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St. Marina’s is an all 
male college. It has 
always been so. 
Apart from the very 
prominent female 
professors, women 
are not allowed on 
campus.



It has been this way 
since it was founded 
back in 1834 as the 
st.marina’s college 
for the moral 
improvement of 
unruly boys.



Still, you might 
sometimes, if you 
visit the library, see 
a beautiful girl 
there, and yes, she 
will always be 
beautiful and sexy.



And yes, she is 
allowed to be there, 
even if the teaching 
staff would prefer 
her not to be 
reading.



She will, in fact, be 
hiding, from people 
like you, from men, 
because until quite 
recently she was a 
male student 
herself.



She is a male student 
who is being given the 
so-called «mighty 
punishment» by the 
witches that run the 
college. sHe is now 
hiding in the library 
to distract herself 
from the magic that 
is surging through 
her female body, and 
which is giving her a 
desperate desire to 
be fucked.



Even though she does 
his best to think 
about English 
grammar or the 
battles of 1066, she 
cannot stop noticing 
her female body. Her 
breasts, her long 
hair that smells of 
apples and cinnamon 
(or some other 
feminine shampoo), 
and the fact that she 
is dressed as a 
woman.



sHe will have seen students like herself becoming girl. 
sHe will have seen them being fucked by their old comrades 
and male staff. sHe would have heard their moaning, and 
their flushed faces. sHe might even have fucked one or two, 
herself, because that is just the way it is at st.marina’s. 
when you have become a girl, you are no longer one of the 
boys, and you are no longer protected by any code of 
honor there might be.



So you start to get 
horny. You feel your 
nipples getting hard 
and sensitive.



Your tits tell you the 
truth about who you 
have become, what 
you have become.



Your pussy demands 
release, so you bend 
over and take it from 
behind.





And it feels so 
good.



But you cannot help 
wondering how it 
will be to face your 
fellow students 
again as a man when 
the punishment is 
over.



There will be talk 
about the sounds you 
made, how much you 
liked it, and that you 
are no real man at 
all.



So you start to 
doubt yourself. You 
see, that is the real 
punishment.



You start to doubt 
whether there is any 
clear line between 
female and male and 
that frightens you.



You keep thinking 
about how good it 
felt when you were 
filled up with cock, 
when you are with 
women.



But you soldier on, 
trying to pretend 
that nothing 
happened.



But it did happen.



For a while you were 
a girl..

Being fucked by a 
man.



you can never forget 
it.



This has been going 
on for more than a  
century. I later 
found out that the 
st.marina’s secret 
historical archives 
are full of images 
of young male 
students in the 
shape of women.



And there is sex, a 
lot of it.



The students got 
copies for 
themselves, as a 
reminder of what the 
college knew about 
them.



Were they afraid and 
ashamed all of 
them? Where some 
maybe curious about 
experiencing the 
other side?



Did some of them 
really like sucking 
the cock of another 
man, I mean: under 
the magic-induced 
arousal?



There are even some 
more photos of my 
father as a girl in 
that collection. He 
looks quite happy in 
those photos, more 
so than in the photos 
I found in his 
drawer.Why on earth 
would he send me to 
st.marina, if he knew 
did could happen to 
me?



I told my friend 
Morgan that I wanted 
to go to the police 
with the matter.

Don’t 
bother, they 

won’t believe 
you. Besides, I 

am sure the 
witches have 
spies in the 

local police 
force.



And no, don’t even 
think about running 

away. I am pretty sure 
their magic will work at a 

distance, and they have 
more than enough 

objects that can be 
connected to you.



But 
they are 

committing 
serious 

crimes. Many 
of the boys 

will be 
fucked up

My father 
kept those 
photos of 

himself as a girl 
for years. He 

must have been 
traumatized.



Maybe those 
represented 

memories of the 
best time of his 

life?



That is so 
fucked up. You 
mean that he 
wanted me to 

experience how 
it is to be a 

girl?



Maybe he wants 
someone to 

understand him. 
What do I know? 

Do what I do, do 
not rock the boat 
and keep your head 
down. Do as they 
say, and you will 
get out of here 

without any 
trauma.



His tactic did not 
work. The next week 
he came to me as a 
sexy blonde.

I 
was wrong, 

sam, they 
twist the 

rules.



They told me I had been 
to aggressive during 
soccer practice. Last 

week they praised me for 
being so aggressive.



I am scared, 
sam.

She was so sweet I 
could feel the onset 
of a sugar overdose. 
I could smell her 
femininity in the air, 
and her curves made 
my heart race. I  did 
not know what to do 
to help her but run 
away.



He told me later that 
one of the teachers 
had fucked him long 
and hard.

You 
love being a 
girl don’t 

you?



You are all 
the same. As 

soon as you are 
turned you long 

for cock!





You have 
betrayed 
yourself, 
Morgan.

This 
moment will 

always be 
with you.



He was never the 
same man again. He 
found it hard to look 
people in the eye 
after that day.



A few months later.
Sam, how 
have you 

managed to 
avoid being 
turned into 

a girl?



I 
STAY BELOW 

THE RADAR AND 
DO AS THEY 

SAY.

THE REASON YOU 
WAS TURNED INTO 
A GIRL LAST WEEK 
WAS BECAUSE YOU 

WANTED IT.



YOU KNOW 
THAT IS NOT 

TRUE.

I AM JUST 
FUCKING WITH 

HIM.



I THINK 
THEY HAVE 

PLANS FOR YOU. 
THAT HAPPENS 
SOMETIMES.

OH YEAH?



MY FATHER, WHO 
SPENT THREE 

YEARS IN THIS 
PLACE, TOLD ME 

ABOUT THIS GUY WHO 
WASN’T CHANGED 

IN over two 
years.



Then one day they 
told him he had violated 
some stupid rule no-one 

knew about, and they 
turned him into this  
sexy little thing.

They never turned her 
back. She is working for 

the witches now.



That is 
not gonna 
happen to 

me.



What’s not gonna 
happen to you, sam?

Oh, 
nothing 

important.



Well, I 
have news 

for you. The 
personalty 

review panels 
have made their 

verdict.

You 
have only 

six months 
left here, and 
I am going to 

tell you 
where you 

stand.



Kevin and 
mark, you have 
done nothing 

remarkable, as 
far as we can 
see. A lot of 
b’s and c’s.

But unless 
you do 

something 
remarkably 

stupid, you will 
probably not be 

turned into 
girls again.



Sam, however, 
has not in any way 

lived up to our 
expectations. 



YOU ARE AN ALL A 
STUDENT, SAM, 

THAT IS TRUE, BUT 
YOU ARE NOR VERY 
MANLY ARE YOU?



WHAT DO YOU 
MEAN? I DO MANLY 
STUFF. I… DRINK 

BEER…



WE ALL DRINK 
BEER, SAM, BUT YOU 

CLEARLY HATE SPORTS, 
YOU DON’T SWEAR MUCH, YOU 
DO NOT FIGHT, YOU NEVER 
GET SERIOUSLY DRUNK, YOU 
HAVE FUCKED ONLY ONE OF 
THE GIRLS - AND SHE WAS 
YOUR FRIEND.  YOU LIKE 

TO READ POETRY. 
SHALL I GO ON?

BUT 
THIS IS 

BECAUSE I 
HAVE TRIED TO 

AVOID 
BREAKING 
THE RULES!



REAL MEN BREAK 
RULES, SAM, THEY DO 

IT ALL THE TIME. THEY 
STAND UP FOR 

THEMSELVES. THEY CARE 
FOR NOONE BUT 
THEMSELVES.



YOU 
BEHAVE LIKE 
A NICE GIRL, 

SAM!

THIS IS 
CRAZY. 

TREATING 
PEOPLE WELL 

IS NOT A GIRL 
THING!



PLEASE….

IF YOU HAVE EVER BEEN 
NEAR A MAGICAL 
TRANSFORMATION YOU 
KNOW YOU CAN FEEL A 
KIND OF CHARGE 
INCREASING IN THE 
ROOM BEFORE IT 
HAPPENS, AS IF THE 
AIR BECOMES 
ELECTRIC.

AT THAT MOMENT I 
COULD FEEL THE HAIRS 
ON MY ARM STAND UP.



I tried to run 
towards ms. Preston 
to stop her, but it 
was futile.



What the 
fuck….



Nice!

You have 
turned me 
into a tiny 

girl?



You wanted to be 
kind and nice and  

compassionate and so 
on and so forth.

Now you  are a 
sweet, small and 

sexy teenage girl, no 
more than five inches 

tall, weighing  some 97 
pounds. All men will 
tower over you. Most 
women will be taller 
than you. This body fits 

your personality 
well, I think.



I knew I had lost. I 
tried to breathe. I 
tried to think, but I 
was distracted by my 
hair, my tits, and that 
strange feeling 
down there…

Now what?
I 

wouldn’t 
mind fucking 

you.



You will be off 
limit for students 
for the time being.

Go to you room 
and wait there. You 

and I have an 
appointment with 
doctor smith at 

six.



My room had been 
changed as well, by 
magic, I guess.

That scared me, 
because they 
normally do not do 
that.



My diary was still 
there. Or, at least, 
the content was 
still there, even if 
the handwriting was 
different.

I was turned into a little 
teenage girl today. I 
Honestly did not think 
they would get to me, but 
here I am, all soft and 
girly.



I haven’t dared to look at 
my body, yet, but I can 
feel it. I can feel my 
breasts against my 
clothing, and I can sense 
the change down there. 
But most of all it is the 
silky hair and my soft skin 
that makes this all real to 
me. And my handwriting. I 
have tried to write as 
normal, but this is clearly 
the new normal.



I am very small. There are shelves in my 
cupboard I cannot reach anymore. Everything 
seems so big. The fellow students are huge 
now. I tried not to look at them when I ran down 
to my room, but I could feel them looking at me. I 
know that many of them would like to fuck me.



But how would that feel like? I don’t like men. 
They are ugly and hairy and smell bad. Or 
maybe they don’t anymore. Maybe this body has 
other priorities. I know that is what happened to 
the other boys.



My breasts feel so soft and warm. They are 
not as big as Ms. Preston’s, but on this tiny 
body they are big enough.



My pussy is soft too. I can feel the lips covering 
the opening. And at the top, I can feel the knob, 
my clitoris. I have a clitoris now and it goes deep 
into my body.



I like this body. I like to touch it. It is beautiful on 
the inside. I have never been beautiful before. I 
like it.



I never cared much about my looks before. 



But today I took off my clothes and looked at 
myself in the mirror.









You have to 
answer him, 

sam. He is the 
doctor. He is 
the healer.

But 
what is the 
point? You 
control 

everything 
anyway.

I 
just want 

to know how 
you feel 

about all 
of this.

Later…



I feel sad and tired, 
ok? All you do is 

manipulate us. You put up 
tests and then you 

change the rules while 
we are playing the 

game.



And 
why do you 
think we do 

that?



Think about this in 
another way. Yes, 

there have been tests, 
but the tests you have 
seen  are not the real 

tests.



Not the real tests? 
What??? That does not 
matter. You have been 
pretending to be some 

kind of magical 
feminists, ok?



And then you 
teaches your 
students to 

behave like hyper 
masculine 

brutes, and 
telling them 
that being a 
woman is a 
punishment!



You are nearly 
there. We are doing 
this to find out who 

amongst you are able 
to see women for 

who they are, who are 
able to see through 

the sexism.



This school was not 
set up to breed male 

chauvinists sam. It was 
set up so we could find 

recruits to our 
society.



You passed 
the test, which 
is why we are 

telling you the 
truth now. All the 

teachers at 
st.marina are 

witches, and like 
mist shamans 

before us we are 
gender crossers, 

two spirit, 
transgender or 

whatever you 
would like to 

call it.



The 
doctor was 

born a 
woman, and I 
was born a 

man. 

Don’t tell me 
that there is 

another academy 
for girls?

There sure 
is!



You 
want me to 
become a 

witch.

No, you are not a witch. 
you know culture, you know 
languages. We want you to 

travel the world as our 
envoy.



It is 
an 

important 
job, sam, and 
an exciting 

one.

But 
you 

would have 
to live like a 
woman. this 
job requires 

more e 
than t.



I 
am sorry 
about all 
the pain we 
have caused 
you, but you 
have learned 
a lot from 

it.



B
e honest 

with me. You 
are better as 

a tiny girl, 
aren’t 
you?



We have 
some 

important 
work that 

needs to be 
done in New 

York. Then you 
would have to 

go to Cape 
Town.

But 
we need you 
to say yes, 

honey.



i know 
that sex is 

so much 
better as a 

woman.



Nope, 
I do not 

agree with 
that.



I 
don’t have 
much of a 
choice do 

I?



You could live a 
normal life out 

there as a man. we 
would have to put a 
secrecy spell  on 

you, but that is 
all.



I have had 
the hots for 
you a long 

time. I guess 
that is not 
going to 
happen. We 

are very 
openminded 
here. Why 
don’t you 
unzip her 
dress?



You are all 
so big. 

Not really.





nothing feels like 
this. Soft lips 
against soft lips. 
Soft tits against 
soft tits.

I take this 
as a yes.







I love your 
ass.

Yours 
not so bad 

either.







I am not 
sure if I am 
ready for 

this.

Believe me, 
you are.













I have never been 
so horny in my life. 

But it feels so 
strange without the 
cock. I am aroused 

everywhere.







You’d  
better brace 

yourself.



Oh my god!



Feels 
good, 

doesn’t it?



I can 
feel him 

deep inside 
me.



Oh god, I am 
warm all over. 

My toes are 
tingling.



Ooooh. 
Wow. I am 

coming. I am 
coming!





They 
just…. Keep 
coming…. 
Coming…



There was a lot of 
female howling that 
day, as well as some 
male grunting. I like 
howling.



The next week I was 
in New York, doing 
research for the 
St.marina 
investigative office.



The bureau is a kind 
of f.b.i. for  witches. 
I am looking for 
clues in the media 
and elsewhere for 
signs of interest in 
the witches’ order.



You can say I am a 
kind of spy, and a spy 
I need to get people 
to talk. 

For instance: they 
asked me to talk to a 
journalist of the 
New York times who 
they believed were 
working on a story 
of the order. So I 
found myself a flat 
next to his.



I unfixed some of the 
kitchen appliances 
and asked him over to 
help me.





So we talked about 
his work and my 
work. I told him I 
was a librarian, which 
in a way , I am.



You are right. It 
has been 

disconnected.



I don’t 
know what I 
should have 
done without 

you.



Men are such simple 
creatures.



But I have come to 
appreciate that they 
may be of help.









And I do love having 
a big man holding my 
tiny body, while he is 
putting his big cock 
inside me.



this job has its 
benefits, for sure.

And yes, I put a 
potion in his coffee. 
He has forgotten all 
about his article 
now.



Life is interesting.



Life is good.



The end



From the 
St.Marina 
Historical 
Archives



Since I am now a member 
of the witches’ intelligence 
organization, I have access 
to the St.Marina Historical 
Archives. I have spent 
hours studying the 
pictures of boys having 
been turned into women.









I understand why my 
father kept his own 
pictures, now.



There are so many faces 
and so many lives, stories 
that only the witches’ 
historians will know.



I see a lot of 
confusion in these 
images. Many of the 
boys can clearly not 
believe what they see 
when they look down 
and find boobs.



Some looks like they have 
resigned to their fate as 
one of their friends put 
his cock inside their 
pussy.





But others are fascinated 
by their new female form 
and even seem to like it. 
No wonder, really, they 
have been boys admiring 
women like these for a 
long time.



What confuses them 
the most, it seems, is 
the penis. Men never 
admit this, but they are 
obsessed with penises, 
but seeing one slide 
inside you is another 
matter completely.



This is what scares them 
the most, the emasculation 
of having another man’s  
cock inside you instead 
of using your own.



Still, the desire cannot be 
denied. It is there, deep 
buried in the genetic 
structure of both men 
and women, and the 
change brings it out in full.



And the fact that 
you are now a 
beautiful woman 
makes these 
feelings even 
stronger.





You can see your own 
feminine beauty in the 
eyes of the other 
students, in the way they 
look at you, and in the 
way they lust for you.



You look at yourself in 
the mirror and you see 
curves, breasts, hips and 
the soft flesh of a 
woman, the kind of woman 
you have desired for so 
long.



And you know what kind 
of power woman really 
have over men. The fact 
that you turn them on 
turns you on, even if you 
try to deny it.







I admit that looking at 
those pictures and 
imagining what they felt at 
the time, turns me on, 
because I can feel the 
emptiness they felt at the 
time. The gaping hole that 
needs to be filled.











Oh God, yes, that amazing 
feeling of being taken, 
being filled up with sex, 
and giving yourself in to it.  















Nothing feels as good at 
that.. Nothing. And when 
you return to your life as 
a man, you know that you 
will never feel it again.

But I will.



The end



Carolina sweets 
from brazzers.com 
and babes.com



Aspen rose from 
brazzers.com



Chanel Preston from 
brazzers.com and 
babes.com
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