


Welcome to the 
Xanadu casino.



It is one of the 
smaller ones in Las 
Vegas, but it attracts 
a diverse crowd in 
spite of this.

It is owned by the 
mysterious mrs. x. 
She owns an empire 
of clubs and bars, 
brothels and escort 
services.



mrs. x is known as a 
brutal business 
woman.many of the 
men who displeases 
her have been known 
to disappear.



I am 
feely lucky 

today.

You’d better 
be,  Jim, the 

amount of money 
you owe the 

casino. How much 
is it now? Twenty 

grand?



Who’s 
talking? You 
own mrs. x 

thirty grand. 
You are in a 

worse shape 
than me.



Well, gentlemen. it is not 
for me to say, obviously, but 
if you owe mrs. x that much 
money, it is better to start 
earning some, rather than 

losing more here.



Well, 
yeah, but 

where can I 
get that kind 

of money?

What does she 
do to those who 

cannot pay, 
anyway? Break 

their fingers or 
something? 

I would not like 
that. I can’t play 
cards with broken 

fingers.



That’s more 
like it!

Hmmm, 
you are in 

luck today, 
ben.



The 
rumor has 
it that she 
has hired a 

shaman from 
Nicaragua.

Some 
kind of 
Native 

American 
wizard, I 
believe.

What’s a 
shaman?



He turns the 
ones that 

offends her into 
cows or 

something.



Do you 
mind if I join 

you?

Not if you 
have money to 

lose. We 
surely need 

them.



Wow. 
Look at that. 
Ben, maybe we 
we both will 

find a solution 
to our 

problems 
today.



What are you 
playing?

Black jack.

That’s strange, I 
thought all the 

people cards had 
white people on 

them.
Well, miss, the 

point is to get a hand 
that adds up to 21. 

Cards with pictures on 
them are worth 10, the 

ace one or 11.



Gee, that 
sounds 

complicated.

Maybe you 
should go to 

another table. it 
would be bad if 

you lost all 
that money.



No, I 
want to play. 
I feel lucky 

today!



By the way, I heard 
what you said about the 

shaman. It is true that he 
changed one cop into a cow, 
once, but those who owe her 

money, are turned into 
girls.

Are they 
now? Why?



she forces them 
to work  in the sex 

trade, you know. One 
year for every ten 

grand they owe 
her.



Take a 
look at 

Katie over 
there. She 

used to be  a 
croupier here 
at the casino, 
by the name 

of Kevin 
cox.

He stole 
80000 

dollars from 
the casino ten 
years ago, and 
could not pay 

it back. 



She worked as a 
call girl for five 

years, and then mrs. 
x asked her to come 

back to the 
casino.

And 
how do you 
know all 

this?

Kevin was my 
uncle. I guess 
that means that 
Katie is my aunt 

now.

So 
she 

sentenced 
him to five 
years as a 

girl.



I am all in!

Are 
you sure 

about that 
honey?

Let the girl 
play.



Ok, 
I will take 

the chance. I 
am all in 

too.
Well, I need 

the money, even 
if I do not 
believe this 

turned into a 
woman stuff.



I have to 
ask. If your 

uncle was to be 
cursed for five 
years, how come 

he is still 
working as a 

girl?



they say that if 
you stay like that 

for more than four 
years, it is hard to 
go back to being a 

man.

It is 
powerful magic 

you know, and the 
shaman makes all 
the girls straight 
so that they can 

better serve 
the men.



She 
says that 

she loves the 
way men 

stare at her 
big tits.

That is so 
fucked up.



She 
also says 
that sex is 

so much 
better when 

you are a 
woman.

Bullshit!



I have two of 
those jack 
fellows.



Well, that 
means that 

the lady wins 
all.

Fuck!

She 
tricked 
us. She 

pretended to 
be some 

busty 
bimbo!



I 
don’t want 

to become a 
girl because 

of you.

Calm down, ben. 
Don’t believe that 
stuff. There is no 

magic.



What can I say. The 
boss need some new 

girls for the Las 
Vegas escort 

agencies.
You were in 

on this!



Tell 
your 

fucking 
boss that we 
are leaving 
the country 

tonight.



You did a 
good job, 

honey.

It always 
makes me a little 
bit sad when this 

happens. It reminds 
me of what 

happened to me.



I have been a 
girl for two 

years now, with 
two to go. I 
should never 

have helped my 
uncle cheat the 

casino.

No, 
you 

shouldn’t, 
but you did. 

But you make 
a beautiful 

girl.



We 
deserve a 

break, don’t 
you think. Why 
don’t we go 
to my room 

and have 
some 
fun.



I cannot stop 
thinking about 

them. Tomorrow 
morning they will 

wake up lonely and 
confused. And then 

they become so 
horny, so horny.



I will 
make you 

forget all 
about it.



The next morning



It is Sunday morning, 
Jim has just woken up 
on a sofa. He is no 
longer himself. He 
went to bed in a 
motel in Arizona last 
night, on the ruin, 
and woke up here, 
some place back in 
Las Vegas. 



He tries to repeat to 
himself that it is not 
real. That it is a 
dream or some drug 
induced 
hallucination.

But he can feel the 
soft hair on his 
shoulders and the 
heavy weight of his 
tits on his chest.



The door is locked. 
He looks down at the 
hand of a girl.

There is no one here, 
and he  guesses that 
this is because they 
want him to learn to 
know his new body.



He tries to distract 
himself and turns on 
the tv.



There is only one 
channel.

He likes the look of 
the woman, but 
would rather not be 
reminded of what he 
had become right 
then, so he tries to 
switch channels.



And fails.
Fuck.



He knows that they 
are messing with his 
mind.



Oh 
yeah, that’s 
so good…





Fuck, that woman is 
so hot. He would 
love to fuck her, and 
fill her up with his 
cock, just like that.



Oh yeah, 
fuck me 
hard.



He can feel he is 
getting wet between 
his legs. His nipples 
are getting so hard 
he can feel them 
straining against his 
bra.



It must feel great 
having someone 
playing with your tits 
like that.



And feel that big fat 
cock fill you up…



He turns off the tv.
But he cannot unsee 
what he have seen.









at the same time, ben 
is trying to 
understand the girl 
who is looking back 
at him from the 
mirror.



The chubby guy is all 
gone.



This person is so 
soft… this person 
smells of roses and 
chamomile, not 
diesel, cigarettes 
and beer.



He is wearing hyper 
feminine lingerie.





He cups his left 
breast. It is soft to 
the touch, yielding.



This is the kind of 
girl who would 
never look twice at 
ben carpenter. one 
of the unreachables. 
But now he is that 
girl.



Ben feels dizzy and 
goes over to the 
bed. He is both 
scared and aroused 
now.



He tries to find 
himself inside the 
girl, the confident 
guy. The big guy. The 
strong guy. But he is 
not there.



He tries to focus, but 
his small finger only 
meets soft lip.



If only he could have 
met this girl as a 
man.



He would gladly have 
married her and had 
her kids.

Good god, maybe he 
can get pregnant 
now?



Jim lets his hand 
slide between his 
legs. The familiar 
bulge is no longer 
there.

His crotch is hot on 
the outside and hot 
on the inside. 
Stirring. Striving. 
Searching for 
something.



He grabs his left 
breast and let his 
hand glide over the 
soft skin and the 
hard nipple. He lets 
his right hand slide 
over his pussy.



He pushes the remote 
down between his big 
tits, which turns the 
tv back on again.



He tries to think of 
himself as the guy in 
the scene, but her 
tits and his tits 
makes it clear that 
he is she.



He is hot and horny. 
He is a sexy girl with 
big tits and a pussy 
that wants his 
attention.



His pussy responds 
strongly to the 
image of that cock 
sliding in and out of 
that porn star pussy.



A man’s hand 
grabbing her tit, 
squeezing it gently. 
Jim can feel it.



When he was a man, 
there was really 
nothing there, below 
his balls, but now he 
finds a whole new 
world waiting for 
him. 



His fingers meets 
soft, moist, pussy 
lips and a deep 
grotto meant for 
cock.





He imagines himself 
being that porn star, 
bending over, taking 
it all in, and he 
comes. He comes 
over and over again, 
like a girl.



He knows that he has 
lost the first battle 
for his soul. They 
want him to feel like 
a woman, think like a 
woman, behave like a 
woman, and he knows 
he is half way there.



Ben feels sick with 
fever.



His hard and hairy 
chest has been 
replaced by soft 
flesh and sweet skin.



He has the round ass 
of a young woman.



He has avoided his 
crotch until now. It 
is too scary. He has 
been so proud of his 
big cock. Women love 
it.



But he wis also 
curious, and he soon 
realizes the bodysuit 
can be opened down 
there.

He can feel his pussy 
breathe as it was 
liberated from the 
confines of all this 
feminine lingerie.



Oh my 
god, this is 

real.

His voice sounds 
strange, girly, husky, 
sweet..



He remembers what 
the girl in the casino 
had said. That mrs. x 
wanted girls for her 
sex trade.



So that is it. He is  to 
spread his legs for 
men now, having them 
thrust themselves 
into him, fuck him 
hard and long.

He can  feel his pussy 
react to the idea. a 
muscle deep inside 
him twitched. He is 
getting moist.





He thinks about the 
women he had had, 
how they have urged 
him on, embracing him 
with their long legs, 
pushing him deeper 
inside.



He can see it now, in 
his mind, a cock 
reaching for his 
pussy, pushing itself 
up against his pussy 
lips.



His finger finds his 
clit, and he moans in 
surprise. It feels 
good.



He canfeel himself 
sliding down the 
rabbit hole.



He pushes two 
fingers into his 
vagina and feel it 
hold on to them, as if 
enjoying the 
penetration.



He wishes it did not 
feel so good. He 
wished he could stop 
touching himself. He 
wished he could 
protect the man he 
was. But he felt 
himself slipping, 
losing the grip.



He needed more than 
this. He could feel it 
now. This woman 
needed cock. She 
needed cock. He was 
she now. He was she.



He realized he had 
lost it all. He had 
lost his life. He was 
a woman now, and he 
belonged to mrs. x.



To be continued
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