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Jake is a shy and meek man who wants to get outside of his comfort zone. He orders some Liquid Courage, a mysterious pack of sodas that promise to grant the drinker confidence, but he fails to read the fine print that the drink is intended for women. Perhaps that won’t be a problem for the soon-to-be buxom Amazonian beauty?

Liquid Courage 
Jake was sweating and he knew it. He tried to dab his forehead with the handkerchief he always kept in his pocket for this purpose, but it was far too ineffective; he was seriously sweating.
	“C’mon, pull it together, Jake,” he told himself. “You can do this.”
	But it was all too much and his nerves were all too little. The music of the nightclub blared in his ears, and the strobing lights made his heart pound in his chest, overwhelmed by all the sensations. People were drinking and laughing and dancing and flirting, and he desperately wanted to be among them. This was the place to gain confidence, he knew. Everyone had always told him that you just simply had to put yourself out there and make an attempt. Fail, fail, and fail forward.
	Well, he’d tried that, and all that ended up happening was him feeling more and more like a total failure himself.
	“Just take some liquid courage,” he murmured to himself. Of course, he’d already done that as soon as he arrived, but he sensed that he needed more. There were some attractive girls dancing on the dance floor, and some more by the bar. Jake tried not to set his aims too high, of course. He wasn’t going to flirt with a total ten, not while he was an overweight guy who unfortunately wore thick glasses and had a fairly poor fashion sense. It was said that only white guys don’t know how to dance, but Jake was black and had two left feet. He blamed his mother’s side, which had a white grandad, not that he truly believed that to be the cause. No, in truth, Jake was simply just a total klutz of a human being, one who retracted back to his comfort zone after a moment’s anxiety like a tortoise pulling its head back into its shell.
	Still, this time, he knew, he would preserve. The man moved over to the bar and ordered a whiskey on the rocks. Bad idea. He knew it was stupid as soon as he made the order; it wasn’t exactly a party drink, and whiskey burned his damn throat out every time he tried it. But it was too late; the bartender was making his order, and he was too scared to change his mind and cause a scene, however minor.
	“Here you are,” the man said. “That’ll be twelve-fifty.”
	“Twelve . . . fifty?” Jake said. God, what was he thinking? He was a goddamn programmer working on the lowest level of his company, and while his work was utterly invaluable to them, he was always too scared to ask for a raise or a much-deserved promotion.
	“I mean, wow, that’s ch-cheap!”
	He purchased the drink and nursed it for a moment. That was when a woman came and sat beside him, and he couldn’t help but notice her. She had a lovely red dress on, one that hugged her curves and pushed up her breasts. She looked Hispanic or Latina, with gorgeous olive skin with a cute little mole on her right cheek. Her hair fell over her shoulders, curly and dark, and her expression was playful as she ordered a drink.
	“Still not feeling free and wild,” she giggled. “So give me another!”
	And then the impossible happened; this beautiful woman, so far outside of Jake’s league as to be from another planet, looked in his direction and smiled.
	“Nice night, huh?”
	Jake was momentarily stunned. “M-me?” he managed.
	“Yeah, you. I’m saying it’s a nice night, right?”
	It was the worst possible case scenario. A beautiful woman was asking him a question. Asking him a question and smiling. A thousand questions and thoughts flew through his mind. Was it a flirt? No, it couldn’t be. There was no way. But it was a friendly gesture. How did one respond to a friendly gesture again? Was there something he should say? No, don’t look at her chest, look at her face! No, don’t stare at her face! Don’t stare away, either! Stare the appropriate amount!
	The woman’s smile started to fade into one of awkward concern.
	“You okay there?” she said, her smile now a lot more forced.
	Jake realised that ten seconds had elapsed and he had still not verbalised anything remotely resembling a proper reply. He needed that liquid courage and he needed it fast. So he grabbed his drink, smiled.
	“L-lovely!” he managed, before downing the whole glass.
	Second big mistake. 
	Jake’s throat burned instantly. A large chunk of ice caught in his throat, lodging the burning whiskey there and causing him to gag. He made several horrific choking noises, causing spittle to fly everywhere.
	“Oh my God, are you choking?”
	He tried to nod, but his throat was on fire. He grabbed the whiskey glass and tried to drink some more to flush it down, only for an even larger ice cube to lodge on top of the other one. By this point he was seeing stars, and his eyes were bulging unnaturally, his glasses fogging up so he could barely see a thing.
	“Excuse me! Bartender! I think this man is chok-”
	Suddenly, the burning reached Jake’s stomach, and his stomach reacted instantly. A sudden force pushed up through his oesophagus, causing his eyes to bulge yet wider. A torrent of power pushed the ice cubes back, and in one dreadful, terrible moment, Jake realised what was about to happen far too late.
	“BLUUURRGHGHH!!”
	His glasses flew off as a torrent of vomit and failed liquid courage splattered all over the gorgeous woman and her lovely red dress. Chunks of partially digested lumps mattered her hair and fell down her top, and bile coated her left arm and part of her thigh. Her jaw fell, her eyes wide at this sudden explosion of bodily fluids, and at that very singularly terrible moment the song on the dance floor ended, and a silent pause seemed to draw the attention of the entire nightclub to the pair.
	“S-sorry,” Jake said.
	And then, just to make matters finally and completely terrible, he fainted on the spot.
	The tortoise had retracted its head back into the shell of supreme unconscious safety.

***

Jake tapped the keys on his keyboard automatically and robotically, barely a thought entering his head. The company had ordered another round of crunch for their latest videogame development, and his talents were utterly wasted on object generation and everyone knew it.
	“Hey Jake!” yelled a too-familiar voice. “Jakey-boy! The Jakester! How are those scenic environments coming along?”
	Jake turned to his boss, the ever-loathsome Frank. He was a total stereotype; a white boy yuppie in his mid-twenties who had failed upwards because of his endless ass-kissing of the C-suite. 
	“They’ll be done by the end of the week,” Jake monotoned sadly. He was still trying to forget the events of the weekend, but they were lodged in his memory. Would that he had been able to get drunk and forget them, but he was not even spared the indignity of remembrance.
	“Um, let’s try tomorrow, okay?” Frank said. “We’ve got a lot riding on this, Jaker! Besides, Jakey-Boy, you’ve been slacking off a bit lately, I think. We all know you can work a bit faster, and the best way to get your current work done is to take on more; so here’s some sprite assets we need you to work on. Fix up the expressions and shit. It’s all in the email I sent you. You should be checking your emails once every five minutes, Jakester!”
	Jake wanted to smash his teeth in. He wanted to show the man who was the real programmer and not the faker, and tell him what he was worth. But he was too anxious, too meek and shy. So instead he just nodded awkwardly.
	“It - it’ll be done, Frank. I promise.”
	“Attaboy!” the man said, patting his shoulder before noticing what was on Jake’s desk. “Ooh, donuts! I might take one or two. I know you won’t mind, it’s not like you need the extra weight, tubby!”
	He chuckled as he walked away, leaving Jake incensed. 
	“Stop being such a pushover for him,” Gerald said from the neighbouring desk.
	“I know,” Jake said. “But I am. I’m a pushover.”
	“Look, we all know you deserve to be in charge of more important stuff. You’re the best dev here. Why don’t you submit your resume elsewhere?”
	Jake sighed. “What if something goes wrong? I just don’t know that I can take that kind of rejection.”
	At this, Gerald chuckled. “Sounds like you need some liquid courage.”
	“I tried that on the weekend at The Deerclub. It didn’t work out.”
	Gerald, his wiry, flame-red haired coworker, shook his head. “No, not that kind of liquid courage. I’m talking about the soda. My wife Annie tried it. She got sick of everyone in her mother’s group walking all over her. It’s like this soda that gives you more confidence and helps open up the brain pathways and stuff. I know it sounds crazy, but you should see her now! She’s gone from this frail waif of a thing to a new woman. She’s confident, she’s strong, and I’m not kidding when I say she’s gained two inches in height. She’s even getting all athletic again, and she really struggled with that for ages after having two kids. And between you and me, she’s like an Amazon in bed. Seriously, it’s a good thing I put a ring on that woman and two babies in her before she tried Liquid Courage, because otherwise she’d be way, way out of my league. Go on, look it up while you’ve got a minute.”
	Jake didn’t have a minute - his work had piled up on him as of Frank’s latest visit - but he decided to search up the drink anyway. Sure enough, it had its own site. It looked pretty niche, and Gerald made an idle comment about it being a relatively new thing based somewhere in Turkey or the like. The site didn’t appear entirely legitimate, or if it was, it needed a new website designer. Still, Jake found himself intrigued. Liquid Courage promised everything he wanted in life; confidence, attractiveness, sexual prowess, athleticism, and all one needed to do was drink enough over the course of a month. It sounded ridiculous, of course, but he was desperate.
	“Damn,” he muttered to himself. “They’re out of stock on the lemon ones. Those’d be my favourite.”
	Still, he made the impulse decision to purchase several packs of the sodas in the pink variety, which promised a tropical flavour.
	“Can’t be worse than nothing,” he murmured. “Unless I put on even more weight. God.”
	That, he could do without.

***

The sodas arrived the following week. Jake lived in a tepid little apartment with minimal furnishings, so he simply plonked the planks on his coffee table and removed one of the cans to inspect it. 
	“Drink one can of Liquid Courage a day,” he read, “and find yourself becoming the person you were always meant to be: confident, attractive, and able to snag any man (or woman!) you want.”
He chuckled a little at that last part. “I’ll go for ‘woman,’ thank you very much. Okay, well, let’s see how it tastes.”
He cracked it open and raised the can to his lips. Instantly, his mouth was flooded with the delicious taste of tropical fruit with just the right amount of bubbly fizz. It was, perhaps, the best damn soda he’d ever tasted, and his generous middle spoke to a lifetime of sampling too many of them, so he knew his sodas.
“Wow, okay, at least it tastes good.”
He drank some more, and soon found it quite addictive. He continued to guzzle the can until it was all gone, at which point he exhaled contentedly as if he were an actor in a lemonade ad. 
	“Damn, that’s good stuff,” he said. But that was just the prelude, because moments later a sense of euphoria hit him, almost as if the drink were a drug. The man truly felt the liquid courage of the Liquid Courage, because the low-level anxiety he always possessed dimmed down to little more than a tiny whine in the background of his mind. A sense of confidence and calm instilled itself within him, and the man took a moment just to revel in the peace it brought him.
	“Well shit!” he proclaimed. “If this drink does nothing else but make me feel like that, then I’ll drink it every day for sure!”
	And then, just for good luck, he took another can and cracked it open.

***

Over the following days, Jake really felt things begin to turn around. He was only twenty six years old, but because of his worry lines and his weight and his general anxiousness, the man appeared to be in his late thirties instead. Now, however, he looked more like his proper age with each passing day. The deep grooves beneath his eyes from sleepless nights were dissipating, and the crinkles in the corners of said eyes were likewise fading. His lip, which always trembled when he got stressed, no longer did so, and the very early grey hairs at his temples were now lush and black again, tight curls rather than the somewhat frayed curls he’d started to develop over the last year.
	But that was only a portion of what his daily consumption of Liquid Courage was doing for him. He felt more active, to the point where he’d actually driven to the local park to do a little walk several times. Nothing major in terms of exercise, but enough that it made him feel alive. He wasn’t even self-conscious about the runners around him, or people who were working out while he was just some tubby guy doing a slow march. No, the Liquid Courage meant that he was only concerned with how he felt, and being outside and doing some exercise, that felt great! Hell, he could even swear that Gerald was right about the muscle growth part of the soda, because he was feeling more limber and fit than he had in years, to the point where he parked his car several miles from work on the Friday so he could walk the rest of the way, even getting to a light jog. He beamed openly, uncaring how people viewed the fat black guy running down the street. He had the courage, and he certainly had the liquid in him.
The last part was especially true, since Jake had decided to forgo the advice on drinking just one can a day and was now drinking three because of how good it made him feel. He was blitzing through his programming work just nine days after that first can, no longer second guessing his programming decisions and not feeling the need to run everything by his team. Gerald gave him a wink at one point.
“I see someone’s got a hold of Liquid Courage,” he noted.
“Heck yeah I have,” Jake said, before dropping the needless decorum. “Actually, scratch that. Fuck yeah, I have. Man, I can’t believe I almost didn’t order this stuff! I feel so great!”
Gerald chuckled. “Hey buddy, just doing my part. I’m allergic to like half their ingredients, so I guess I’ve just got to put up with my super hot wife looking amazing and being crazy in bed, instead of us both being super hot.”
“I feel sorry for you,” Jake said, causing them both to laugh.
“Oh, by the way, you look thinner. Is that the soda too?”
Jake looked down at his stomach. He was indeed thinner, in his legs and arms and in his stomach as well. His chest, unfortunately, still had a bit of manboob, but nothing too much.
“Well, I’m eating more lately,” he said. “So I don’t know how that’s happened. I guess this soda stuff is a real miracle, huh?”
Gerald nodded. “Damn good stuff. Oh shit, watch out, Frank’s coming.”
Indeed, their manager strolled down the aisle and stopped by Jake’s computer. “Hey, Jakester, I was hoping to-”
“I go by Jake, actually.”
Frank paused. Even Jake was surprised at his own comment.
“Well, it’s just a nickname, Jakey-boy, but-”
“And like I said, I go by Jake, Frank. Now, was there something you wanted me to do? I’ve finished the sprite work.”
“Fantastic! Because I’ve got another job for you to do. It’s a problem we’re having with the NPC interactions. Something about coding errors or poor branching pathways. Need you to look at it and-”
“It’s not in my field,” Jake said. He took a sip of the can of Liquid Courage by his computer, gaining that extra feeling of euphoria and confidence he needed. “I’m sorry, but unless you promote me up, I can’t do overview work or review fellow programming notes on work I’m not assigned to. Sorry, Frank.”
Frank opened his mouth and closed it, appearing like a blank-minded goldfish.
“Well, I’m sure our brilliant dev can spare some extra time this afternoon to do it. For the team. For the company.”
Another sip. Another boost of confidence. Gerald was watching from the side, his expression one of awe at Jake’s changes, and this too empowered him with even further determination to not give in.
“I’m sorry, Frank, but I’m still doing the scenic environment work. This is why I sent that email four days ago pointing out that I could do with a transfer up the ladder. I’ve been here six years and I’m overdue for it.”
Frank narrowed his eyes. “Since when did you get a spine, Jaker?”
“It’s Jake, Frank. And just recently, I guess. Sorry I can’t take on the work. You’ll have to find someone else. I can’t deal with more on my plate, unless you reassign my current work or recommend me for a promotion.”
Frank stormed off without another word. Gerald actually laughed once he was out of sight and auditory range.
“Jesus, Jake! What’s got into you?”
Jake grinned and brought out the can for Gerald to see. “Liquid Courage,” he said. “Bottom’s up!”
He drank some more. It was his fourth that day.

***

Another week passed, and more bodily changes followed it. On the first Saturday, Jake went out to the nightclub known as The Deerclub again, and while he wasn’t successful in picking up a woman just yet, he did have success going out on the dance floor and dancing near some of them, and even struck up some flirty conversations. It was clear that his body was still a turn off, sadly, but he had a good feeling that his form would only become more manly and attractive. The important thing was that he wasn’t scared of putting himself outside of his comfort zone anymore. He even managed to get some whiskey down, but it was nothing compared to the cans of Liquid Courage at home, which he was drinking four a day now, and so had ordered several more packs. The lemon flavour was available once more, but he didn’t want to break his winning streak with the tropical fruit flavour in the hot pink cans, so he stuck with those.
	And yet, despite his good fortunes and greater confidence, there were some changes that were starting to seem a little . . . odd. For one, while his stomach was retreating, his ass had remained large. Well, large, but in a different way. There was no doubt in his mind that there was muscle developing there. After all, Jake had started a fitness routine and was only adding more squats, push ups, lifts, and more with each passing day. But his ass, while it was developing some serious glute muscles, was also noticeably . . . jiggly. Rounded. Like a lovely woman’s ass. This was matched by a change in his hips. Slowly, they had begun to spread out, as if his very pelvis was widening. And while his legs were likewise gaining muscle, and perhaps even some extra length, he wasn’t too pleased with the thick nature of his thighs, which seemed to retain some subcutaneous fat that almost gave them a womanly appearance.
	Such an appearance was helped by the fact that his body hair was starting to fall away. Literally: each time he showered he had to work to unclog the drain with all the body hair coming off of him. This included the hair on his face, and soon he was practically hairless, barring a patch above his member, but even that seemed thinner and more like a carpet. Hell, it reminded him of a woman’s pubic mound, which was a distracting thought, since his penis really did seem to be a bit smaller lately.
	“Maybe it’s like steroids,” he whispered to himself. “You gain muscle and lose fat, but your dick shrinks. Damn it, I don’t want that. M-maybe I should stop drinking it for a little bit. Let the changes subside and then see if I need anymore only after the dust is settled.”
	But he only made it half a day before his cravings for more Liquid Courage returned. He spent much of that time thinking about the drink, desiring that feeling of confidence and euphoria that it brought, the cool relaxing taste of the tropics flooding his being. He idly scratched at his nipples, which were noticeably larger lately. It was embarrassing, because Gerald had pointed out his little ‘pokies’ the other day, forcing him to use tape to hide them beneath his shirts, but said shirts were too baggy around the middle and tight everywhere else now that his shoulders were expanding. 
	“D-damn, these things are sensitive,” he moaned, pinching his dark nipples several more times. “They better go back to normal. I really don’t want to be an attractive guy but be known to a future girlfriend as ‘that guy with the pointy nips.”
	Still, the very fact that he was taking it for granted that he would get a girlfriend was enough for him to keep drinking the soda and feel confident about his changes. Even if his body was becoming hairless, and the hair on top of his head was getting thicker and longer at a shocking pace, even if his face looked a little too smooth and his lips a little too full, and his ass a bit big for his tastes, none of that mattered if he could get a date.
	And the next time he went to The Deerclub, he finally found one. By that point he’d gone two weeks on the Liquid Courage, and was drinking four a day still despite his vow to slow down. His biceps were now showing, and not in a small way. His middle was developing visible ab muscles, and his teeth had even corrected themselves. Jake was shocked to find that he didn’t need glasses anymore; his vision was now a perfect twenty-twenty, and he was starting to like his longer hair, the tight curls of which fell down the sides of his face, framing his good looks. Yeah, he looked more feminine than he would perhaps like, but it didn’t matter when he was now two inches taller and still growing, and with muscles to show off. To that end, he’d finally gone shopping, spending some hard-earned cash on a new wardrobe, including a stylish blue shirt that was the perfect smart casual. He wore it, along with his new pants, to The Deerclub, having just finished a can on the taxi ride over. The increasingly confident man strode up to the bar, ordered a whiskey, and turned to the pretty white girl beside him who was wearing a cute pink club dress.
	“Would it be a cliche if I asked if you come here often?” he said.
	The woman giggled. “It would be a total cliche! But you can ask me anyway if you buy me my next drink.”
	Jake beamed. He was actually doing this. “I’d love to,” he said. “I’m Jake.”
	The woman smiled and took his hand gently. “I’m Lara.”
	Less than two hours later the two were on Lara’s bed. The beautiful woman moaned as he sucked upon her nipples and felt her back. Jake’s member was raging hard, and though it was smaller than it was meant to be, his lover didn’t seem to mind. A small part of him was still shocked and a little terrified of what was happening; he had never gotten this far with a woman before! Still, the soda from earlier in the night had helped balance him, and his increasingly muscular body was clearly turning her on.
	“Mhmm,” she moaned. “You’re stronger than I thought. I love your muscles.”
	“They’re a, uh, recent development,” he admitted. “I didn’t always look like this. I was . . . bigger.”
	“Well, you’re big enough where it counts for me, mister. Why don’t you take me all the way?”
	A shiver of anxiousness coursed through Jake, but he managed to overcome it. He locked his lips upon Lara as she lay further back on the bed. Her hand was around his cock, and she guided him in. When he entered her, the real fun part started.
	“F-fuck yessssss!” Jake groaned, extending into her depths. “You feel amazing. This is amazing!”
	She giggled, then proceeded to gasp and make gorgeous sounds of pleasure as he started to thrust into her.
	“Mhmm, you’re such a big man! Take me!”
	It was the best Jake had ever felt.

***

“Your nipples are swollen.”
	“Hmm?” Jake murmured, looking over to his lover. It was the next morning, a Saturday, and he and Lara had gone another round together. He felt even more virile, even more powerful. She had stroked his abs and marvelled at the developing six-pack there, stating that they appeared even more prominent than the night before.
	“I said your nipples are swollen. Look!”
	She pressed herself up against him and caressed his left nipple, which was indeed large and swollen, with a too-wide areola.
	“Ahhhh,” he stammered. “Stop. Please. That’s - ohhh - that’s sensitive, there.”
	“No offence, because you’re obviously a very sexy man . . . but those kind of look like woman’s nipples.”
	“It’s just a, uh, medical condition. They get swollen sometimes.”
	“Hmmm . . . when you’re aroused, maybe?”
	Jake chuckled nervously. He really needed another soda. He needed more Liquid Courage. “I suppose so.”
	“It’s okay, I don’t mind them. I kind of like it, actually. It’s weird, but you kind of have some feminine features about you, despite being so big and tough and strong.”
	“I - what?”
	Lara smiled sheepishly. “Don’t worry, I mean it in a good way. It’s just . . . you’re kind of soft. And you clearly have had yourself waxed, because your skin is so smooth. And that ass! Mhmm. I wish more guys had a kind of metrosexual vibe like you.”
	Jake didn’t know what to make of this. On one hand, he’d finally, finally had sex, and he was bigger and tougher and buffer than he’d ever been. But on the other hand . . . he didn’t much like the implication of her words.
	“Metrosexual how? I mean, other than the chest hair thing.”
	Lara shrugged, pressing her lovely form against his and kissing his forehead. “Sorry, baby, you didn’t like that. I’ll stop.”
	“No, no. I’m not offended. I just . . . I’d like to know.”
	“Well, you’ve got a soft jawline, but it suits you. And you’ve got longer eyelashes. I wish mine were like that. And your hair is longer. I love curly hair like yours. I hope you don’t mind saying this, but I’ve always found black men sexy, especially their hair.”
	“And what else?” he said, the agitation growing.
	“Well, you had this lilt to your voice. It’s softer too. And your nipples, I mentioned those. And your butt. I don’t know, the shape of you isn’t like this rugged mass of manly muscle; there’s softness to the edges. Please don’t be offended, I was just trying to compliment you. I’ve fucked it all up now, haven’t I? Look, I’ll go make us some breakfast, and then maybe I can ride you and we can forget all about it. How about that?”
	Jake could only nod, his mind ablaze with thoughts and fears. He only ate half of his breakfast, and when Lara tried to ride him half an hour later, he couldn’t keep his dick hard no matter how hot she was. He ended up leaving soon after, more than a little embarrassed and with a clear understanding between the two of them that this prospective relationship was now just a fun one-night stand that had gotten too awkward the next morning to continue.
	“Damn it,” he muttered to himself as he began his ride home. “I need more confidence. Need more Liquid Courage. And I need to figure out what the hell is going on!”

***

The changes continued into the third week, and with them came something undeniable that not even all of Jake’s newfound confidence could prevent him from realising: he was becoming a woman. 
	There was no other conclusion to make, because even as he reached over six feet in height and his muscles swelled, so too were his proportions becoming increasingly feminine. His chest was pushing outwards, and there was no denying that he had actual breasts now, topped with lovely dark nipples that were sensitive to the touch. The man moaned softly when he placed his hands on them, and even more when he added to this experience by cupping his breasts together. They had to be B-cups, and were jiggling enough that a bra would soon become necessary. But even if he could find a proper way to bind them away, that did nothing to help with the issue of his waist, which had thinned while his hips had swelled outwards. His stomach was still toned, now possessing a fabulous eight-pack, but the womanly figure it had given him was not as easily well hidden, nor were his wider hips and rounder ass. 
	“I’m turning into a woman,” he muttered as he looked in the mirror at his naked body. Even his voice was higher, though it still had a husk to it, albeit quite a feminine one. “How can I b-be turning into a woman? This doesn’t make any sense!”
	And yet he was growing breasts, his face was softening, his figure was becoming a glorious hourglass, and his penis and testicles were shrinking away. It was now hard to even get an erection, and thinking about a woman like Lara was doing less and less for him. He’d stopped going out on the town after a man had mistaken him for a woman and hit on him, saying that he “liked big, tall chicks!”
	Jake had told him to fuck off, daring to intimidate the catcaller, who promptly walked away, clearly intimidated. But that didn’t solve the problem at hand. 
	“Okay, okay,” he said. “I’m still technically a man. I’ve taken the week off of work even though Frank will be furious. There’s got to be a way to fix this. I’ve just got to stop taking the Liquid Courage, obviously. Leave it alone for a bit, until I know what’s going on.”
	This time, he managed to last an entire twelve hours until his thirst for the substance became too great. Unfortunately, Jake was now utterly addicted to the soda, and when he woke up in bed it was with a thirst that no other liquid could sate. He was almost shaking with anxiety, needing the hit of confidence and euphoria once more. Worse, there was now a secondary aspect to his addiction, which was that after finally taking the plunge and downing three whole cans in one sitting, his libido returned to him with a ferocity he had never known. He masturbated with his half-shrunken cock, clutching his breasts and moaning in pleasure.
	“Yesssss, I’m going to f-fuck your brains out!” he cried, stroking both his manly and womanly parts. “Let me f-fuck you! I’m gonna dominate you!”
	All thoughts of reversing his condition vaporised for the next few minutes as his arousal left him needing to play out scenarios of sexual power fantasies in his head. Jake’s previous fantasies had all been quite tame and vanilla, but now they were going beyond confidence and into the realm of dominance. He didn’t want to be some weak submissive, he wanted his lovers to be submissive while he ruled over them. He wanted to be the one in control, mounting his mates, choosing what positions they took and taking her pleasure from them.
	“Ahhhhh,” he gasped, getting closer to the big moment. “Yessss! Keep pleasing m-me! Deeper in m-me! Fuck me deeper! I’ll make it worth your while, little man! Please your powerful goddess!”
	He groaned, his imagination flipping around. Jake had been imagining a gorgeous woman with large breasts in supplication before him, but now it was not a woman but a man instead. No, a man in addition. He was virile and strong, but not nearly as strong and dominant as her, and so she bent him to her will and cried out as he fucked her deeper. She rode him, mounting him, taking control completely. This was the image in her mind when she finally came, her balls expending streams of semen out through his cock. She gasped, shuddering, breasts growing further, muscles expanding, his hips broadening, his height growing, all of her becoming more and more like the great goddess she was imagining herself to be.
	It was only in the aftermath, minutes later, that she got herself off of the bed and realised just what she - no, he - had done. 
	“Oh God, I was imagining having sex with a dude. I was thinking about having sex with a chick and a dude! And - and I liked it. And I saw myself as a woman! What the shit is going on here?”
	He made his way into the kitchen, needing a Liquid Courage to steel his nerves. His breasts bounced upon his chest as he moved, now heavier C-cups, quite prominent and now impossible to hide. Even his hips swayed more, causing his gorgeous rondure backside to bounce. He drank it down, trying to ignore how damn good his body felt, how tall he now was, how fucking impressive his muscles and figure were. But it was only after finishing the can that he noticed the warning label on the side of it, the one he’d never cared to take notice of before. He rotated the can, pushing some of his beautiful black curls out of his vision, and read the contents.
	WARNING: This drink is intended for women only. The men’s version of Liquid Courage is in the lemonade flavour. Do not consume this as a man. Limit yourself to one drink per day or the contents will become addictive and the consumer may find it difficult to give the soda up until their change is complete, regardless of their current satisfaction level.
	Jake dropped the can. “Oh damn,” he said. “I’m drinking the woman’s can. I’m becoming a woman because I didn’t wait for the goddamn lemonade ones! Shit!”

***

A number of people couldn’t stop looking at Jake, even though he was sitting in his seat, at his desk, doing the work he usually did. This may have been because he was now 6’1 in height, or because his body was intensely muscular, or perhaps it was simply that he now had obvious breasts and quite a female face and figure. He’d had to prove his ID seven different ways that morning, and in the end Gerald had to come and give additional context for the changing man. The fact that he’d gone shopping for new clothes out of necessity only made the whole process lengthier. Jake was now wearing a large women’s top that still clung to his large muscles because of his size, as well as a skirt that was not quite as covering as he would have liked. He’d intended to choose pants, but something had occurred while shopping that was also the reason why his top buttons were undone and his breasts pushed up by a lovely black bra.
	Because it looked damn good, and they showed off his best assets. The Jake of a few weeks ago would have struggled with such a notion even if he had somehow managed to become built like a brick shithouse, but the Liquid Courage was continuing to have an effect on him. Even with the anxiety of becoming a woman, the man’s confidence boost remained, and it was growing to become more and more dominant. Even now, typing on his keys, he occasionally caught himself in the reflection of his screen and smiled, posing a little and even taking a few selfies.
	“Stop it,” he hissed to himself. “You’re meant to be a man. And stop drinking those sodas.”
	But his desk drawers were full of them now, even though they were turning him into some kind of buxom Amazonian beauty. They were just too addictive, as were the feelings of becoming ever more powerful, attractive, and libidinous. Jake had already left to go to the bathroom twice just to take care of himself, but his need to go out and hit the clubs, even as a woman with a penis, was growing and almost impossible to contain.
“So, uh, you really ordered the wrong ones, huh?” Gerald asked.
Jake should have felt embarrassed and humiliated, but in some ways, the only reason he was feeling so was because he felt he should feel those things, and not because they were coming naturally to him. He sighed, cracked open a can of Liquid Courage, and held it up. 
“Damn right I did. As you can see, it’s had, uh, quite the effect.”
Gerald looked him up and down. “Yeah, I’d say so! Holy shit, I still can’t believe it. What were you thinking?”
“I’m sorry, I didn’t realise that there were female and male versions of the product! You never told me, Gerald!”
“I just assumed someone as meticulous as you would check! I mean, is it reversible? I think if you stop drinking the soda, you should-”
He was interrupted by the loud sound of Jake slurping up the last of his current can, flinging it with ease to the bin, and then opening another.
“Um, Jake? Did you hear me? I don’t think you should be drinking more of those. Your body already looks pretty female, man. If you keep drinking, you could-”
“Change forever, I know,” Jake said. “I’ll stop, I swear I will! I’m just not giving up this feeling just yet. This confidence, this raw power! God, I feel like I could take on the world!”
“But you’ll be a woman!”
Jake sighed, looking down at his prominent breasts. He could feel them slowly pushing forward, becoming impressive Double-D’s. Moreover, he liked that they were becoming bigger, just as he was becoming taller, curvier, sexier. He’d be so fucking popular in the club now, he just knew it. Hell, he could barely wait for Friday night so he could take that place by storm and fuck any man or woman he could-
“Jake? Jake? Are you listening?”
The soon-to-be Amazon looked back to Gerald. “Sorry man, I was off in another world. You were saying?”
“Frank is coming! Get back to work or he’ll lose it!”
Their boss strode to their location, all unearned confidence, a coffee mug that said World’s Best Boss carefully balanced in his grip.
“Well, well, Jakey-boy! Or should I say Jakey-woman! Quite the kerfuffle you made downstairs with all these changes. Someone’s been hitting some experimental juice, but I don’t imagine you meant to have sugar tits quite that sweet, ha! How’s it hanging, if anything is hanging at all?”
Jake turned his seat to face Frank. Even sitting down, he was almost equal to the man in height. So he decided to stand, and loom directly over him, his powerful body casting a shadow thanks to the position of the fluorescent lighting. Frank’s eyes widened, and he took a step back, but Jake was quicker, stepping forward to make him scramble back more. The man spilled some of his coffee on his own shirt due to his trembling.
“Hey, what the fuck!? This suit is expensive!”
But Jake just got in his face, lowering himself down, making this man feel as small and pathetic as he truly was.
“The work is happening on time, Frank. The least you can do is say my name properly and not openly disrespect me.”
“Hey, look, clearly whatever juice-”
“It’s a soda, and frankly, I’m liking what it’s doing to me. I feel stronger, more confident, and certainly hotter than I’ve ever been. Don’t think I don’t see you checking out my cleavage right now, Frank.”
The manager was starting to sweat, his eyes clearly straining not to look at Jake’s full breasts. “I, look, I was just coming round to say that I’ve got some more work for you, and-”
“I can’t take it right now. I’m overloaded, and I’ll cite company regs if I have to, little man. So go bother someone else. Oh, but before you do . . . say my name.”
She poked Frank in the chest, making him gulp.
“J-Jake,” he said.
The transforming man smiled and ruffled his boss’s hair for good measure. “That’s a good boy. Now run off, the big girls are working.”
Frank skedaddled away. It wouldn’t be the end of their feud, but Jake had never achieved such a great victory before, nor so easily. He held up his hands, strong yet feminine, his nails perfect, hands uncallused and soft, but able to crush rock if given the chance. Then he looked over himself and truly smiled.
This, he could get used to. God, it was amazing.
“Hot damn,” Gerald said from his desk. “That was incredible! I wish I’d filmed it!”
Jake laughed, and it was a strong belly laugh, not a hint of nervousness within it. “Me too! Did you see his face?”
“Oh, I saw it! You had him scared shitless! I don’t think he’s used to strong women manhandling him for a change, or - oh, shit. Sorry, I know you’re not a woman. I didn’t mean that, buddy.”
But Jake actually gestured that it was fine. “No,” he said, his voice that lovely female husk, sultry yet powerful. “It’s okay. I don’t mind it. In fact . . . I think I’m starting to like it.”
He took another soda can from his drawer and cracked it open, then began to taste that sweet tropical flavour.
“Woah,” Gerald said.
Jake just winked, thrusting out his chest, which was definitely a double-D cup now judging from how his breasts were spilling over the cups. “Did your wife end up looking like me?”
Gerald slowly shook his head. “Not even close. She, uh, was following the instructions. Only one a day for a month.”
Jake wiped his mouth and savoured the last of the fifth Liquid Courage that day.
“A real shame,” he said. “She missed out.”
Gerald looked the brown-skinned Amazonian beauty up and down and gulped. “I think I’m missing out too,” he said.

***

The process was getting stronger. With each can that Jake consumed, the changes occurred more rapidly. He couldn’t quit if he wanted to until the changes were done, and he certainly didn’t want to, not anymore. Not when he’d entered his fourth week of transformation and could literally feel his body change in real time. The man moaned, squeezing his breasts together and gasping as they grew, lowering one hand down to play with his cock, which was so very close to being little more than a clitoris.
	“Yesssss!” he sighed one evening, the mirror before him so he could witness all his changes. “Make me a woman already! Make me a fucking goddess! A warrioress! I want my fucking pussy so I can dominate any man I want and make him beg to be - ahh - to be - mmhmm - to be MIIIIIINE! YESSSS!”
	She writhed, the orgasms hitting her, and once again her mind had flipped to female, her mental identity switched. She was grateful for it, because it more easily allowed herself to picture mounting a man and swallowing his cock into her pussy, milking it for all it was worth while she shoved her large EE-cup tits right in his face. She would show him who was the boss, and he would love her for it!
	“Ahhhh,” she murmured in the aftermath of her seventh session of self-pleasure that day. She licked her fingers, sampling her own juices, which had begun to trickle from the slow opening of her vulva and vaginal passage. “So close. I’m so fucking close. Mhmm.”
	This time, her gender identity did not revert. She was grateful for that. The soda was making her a hot, muscular goddess, and who was she to argue with this course of events? Already, she was more comfortable wearing flashy clothing and showing off her breasts in tight outfits. She strode down the sidewalk, and men would run into poles because they were too busy looking back at her swaying ass or trying to catch the bounce of her tits in her tight tops. 
	“Fuck yes, I’m a woman,” she told herself, cupping her large breasts and loving how utterly stacked and huge she was. “Why did I ever want to resist being like this? Hell, I only want to be more like this! Give me my pussy already, soda! This buff, tough gal wants to try her new body out!”
	Perhaps it was her full embrace of being female, or perhaps it was simply that she had drunk so many Liquid Courage sodas that her body was several days ahead of schedule, but when she cracked open the next can and drank it down, her changes occurred even faster. She felt the power of the drink flow through her form, not to mention to her already quite feminine curves. A wave of pleasure hit her, the new woman’s arousal expanding to become a mission statement: a lust that required tending to.
	“Ohhhh, yes! Ch-change me! Keep fucking ch-changing me! Make me the hottest, toughest babe on Earth!”
	The changes started. She rose, naked, pressing herself up against the wall and gasping as her ass expanded yet further, followed swiftly by her hips. The bliss was incredible, and all the better because she knew this was exactly what she wanted now. Her breasts expanded against the wall with enough force to actually push the rest of her back. She cackled with delight, feeling her breasts, which easily overflowed her palms, surrounding her hands with her flesh. They were bigger than cantaloupes, like great fleshy melons that were perfectly formed and topped with large nipples there for the sucking.
	“Ahhh! Yesssss! Bigger, sexier, STRONGER!!!”
	Indeed, her muscles grew, forming lovely delts and lats and biceps and calves and all manner of impressive bulges. And yet they enhanced her curves rather than supplanting them, and there was always a perfect layer of womanly fat to provide that voluptuous shape to the new woman. Her hips were a pair of perfect babymakers now, while her shoulders were broad yet soft at the same time. Her hair fell down to her upper back, wild and magnificent, and her face finished its beautification, becoming regal and dominating in expression, yet undeniably stunning to look at, as if she were a superheroine or a mythical female warrior, or perhaps some kind of legendary female barbarian. She flexed her muscles, her 6’4 height looming over her former perspective.
	But best of all was the change that took place between her thighs. Between all the pleasure and pressure, this was the transformation that mattered most. Jake cried out in orgasm after orgasm as the vulva expanded fully, her labial lips forming moments afterwards. It was the most perfect feeling, and it was boosted by her penis finally withdrawing completely, only a sensitive nub remaining; her new clit, which she began to rub immediately. Already, her passage was moist, her reproductive organs fully formed and pumping more female hormones into her body. It heightened her lust, and though she was just finished with masturbating she realised she needed it again. The full experience of womanhood opened up before her when she stuck her fingers deep inside of her. It was like getting struck by lightning, only with bolts of pleasure instead of pain. They rose in strength, causing her to tingle and squirm, but still she continued. She lay back and spread her legs, allowing further access to her deepest regions, and then finally, with the aid of some attending to her highly sensitive and mammoth-sized breasts, she finally came.
	And then she came again.
	And then again.
	And then again and again and again.
	Multiple orgasms swept through the huge, sexy Amazon, which elicited such cries that passersby on the street likely heard her lustful climax. 
“Yesss! I’m finished! I’m complete! I - I never want to g-go back to being Jake! I want this f-forever! MHMMMM!!!”
She finally collapsed, her body finally finished in its transformation. She wasn’t sure how she knew, just that she did. Her stomach fat was gone, replaced by a powerful eight pack. Her nerdy face was no longer, and instead there was a full-lipped Nubian beauty to be worshipped. Her hair was a mane of lush black curls, and her once short stature was now taller than the vast majority of men, let alone women. And the pleasure! The confidence! The joy! She was brimming with all three, and it was as if she had finally found her truest self.
“Ahhh, I’m perfect,” she murmured, feeling her large mammaries and sliding her hands over her powerful, curvaceous flanks. “So totally perfect. I’ll take this over being Jake anyday.”
At which point she giggled to herself, causing her body to shake.
“I guess I’m not Jake any longer, huh?”

***	

The next day, Jace was cleaning up her desk. The eye-catching Amazonian was the talk of the office, and even people from other departments were ‘just happening’ to wander in to see her. Few could believe that she had once been the overweight, incredibly shy and nerdy Jake. Now, she was the most eye catching woman anyone had seen, and that went for the female gaze as well! At 6’4 she loomed over the other members of the office, and her broad frame and incredible muscles meant she was far from a beanpole of a woman. Naturally, the men couldn’t stop looking at her marvellous curves, especially her prominent ass and spectacular bustline, which dipped into a positively cavernous amount of cleavage. More than a few of the male members of the office joked amongst themselves about how they’d like to ‘climb that tree,’ but a simple gaze from Jace was enough to dominate them into submission, which left her beaming with smugness. Not that she really minded the men gazing at her every curve and muscle, but she wanted them to know their place. After all, they hadn’t exactly stuck up for her when she’d been a timid man, so she wasn’t going to waste her statuesque body and its growing lusts upon them, not at all.
	“I still feel like I’m in a dream,” Gerald said as she packed up her desk. “I can hardly recognise you, Jake. Sorry, Jace!”
	“Hey, this is your fault this happened!” she said with a laugh, before clapping her friend a bit too firmly upon the shoulder. “I’m just kidding! Don’t worry about it, Gerald. You have no idea how amazing and sexy and strong I feel. It’s like I can take on the world.”
	“What about the cans, though? Aren’t you addicted?”
	As if for emphasis, Jace took one of the last remaining Liquid Courage cans and held it out in front of Gerald’s face. Then, with an expert toss over her magnificent shoulder, it landed in the trash receptacle.
	“Nope!” she replied. “I wish I could say I beat my addiction, but I guess when it comes to mysterious gender-transforming sodas, you kind of just have to lean into it.”
	“Well, I’d say you did that. So you don’t have to drink anymore?”
	She flexed her muscles for show. “Not since these guns became permanent! This is me now, Gerald. Jace, the buff, tough, amazingly tall and amazingly awesome woman. Programmer by day, clubgoer by night!”
	Gerald chuckled. “Well, maybe I can convince my wife to try more of the stuff. I don’t think she’d half mind being like you. I wouldn’t mind her being like you either.”
	At this, Jace opened one of her other drawers, revealing at least nine more drinks there. “Well, if you want to get raiding, start with these ones, buddy!”
	“What the hell do you think you’re doing!?”
	Jace turned to see Frank coming her way, storming past the many interested coworkers who had come to see Jace’s change. He looked flustered and furious at the same time, and once again his eyes fell on Jace’s cleavage.
	“Hey, eyes up here, not that I blame you, Frank.”
	“Oh, great, another set of changes for the freak of the office! Jakey-boy, I told you to stop wasting time, and now the whole company is slowing to a crawl to see you. I don’t care how much you’ve changed into some weird overly-muscled wannabe woman, we’ve got deadlines to meet, and I don’t pay you to-”
	“You don’t pay me at all, Frank,” she said, crossing her muscled arms and staring down at him. “Not as of this morning, when I accepted a job over at Gotya Games.”
 	“Accepted a . . . job?”
	She smirked. “Yep! I figured it was time to leave this place. It’s been taking advantage of me for years. I’m being offered a head programmer position, not to mention a salary three times what I currently make. You’ve been really underpaying, you know.”
	Frank went red in the face. “You can’t do that! Listen here, Jakester-”
	She picked him up. She did it with ease, and she held him far enough away from her that he couldn’t do shit.
	“Let me go!” he screamed, even as others around him laughed.
	“In a moment, Frankie-boy,” Jace said. “I just thought I’d tell you what someone ought to have told you ages ago: you’re fucking incompetent, and you’ll never make it to the top. No one likes an ass-kisser. But with that said, you can kiss my frankly fabulous ass . . . goodbye.”
	She dropped him to the floor and strode off, moving like a powerful barbarian warrioress after a grand victory through the crowd. Some even clapped, others whispered encouragement. More still simply stared, slack-jawed.
	“If you want to feel like me,” she yelled, “then go get yourself some Liquid Courage! Talk to Gerald, he knows what he’s talking about. Peace!”
	She threw out her arms and laughed wildly, then stormed out of the building like she was destined for greater things, which she definitely was.

***

There were dozens upon dozens of eyes upon Jace’s form as she strode into The Deerclub. She ducked a little at the low entrance door where the deer’s head mantle was displayed.
	“Tough break, big guy,” she said, patting its nose. The tall Amazonian beauty was wearing an outfit she’d purchased especially for this occasion; a tight white dress that clung to her curves and displayed her muscles. It was sleeveless, and draped low at the back to show off her lovely lats, and by some miracle of physics it still managed to keep her breasts from falling free thanks to the way it looped around her neck. The hem was short - perhaps it would have been long upon the figure of a more regularly sized woman, but for Jace it allowed her to reveal her lovely athletic thighs. The addition of some golden jewellery only added to her mystique and charm. After so long feeling like the unluckiest, weakest little mortal around, she’d decided to embrace feeling like a goddess in human flesh. The fact that she was wearing stylish high heels that boosted her statuesque form to even greater heights only added to this display.
	Naturally, some catcalls were made.
	“Holy shit, check out the huge chick!”
“Jesus, she’s built like an MMA fighter! She could take you down, Rod!”
“Fucking hell, check out those tits.”
“Forget the tits, check out that ass!”
“It’s the muscles, man! Look at them yummy girl muscles.”
Jace just smiled and made her way to the bar to order a whiskey. She could handle it now, and did so with ease. She didn’t need the liquid courage anymore - any kind of liquid courage - but now she could simply have a drink for fun, and to feel that lovely tipsiness that guided her impressive form to the dance floor. There she finally partied as she’d always wanted to, with wild abandon, shaking her figure and laughing and flirting with the men who danced up on her. One got a little too handsy, and she relished the power of her form, grabbing his hand and twisting it just far enough that he yelped like a little girl and backed away like a frightened dog into the crowd.
“Yeah, you better run!” she said. “Only one who gets to touch this body is the grateful man I allow the honour to! WOO!!”
She drank some more, partied some more, even punched the lights out of an asshole who was bothering some girls, which gave Jace her first set of prospective girlfriends. They certainly liked her appearance, and her dress. 
“You’re so fucking awesome!” one cried. “I wish I could be as tough as you, girl!”
“Thanks!” she said. “I kinda just grew into it!”
She shook her stuff, loving the bounce of her huge breasts and the shake in her rear, the way it hypnotised men and caused them to salivate and worship her form.
	But soon it was time for her to get what she came for, and to claim her prize. Jace strode back to the bar. There was a man who’d been sitting there a while, a handsome thing who looked fit and with a good style, but still clearly smaller than her. She moved to the seat beside him and let his gaze linger on her, much like the rest of the men at the bar. She smirked, shifting her body and sighing so as to show off her magnificent form, her breasts jutting out, her arm muscles on full display. Finally, she looked over at him.
	“Hurry up already,” she said.
	“I’m sorry?”
	“You’ve been checking me out for five minutes now, and frankly that’s long enough. So ask me my name already so we can get talking, because I haven’t got all night.”
	The man blushed. “Oh, wow. I’m Robert.”
	He extended a hand. She shook it, testing his strength. Not on her level, but not . . . bad. It made the fire inside of her flare just a little brighter.
	“I’m Jace,” she said. “Now hurry up with the next part.”
	“The next part?”
	“Jesus, you remind me of how I was just a month ago. The part where you buy me a drink, doofus! And then you can get to the part where you ask me questions about who I am and what I like, and I do the same for you. And if you play your cards right, and because I like the look of you and I’m getting horny as fuck, we can get to the part where you ask me to come back to your place so I can ride you so hard you’ll be numb till morning. But a happy numb. A very happy numb, if you submit to me just right.”
	Robert blinked a couple of times. “Well, uh, can I buy you a drink?”
	The buff, tough, Amazonian grinned from ear to ear, leaning forward to show off her superb bust. The fire in her loins was growing ever hotter, and she couldn’t wait to finally take her body out for a real spin.
	“Thattaboy,” she said. “I’ll take a whiskey on the rocks. You get yourself some liquid courage. Just look at me, honey. You’re going to need it.”

The End

