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I loved women. I 
really did, and not in 
the «I need to fuck 
them» way neither. 
Not that I did not 
want to make love to 
them, but there is so 
much more to this.



I loved what they 
are: beautiful, sexy, 
sensitive, soft, curvy. 
Yeah, I knew that they 
are all different, 
but I worshipped 
what they all had in 
common, regardless 
of age, looks, race 
or creed.



When I saw them in 
the street, I just 
wanted to worship 
them as if they were 
some incarnation of 
the goddess.



And maybe they were.



Then I started 
wondering how it 
would be to be one 
of them. To be that 
beauty. To breathe 
that beauty. To 
embody that beauty.  
And as soon as that 
idea took hold, I 
found it very hard to 
go back to the way I 
used to think about 
them before.



But it could be that I 
never thought about 
them in what they call 
the «normal» way. Maybe 
I just felt too much of 
an affinity with them.



I watched porn to 
see if I could find 
back to that 
«normal» guy who 
wants to dominate 
women.



But it was hard. My 
mind drifted away and 
I soon found myself 
thinking about what it 
would be like to be 
her in that scene. 
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And even if I did not 
feel much of an 
attraction to men as 
I was then, I 
fantasized about how 
it would be to be a 
woman with a man.



How would it feel to 
have him desire my 
body, worship my 
being, loving my 
soul?



I wondered how it 
would feel like to 
go down on all four 
and have him enter me 
from behind, while I 
could watch my tits 
swaying as he fucked 
me.



How would it feel to give in 
and let go?



You will probably 
not understand what 
I was going through. 
You would say I was 
mad and should see a 
psychiatrist. (I did 
and it did not help). 
Or maybe I was 
possessed. Maybe I 
was.





I read books, 
practiced magic, 
studied science, but 
in the end I found the 
solution in New 
Orleans of all 
places.





In a voodoo shop one 
assistant simply 
told me what to do, 
before I could ask.



erzulie 
has told me 

I should give 
you a book 

and a 
potion. 



I should 
warn you, 

though. When 
erzulie and the 

goddess ova claim 
you, you will have 

to serve them 
for the rest of 

your life!





Back in san diego I 
waited a few days 
before doing 
anything.





Then one Sunday I 
drunk the elixir.



Nothing happened, 
beyond me having a 
seriously bad taste 
in my mouth. If any 
potion had been made 
with frog’s blood, 
spider legs and the 
dew of a full moon, 
this was it.



I started to feel 
silly. I had made a 
fool of myself. I 
went through every 
possible step before 
looking again at the 
book the woman had 
given me. 



The book opened by 
itself on one page. I 
looked at the 
impenetrable magic 
script and found 
myself reading the 
text.>Q 
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The world tilted. I 
felt vertigo. Dizzy. 
Sick.



And then it was over. 
I was no longer the 
man I used to be.



Oh my god!

My voice was no 
linger my own. I 
heard a soprano.





My hands found their 
way up to my chest, 
following the curves 
of my new breasts.



I was feverish. 
Shaking. Nervous as 
hell.





I was scared now. 
Scared of what I had 
done. 

I could feel the 
power of that 
voodoo spirit surge 
through me.

I could feel a deep, 
strong, pulse down 
in my pelvis. Like a 
voodoo drum.



I was too hot. I 
needed to cool 
down.



And I admit I was 
curious. I wanted to 
see who I had 
become.



I was so dizzy I 
could hardly stand.

As I moved my head I 
could feel my long 
hair brush against my 
back. It was soft and 
feminine.



I sat down and let 
my fingers move 
downstairs.



I let them wander 
over my pussy lips, 
moving up to the hard 
nob.



It felt so good. It 
felt right.



I was thinking: «what 
is wrong with me. I 
should be running 
around screaming, 
looking for my lost 
cock.» But I did not 
care a bit.



I could feel erzulie, 
the spirit of love and 
lust take over my 
body, urging me on, 
making me dream of 
sex.



The sweet scent of 
my body was 
gradually mixed with 
the musky scent of 
my sex.







I remembered some 
of the toys my last 
girlfriend had left 
behind.



I was a woman now. 
They were mine now.



But then John came 
in. I had forgotten 
all about him. He had 
been staying in flat 
since his girlfriend 
threw him out.

Oh…. Eh… 
John… I 

thought you  
were at 
work…



Is this really 
you? The magic 

worked?
I had told him about 
my experiments.

Yeah, it’s 
me. It 

worked.



Do you 
like me like 
this? Do you 
think I am 

sexy?

You’re a 
goddess.



Fuck, you 
have a pussy 

now. How 
does that 
feel? God, 

this is 
insane!



I like my 
pussy. It feels 

good. It has all 
these secret 

nooks and 
crannies.

I guess it has. Yet, it 
is hard for me to 

understand that you 
could just give up your 
cock and your manhood 

like this.



Then he moved down 
on me, accepting me 
as a woman. That felt 
so good.



I have never 
seen you in this 
way before. You 

used to be such an 
ugly guy. You are 

actually quite 
good looking.



You think 
so? Are you 
into boys 

now?

I don’t 
know…

Maybe we 
should take 
your pussy 
for a test 

drive. 



I looked down at the 
big dildo and then 
over to him. He took 
this in a stride. Hid 
good friend had 
become a woman and 
he just played along.



Let us try 
this one 
first.



Oh 
my! That is 

soooo 
strange. I 
can feel it 
inside me.

Do you like 
it?



Oh yeah, I 
love it! 
Yeah…

You are 
so sexy now, 
do you know 

that?





Then he held on to my 
body and turned me 
over.

Hey
… maybe we 

shouldn’t do 
this.



He did not listen. He 
just used his lips and 
his tongue to play 
with my pussy.



You 
are crazy, 

do you know 
that?



As he touched my ass, 
I could feel how big 
and curvy it had 
become.

My muscles and hard 
angles were buried 
now under a layer of 
sweet female flesh.



Then I could feel his 
cock brush my ass 
finding its way 
towards my pussy. 

John… what 
are you doing, 

John?



Then it happened. I 
could feel his big 
cock sliding into me, 
deeper and deeper.



Then he pulled back 
before sliding in again. 
Deep. Hard. This was 
exactly what I had 
imagined.



I was down on my 
knees being fucked 
with strong, rhythmic, 
strokes.



I realized I no 
longer had to 
pretend to be a man 
like him anymore. I 
could just be me.



I spread my legs and 
let him in.



I let the old me go.





I am living a very 
strange life now. I had 
not planned for what 
was going to happen 
after the 
transformation.



I am like an illegal 
alien, with no id, and 
will have to be 
vigilant. I have 
emptied my old bank 
accounts, but there 
wasn’t much there, 
and I cannot go back 
to work.



So now John and a 
couple of his friends 
are my sugar daddies. 
I am a kept woman 
now.



In return I give them 
love.

But that is ok for 
now. I love having a 
big cock pressed up 
against my ass.



Do you 
remember that 

weekend we 
fucked those 
call girls in 

Vegas?

Sure. 
That was 
when you 
still had 
balls.





Let’s 
pretend I am 

the read 
head. We do not 

have to 
pretend.



Do you 
want my 
cock?



Mmmmm.









I cannot sense the 
man in me anymore.





I don’t miss him.



Veronica vain 
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