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she was a temp, they 
said.

i must admit she 
made me nervous. 
she was replacing 
ted, and you can say 
what you like about 
ted, him being a nice 
good and all.

but he did not have 
the same effect on 
me as mirabelle.



i found it hard to 
concentrate. 

imagining myself 
asking mirabelle 
out.

not that i would, of 
course. my shyness 
was my curse.

i had never managed 
to learn that 
strange ritual of 
courtship.



you are not 
much of a 

talker, are 
you john?

mirabelle. 
john is an aspie, 

you only make him 
nervous. ask me 

instead!

aspie eh? i 
bet you have 
never been 

involved with 
the police.

the police? 
john? seriously? 

he has never 
walked on red in 

his life.



good 
morning, 

boss!

i will have the 
macnamara 

portfolio ready 
by lunch, boss!

thank you john!  ah, 
ms. smith! i hope you are 

settling in. i wonder if you 
could go to my office in 

five. that didn't 
take long.



you 
all 

remember 
the deal, 

right?

yeah, 
yeah, not 
that we 

believe you, 
anyway

.

what kind of 
deal?

don't 
worry about 

the deal, john, 
you will find 

out soon 
enough.

i felt a panic attack 
approaching. 
routines made me 
feel safe. now it 
seemed everything 
was changing.

i had thought they 
were my friends and 
now they kept 
secrets from me.



then they all left 
without saying a 
word.

i had to find out.

i could hear them in 
the boss' office.

should i go in?

what was going on? 



i found mirabelle on 
the desk, her big tits 
exposed to the 
elements.

hi there, 
john, we 

were just 
talking 

about you.

yeah, 
john. i am 
here to 

change your 
life 

forever.



what?
this is 

my cue to 
leave, i 
believe.

you have 
to believe 

me, john, this 
was not my 

idea. not mine 
either, although 

i must admit 
mirabelle came 

to me.

what is 
going on? why 
are you talking 

about me!

Ah, john, 
john, calm 

down.

but i could not calm 
down. the fact that 
they were talking 
about me behind my 
back made me angry.

and her extreme 
womanness 
distracted me.



you are not used 
to be around 

women, are you? i 
make you 
nervous.



it is a cruel 
universe that 

makes men like you 
in a culture that 

requires men to be 
outgoing and 
aggressive.

i am 
ok! there 
is more to 
life than 

love.

no, there 
isn't!

love is 
what makes 
life worth 

living.

or at 
least that is 
what people 
keep telling 

me!

maybe i 
will find 

one one day. maybe or 
maybe not.

it 
doesn't 

matter much 
now, because 

they sold 
you to 

me.



i beg 
your 

pardon? they 
what?

it is 
very 

simple. the 
guardians are 
after me, and 
i need a new 

body.

don't 
worry. it 

won't hurt. 
and the 

guardians 
won't bother 
you when they 

see i have 
left this 

body.look at this 
flesh. you can 
have it all! and 

you will no 
longer be 
ignored at 

parties.
and you 

can spread 
these legs 

for 
lovers.

what are 
you doing?



the 
guardians do not 

like this, you 
see.

a tourist of 
sorts, exploring 
the lives of other 

races in this 
wonderful 

galaxy.

it is much to 
take in, isn't it? i 
am from another 
universe, john. i 

am a 
traveller.



so i asked 
around for a shy 

and introvert man, 
someone who is hard 

to track on the 
spiritual spectrum 

of the universe.

i can sense my 
guardian closing 
in on me. she is a 
kind of Fbi agent, 

you know.



and your 
colleagues were 

kind enough to point 
me in your 
direction.

you find 
my tits 

fascinating, 
Don't you?

you do 
not believe 
a  word of 
what i am 
saying do 

you?

not a 
single 

word of what 
you have 

said.

mirabelle 
didn't believe me 
either, before i 
took over her 

body.

i hope you 
have a big 

cock.



are you 
ready, john?

no, you 
are not. 

they never 
are.



oh my 
god!

then it happened. the 
feeling of soft 
female flesh under 
my fingers 
disappeared and was 
replaced by the 
feeling of rough 
square hands on my 
chest.



the man behind me 
lifted up what could 
only be breasts. i 
gasped in shock and 
wonder. 



please, 
please, 

stop this, 
please!

don't 
worry. i am 

not going to 
fuck you. 

that would 
be creepy. 

but if you 
want to 

become a 
man again, 
you will 
have sex.

what? 
what? what 

do you mean? 
please?

one of my 
fellow body 
thieves has 

developed this 
strange kink.



he 
likes to 

watch male 
casualties  

of our  
experiments 
being fucked 

by men.

he 
still has 

a hard time 
grasping the 
concepts of 

sex and 
gender

.

why do 
males of 

your species 
feel so much 
shame when 
becoming 

female? i mean, 
you have the 

same 
abilities.

he is 
writing an epic 

poem on the 
shame of human 

men, and you 
will be part 

of it!



and then he left, 
leaving me behind, 
stunned and 
confused.

hey! it wasn't me! it 
was the boss. he got 

500 grand for your body. 
you have saved the 

company from 
bankruptcy

have you 
any idea what 
you have done 

to me?



he has 
turned me into 
a woman, damn 

you!

so what's the 
big deal? it is 
not as if you 

made much out 
of your dick 

anyway!

that is not 
the point!

listen to 
yourself. 

would john 
be as 

outspoken as 
you are 
now?

no...

enjoy it, i say. 
i like being 

woman. you may 
too!



the boss actually 
gave me a few days 
off, "to get 
adjusted in my new 
life", as he said. i 
was extremely 
confused. not only 
had miracle taken my 
body. she had also 
taken my home, my 
identity and my life. 
I tried to get into 
my own flat, only to 
find that the locks 
had changed. 



i did have the keys to 
mirabelle's villa, 
however, and for a 
temp she was 
extremely rich. I 
guess being an 
ancient alien gave 
you certain abilities 
wealth wise. i spent 
days around the 
pool, avoiding 
people, trying to 
make plans for the 
future.



what really scared 
me was that i kind of 
liked this healthy 
body. if i was to keep 
my sense of 
malehood, i had to 
do something fast.



i eventually 
tracked down the 
friend of the body 
thief and asked 
him for help. and 
he said he would 
get me a male 
body, if i would 
contribute to his 
poem. and i 
agreed. what 
could else could 
i do?



he showed me to a 
room. "get 
dressed!" he said. i 
stood there in one 
of my male shirts, 
nervously watching 
my female body in 
the mirror.



i could feel my 
nipple respond to 
the touch of my 
fingers.

this woman was 
beautiful.

i looked at her and 
wondered: where 
was the real 
mirabelle now? was 
she living the life of 
a man somewhere?

maybe i could get 
her body so that she 
could get her life 
back.



but maybe she had 
settled down in her 
new life. made a 
family, become a 
father.



oh mirabelle, where 
are you? do you miss 
your beautiful body?

i had never been 
beautiful, i had never 
been sexy.



do you 
feel shame 

now, 
earthling? 
does this 
feminine  
garment 

embarrass 
you?



i don't know. 
i am so 

confused.



i am 
trying to 

understand, 
mirabelle. 

will you feel 
shame with a 
cock inside 

you?

yes, i think 
so.



you humans are 
so strange. a 

woman is to feel 
pride in her body 

and her 
attractiveness.

but since 
you have 

been a man, 
you are to 

feel shame. 
what's wrong 
with being a 

woman?



i could hear the 
bell ring. was that 
my male lover?

and if i succumbed to 
him, would i get his 
body?

but that would be a 
crime to, wouldn't 
it?

i couldn't do that to 
a man, could i?



mr. zane? i 
am michael. come in 

michael!

i am an 
artist, 

michael, 
exploring the 
mysteries of 

human 
sexuality.

tell me, would you 
feel shame if you were 

turned into a woman and 
forced to have sex with 

a man?



i guess it 
would it be 
humiliating.

and what if 
a woman was 

changed into a 
man and 

forced to have 
sex with a 
woman?

that 
would be 
different.

why? is 
being a 

woman worse 
than being a 

man?

no, i guess not. 
listen, mr. zane, i 
am not much of a 

philosopher.

i see. 
well, but 

you can fuck 
my wife, 
right?

wife! i want you to 
tie me up to that chair 

over there. i am to 
observe, not to take 

part.



i found myself 
fidgeting with my 
hands. he really 
wanted me to get 
fucked by this 
teenage boy.

if 
you want 
your life 
back, you 

have to let 
him inside 

you

but 
how can 

you get me 
another 
body. i 
cannot 

take his!

i am an 
alien. i have 
powers you 

cannot 
understand

!

tie me up! i 
will watch 

your tits bounce 
as he pushes his 

cock inside 
you.



and i will study 
your face. your 

faces are so 
beautiful, 

expressing so much 
pleasure and so 

much pain.

i have 
never been 

able to copy 
those 

expressions

that is why 
i love this 
level of 

existence, your 
strong 

emotions!



i knew everything 
about strong 
emotions. people 
had always thought 
my shyness was 
caused by a lack of 
feeling. the 
opposite was true: i 
felt too much and 
had to protect me.

don't betray 
me!

you 
have no 

reason to 
trust me 
human!

oh god!



hi michael, i 
am 

mirabelle.

are you sure you 
want this?

i looked down at 
my shoes and 
realized how this 
must look to him. 
swingers 
swinging. i felt a 
strange tingling 
feeling in my 
abdomen. in this 
play, i was the 
sexy vixen.



yes 
michael, do 

you?

are you 
kidding? a 
sexy milf 
like you?

i felt a 
moist 
sensation 
between my 
legs. was 
this arousal 
or was this 
my female 
body 
protecting 
itself?

fuck, you 
are so hot!



you are 
wet!  i like 

that.



i could feel his cock 
rise up against my 
butt.



i had to admit it. i 
liked having his 
hands on my tits, and 
my nipples 
welcomed him by 
becoming erect.



hey 
mirabelle, 
kiss him!

really?

of course he wanted 
me to kiss.

mr. zane knew that 
the kiss was  a sign 
of intimacy.

but i liked having 
michael's  arms 
around me. he was 
gentle.



i could feel his 
fingers caressing 
my vulva.

i could hear myself 
moaning as he 
slipped a finger in 
between my pussy 
lips.

i felt so hot.

i realized how this 
must be for him, 
being allowed to 
caress this busty 
woman. Mr. zane had 
ordered me to wear 
a sweet feminine 
perfume and the 
smell of my perfume 
mixed with the scent 
of my sex had 
clearly a strong 
effect on the young 
man.



and i was also 
reacting to his 
masculine smell. i 
had never fancied the 
scent of male 
before.

this was it. he was 
not going to wait 
anymore.

oh no!

are you all 
right?



i could feel him push 
his cock up against 
my vagina.

yeah, i 
just didn't 
expect you 

to...



this was it.

… be so 
big!



oh my god!

i had a man pounding 
me from behind.



i saw pure lust on 
his face. an immense 
need. a deep urge to 
hold and possess 
me.



i could feel the eyes 
of the body thief on 
me as he tried to 
grasp what was 
going on.

oh my god!

i cried out as 
michael took 
control of my body.



you like 
having me 
inside you, 
don't you?

and i did. i did! i 
truly did. if the 
alien's face could 
show any feeling at 
all, this time it was 
confusion.



did i hate being 
fucked as a woman? 
did i like it? it was 
unclear to me, and it 
was unclear to the 
body thief.



my body had a life of 
its own now. it 
wanted more, it 
wanted him deeper.



i realized he wanted 
me to go down on 
me.

suck his 
cock!

mr. zane 
commanded

i had no choice now, 
had i?



i looked down on 
the painted nails om 
my small fingers 
and felt my hair 
make a curtain 
around me. i was no 
longer john.



i was slowly turning 
into someone else: 
this girl i barely 
knew and who had 
dreams and desires 
different from my 
own.



you 
surprise me 
mirabelle!

and why is 
that mr. 
zane?

the 
others 

gagged. one 
even threw up 
all over the 
man i hired.

girls have 
been doing 

this for 
millennia. 



what's the big 
deal?

maybe you 
are.. what do 
you call it.. 

gay?

no, mr. 
zane. she is 

definitely not 
a lesbian!

did you 
hear that 

mr. poet and 
dear 

husband?



i wanted him to fill 
me up again. i wanted 
that feeling of 
having my vagina 
stretched to its 
maximum.

i felt myself 
breathing hard in 
anticipation.

and it was good.



oh yes, 
that is so 

good!



you are 
different from 
the others. you 

like being fucked 
like this. how 
fascinating.

it is this 
body. it is 
not me.



i am not me 
anymore.

what a 
strange 

thing to say. 
you are human. 
your body is 

you!

you 
are the 

first one 
who seems 

to have 
accepted his 
new body.

maybe he was right. 
as soon as i stopped 
thinking about what i 
was doing, it felt 
right.



i pushed myself 
down on that pole 
to get him so deep 
as possible. i cold 
see what Michael 
could see in his 
eyes: a beautiful, 
sexy, woman milking 
him for love, and i 
felt a strange 
sense of power.



i watched my tits 
bounce up and 
down as i lifted 
my body up, 
before pushing 
it down again.

it was an experience 
of a life time.



but i had done what 
the alien told me to 
do. now he had to 
find me a male body 
again.



and for his benefit i 
would end the show 
with the perfect 
ending.

oh yes, i had the 
power.



it was over.
so why did i feel a 
bit sad?

you'd 
better pay 
him, wife! i realized i was 

going  to miss this 
feeling.

thanks mam!

thank you!



do you have 
enough for 
your poem 

now?

how do you 
feel now?

i feel a bit 
sad.

but i 
can still 
sense the 
feeling of 
having him 

inside 
me.



i feel 
strong and 

self 
confident

.

ok, you can 
untie me 

now.

i don't think 
so. not until 

you have given me 
what you 

promised me.



i let him sit there 
for a while. i put on 
my lingerie and 
watched him.



can i 
have the 
body you 

have now?

you 
wouldn't 

want it. this 
one have 

cancer. i am 
going to use 

it in my 
poem.

you 
cannot 

understand 
death if you 

have the chance 
to jump to 

another 
body.

that is 
correct, and i 
am not going 
to die here, 
believe me.



so you will 
gladly kill the 
person you take 

over next by 
giving him your 

dying body.

you do 
not feel 

empathy, do 
you?

fascinating 
concept, empathy. but 

no, your lives are 
short and 

insignificant, not 
worth my pity. 

so you lied 
about me 

becoming a 
man again.



of 
course, i 
did!  you 

knew that. i 
can move 
between 
bodies. i 
cannot 

make you 
do it.

maybe i 
should just 

kill you 
now!

or 
maybe i 

shall just 
leave you here 

for the 
coppers, the 
guardians, as 

you call 
them.

because if i 
lock you in 

here, no one 
else will find 

you, and you will 
have to ask 
them for 

help.



yes! i 
can see fear 

in your 
eyes.

you are 
spiritual 

beings, aren't 
you? you 

communicate 
with your 

minds.

goodby mr. 
zane!



i hoped they had a 
nice hell hole to 
place him in. i, on the 
other hand, had a 
life to live, the life 
of mirabelle smith.



maybe it wasn't so 
bad.



not bad at all!
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