
The Body 

Thief of 

Prague

Transgender 
erotica by 
Rebecca Molay

SEXUALLY 
EXPLICIT!

For adults only!



my adventure 
started in a street 
in prague.

i believed i was out 
hunting for love, so 
when i met 
wonderful natalia, i 
started talking to 
her dogs. dogs are 
such ice breakers.

you are 
simon kane, 
are you not, 
the internet 

mogul?

yes, i am. i 
didn't know i 

was that 
famous?



you know, i have 
been a girl for a long 

time now, and i have 
found it immensely 

fascinating.

i am not 
sure i know 

what you 
mean.

there is something 
wonderful about 

feeling a man between 
your legs, feeling him 
fill you up to the brim 
and take you, but i want 
to be powerful now, 

and rich.



you have to 
help me out 

here. what do you 
mean you want to 

be powerful?

i am going to 
steal your life, 
your wife, your 

money, your job, 
everything you 

have.

but don't 
worry, the 

life as natalie 
is good. 

and then she 
touched me. in one 
minute i was looking 
at her. in the next i 
was looking at my 
own smiling face.

she 
is 

beautiful 
and sexy and 

that seems to 
be all that 
matters for 

human 
men.



take good care 
of the dogs, simon! 

you will find the 
address of your flat 
in your purse, as well 

as the keys to your 
apartment.

bye, bye, 
darlings, i 
love you!

ah, well, i 
guess i have to 

stop saying things 
like that now, being 

a real man and 
all.

i walked in a daze 
around the city of 
prague, trying to 
get a grasp on what 
was happening to 
me. i tried a lot of 
theories. a nervous 
break down maybe, 
or hypnosis, but this 
body surely felt 
real. 

i felt people 
looking at me 
differently. it was 
the men, they 
oogled me. made 
rude comments.



i went to the prague 
branch of my 
company, but eliza 
did not understand 
anything of what i 
said to her.

listen, girl! simon 
kent arrived ten 

minutes ago and is in a 
meeting. you are 

certainly not him!

why 
don't you 

go home and 
get some 

rest?

there were credit 
cards in my purse, 
so i took a taxi to 
the address given by 
the body thief.

turned out the girl 
owned a whole 
house outide the 
city centre.



i was scared, and 
tried to make 
myself busy.

i cleand her dishes, 
trying not to think 
about the long hair 
flowing down my 
back.

i cleaned the floor, 
afraid that if i sat 
down i would 
collapse.

but agian and again i 
found things that 
reminded me of my 
female body.



i was starting to 
calm down, forcing 
myself to think 
straight. no one would 

believe this story. 
after all, i could 
hardly believe it 
myself.

apart from my 
memories i had 
nothing to connect 
me to the life of 
simon, and by now 
the thief was 
probably going 
through my stuff, 
reconstructing my 
life in full detail.

if i wanted my life 
back i had to force 
her to swap me 
back. i could 
threaten her, of 
course, by 
disclosing 
information about 
the firm that would 
damage it. but then i 
would also destroy 
my own male life.



i needed help, from 
someone who would 
believe me. john, 
the sci fi enthusiast 
would love this 
story.

and i knew things 
about him no one 
else did.

no, you are 
not listening, 

john! i am simon  in 
a girl's body. she 

stole my body, ok? 
i can prove it to 

you!!!

remember the 
time you got drunk 
in barcelona and 
vomited all over 
the table? yeah, i 

was there.



what car we had 
rented? a volvo, a 
red volvo. yeah, so 
you do believe me 

now?

i need you to come 
over, all right. i 

need to make plans. 
you know me, i need 
plans and lists and 

deliveries.

you are 
in paris? 

damned! ok, can be 
here next week 

then. that is 
good.

no, i 
have not 

touched my 
tits.



yeah, of 
course. i am 

sure you would.

no, i am not going 
to see if she has a 

dildo. dammit, john, 
why do you always 
have to be such a 

pig?

yeah, she is 
kind of sexy. 

oh, go 
fuck 

yourself!



i cursed him for 
putting that idea 
into my mind.

unfortunately the 
thief had had the 
same idea, thinking 
-- i believe -- that 
it was important 
for me to get used 
to this body as soon 
as possible.

the was a note on 
the entrance door: 
"take the black bag 
to the bed room".



so what is 
in it, you 
bastard? 

money, drugs, 
clothes?

damn it, you 
evil bitch! why 
did you have to 
do this to me.

i could feel a surge 
inside my body, 
followed by a 
strange shivering.

and i remembered 
her words about 
spreading her legs 
and having someone 
inside her.

and i realized that i 
had the unique 
opportunity to 
learn to know the 
other side of 
mankind.



the body thief had 
clearly enjoyed her 
life as a woman.

i was starting to 
feel moist between 
my legs, a most 
alien feeling.

who was i kidding. i 
had to look at my 
new body. i just had 
to!

i touched round and 
firm buttocks.



i had never looked 
at cocks this way.

but now i could not 
stop thinking about 
how it would be to 
tocuh one and have 
one stiffen and 
reach out for me.

i had to look at her 
breasts.





they were quite big.



they were firm to 
the touch. i loved 
tits. i always had, 
but feeling them 
from the inside was 
something 
completely 
different.

i loved the feeling 
of grabbing them, 
holding them, 
feeling the 
delicious feminine 
softness of their 
touch.





i pinched my nipple 
and was rewarded 
with a shock of 
electricity surging 
through my body.

no, they had not 
been exaggerating, 
the ones that said 
that nipples were 
as sensitive as the 
tip of a cock.



my skin was so 
amazingly soft.

so this is what it 
felt like on the 
other side of the 
equation.



i touched my crotch 
tentatively. i was 
still afraid i would 
go crazy when i 
truly realized that 
my cock had gone.

i let my fingers 
glide over the 
mound, feeling 
some of the folds 
through the textile.

i did not dare to 
look.

but maybe i did not 
have to, not yet 
anyway.



i turned on th 
vibrator and let it 
glide over my pussy.

i let out a screem 
as the vibration 
shook my clit.



i gasped for air as 
my body responded 
to the vibrations.



i pulled my panties 
aside and let it 
touch flesh. i 
looked over my tits 
and saw pink folds 
of womanhood. this 
was real, all right.



oh god! oh 
god! that is 

good. 
holy.....



i have had many 
female lovers as a 
man. i had learned 
how to please 
them.

but know i started 
to graps what had 
really made them 
moan and buck 
around.

and i guess i felt 
some of what they had 
expressed through 
their movements and 
with their fingers...

the desire to have 
something inside 
you.



i pushed the life 
like dildo up against 
my pussy lips.

i was a woman now. 
would i eventually 
do this with a man? 
no....

but it felt right.

i pushed it deep 
inside my body and 
felt it stretch my 
vagina. there was 
room all right.



i started to rub my 
clit, amazed at the 
way it charged my 
whole body. i could 
feel my toes curl.



and i fel this 
intense need to be 
touched.

a need to be 
touched and 
caressed... and fucked hard.

oh god!oh 
God! oh my 

god!
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i spent the 
next few 
days trying 
to get to 
grips with my 
new life. 
after having 
called my 
secretary 
seven times, 
the new 
"phil" called 
me back and 
threatened 
to have me 
hospitalized 
as a mad 
stalker if i 
did not stop. 
the sad thing 
is, the body 
thief would 
have gotten 
away with it. 
there was 
nothing i 
could do to 
hurt him yet.

i searched the 
whole house for 
signs of whom 
natalia was. i found 
bank account info, a 
czech passport, but 
no personal info. i 
was starting to 
realize that i was 
not the fit victim of 
the body thief. 



a few days later i 
found a lot of old 
things up in the 
attic, remnants 
from another life. 
most of it where 
very old, but i also 
found a photo 
album that must 
have belonged to 
natalia, the 
teenager. god 
knows where she 
was now. she was 
probably inhabiting 
the body the body 
thief had had before 
her. That meant that 
there could be a 
long line of victims, 
going back god 
knows how far.



in the meantime i 
tried to find a way 
of reconciling 
myself with my new 
life. i was trying 
hesitantly to do the 
girly things i 
believed the world 
expected from a 
girl like this.

i was definitely 
good looking, and 
although that long 
hair was 
impractical, i 
decided to let it 
stay.

john texted me 
regularly, teasing 
me about new life 
as a girl. Thank 
good there was one 
person out there 
who knew who i was. if the body thief had 

had any friends, they 
did not contact me. 
maybe there were 
more of them out 
there.
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i realized i needed 
help with the girly 
stuff. pretending 
to be an american 
tourist in need i 
found a salon 
where the girls 
knew english well, 
and they introduced 
me to the secret 
world of girl talk 
and reciprocal 
encouragement.

you look 
great, girl!  your 

boy friend will eat 
you up!



and as i walked the 
streets of prague, i 
started to look at 
women in a 
different way. i was 
not one of them, 
yet, but they 
treated me as if i 
was. if i saw 
children playing in 
the park and smiled, 
their mothers 
would smile back 
and talk to me. if i 
had done that as a 
man, they would 
have been very 
suspicious.



by the end of the 
week i caught 
myself looking at 
men's asses. my 
fantasies at night 
became more and 
more vivid. there 
was no doubt about 
it: natalie was 
heterosexual. that 
told me that sexual 
orientation 
actually is 
biological, not that 
the scholars would 
ever believe me.



i remembered what 
mychelle once told 
me. She was my girl 
friend at the time.

you men 
are simple 

souls. for you 
happiness is to 
climax once and 

then go to 
sleep.

here we go 
again with the 

multiple 
orgasms!

that is 
only part of 

it.

the reason we 
love you men men 

so much is that you 
complete us.

you are 
simple minded, 
we are bright, 

you are strong, 
we are 

sensitive
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and when you 
hold me in your 
rough strong 

arms i feel 
protected and 

complete.

and when you 
nibble my tits 

like a little baby, 
you make me feel 

all woman!

i realised i wanted 
that, to feel like 
all woman.

i wanted to close 
my eyes and let a 
man ravage me, 
devour me, fill me 
up completely.



i wanted someone 
to fuck me from 
behind the way i had 
fucked mychelle.

because i was 
starting to realize 
that what she had 
had was much more 
than i had  imagined.



this is the 
best ever!



early next week 
john was back from 
paris.

you lucky 
bastard!  you were 
the ugliest man on 
earth, and here you 

go and switch bodies 
with the most 

beautiful girl i have 
seen!

ah, 
common! i am 

not that 
beautiful.

you have been a 
guy. you know 

perfectly well 
that you are hot!



have you 
gotten laid 

yet?
god, you are 
such a pig! my 

main objective is 
to get my body 

back!

but that is not 
going to happen 

now, is it? you told 
me on the phone that 

there must be a whole 
chain of swaps, and 
why should you be 
able to break it?

maybe i can 
expose him!

as if anyone 
would believe you!  

and it would be easy 
for him to kill you 

now, wouldn't it? he 
can use your body to 

kill you and then swap 
with someone else. 
your body will be 

punished for killing 
you!



you are 
right. i had not 
thought about 
that. dammit!

of 
course 
not. you 
were not 

bright before, 
and now you 

are a 
blonde!

i am not 
really blonde, 

you know. my 
hairdresser told 

me. god, you are 
such a girl. 

now, show me 
your dildo!



ok, here 
is the bag 
the body 
thief left 

me!

i showed him the way 
into the bed room. i 
had been thinking 
about this moment 
for many days

i admit 
that i have 

been testing 
them, john! i 

wanted to know 
what it feels 

like for a 
girl.



that must be 
so strange, and 

so hot. i mean, you 
are on the inside 

of all that 
hotness!

i want to use 
that toy on you! 
undress now!

don't 
laugh at me, 

ok?

natalie has 
a lot of 
beautiful 

underwear, you 
know!



do you 
want to see 

my tits? i am not 
sure if this is 

the right thing 
to do.

but i was horny. i 
had become more 
and more aroused 
for each day as a 
woman and now i had 
had enough of 
waiting.



i have been 
bothered by all 

these dreams, you 
know. i see the men 
looking at me in the 
streets, and it turns 

me on!



and i get 
wet just from 

thinking about it 
you know. fuck, i 

have been so 
lonely and 

scared!

you want 
me, don't 

you?



i need this!

woow! i 
must say 

womanhood has 
changed your 

priorities. 
lucky me!



can you see my 
pussy? i have a 

pussy, john, can 
believe it?



oh yeah, suck my 
tits, pleeeeease!



i can see 
that you like 
the new me, 

john!





and as he touched 
me and caressed me 
i could feel my body 
become more and 
more real. it was as 
if my soul was 
settling down in its 
new home.



ooooh!

oh yeah!



i cannot 
believe i am 
doing this.

here i come!

oh god!

you are so 
big!



i love 
being inside 
your pussy.

of course he did. he 
hadden gotten laid 
in a year or so, and 
now he had his own 
sexy fake blonde to 
play with.



let see if 
we can make 

your clit 
sing!



john was my friend, 
my good friend and i 
finally understood 
what mychelle had 
meant.

he did everything he 
could to please me, 
to make me happy. 



and god bless him, 
he had the stamina 
of an ox.



and he fucked me.

he fucked me hard.

and for a moment, 
all i was was tits 
and curves and a 
wet pussy longing 
to be filled up.



nothing would be 
the same between 
us ever again. the 
old buddies had 
died, the lovers had 
been born.



this wasn't so bad 
after all. no, this 
was very much all 
right.



natalie played by jessica 
moore (street scene) and 
natalia starr (home scene)
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