


I must admit I 
find the actions of 

your client 
disturbing.



Your honor, my 
client has 

expressed regret 
and has promised 

never to do 
something like 

this again.



He cheated hard 
working women 

for their savings, 
used racist slurs to 

describe them. I 
think he needs to 
learn a lesson.



Your honor, if he 
goes to jail, the 

hotel he owns and 
manages will probably 

go bankrupt, and the 
women he employs 

will lose their 
jobs.



So mike, we have a 
bit of a conundrum 

here. If I send you to 
jail, I will be hurting 

the very women you 
have betrayed. 

We have to 
make an example 

of you. you will be 
transferred to a 

metatron mindcloud 
facility.  They will put 

your body in 
hibernation and copy 
your mind over into 

a suitable 
clone.



Michael smith is 
sentenced to one 

month of community 
service, working as 
a house maid at his 

own hotel.



Metatron mindcloud 
headquarters.



This facility has the 
capacity to store the 
scans of  10000 
minds.



And has a top of the 
line clone factory, 
based on Chinese 
growth acceleration 
techniques.



And this is where mike 
Smith is taken to have 
his mind copied.



We have 
a complete 
upload of 

mike smith. 99 
terabytes.



The 
next one is 

mike smith. His 
body is in stasis, 

and we have a fresh 
memory matrix in 

storage.

Ok, 
I will 

transfer the 
matrix to the 

assigned 
clone.



Ok, it 
is copying 

now. What did 
this one 

do?



Mike smith. I read 
about this one. He stole 

the savings of his cleaning 
staff, and now he has been 
given one month community 

service. And he will 
return the money.

Good, he 
gets what he 

deserves!



The metatron 
recovery clinic, the 
next day.



Where am I?

Ah, mr. 
Smith, you are 
awake. We just 
took you out of 
the clone tank 

and cleaned 
you up.



You look great, 
sweetie. I have 

painted your nails, 
put on some make-
up for you, so that 
you look good for 

dr. Frick.



You are a 
woman, now, 

mike, you need 
to play the 

part.

And by the 
way, we are not 

allowed to call 
you mike 
anymore.



That is 
correct. She 
is now Maria 

Iliana 
Alvarez.



HI Maria. I am glad 
that you are awake. I 

WANT YOU TO KNOW THAT 
eVERYTHING WENT WELL. 

YOUR MIND HAS NOW BEEN 
TRANSFERRED TO THIS CLONE. 

Your male body is in 
storage. We will transfer 
the memories of this body 

to that one, when your 
community service is 

over.



I FEEL SO STRANGE. 
THE COLORS LOOK 
DIFFERENT…  MY 

VOICE… OH, IS THAT 
MY CHEST?



The DD-34 is one 
of our more curvy 
models, for sure. 

You are going to be a 
maid, so I thought 

that might be 
useful.



Why would 
that be useful? 

I don’t 
understand.



Don’t worry about 
it, pretty girl. You are 
a healthy woman now. 

Enjoy it!



Let me check 
their status just 

to be sure.



Doctor, let 
go! What kind of a 

man are you?

I am 
sure you, of all 

people, will 
understand.



Poetic 
justice, eh? 
This is so 

bad.





I had been an 
asshole. I 
understood that 
now. the court had 
given me a stand-in 
manager and she 
drove me hard.



I worked long days, 
cleaning room after 
room. It was hard 
work. Very hard 
work.



The rest of the staff 
did not know who I 
was. That was part of 
the «treatment». I 
had learned to 
respect the girls.



House keeping!

if search for 
mindtransfer 
community service 
online, you will find 
a lot of people 
writing about 
«absorption.» People 
fear absorption.





Your soul is more 
than what is stored 
in your memory 
matrix. Your feelings 
are embedded in your 
body, and you are 
now exiled to 
another body.

To be absorbed is to 
lose yourself in that 
body and become 
someone else. 
Feelings trump 
thinking all the time.

Hello!



I had been in this 
body  for three 
weeks now and I had 
followed all the 
rules I found 
online.

To the extent 
possible, do 
not look at 
yourself in 
mirrors!

Avoid touching 
yourself!

And above all: 
avoid all kinds 
of sex, even 
masturbation, 
as orgasms 
weaken your 
mind and let 
the Body take 
over.



But this is not easy. 
Your body has a 
rhythm if its own. I 
could feel my hips 
swinging and the 
weight of my breasts 
in my bra. i washed 
and dried and 
brushed my long 
dark hair and felt it 
brush my cheek when 
I went to sleep.



I was reminded of my 
womanhood wherever 
I went. Sitting down 
was like sitting on a 
cushion. I could no 
longer sleep on my 
belly, as my tits got 
in the way. And those 
thick lips and 
rounded cheeks 
looked nothing like a 
man’s. 

So yes, I could feel 
the call of this body, 
and it was powerful.



Oooh, 
aaah!  Yeah, 

fuck me.



And the men around 
me saw this curvy 
Latina. They did not 
know I was a 
transfer, they 
complemented me, 
flirted with me, and 
some even tried to 
touch me.

And I saw them in a 
different way now. 
Maria, as I was 
called now, liked 
men. She liked a well 
toned torso, broad 
shoulders, kind eyes 
and a tight ass.

M
mmm, yeah, 

take me 
hard.



Which is why what 
happened this day 
threw me off 
balance.

I 
love your 

cock!

I had heard the sound 
track from the porn 
movie, of course, but 
since no-one 
answered I had 
believed the room 
was empty.



You are so 
sexy!

It was not.



Hm
mm, yeah, 

yeah…

I could feel my 
heart beat faster. My 
nipples became 
painfully erect.



I could smell him, 
natural musk mixed 
with a masculine 
perfume. 

Put 
it inside of 

me!

I could not get the 
image of his cock out 
of my mind.



I knew I ought to get 
out of there, but I was 
so fascinated by the 
contrast between his 
big muscular body and 
my own softness. I had 
lost half my weight 
after the transfer.i had 
been tall, at 6’5 now I 
was 5 foot 4.



What would it feel like 
to have him touch me? I 
tried not to think 
about it, but I could 
not help it.



I touched my big 
bosom in a way I had 
avoided doing before, 
tracing its curve of 
pure woman.



I was getting moist 
down there.



I had been sitting 
down peeing for 
weeks, but I have 
tried not to look 
too closely at my 
pussy.



Oh my god…

It felt good. I had to have another 
peak.



His cock was huge.



«Don’t go there!» My 
Inner voices 
screamed at me. They 
knew that I would 
enjoy this.



I had been trying to 
ignore these babies, 
even if I had to put 
on a 32DD bra every 
single day.





My big tits loved 
being freed from 
their prison of lace.

My mind watched then 
in confused 
amazement. I was a 
truly sexy girl.







I had promised 
myself that i 
wOuld never give 
in to this, but it 
felt so good. 
my heavy tits 
were a constant 
reminder of me 
being someone 
else now, and 
playing with my 
clit made made 
my toes curl.



Oh god!

Hello! Is 
there someone 

there?



Fuck!



Oh… well.. 
this is 

embarrassing… 
for both of 

us…

I am… 
sorry… I…



Well, I am 
glad I got your 
heart pumping.

I am 
so sorry… 
I do not 

know what lie 
I should 
come up 
with..



I am 
here with 

some fresh 
towels…

You are 
right, that is 
not a good 

lie.

But I am! I 
got… 

distracted.



Being able to 
distract a 

beautiful woman 
like you makes me 

proud.



Listen… let 
us forget 

this… I can do 
your bed.

I think 
you can do 
better than 

that.



Please, 
don’t tell my 

boss.

Is he an 
unfair man?

I am afraid 
so.



I 
promise. I 
won’t tell 

him I did this 
either.



Listen, I am 
not who you 
think I am.

I am 
not 

supposed to 
feel like 

this.



Because of 
this one?

Oh my 
god. Put it 

away!



I think 
you want it. 
Feelings are 

just 
feelings.



This is 
unfair. This 

is all 
because of 

you and those 
wonderful 

tits of 
yours.

You like my 
boobs?



Best boobs 
ever!



Show 
them to me 

again!











And then I stopped 
caring about who I 
was or what I should 
do. I just did.







I had been the 
square. Now I was 
the circle. He Was 
hard. I was soft. And 
I loved it.





I knew what would 
come next. I quieted 
that panicky voice in 
the back of my head 
warning me of the 
point of no return.

The sight of his hard 
cock against my big, 
soft tits, made me 
dizz and wet down 
south.



he was in control. It 
was a relief really. 
I liked it.









I could feel that big 
cock slide deep into 
my body.



The absurdity of the 
situation was not 
lost on me. I was 
the maid with the big 
ass being fucked by 
the hotel guest. This 
had been a fantasy of 
mine, for sure. I had 
even done it once or 
twice, but not as the 
maid.

















I had one orgasm, 
two, three…



At that moment I was 
all tits and pussy, 
tits and pussy.



I did not protest 
when he pushed me 
Down on my knees. If 
he wanted a porn 
ending, he could have 
one.



Feeling that sticky 
semen on my tongue 
and chin I knew I was 
not in Kansas 
anymore. I was way 
off the map, in a land 
of miracles and 
wonders.



How on earth were I 
going to live as a 
man again after this?



I looked down at my 
voloptous body, now 
covered in cum.

I felt shame and 
guilt for what I had 
done to myself.



But this was the best 
sex I had had ever.

And I knew I wanted 
more of this.



Metatron mindcloud 
headquarters 
intelligence division.



We 
have another 

swapper convict 
missing. One Michael 

smith. He has served one 
month as a Latina maid at 

the hotel he owns. 
Should be back last 

week, but did not 
show up.



 That clone is worth 
500 grand. That is 

theft, isn’t it? do you 
think someone kidnapped 
him? You know, to erase 

his mind and sell the 
clone?



He WAS TOLD that 
his male body will 
be given to medical 

research after 
three months, 

right?

I HAVE 
TRACKED 

DOWN HIS 
CAR. IT WAS 
FOUND ONE 
MILE AWAY 
FROM THE 
MEXICAN 
BORDER.

The gps 
chip 

embedded in 
the clone 
stopped 

transmitting 
at the same 

time.

The 
passport of 
one of his 

employees was 
registered at the 
Tecate crossing. 
She never left 
the us. I guess 
he borrowed 

it. 



So his employee 
helped him? He did this 
of his own free will? 



I think we stick 
to the story that 

he did this out of his 
free will, for legal 

reason. I am sure 
the insurance will 

cover the loss.



Meanwhile, 
somewhere in Mexico.















Maria, 
are you in 

there?

Are you 
playing with 

yourself 
again?

no señor Diaz, 
estoy trabajando You 

can speak 
English with 

me, Maria.



See, I am 
working! Don’t 
throw me out 
señor Diaz.

Of course I 
won’t. You gave 

your motel to my 
niece, in order 
for me to give 
you sanctuary.

But I don’t 
understand why? 

Why would you give 
up your life for 

this?



Being a 
woman turns 
you on? You 

like it?

As a 
Mexican 

man, I must 
say I don’t 
get it. But I 

do get 
this.



you’d better keep your 
past a secret, Maria. Say 
that you are Mexican girl 

that grew up in the Us, and 
now wants to  explore 

her culture.





It is ironic, isn’t it? if 
you go back to the Us, 

you will be deported to 
mexico.



I am not going 
back to the us. they 

have probably 
destroyed my body 

by now.

don’t you 
miss your 

cock?



I don’t 
need one. I 

can use 
yours.

And I 
love my 
pussy.



I love being 
a girl.



Well, given 
your background I 

think you are  
getting the hang 

of it.



I am 
getting 
there.



A year later.





I don’t get it Maria? You 
had to borrow mr. diaz’ 

nice’s passport to get into 
Mexico? the americans love 
Mexicans who are going to 

Mexico.

It is a 
complicated 

story, Manuel, I 
don’t think you 

would 
understand.



Well, 
I do 

understand 
this. Yeah, I 

was 
counting on 

that.



has 
señor diaz 

asked you to 
marry him?

He has.



Are you 
going to say 

yes.

Well, he is 
a rich man, 

and I would 
not have to be 

a maid 
anymore.



He 
wants 

kids, and I 
have never 

really 
considered 

breast-
feeding 

anyone, if 
you see 
what I 
mean.



Well, he can 
wait.







The end
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