest.

It helped that the boy was attractive, in an innocent sort-of way. But it was still strange. On the few previous occasions he’d had to flirt with women while undercover, he’d been able to brush it aside, focus on his genuine feelings of desire to paper over his motives.

Flirting with a boy, as a woman, though, was a whole different ballgame.

If the boy was aware of the strange thoughts swirling around this gorgeous woman’s mind, he didn’t show it.

“Th-thank you, ma’am,” he stammered, looking a little like a rabbit caught in headlights, “umm, are you… I mean, what is your-?”

“My name?” Terrance let his body give the boy a ghost of a smile.

He’s cute when he’s nervous, he thought, idly.

“Teri. The man of the house invited me last week, but I don’t know any of these people.” He made a show of pouting slightly and looking round the poolside area, trying to summon the demeanor of a spoiled rich girl who can’t find anyone to talk to. “They’re so boring, don’t you think?”

The boy hesitated. Terrance let out a perfectly-timed, tinkly little laugh. He placed his glass on the boy’s tray, then placed a hand gently on his arm.

“Listen, you don’t have to pretend around me. My grandmother was from Bogota, too, and what are we Rolos known for if not speaking our minds?” A pause. “Tell me, what’s your name?”

“Andersen,” the boy managed to get out. The moment Terrance had laid one gentle hand against him, he’d look like he might explode.

“That’s such a strong name. Can you tell me, Andersen…” Terrance stepped slightly forward, got on tiptoes, his lips almost brushing the boy’s earlobe.

This close, he could feel the waiter’s body heat. Feel him trembling slightly, unsure how he should deal with a woman this beautiful being this close to him; trying to figure out if she was really flirting, or if she was just another drunk rich girl, amusing herself and scandalizing her parents by faking an interest in a poorer boy.

Poor bastard, Terrance thought, vaguely. Let’s at least give him something to remember from this…

He deliberately leaned slightly forward, until he felt the boy’s arm bump up gently against one of his breasts. The boy went stiff as a board.

“Can you tell me where our host is?” He whispered in his sultry voice, his breath warm against the boy’s face. “He’s keeping himself hidden, but I know the staff at these parties always know.”

Andersen was silent, as still as a statue. He didn’t move, didn’t seem to breathe. But neither did he take his arm away from where it rested against Terrance’s firm breast.

“Please?” Terrance’s voice was barely audible above his breath. He let his free hand gently start tiptoeing its way up the boy’s spine, his fingertips slightly caressing him through his starched uniform. “I’d like a chance to at least say hello to him.”

He thought it wasn’t going to work. Already, he could hear a few of the guests around them, whispering about that tipsy girl trying to get in the waiter’s pants. He was afraid Andersen would hear it too, and become too paralyzed with fear to even talk.

Instead, the waiter at last gave himself an almost imperceptible shake. He pulled back slightly, the pressure from his arm falling away from Terrance’s breast as the boy looked into his face.

“This way, Senorita,” he murmured at last.

Terrance rewarded him with a dazzling smile.

*

The west wing of the mansion was in darkness, sealed off from the rest of the party. Terrance climbed the steps behind Andersen, carefully putting his high heeled feet forward in the gloom, making sure to keep rolling his hips and curving his pert little bum like a natural supermodel.

Up here, facing the dark mountains above the city, the sounds of the party were very faint, very dim. The music sounded like it was coming from another world.

At last, they stopped before a large oak door at the end of a long corridor.

“Wait here,” Andersen said, avoiding Terrance’s eye. He vanished into the gloom without a backward glance.

Terrance waited, aware his heart was fluttering in his swollen chest. He clutched his clutch bag, trying not to think too hard about the tiny pistol hidden in there.

Trying not to think too hard about his awful, deadly mission.

At long last, a buzzer hidden in the darkness crackled into life, almost making him jump.

“Enter,” a high-pitched, female voice said in a thick Guadalajara accent.

Shit, he’s not alone… Terrance just had time to think, followed by, what was wrong with that woman’s voice…?

And then the door buzzed open, and he had no choice but to step inside.

The moment he entered the room, he knew he’d made a fatal mistake.

The room was lined with heavy wooden panels, clearly obscuring sophisticated soundproofing techniques. Chandeliers hung from the ceiling, their refracted light throwing strange shadows on the deep red carpet, and casting barely-perceptible colors onto the heavy oak desk at the far end.

But none of this was what caught Terrance’s eye and made him feel suddenly ill. None of this was what caused a suffocating sense of helplessness to rise in him.

Stood on the other side of the desk, the Jaguar was watching him with a genial smile, a glass of champagne held loosely in one hand, the other casually slung in his pocket.

Beside him, sat on the desk, a small, pre-teen Mexican girl with dark skin and wide eyes held a gun that was far too big for her tiny hands, a demonic grin on her childish face.

As the door automatically swung closed behind Terrance, cutting off his escape, the Jaguar took a sip of his drink, his eyes alive and mischievous.

“What can I say?” He said in faintly-accented English, his baritone voice loaded with amusement. “You were right, my dear. There was an Agent at my party.”

“You’re damn fucking right,” the 10-year old girl growled, her head lowered as she stared at Terrance from underneath her dark bangs. “What do you want me to do with her?”

“Hey, what is this?” Terrance piped up in Spanish, desperately trying to act the part of a confused, scared partygoer, without much hope it would work. “I was just looking for the restroom…”

“Of course you were, my dear,” the Jaguar said gently, “just like there definitely isn’t a small pistol in that oh-so-fashionable bag of yours, no?”

When Terrance didn’t reply, he gave a shrug, took another sip of champagne and then gestured the girl with his glass.

“There is no use playing games at this stage. Mr. Martinez here is an Agent himself. Or, should I say, an ex-Agent?”

That faint smile crossed his lips again, without touching his electric blue eyes; eyes unsuited to such a dark complexion, but all the more hypnotic for that reason.

Eyes that were now struggling to hide an eternity of pain.

“As, for that matter, am I.”

“What?!” The word was out before Terrance realized he’d switched back to English. He looked wildly from the handsome billionaire before him – from the Jaguar, the killer he’d been stalking – to the deadly young girl sat beside him.

“Mr. Martinez, but he’s…” He looked helplessly at the girl.

“Mr. Martinez is no more dead than you or I,” the Jaguar said. He put his glass on the table, affectionately reached out and ruffled the slender child’s long, dark hair. The girl’s deadly expression didn’t change.

“He’s simply decided to take up a new role in my employ, even if it means being stuck in this sweet little body of his.”

The Jaguar suddenly frowned.

“Forgive me. I have made a mistake, blame my lack of English practice these last three years.” He gave Terrance a playful look. “Just now, when I said Mr. Martinez was no more dead than you or I? It seems I included one too many personal pronouns. As you can see, I am very much alive. But you, my dear?”

The room seemed to sway slightly. Terrance glanced numbly from the billionaire’s soft, open face to the closed face of the girl, of the ex-Agent turned Jaguar assassin.

He delicately wet his lips with his tongue.

“Wait…” he just had time to say in his sultry female voice.

And then there was a flash of light. A heavy noise that seemed to wallop against his eardrums. He saw the gun kick back in the girl’s tiny hands, its recoil almost enough to send her arms back over her head.

I’ve just been shot… Terrance had time to think.

And then there was another flash, another bang, and then there was nothing left at all.

To Be Continued…
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Turned Into a Fembot

“Look at you.” Dan smiled. “I can tell you’re thinking something like, what’s he done to me? Well. I guess it’s only fair I let you find out.”

He suddenly stood up straight, a smirk on his face, his eyes flashing.

“Candie. I order you to examine your new body.”

Candie? Jacob just had enough time to think. What the-?

And then his neck whirred forward on tiny, invisible gears, he looked down at himself, and his thoughts were swept away on a wave of utter horror.

No! This can’t be happening… it can’t!

Gone was his muscular, male body, the one he’d seen every day since he was a child.

In its place was a female body out of a nightmare.

Where only that morning, Jacob had had a strong chest with two well-defined pecs, he now had a gigantic pair of boobs that dangled free from his frame, their nipples long pink and pointed at the sky.

Where he’d once had a strong, triangle-shaped man’s body, he now had a horrible hourglass figure, that swelled out around his too-wide hips and tucked in horribly at his tiny waist.

And where he’d once had a big, fat cock that dangled between his legs and gave women like Jen endless pleasure, he now had a demure little mound, hidden away inside a pair of lacy pink panties.

Jacob didn’t need to pull his delicate new panties down to know that mound would be home to two plump little lips, and a tight little hole, all moist and ready to be invaded by cocks.

That’s my pussy, he thought, giddily, leaning forwards and trying to look past his stupidly-oversized boobs. Oh my God, I have a pussy!

That wasn’t all he had.

Gone were his hairy, muscular legs, replaced by two smooth, slender things that led down to a tiny pair of feet encased in tacky silver high heels.

Gone were his big arms, thick wrists and calloused hands, replaced with fragile little things that looked like a strong man could easily snap them in two, and long, elegant fingers that ended in bubblegum pink nails.

His shoulders had become narrower, pulled tighter to his body. His Adam’s apple had vanished, leaving a neck that was long and elegant.

Running his hands over his soft, springy new flesh, Jacob clasped his behind and was mortified to realize it now poked proudly out behind him, so pert and round and peach-like that it simply couldn’t be real!

“Well?” He heard his lover’s jilted husband murmur. “What does the little whore think?”

But Jacob was too busy helplessly following Dan’s orders to answer, examining his awful new body with a thoroughness that made him want to scream and close his eyes and never open them again for as long as he lived.

His dainty new fingers gripped his long blonde hair, holding it before his eyes so he could mentally wail at the perfect bounce and shine it had.

His hands felt his new face, taking in the smooth, stubble-free cheeks, the soft jawline, the pouty lips, the tiny button nose and cute little ears.

His long eyelashes fluttered in his vision, synthetically designed to be longer, darker and more seductive than any real woman could possibly hope to achieve.

He felt his eyebrows, plucked into a fine line that would be the envy of any girl. Touched his sharp new cheekbones. Helplessly clasped his big new titties and screamed.

But there was no denying it.

He, Jacob Flex, was a girl now. And not just any girl.

He was CANDIE. Even without looking in a mirror, he knew that it was true. Dan had – somehow – taken his soul and uploaded into the body of the busty sexbot, trapping him forever as an unthinking sex machine.

He was now a pleasurebot.

And he had a horrible feeling he’d soon be forced to give pleasure to as many men as possible…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Also by Lisa Change

*

Turned into the Billionaire’s Wife

Down on his luck Phil has always dreamed of having it all. Money. Fine clothes. Cars. An elegant, sophisticated lover. But he never thought it would happen like this…


On vacation in Dubai, Phil somehow finds himself magically transformed by a Bedouin’s lamp into a stunning, beautiful woman named Fifi. Sporting the finest dresses, flowing blond hair, and a designer pair of heels, Phil is forced to navigate a world where no-one can remember the male him, and where rich alpha males are desperate to seduce him.


At first Phil struggles to resist. Struggles to find a way to change back. But as his delightful new form catches the eye of both billionaire Ethan Drake and his handsome rival, he finds his will slowly crumbling. Will Phil manage to escape his heels and jewelry? Or will he find himself destined to fall in love and become the billionaire’s wife?  

Buy now


How I Became a School Girl

“They always said be careful what you wish for. If only I’d listened, I might still be a boy…”


18-year old Jonah is the school loser. The one who only hangs around with girls. The one who can’t even get a date for Prom. But things are about to change, and soon this friendless boy will find himself trapped as the most-popular girl!


After making an ill-advised wish, Jonah finds himself magically transformed into Johanna, the prettiest girl at school! Trapped as a school girl for twenty four hours, Jonah must now deal with dresses, makeup, and having muscular jocks trying to get in his pants!


But worse comes when he’s forced to attend senior prom as Johanna, and has to find a date. Because the wish is changing his brain, too, and suddenly Jonah finds himself falling for one of his male classmates. Can Jonah resist the temptations of his female body till he turns back at midnight? Or will starting a taboo TG relationship with another man be too alluring… even if he knows it will end in heartbreak?  

Buy now


He Was Turned Into a Girl

(another five tales of gender transformation)

Ordinary schoolgirl Suzie has a not-so-ordinary secret. She’s a trainee witch, struggling simultaneously to deal with her powers and puberty. But when her older brother Mark ruins her day, she forgets that with great power comes great responsibility. In a fit of rage, Suzie uses her magic to turn her brother into her sister.


Trapped a beautiful, busty Marketa, Mark is suddenly forced to deal with hormones, makeup, and his new body’s overwhelming attraction to boys. To make matters worse, his old male friends suddenly have the hots for him, too! But time is running out. If Suzie can’t figure out a way to reverse the spell soon, they’ll both have to pay a price. Suzie will lose her powers, and Mark will be stuck forever as a beautiful school girl…


In the longest tale in her new collection, Redesigning My Brother: Making My Sister, Lisa Change – author of TG novel My New Life as a School Girl – invites you on a gender-bending high school rollercoaster romance that’s impossible to put down. The rest of the collection includes: 

Gender Swap Day

My Husband, My Maid

Trapped Between Her Legs

She Turned Him Into a Fembot

Includes an author introduction and insights into each story!

Buy now


About the Author

Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.

If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...

To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her brand new blog.

*

If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon.
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