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i was a bastard, i admit. i 
treated monica like shit. 
i called her an 
incompetent secretary, 
a useless waste of 
company resources, fat 
and ugly.



this 
report is 
not good 

enough, ok? 
learn how 
to write!

please, mr mcain, 
i have to go to a 

wedding.

really, i find 
it hard to 

believe that 
anyone would 

invite you.

i’m the 
bride!



fascinating. 
there is 
actually 

someone out 
there willing to 

marry a plain 
girl like you!

i don’t know why i 
treated her that way. 
she was an excellent 
secretary, and she 
had a good heart.



and i was the one who 
brought out her dark 
side. She was marrying 
a man she did not love, 
entrepreneur don 
donaldson, and she had 
accepted this proposal 
because he would be 
able to support her. 
she wouldn’t have to 
work for me anymore.

there is a 
packet for 
you miss 

kent.

don’t 
you hate 

the way the 
world is 
ruled by 

cruel men, 
bill? no, not really, no, 

because in this world 
even i, a man at the bottom 

of the pyramid is above 
you, a woman.



well, 
thank you 
for your 
honesty.

anytime, 
hon!

yes, 
this is the 
right thing 

to do.



i have no idea was 
what in that box, but 
whatever it was, it 
gave her powers.



and suddenly i was 
the one looking 
down into that box, 
watching the green 
light fade away.



oh my 
god, oh my 
god, oh my 

god. 

the voice that came 
out of my mouth was 
her husky, sexy, voice.



revenge. this was her 
revenge and i needed 
to make her switch 
me back.

i tried to think clearly 
while at the same time 
feel nothing. if i started 
to feel this body, i 
would be doomed. i 
sensed that much.



the fact was that 
monica was not ugly or 
fat. she was 
voluptuous, curvy, 
sexy, all woman. and i 
could not help but 
unbutton one button, 
just to glance at her 
34dD cleavage.  

oh shit.



monica! i 
surrender. come 

back in here!

the bulge was gone. 
my crotch was 
smooth, although i 
could sense pussy 
lips under my 
panties.



i could feel 
something stir down 
there. not much. 
some kind of shiver.

i let out a whimper.



all this soft female 
flesh turned me on. i 
was all woman, 
heavenly woman. all 
soft. no muscles 
hardened by sports 
and training.



this is 
just great! 
you love my 
body, don’t 

you?

no… no! 
no… i want 

my life back. 
what do i 

have to pay 
you?

he looked different to 
me, compared to the 
man in the mirror. he 
was so tall, and i was 
so small. i could not 
be more than 5 foot 3 
in this body.



no, 
sweetie. you 
are me know 
and i am you, 
the boss of 

this company. 
power full 

and rich.

i 
cannot be 

you. i cannot be 
a woman. 
please.

fuck 
this is 

strange. i 
get an 

erection from 
looking at 

you.



please, no…

oh, i am 
not going 

to fuck you. 
that would 

be so 
weird.

but 
what do you 
want me to 

do?

you 
are not 
going to 

work here 
any longer. i 
suggest you 

marry my 
fiancé, 
don.

he has 
money and 
can provide 

for you. 
you’ll love 

being a 
house 
wife.



oh… 
oh no… you 
cannot do 
this to me.

th
e truth is 

that i do not 
have a reverse 

spell. that would 
have cost me an 
additional five 

grand, and i don’t 
have that because 

of you being 
such a miser.



wait a 
minute, 

don. she 
told you she 
was roger 

mckain, 
monica’s 
boss?

yes, 
she has 

stolen her 
body she says, 
and is taking 

over his 
firm.

ah… nerves 
before the 

wedding. let me 
talk to her!

could you 
do that? 

because she 
won’t let me 

see her.

later…



what a 
bizarre 
story!

i can talk to 
her, but 
strictly 

speaking that is 
a job for the 
bridesmaid.

no, 
you don’t 

understand. 
monica’s 
sister 

believes she 
is speaking 
the truth!

what?



this was crazy. 
completely crazy.



don was trying to 
call me again, while 
monica did not 
answer her phone… 
my phone that is.



monica’s sister had 
help me dress. she 
was in on the whole 
thing, making fun of 
me.

not 
so tough 

now, are you, 
you dickless 

dork.

and 
tonight 

don will 
fuck you hard 
and long. i 

know, 
because i 
have had 

him.

monica’s sister 
marcie had helped me 
dress. Monica had 
told her everything.



he’s the 
conservative 

type. wants his 
woman to raise 

the kids at 
home.

i threw her out of the 
room. she went down 
to see to the 
wedding guests.



there was no way i could marry that guy, and 
celebrating holidays with monica’s sister. i had to 
find another solution.

But i was so stressed  out. i was so confused. my 
body spoke a foreign language, but my male mind 
could not stray away from those… that… 

… that cleavage… the 
way the breasts… my 
tits… pulled me 
forward, forcing me 
to adjust my balance 
over and over again



bambi eyes. she had… i had.. bambi eyes… 
a chubby face, but sweet… sexy…and 
kissable lips… and a body… i could see 
myself blushing in the mirror and a 
strange sensation down there, in that 
place i hadn’t dared to look at.



i was getting turned 
on. how 
embarrassing.

and those tits. so 
big. so heavy. so 100 
percent woman. 
woman. woman.



i moved over to the 
bed and let my tits 
out. in my mind i 
could feel my cock 
grow hard as steel.

but my fingers found 
no cock.



they found folds and 
valleys, soft to the 
touch.



with the exception of 
that little nob up 
there. god, i had a 
clit. and that one 
was hard and more 
sensitive that my 
cock had ever been.



oh fuck!

i could feel goose 
bumps all over my 
body, and i could 
feel my nipples start 
to raise up. 



this was real. this 
was a woman’s body.

and i wanted… i did 
not know what i 
wanted… i needed to 
be fulfilled in a way, 
to become whole…

i was so soft….

i needed something… 
hard.



monica?

the name meant 
nothing to me.

you 
are not 

monica, are 
you? 

what? 
what? eh…. 

no!



you 
told don 
the truth. 

you are roger 
mclain and 

monica stole 
your body.

yeah.

i don’t 
know what to 

say.

playing with 
monica’s pussy?



i am 
confused, 
right? i am 

stressed out, 
and god knows 
what she does 
with my body 
right now!

you know 
you cannot 
marry don, 
right. that 
would be… 
unethical.

i don’t know 
what to do. i 
have papers 
saying i am a 
secretary. a 

broke 
secretary. she 
used the last 
of her savings 

on that 
bloody 
spell.

so 
what? 

you are a 
business 
man… er.. 

woman. she 
hasn’t stolen 
your skills, 

have she?



well, to be 
honest, she 

was the brains 
of the 

company.

i 
probably 

should have 
made her 
partner.

yah think?
but here you 

are, a 
voluptuous  
woman in a 

wedding dress, 
fondling your 

tits.



i am not 
blaming you. if 

i where in 
your high 

heels i would 
probably do 

the same.

how does it 
feel being a 

woman?

i feel 
small. i 

feel big. but 
all in 

different 
places.

and 
there is no 
spell to 

undo this?

apparently 
not.



fascinating. 
you must stay 
like this, so if 

you want to have 
sex…

it 
would have 
to be as a 

woman.

and if 
your 

sexual 
orientation i 
hard wired, 

as most 
think...

you will 
love cock.



no!

yes.

no… fuck…

i tried to deny it, but 
inside me a feminine 
voice whispered 
“yes!”



you 
cannot 

marry kevin, 
but you need to 
go somewhere. 
why don’t you 
come with me 

to san 
diego?

what? but 
why?

i realized he was 
right. i hated don and 
i hated Monica’s 
family. and monica 
was out of money, 
having used the last 
of it on that stupid 
spell.



you won’t be 
able to find work. 
the employer will 
call monica… or 

roger  .. and she will 
tell them you are a 

lazy, stealing, 
something.

you 
really think 

so?

she hates 
you!

but why 
would you 
help me?

you are so 
fucking sexy, 

and i find the the 
fact that she has 
humiliated you in 

this way a big 
turn on!



you 
want me to 

be your 
lover!?

sure, that is 
what women 

have done for 
millennia. sex 

for money!

i saw you 
playing with 

yourself. tell 
me you did not 

imagine yourself 
being fucked by 

a man?

god, 
she has me 

by the balls, 
hasn’t she, 
that bitch!



more 
like by your 

pussy, i 
would say.

i sighed, and felt my 
big “veranda” rise and 
fall as i did so.this 
was ridiculous. i 
could not…

but i was a woman 
now. i could feel it. 
and he was kind of… 
cute… handsome…  i 
don’t know. it was 
all weird.

it is don. 
Now think 
about my 
offer!

she 
will be 

all right. we 
just need 

some more 
time.



i could see a big 
bulge in his pants.

i was getting hot.

you 
want cock, 
don’t you? 

you want my 
cock inside 

you!

No! God! no!

your 
face is 

flushed. 
your pupils 
are dilated. 

your 
breathing 
heavily.

i was shaking now. in 
fear and excitement.



look at you, 
your big tits 

hanging out, your 
girly baby face, your 

long hair. you are not a 
man anymore, roger. 

you are monica 
now.

please 
don’t do 

that.



i tried to move away, 
but he was too 
strong. he tasted of 
…. man… a lot of 
man… i felt my heart 
jolt…



 i found myself 
trying desperately 
hard not to look at 
his cock.

i knew that all i had 
to do was not to 
resist him, and i 
would have all that 
hard goodness for 
myself…



oh my god, 
look at me. i 

am all 
woman.



i looked over my big 
hanging fruits and 
down at my silk 
panties. i dragged 
them aside. 



i could feel my pussy 
getting filled with 
blood, pulsating, 
getting moist and 
ready.



i let out a whimper.



i was so scared. no, please…

i was so big in so 
many ways.

you know 
that you want 

it.

yeah, 
that’s 

right. spread 
your legs 
for your 

man.



i 
know you 

are a bit of a 
virgin, so i 

will be 
gentle.

no please, 
no!

if 
you did not 
want it, you 
would have 

run by 
now.

maybe he was right. 
maybe i could have 
run, but when i felt 
the tip of his cock 
touching my vulva i 
felt paralysed.



and then i could see 
him slide inside me. 
my brain didn’t 
register the feeling 
at first, being to 
shocked i suppose.



but then…

ooooh! shit!



it felt….right. good. 

mmmmgh..



he started to move, 
faster and faster, 
making my tits 
bounce and the bed 
shake.



nnnngh…

i found myself 
unable to speak 
proper words.

it was as if my 
conscious mind shut 
down. i had become a 
female in heat, not 
thinking about what 
was right or wrong.

i let him do whatever 
he wanted with me. 

he played with my big 
tits, to remind me of 
what i had become.



you 
love being 

monica, don’t 
you?

all 
that bossy 
behaviour 

was only a 
front for 

this, wasn’t 
it?



maybe it was.



however, i believe it 
was more likely that 
much of our 
personality resides 
in the body, and that 
this was the way 
monica wanted it in 
bed.



i cried out as the 
first orgasm hit me, 
followed quickly by 
one more, and then 
another.

ohhhh, yes, 
yes, yes, 
please!



he grabbed my body, 
turned me around and 
entered me from 
behind. i looked at 
him, amazed at myself 
for letting him do 
this.



i cannot 
believe you 
have become 

such a 
slut!



look at you with 
your big fat ass 

grinding up against 
me and your big fat 
tits pushing you up 

from the bed.



don’t make fun 
of me! i cannot 

help it!



i don’t 
care. suck 
my cock, 

girl!

don’t 
even 

pretend you 
would not 

like it!

as i pushed my long 
hair behind my ear, 
sensing my tits 
swaying as i moved 
forward, i realized 
that i was no longer 
the man.

he was dead and 
another being had 
taken his place.



i was starting to like 
her. heck, i was 
starting to like him.



i liked the way he 
looked at me. with 
desire in his eyes.



i liked the contrast 
between his big hard 
dick and my soft tits.



i was small. he was 
huge.

he was hard. i was 
yielding.



i didn’t even complain 
when he decided to 
come all over my 
face and tits.

i realized it was 
better this way. i had 
no idea of whether 
monica was on the 
pill.



what a strange 
thought: i could get 
pregnant now. i 
could become a 
mother.



that was a weird 
though, and even 
weirder was the fact 
that i actually 
thought about it.



WE STOLE THE CAR OF 
THE BRIDE AND THE 
GROOM AND TOOK OFF 
FOR THE COAST.



i live in san diego 
now.



no, i am not living 
with the best man. he 
was a creep. 



i have a small shop 
down by the wharf. it 
turns out that now 
that i have a female 
body i can appreciate 
the joy of female 
fashion. 



and whenever the 
urges hit me, i find 
myself a nice man and 
let him fuck me.



it isn’t hard to get 
laid when you look 
like me.



not hard at all!



Model: Lennox Luxe
Imagery: Brazzers.com
Additional imagery: RK.com

For more comics like
this one, go to
FemFluxx.com








