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Sneak preview

(skip this bit to avoid spoilers…)

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

It was exactly three weeks earlier. The day after his meeting with the brass, and Terrance was supposed to be using this downtime in the shower to run over all the new information he’d been given on the Jaguar. To internalize it.

But he was just too damn 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 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 dainty 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 Alvarez 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…

(now turn over and continue reading!)


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 porthole 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 Wolfe 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 her.

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 Alvarez.”

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 Alvarez, 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 Jaguar. The seductive, obscenely wealthy 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, these 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…

Well, you gotta kill the bad guys silently, right?

“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 New Mexico debacle in ‘16?”

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.” A pause. “I guess we were all sorry to hear when he was-”

“Ever see him in person?”

Terrance didn’t even miss a beat.

“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? Super – Terrance, my lab’s kinda been doing some experimenting. Nothing too crazy, but the Farm lets us get away with some weird stuff. Real X-files vibes.”

“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 large breasts 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 it.

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.

It was exactly three weeks earlier. The day after his meeting with the brass, and Terrance was supposed to be using this downtime in the shower to run over all the new information he’d been given on the Jaguar. To internalize it.

But he was just too damn 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 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 dainty 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 Alvarez 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 a day 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, ain’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 tossed 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 – with its stew of estrogen flowing through it – found the powerful 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, Teri. 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, forcing himself to look 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 can’t… 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, even as he gripped one of his powerful hands ever tighter around Terrance’s throat…

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, rubbing himself off with a ferociousness that was almost terrifying, grinding away at his cunt as images of the Jaguar, of Clifton, of men from his past flickered through his mind.

At last 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.

He lay there on his front for a few minutes longer, his crotch soaking wet, his breasts squashed against the mattress, and his soft, golden skin slick with sweat. Then, with a feeling of intense shame, he rolled onto his side, pulled his heavenly legs up to his chest, and tried to get back to sleep.

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. 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 as they tried to check out his legs or 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 gorgeous, seductive woman.

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 with a cool little smile.

Once, about three years ago, Liz had drunkenly wound up in Terrance’s bed, and the spy was sure she was getting a weird little kick out of seeing the beefy man who’d seduced her as a helpless girl.

“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.”

Terrance raised one expertly plucked eyebrow.

“Present company excepted?”

That cool little smile again. A teasing little look in Liz’s eyes.

“Maybe.”

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.

On those nights, he also found himself, more and more often, slowly, deliberately slipping out of his dresses. Walking, like a puppet being moved against her will, into the bedroom.

Lying on his old bed dressed only in his female underwear and slowly, shamefully, slipping one dainty hand into his panties as images of his quarry danced before his eyes. Unable to even imagine getting turned on by other women any longer. Unable to want anything but to lie in the Jaguar’s arms and let the monster fuck him, just as the real Teri Alvarez would have wanted.

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 tight 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, automatically playing the part of a beautiful girl, even as he rehearsed his excuse for whoever was at the door: oh, 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 supermodel features.

“Well, well,” he heard himself murmur in his lusty, female voice, “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 Clifton’s impossibly big 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 like it was 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 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…

The noises were impossible to hold back, these moans impossible to stop. As a guy, he’d always half-assumed the women he dated were so loud in bed as a way of stroking his ego.

Now he was a woman, though. Now he was the one moaning and whimpering like this as a long black dick slipped inside her, he knew it was nothing to do with making his partner feel good.

It was just a natural part of sex. As natural as the throbbing in his clit, or Clifton’s thick hands squeezing his perfect ass, or the way his tits jiggled as he bounced on his lover’s cock. Holding his moans back would have been like trying to stop the tide with his hands.

And Terrance didn’t want to hold anything back right now.

Not when he was just discovering how wonderful it was to be a woman.

“Oh God…” he heard himself moan, “oh God, Clifton…”

At the sound of his name, the black man grunted. Gave Terrance’s ass a ringing slap, making him feel dirty and embarrassed as humiliated and horny as fuck, all at once.

The transformed man opened his eyes and looked blearily down at his lover. At his rugged, handsome face. At his perfect shoulders, so broad and powerful.

He let one of his hands drop down, palm flat. Let it drift across Clifton’s bare chest, luxuriating in his masculinity, in the shape of his male body. In the intoxicating effect it was having on his female mind.

Dear God, why did I never realize men were so amazing…?

He never wanted to sleep with a woman again, he suddenly realized. Everything he’d ever wanted, everything he’d ever dreamed of experiencing in bed was here.

From now on, he wanted nothing more than to be fucked like a little whore, day in, day out, for the rest of his life.

As if on cue, Clifton suddenly grunted, pulled out of him. Terrance just had time to whimper “wha-?” and then the black man was taking him in his arms, lowering him onto the soft white rug on the floor, lowering himself on top of Terrance’s weak and helpless new body.

“Shh…” Clifton whispered, putting one hand over Terrance’s pouty lips. “Not a single word.”

Terrance weakly nodded his pretty little head, his female body too consumed by lust to say no.

For a second, he saw himself in his mind’s eye as he must look from outside right now. A gorgeous, elegant woman lying helplessly beneath a powerful black stud, surrendering to him completely.

And then Clifton slipped his enormous prick back inside his cunt, and Terrance thought about nothing more.

He whimpered uncontrollably as Clifton thrust his hips, fucking his old training partner with sharp, almost violent movements.

He moaned softly as the black man’s fat balls thwacked up against his asshole, rudely reminding him who was the man in this room.

And he helplessly ran his hands over Clifton’s powerful shoulders as the trainer pinned him like a butterfly and abused him like a whore.

The fucked like that for what seemed like forever, Terrance desperately trying not to cry out, the need to keep silent, to obey Clifton, only making his pussy wetter.

Just when he thought he could take it no more, and he’d go mad from desire, 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 squeal, “oh fuck, baby, harder!”

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

It came out of nowhere. One minute, he was speared on Clifton’s dick, lost in 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 up 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 himself off his frame, picked up Terrance like he was made of feathers, and dropped him back 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.

When his trained finally came, flooding Terrance’s brand new womb with sperm, it was all the transformed spy could do not to cry with happiness.

*

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.

Before he went though, he peeled back the sheets and took one last look at Clifton’s thick black penis. At the thing that had given him so much pleasure. That had finally made him into a woman.

For one dizzy moment, he was sorely tempted to bend down and kiss it, then take it in his pretty mouth and suck and bob his head until Clifton was jerked away just as he came in Terrance’s mouth.

Instead, he quietly laid the sheet back over the sleeping man, slipped into his high heels and let himself out to walk to the waiting car without making a sound.

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.

It didn’t help that he couldn’t stop thinking about Clifton.

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, before she went to Cuba to join the revolution, 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 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.


Book Two

One: The Woman

The first thing Terrance became aware of was the light.

It was everywhere. Surrounding him. Caressing him. A gentle, soft-edged white that seemed to flow out from the very corners of the universe.

Am I dead…? His confused brain just had time to think, before he very suddenly became aware of the second thing.

His head hurt like someone had just dropped a ton of bricks on it.

With a gentle moan, he tried to shake away the pain, tried to cast off this feeling like a vice was squeezing his brain, but it was no use. His pretty little head refused to move.

It was like he was trapped inside a cocoon. A beautiful butterfly that would soon transform backwards into a horrible hairy little caterpillar.

As he floated there, in that infinite sea of white, he became aware of another pain, radiating out from his abdomen in burning waves, like someone had pressed a red hot poker against his flesh.

Terrance concentrated it, trying to use it to clear the fog from his mind, as he’d been taught to do long ago at the Farm. The moment he turned his attention to it, the pain seemed to sharpen, making his whole stomach throb.

So not dead then. In that case, what…?

And then he noticed the third thing and suddenly reality came crashing back.

He could no longer feel the dress he’d been wearing the night before. No longer feel anything.

Wherever he was, he was completely naked.

“Ahhhhhhhh!”

With a high-pitched squeal, Terrance suddenly sat bolt upright, instinctively wrapping his slender arms across his chest, a look of panic in his dark eyes that slowly changed to confusion as his surroundings swam into view.

He was sat on the middle of a vast, four poster bed, the white fabric of its mosquito net flapping gently in the breeze from the open, colonial style slatted window.

Outside, the gentle Andean morning had drenched the world in light, soft and white, that seemed to suffuse the entire room, making its whitewashed walls and wooden floor look like something from a dream scene in a movie.

With a feeling of surprise, Terrance glanced down and saw a thin cotton sheet lay across his legs, hiding the nakedness of his lower half.

Dumbly, he glanced down at where the sheet met his flat belly, and was surprised for a second to see how bronzed his skin was, how unlike his usual, Caucasian complexion.

It was only when he noticed his ripe, pert breasts dangling in the bottom of his vision that he remembered who he now was.

“You’re awake? Thank fuck for that.”

With a little squeal, Terrance jerked his pretty head upwards, frantically sweeping his long dark hair out of his eyes. For a moment he could see nothing but an empty room, before his eyes suddenly zeroed in on the tiny figure sat in the wooden chair, a bored expression on its adorable face.

“A-agent Martinez?” He heard himself squeak.

On the little wooden chair, the young Mexican girl rolled her eyes.

“It’s not Agent anymore, dipshit.” She held a gun in one hand; a walkie talkie way too big for her lay in her lap. “It’s not even Martinez.”

As Terrance goggled at her, the girl who used to be an Agent smirked at him, picked up the walkie talkie with both hands and pressed a button.

“Bitch woke up,” she said in her singsong voice. “Now can I go to bed? Over.”

There was a burst of static. She dropped the device back into her lap, casually took hold of her gun again.

“You’re an Agent.” Terrance said. “They said you… that you died in ’16.”

“Oh?” The girl replied. “Was it a good funeral?”

She seemed so unconcerned, so nonchalant that for a moment Terrance found himself wondering if he could make a run for it. If he could catch her off guard, take the gun, and escape into this mansion to find his quarry.

He dismissed the thought almost the moment he had it. There was… something about the girl’s eyes, a nearly invisible sort of watchfulness that made him realize he’d be dead almost before he’d started moving.

“S’okay, you don’t gotta cover up, y’know,” the girl waved her gun at Terrance’s arms. “I’m gonna have my own soon enough, and it’s not like this body’s even remotely attracted to chicks.”

“Wha-?” Terrance glanced down at his breasts, hidden behind his elegant arms. “Oh. Um. Right.”

For a moment he hesitated. Then, with a feeling of what the hell, he lowered his arms to his sides, defiantly let his new tits dangle free.  

Across the room, the girl smirked.

“It’s weird, isn’t it, getting used to girl-stuff. Peeing sitting down, that was the big one for me. Guess for you it must be wearing bras and stuff.”

A sigh.

“I can’t even imagine what puberty’s gonna be like.”

Terrance gave his head a little shake, as if to shake off this bizarre conversation, only to stop when it started hurting again. He gave the girl an urgent look.

“Listen, Agent…” he hesitated. “What do I call you now?”

The girl grinned. Spread her arms and her legs wide, assuming a very childlike pose.

“Maria del Carmen. Carmita for short. Like it? He chose it for me.”

“OK, sure, whatever. Listen, Carmita. You’re… you were one of us, right? How did the Jaguar-?”

“Flip me? Make me into a baddie?” Carmita’s eyes twinkled. “Why don’t you ask him yourself?”

There was the click of a door handle. Terrance just had time to look up…

…and then the Jaguar was padding into the room, his body hidden away in a stylish white linen suit, an untroubled smile on his handsome, middle aged face.

As Terrance’s body instinctively raised its arms back up to cover his breasts, the Jaguar winked down at Carmita, leaned casually against the wall beside her, hands slung into his pockets as faced Terrance.

“Good morning, my dear. I trust you slept well?”

Carmita snorted, examining her gun.

“Better than well. These things could drop a fucking elephant.”

“Shhh, Carmita…” the Jaguar ruffled the young girl’s hair, “let our guest speak for herself.”

He gave Terrance a knowing little grin, his blue eyes twinkling. Through the haze of the mosquito net he looked like a ghost.

“If she really is a she, of course. Who knows with these American Agents? Sometimes they even appear as little girls.”

“If she’s really a she,” Carmita muttered, “I’ll eat my plaits.”

Terrance ignored the young girl, kept his eyes focused on the Jaguar.

“Why am I still alive?”

The Jaguar shrugged, a slow, languid movement that seemed to take forever.

“Who knows, Miss… Alvarez, am I pronouncing that right? How charming… No, Miss Alvarez, I can’t say myself. Maybe I just have a weakness for pretty girls, no? Like you and my darling Carmita here.

Or maybe I have some special plans for you. Maybe that’s the case, hm?”

“You gonna turn me?” Terrance nodded at Carmita, a defiant sneer on his beautiful lips. “Make me into one of your little henchmen too?”

The Jaguar looked surprised at his words. He gave a facial shrug.

“Who am I to say, my dear? It may be that you decide to turn yourself.”

For a moment, Terrance and the Jaguar simply stared at one another, Terrance’s cute female face a mask of defiance, the Jaguar’s handsome one almost studiedly impassive.

Then, the Jaguar turned, raising one hand and clicking his fingers as he did so. There were footsteps, and Andersen’s face appeared at the door.

If it hadn’t been for his training, Terrance would have let out a little squeak at the sight of the boy.

Shorn of his waiter costume, dressed in a suit, his nervous mask dropped, Andersen suddenly looked significantly less naïve and significantly more dangerous.

“Mister Flores,” the Jaguar purred, “see that Miss Alvarez has everything she needs to look nice for our little trip today.”

As Andersen nodded in silence, Terrance piped up.

“What trip? Where are you taking me?”

The Jaguar gave him a mysterious smile.

“Your Agency sent you to kill me, am I correct? Then maybe you should see who exactly it is that you are going to kill.”

A pause.

“Trust me. You may not like the answer.”

A little wink and, with that, the Jaguar left, clapping Andersen on the shoulder as he did so. Carmita slipped off her chair to follow.

“Mister Flores, do not forget to give our guest her privacy. You know what women can be like.”

“If I hear you’ve been creeping on her tits,” Carmita growled as she passed him, “I’ll personally cut your fucking balls off.”

And then they were gone.

Still curled up on the bed, Terrance smiled weakly at Andersen. A tiny part of him thought that maybe, just maybe, he might be able to use his newfound feminine wiles to confuse the boy as he had last night.

“Well, here we are again,” he said in Spanish, giving a soft little laugh, “I guess I didn’t expect you to see me naked so soon…”

As he spoke, he gently let his arms slip down. Slowly revealed his breasts to the boy. Felt his nipples start to harden in the morning air, start to harden at the thought of this cute guard staring at his feminine body, drinking it in, becoming aroused.

Maybe we can fuck? Terrance thought, trying to ignore the way his pussy was already getting damp. Maybe I could promise him Teri’s body – my body – and let him screw me, and then break me outta here, and then…

“We have some dresses for you to try, Miss Alvarez,” Andersen said, his eyes fixed firmly on Terrance’s face. “Or you can wear something more practical if you wish.”

Terrance’s seductive smile drained away. He let out a sigh and climbed out the bed, pulling the sheet around his torso as he did so.

Oh well, it was worth a shot…

“OK, fine. I’ll take the dresses. And some coffee if you’ve got any.”

Andersen nodded, turned to go.

“Andersen?”

At Terrance’s soft voice, the bodyguard stopped. He looked round, his eyes as closed off to Terrance’s slender, naked legs and feminine shape as a palace guard.

“Is your family really from Bogota?”

The boy shook his head.

“No ma’am.”

“Mine neither.”

Terrance shook his head, gave a snort of laughter, his long hair trailing out around him. He put his hands on his hips, fixed the guard with a frank look that looked cute as Hell on Teri’s face.

“Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s see what the Jaguar wants me so desperately to see.”

*

The grounds of the mansion were still littered with the traces of last night’s party.

As Terrance sashayed on his heels past the pool, past the unfinished bottles of expensive champagne and discarded jackets, he discreetly tried to take in as much as possible. To memorize the lay out of this place, to see if there might be some escape route.

It didn’t look likely.

All around him, as far as the eye could see, solemn men with machineguns fanned out, watching the empty grounds with killers’ eyes, their powerful bodies encased in casual suits.

In the distance, a high wall surrounded the compound, its barbed wire and electric fence clearly visible. Unclimbable.

Beyond that lay the barely-tamed rainforest. A green sweep leading up to the mountains beyond, tens of miles from the city itself.

In his old body, with its gym-fit muscles and killer’s senses, Terrance might have had a slim chance of trekking through that natural barrier.

As Teri, though… spoiled, rich, gorgeous Teri, with her silly heels and long, manicured nails and weak, rich-girl’s muscles…

It didn’t take a genius to figure out he’d be dead within a day.

“So how long have you worked for our friend?” Terrance murmured, casually, as he followed Andersen.

He half expected Andersen to remain silent, but the boy surprised him by replying.

“Since I was ten, Miss Alvarez. Eight years.”

“Take good care of his staff, does he?”

The small talk was deliberately light, a form of cover while Terrance’s Agency-trained brain tried to form a plan.

He’d deliberately dressed his female body to make the most of its assets. After Andersen led him, dressed in only a bedsheet, through to a vast walk-in closet, Terrance had spent a good twenty minutes selecting what he thought was the perfect outfit.

Now he was wearing a flowing red dress with a long opening down one side, so his bronze, sexy legs were visible. His arms, too, were free, his shoulders bare.

His bust was hidden beneath the fabric, but he’d selected a lacy red push up bra to wear beneath the dress that squashed his C-cup boobs together and lifted them upwards in a way that was both damn uncomfortable and, as his male brain was all too aware, ridiculously hot.

All this was paired with some killer red heels that pinched at his tiny feet and made him naturally walk with a seductive roll to his hips, his pert ass poking out, highly visible through the tight red fabric.

Finally, he’d brushed his flowing hair into curls, readjusted his makeup – still not quite over how weird it felt to wear lipstick – and curled his eyelashes.

As a result, he now not just looked sexy, he felt it as well. With each confident step, he could feel the power of his new body, the effect it could have on men.

Or, at least, the effect it should have had.

Rather than turning to salivate over his female form, the Jaguar’s men simply kept scanning the countryside, guns at the ready.

The only people in this mansion who did pay attention to Terrance’s supermodel looks were the maids cleaning up after the party, girls with darker complexions than Teri’s, who shot him sidelong glances loaded with fascination, resentment, and desire, all rolled into one.

In some ways, their glances were even more uncomfortable for Terrance than if he’d had dozens of armed, dangerous men drooling over him.

“Here we are, ma’am.”

They came to a stop on the edge of the long, marble patio, overlooking a manicured croquet lawn.

“Here?” Terrance couldn’t keep the surprise out of his voice. “I thought the Jaguar…”

And then he heard it. The distant whup, whup of rotors. The chugging of the engine.

He raised one penciled eyebrow at Andersen, who just stared impassively back at him.

“You’re kidding.”

There was a roar as the helicopter swept over the mansion, lowered itself towards the croquet lawn.

The wind whipped through Terrance’s dark hair, sent it trailing out, forced him to use one dainty hand to try and comb it away from his face, while the other firmly held the hem of his dress, not wanting to be forced into doing an accidental Marilyn Monroe pose.

The sound built to a wall of noise, blocking everything else out. The helicopter sank out the sun bleached sky…

…and then the Jaguar was there, his blue eyes hidden behind a pair of mirrored sunglasses, a faintly cocky expression on his face as he guided the helicopter to a gentle landing.

“Miss Alvarez!” Andersen yelled over the rotors, pulling the door open. “Please!”

The guard held out his hand. Terrance took it, unable to help but notice how small and soft and delicate his own hand was inside Andersen’s, and then he was lowering his head, stepping into the helicopter, sinking into the passenger’s seat beside the Jaguar.

His quarry smiled at him, a warm, disarming smile that made Terrance’s female body feel like swooning. He forced himself to keep a poker face as Andersen slammed the door shut and the WHUP! WHUP! of the rotors faded slightly.

“No bodyguard today?”

“Miss Carmita needed a rest. It is just the two of us, Miss Alvarez.”

“Please. Call me Teri.”

The Jaguar grinned at her.

“Why favor one fake name above another? But whatever you wish, Teri. You are the guest, after all.”

He pressed a button. The noise of the rotors shot back up again. As the helicopter’s nose tilted, rising into the air, Terrance had time for one last question.

“Where are you taking me?” He shouted, his female voice almost lost in the din.

“Do you read poetry, Miss Teri?” The Jaguar paused, then continued when Terrance didn’t reply. “There is a line in Ozymandias which I am rather fond of. Look upon my works, ye mighty, and despair.”

“So?” It was all Terrance could think to say.

“So,” the Jaguar shrugged, “maybe it is time the Agency felt some despair, no?”

Then the whine of the rotors reached a fever pitch, filling the cockpit with noise that pulsed and breathed like a living thing. The helicopter rose into the air…

…and then Terrance was once again in the sky above the Andes, sailing towards the unknown.

Only, this time, he didn’t think there was even the slightest chance he was going to make it back alive.


Two: The Man

Below them, the city spread out, broken, sepulchral, diseased.

Great towers reached skywards, their windows shattered, the red brick of their facades turned a dirty brown by decades of pollution.

Straight, unbroken roads ran like arteries through the center of this dying heart, the veins that branched off them choked with refuse and burnt out vehicles.

Between the vast buildings and the colonial ruins, shacks with corrugated roofs squeezed into every conceivable space. From so high up they looked like little more than smudges, tiny near-invisible tumors on the city’s face.

And, towering above all else, in the very middle of the city…

…the broken concrete tenement blocks of the Forbidden Quarter.

They rose like a decaying tomb above the surrounding city, seeming to overwhelm even the distant mountains.

Great cracks ran through their walls. Huge, burned holes from the civil war that had erupted five years ago.

Garbage piled high all around, a sea of toxic waste, isolating the concrete island from the rest of society. Even from this distance, fires could be seen, sending great clouds of thick, black, carcinogenic smoke up into the air.

It looked like a scene from Hell. A painting by Goya at the peak of his madness.

It was, Terrance knew from his reading, the last place an outsider should set foot.

Especially if that outsider was a beautiful woman who wanted to keep her honor.

Is that his plan? To sell me into sex slavery…?

His body shuddered involuntarily at the thought. He wrapped his arms tight across his chest, squeezing them against his breasts.

No. He’d rather die than that. Even if it meant jumping from this damn helicopter.

There was a muffled noise, beneath the roar of the rotors. Terrance realized his host was trying to talk to him. He raised one of the ear defenders the Jaguar had handed him shortly after takeoff.

“WHAT?”

“I ASKED YOU NOT TO WORRY,” the Jaguar yelled back. He grinned. “YOUR THOUGHTS, I COULD SEE THEM IN YOUR FACE. PLEASE. YOU HAVE MY WORD, STAY WITH ME AND I SHALL KEEP YOU SAFE!”

It took a moment for Terrance’s brain to sort the words from the background noise. When it had, he nodded, warily.

“AND IF I DON’T?”

“QUE?”

“IF I DON’T STAY WITH YOU.”

The Jaguar gave a friendly shrug.

“PROBABLY NOTHING, MY DEAR. BUT YOU NEVER KNOW, NO?”

As Terrance watched his quarry with a very female look of disgust, the Jaguar smiled again, nodded at the distant buildings.

“WE SHALL SEE, HUH?”

Then he powered the joystick forward, and the helicopter thundered towards the concrete slum, its rotors beating out a fast, terrifying tune that echoed the rhythm of Terrance’s heart.

*

They landed on a patch of roof cleared of jerry-rigged satellite dishes and haphazard washing lines. As the rotors slowed, Terrance unbuckled his belt, reached for the door.

He froze as he felt a strong, male hand touch his leg.

“One moment, Teri.”

There was a click, the sound of a door opening, and then the Jaguar was running round the front of the helicopter, his head ducked low to avoid the rotors. He opened Terrance’s door, smilingly held out one hand.

“Please, Senorita. Allow me.”

“Oh. OK.”

Terrance took the proffered hand, delicately stepped out the helicopter. As he did so, the Jaguar suddenly took hold of his waist, lifted him into the air.

For a split second Terrance thought he was dead. Thought the drug dealer was simply going to lift him until the rotors sliced off the top of his head, spraying blood across the dusty concrete.

Then he was being lowered by hands that were as gentle as they were strong, being softly set upon the ground by the smiling Jaguar.

Terrance daintily swept the hair out of his eyes, gave his captor a nervous smile.

“Gracias.”

“Don’t mention it, my dear.”

Terrance tried to turn away, but the Jaguar kept his hands firmly on his hips, holding his female body in place against him. Their hips were almost touching. Terrance looked uncertainly up at the man towering over him.

“Senor…?”

“I was just thinking, Teri,” the Jaguar purred, his warm breath tickling Terrance’s soft cheeks, “how beautiful you are. How… perfect.”

In his mirrored sunglasses, Terrance could see Teri’s face reflected back at him. Young, beautiful, and nervous. He forced up a smile and watched as the two mirror-Teris smiled back at him.

“You make it sound like an insult.”

The Jaguar smirked. Raised one hand – the other not leaving Terrance’s hip – and slowly removed his sunglasses. Cool, ice blue eyes looked into Terrance’s, hypnotic, unreadable.

“You know how many women I have slept with, my dear? Not to boast, but it is somewhere, I believe, in the region of two thousand.

And, of all those women, I truly believe not a single one has come remotely close to being as beautiful as you.”

“You flatter me, senor…”

Terrance wanted nothing more than to twist away, but even with just a single hand, the Jaguar was strong enough to keep his weak little girl-body in place.

Yet it wasn’t just his new body’s weakness that was to blame.

This close to the Jaguar, looking deep into his eyes, Terrance could feel his female body starting to react. Feel his slender legs becoming wobbly, feel his nipples hardening in his bra.

As he looked at that handsome, lined face, dusted with stubble, he suddenly found himself wondering what it’d be like to kiss this monster. To press his own soft, bud-like lips against the Jaguar’s masculine ones, and lose himself in this man’s arms.

What it would be like to be pinned beneath him, helpless whimpers escaping his throat as this man made love to him like his body craved to be made love to.

The Jaguar seemed to read his mind, because he took a tiny step closer. Enough to make their bodies almost touch. Reached up with his free hand, gently stroked one of Terrance’s cheeks.

“It is not flattery, Teri. My darling.” His masculine voice vibrated through Terrance, making him feel strangely breathless. “After all, I think this is not really your body, no?”

He leaned forward, until his lips practically brushed against Terrance’s. The transformed man helplessly felt his body lean back slightly, part its lips, as if desperate to be kissed.

“Perhaps your Agency – my old family – chose it specially to catch my eye. If that’s the case, then I can’t help but wonder…”

“What?”

The killer’s voice dropped to a deadly whisper.

“If you knew what seeing her again would mean to me.”

In that frozen moment, Terrance’s training should have taken hold. Should have made him clam up, put on his poker face, or somehow laugh it off as a real-life Teri would have and change the subject.

Instead, he felt the strong fingers of his captor, hypnotically stroking his cheeks. Looked deep into those blue eyes, eyes he somehow felt he trusted with all his life…

…and nodded.

“Yes… Yes, I guess I did.” He blinked, amazed to hear his soft, female voice make such a damning confession, but it was like he couldn’t help himself. “They said seeing m-me like this would throw you. Crucial seconds, so I could… I could…

Kill you.”

The Jaguar gave him a faint smile.

“Good girl,” he whispered.

As Terrance stood helpless before this powerful man, the Jaguar’s eyes dropped down to his heaving chest, rising and falling beneath the thin fabric of his dress.

“I think you deserve a reward.”

“I…” Terrance whispered, leaning forward, “I…”

He closed his eyes. Parted his lips. A feeling of dark abandonment washed over him- 

CLANG.

-and disappeared as one of the makeshift steel doors leading onto the roof crashed open. Terrance opened his eyes, blinked in confusion.

“Wha-?”

The Jaguar’s eyes flitted over to the newcomer. He gave an imperceptible nod, then looked back at Terrance.

“Maybe later, no, Miss Teri? Or should I say…

…Mister Wolfe?”

As Terrance’s entire body tensed, the Jaguar dropped him a little wink, slipped his mirrored glasses back on.

And then he was gone, ducking beneath the slowing rotor blades, striding across the roof to the trio of surly kids hanging back by the doorway, guns held against their malnourished bodies.

As the Jaguar stalked away, Terrance looked down at his own hands, was shocked to see they were trembling.

But, my training… I should, I mean I should never have…

Oh God, why did I tell him…?

But how does he know my…?

“Miss Alvarez!”

Reluctantly, Terrance turned to face his captor. Automatically gave the three young boys one of his supermodel smiles.

The Jaguar gestured in through the door, into the world of shadow that lay inside this broken building.

“Won’t you come inside? I have some friends I’d like you to meet.”

*

“They say this building is more densely occupied than the Kowloon Walled City once was. And more dangerous than Torre de David in Caracas.”

The Jaguar turned and gave Terrance a friendly look over his shoulder.

“But I suppose you must have heard all this before, Miss Alvarez?”

Behind him, Terrance struggled to walk carefully in his heels, all too aware of the cracks in the floor, the standing pools of stagnant water that could have sent him spilling over, badly injuring his leg.

Yet it wasn’t caution that made Terrance stay silent, ignoring the Jaguar’s questions.

He was simply too overwhelmed to make a sound.

He was inside the city’s fabled Forbidden Quarter, a place almost no outsiders had ever witnessed.

The Jaguar was right: he’d read about it, of course, plenty of times at the Farm. The Quarter was infamous as a hub of drug smuggling, subversive activity, and gang violence.

But it was one thing to simply read about a place like this.

Actually being here was another matter entirely.

All around them, the strange slums branching off this narrow corridor-cum street were stacked, each home barely the size of a closet, each fitted out for some different purpose.

Makeshift dentists’ surgeries creaked next to overcrowded family homes, wedged between stores selling cut rate meat, hacked electronics, bundles of drugs, heavy weaponry, you name it.

Each was painted a different, gaudy color, the paint now flecked and chipped. They hummed from illegal generators, their lights blazing in this dark cave, illuminating the street a dank, ill yellow.

People sat out plastic chairs that nearly took up the entire corridor, playing chess, listening to music, smoking, drinking, talking, sleeping.

It was a chaos of noise and greasy light. A pulsing mass of people crammed together in a way humans had never been packed in before.

Wires and pipes crossed overhead, so low the Jaguar was forced to stoop wherever he went. Sullen, dark eyes watched from glassless windows punched in the walls. Pools of darkness gathered where the lights had stopped working, shadow worlds of menace where anything could happen.

Every few paces, the corridor branched off into another identical corridor, which in turn branched off into another, and another, leading below, above, sideways, onwards.

It was a concrete hive. A horrible, fascinating, living organism, all sensation and sound.

Well, almost.

Wherever they went, whatever twisted corridor they traversed, one thing was certain.

As they passed, conversations would stop. Music would be turned off. Eyes would swivel to follow. Doors would be quietly closed.

It was like they were walking in a veil of silence, one that followed in their wake, and only dissipated long after they had gone.

“Try not to let it bother you,” the Jaguar had told Terrance with an easy shrug when it first happened, “they are not used to seeing anyone as perfect as you.”

He’d smiled at this point.

“You could almost say you are today the angel of these slums.”

Horrible as it was to admit, Terrance knew that he was right.

Everywhere they went, tough men looked at him with a naked longing, violent sexual thoughts etched on their faces, alongside a resentment that they could never be fulfilled.

Woman watched him with either wariness or envy, or just a sadness that their men wouldn’t stop staring and there was nothing they could do about it.

And the children simply gawped, as if struck silent by his beauty, unable to believe that a woman like him would come to a place like this.

At the sight of their faces, Terrance didn’t know whether to be scared, or sad, or what.

He could be raped in here, he knew. If the Jaguar merely clicked his fingers, he could be stripped naked and violated as he screamed, his pussy invaded by cocks as jeering men held him down, slapped his face and pinched at his tits, reveling in his helplessness.

Or he could be worshipped, like some fallen goddess, come to walk among her people for just one day.

He shuddered at the thought, wrapping his arms tight across his breasts. He bowed his head as he walked, letting his bangs fall across his eyes, watching the surreal sight of his own tits jiggling with each step he took rather than watch the faces of the hundreds of thousands of people around him.

They walked through the slum for what felt like forever, two of the armed kids before them, one bringing up the rear, until they finally reached an anonymous looking door in a relatively dark, uncrowded corridor.

“Chicos…” the Jaguar murmured, slipping a note to each boy in turn. He affectionately ruffled the hair of the youngest. “Vete. Vete!”

The boys slinked off into the shadows, their guns slung across their backs. The Jaguar watched them go, then turned back to face Terrance with his genial smile. He held out one hand, gestured the door.

“Please. After you.”

Terrance hesitated. Images ran through his head, images of his delicate new body being gangraped while the Jaguar looked laughingly on.

The drug dealer seemed to read his mind for the second time that morning.

“I promised you would be safe, did I not? Please. I do not break my word lightly.”

A playful twinkle in his eyes, half lost in the gloom.

“If anyone touches a single hair on your bonito head, I guarantee they will not live to touch anything again. Now.”

He gestured the door again.

“I must insist.”

There was nothing else he could do.

With a feeling like a woman in a dream, Terrance hesitantly wrapped his slender fingers round the iron door handle. Took a deep breath.

Then he wrenched it open with a clang and stepped inside.

The room was long, with a low ceiling, as badly lit as the rest of the hive. Dirty electric lightbulbs dangled from illegally rigged cables, casting a foul, almost pestilential light.

The walls were painted a murky green. The floor was wet with the constant drip of water from the overhead pipes. In the shadows, a young woman in a once white uniform sat, her dark eyes fixed on Terrance.

But none of this was what made Terrance stop and stare, made him feel like he was going mad.

There, on the endless beds lined up against one wall, lay dozens and dozens of children.

They were young, that was the only constant. Heartbreakingly young, with soft, preteen faces that had yet to experience the horrors of adulthood.

They lay completely still, completely silent. Eyes closed, lips shut, their chests barely rising and falling with their shallow breathing.

Young boys in shorts lay beside tiny, dark haired girls in summer dresses. Toddlers dreamed next to tall, lanky girls on the cusp of puberty.

It was a symphony of childhood, a collection of the young and the poor of the city, lined up like bodies in a morgue.

It was maybe the creepiest sight Terrance had ever seen in his life.

“Who are they?”

He couldn’t be sure, but he thought the Jaguar shrugged behind him.

“You mean their names? I doubt anyone here remembers. I, however, have my own name for them.”

“Which is?”

“Victims.”

The word hung in the air, as evil and as dirty as the electric light. Terrance reached out and stroked the thick dark hair of an angelic boy. As he did so, a surge of… something rushed through him. A mixture of empathy and sadness, of love and protectiveness. A sudden urge to hold this young boy and not let him go until he was all better again.

With a shock, he realized Teri’s body was experiencing the faintest pangs of motherhood.

His hand dropped to his side. A wave of sickness rose up in him.

“What did you do to them?”

“Me? Less than I would have wished to. The one good hospital in the city will not take boys from the slums, even at the personal request of the Jaguar. So. Here they sadly are.”

“I don’t mean that.” Terrance was struggling to breathe. The face of the angelic boy swam and danced before his eyes, so young, so innocent. He suddenly felt like crying.

“How did they get like this?” He snapped, turning to the Jaguar, still waiting in the doorway. “What sort of sick, fucked up thing did you-?!”

He trailed off as the Jaguar gently shook his head.

“I did nothing, Miss Alvarez.” His blue eyes fixed on Terrance’s supermodel face. “You, on the other hand…”

“Me?! What the Hell are you…?”

“Five years ago.” The Jaguar pushed off the wall, slowly made his way into the room, towards Terrance. “That Godforsaken little war of ours. Come, you must remember.”

“I… of course I remember, but I don’t see…”

“Then I suggest you think, Mister Wolfe,” the Jaguar’s voice was suddenly low, suddenly dangerous. “I suggest you think very hard about what your Agency was doing back then.

What it did to my city.”

With each step, he seemed to get bigger, his shoulders tensing, his fists clenched. A dark shadow, walking towards Terrance with menace in its stride.

“I… I don’t…”

Terrance took a small step back. There was a CLANG and he looked around with a little squeal to see the nurse had slipped out a steel door at the back. There was another CLUNK as she locked it behind her.

“The hive, Mister Wolfe. The attack on the Forbidden Quarter, on these children. Tell me what you remember!”

“I… uh, i-it was a rocket. The president’s honor guard fired it after fighting broke out in the-”

“Wrong. Try again.”

The killer stepped closer, his voice now little more than an animal snarl. Terrance shrank back, his mind racing.

“What do you…?” A lightbulb went on in his brain, a half-remembered report, read long ago at his Agency desk. “No! Wait… it wasn’t the president’s guard. It was… it was…”

He swallowed.

“It was a fighter jet. O-one of ours. It was aiming for the tanks, but the pilot miscalculated, and-”

“Wrong again. I suggest you choose your next words very carefully, Mister Wolfe.”

There was a bump as Terrance’s narrow back came up against the steel door. The Jaguar was now less than ten paces from him, his blue eyes the only thing visible in the shadows, fixed on Terrance, burning with ice cold fire.

“What do you want me to say?!” The transformed man wailed, no longer feeling like an Agent. No longer feeling like anything but a scared and helpless girl. “That was what the report said. Are you saying it wasn’t an accident? That it was-?!”

And then he had no time left to speak at all.

The Jaguar shoved him back against the door. He gave a girly shriek, and then one of the killer’s strong hands was around his throat, choking him, forcing him to look up into those deadly eyes.

“Look at me.” The Jaguar hissed. “Look at me! What do you know about that attack? Tell me!”

Terrance clawed weakly at the Jaguar’s hand, but it was hopeless. The drug dealer was too strong, his girl-body too weak.

I’m going to die… he thought with sudden clarity as dark spots danced in his vision. I’m going to die like this, a weak, beautiful woman, and be buried in her body. Oh God…

“Tell me.” The Jaguar’s voice seemed to vibrate through him. “Tell me now, or else…”

His grip tightened. Terrance gasped, felt the life drain from his body. The Jaguar’s eyes loomed before him, seemed to fill his vision, drawing him in, like he was falling into them.

I don’t know! He wanted to scream, but his voice no longer came.

Dimly, Terrance felt his knees go weak. Felt his female body start to slump forwards. The edges of the world went dark, until only those awful eyes were left.

This is it. I hope it doesn’t hurt. I hope…

Then he heard the voice, and wondered if he’d gone completely mad.

“It wasn’t a missile.” The words were alien, not his, but they came out in Teri’s voice, a soft, mechanical monotone. With a jolt of surprise, Terrance realized his lips were moving. “It was a bomb. One of our assets planted it here, a week before the insurrection. A gift.”

“To who?” The Jaguar. His voice seemed to come from very far away.

“The president,” Terrance’s lips kept moving of their own accord, his eyes helplessly fixed on the Jaguar’s. “For the bodies he’d already sent us. For Carmita.”

The blue eyes wobbled in Terrance’s dimming vision. He thought the Jaguar had given him a violent shake.

“And this whore, did she know?”

“We wiped her memory.” Teri intoned. “Gave her a new backstory. The dumb bitch doesn’t even know who she is anymore.”

The world began to fade away. Terrance felt his body slipping away around him. He just had time to wonder what it all meant…

…and then suddenly he was on his hands and knees, his throat rasping and his breasts heaving as he helplessly gasped for air.

He was dimly aware of the Jaguar standing over him, his hand no longer pressed to Terrance’s neck, his masculine shape hidden behind Teri’s messed up bangs.

“Wha…?” Terrance gasped, his throat burning like someone had set it on fire. “What just…?”

Then he could speak no longer, or do anything but rest his forehead against the ground and concentrate on drawing in these deep, shuddering breaths.

As he cowered there, trembling and weak, his soft cheeks damp with tears, Terrance became dimly aware of movement, and then a strong arm wrapped around his shoulders. Comforting him. Protecting him.

“Miss Alvarez,” he heard the Jaguar murmur, the hatred suddenly gone from his voice, “I must apologize. It was necessary I find out if you really are who I think you might be.”

“Who you think I…?” Terrance weakly raised his head, looked at the dim form of the Jaguar, his vision still swimming. “Who was that, who was using my voice?”

In response, the Jaguar reached up and gently stroked his long hair, tenderly hooking Terrance’s bangs out of his eyes.

“That was your controller,” he whispered, “the one who made you think you were Mister Wolfe.”

“I don’t understand,” Terrance whimpered. He felt like he might faint. “I am Terrance Wolfe. I…”

He trailed off in amazement as the Jaguar shook his head at him, a smile faintly visible on his handsome lips.

“No, Miss Alvarez, I’m afraid you are mistaken. There is no Terrance Wolfe. There never was.

You are Miss Alvarez, Terrance. You really are Teri.

And you always have been.”

It was all too much.

The Jaguar’s voice seemed to fade away. The floor tilted beneath him. Terrance just had enough time to let out a whispered no…

And then the world vanished into night, and his mind – or Terrance’s mind, or Teri’s mind, he no longer knew – vanished with it.

And then there was nothing.

*

“The children you saw, they were not dead. But they were not alive, either. Think of them as empty vessels, a wine glass with all the wine drained out.”

They were sat outside in the blazing sun, at the very edge of the hive’s dusty roof. Terrance’s smooth, slender legs dangled over the edge, poking out from beneath his dress.

Far, far below, a group of children played in the rubble, oblivious to the adults above.

“We are not sure what the technology is, but it allows your Agency to take bodies – any bodies, yours or mine – and rewrite its memories. So you can make a sweet young girl think she is a trained killer.

Or a fiancée think she is supposed to murder her future husband.”

Terrance stared silently at the drop before him, barely even aware of the way the wind whipped at his hair, tore at his dress.

He could almost feel the void beneath his feet. Feel its power. The way it made him want to simply lean forward and let go of this world, with all its messy complications, and embrace the deadly fall before him.

Instead, he closed his eyes.

“What are you saying? That this body wasn’t created from scratch, that they put me…”

He swallowed delicately.

“That they put me in a real person?”

“It’s worse than that.” The Jaguar’s tone was still conversational, even discussing this madness. “They did not put Mister Wolfe inside anyone. They simply took Miss Alvarez, wiped her mind, and left a copy of Mister Wolfe’s memories inside her. A slight distinction, yes, but an important one.”

“Is it?” Terrance gently opened his eyes again, watched the distant children running. “What’s the difference?”

“Everything, Miss Alvarez.” Out the corner of his eye, Terrance saw the Jaguar turn towards him. “You think you are a man, an Agent, in the body of a woman. In fact, you are a woman who has been hypnotized into thinking she is a man.

You really are Teri. Just like Carmita really is a little girl. Just like I really am the man they call the Jaguar.”

Silence. Nothing except the blowing of the wind. Terrance kept his eyes fixed on the children, refusing to look up.

What’s his game? What’s his angle with this one…?

But if there was a game, he was no longer sure if the Jaguar was even playing it.

“It is the perfect weapon, no?” His quarry was saying, quietly. “You take an enemy, or a useful asset, then break their mind and make them think they are one of you. Your enemies become your friends, and you don’t lose any Americans when they try to kill your other enemies for you.”

“But this… this is bullshit. I am Terrance. I-I remember his life. I remember becoming Teri for the first time.”

Terrance threw up his hands.

“I remember having a dick, for Chrissakes! I know what it’s like to be a man fucking a woman, but this?” He gestured his shapely female form. “This is all new. I’m still getting used to it.”

“Tell me, Miss Alvarez,” the Jaguar murmured. “How long did it take you to learn to walk in heels? To do your makeup so perfectly?”

“A couple of weeks? I dunno. It’s easier than it looks…”

The Jaguar gave a good natured laugh.

“I can assure you that it is not, my dear. It takes years of being a teenage girl, of observing a fashionable mother, of having makeup-obsessed friends to get as good as you so easily are.”

The killer gave a little pause.

“Muscle memory, Miss Alvarez. You feel like a natural learner of what it’s like to be a woman because you are a woman. Do you really think a lifelong male could so easily flirt like that with my guards?”

“Maybe. Men are pretty obvious,” Terrance muttered. He moodily swung his legs out, aware the movement made him look like a schoolgirl. “How would you know, anyway?”

For a moment the Jaguar was silent. When he finally spoke, he sounded almost embarrassed.

“Five years ago. They tried their new weapon on me. A laser that was meant to wipe my mind and give me the memories of an Agent in the blink of an eye. They… ahem. They chose a female Agent.”

“Oh?” Terrance’s voice was casual, even as his mind began to spin all over again.

The Jaguar shifted uncomfortably (typical macho Latin male, Terrance automatically thought).

“I think it was their cruel little joke. To not only switch their sworn enemy to their side, but to make him think he was a bimbo obsessed with clothes and shoes and men, too.

And it worked. Mostly.”

Another uncomfortable shift.

“This will sound very strange to your ears, Miss Alvarez, but…” The Jaguar hesitated, “but I am utterly convinced I am an American woman called Chloe Starling. I can remember as if it’s the easiest thing in the world what it’s like to wear a bra, or… or make love to a man and enjoy his cock, or even what it’s like to be pregnant…”

The Jaguar coughed slightly, obviously eager to move on from such an unmanly topic.

“But something went wrong. Because I can also remember perfectly what it means to be the Jaguar. Killer. Leader of men. Seducer of women. Do you see, Miss Alvarez?

For five years now, I have been both Agent Chloe and the Jaguar. For the first six months I even believed my Chloe side was the real one, and that my male memories were the mistake.

And then the civil war came, and the bombing of the Forbidden Quarter. We found those children in the aftermath, those empty little wine glasses, ready to be filled with whatever new memories your Agency wants them to have. And do you know what I realized?

I realized that the same must have happened to me. That Agent Chloe was the fiction, and the Jaguar was real. I realized that your Agency has been taking the bodies of my countrymen and using them like drones to do its dirty work.

So I started to fight back. Even as this unfortunately unshakable Chloe-side made me a more humane Jaguar, I started to strike back at the Agency. I used my new Agent-memories to undo so much of their work, so you know what they did?”

Terrance sullenly shook his head.

“They stole one of my daughters, my little Carmita. Made her think she was a man – an Agent Martinez – whose only goal was to kill me. Luckily I managed to detect the change and bring her to this place, to smuggle her out of Mexico and show her the truth. When that happened…

When that happened, they went even further. They abducted the woman I had fallen in love with. Made her, too, think she was a man, an American who wanted me dead. They sent her back here to kill me, to humiliate me.”

The Jaguar paused, his voice loaded with grief. With anger.

“My fiancée,” he whispered, bitterly, “made to think she was just some man. They wiped her memories of me, my darling’s memories. My… my…

…my Teri.”

At the sound of his female name, Terrance froze. He slowly lifted his pretty little head, looked uncertainly at the Jaguar. He was shocked to see the killer had tears in his eyes.

“No.” He whispered in Teri’s voice. “No, they would’ve told me…”

The Jaguar smiled a painful smile, shook his head.

“We met three years ago, in Cali. You… you were the most perfect woman I’d ever laid eyes on. I-I thought I could be happy with you. For a while, I was.

And now you don’t remember any of it. The times you lay in my arms. The times we spent whole nights locked in passionate embrace. The things you said to me, the love you offered me…”

A bitter laugh.

“Now it has all vanished. Like tears in rain.”

There was silence, infinite, loaded with pain. Unbearable. A silence made somehow worse by the barely audible cries of the children below, a happy counterpoint to the horror Terrance was feeling.

At last, he shook his head.

“I-I’m sorry. Even if it’s true, if I really…” he hesitated, “if I really am Teri, I…

I don’t remember. None of it. It’s all… poof.”

He flicked one wrist near his temple, to indicate something lost, a sad little smile on his face as he did so. The Jaguar studied him with his serious eyes, then slowly nodded.

“I know,” he whispered.

They sat there for a while longer, not talking, not doing anything but looking out over the damned city that was their home, each of them neither man nor woman, but both lost in their private thoughts.

Finally, the Jaguar stirred. Climbed to his feet. Held one strong hand out for Terrance.

“Come, Miss Alvarez. It is getting late. My people will be wondering where I am.”

Reluctantly, Terrance let his dainty, female hand be taken. Allowed himself to be pulled to his feet.

For the most fleeting moment, he dimly felt like this was a familiar action. Dimly felt like he should be laughing. That he should pull himself upright and lean against the broad chest of the man he loved so deeply, gaze into those hypnotic blue eyes of his, his lips dry with anticipation.

Dimly imagined they would then start kissing, and not stop until the sun had faded out to a dying star and the planet lay in cold and lifeless ruins around them.

Instead, he allowed himself to be lifted to his feet, gave a tight smile and the tiniest gracias and followed the Jaguar back to his helicopter.

Twenty minutes later, in the air above the sepulchral city, Terrance listed to the roar of the rotors and stared out the window with unseeing eyes, trying to ignore the equally violent roaring inside his soul.


Three: The Wife

That same night, Terrance lay half-naked on his four poster bed, trying to stop himself from going mad.

It was nuts. Everything the Jaguar had said. There was no way it could be true. It was a trap. The Agency would never do that.

Anyway, he could still remember being Terrance, what it was like to be a man, to have a dick, and not be trapped as some dumb…

But even as he thought these angry thoughts, he was aware of something else inside him, too.

He was aware that he no longer believed himself.

There was something about the shape of Teri’s body. About how it felt to have these breasts, this curvy figure. These smooth legs and slender arms; this tight little waist and this even-tighter pussy.

Like it almost just felt… right, somehow. Natural. In a way a mere 3 weeks as the opposite gender wouldn’t leave you feeling.

He felt comfortable as Teri, damnit. Almost like… almost like…

Almost like he was finally home.

At the thought, Terrance gave a little whimper, rolled over onto his side. His bare breasts rested against one another, a feeling that was horribly familiar, horribly comforting.

He drew his knees up to his chest, naked except for a lacy pair of pink panties, barely noticing the way his weak body shivered.

Could it really be true? Could he really be Teri Alvarez, 22-year old Latin supermodel, while Terrance Wolfe, 35-year old Agent, was really the dream?

He stretched out one brown-skinned arm before his eyes in the gloom. Studied its color, how defiantly Latin it was, how obviously South American.

No. It was impossible. He didn’t care how good the Agency’s techniques were; there was simply no way they could take someone who had been Hispanic all her life, someone who had been female all her life, and convince her she was a Caucasian man. Minds just didn’t work like that.

And yet… and yet…

And yet, he could clearly remember, back in his apartment, how he’d found his new body irresistibly drawn to those photos of the Jaguar. How he’d dreamed of being fucked by this man and found the thought impossibly arousing.

He could remember, too, how he’d never once tried to masturbate before a mirror using Teri’s body as a visual sex aid. If a real straight man was given Teri’s body for a day, isn’t that exactly what he’d do?

The Farm had blamed estrogen for his shifting sexuality, of course, but was that really the case? Or was it just his old, Teri personality, unable to force itself to be attracted to women, no matter what memories the Agency forced upon him of being a straight man?

If Terrance Wolfe was the real person, why did he feel made up? A white super spy who knew how to act and be Hispanic better than the actual Hispanic Agents. Didn’t that sound a little… wrong, somehow?

What do they call it again? Terrance wondered as he rolled back over onto his back. The white savior trope.

Well, what if the white savior turned out to have secretly been native all along?

He raised his head up slightly. Peered through the gloom at his naked torso, his long hair tickling at his bare neck as he did so.

The sight of Teri’s swollen breasts made him feel safe, somehow. The way his hips visibly kinked outwards just seemed so natural.

A shudder passed through Terrance.

Stop. Stop thinking this way. It’s what he wants you to think, you’re playing into his hands. You’re Terrance Wolfe.

So why do I feel more like Teri Alvarez?

The voice didn’t have an answer to that. Terrance lay back in the bed. Sighed into the darkness.

It’d be just like one of the Agency’s dirty tricks to take a woman an enemy loved and convince her she was really a man. It reeked of the sort of juvenile sadism laced with deadly seriousness that was their stock in trade.

A weird thought occurred to him as his mind turned back to the Farm.

That meeting with military guy, bald guy and Mr. Hipster… did that really happen? Or was it just something they programed into my memories?

How much of what I remember before waking up as Teri actually happened?

For a split second, he almost thought he could remember a woman screaming, begging some unseen assailant to be allowed to remain herself. Thought he could hear an American voice sighing and saying For fuck’s sakes, can’t you guys shut this bitch up already? – followed by a blinding flash of light and a feeling of falling.

But maybe he was merely imagining it, his mind warped by the Jaguar’s games.

Lying alone in the darkness, the woman who might have been Terrance or Teri sighed, then suddenly pulled herself out of the bed, and was padding out the door without even bothering to get dressed.

There was something she needed to do.

*

The corridor was quiet, the only sign of life Andersen, stood outside the Jaguar’s bedroom door with a heavy machinegun in his hands. He nodded as Terrance approached.

“Ma’am,” he said, softly.

“Is he awake? I need to see him.”

“I don’t know, ma’am.” Andersen hesitated. “I don’t think I should…”

“Aw, come on,” Terrance gave him a dazzling smile, fluttered his eyelashes. “I haven’t got any weapons on me. See?”

He put his hands on his shapely hips, turned around, gave the guard an inviting little look over his shoulder.

“Want me to take my panties off, too?”

Andersen didn’t reply for a moment. Then he sighed and shook his head.

“No, ma’am.” He gestured the door with his gun. “Go on in. But I’m warning you…”

“I know. Try and suffocate him with my tits and you’ll shoot me dead.” Terrance giggled as he stepped past the guard, who was clearly trying his damndest not to stare at this gorgeous naked woman’s breasts. “Understood.”

He slipped into the room, shut the door behind him. Thought about locking it, but reluctantly decided the click would probably make Andersen start immediately kicking the damn thing down.

So instead he simply padded into the room, towards where the emperor sized bed lay, and the Jaguar lay upon it, his muscular torso completely bare, its skin glowing in the moonlight.

“Hey,” Terrance whispered, slipping into the bed beside his nemesis. “Hey.”

The Jaguar’s eyes slowly opened. He frowned at Terrance in the gloom, before his expression cleared.

“Miss Alvarez… what brings you...?”

Terrance pulled the sheet aside, lay down so his own, slight female body was right beside the Jaguar’s strong, masculine one. His breasts dangled from his frame, their nipples almost grazing the expensive bedsheets.

“I need to know something.”

The Jaguar glanced down at Terrance’s semi-naked form. Looked back up at him. Nodded.

“What do you wish to know?”

“If what you say is true, and I am… or I was your girlfriend…” Terrance delicately wet his lips. “What do you want with me now? I mean, do you want me to go undercover back in the Agency, or…”

The Jaguar looked genuinely surprised.

“Why would I want that? No, Miss… no, Teri. I want…”

“What?”

“I want you to be my wife.”

A soft breeze blew in through the windows, making the mosquito net shimmer. Terrance blinked.

“But… but I’m a… I mean, I think I’m a man. A straight man. I can’t, I wouldn’t want to…”

“I know.” The Jaguar’s voice was heavy. “But you’re also the woman I love. The woman I want to carry my children.”

His strong hand reached out, caressed Terrance’s thigh. He didn’t try to move away. Didn’t try to fight it.

“We’ll have to find a way to get my memories back first.” Terrance said, slowly. “I mean, if they’ve really gone like you say they have. I can’t… having kids while I’ve got a man’s brain, you know? That would be…”

“Trust me, it’s wonderful.” The Jaguar grinned when Terrance looked surprised, tapped the side of his head. “I have Agent Chloe in here, remember? I know remember what it is like to be pregnant, to give birth. At least, I think I do.”

Terrance considered.

“Doesn’t it bother you,” he said at last, “that the woman you love thinks she’s a man? That she thinks you might be lying?”

He let out a hysterical laugh.

“I’m not even Teri! Even if that’s who I really am, they changed me, they made me forget. How can you…?”

The Jaguar simply shrugged. The movement made his broad shoulder muscles roll, like waves on some vast ocean.

“Today,” he murmured, “when I saw you with those children. The empathy you felt. The anger you had at their fates, that was not the reaction of some Agency man.

No, that was Teri. My Teri.”

His blue eyes fixed on Terrance.

“I know you’re still in there, my love,” he whispered. “Even if you’re not aware yourself. And if there’s even a fragment of you still left…

…then I still love that fragment more than I’ve ever loved anything.”

They sat there in silence, Terrance’s mind reeling.

Here he was, naked in bed beside the man he’d sworn to kill. The man he knew was a villain. And yet he was seriously talking about marrying him. About allowing this monster to get his female body pregnant.

Well, that was it. He wouldn’t go any further. He’d get out of this bed, right now, go to the door, grab Andersen’s gun, and-

He felt himself lean forward. Planted a kiss on the Jaguar’s lips. A tender little brush. Felt himself smile faintly.

“OK.” He whispered.

For a long moment, the Jaguar simply looked at him, an expression of awe on his handsome features.

And then he was roughly kissing Terrance, pressing his strong, male lips against Terrance’s soft pink ones. Pressing his strong, male body up against Terrance’s weak, female form. Possessing him, owning him, making him his.

Eyes closed, Terrance kissed back, trying to ignore the tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. The feeling that he was doing something again that he hadn’t been allowed to do for a very long time.

As they kissed – man and woman, trapped forever in bodies that might not be their own – Terrance placed one dainty hand against the Jaguar’s chest. The feeling of his muscles, of this man’s raw power made his female body shudder.

I’m not even remotely attracted to women, he realized with sudden clarity. I’m… I’m straight. I always have been.

Oh God, I really am Teri Alvarez.

But even these thoughts were quickly lost beneath the warm waves of sleepy pleasure unfurling over him, radiating out from his pussy, making his nipples go pointy and making his cunt all wet and sloppy.

It was amazing. All of it. The feeling of the Jaguar’s designer stubble, scratching at his soft cheeks. The way one of his strong hands rested against Terrance’s hips, its fingers pinching at his round, curvy butt…

Finally, after what had felt like a lifetime being Terrance Wolfe, he was being treated like the woman he knew he was.

At long last, the kissing stopped. The Jaguar leaned back slightly, looked down at Terrance through eyes that were dazed.

“I’ve waited so long for that, my love. Ever since they took you…”

Terrance giggled. He couldn’t help it. He kissed his lover on the nose, a helpless smile on his female face. The Jaguar frowned.

“What?”

“Look at us,” Terrance whispered in Spanish, “still talking English. If I’m really Teri… if I’m really your wife…

Then I want to act like it completely from now on.”

The Jaguar grinned back at him.

“So my darling little Teri is back now, is she?” He replied in Spanish, “how I’ve missed her…”

They kissed again, Terrance deliberately pressing his bare breasts up against his man’s chest as he did so.

It was like a switch had been thrown in his brain. Like he’d stepped off a precipice.

He’d made his decision now. Terrance Wolfe was gone. He was going to be Teri, be the Jaguar’s wife, for the rest of his life.

And he couldn’t wait to get started.

As they kissed, Terrance let one hand drift down. Pulled at the band of the Jaguar’s boxers, let his fingers slip inside.

He felt something long and hard like iron. Wrapped his fingers around it, feeling breathlessly dizzy.

God, it’s even bigger than Clifton’s…

He felt like laughing hysterically. He had a man’s dick in his hand. He, Terrance Wolfe!

And it felt wonderful.

Slowly, Terrance started to jerk his wrist, tugging at the Jaguar’s foreskin, hopelessly aroused by the feeling of his enemy’s thick shaft. As he did so, he felt the Jaguar’s own large hand move down from his hips, slip inside Teri’s lacy panties.

The Jaguar’s fingers teased at Terrance’s clit for a moment, making him gasp, making him damper and hornier than ever. Then the killer curled his knuckles, and suddenly Terrance had two fingers deep inside his soaking wet hole, stretching the walls of his pussy as he was frigged.

It was a crazy feeling. Insane. He shouldn’t have things inside him, not when he had a man’s memories!

Yet the sensation of the Jaguar’s fingertips, teasing the inside of his sex was just too good to resist. Too natural. Too impossibly arousing.

So rather than beg his new lover to stop, Terrance simply threw his pretty head back and let out a loud, feminine groan.

“That’s it…” he heard himself moan, “oh, fuck, that’s it baby…”

The Jaguar’s fingers scissored at his hole, making him wide and wet. Terrance bucked his hips, rubbing his clit against the ball of the Jaguar’s hand. At the same time, he kept pumping with his wrist, until the Jaguar was so hard he felt sure he would come at any moment and that would be that.

But the Jaguar didn’t come. Instead, he slipped his fingers out of Terrance’s cunt, leaving him weak and gasping for more, and smiled down at his new wife.

“From now on, Teri,” he whispered, “you must obey me. You must do whatever I say, whenever I say it. You will be loved and you will be happy, but you must also learn to obey me at all times.”

His thick hand drifted up Terrance’s body, cupped on of his breasts, idly pinched at the nipple, making Terrance whimper all over again.

“Do you agree, my love?”

For a split second, Terrance – the last part of him that was still male – hesitated. But then the Jaguar gave his nipple a ferocious pinch that made him gasp out loud, and all his hesitations were washed away on a sea of pleasure. He nodded wildly.

“Yes, my husband… my master. Ah! Oh God yes!”

“Good,” the Jaguar smiled, kissed helpless, beautiful Terrance once more. Leaned back on the bed, so his entire, naked form was visible in the moonlight, his thick cock sticking up into the air, the size and shape of a club.

“In that case… I order you to use those wonderful lips of yours to prove your love.”

Terrance didn’t need telling twice.

With a feeling of dark abandonment, he leaned his naked body forward. Kissed the Jaguar on the lips, on his chin, his throat.

Kissed him all the way down his powerful chest, let his female lips trail across his perfectly defined abs. Obediently kissed his balls, kissed the sides of his powerful shaft.

Finally, he parted his bud-like lips, leaned forwards, and took the Jaguar’s cock deep inside his mouth.

It was the first time Terrance had ever sucked a dick before, the first time he’d ever given a blowjob.

For a second, his old, male revulsion made him feel like screaming. Made him want to wail that this was wrong, damnit! That he was a man and he shouldn’t be slobbering over another guy’s dick, especially not the Jaguar’s!

But the feeling faded almost as soon as it had come, and in no time Terrance was bobbing his head, taking his enemy’s prick deep inside his throat as the Jaguar groaned softly, one hand running through Terrance’s luscious hair.

The feeling of having a man’s dick in his mouth was wonderful, he discovered. Thousands of times better than eating pussy had ever been.

There was something about the way it filled his mouth, about the way the Jaguar pressed down on the back of his head, that made Terrance feel just so submissive, so utterly in his lover’s control.

As he watched the Jaguar’s cock slipping in and out from between his lips, his own pussy on fire with arousal, Terrance found himself wishing that he could just stay down here, sucking this man’s cock, for all eternity.

At last, the Jaguar eased the pressure on the back of his new wife’s head. Terrance pulled back, ran his tongue around the rim of the Jaguar’s dick, kissed the tip and breathlessly sat up, his bare breasts dangling, their nipples all hard and aroused.

“What now, my master?” He heard himself breathe, thrilled at how submissive his new life as Teri Alvarez allowed him to be.

“On all fours, my love,” the Jaguar commanded. “It is time for you to become a woman once again.”

Terrance let out a happy sigh. He leaned forward and kissed the Jaguar’s dick again – once, twice, three times – reveling in the taste of it. He turned around, got on his knees, and lay his head down on the bed, his long hair fanning out around him, as he raised his ass high in the air.

The cool air in the room caressed his pussy, making him smile dreamily. Behind him, the Jaguar clambered onto his knees, rested his strong hands against Terrance’s hips.

“You look so perfect like this, my love…” Terrance heard him whisper. The drug dealer leaned forwards, planted a kiss on his new wife’s naked back. “I think you will make a very good wife indeed.”

Then he straightened back up, roughly angled Terrance’s hips, and then the former Agent was suddenly being fucked like the little bitch he was.

Terrance’s pussy stretched to accommodate the Jaguar’s girth. The killer’s dick invaded him, filled him, made him want to cry out with lust.

With each vicious thrust, the Jaguar’s heavy balls bumped up against Terrance’s clit. His hips slapped against Terrance’s perfect, upraised ass.

Pinned to the bed by one of the Jaguar’s hands, Terrance’s female body writhed helplessly. His painted lips parted. He wailed, moaned, gasped.

It was wonderful. The feeling of his tits, bouncing with each violent thrust. The way the Jaguar’s dick pounded into him, painful and pleasurable all at once.

The fire in his clit. The way he couldn’t help but squeal like a common whore. The utterly submissive, female position he was trapped in.

He knew at that moment that he never, ever wanted to be a man again.

They fucked like that for half an hour, the Jaguar thrusting with such force that Terrance thought he might go mad with the sheer pleasure of it.

He came three separate times, each orgasm a wild, almost animal thing that seemed to rise up from the depths of his soul, making his entire body shudder as he helplessly screamed and babbled female nonsense in Spanish, begging the Jaguar to never stop!

The first time he came, Terrance thought he might have died and gone to Heaven. His girl-orgasm lasted so much longer than his boy-orgasms ever had.

But the best had been yet to come.

After the last sensations of his orgasm retreated, Terrance had been amazed to discover that he and the Jaguar were still fucking. With a horrible, wonderful jolt it had dawned on him that coming no longer meant the end of sex.

Now he was a girl, the Jaguar could keep fucking him for as long as he wanted, pushing Terrance back to the brink of orgasm again and again and again, leaving him trapped, tormented, in a netherworld of pleasure.

Finally, finally, though, it ended.

Just as Terrance felt his body approaching its fourth climax, the Jaguar suddenly shoved him down onto the bedsheets, lay across him, pinning Terrance with his weight even as he kept fucking.

Terrance just had time to dazedly wonder what was happening, and then the Jaguar let out a growl, grabbed hold of Terrance’s hair so tight it hurt…

…and then he was coming, sending waves and waves of white hot sperm flooding into Terrance’s womb.

“Yes! Oh God yes…” Terrance heard himself whisper, “that’s it baby, make me pregnant. Make me pregnant!”

He could feel the Jaguar’s seed, squirting inside him, lining his womb. He automatically bucked his hips back against the killer’s cock, milking him, making sure not a single drop went to waste.

Making sure there was no way he couldn’t become pregnant with this monster’s babies.

The Jaguar gave one final grunt, and then it was over. His grip on Terrance’s hair loosened, turned into a gentle stroke. Terrance let out a female sigh of happiness, turned to look over his bare shoulder.

“That was incredible,” he whispered, delicately kissing the Jaguar’s lips.

“No, stay like this,” he added, as the drug dealer went to climb off him. “I like it…”

“Whatever you wish, my love,” the Jaguar whispered.

So they lay there like that for who knew how long, Terrance pinned beneath the Jaguar, as he’d fantasized of being pinned and dominated ever since the Farm had wiped his Teri memories and convinced him he was a man. His female body pressed against the bedsheets, his large breasts painfully squashed, and his pussy filled with the dick of the man he loved, and would love from now until the day he died.

By the time the Jaguar finally climbed off him, Terrance knew he’d finally become the woman he always wanted to be.

*

Later.

The two lay in bed talking, man and wife, wrapped in one another’s arms as the Andean night slowly gave way to dawn.

“So what do you plan to do now?”

“Now? Now, I plan to focus on making you into the perfect wife. You will be carrying my child after all.”

“Not that…” Terrance looked over his shoulder, frowned jokingly at his soon-to-be husband. “I meant about the Agency. My memories.”

They were lying side by side, spread out in the fading moonlight, the Jaguar’s body pressed against Terrance’s narrow back, his thick cock erect and lying against Terrance’s bum.

His hands were clasped around Terrance’s breasts, idly fondling them, tweaking their nipples while the two talked.

Terrance hadn’t been the least bit surprised to discover that being the girl in such an embrace was far better than being the man had ever been.

“Of course, the Agency,” the Jaguar sighed, squeezing one of Terrance’s breasts as he did so, making his new wife shiver. “The bane of our existence.”

“Now you’ve turned me,” Terrance murmured, “they’ll come for me as well. Me, you, and Carmita.”

He hesitated.

“We’ll be in hiding for the rest of our lives.”

The Jaguar shifted behind him. He felt his lover plant a gentle kiss on one of his shoulders.

“For now, yes. But not forever, I think.” There was a pause. “They’ve done terrible things. To our country. To me. To you. They will have to pay.”

“You’re not going to…” Terrance shifted uncomfortably. “Do anything… bad, are you? I mean, I know you said your Chloe part is making you less violent, but…”

“You mean will I kill them? It’s possible. I would certainly like to.”

There was silence for a moment. Soft, warm.

“Would you love me any less if I did?”

Terrance shook his head. Now he’d cast his lot in with the Jaguar, there didn’t seem to be any point in loyalty to his old Agency.

Especially if they really had corrupted him like this. Really had destroyed his memories of being Teri and replaced them with a fake life.

“No,” he said at last. “But if we’re going to bring a child into this world…”

He looked down at his female body, at the belly that would soon start swelling with pregnancy.

“I don’t want them to be born into a world of violence, is all.”

He could feel the Jaguar slowly nodding.

“Then I promise I will try peaceful means, at least. We have been working on cracking their technology. Maybe if there’s a breakthrough we can turn it on them.”

A grim note entered his voice.

“That would be the perfect punishment, no? If we use their own designs to make them all think they are really little girls.”

In his arms, Terrance didn’t reply. There didn’t seem to be anything worth adding.

“What about me?” He asked at last. “What do I do?”

“You?” The Jaguar sounded surprised. “You are my wife. You will live a life of luxury. Your only job is to obey my desires and raise our child. That is enough, no?”

Terrance was sorely tempted to nod and leave it at that.

There was something so intoxicating about the idea of being a beautiful, kept woman. Of having nothing more to worry about than making himself look beautiful for his man. Of idle days shopping with his entourage and sensuous evenings of screwing this man he loved, of building new memories together to replace the old ones stolen from him.

But he also knew that wouldn’t be enough.

Not after all he’d seen.

“I… I want to go back to the hive,” he whispered. “As often as I can. I want to help the people living there. Those poor, poor kids…”

At the thought of the children he had seen, he found himself having to blink back tears.

“It’s our duty. We have money. And if I still think I’m an Agency man, then how else can I escape my guilt?”

He thought he might have to fight his corner. To stand up to his new lover. But the Jaguar surprised him by laughing.

“What?”

“It is nothing my love. Just… you really are Teri, aren’t you? They really couldn’t kill the part that made you You.”

“I guess,” Terrance replied. “I wish I could remember, though.”

He gave a tiny sigh. Then he impulsively took one of the Jaguar’s hands, raised it to his lips and kissed it.

“How long till morning?”

“An hour or two. Why?”

Terrance grinned. He wiggled his sexy bum, pressing it up against the Jaguar’s rock hard cock.

“Then I suggest we make the most of it.”

Behind him, his lover let out a laugh.

“Your wish, my dear, is my command.”

Then the two of them were kissing again. Five minutes later, Terrance was lying on his back, clutching his former enemy against him, his slender legs spread wide and his mouth dangling open in an ‘O’ as the Jaguar fucked him roughly for the second time that night.

Meanwhile, far away in Washington, the male body of Terrance Wolfe floated aimlessly in a tank, unaware that its mind had been tricked into believing it had always been a woman called Teri Alvarez. Unaware that the Jaguar had used his charms to switch yet another Agent, and laughingly turn this one into his pregnant, utterly obedient wife as he did so.

Unaware, too, that it would only be a matter of time before the monster of Latin America cracked the Farm’s dark technology and learned its secrets for himself.

And, when that happened, there would be nothing left to stop the Jaguar from turning every Agent there into his one of his horny, personal whores.

*
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Free extract: How I Became a Gender Swapped Daddy Dater

Karen bent down, scooped her little girl into her arms and picked her up so her angelic head was resting against one of her shoulders.

At first, Emily struggled, squirming in her mom’s grasp, before finally giving up the fight and settling in to being carried in this strange mother-daughter hug.

“I wish you wouldn’t pick me up like this,” she muttered. “I’m too old to be carried.”

“You’re only 8,” Karen said firmly as she stroked her daughter’s hair, “and I love you way too much not to cuddle you.”

“I meant in real life,” Emily grumbled, “I’m twenty one, remember?”

Suddenly, she pulled herself away from Karen’s neck, turned and planted a big kiss on her cheek.

“I love you, mommy.”

Karen gave a tight smile, squeezed her daughter tight.

“I love you too, angel.”

She felt Emily shudder in her arms, disgusted at what the magic was making her do, how it was making them both act. For a second, she was certain her daughter – the daughter the curse had created for her out of thin air – would say something and spoil the moment.

But she was wrong. Instead, Emily allowed her head to droop back onto Karen’s shoulder. Allowed herself to be carried into the living room, past the rug where Karen had surrendered her new, female body to a powerful man for the first time in her life, over to the window that looked out on their little suburban street.

Outside, the light of the streetlamps flickered behind the branches of the trees. Pools of light illuminated trimmed grass verges, sidewalks scattered with the first leaves of autumn.

In the middle distance, the lights of nearby houses glowed like faint and dying stars, each one orbited by its own solar system of silent lives, each flickering with all the endless stories they contained.

The thought made Karen smile sadly. She already knew with one hundred percent certainty that no-one else’s story could be as weird as hers.

Not three days ago, she’d been a man called Karl. A man with a handsome face, a toned, male body, designer stubble, and a long life of male privilege ahead of him.

He’d had a best friend, too, a guy called Evan, just as confident and ready for life as he was.

And then… and then…

And then they’d met Her. And It had happened. And now…

Now there was no more Karl left at all.

“You gonna see Dwight again?” Emily murmured into the crook of Karen’s neck, her breath faint and warm and ticklish against her skin.

The warmth of it, the faint reminder of her daughter’s existence made Karen tremble. She’d never believed it was possible to love someone like this before. Love them with all your heart, and want nothing back in return.

The love only a mother can have for her daughter.

Thinking those words almost made her burst into tears. She didn’t want to feel this way about Evan. It was sick!

But the magic made her powerless to feel otherwise.

Just like it made her powerless to do anything but act like a beautiful, horny young mommy.

A mommy who had four days left to find the man of her dreams and marry him…

…or watch as both she and Evan became trapped as mother and daughter for the rest of their lives.

Continue reading at Amazon.com


Free extract: The Teenage Boy Who Woke Up as a Girl

The hot water pounded onto soft, female flesh. Cascaded over bare shoulders, ran in little rivulets over each breast, formed little droplets that dangled from nipples that were long, pink and pointy.

Beneath the shower, Oliver simply stood and stared down at his new body.

It was like a tiny miracle. Even now, he had trouble believing that this shape, this perfect female form could belong to him.

The first thing that caught your eye was – of course – the breasts. Intellectually, Oliver knew they were fairly small, even for a teenage girl.

But now they were part of him, swelling outwards from what had previously been a completely flat chest…

…well. They didn’t exactly feel small.

With a faint smile on his pouty lips, Oliver reached up and gently cupped his new boobs, feeling their shape, their weight in his hands.

Felt the strange sensation in his chest that only girls knew, the sensation of having your breasts squeezed and fondled.

“God…” he heard himself whisper in Olivia’s voice, “that feels so good…”

He squashed his new tits together, reveling in the strange feeling of one breast touching the other, then impulsively he let go and wiggled his torso, before quickly stopping with a feeling of embarrassment, ashamed that the local house AI might be monitoring him.

I must look like such a freak… he thought with a nervous giggle, clasping his arms across his boobs, as if afraid someone could see them.

Still, that jiggling feeling in his chest… the sight of his perky breasts bouncing around…

He couldn’t lie. It had been fantastic.

Not that it was just Olivia’s swollen chest that made him dizzy to look at. The rest of his new body was equally – wonderfully – alien.

Gently, Oliver ran his dainty new hands down over his sides, marveling at the way they sort of naturally kinked inwards around his waist, like he was wearing an invisible corset.

He let his fingers come to rest on his hips, frowned down at them.

In their own way, his new hips were even more noticeable than his new breasts. Not because they were particularly big – compared to most girls’, Olivia’s body was kinda androgynous – but because having hips that were even slightly rounded was something you simply never experienced as a guy.

From his male perspective, his new hips seemed crazy wide. The way they curved out below his waist was disorientating, like looking in a funhouse mirror.

Whenever he walked in his new body, Oliver was all too aware that these hips of his were conspiring to roll seductively. To make his round new butt curve and bounce in a way that drew male eyes and made him feel strangely sexy.

It was a weird feeling, to say the least. But one that the transformed boy was onboard with.

Heck, more than onboard with. Hadn’t he used to dream of this, back when he was still a he?

Hadn’t he always secretly wanted to pass through a crowd of cute boys, and listen as their chatter fell silent, as they craned their necks to watch the hot girl pass in their midst?

Hadn’t he always wanted to be a girl…?

Continue reading at Amazon.com.


Free extract: the Cutest Girl in the Galaxy

In the silence that followed, Sergei stayed frozen, staring straight ahead. He was aware his breathing sounded different. That his body felt different around him.

Oh fuck, he thought in his native language, what’s happened…?

Already he could tell he wasn’t going to like the answer.

His breathing was higher pitched, somehow. Shallower. Closer to little squeaks than the deeper breathing he was used to in his old body.

He could feel a strange weight on his head, a curtain of something that seemed to cascade down his back, past his cheeks, over his shoulders, tickling at his elegant, bare neck.

It was at least five seconds before he realized he now had hair.

Lots of it, too. Does that mean…?

He could hear the American, muttering to himself. See him moving out the corner of his eye. He knew he should look, look down at himself and see what he had become, what strange fate the star had forced upon him. He didn’t want to hear secondhand from Tom.

But it was like something inside of him was terrified of looking. Was placing the signals together without telling his conscious mind, discovering what they all meant and freaking out. 

So, instead, he just sat there, staring straight ahead, trying to feel through sensation alone what had happened to him.

He was uncomfortably aware of a new weight on his chest, something he’d never experienced before, like something was pulling downwards, even in this low gravity.

At the same time, the rest of him felt lighter, like he’d lost something like six stone. Like his bones were suddenly hollow.

The chair seemed bigger around him, like it had grown, its back rising up and its arm supports getting further away. He felt small, weak, vulnerable. 

And, on top of that, a growing sense of dread.

Fuck fuck fuck…

“Serg?” Tom’s voice, changed beyond all recognition. “Oh God, Serge…”

Sergei didn’t respond. Didn’t want the American to look his way before he could get to grips with his sudden transformation.

Instead, he took a deep breath. Steeled himself. Then he lowered his head…

…and looked.

His first thought was that he’d been right about his misplaced patriotism. There, on the breast of his jumpsuit, where his little Russian flag should have been stitched, there was a tiny red rectangle, with a large gold star in one corner surrounded by four others.

The moment he saw it, he realized he was no longer thinking in Russian, but in some other language that should just be gibberish to him. 

Mandarin.

Oh Jesus, I’m Chinese…

He barely had time to register this change, because the second thing he noticed was so much bigger, so much scarier, that it sent his mind reeling.

There, beneath his little, stitched on Chinese flag, where he was used to seeing his flat, very male chest…

…he could now see a pair of breasts.

They rose away from his suddenly-slender frame, rising up towards his chin, a soft swell of cleavage hidden beneath the fabric of his jumpsuit.

They strained at his new top, as if threatening to come bursting out. Two cute little bumps that couldn’t have been more than a C-cup, but looked terrifyingly big from Sergei’s perspective.

Oh God… he thought in the strange, singsong language that was now his own, that means… that means…

With a soft, high-pitched, feminine whimper, Sergei swept the long, straight dark hair out of his eyes, hooked it behind his tiny ears. Stared down at his too-wide hips, at his slender new legs, at the way his waist suddenly kinked in.

“Serg…” Tom’s voice again, gruffer than it had ever been before, its accent different, “I think…”

In panic, the strong Russian man held hands up in front of his eyes that were small and dainty with tiny wrists and slender fingers. Grabbed hold of his face and felt the tiny nose, the big, beautiful eyes, the soft and plump lips. Clutched hold of his long, voluminous hair and screamed – a high-pitched, feminine squeal.

There was no longer any denying it.

He was a girl now. A Chinese girl. The star had taken him, carelessly swapped his race, his gender, his history.

And there was nothing he could do about it…

Continue reading at Amazon.com.
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The Teacher Who Became a Teenage Girl

“This has to be a dream. I can’t really be trapped as a teenager. I can’t really be a high school student again. I can’t really have been turned into a pretty teenage girl…


Just this morning, I was a teacher. A strong, middle-aged man who all the kids looked up to. But then Ithappened. The impossible change. And now…


Now, I’m suddenly finding myself wearing cute little summer dresses. Suddenly finding myself having to attend classes, and hang out with my girlfriends, and talk about boys and clothes and makeup.


I want it to stop. I want to go back to being a man again. I want to escape this teenage girl body, and this cute female face, and my new life as a beautiful, carefree teen. I want to stop being a schoolgirl…


…don’t I?” 

Buy now


Turned into a Fembot

In the burning heat of the Californian desert, billionaire scientist Jacob Flex is about to make the breakthrough of a lifetime. Along with his sexy assistant Jen, Jacob has discovered the key to life. To giving robots a soul. But what happens when that soul belongs to Jacob Flex himself…?


Uploaded into the body of a gorgeous blonde fembot, his male form destroyed, and reprogrammed to pleasure any man or woman who crosses his path, Jacob soon finds himself thrown headlong into a kinky nightmare. Trapped as busty bimbo-bot Candie, Jacob’s about to find out what life is like as a literal sex object!


Can Jacob escape his stunning synthetic form and regain his manhood? Or is he about to find out that life as a trashy bimbo programed for total obedience is too delicious to resist? 

Buy now


Belonging to the Billionaire

“Here’s the deal,” Karen smiled, not taking her eyes off Blake’s curvy new figure. “I’m a billionaire now, which means I’ll be needing an assistant. A female assistant.”


Billionaire Blake Stonehouse is used to having it all: cars, clothes, girls. But when a casual fling with his secretary gets out of hand, his trophy wife Karen unleashes a curse that will change this macho man’s life forever. She turns him into a beautiful 22-year old girl!


Trapped as submissive blond bimbo Maria, it’s now Blake’s turn to find out what it feels like to a billionaire’s piece of smokin’ hot arm candy. But his new boss has some kinky plans in store for Blake. Plans that involve him turning him into the perfect secretary: A busty bimbo who will do anything a strong man tells her to… 


Will Blake be able to escape Karen’s cruel curse? Or will he spend the rest of his life trapped as the billionaire’s bimbo secretary? 

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 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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