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The harsh white sun glinted off the endless, immobile sea. Underfoot, the sand baked and burned, making barefoot kids yelp in Spanish as they stepped out the water. Over the horizon, the dreamy colonial city stretched out, sizzling in the Caribbean sun.

Beneath the shade of a looming palm tree, Leonard leaned back in the deckchair and sighed.

“We sure came to the right place.”

Beside him, his friend Theo turned and looked at him, his mirrored aviators reflecting the sun’s rays.

“Whose idea was this again?”

“If by whose idea was this, you mean whose idea was it to spend spring break in Colombia, then mine,” Theo replied. “Come to think of it, if you mean whose idea was it to come to Cartagena despite his mate bitching that it was too hot out of the mountains, then also mine.”

He turned and glanced with a wrinkled nose out at the kids frolicking in the surf.

“If, on the other hand, you mean whose idea was it come sit on our butts near the sea and waste the afternoon, then, yeah, that was yours.”

“Dude, it’s not wasted,” Leonard grinned, closing his eyes. “It’s cool. It’s relaxing, right? We haven’t done any of that in aaaages.”

“I was under the impression we were relaxing in Medellin.”

“You call that relaxing? Nu-uh. We were partying in Medellin. This. This is relaxing.”

Abruptly he sat up, opened his eyes. Smiled. Two shapely young Colombian beauties were walking past, their dynamite bodies barely hidden away inside their tiny bikinis.

“’Sides,” Leonard murmured, “you don’t see girls like that up in the mountains.”

Out the corner of his eye, he saw Theo give a little shake of his head. He knew this wasn’t what his buddy had been picturing when they booked their flights.

So what? He thought, idly returning the girls’ smiles, we’re different people, that’s all. If Theo wants to go off on one of his dumb hikes, he can go.

“I could be walking to the Lost City now,” Theo muttered, like he’d just read Leonard’s mind. “Instead of guaranteeing my early death from skin cancer.”

He scowled down at his skinny, topless white frame with an expression of distaste. He always burned in the sun. Leonard assumed it was his British genes. All that rain and fog.

“So go,” he returned. “Just leave me to enjoy this beautiful beach, this beautiful sun.”

One of the girls whispered something to her friend. They both giggled. Leonard dropped them a wink.

“These beautiful girls.”

Although he couldn’t see behind Theo’s aviators, Leonard could swear his buddy just rolled his eyes.

“You’re such a bloody cliché, Leonard. The dude-bro jock, all over the foreign girls.”

He wiped the sweat off his forehead with the back of one hand.

“Only this particular jock is severely lacking in both the muscles and tang department.”

“What are you saying?” Leonard murmured, watching hopelessly as the two girls giggled one last time, then turned and walked away, their pert asses curving in their thongs.

“I’m saying that despite not shutting up about girls since we got here, you’ve singularly failed to pull every Colombian chick we’ve encountered.”

At last, Leonard turned back to his friend.

“Hey, man…”

“You know it’s true.”

There was nothing he could say.

It was true.

The worst part was, girls had been a big calculation in coming here. Only the year before, Leonard’s older brother had flown to Bogota for a wedding and come back looking like a man who’s hit the jackpot three times in a row at Vegas.

“Bro, for real…” his brother had grinned when Leonard had asked how the wedding went, “I’m telling you, those Colombian girls know how to party.”

And when Leonard had dug a little further, his brother had simply shrugged.

“So long as you’re white and not bad looking, it’s like you’re a celebrity. Oh man, I had chicks hanging off me, offering me coke, trying to invite themselves back to my hotel room…”

He’d fumbled for his phone.

“Look.”

And Leonard had looked at the pictures of these curvy, luscious girls with dark eyes, brown skin and flowing hair, crowding around his brother in various dingy clubs. Girls who could have been supermodels, or actresses, or prom queens. All of them inexplicably, unimaginably, hot for his average-looking brother.

It was then and there that Leonard had decided to go to Colombia.

He just hadn’t told Theo they were gonna spend less time hiking and sightseeing than his uptight friend expected.

“I don’t know what you’re smoking,” Leonard said at last, breaking the awkward little silence. “You saw those girls just now.”

Theo turned and peered over the top of his glasses at the retreating girls. With his sallow skin, shaggy blond hair and slightly-sunken eyes, Leonard sometimes thought he looked permanently ill.

“Who, those girls? If we were still in Austin they wouldn’t look twice at-”

“Yeah, well we’re not in Austin, OK?” Leonard snapped. “Things are… different out here, I guess.”

“Trust me, they’d have to be very different for that to work.”

At slightly over 6ft, Leonard was far from bad-looking. He was athletic, if not muscular, with a square jaw and close-cropped dark hair. Seen objectively, he was at least a 7 out of 10.

Unfortunately, the two girls were so far off the conventional attractiveness scale it was kinda like comparing a pair of angels to a better-than-average-looking warthog.

“You’ve been doing this all week,” Theo pushed his straw sunhat down over the bridge of his nose. “Talking up your chances with every girl we see then getting all whiny when they don’t put out.”

“Whiny? I’m not-!”

“Bollocks. It’s all you do. You’re like a whine-o-matic.”

“I don’t even know what that means,” Leonard protested.

Theo ignored him.

“You could at least talk to them. Instead of just sitting here, telling me how wrong I am. Get rejected in person instead.”

“You want me to talk to them? Fine.” Leonard was on his feet before he knew what was happening. “Watch me. Watch and learn, limey.”

“Watch you get rejected? Sounds great.” Theo muttered.

But Leonard barely heard him. He was already off, striding across the beach, following the two girls across the burning Caribbean sand.

He walked confidently at first, striding after them like a man with a mission. As soon as he was confident he was out of Theo’s sights, though, he slowed.

What am I doing? I’m gonna look ridiculous…

Deep down, he knew that those two girls were out of his reach. Knew he needed to crank his standards down at notch or two.

I don’t even speak Spanish… what the hell am I gonna say to them…?

For a second, he wavered. Thought about turning back. Thought about just ordering a beer and kicking back on the beach, forgetting his troubles.

But then the image rose in his mind again, of his brother. His brother, surrounded by girls, beaming out at the camera.

No, there was no way he was gonna go back home without having at least one Colombian hottie he could brag about making out with.

He started walking faster.

Up ahead, the two cute girls had just reached a roped-off area of beach, outside one of the more-expensive hotels. Loud music pounded from a vast outdoor party.

They stopped and talked to the suited guy holding the rope, who moved aside. Then they turned and shot one last perfect smile each right at Leonard, nearly making him swoon. And then they were through the cordon, and off into a heaving crowd of lithe, sweating bodies.

Seconds later, Leonard was at the rope, forcing up a polite smile onto his face.

“Hey, buddy, no habla espanol, I, uh, I need to…”

The guy looked him up and down, slowly, a faint expression of distaste on his dark features. He towered over Leonard, a hulking black giant, all muscle and raw power, poured into a mafia-style suit.

“No entry.” He said at last, firmly.

Leonard blinked.

“Oh. You speak English, huh? Umm, in that case, I was wondering…” he gestured after the girls, “my buddies are in there, and…”

“No entry.”

“Hey, c’mon, man.” He suddenly had an idea. “Look, buddy, I really need to get in there. Just for a minute. Here’s ten… twenty dollars…”

“No entry.”

“OK, fifty dollars…”

“No. Entry.”

The big guy suddenly took a single step forward, nearly making Leonard fall over on his ass. A sneer crossed his vast, dark features.

“ You must be moy hermoso to come in. comprender? You are…”

He shook his head.

“…no está bien.”

And then he was gone, returning to the rope to let in two handsome, stacked guys with chiseled features, who turned and smiled smugly at Leonard as they were invited into the party.

It was a long walk back across the beach. Leonard trudged slowly, staring at his feet, feeling more annoyed and humiliated than he had in years.

When he finally reached the deckchairs, he flopped down next to Theo without a word, closing his eyes. There was a long silence.

“Too bad,” he heard his British friend say, at last, “I was kind of hoping you’d prove me wrong.”

A wistful sigh crept into his voice.

“I mean, an evening with those two would be worth skipping the Lost City for.”

Leonard gave a small grunt in reply. But he wasn’t really listening to what Theo was saying.

Deep inside his head, his mind was whirling, frantically trying to get a lock on it. To see things from an angle that would help him.

There’s gotta be a way to get in there. There’s gotta be…!

*

That evening, the rain fell thick and heavy on the streets, creating little rivers of water that cascaded over people’s bare feet.

Inside their hostel in the colonial part of town, Leonard sat listlessly beneath a ceiling fan and listened to the raindrops drumming on the corrugated roof.

“Maybe it’s better we ditched the hike.” Theo spoke without even looking up from his book.

He was lying half-in a hammock someone had suspended between two bunks, his legs dangling over the sides.

“We’d be absolutely soaked by now. Still…” he paused. “Suppose I should’ve seen this coming. They don’t call it rainforest for nothing.”

Leonard grunted.

Silence. The sound of rain.

“You’re not still thinking about those girls, are you?”

Silence. Pitter patter, pitter patter.

“You know, I was talking to the guy on reception. He says there’s a great little restaurant in the old town, where the waitresses all…”

“I’m gonna get a beer.” Leonard stood abruptly, turned to his friend. “Want anything?”

Theo raised his nose out the book, frowned at him.

“All I’m saying is-”

“No? OK then.”

Leonard was out the door to their dormitory before Theo could utter another word.

He’d just fished a can of Poker beer out the cooler and was headed back when he heard it. Over on the sofas in the communal area, a small crowd had gathered round a skinny, bearded, hippie-looking guy.

“…telling you, it was something else. The girls in there are like… like goddesses. I mean you’ve never seen them so…”

He mimed a pert pair of breasts against his own chest; an ass that was ripe and firm.

“Y’know?”

There was a murmur from the crowd. Without exception, they were all scruffy, scrawny or nerdy-looking guys, and all American.

“What was the music like?” Asked someone. “I heard it was techno and shit like-”

The beardy guy gave a condescending laugh.

“Who gives a fuck about the music, man? Listen to me. I’m saying…”

He lowered his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. Leonard had to strain to catch it.

“You get in there, and it’s like stepping into Caligula’s palace. Only you’re Caligula. In fact, it’s better than that. Trust me…”

He winked at his audience.

“Those girls will put out for anyone.”

Leonard could listen no longer.

“Hey. You talking about the party? The one up the beach?”

Half a dozen faces scowled up at him. Leonard wasn’t certain, but he had a feeling all these guys saw him as the sort of hot guy who could’ve just swanned in past that big black bouncer.

Compared to them, sure, maybe. But remember how those two douchebags looked earlier as they passed you…?

The beardy guy gave Leonard an appraising look. For the third time in a single day, Leonard had the feeling he was being judged.

“Sure am,” the guy said at last. “I was up there earlier. Just telling everyone it was-”

“B-but,” Leonard spluttered, “I mean, how did you get in? They said it was for… y’know. For…”

“Hot people?”

Leonard’s shoulders slumped.

“That’s about it, yeah.”

The beardy guy looked like he was mulling something over. At last he gave Leonard a small smile.

“You’re on vacation, right? Not travelling.”

Leonard nodded.

“Yeah. So?”

“So, I guess you’ve got a lot of money. Not like us proper travelers.”

The others in the group exchanged little smiles, unsure if it was a joke at their expense or Leonard’s.

“If this is gonna turn into some Occupy Wall St. rant…”

“Not at all. I love money.” The beardy guy’s eye gleamed. “Let’s me keep travelling.”

He was silent for a moment.

“You wanna get into the party, huh?”

For a second, Leonard hesitated. He wasn’t used to feeling so awkward around a guy like this.

At last, he nodded.

“OK then,” the beardy guy said, thoughtfully. “What’s that you’ve got there?”

“Oh, this?” Leonard blinked down at the can in his hand. “Just a beer. Thought maybe I’d-”

“Grab me one, yeah? I’ll be out in the garden, under that little wooden awning thing, whatever the fuck you call it.”

“Gazebo,” someone muttered.

“Sure, whatever. I’ll be there.” The guy smiled up at Leonard. “I think you and I might be able to help each other.”

*

“Are you insane?!”

Leonard turned his back on his skinny friend, not wanting to meet his eye.

“It’s fine, OK? Trust me.”

“Trust you? Trust you?!” Theo’s voice was shrill. “You just spent, what, five hundred dollars on-on a pair of magic beans!”

“They’re not magic beans.” Leonard said. He really didn’t want to tell Theo they’d been $500 each.

“What are they then? Coz from where I’m lying, they sure sound like magic beans.”

Leonard looked down at the two pink little pills lying in his palm. The pills he’d just spent a thousand dollars on.

“They’re our ticket to the greatest party on Earth.”

Even now, he could still hardly believe what Micah – the bearded guy – had told him. About how he’d picked these pills up from some shaman back in Peru while high. About how he’d woken up the next day, ten thousand dollars poorer and feeling like a fucking moron.

About how he’d tried to track the shaman down, demand his money back. About how he’d eventually given up, and taken one of the pills in a hostel, thinking about how he might as well get high off his ill-conceived purchase.

About how he’d felt his body start to shift. Start to change. Into…

Well, he could still remember the picture Micah had showed him, while they were both sat in the little gazebo, the rain drumming gently on the roof.

“That’s me,” Micah had laughed, lowering his phone, obviously enjoying the incredulous look in Leonard’s eyes. “Just one blue pill and poof!”

“Lemme see that again,” Leonard had snatched the cell back, unable to get his head round what he was hearing.

If this is true… if this true, it’s world changing…

Smiling out from the phone’s blank screen had been the handsomest guy Leonard had ever seen.

He’d been buff beyond belief, with a square jaw, piercing blue eyes, and rugged, manly features of the sort you rarely saw outside of Hollywood.

He’d had enormous biceps, broad shoulders, a six pack, pecs to die for, and a body that radiated raw, animal power.

As Leonard had swiped over to another selfie, he’d been staggered to see the guy had a 10-inch dick, too. A monster cock that swung between his hairy, muscular legs.

He’d been the absolute pinnacle of manliness. The sort of guy even a straight man like Leonard felt kind of funny seeing. An alpha male beyond all other alpha males.

And he’d been…

“Twenty four hours,” Micah had smiled. “A whole day I spent, trapped as that stud. Kinda terrifying at first, but when I finally stepped out my dorm and saw how chicks were treating me…”

He’d leaned back.

“Let’s say I was kinda sad to see it wear off.”

And Leonard had just shook his head, not wanting to believe him. Not wanting to believe a scrawny, goofy guy like the one in front of him could become a mountain of testosterone and muscle in the blink of an eye.

Not wanting to believe him, but unable to deny the resemblance that had existed in the picture. Like some giant had taken Micah and molded him into this new shape, but been unable to completely flush out all traces of him.

So it’s true…

After that, Leonard had almost fallen over himself to give the traveler his money.

“Lemme get this straight,” Theo was still rabbiting away, trying to make Leonard feel like a fool. “You paid all that money for a pair of pills off some random guy in a Colombian hostel? What are you, an idiot?”

“Trust me,” Leonard repeated. “They’re gonna work, and if they don’t it’s my money, OK? I won’t make you pay your half…”

“My half?”

“I got you one, too.” At last he turned back to Theo, showed him his hand. “One each. Don’t you wanna go to this party?”

“I do…” the skinny English guy was looking like he was about to faint. “But Leonard, five hundred bucks? Isn’t that, y’know, quite a lot of…”

He suddenly frowned.

“What?”

“Nothing. Just…” Theo hesitated. “Didn’t you say they were blue pills?”

Leonard glanced down at the two pink little dots in his palm.

“He said the shaman gave him a mix. He ran out of the blue ones today, but he thinks the pink ones’ll work too. It’s just the casing. Says it’s the exact same stuff inside.”

“And if they don’t?”

“Then I’m financially screwed, and you get to laugh at me for the rest of my life, OK?” There was a pause, then a small smile began to creep across Leonard’s features. “But if they do work…”

He let out a small laugh.

“My friend, we’re gonna have the best spring break ever.”

*

Morning. The two friends stood in the men’s showers of the hostel, awkwardly looking at one another.

“I can’t believe I’m about to do this…” muttered Theo.

It was sometime after 10. The two boys had gotten up late, waiting for everyone to filter out their dormitory and take their showers before finally emerging. As Theo had pointed out the night before, if the pills did work, there was no way they wanted anyone to see them changing.

“We’ll wind up under scientific observation in some hospital somewhere,” he’d noted. “It’s alright for you, you’re American. They’ll probably send the marines in to get you out. Me? They’ll leave me to get dissected.”

So they’d agreed they’d each slip a pill in one of the shower cubicles the next morning, while everyone else in their hostel was at breakfast. Where nobody could see what was happening.

And now here they were, ready to become the sort of hunks the bouncer would wave into that party with no problems.

“You really think this’ll work?” Theo asked.

Leonard looked doubtfully down at the tiny little pill lying in his palm. He shook his head.

“No, not really.” He admitted. “But I did already give Micah that thousand bucks…”

“…and it’s not like he’s gonna have given us poison or anything.” Theo sighed. “OK, let’s do it. Let’s get our disappointment over and done with.”

Leonard nodded.

“Yeah. Let’s.”

Then he handed Theo his pill, the two male friends gave each other a wan smile, stepped into separate shower cubicles and locked the doors.

The cubicle was painted red, its floor slick with water and soap suds. It had one of those doors that don’t quite touch the floor, and Leonard prayed no-one would see his pale feet suddenly become all hairy and ultra-manly.

Well, he thought to himself, here goes…

He cast one last, doubtful glance down at his body, clad only in a pair of swimming shorts. At its comforting shape, it’s familiarity. At the chest that refused to get bigger, no matter how often he hit the gym. At the arms and legs that were strong, but not muscular. At the little layer of fat already starting to collect over his belly.

Deep down, he simply couldn’t believe that it would ever change. That it would ever be anything but the same old body he’d lived in, year-in, year-out, for the last 22 years.

No matter how much he might like to see a horse cock swinging between his legs.

“Leonard?” Theo’s voice hissed in the other stall.

“Yeah?”

“You taken it yet?”

“Nope.”

“Me either.”

A pause.

“Are you gonna?”

“Yeah. Right now.”

“Yeah. I guess I’d better take mine, too.”

Another pause.

“Right. Cheers, mate.”

“Cheers,” Leonard muttered back. Then he tilted his head back, dropped the pink pill into his throat, and swallowed.

The moment it was down his throat, Leonard realized it was gonna work. He could feel his insides sort of… twisting in a way that was deeply alien. Slowly, he looked down at his naked torso, and was astonished to see the skin starting to ripple.

“Leonard!” Theo’s voice made him jerk his head back up. “It’s… it’s working! Holy shit, I mean it’s really, really working!”

“Didn’t I tell you?” Leonard meant the words to come out sounding confident, but instead they wavered and wobbled. Theo barely seemed to notice.

“Oh Christ… oh Jesus, this feels weird!”

“Just hang in there, buddy,” Leonard called. “A few minutes from now, we’re gonna be the hottest guys in Cartagena!”

Silence. He gazed down at his body, trying to imagine what it would feel like. Trying imagine how it would be to be a tall, muscular stud with a gigantic cock and pecs like iron. His skin writhed, his body started to shift…

Here we go… 6ft5 and a rippling torso. We’re gonna get so much pussy…!

Then Leonard noticed something. Something that made his mind start whirling and sent the confidence draining out of him.

The shower tap was rising gently in his vision. Set into the wall, it slowly traveled upwards, as if trying to escape out the ceiling. For a second, Leonard looked at it, trying to figure out what the hell was happening. Then it suddenly all fell into place and he felt like screaming.

Leonard was shrinking. Where he’d stepped into the shower cubicle at a good 6ft, he was now maybe 5”9 at most and still shedding inches.

“Leonard…?” Theo’s voice drifted in from the other cubicle, tinged with worry. “Uh, Leonard, are you… is it…?”

“Something’s wrong!” Leonard called back. “I-I’m not sure what’s going on. I’m-I’m…!”

Shrinking, is what he’d meant to say. But then he’d happened to glance back down at himself and his voice had dried up in his throat.

His feet were changing. Where they’d once been kinda big and clumsy-looking, they were now two small, dainty things at the end of impossibly tiny ankles. As Leonard watched in horror, the tiny, wiry hairs that graced the back of his toes wriggled back into his skin, even as his toenails began to change color, becoming a sparkly pink.

Oh God… what the fuck is happening?

“Theo! Dude, my feet-!”

Was all he managed to get out. Then, suddenly, the shaman’s magic pill kicked into gear and Leonard’s entire body went crazy.

There was a grinding sensation that tore through his torso, unpleasant yet painless. Leonard’s shoulders tugged inwards, losing their broadness and becoming narrow and slender. Simultaneously, his hips pushed outwards, becoming wide and curvy.

“What the hell?!” He yelled. But it was useless.

There was a sensation like someone had just stuck him in a corset and yanked the drawstring. In a flash, Leonard’s midriff tightened, pulling inwards, until it was so tight you could almost fit your fingers around it. Fat dribbled off his belly, leaving him with a toned, flat stomach.

Leonard felt his ass jump up and fill out, becoming round and pert. In fright, he looked over one newly-narrow shoulder and was disgusted to see his ass now thrust out, away from his body, like something out of a music video.

“Leonard?!” Theo’s voice was high with panic. “Leonard, what in God’s name…?”

“I-I dunno!” Leonard yelled back. “I-I think we’re turning into-!”

Then the changes started up all over again and there was no time left to talk.

With astonishing speed, Leonard’s legs and arms shed muscle, deflating in size, becoming slender and willowy. At the same time, his legs stretched upwards, becoming long and smooth and heavenly.

There was a faint pain in his wrists, and Leonard saw to his dismay that his hands were now two tiny, dainty things with long, slender fingers. As he looked helplessly at them, his nails started to grow, becoming long and pink and sparkly.

A tremendous itching spread across Leonard’s body. He gasped out loud. All the wiry little man-hairs that had appeared when he hit puberty were worming their way back inside him, leaving his skin smooth and springy to the touch. Just as he was staring, dumbfounded, at his disappearing hair, there was a feeling like electric passing over his scalp, and then waves and waves of long, dark, luscious locks were tumbling over his bare shoulders like a waterfall.

His nose trembled comically in the bottom of his vision. Leonard crossed his eyes, staring down at it, and was frightened to see it shrink down into a cute little button. Moments later there was a feeling of pressure, and then his lips plumped up, becoming soft and bud-like.

And still the changes kept coming.

In horror, Leonard held his hands to his face as his skin began to shift. His newly-dainty fingers felt his jawline soften and his cheekbones sharpen, leaving him with a soft, round face. He felt his eyelashes grow longer, his eyes widen.

“Leonard, oh, fuck, Leonard!” Squeaked a high-pitched voice he could just about recognize as Theo. “What… what’s happening to us?!”

Isn’t it obvious? Thought Leonard, unhappily, as he felt his Adam’s apple soften and vanish, and his neck elongate slightly, becoming swan-like.

We’re turning into girls.

No sooner had he thought those words than a pressure began building in his chest. Leonard glanced down and watched in terror as his nipples began to grow longer, becoming pink and pointy, the flesh around them gently swelling. He moaned and threw up his hands…

…only to feel them knocked aside as a pair of big, beautiful breasts came bursting out.

They swelled up in the bottom of his vision, two wobbling, pink things that inflated, pushing away from his chest. They grew until they stuck out in front of him, bigger than even his last girlfriend, Sarah’s, had been.

I’ve got tits! Leonard thought in horror, actual fucking tits!

In a daze, he gently cupped his brand new breasts with his dainty hands, and was surprised at how firm they felt. How pert. How much a part of him.

They’ve… they’ve gotta be a C-cup. At least! Maybe even a D…

The thought that he not only had breasts, but had bigger breasts than any girl he’d ever dated, was enough to make Leonard want to scream.

Then he felt it. The last part of his transformation. The part that he’d been dreading ever since he worked out where this was going.

Deep in Leonard’s shorts, his dick gave one last, mournful twitch. Leonard frantically yanked his shorts down, trying to grab hold of his little fella…

…and watched with helpless eyes as his cock shot back into his body, dragging his balls with it. There was a pause, and then a little slit opened up between his legs; two plump lips dangling either side of a tight little hole.

Oh my God, I’ve got a pussy…

At last, it was over. Leonard’s body gave one last spasm as his internal organs shifted to make way for his new womb, and then the pill’s work was done.

In the silence that followed, Leonard was aware only of his own breath, suddenly coming out in ragged, high-pitched, feminine little gasps. And a faint whimpering from the cubicle beside him, that sounded like… sounded like…

It sounds like a girl trying not to cry.

He closed his eyes, trying to control the sense of panic he felt, rising in his chest.

It couldn’t be true. Men just didn’t spontaneously turn into girls. It was ridiculous. The sort of thing that only happened in cheap, erotic fiction bought on Amazon.

I’m hallucinating. That’s it. I took that pill and it’s sent me weird. It’ll wear off. It’ll…

But he already knew he was lying.

He could feel the faint weight on his chest from his heavy new breasts. Feel them dangling towards the floor.

He could feel the long, dark hair that cascaded over his shoulders in a glorious waterfall, feel it tickling at the bare skin between his shoulder blades.

And, worst of all, he could feel the brand new space between his legs, where his dick had once been. Feel the tight little hole buried between his legs, waiting for a man to come along and put his cock inside…

Abruptly, Leonard opened his eyes.

He could still hear Theo, whimpering away in the other cubicle, like a girl in shock.

“Th-Theo?” He said, then instantly clamped his dainty hands over his pouty new lips.

That’s not my voice!

At some point during his transformation, his old, male voice had vanished, taking its bass and power with it.

In its place was a voice that was soft and high in pitch. The sort of voice you heard from a girl excitedly calling out to her friends at a party.

The voice of a beautiful bimbo.

“Theo?” He murmured again, trying to make his voice deeper, but just making it sound ridiculous, “it’s me. Are… are you OK, buddy?”

Silence. Save for that whimpering. Leonard swallowed.

“OK. OK. I’m… I’m gonna come and get you,” he whispered in his soft new voice; in his girl’s voice. “Just stay right there…”

He was about to open the door, when a thought suddenly struck him. An unpleasant thought that made the invisible, downy hairs on the nape of his neck stand on end.

They were girls now. Girls in a boys’ shower room. And not just girls.

They’d both come in here, dressed only in their swimming shorts, expecting to come out with big, muscular male chests they could show off.

Instead, they now had breasts. Big, ripe, dangling boobies, and nothing to cover them up with.

Horrible as it was to admit, Leonard really needed a bikini right now.

For a moment, he dithered. There was no way he wanted to chance stepping outside now and having some random guy walk in.

It was strange. As a man, Leonard didn’t find anything remotely worrying about taking his top off in public, even when he was kinda out of shape. As a girl, though…

…as a girl, the thought of someone seeing him topless made him feel strangely threatened.

“Leonard?”

The girl’s voice made Leonard jump. He looked frantically around for a second, before realizing it must have come from Theo.

“Leonard?” The girl whimpered, her voice soft and sultry, her British accent almost spookily sexy. “What just… I mean, what have we…?”

“It’s OK,” Leonard said in his own soft, sexy voice. “It’s OK, I’m coming. Just let me…”

Then he glanced down and remembered where they were. Remembered that shower cubicle walls don’t touch the ground.

Oh my God, it looks gross down there… he shuddered. But, between that and opening the door…

Guess I’ll do it quickly.

Ten seconds later, Leonard was in the next cubicle, pulling himself to his feet, daintily picking wet little hairs off his soft new skin.

“Eww, that was, like, so gross,” he mumbled, unaware his syntax had changed along with his voice, taking on a Valley Girl style. “Why couldn’t we do this in the girls’? I bet girls are way cleaner…”

“Leonard?”

At the sound of her voice, Leonard looked up at the girl whose shower stall he’d just climbed into…

…and felt his mind go numb.

Holy fuck…

The girl standing above him was gorgeous.

Where Theo had been skinny, with a mop of blond hair and sallow skin, the girl who’d replaced him was perfect.

She was stylishly slender, with a super-tight waist that made Leonard feel faintly jealous, extremely long legs, and cute, perky little breasts that were just right for her frame. Her blond hair fell in shiny ringlets from her crown, tumbling stylishly over one bare shoulder.

She had an adorable, round baby face, with plump, pursed lips, wide, doe-like blue eyes, and an expression that was heartbreakingly innocent. Little freckles dusted her cheeks, making her look cuter than ever.

She was gorgeous. She was the absolute ideal of a thin woman, a 18-year old girl so pure and beautiful that Leonard almost couldn’t stand to look at her.

The only things that slightly spoiled it were Theo’s shorts, still clinging to her waist, now stretched at the hips, but otherwise baggy and too big for her.

“Hey,” whispered Theo, unhappily.

Leonard slowly stood up, his pretty new mouth dangling open. He looked over the girl who used to be Theo, his eyes tracing the outline of her breasts, of her hips, of her ass.

Wordlessly, he looked into his friend’s soft blue eyes.

“Theo?” He whispered, barely even noticing how high-pitched his voice was. “Jesus Christ, you’re… you’re…”

He stared back down at Theo’s body, unable to believe what he was seeing.

“You’re beautiful.”

The supermodel British girl shot him a wan smile that couldn’t help but look perfect to Leonard’s eyes.

Christ, she’s the sort of girl I used to dream about…

“Thanks,” muttered Theo. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

“I mean it,” Leonard went on, ignoring his friend. “The pill. It’s made you… made you…”

He shook his head in wonder.

“Theo,” he confessed, shocked at what he was about to say, “you’re the hottest girl I’ve ever seen.”

Theo glanced down at his new body. Leonard watched as the stunning blond before him hesitantly reached up and gave her boobs a little squeeze.

“Yeah,” she said, “I guess… I mean, your boobs are much nicer. Mine are all small, and…”

She suddenly shook her head.

“What am I doing?” The girl who used to be Theo wailed, looking back to Leonard, “I’m even talking like a girl now!”

“It’s probably the pills,” Leonard said, hurriedly, “I mean, who knows what they can do to our brains if they can do this to our…”

He trailed off. Theo was looking at him like he thought he was going mad.

“What?”

“Have…” the girl who used to be Theo swallowed. “Have you looked in a mirror, recently?”

Leonard rolled his eyes.

“You know I haven’t. I only just crawled under to check on you. And now you’re…”

“Well, maybe you should. In a mirror. Like, right now.”

“Why?”

But the girl before him simply shook her pretty little head, her eyes wide. Uneasily, Leonard turned to the cubicle door.

Oh well, I guess we couldn’t stay in here forever. At least there’s two of us now if someone walks in…

For a second, he hesitated. He really didn’t want to be seen like this. But what choice did he have?

Leonard opened the door.

The shower room was as empty as when they arrived, the only sign of life the two topless girls peering nervously out the open cubicle.

Then Leonard turned to the mirror running the whole length of the opposite wall and felt his heart nearly stop in his generous chest.

The glass was still slightly fogged from all the showers guys had taken earlier. But it was clear enough by now. Clear enough for Leonard to see, to see the girl he had become.

No… his brain thought, weakly, no fucking way…

There, in the distant mirror, was perhaps the most-beautiful girl Leonard had ever seen.

She was maybe 18, with long, flowing dark hair that fell in lines down either side of her olive-skinned face. Her cheekbones were sharp and high, her eyes dark and inviting, like two black pools you wanted to immerse yourself in forever.

She had plump, red lips. Slender, heavenly legs. A tight waist. Wide, curvy hips and a shapely ass to die for.

Her breasts were spectacular. Two big, plump things that stuck out from her slender frame, pert and true. She had a slightly fuller figure than her blond companion, but not in a bad way. In a way that highlighted her curves, her hourglass shape, her breathtaking beauty.

She looked like a supermodel. Like someone you’d see in an expensive perfume commercial for a Latin fragrance.

She was dark. She was tanned. She was gorgeous.

And she was him.

Leonard couldn’t help it.

He screamed.

*

“Jesus, Leonard!”

The cute British blond grabbed his bare, slender shoulders, gave him a shake. Leonard looked dumbly into her eyes, feeling like a girl trapped in a nightmare.

“Shut up!” She hissed. “Shut up or someone will-!”

Then the voice came and Leonard watched in horror as the color drained from her perfect face.

“Hey!” The deep, male voice echoed around the shower room, loaded with raw power. “Hey, are you OK in there?”

Shit…

The two girls looked at each other, panic in their eyes. Leonard could tell Theo was thinking exactly the same thing as him.

Oh Jesus Christ, we’re… we’re nearly naked, and some guy’s about to come in…!

There were footsteps.

“Hey. Is someone in there?”

“Quick,” the British girl muttered.

She grabbed Leonard’s dainty new hand with her own. Their long, slender fingers entwined, clasped together. Just touching such a pretty girl was enough to make Leonard feel like fainting.

“This way.”

The girl dragged him across the bathroom, her pert ass bouncing as she walked, making Leonard feel dizzy. He could feel a faint pain in his own chest.

No… not a pain. More like… more like…

Then Leonard hit on the word and nearly moaned out loud.

He was jiggling.

The slender blond pushed her way into a cubicle, pulled Leonard in then shut and locked the door. She silently raised a finger to her pouty lips, just as someone stepped into the shower room.

“Hey. Hey! Is everyone OK in here?”

The guy’s voice was deep, seeming to vibrate in the pit of Leonard’s belly. Without even seeing him, Leonard could tell it belonged to a strong, powerful man.

“I heard screaming. Is someone hurt?”

There was something about the voice… something that sent little shivers up Leonard’s spine. He tried to imagine the man it might belong to.

He’s probably tall. Yeah, with big biceps and broad shoulders and the cutest butt. I bet he’s got these piercing blue eyes…

He gave himself a little mental shake. Had he really just called a guy’s butt cute?

“I’m checking the stalls.” The voice called. “If you’re hurt don’t worry, I’ll find you.”

There were footsteps, and then the sound of cubicle doors banging open. The girl who used to be Theo closed her eyes and let out the tiniest whimper.

“I’m coming. Stay calm.”

Little pinpricks danced across Leonard’s smooth, olive skin. He felt his heart hammering in his generous new chest.

The cubicle suddenly seemed very close. Very small. The slender British girl was standing very close to him, her pink lips only inches from his own, their bare breasts almost touching.

With a jolt, Leonard realized this was the closest he’d ever been to someone so beautiful.

Look at her… she’s perfect. All worried like that… the girl still had her eyes closed, so Leonard let his own hungrily drink in her soft, delicate features. She’s gorgeous. I could kiss her right now if I wanted to…

He felt a faint warmth spreading in his crotch. Suddenly, he was very aware of his nipples, aware of how hard and pointy they were becoming.

Jesus Christ, she’s Theo, remember? You can’t get turned on by Theo!

The bang of another door derailed his train of thought. It was followed by another. Then another.

Getting closer…

“If your hurt, let me know. I’m almost there.”

Another bang, and then Leonard saw two bare feet come to a stop outside their door. He took a deep breath.

“Hey, are you in there?” The door rattled. “What’s going on?”

Leonard closed his eyes, tried to not to whimper.

Please… just go away… please…

But at the same time, there was another thought in his head. A strange, alien thought that rose from the very depths of his newly-female brain.

He sounds so strong…

“OK, I’m coming in. Stand back.”

Leonard’s eyelids flew open. He saw Theo looking right back at him, panic in his innocent blue eyes.

“It’s OK!” Leonard suddenly shouted in his high-pitched voice, “I’m fine, I’m sorry, just-!”

But it was too late.

With a crash the locked cubicle door swung open, reeling under the force of a kick. Leonard squealed and shrank back, clutching himself tight against the British girl, their breasts squashing up against one another.

From under his dark bangs, he looked up in a daze at the hulking male shadow stood before them. At the tall, muscular guy now stepping into the cubicle, looking down at their naked, female flesh with a cocky smile.

“Damn,” he laughed, his low, smooth voice seeming to caress Leonard’s new body, “you girls had me worried there. Thought you’d had a bad reaction to the pills.”

Pills? Wha-?

And then Leonard looked up from inside his tiny frame at the guy now towering over him and everything clicked into place.

Oh God… oh please, God, no…

The handsome, square jaw. The stylish stubble. The smoldering gaze. The sculpted torso, all-too visible beneath his tight white t-shirt.

Oh dear Jesus…

The familiar eyes, set into the newly-handsome face. The eyes that had laughingly stared out from those selfies their owner had shown him, sat under that gazebo in the rain what felt like a million years ago.

“Right,” said the hulking stud who used to be Micah, his blue eyes twinkling with amusement. “Guess I’d better grab you chicks a towel. But first…”

He flashed Leonard a grin that made his legs go like water.

“Any questions?”

*

Two hours later, Leonard stood before the full-length mirror in their hotel room, not sure if he was angry, scared or just completely confused.

From the silver depths of the glass, the beautiful woman he’d become looked back at him, a troubled expression on her supermodel features. With a feeling of profound unhappiness, Leonard noted that it only served to make her look sexier than ever.

It had been a weird morning all right.

After the initial shock of seeing Micah had worn off, Leonard had finally found his voice.

“M-Micah?”

The handsome man had flashed him a perfect smile. Inside their new bodies, Leonard had been shocked to note he was at least a foot shorter than Micah.

“You recognized me, huh? Too bad. I wanted to see how you girls would react to my new body.”

Suddenly, a surge of white hot anger had gone coursing through Leonard. He’d let go of Theo and pointed accusingly at the musclebound stud before him.

“You… you knew what those pills would do, didn’t you? You deliberately…” He could hardly believe what he was going to say, “You deliberately turned us into girls!”

In new voice, the accusation had sounded high-pitched, hysterical. But Micah hadn’t even been listening. Instead, he’d simply looked down at Leonard’s body with a smirk on his newly-handsome face.

“What?”

Then, beside Leonard, the girl who used to be Theo had let out a little cough.

“Umm… Lennie?” She’d said quietly in her British accent, “babes, your um…”

And then it had clicked in Leonard’s brain. Slowly, he’d followed Micah’s hungry eyeline down…

…to where his naked breasts now dangled, pert and free.

With a growl, Leonard had clapped his dainty new hands back over his heavy breasts, hating the feel of them in his palms, but hating the way Micah was looking at him even more.

It’s like I’m just a piece of meat! What an asshole…!

But again, an unwanted, alien thought had risen up beneath his indignation.

God, it’s so hot the way alpha males look at women…

“Admit it,” he’d snapped, trying to get everyone’s attention off his new breasts. “You set us up.”

The hunk before him had shrugged, tossed him a casual smile.

“Sure, why not? I didn’t know for sure what those pink pills would do, but I had to shift them somehow, and you were so pathetically eager…”

He’d lowered his voice, his piercing eyes flicking over every inch of Leonard’s new body, like he was X-raying him.

“’Sides, what guy wouldn’t want a couple of babes like you two keeping him company?”

Babes?! Leonard remembered thinking angrily, who the hell does he think he is?!

But, to his horror, his body had reacted differently. Without any input from his brain, his female form had let out a soft giggle, involuntarily returning Micah’s roguish smile.

He’s so handsome… Christ, he could make me do anything…

He’d given his head a little shake.

Now wasn’t the time to start exploring the new, female side of his sexuality.

 “Let me get this straight,” Theo’s soft, sultry new voice had cut through Leonard’s confusion, making him turn round. “You’re saying you tricked us. That you turned us into girls, and you still want…”

The blond girl had shook her head, a look of disbelief on her pretty face.

“You still want us to swoon over you and act all pleased when you call us babes?”

Micah had frowned down at the willowy British girl.

“Hey, what’s your name?”

“Tara,” the girl had responded. “But I don’t see…”

Suddenly, her eyes had gone wide.

“No, wait. That’s not my name. I’m… I’m…”

But she’d been unable to say it. Helplessly, she’d turned to Leonard.

“God, Lennie, my name. What’s my name?”

And Leonard had opened his mouth…

…and slowly closed it again.

Oh, God, I can’t remember…

To his horror, he’d realized that the only name stored in his mind for the panicked girl stood before him, or the skinny guy she’d once been was, was…

Tara.

“I’m sorry,” he’d whispered, shaking his head, his long, dark hair flicking out around his shoulders. “Tara, I’m so sorry….”

Tara had looked at him, her blue eyes wide with fright, her slender fingers raised in shock to her pouty lips. And then Micah had laughed and casually leaned one strong arm against the cubicle wall.

“Here’s the deal, Tara,” he’d said, his voice cocky. “You two beauties are stuck as girls now. Unlike the blue pills, the pink ones don’t wear off.”

He’d winked at them.

“Ever. They just mess with your mind until you can’t remember ever being a dude or not being attracted to guys.”

His smile had grown cockier.

“Guys like me.”

He’d flexed one bicep experimentally. Immediately, Leonard had felt his mouth go dry. From the corner of his eye, he’d seen a pink flush rise up Tara’s cheeks.

Oh God, this is horrible. I don’t wanna be attracted to guys!

But he’d been unable to stop it. Unable to stop his eyes tracing the outlines of Micah’s new muscles. Unable to stop his nipples from hardening beneath his palms, unable to stop himself from fluttering his long eyelashes at the handsome stud who’d done this to them.

“The only way you can turn back,” Micah had continued, obviously enjoying the effect his new form was having on the two girls, “is by taking one of the yellow pills I’ve got in my bag. Then you’ll go back to being those loser guys I met yesterday.”

Tara had started to speak, her eyes shining with sudden hope. Micah had cut her off with the wave of a hand.

“But, I’m not gonna give them to you. Not unless you do exactly what I want you to.”

“What’s that?” Leonard had meant to make his voice come out sounding tough. It had come out as a throaty whisper.

Their tormentor – their jailer – had given an amused little grunt, like he was laughing at some private joke.

“You’ll see,” he’d said, his eyes once again drifting over Leonard and Tara’s pert little bodies. “And don’t worry, you’ll get to go to your beach party. You just gotta play by the rules. My rules.”

Then he’d abruptly stood upright.

“You babes hang tight, y’hear? I’ll go grab a couple of towels from reception.”

And with that he’d turned and stalked off across the room, his stride confident, his strong arms swinging by his sides. For a moment, Leonard had simply stood there in daze. Then he’d run out the cubicle as fast as his little legs would carry him.

“Wait!” He’d yelled, trying to ignore the way his new body was admiring the muscles in Micah’s retreating back, admiring the broadness of his shoulders. “Where are we going? What are you gonna do with us?”

“I used your money to book us somewhere nicer,” Micah had called back without breaking stride, “somewhere where we can enjoy ourselves without interruption.”

He’d given Leonard one last wink, and then he’d been out the door, leaving the two poor, beautiful girls stood all alone, their minds whirling with worry.

And now here they all were, in some expensive old colonial hotel in the very heart of Cartagena, about to do something Leonard really didn’t want to think about.

As he stood there, staring hopelessly at the girl in the mirror, Leonard heard a knock at the old, antique wooden door. There was a pause, then Micah poked his head round the corner.

“Hey, gorgeous,” he gave Leonard his trademark cocky smile. “How’s the new dress?”

On their way to the hotel, Micah had called up and demanded two fancy new dresses be rustled up for his girls. By the time they arrived, two designer dresses had been left, one each, in Leonard and Tara’s rooms.

Picking his up, Leonard had been dismayed at its flimsiness. At the sheer nothingness of the piece of black fabric clasped in his hands.

But now he was wearing it…

With a sigh, Leonard glanced downwards. The girl in the mirror was clad in the cutest little black cocktail dress.

It clung to her curves, accentuating them, leaving a lot of leg and cleavage on display. Its darkness matched her flowing dark hair, her dark eyes. It was expensive. Classy. On her feet, a matching pair of black stiletto heels completed the look of a woman who was stylish and sexy and not afraid to show it.

Leonard hated to admit it, but he did look pretty good right now.

“It’s… it’s nice,” he said awkwardly, hating the way the girl in the mirror moved her pouty lips in time with his. “I guess I look…”

“You look gorgeous.”

Micah stepped into the room. With lithe, panther-like steps, he crossed the wooden floor until he was stood directly behind Leonard.

Gently, he raised his big, strong hands. Placed them on Leonard’s slender, bare shoulders. The touch was enough to send a shiver down Leonard’s spine.

Stood this close, he could feel the raw, masculine power of Micah’s new body. It’s strength. It’s sheer size. In the mirror, he could see his new sugar daddy towered over Lennie, his broad shoulders higher than even the very top of her pretty little head.

He was like an ant stood next to this giant. Like a little girl stood beside her daddy, weak and innocent and in need of protecting.

He could break every bone in my body, Leonard realized with a strange sense of detachment, he could throw me on the bed and rape me right now, and I’d be powerless to stop him.

But he won’t. And that’s what’s great about men. They’re strong. But they’re also protective.

“I thought Tara was cute,” Micah’s breath was warm against the nape of Leonard’s elegant neck, his words like an intoxicating drug, “but you, Lennie, you’re something else…”

“Don’t call me that,” whispered Leonard, closing his eyes, trying to ignore the way his body was screaming at him.

“Why not?” Micah gently hooked a long, dark strand of hair behind Leonard’s cute little ear, “it’s your name, isn’t it?”

“It sounds stupid.”

“It sounds cute.”

Micah leaned down. Leonard could feel his lips, brushing against the back of his neck. He tried to hold back a helpless little whimper.

What are we doing? We’re acting like characters in a romance novel. But we’re both men. Micah’s a man, and I’m a man, too…

But stood there, his eyes closed, feeling Micah gently let one large hand drift down his spine, into the small of his back, Leonard certainly didn’t feel male.

All the things his old, man-body would’ve never noticed now leaped out at him. The faint smell of Micah’s sweat, sweet and masculine. The sheer closeness of him. The subliminal play of power, of seduction, of a man turning you into putty in his hands…

Leonard felt his pouty little lips gently part. He breathed out, a soft, feminine sound. Without even opening his eyes, he knew he must look stunning right now.

It’s the pill. Oh God, you’ve gotta fight it…

But it was hopeless. Already, Leonard could feel his female body coming alive. Feel his new breasts gently swelling. Feel a faint warmth in his crotch.

Feel himself ready to swoon into Micah’s big, strong arms.

“The party starts in two hours,” Micah murmured in his ear, his lips inches from Leonard’s flesh.

Wha-? Oh, right. The beach party. I forgot about that…

“We’ll be going down there together, the three of us. I want to show off my gorgeous new girls.”

At the word gorgeous, Micah let his hand drop down, let it rest on Leonard’s pert little ass. He gave it a little squeeze and Leonard whimpered out loud.

This is wrong… this is so wrong…

“But first…” A note of humor crept into Micah’s voice, causing Leonard to open his eyes. In the mirror, Lennie looked dazedly back from eyes that were misted with lust.

That can’t be me… that can’t…

“I think…” Micah murmured, smiling softly in the mirror, “we’d better get to know each other a little better, don’t you?”

*

Micah’s room was even grander than Leonard’s.

Huge beams of aged oak crisscrossed the ceiling, where an ancient fan turned lazily, wafting some breeze through the sultry Caribbean air. Antique wooden furniture stood at attention along the centuries-old yellow-painted walls. A vast, wooden bed sprawled out in the middle of the room, as ancient and as venerable as everything in this expensive hotel. 

But it wasn’t the furniture that drew Leonard’s attention and made his heart beat faster. Wasn’t the ancient bed that made the breath catch in his throat.

It was what was on it that did that.

Lying across the crisp nylon sheets, her pretty little head propped up against one pillow, a distant, sultry expression on her beautiful face, lay Tara.

Like Leonard, she was dressed in a revealing little, elegant dress that hung over one shoulder and hugged her figure, showing off her subtle curves, leaving plenty of flesh on display.

Like Leonard’s, her tiny feet were encased in a pair of stiletto heels, their spikes lazily rucking up the sheets on the bed.

Unlike Leonard, though, her entire ensemble, her whole wardrobe, was shockingly, dazzlingly white.

It was like walking into a room and finding an angel lying on the bed, a distant look in her heavenly eyes. Tara’s whole body seemed to glow, her clothes and white-blond hair combining to make her look ethereal, almost transparent.

The only colors were the cold, piercing blue of her eyes, and the faint dash of pink on her freckled cheeks.

“Hey.” Leonard stammered. He had no idea what else to say to the supermodel before him.

Calm down, she’s your friend, remember? You and Tara have known each other for…

“Hey,” Tara whispered back unhappily, derailing Leonard’s train of thought.

She inclined her head a fraction of an inch, taking in Leonard’s new dress, his whole, wonderfully female figure.

“Jesus, Lennie…” the Brit girl whispered at last. “You’re beautiful.”

The thought that someone who looked like Tara did at that moment would ever call Leonard beautiful was enough to make his head spin.

But then he remembered how Lennie had looked in the mirror just now, how he had looked, and realized there was no point in denying it.

In his new body, he was stunning too.

It’s coz we’re not used to it… We’re just two guys trapped in these girls’ bodies, you gotta remember that…

Dressed up in his cocktail dress, though, with his hair expertly styled, his feet squeezed into heels and his breasts squashed together in a lacy push-up bra, Leonard didn’t feel even remotely male anymore.

“Look at that,” Micah murmured, slipping into the room behind Leonard. “My two beauties. Light and dark.”

He smiled to himself.

“Angel and devil.”

Tara smiled wanly up from the bed. Stood before her, Leonard realized he couldn’t take his eyes off her.

God, she’s everything I ever wanted…

A thought struck him.

Christ, to think I’ve seen her topless…

“Here’s the deal,” Micah murmured, slipping one strong hand around Leonard’s tight little waist. “I’ve screwed dozens of women in this body, women as good-looking as you two.”

Leonard wrinkled his cute little nose.

Way to make a girl feel special…

“But there’s one thing I haven’t managed to talk any real girls into doing yet. Something I have a feeling you two sissies won’t mind in the slightest.”

He looked to Tara.

“Mind if I call you that?”

“Whatever,” the supermodel sighed, gently closing her eyes. “I don’t care. Let’s just get this over with so we can get back to our old bodies.”

“All in good time,” Micah said. “Tonight. After the party. So long as you do what I want you to.”

“And what’s that?” Leonard whispered in his soft voice.

In response, Micah reached up. He gently slipped one thin strap off Leonard’s shoulder, leaving his olive skin bare in the late-morning light.

“Nothing you wouldn’t want to do anyway.” His voice was low, but strong. Powerful. Hypnotic.

“I saw the way you two looked at each other just now. Like you’d never seen a woman before. Like the male parts of your brains had just come zinging back to life…”

He gently slid the other strap off Leonard’s shoulders, making the breath catch in his throat.

“Yes?”

“Well then,” Micah purred. “Why not enjoy each other’s female bodies?”

On the bed, Tara gave a little whimper. Leonard looked right into her eyes. Hesitantly, he shook his head.

“No… no. I-I can’t… That’s… that’s my friend in there.”

“Some friend,” Micah murmured, hooking one finger under the fabric of Leonard’s dress, “you can’t even remember her male name. Think she can remember yours?”

He gave a small tug, and then Leonard’s dress was tumbling down, falling silently, softly, to collect around his dainty little ankles on the floor. On the bed, Tara looked down at his body with a lustful gasp.

“You see?” Whispered Micah, gently unhooking Leonard’s bra strap. “The feeling’s mutual. Forget about who you were. What’s important…”

One finger curled around the clasp.

“Is who you are.”

With a deft movement, he unhooked Leonard’s lacy black bra. It fell from his female body, collecting with his dress on the ancient wooden floor.

Leonard looked hopelessly down at his bare breasts, dangling ripe and heavy from his frame, the heat of the Caribbean air caressing them. On the bed, Tara was gently opening her thighs, subconsciously spreading her long, slender legs apart. With a kind of dizziness, Leonard realized she wasn’t wearing any panties.

He turned to Micah.

“I can’t…” he whispered, hoping against hope. “It’s just too weird. I’m sorry…”

“Don’t be sorry.”

Micah leaned forward, placed one hand gently in the small of Leonard’s back, making him feel tiny, vulnerable. He leaned closer and closer until their lips were almost touching and Leonard thought he might faint.

“Just close your eyes and pretend it’s someone else in there. A girl you’ve picked up at that party, all hot and waiting for you…”

His deep voice hardened.

“Because if you don’t, you’ll never know what it feels like to be a man again.”

His breath tickled Leonard’s cheeks, warm and intoxicating. His blue eyes bored into Leonard’s dark ones, like he was peering into his soul. Leonard wanted to push him away, push him away and scream that this was wrong, but he was strangely powerless to do so.

“Now.” Breathed Micah. “Let’s get started, shall we?”

And then he leaned forward, and suddenly he and Leonard were kissing.

It was a long, slow kiss that seemed to last eons. Micah’s tongue swirled around the inside of Leonard’s pretty little mouth, possessing him, making him his. His stylish stubble scratched against Leonard’s soft cheeks.

It was the first time Leonard had ever been kissed by a man before. Deep down, the male part of him was screaming. Screaming at him to get out of there. To fight back!

But it was like the communication lines with his body had been cut. His eyes gently closed, Leonard tilted his head back and let Micah kiss him. Let his tongue invade his throat, like he was consuming him, like he was drinking him in.

In the darkness behind his eyes, he felt his new body come to life. Felt a tiny drop of moisture dribble down the inside of one slender leg.

Oh my God, I’m getting wet…

At long last, Micah gently pulled back. Leonard looked at him with eyes that were fogged and dizzy with pleasure.

Jesus Christ, that was incredible…

He desperately wanted to kiss this handsome man again. To kiss him and keep kissing him until they were writhing on the bed together. But Micah was stepping back now, looking at Leonard in the cocky, commanding way an alpha male looks at a submissive woman.

“Get on the bed.”

Like a girl in a dream, Leonard obediently slipped one leg over the bed’s wooden frame. Gently lowered himself onto the mattress, until he was kneeling on the white sheets, facing Tara, his breasts dangling free and his heart racing.

He saw Tara bite her bottom lip and spread her legs wider, as if inviting him in, into her womb.

“Good girl,” their master’s voice was like steel, something unyielding that could never be disobeyed. “Now… lie down.”

It was as if Leonard was a puppet, a mere automaton programmed to obey this man’s every command.

His body curving gracefully, he leaned forwards, gently lowered himself down until his pretty head was resting on one of Tara’s perfect thighs. He heard the other girl give a high-pitched little whimper, and then her long fingers were running through his dark hair, clutching Leonard against her stomach, against her crotch.

“Perfect.”

There was the sound of a belt buckle being undone, of a zipper opening. Leonard knew without even looking, without even turning around, that Micah now had his dick clasped in one hand, gently pumping it until it was hard as iron.

This is too weird… I’ve gotta stop this. I’ve gotta tell him no. I’ve gotta…

But even he no longer believed his own excuses. He could feel the moistness in his pussy now, the little hole between his legs getting wider.

Without thinking about it, he started to gently buck his hips, rubbing his crotch back and forth against the bunched-up sheets. It felt surprisingly good.

“That’s right… Now.” The male voice caressed Leonard’s female brain, enslaving him. “Show Tara here what you can do with your tongue.”

What?!

Leonard raised his head, half-expecting to see Tara looking as shocked as he felt. But the British girl was already closing her eyes, spreading her legs wider, pulling the hem of her dress up.

Her pussy was inches from Leonard’s nose. He could see its dampness. See the way its lips had become red and puffy, desperate to be played with. Desperate for him.

As a man, Leonard had never been a position where he’d had to eat pussy before. The thought had always faintly repulsed him, and his girlfriends had never pushed him to do it, so why bother, right?

Now that he was here, though, trapped in this body, Tara’s soft cunt only inches from his lips…

Now it didn’t seem like such a bad idea.

“Lennie…” Tara’s British accent sent goosebumps down Leonard’s spine. He let out a little whimper.

“Do it… please do it,” his girlfriend whispered. “Please… oh God, Lennie, I want you to so bad…”

Her hips were gently bucking now, as if her clit had taken control of her, as if the pleasure of anticipation was already enough to push her to orgasm. Leonard shut his eyes.

No… this couldn’t be right. Tara was a man. He was a man. They couldn’t both secretly be desperate to try their new pussies out like this, not without the pills warping their minds…

Could they?

“Lennie,” Tara was moaning now, soft little girly moans that made Leonard dizzy. “Do it, Lennie. Oh fuck, eat my pussy…”

“Do it.” Micah’s voice was hard, commanding. “Do it, Lennie. You have no choice.”

Leonard tried to shake his head. Tried not to listen. But it was too late.

The sound of Tara’s moans, the smell of her pussy, the steel in Micah’s voice were enough to wash the last traces of resistance away.

Slowly, Leonard made his female body crawl forward. He leaned in until his nose was almost brushing against Tara’s slit. He breathed in, inhaling her aroma.

Then he placed a tiny, servile kiss on her mound, leaned in and started licking.

Almost immediately, Tara began to whimper softly, little feminine gasps escaping her perfect, pouty lips. Her fingers ran through Leonard’s hair, her hips began to buck.

“Oh Lennie… oh Lennie yes!”

Between her legs, Leonard closed his eyes, let his instinct guide him. He ran his tongue up his best friend’s slit, flicked it across her brand new clit, then sent it swirling down deep into her hole.

Her juices cascaded across his chin, flowed into his mouth. He lapped greedily away, letting her taste invade his mouth, letting it pour down his throat.

He wanted to hate this experience. Wanted to shout and scream inside his horrible new body and curse the guy who did this to him.

But it was no use pretending.

He, Leonard, was eating pussy, like a little bitch.

And he was loving it.

As Tara’s moans got louder, echoing around their vast, expensive hotel room, the warmth in Leonard’s own crotch became stronger, more urgent. He could feel his own pussy dripping wet, his own nipples hard as bullets.

With a little gasp he leaned upwards, ran his tongue in little flicks across Tara’s clit, loving the way she gasped and cooed and whimpered. Loving the strange little girl-noises his former friend was making, loving the fact he was a girl, engaging in lesbian sex.

Holy fuck this is amazing… how was I ever not into eating pussy?

Deep down, Leonard knew it was the pills, making him into the sort of beautiful, bisexual bimbo Micah wanted him to be. Knew it was something that had been forced on him…

But he found he didn’t care. The smell, the taste, the feel of Tara’s pussy, pressed against his lips, was enough to make him wish this moment would never end.

“Oh, Lennie… oh God, OH!”

As Tara babbled away, delirious little phrases tripping out of her perfect mouth, Leonard let one dainty hand drift down the bed. Drift down until it was between his thighs, pressed against the lacy black fabric of the panties he was still wearing.

For a second, he hesitated. If he went any further, he had a feeling there’d be no turning back. Even when he got his old body back, he’d never be able to forget what he did as Lennie.

Am I really gonna do this…?

Then he ran his tongue up Tara’s entire slit, making her give a girly shriek, and it was all too much.

With a feeling of abandon, Leonard slipped one dainty hand inside his panties and started playing with his clit.

It was strange at first, feeling nothing but a damp, marshy mound beneath his palm, where a penis should have been. What was he meant to do with this-this nothingness. How was he supposed to…?

Then instinct took over, Leonard balled his hand into a little fist, started rubbing it against his crotch and everything was bliss.

Somehow, the simple action of grinding his hand against his new pussy was enough to make his body go all dizzy and wobbly with pleasure.

Leonard gasped out loud. It was all he could do not to just collapse into a quivering heap on the bed, but he still had work to do. So he kept licking away, even as wave after wave of sleepy pleasure washed over him, radiating out from his clit to every point on his body, making him feel goofy with desire.

“Jesus… oh, Lennie… oh God Lennie, you’re so good!”

Leonard was hardly listening. As Tara’s juices cascaded over his chin, he lost himself in the pleasure of masturbating, masturbating as a girl, even as he licked his lover out.

God, this is amazing…

Dimly, he wondered why girls weren’t always jerking off, if this is how it really felt. Weren’t they always saying how they didn’t need to masturbate, or didn’t like it, or something?

For perhaps the first time in his life, Leonard began to realize the huge chasm between what girls will admit to doing in public, and what they’ll really do in the privacy of their own homes.

There was a strange craving in his pussy now, like using his hand was good, but not good enough. His face still buried between Tara’s legs, Leonard wondered if he shouldn’t extend one finger – just one – and try slipping it inside himself.

He was just debating this when he heard footsteps, crossing the room. Felt the bed bow and creak under the weight of a strong, male frame. Felt the shadow suddenly looming behind him.

“Keep licking.” Micah’s voice was like iron, making Leonard whimper. “Don’t stop. No matter what happens. Not even for a second.”

Leonard was helpless to disobey. He sent his tongue swirling deeper into Tara, making her moan.

He kept licking even as he felt Micah yank his panties down with one, strong hand.

He kept licking, even as he felt Micah clasp his hip, angling Leonard’s body so his bare ass poked up into the air.

He kept licking, even as he felt Micah take his ten inch dick, adjust his hips, and send his member plunging deep into Leonard’s pussy.

For a split-second, there was nothing but pain. Endless, blinding agony. Leonard was about to cry out, to beg Micah to stop when a funny thing happened.

The pain dissipated, ebbing away as Micah slowly pushed further into Leonard’s womb. In its place came an intense feeling of pleasure unlike anything Leonard had ever experienced.

It was like all the nerves in his body had come alive with sparkly pink electric. Like he was now nothing but one vast pleasure center, all focused on the walls of his pussy, stretching to accommodate Micah’s enormous girth. For a second, Leonard thought he might faint.

Then Micah started pumping.

He moved his hips slowly at first, sending his dick deep into Leonard’s womb, gently pulling it out, then sending it driving back in again. With each thrust, he picked up speed, then suddenly he was pounding away, fucking Leonard like the little bitch he was, making him squeal and moan even as he kept lapping away at Tara’s cunt.

The three of them fucked like that for what felt like forever, Leonard’s big boobs bouncing in time with each thrust of Micah’s cock, Tara’s juices dribbling over his lips while she moaned and begged and pleaded for more.

It was like a moment of perfect, frozen pleasure. A window outside time where all three men could experience things they’d never dreamed of before.

Then suddenly Micah gave a particularly hard thrust, something switched on in Leonard’s brain, and suddenly he was coming, gasping and trembling and trying not to scream as his body shuddered with the overload of pleasure.

Oh God…! Oh God…! Oh God…!

It was like he was going mad. Like his orgasm would never stop. Like his entire body was coming and would keep coming for all eternity.

Leonard’s orgasm lasted one second… two seconds… three… four… five… it was just beginning to abate after six seconds when suddenly Tara grabbed the back of his head and screamed and the sound made Leonard start coming all over again.

He lay there, paralyzed by ecstasy as Tara ground her pussy against his face, shrieking and whimpering, her juices squirting out onto his lips, covering him.

At the sound of the two supermodel girls coming, Micah gave one last, angry thrust, then suddenly he was pulling out, leaving a gnawing emptiness in Leonard; pulling out and gasping and suddenly his seed was spattering down on Leonard’s back, over Tara’s tits; all over the two bisexual beauties writhing on the bed.

Micah’s come dribbled on Leonard’s ass. It shot across his back. It got in his long, flowing hair, even as Tara’s juices coated his face.

There was a long pause… and then it was over. The entire room seemed to exhale, and suddenly the three men were lying in a tangle of limbs on the bed; worn and spent.

In the silence that followed, Leonard lay there, gazing up at the slowly rotating ceiling fan through eyes that were foggy with pleasure, trying to figure out what had just happened.

Then a thought struck him, and suddenly he pulled himself up onto all fours and crawled over to Micah, lying on his back, his cock jutting up into the air, hard as granite.

“Lennie?” Breathed the muscular man, “what are you-?”

And then he spoke no more. Leonard parted his pretty lips, leaned forward and kissed him, a long, lingering kiss that lasted forever. Then he smiled at him, lowered his head, and delicately licked the little beads of sperm off his master’s gigantic dick.

So that’s what sperm tastes like…

His lips tangy with the taste of come, he then turned to Tara, watching him through half-closed eyelids, a faraway smile on her perfect features.

She looked up at Leonard, like she was seeing him for the first time. Then she pulled herself upright, leaned forward and the two girls were kissing.

They kissed like long-lost lovers, their lips pressed together, tongues swirling round each other’s mouths. Leonard delicately spat Micah’s come into his girlfriend’s mouth, enjoying the way Tara tensed at the taste, then melted in his arms, eagerly swallowing the gift he’d given her.

There… now no-one can pretend they didn’t experience every aspect of being a girl…

At length, the two girls pulled apart, gazed dazedly into one another’s eyes. Then Tara reached up and dreamily let her fingers drift down one of Leonard’s cheeks, a blissful look in her eyes.

“So that’s what I taste like,” she murmured.

Leonard couldn’t help it. He laughed. There, knelt on the bed, trapped in the body of a beautiful girl, his pussy sore from the pounding he’d just received and his lips still tangy with the taste of his best friend’s pussy, he laughed and laughed and laughed.

“You know something, Tara?” He said, at last, his giggles finally under control. “You make a great girl.”

Tara smiled. A genuine smile. She leaned forward and gave Leonard another kiss; tender this time.

“So do you, my love,” she whispered. “So do you.”

For the first time that day, Leonard suddenly felt strangely glad Micah had given him those pink pills.

*

The music thudded out over the choppy ocean bay, like the heartbeat of some impossible giant. On the hot sand, bodies writhed, sweated, danced. The most-beautiful people in Cartagena – in the whole of South America – at the party to end all parties.

And Leonard was among them.

He danced slowly, sensuously, his hands raised up in the air, letting his new body guide his movements.

His eyes half-closed, he curved his hips, moving his torso in a seductive rhythm. He gently ran one hand through his flowing dark hair, his lips slightly pursed, completely lost in the movement of the crowd.

Without even looking in a mirror, Leonard knew he looked fucking hot.

“Look at you,” Micah’s voice was low in his ear, barely audible over the steady thud thud of the sound system. “You even dance like a girl now, don’t you?”

He was stood just behind Leonard, his naked torso rippling in the Caribbean sun. Moving in time with Leonard’s new body. Dancing a dance that was part enjoyment, part seduction.

As a guy, Leonard had never really enjoyed dancing. It was just something you did while waiting for some girl to catch your eye so you could stop dancing and start chatting her up.

As a girl, though. As a carefree, beautiful 18-year old girl…

…Well. It was like his brain had been rewired to dance. Like he now lived to sway his hips seductively like this. Like he now lived to show off his amazing new body.

Like he now only wanted to dance and dance until every hot guy around him had been hypnotized by his bombshell figure.

At that moment, the handsome stud behind him spoke up again, almost like he’d read Leonard’s mind.

“Every single guy here is watching you. You’re…”

A note of amusement crept into Micah’s deep voice.

“Perfect.”

“Am I?” Leonard murmured in reply, enjoying his soft, silky voice. “Or am I more-perfect when I do this?”

At the word this, he arched his back forward, his pert ass sticking out behind him, and began to rub himself in gentle circles against Micah’s crotch. Behind him, the big guy let out a little groan.

“Jesus, Lennie, not now. I’ll…”

“Get a boner?” Leonard giggled, bending his body down even lower. “Then I guess you’ll just have to take me back to the hotel, won’t you?”

He bit his lower lip.

“I’m getting desperate for another fuck.”

Micah was silent. But he didn’t push Leonard away. Didn’t tell him to stop.

Instead, he simply stood there as Leonard twerked him, his curvy ass slowly making Micah’s dick go hard as iron.

This is so wrong… I feel like such a slut…

Deep down, Leonard was aware the party was getting a little out of control. That the more he drank, the more like a bimbo he seemed to want to act.

On the other hand, though…

On the other hand, I’m having such a good time.

He curved his ass up, delighted to feel Micah’s cock, firm and big, rubbing against his bare cheeks.

There was something about how… easy it was to turn guys on that Leonard found secretly wonderful. All you had to do was show them a bit of flesh, flutter your eyes a little or shoot them a smile, and they seemed to go crazy for you.

When they’d first got to the party, Leonard had been amazed – and slightly creeped out – by the way guys who were obviously with girlfriends kept looking up to watch him pass, kept trying to give him the eye.

After several hours here, though, he was no longer feeling so creeped out.

In fact, he was loving it.

He’d simply never been this popular before. This visible. The whole time they’d been here, he hadn’t had to buy himself a single drink. Men kept asking him to dance. Hunky guys kept trying to get close to him on the dancefloor.

It was like the entire world was suddenly a playground made of strong, muscular male flesh, and Leonard could have any piece of it he chose.

And yet, there was only one piece he really wanted.

“God, your dick feels so good,” Leonard whispered as he grinded against Micah. “Oh God, I can’t wait to have it in me again.”

The words were strange on his tongue. Exactly the sort of thing he should never have been able to imagine himself saying.

Yet coming out his mouth, coming out in his soft, sultry new voice, they sounded so right.

“You won’t have to wait long,” Micah growled. “If you keep dancing like that, I’m gonna come right here in the middle of this crowd.”

Leonard giggled, a high-pitched sound. He closed his eyes, a big, supermodel smile on his perfect features.

“Maybe that wouldn’t be too bad an idea.”

“Christ, those pills sure work fast, don’t they?”

“Mmm,” Leonard agreed. He didn’t want to let Micah know that he’d always kinda wondered what it would be like to seduce a guy.

He gave his head a gentle shake.

No. Definitely no need to go delving into all those hidden aspects of his psyche right now.

“So, you finally got here,” Micah was saying now. “The party, like I promised. Tell me, was it worth it?”

Leonard slowly opened his eyes, stopped with the twerking. He pulled himself up into a standing position and looked out at the sea of faces around him.

In one corner by the bar, he could see Tara, surrounded by a sea of guys, sipping on a cocktail. An impossibly-big black man in a suit – Leonard recognized him as the bouncer who had refused him entry the day before – whispered something in her ear. Tara giggled, then shot the guy a look that was filled with lust, gently pursing her lips and seductively sipping through her straw as she did so.

Further away, he saw the two Colombian girls, dancing alone together, shaking their bodies in time with the music, their eyes hidden behind sunglasses. They looked as beautiful as they ever had, but Leonard found his judgement of them was now laced with a trace of smugness.

He was even prettier than they were, and he knew it.

At last, he turned and glanced up into the handsome, square-jawed face of Micah, smiling down at him. At the man who’d forced him to become a girl. At the man who’d forced him to do that… that thing with Tara.

At the man who’d taken his virginity as a woman, and his dignity as a man, and left him gasping and begging for more.

Slowly, Leonard shook his beautiful head.

“It’s… it’s good. It’s fun, y’know.”

He glanced down at his gorgeous new body, clad only in the tiniest of bikinis. At his vast breasts, glistening with sweat from dancing on this baking beach. At the impossibly small strip of yellow fabric, covering his pussy, the front part of a tiny thong, its string nestled between his shapely new butt cheeks.

“But…”

“But what?”

Leonard swallowed. The drink and the heat and the magic were getting to him, making him feel confused.

Leave it… just go back to dancing and forget about it…

He looked up at Micah again, his head bent slightly forward, peering out at him from under his dark bangs. He bit hip lower lip slightly, aware he must look devastatingly cute.

“There’s… there’s plenty of other stuff I’d rather be doing.”

Micah nodded gently, a thoughtful look in his eyes.

“I know.”

He peered over Leonard’s shoulder at Tara, still flirting away with the bouncer.

“C’mon. Follow me.”

*

The waves crashed against the sand with a deafening roar that made the air seem to swell and shake. The low sunlight glinted off the sea, turning the figures on the beach into shadow.

But Leonard saw none of it.

He was too busy having the fuck of his life.

“Oh God… oh baby…”

He lay on his back in the sand, his G-string and bikini top discarded a few feet away. Every time the waves broke, they washed water up under his back, caressing him with the warmth of the Caribbean sea, the salt water mingling with his juices.

“Oh fuck! Oh! Oh yeah!”

His legs were spread wide, clasped tight around Micah’s torso; strong and sculpted like that of a Greek god. The muscular man lay on top of him, his head propped up, his handsome eyes looking deep into Leonard’s as he slowly fucked him, driving his dick deeper and deeper into his womb in time with the pounding of the surf.

“Oh God… Oh God, fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

With each crash of the waves, Micah slowly thrust forward, stretching the walls of Leonard’s pussy, making his mouth drop open in helpless desire.

With each thrust of Micah’s hips, Leonard felt moans and whimpers escaping his perfect lips. Alien sounds he was powerless not to make. Feminine gasps and cries that as much a part of his pleasure as his rock hard nipples or dripping wet pussy.

And with each moan and whimper poor little Leonard made, Micah would whisper his name, over and over again.

“Lennie… oh God, Lennie…”

Leonard didn’t know why, but hearing his female name, whispered like that by a strong, masculine man made him want to start crying. Instead, he bit his lip, his face screwed up in helpless pleasure, and watched as his new master used and abused him like the beautiful beach bimbo he was.

“Lennie…”

As the water roared back out away from the tideline, Micah slowly drew his hips backwards. Drew them back, back, back until his cock was almost out of Leonard and a horrible, hungry emptiness lay between his legs, driving him wild.

“Oh… oh Micah, oh please…”

Then the water came crashing back in and Micah’s dick was lancing forward again, making Leonard screw up his eyes and moan with pleasure, his high-pitched, female yelps dissolving on the roar of the tide.

Oh my God, this is so good, this is so good…

In his old, boy body, Leonard had always assumed that making love meant showing a girl how powerful you were. How hard and fast you could thrust, how long you could keep going for.

He’d never even dreamed that it could be done like this. Slowly, so slowly that it felt between thrusts like time was standing still. So gently that he wanted to dissolve into Micah’s strong arms and weep and beg him to never stop.

But now he was a girl, he was discovering just how incredible slow sex can really be.

“Oh fuck, Lennie…”

As a big wave rolled in, Micah plunging his dick deep into Leonard, right up to the hilt. The beautiful, transformed boy could feel his boyfriend’s balls, resting against his asshole. Feel the tip of his magnificent prick, spearing deep into his womb.

At that moment, Leonard didn’t care that he was a straight man trapped in a bisexual woman’s body. Didn’t care that his lover had tricked him into swapping his gender and forced him to become his sex slave.

All he wanted was for Micah to keep fucking him like this until he could forget he’d ever been a boy.

Finally, two big waves rolled in at once, sending warm foam cascading over the hot sand. At that exact same moment, Micah thrust deep, deeper than ever before, until Leonard thought he’d never stop, and the two of them would simply melt into a puddle of pleasure.

Then Micah let out a low groan, and then he was coming. Coming in jets, waves and waves of his white, hot sperm flooding into Leonard’s womb, filling his pussy.

With a happy sigh, Leonard clutched himself against the strong man who was now his lover, and closed his eyes in bliss.

He didn’t want to waste a single drop.

Half an hour later, the two men sat on the beach, looking out as the sun dipped below the horizon, turning the waters a brilliant orange, the party just a distant memory.

It looks like fire, Leonard mused to himself, his brain still dazed with pleasure, like the entire ocean is burning, and we’re all that’s left.

“Evening,” Micah murmured beside him. “Time.”

He gave a sigh.

“I guess you’ll be wanting this.”

Leonard glanced down. A small, yellow pill was sat in Micah’s palm. He picked it up, stared at it.

“I had them on me the whole time,” the strong man said, apologetically, “one for Tara, too. I guess you both did what I wanted today. So. Here’s your reward.”

Leonard looked down at the pill, clasped between his elegant fingers. At the pill that would make all his curves and soft parts vanish. At the pill that would cause his pussy to seal up, his womb to disappear, and his beautiful face turn back into that of boring old Leonard.

He let out a tiny sigh.

“I’d better go too,” Micah said, “my pill will wear off soon. Don’t wanna go back to being that guy at a party like this.”

Leonard glanced over at him, and was shocked to find his lover was already starting to change, his features shifting slightly in the fading light. His tall frame slowly shedding inches.

“How many more pills do you have?”

“Blue ones?” Micah shrugged. “Not many. Why?”

Leonard ignored his question. There was something he needed to find out. Something urgent.

“What will you do when they’re gone?”

“Who knows. Either I go back to Peru and try and find that shaman again. Or…”

He looked wistfully down at his broad, masculine body.

“Goodbye me, I guess.”

“Will you…” Leonard hesitated. “I mean, will you be happy? Being stuck as your old self?”

“Not really.” Micah suddenly shot him a self-confident grin. “When I’m back as that guy, what chance do you think I’d have with a babe like you?”

But Leonard didn’t return his smile. Instead, he turned back to the little yellow pill in his hand. A thought was forming in his mind. One that would’ve caused his male self to scream if he’d heard it only 12 short hours ago.

“I have an idea,” he whispered.

*

One year later, Lennie walked through Cartagena airport, her dark eyes hidden behind a pair of stylish shades, her body clad in a flimsy black cocktail dress, a smile on her beautiful features.

It had been exactly twelve months since that fateful day, when everything changed.

Twelve months since she’d thrown that yellow pill in the ocean, causing Micah to cry out.

Twelve months since they’d left Cartagena at high speed, hopping a plane to Lima, all the money withdrawn from Lennie’s old bank account, and their fingers crossed.

Twelve months since they’d finally found that shaman after a desperate search, living in the mountains outside Cuzco, and traded Lennie’s life savings for… for…

Well. For this.

“I can’t believe we’re back here already,” Micah murmured in her ear, a perfect grin on his handsome face. A face that was now magically-destined to always look like it belonged on the cover of a romance novel.

“Me either,” Lennie replied, shaking her beautiful head. “It’s like… it’s almost like we never left.”

It had been hard at first, adjusting to their new lives. No longer two scrawny, dorky college boys; but a beautiful, elegant girl and her strong, masculine lover. For a while, Lennie even remembered wondering if she’d made a mistake.

But it wasn’t just their looks the pills had permanently altered. Nor was it just the chemistry of their brains.

It was like their entire lives were now magically fated to be lived out like a romance novel. Like, no matter how badly they fell out or how big of an argument they had, they would always end up in each other’s arms again.

Like, no matter how low they got on money, there would always be a sort of invisible author in the sky, watching out for them, ready to write in a scene where Lennie unexpectedly got a modelling contract. Where Micah suddenly inherited money from a long-lost uncle.

The pills had turned them into living characters from a Harlequin novel.

And those novels always had happy endings.

“There she is,” smiled Lennie, hoisting her leather tote bag, a feeling of pure joy welling up in her chest. “God, she looks… she looks…”

“Perfect,” Micah agreed.

There, waiting to greet them, was Tara, beaming from ear to ear.

The blond British girl was a stunning as ever. Her skin still pale, her freckled cheeks still rosy, her long hair still seeming to shimmer and glow in the Caribbean sunlight.

But now there was one difference. One that only served to make her prettier, to make her alive with a glow Lennie secretly envied.

Tara was now nine months pregnant.

Beside her, her Colombian husband Javier smiled and waved along with her, a huge grin splitting his dark face. Stood beside Tara, he looked like some sort of statue, a vast monument so big and so powerful it couldn’t possibly be of this earth.

“After all this time…” Micah whispered as they made their way towards the happy couple, “I still can’t believe she married the bouncer.”

“I can,” Lennie whispered back. “For the same reason I married you.”

“What’s that?”

Lennie smiled to herself. A secretive little smile.

“You’re the perfect gentleman.”

And the magic will always make you so…

Then there was no time left to talk. The two couples were exchanging greetings, the two girls squealing and hugging while the men shook hands and nodded at one another, and then all four of them were stepping outside the airport, out into the blinding Caribbean sun. Out into the magical old colonial city where their lives had changed forever.
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Afterword

It’s been a while since I wrote a story like this, a TG story where the focus is kinda on sex and everything that goes with it. After writing a few dark fantasy TG tales, where people get transformed into horrible things and shit is all sorts of fucked up, I wanted to turn back to something lighter. Something more upbeat. There’s not a lot happens in this tale. Two unhappy guys get swapped into beautiful girls and go to a party. But I wanted it to at least be fun, something you could maybe read if you were on the beach yourself. Only make sure you keep an eye out for Micah’s little box of pink pills, buried in the sand. Something tells me they’re still lying around somewhere, waiting to be discovered by some lucky guy…

About the slightly-unusual (for me) setting. I first went to Cartagena two years ago with my boyfriend, and ever since I’ve kinda wanted to set a story there. It’s a wonderfully magical place, with all these rad old colonial buildings and little mystery corners where anything could happen. It’s also hotter than a weekend in a sauna, so you spend half your time feeling totally blah, but even that wasn’t enough to dampen my imagination. The old town really has a sorta mystical vibe to it. You can almost imagine some of those curvy Colombian girls passing you are former-men, secretly trying out and enjoying their brand new bodies…

Anyways. Thank you all for buying and reading my little ebook. If you’re interested in hearing more about me, check out my blog, or sign up for my mailing list. Everyone who does so gets a free TG ebook!

Alternatively, keep on reading for a free short story…

Lisa out! X


FREE story: The Biggest Boobs in the World

“Hey, big tits!”

Across the road, the girl’s head jerked angrily. She crossed her arms over her top and started walking faster.

Oh no you don’t… thought Henry with a smile, putting his foot to the gas.

“Hey, Tits! I’m talking to you Tits!”

He leaned out the car window, leering at the girl through his aviators.

“Wanna lemme have a go on those, hot stuff?”

“Leave me alone, asshole.”

Now he was closer, Henry could see the chick wasn’t really all that. Her face was kinda plain. Her straight blond hair didn’t have the bounce and shine he liked in women, and her ass was sorta fat.

But where it mattered. Oh man, where it mattered…

“What are those puppies, Double-H?” Henry gave a low whistle. “I bet you give the guys exactly what they want.”

The big-titted chick tried to ignore him, walking along, head down, her big boobs bouncing around beneath her tight top. But Henry could tell she wasn’t as unbothered as she seemed.

He was getting to her.

“Hey, slut!” He yelled angrily, honking the horn, “hey, big tits! I’m talkin’ to you!”

With a strangled cry, the girl finally whirled round to face him.

“You fucking douchebag!” She screamed, her face twisted with anger, “Who the fuck do you think you are-?”

Bingo.

With a careful, shit-eating grin, Henry picked up his cell. Turned the camera on the pissed girl before him and started filming.

“Check it out,” he laughed, playing up for the audio, “big tits getting mad on 18th street.”

He angled the phone towards her breasts.

“Look at those babies bounce,” he purred.

For a second, the girl just stood there, shocked into silence. This close, Henry could see how young she was. Like, barely 18.

Serves her right, he thought, idly, if she didn’t want the attention she wouldn’t be goin’ round dressed as a hooker.

At last, she seemed to find her voice.

“What’s wrong with you?” She asked in a plaintive whimper. “What did I ever do to you?”

But Henry just kept right on filming. Even as a couple of guys came wandering over and started yelling at him.

“Hey, leave her alone, asshole…”

“What the fuck is wrong with you? Making a girl cry…”

A couple of girls joined them. There was quite a little crowd going on now. Good, just what Henry liked to see.

“C’mon, hot stuff.” He crowed, relishing the way his words riled the girl up. “Shake those titties for me!”

As the small crowd started yelling at him, Henry turned the camera on them. He revved the engine, drowning them out, grinning at the contorted, angry faces all around him.

Except one.

On the fringes, a Goth girl was watching him. She was short, with dark hair and a pale face, but it wasn’t the way she was dressed that gave Henry a feeling of nervousness.

It was the way she was staring at him, her face riven with concentration, muttering something under her breath, over and over and over.

Like she was trying to put a curse on him or something.

With a shiver, Henry swung the phone away, back to the chick with the big rack.

“Alright,” he yelled over the engine. “I’m going. But before I do, I want y’all to see what a slut this- glerk!”

The words cut off in his mouth. A wave of pinpricks was washing over every inch of his skin. He suddenly felt dizzy.

Henry shook his head, violently. Goddamn heat. Now wasn’t the time to pass out.

“I mean, what’s the matter, hoe?” He snarled at the girl, trying his best to carry on like nothing had happened. “You worried… you worried…?”

By now, the tenor of the crowd had changed. Rather than shouting, people were looking at Henry with worry. In front of him, he saw the girl’s eyes go wide.

Hey, I don’t feel so good. What the…?

His body felt like kinda… wrong. There was a tingling all across his skin. A feeling of pressure in his chest. A pain in his hands…

Oh shit, I’m not having a stroke, am I?

Then Henry glanced down at the hand holding his cell, and nearly fainted.

His hand had changed. Where it had previously been a large, beefy thing dusted with dark hairs, it was now pale and willowy, its fingertips ending in long, red nails.

In fright, Henry dropped his phone.

“What the Hell?!” He squeaked, then immediately wished he hadn’t.

His voice was wrong! In the space of three seconds, it had shot up two octaves, becoming soft and musical. He grabbed at his throat with his newly-delicate hand and realized to his horror that his Adam’s apple had vanished.

“Jesus Christ!” He screamed in his shrill new voice, suddenly no longer feeling cocky. “What’s happening to me?!”

Beside the car, the large-breasted girl looked at him in wonder. A smile was slowly spreading across her lips, lighting up her whole face.

“You’re…” she shook her head, as if unable to believe what was happening. “You’re…”

“I’m what?!” Henry squealed. “What the fuck is…?”

And then he saw the girl smile, a triumphant smile, and felt his blood run cold.

“Ain’t it obvious, honey?” She purred. “You’re turning into a girl!”

To read the rest of this free short story, follow this link to my blog. No registration, no fees, no tricks.


Like what you’ve read? You’ll love this free extract from my latest tale of gender-swap magic and taboo teenage romance…

The Boy Who Became a School Girl

Myra was still staring at him, like she’d just seen a ghost.

“Um…” She hesitated, seemingly unable to take her eyes off Noah’s new face. “Um, I guess we…”

She gave herself a little shake.

“Huh. I guess the spell worked after all.”

Noah felt his pretty little mouth drop open.

“B-but it was meant to work on Caden!” He squeaked, angrily, hating the way his new voice grated on his ears. “Not me!”

He glanced back down at his new body. At the vast cleavage on display below his low neckline. At his slender arms and long legs and hourglass-shaped figure.

“Look at me!” He squealed, helplessly. “I’m… I’m a girl!”

Just saying the words out loud made his head spin, made him want to be sick. He felt like closing his eyes and keeping them shut until he could wake up from this awful nightmare.

But, deep down, Noah knew it wasn’t a nightmare. He could feel his brand new breasts, pressing softly against one another in his bra. Feel his long, blond hair, tumbling over his shoulders, tickling at his neck.

Feel the tight little hole between his legs, where his penis had once been.

No. Even the worst nightmare wasn’t this detailed.

Myra was still staring at him, in a way that made Noah want to slap her. With a deep mental effort, he forced himself to stay calm.

“What?”

“Huh? Oh, nothing…” Myra quickly looked away.

Noah sighed.

“Myra,” he said, trying to keep his soft, girly voice level. “Your best friend just turned into a girl right before your eyes. There’s no nothing about this. What?”

In response, Myra knelt down and began rummaging in her bag.

“Hold on… it’s in here somewhere. Aha!”

She leaped onto her feet, holding out something small and black in one hand, still avoiding looking at Noah.

“It’s just… it’s just kinda weird seeing you all… well. You’ll see.”

But Noah was barely listening. With his dainty new hands, he snatched up the little plastic mirror from Myra’s palm, pulled it open. Then, trembling, he raised it up to his new face.

The first thing he noticed was that his eyes had changed color. Where once they’d been a pleasant brown, they were now a deep, sky blue.

But it wasn’t his new eyes that made Noah raise one hand to his lips in horror. Wasn’t his eyes that made him want to scream and keep screaming and never stop.

No… Please, God, no…

The girl in the mirror was gorgeous. She looked about 18, the same age as Noah. But where Noah had been nobody’s idea of a supermodel, the girl before him was...

Well. She was beautiful.

She had a soft, baby face with pouty pink lips beneath two piercing blue eyes. Long, flowing blond hair tumbled over her shoulders, framing her high cheekbones and china white skin.

Her neck was long and slender, her face that of a future prom queen. She had the body of a cheerleader, with strong, slender legs and a tight waist, offset by her pleasingly-large boobs.

She was stylish, in an unshowy way. The sort of girl who clearly took care of her appearance. The sort of teenage beauty who all the jocks hit on and the nerdy guys hopelessly lusted after.

She was the prettiest girl at their school. The sort of popular, beautiful girl all the other girls want to be, and the guys simply want.

And she was him.

The magic had turned Noah into the cutest girl in their entire school…

Continue reading at Amazon.com.


Like what you’ve read? Check out this free extract from my kinky tale of a gender-swapped man who seduces his straight, alpha male neighbor…

Becoming Zoe

Without a word, Dwight gently closed his fingers round the bottom of his t-shirt. Then he pulled the whole thing off over his shaved head, and Zach heard himself gasp out loud.

Dwight’s body was magnificent. His torso was like that of a God, an Adonis, sculpted from black marble and meant to be worshipped.

He had a visible six pack, muscular pecs, and shoulders that were so broad and powerful they made Zach in his little girl-body feel like fainting. His biceps were enormous, the veins in his arms standing out like dark cords wrapped around his muscles.

It was the body of a real man. A man who could make women do whatever he wanted them to. The sort of man Zach could never have been.

And the sight of it made him feel extremely glad he’d been turned into a girl.

Without being aware he was doing it, Zach gently raised one long-nailed hand. He placed it, palm flat, against Dwight’s powerful chest, feeling the black man’s raw power. Let his fingers drift down over his torso, his mouth suddenly dry.

Between Zach’s legs, a tiny bead of moisture trickled out his wet cunt. In his bra, his nipples were hard as bullets.

Dear God, he’s so fucking hot…

“Like what you see?” Dwight’s deep voice seemed to vibrate in the pit of Zach’s stomach, making him shiver. “White girls usually do.”

“What about…” Zach swallowed. His mouth was dry. He was dizzy. He couldn’t think straight.

It was like the sight of male flesh was sending his girl-body crazy.

“What about the rest of it?” He whispered at last. He slipped his hand hopefully inside the elastic of Dwight’s sweatpants.

Oh fuck… I could touch his dick right now if I wanted to. I could take it out and put it in my mouth and he wouldn’t even try to stop me…

Dwight grinned down at helpless little Zach. He slowly shook his smooth, shaved head.

“Not yet,” he whispered.

Zach had to stop himself from moaning out loud in despair. He’d never felt this horny in his life before. Never felt this much trepidation.

The smell of Dwight’s sweat was in his nostrils, confusing him, making his body come alive with female, animal passions. If the black man were to suddenly turn him away now, he thought he might go mad.

Instead, Dwight reached out. His two large, thick hands settled over Zach’s curvy hips. With remarkable ease, he gently pulled Zach towards him. Pulled him closer until their bodies were touching. Until Zach’s face rested against his powerful chest, and he could feel Dwight’s erect penis pressing into his soft belly.

With woozy eyes, Zach looked up at the strong, powerful man holding him. Felt his rough, thick fingers, gently kneading the flesh of Zach’s pert little ass. His heart hammered in his chest.

“Dwight…” he managed to squeak.

“Shh.” The black man responded.

Then he gently leaned forwards, and suddenly they were kissing.

It was the first time Zach had ever been kissed by another man before. Dwight’s tongue swirled around the inside of his mouth, rudely pushing his pouty lips apart, possessing him, making him his.

Zach gently nibbled on it, devouring it like a foreign delicacy, shocked at how good it felt. How incredible it felt it be roughly kissed by a strong and dominant male.

Why did no-one ever tell me this? He thought, wildly, why did no-one ever tell me how amazing men are? I would’ve gone gay years ago!

At last, the two men pulled apart, their breathing ragged. Zach looked up at Dwight through eyes fogged with pleasure, taking in his handsome face, his muscular chest, the vast erection straining at the fabric of his pants.

Between Zach’s legs, his pussy had opened its hole nice and wide. His panties were soaked through, and his cunt was desperate for dick.

“Now.” Dwight growled, his eyes alive with fiery passion. “Take it off.”

Continue reading at Amazon.com.


Also by Lisa Change

*

Gender Swap Land

(Amazon #1 bestseller: 90 minute LGBT shortreads!)

Something’s happening to the men of Sissyville. An evil Queen has entered their midst, and one by one she’s turning them into girls! In no time at all, this powerful witch has forced the men into hiding and declared the town male-free. 


Now it’s up to former-teenage jock Tyler to lead the men in resistance. Trapped in the body of a beautiful, busty French maid, Tyler must convince his former Coach to join forces and help him end the Queen’s kinky reign of terror!


But as more and more men are swapped into skirts, time begins to run out. Can Tyler and his Coach defeat the Queen and regain their male bodies? Or will they find themselves trapped at the mercy of a vengeful Goddess with the power to transform them into anything she wants to? 


The latest TG-fantasy novel by Lisa Change – author of Swapped at School - is a darkly exhilarating thrill ride into a world of kinky revenge. Join Tyler and his Coach as they try to defeat a Goddess with total power over their gender… and discover the sick, shameful thrill of being forced to become female.  

View on Amazon.com.


Turned Into the Billionaire’s Wife

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


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


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

View on Amazon.com. 


Swapped Into a Girl

(Short tales of gender transformation)

Sexist macho man Darren spends all day goofing off and perving over his hardass boss, Mimi. Then, one day, their little worlds are magically flipped upside down. Somehow, against all the laws of nature, Darren wakes up to find himself trapped as his own sexy boss!


Stuck in Mimi’s bombshell body, Darren is soon using his new identity to get even with the boss who made his life hell. But Mimi isn’t going to sit idly by as Darren destroys her career. Locked out of her own body, Mimi comes up with a fiendishly-cruel plan to humiliate Darren in turn. Will the two old adversaries get their bodies back? Or are they doomed to spend eternity locked in a battle of gender-swapped wits?!


In the longest tale in her new collection, Body-Swapped Into His Sexy Boss, Lisa Change – author of TG novels Swapped at School and the Groom Who Became a Flower Girl – invites you on a twisted TG journey that’s wonderfully amusing, deliciously- dark, and utterly breath-takingly. The rest of the collection includes: 

The Goodest Girl at Summer Camp

From Man to Mommy

Cursed to be a Schoolgirl

Her Favorite Sissy Nurse

View on Amazon.com


About the Author

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

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

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

*

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