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i am writing this 
story for myself. i 
do not think i ever 
will be allowed to 
leave this place, let 
alone show my diary 
to strangers. but i 
need to understand. i 
need to grasp the 
ungraspable, and i 
know that words may 
help, even if none of 
them can capture 
reality as it is. 



i anchored up of an 
island i had never 
seen before. believe 
me, i knew these 
waters, but this one 
was not on the maps i 
had. at first i 
thought it was 
deserted, but as i 
walked along the 
beach, i met an old 
man who greeted me 
friendly. but at the 
time i did not 
understand a word 
of what he said.



hello stranger. you have been 
called to the island, i see. i urge you 
strongly to go back to your boat and 

leave, for this place is not of your 
world. this place will eat you whole. 
and whatever you do, do not enter the 

temple!



if anything the man 
made me more 
curious, and i 
continued along the 
beach. in the end i did 
find the temple.



i did enter it and 
found thousands of 
erotic carvings. 



i saw figures having 
sex in the most 
amazing ways. 



this had clearly been 
a temple for some 
kind of ancient 
fertility cult. But 
the carvings looked 
indian -- indian indian, 
not native american 
-- and i had set out 
from san diego. 
surely, the indians 
hn't gotten this far?



and on top i found a 
statue of a pregnant 
goddess, much more 
recent than the 
other carvings. did 
this mean that the 
cult was still alive?



i climbed a hill to 
get some 
perspective.  There I 
met a beautiful 
voluptuous woman. i 
had never seen 
anyone with a bosom 
that big. 

hello there!  could 
you possibly tell me 
something about this 

island, and the 
temple?



you must leave 
at once, before it 

is too late. you 
didn't enter the 
temple did you?

i did, is that 
bad?



she started to 
undress.

don't be 
afraid! i am 

not trying to 
seduce you. i 
just want to 

show you what 
this island has 

done to me.

she was like some 
ancient goddess, her 
huge breasts 
recalling ancient 
fertility cults. 
there were drops of 
milk on her nipples.



i know that this is 
hopeless, and that 

you won't believe me, 
but i was a man like 

you once. i was 
entrapped by this 

island and changed 
into this form.

now 
is serve 

the dagons 
as their 

lover and 
mother.



then there was a 
sound of a gong. she 
looked at me, urging 
me on, but i did not 
believe her. she 
shrugged and put on 
her huge bra and her 
dress. then she 
walked down the 
beach towards some 
building i had not 
seen before.



soon i found another 
big woman, this one 
massaging a man. she 
glanced over at me 
and signaled that i 
should hide. i was 
getting a bit spooked 
by now. what were 
the chances of 
finding two such 
curvy ladies on the 
same beach? was she 
serving a dagon? and 
what kind of power 
did this man have over 
her?



i watched her as she 
let him drink from 
her tits. i had never 
seen anything like it.



you are doing 
well, amanda, 
very well, and 
you can see the 

goddess has 
blessed you. 



please do 
not make 

them bigger, 
master. my 

back 
hurts.

but you know that 
we need the milk, 

slave. i will see to it 
that you get a new 
bra. size s, is it?



i could see that she 
glanced over at me 
again, as if to make 
sure that i heard 
what they had said. it 
looked like she was 
trying to give me a 
message.



i have dreams 
about the man i 

used to be, 
master. i miss 

him. 

she spoke loudly, to 
make sure i could 
hear her.

i will take the memories 
of your old life away, 

amanda, and you will be 
nothing but a servant of 

the dagons.



that is ok, 
master. i would 

rather keep some 
memories to remind 

me of my sins.



and then he fucked 
her as i watched.



she cried out 
repeatedly in 
pleasure as the man 
rammed her.

thank 
you 

master, 
for your 
gift. are 

there going 
to be more 

women 
worthy of 

your 
semen?



i realized this 
question was for my 
benefit.

yes, amanda. my 
brothers have found 
a boat anchored up 

close to the temple. a 
man has arrived and he has 

already been in the 
temple. we will not let 

him get away. he will 
give birth to many 

dagons.



there was no way men 
could turn men into 
women. that part was 
clearly a hoax, i said 
to myself. but 
nevertheless, i 
wanted to get off 
the island as soon as 
possible. i headed 
back to the boat. but 
it took time, as i tried 
to avoid people. 

running away 
are you?

in one moment i did 
not see her. in the 
next she was there.



you cannot 
run away from 

the dagons. they 
know were you 

are and have 
guards on your 

boat.



there must 
be other 
boats.

sure, there are other 
boats, like mine, the one i left 
as stupidly as you left yours. 
how is life out there? can you 

tell me who is the president of 
the us at the moment? i grew up 
in florida, you know. a part of 

me is still an american.



i told her about 
obama.

an african-amerian,, 
you say? what is that? a 
black man. wooh! the 
nubian girls will be 

thrilled.

she told me she had 
left florida in 1987. 
when they captured 
her, they had used 
magic on her. she did 
not tell me what 
kind, and she had 
become this sexy, 
young girl.

we age 
slowly here. i 
guess we are 

outside of 
time.

the fact that she had 
found the island 
setting out from 
florida, bewildered 
me. Surely this 
island was in the 
pacific?



there is no 
escape, my 
friend. you 

will become a 
woman like me. 
and they will 
use you as a 
sex slave.

she displayed her 
breasts proudly, as 
if to make her 
message crystal 
clear.



but it is not bad. 
they are… well 
equipped down 

there… and being 
fucked by them is… i 
don't know… very 

pleasurable.

and they 
knock you up 
from time to 

time. to breed 
more demons of 
their kind and to 
make us produce 

the milk they 
crave so 

much.



i want you to go 
over the hill over 

there and enter the 
red house. siri will 
be waiting for you 

there. she will 
help you.

I was really scared 
now. this whole 
place was unreal. 
maybe someone was 
putting up this show 
to make fun of me -- 
some kind of candid 
camera maybe, but i 
would not take the 
chance. I looked at 
sir's house, turned 
around and run up 
into the forest.



this was a bizarre 
place. there was 
something wrong 
with this jungle. 
sometimes it looked 
like a forest you 
would find around 
the mediterranean. 
over the next hill i 
would find a jungle, 
like the ones in south 
east asia. it was as if 
someone had tried to 
pack in as many types 
of plants as 
possible. Was this 
some kind of heathen 
garden of eden?



When i reached the 
top of the island i 
found some strange 
rock formations. at 
first i believe my 
imagination was 
running wild, but 
then i realized that 
some of these 
formations were 
carved by humans.

when i run down on 
the other side i 
found several 
lingams, phallic 
symbols.

i found a small 
wooden temple with 
a large number of 
wooden lingams 
outside. 



then i ran into 
another of these 
goddesses. she was 
waiting for me, i 
knew it.

stop 
running 
already!

what is wrong 
with you? this is 

an island, there is 
no way off it except 
for swimming and i 

would not 
recommend that.



she was beautiful, 
and in spite of my 
hunger and my 
fatigue i felt 
something stirring 
down there.

you 
like me, 

don't you? i 
guess i am 

designed to 
trigger all those 

ancient 
responses in the 

male brain. i 
should know, 

i have been 
one.



what kind 
of place is 

this?

there was no 
gold, but 

later that night, 
the sailor 

transformed 
into a girl like 

me.

can you 
imagine how it 

was like for her? 
one girl and 50 

horny sailors. they 
all fucked her, and 
it was her sacrifice 

that awoke the 
ancient goddess 
of this island.

they say it was 
discovered by a 

dutch captain who 
landed here in 1786. he 
found the temple on 
the beach and sent 

one of his crew in to 
look for gold.



The 
captain 

gathered his most 
trusted men, and use 

them to force the 
rest into the temple. 
45 women were born 
that day to become 

the slaves of 
the men.



in time he realized that 
"the milk of the maidens" 

would give him a long life and 
strong health. but the price 
he and his men had to pay was 

to lose their freedom. 

you see, our 
bodies may be 

enslaved, but in 
their case it is their 

minds that are 
enslaved. the have 
become dragons, 

drones to the 
goddess of this 

island.
i can 

assure you, 
you do not 
want to be 

one of  
them.



you cannot 
stop a storm, 
an earthquake, 
the desire of 
men. this is 
nature, boy!

stop 
running 

now. go see 
siri!

as she spoke, images battered my 
feverish mind: phalluses, stone 
carvings, a man drinking milk from a 
humongous breast, and in right in 
front of me i could see the 
shivering softness of female flesh. 
i realized that i had become trapped 
in the most primitive part of the 
human psyche, or … i don't know… 
mother nature. 



so i crossed the 
island again. as i 
walked i became 
more and more 
feverish. i could 
feel my skin tingle.

i had hot fantasies 
about fucking that 
busty masseuse that 
tried to warn me.



but soon the fantasy 
shifted and it was as 
if i could feel 
myself lifting her 
tits as if they were 
mine. it was as if i 
could feel myself 
lowering myself 
down on that cock.

how could i be so 
tired, hungry and 
horny at the same 
time? i what about 
these dreams. i had 
never had dreams 
like these before.



i finally arrived back 
at siri's house. far in 
the distance i could 
see a ship anchoring 
up in the harbor. a 
boat came to meet it.  
These were not men 
trapped by the magic 
of the island. this 
ship clearly 
belonged to the 
dagons. it was 
bringing goods to 
their little 
community.



there 
you are. our 

running 
visitor. 

are you 
ready to 

grow tits, my 
friend? 

i entered the house 
and found siri.

the furniture and the 
decoration clearly 
showed that the 
dagons, pirates or 
whoever they where 
were in contact with 
modern civilization.



and 
when one 

of my 
masters lick 
and suck and 
knead my tits, 
i come over 

and over 
again.

you know, every 
cell in my body is 
sensitive in a way 
my old male body 

never was.



and i don't have 
to worry about 
anything except 

pleasing them. i used to 
be a ceo of a big dutch 

company. heh, i am 
happier now.

i have a 
family 

waiting for 
me back 

home. i need 
to get off 
the island.

I sensed some sadness in her eyes in response to my 
reference to my family. she had also lost some, it 
seemed. but then she started talking about how good 
it was to serve the dragons and how their big cocks 
filled her with happiness.

the air condition was working overtime, so she fetched 
me some clothes while she told her story.

She even made me a sandwitch to eat.



she told me how 
scared she had been 
the first night as a 
woman.

one of the men had 
claimed her as his 
slave. soon she 
found his hands all 
over her big body.



what have 
you done to 

me?

you are blessed my 
girl. you have been 

chosen by the goddess to 
serve our order. in return 
she will make you fertile 

and give you a woman's 
happiness of love.



and he had made her 
suck his cock as she 
struggled with her 
big tits. and minute 
for minute the old 
business man had 
faded away.



she started to feel 
pride in her ability to 
please him.

and he gave back. he 
gave her the kind of 
sex she never could 
have given a woman 
when she was a man.



it became clear to 
me that the old ceo 
had been a bit of a 
sexist himself, and 
had started looking 
at his female self 
with eyes of the 
past. women were 
for pleasure and 
breeding.

she started to 
undress in front of 
me.

don't be 
afraid!



i was weak. when she 
started licking her 
big tits i felt my 
cock stirring. the 
sight was immensely 
erotic. she reminded 
me of one of the 
women i had seen up 
on the wall of the 
temple.

you 
want me, 

don't you? 
you can have 

me. you know, 
one last 
fuck as 

man. 



sure 
baby. i 

will tell 
you were to 

go, if you 
make me a 

sacred 
offering.

come on, 
baby, give me 

your gift!i said that i needed to 
leave. 



it is 
gonna be 
all right, 

baby.

i looked down at her 
and marveled at her 
beauty. how did it 
feel to be a girl like 
her?



i didn't realize my 
error before i came 
all over her chest. 
this was the offering 
she was talking 
about. and the 
offering was to the 
goddess.

i bright light filled 
the room and i 
screamed in anguish 
as i felt my body 
balloon outwards.



i tried to hold on to 
her tits and stop the 
transformation.

but nothing helped. 
my chest expanded 
into tits, which grew 
and grew.



help me, 
please.

my hands went down 
to my crotch. my 
penis was gone. 

i closed my eyes, 
hoping that it would 
all pass, but i was 
distracted by a huge 
breast that slid 
down into my arm pit.



i grabbed my nipple 
and moaned, partly in 
terror and partly in 
pleasure. 



i looked at siri, 
pleadingly. 

you have 
to help me! i 
cannot live 
like this.



don't 
worry, 

baby. their big 
cock's will 

still you hunger 
and make the 

fear go 
away

don't fight it. 
enjoy it!

i heard myself 
crying. tear drops 
fell on my tits. i 
cursed siri, i cursed 
the dagons, i cursed 
my self, but nothing 
worked.



for a few weeks i 
was left alone.

i went to the beach 
swimming, and to the 
pool. i had always 
love the water.



ashley helped me a 
lot.

don't think 
you can 

escape. only 
one girl has 

managed to get 
off the island, 

and she was 
eaten by 
sharks.

nor will 
anyone find us 

here. this island 
does not exist in 
the real world. 

it can pop up 
anywhere.

ashley believed the 
island was some kind 
of fishing net for 
the gods. she talked 
a lot about odysseus 
and the island of 
kirkE, arguing that 
the island had been 
around for a very 
long time.



love 
your body. 
it will give 

you pleasure, 
and you will 
need joy to 

survive.

but i 
cannot 

have a man 
inside me. i 
am a man, 
myself.



candace had become 
a good friend.

no, honey, don't 
even think that you 
are a man. these 
bodies are more 
woman than most 
women, and your 
mind lives in this 

body.

i used 
to be a navy 

seal, can you 
believe that?  i 

fought in 
Afghanistan and 
iraq, and i was 
never happy.



i 
love my 

new life. i 
am sexy, i am 

hot, and i 
love having a 

man all 
over 
me.

i was 
brought 

up to 
believe that 
having sex 

with a man is 
disgusting 
for a man.



homophobic 
parents, eh? it 

doesn't matter. you 
are a girl now and 

you will realize that 
when a man takes 
possession over 

you.

i get 
fucked 

every day 
now. they 
like that i 

like it.



she told me about 
all the tricks she 
used to get the men 
to please her in the 
way she wanted.



in the end, of 
course, it was 
my turn. the 
dagons did 
work, no doubt 
about it. you 
cannot keep up 
a small 
community like 
this one without 
doing so. i had 
found myself 
increasingly 
intrigued by one 
of the 
gardeners. 



i have to ask 
you, shyla. how 
long are you 

going to pretend 
that nothing has 

happened?

you let the 
girls dress you 

up in red and with 
red lipstick, and 
you think you are 

still a man?

i caught myself 
looking at him. 
that worried me. 
then i caught him 
looking at me. 
that worried me 
too.



this happens 
every time. the new 
girl clings to her 

manhood, even when 
her tits are so big 
she can barely see 

her pussy.

that 
guy is no 

more, sheila. 
he is dead. lost 

at sea. instead we 
have this gorgeous, 

voluptuous girl, 
who has been 

reborn to serve 
real men, and not 

the kind that is 
lured in by the 

island.



you 
see, the 

island never 
calls in strong 
men: soldiers, 

warriors, 
sports men, fire 
fighters. only 

weaklings.

you 
keep 

telling 
yourself 
that nice 

boy!



he dragged 
me inside and 
this 
"warrior", as 
he clearly 
believed 
himself to 
be, started 
sucking at my 
tits. all men 
are babies, 
right?

BUT it did not feel 
too bad, so i let him 
continue.



oh my god!

damn it! i 
did not sign 
up for this!

that is 
where you are 
wrong, little 

big girl. you were 
warned by the 

watcher. the black 
man. if you had 
followed his 

advice we would 
have let you 

go.



what's… 
oh… the 

big… deal.. 
with the 

watcher?

he was 
here when 
the captain 

arrived.

enough talk! 
it is time for you 

to earn your 
keep.



and so i became a 
cock sucker, while 
trying to think about 
other things.



i tried to think about 
my boat, but then 
images of that 
pregnant goddess 
popped up in my mind.

i tried to think about 
my old job, but kept 
seeing the lingam in 
the forest.



i tried to hunk about 
football matches, 
but instead i found 
myself sensing 
those huge balls on 
my chest.

i found myself 
playing with my 
pussy, which was 
getting increasingly 
wet.



so when he asked me 
to turn over, i did 
not object.



oh god!



i found myself hoping 
that he would not 
come to early.



because it felt so 
good having him in 
there.



in the end he came 
all over my chest. i 
closed my eyes as i 
felt drops of cum 
flow down the 
curves of my tits. the 
girls had told me 
that this is a kind of 
first time ritual that 
is to ensure that i 
understand  my fate. 
sperm is sacred for 
the dagons, and is 
normally not to be 
wasted.



i learned the truth 
of this as more and 
more men came to my 
room to fill me up 
with sperm

you have 
wonderful 
tits, baby!







and i found myself 
looking forward to 
them coming. looking 
forward to me 
coming. which i did a 
lot.



and on an island of 
fertility it does not 
take long before 
you get knocked up.



aaaaaaah, 
oh god, that 
was good.

i could feel it when 
it happened.



so i found myself in 
the one situation i 
could have said with 
100 percent 
certainty would 
never happen.

your 
fucking 
fertility 

turns me on, 
baby.



morning sickness and 
muscle pain be 
damned. for the first 
couple of months 
they would not leave 
me alone.



i felt fat and 
ungainly, but loved 
the fact that the 
dagons still found 
me attractive.



and i kept on 
growing.

and growing



my breasts and 
nipples swelling in 
preparation for what 
was to come.



and then i had a baby. 
the magic of the 
island sees to it that 
only men are born on 
the island. it is as if 
the island argues 
that this is why the 
women will have to 
be fetched from 
outside this little 
world.

I asked the dagons 
why the island cannot 
lure women onto its 
beaches. why this 
strange call for 
men to be changed 
into women?

They argued that in 
every man there is a 
woman, and for some 
even more so than 
for others. the 
goddess of the 
island want her sons 
to be raised by 
women who know 
both sides.

They do not see the 
irony in this, though, 
as the dagons 
themselves believe 
they are nothing but 
manly men. 



i loved my baby boy 
and promised myself 
to give him a better 
upbringing. 

but now the dagons 
are back, because 
now i can give them 
the nectar that give 
them long lives.



i just have to make 
sure there is 
something left for 
my child.



i can no longer come 
over a woman's tits 
or face, but i can 
spray they cock of a 
man with milk.

it's a waste, but it 
feels like some kind 
of revenge for what 
they have done to me.



men are such babies.



but you know what? i 
am starting to like 
having them around… 
and inside me.
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