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should i get you 
something to drink, 

angel?



hey 
johnny!  

Where do you 
come from, 

really?

no, i am fine.



what do 
you mean, 
really?

well, you told 
me you come from 

fargo, but you 
haven't even heard 
of the blue river 

zoo.



of 
course i 

have heard 
of the blue 
river zoo. i 
used to go 
there as a 

kid.

why are 
you lying to 

me? it is 
called the 
red river 

zoo.



maybe i am 
a secret 
agent.

yeah, 
sure, and 

you cannot 
even get your 
cover story 

right.

listen! it is 
complicated. i 

would very much 
like to focus on 
your tits now.



ok, mary, 
do you think 

he can 
handle it?



oh god, 
no! Johnny 
is a great 

guy, believe 
me, but he is 

deeply 
attached to 

his dick.

i mean, the 
psychological 

effects must be 
profound.



are you 
sure about 

this?

professor eppes 
has disappeared from 

UCLA, but he left a lot of 
money to his wife and 

kids.

so 
salvatore 
has bought 

him. 

yes, we know 
now that the 

professor has a 
lot of debt. 

working for the 
mob solves that 

problem.

so it is only 
a matter of 
time before 
salvatore 

finds 
johnny?

yepp.



you 
know, johnny has 

tried to seduce me 
three times 

already

well, who 
hasn't?

now, now, 
chief 

inspector! you 
know that you 

should not mess 
around with 

your 
deputies.

and what does 
the regulations say 

about messing 
around with a 

witness?

ah, johnny is 
not my type.  is 
just obsessed 
with tits, you 

know. he 
identifies as the 
lover boy with 

the big dick. 

Anna 
told me. i 
am just 

saying. he is 
not going to 

like this

i don't even 
want to know 
how you know 

that.



oh god, i love your 
tits. they are so soft, 
so full. you are a very 

sexy woman, angel.



you 
are a tits 

and ass kind 
of guy, 

aren't you 
johnny? i 

guess that 
is good 
for me.

you 
know, 

sometimes i 
wonder how 
it feels to 
be on the 
inside of a 

man.



do you ever 
wonder how it 

would feel like to 
have a cock inside 

your pussy, 
johnny?



it is so 
fucking 

good , you 
know.



hey! i am the king of 
sex, ok? i would 

never let a man inside 
me. men are men and 
women are women. 

i am all for gender 
equality, baby, but in 

bed men ought to 
rule!



i am not 
complaining, 
johnny. i am 

just 
curious.

you are so 
wonderfully 

square and hard 
and insistent.



but 
there is a 
lot to say 
for being 
soft and 

sweet and 
open as 
well.



thank 
you for 
coming, 

johnny! is 
connor 

treating you 
well?



sure, he is a 
good guy. 

yeah, he is a 
good u.s. 

marshal, that is 
for sure. a lot 
of potential.

and he 
tells me you 
have adopted 

well to your new 
life under the 

witness 
protection 
program.

yeah, sure. i 
am missing my 
friends, you 

know, but i am 
getting new one. 
i even have a girl 

friend now.

this is 
certainly better 

than having 
salvatore kill 

me.



he has hired 
one of the best 
mathematicians 
in the country.

Karl eppes 
should be able 

to develop 
algorithms 
capable of 

finding all our 
witnesses.

how 
is that even 

possible? do 
you have a 

leak?

you did the 
right thing, 

witnessing against him, 
Johnny. unfortunately 

salvatore still has 
power, even behind 

bars.



no, there are no 
leaks. he builds a 

personality profile 
on you, based on a lot 

of data: personal 
records, web surfing 

habits, ccTvs...

this 
profile 

becomes 
like a digital 

finger print. he 
then searches 
for profiles 
similar to the 

one he 
makes of 

you.

and even if we 
have given you a 
new name, a new 

job, and moved you 
to another part of 

the country, there is 
always something 
that reveals that 

you are you.

i don't know. maybe 
you gamble, visit big tit 

web sites, look at 
Facebook pages of old 

friends.



you 
are saying 

that 
salvatore 
can find 

me.

oh god, i am 
so fucked. 

not yet, we 
may have a 
solution.

anything! i 
will do 

anything!

not so 
quick. you 
are not 
going to 
like this.

what i am 
going to tell 

you is top 
secret. 

understood?

ok!



"in 1964 norwegian 
scientists found an 
alien craft that had 
crash landed on 
queen maud's land in 
antarctica."

did they find 
aliens?

"they found a 
machine. it has taken 
us 50 years to 
understand how it 
works. the NSA call 
it the ovid-machine. "

"they named it after 
ovid, who wrote the 
metamorphoses."

no, they were 
all gone, but they 

found a machine 
that can explain 

their 
disappearance.



"the alien pod can go 
down to a molecular 
level and change one 
body completely, 
one time only."

are you 
saying the 
aliens are 
among us, 
living as 

men?

the military has 
identified a few yes, 
which is why we now 

know how to use 
the machine.

"Steve jobs taught 
us the o.s. before he 
passed away."

"we can now give an 
agent the body of 
another person. 
snowdon, eat your 
heart out!"

you want 
to give me a 

new body? so, 
even if they 

trace me using 
that new 

method, they 
won't be able 
to recognize 

me.

exactly! 
are you up 
for that?



what 
kind of 

body? i like 
my body. the 
girls like my 

body!

there's the catch. 
you see, if we give you a 

body similar to yours, they 
may reckon you have had 

surgery. we can even change 
skin color without the 

machine.

so what 
are my 

options?

they 
are not 
perfect 

ones, i am 
afraid. 

we can turn 
you into a kid 

around ten years 
old.  we have 
people in the 

program who may 
become your 

foster 
parents.

ten 
years 

old? have 
you seen the 
pecker of a 
kid at that 

age?

it will 
grow, 

eventually.



and you 
know, by 

becoming a 
child again, you 
will live much 

longer.

no, i need a 
sex life. damn it! 

the second 
option is to make 

you 20 years older. 
you will get sex, 
but you will die 

sooner.

no, 
no, no, i do 
not want to 
be an old 

fart.

then 
i am afraid 
the only 

option left is 
to remove 
this one.

god, 
no! i do not 

want to 
become a 

girl!



i am sorry, 
johnny, but 

unless you want 
to live like a kid 
for a while, the 
only protection 
we can offer is 

the life of a 
woman.

i have to sit 
down.



listen, i have 
one witsec 

candidate for 
the ovid-
program.

...as soon 
as possible. 
his life is in 

danger.



this 
cannot be 

happening to 
me...

hey! it is 
not that 

bad being a 
girl. duh! 
multiple 
orgams!!!

how will i 
look?

well, 
you like 

them busty, 
right?big 

tits makes 
you popular 

with the 
boys. i 
should 
know.

i won't be 
able to have 

sex ever 
again.



connor, 
please turn 
the car and 

take me back 
to my flat!

i just 
want to be 
left alone, 
ok? i do not 
want to go 

out!

i do not 
want to see 

your fucking NSA 
psychiatrist, ok? i do 
not care if she is the 

world leading 
expert on odin 
changelings.

eight weeks later.



i am 
sorry, i 

cannot do 
that, and you 

know 
why.

hiding in that 
flat of yours is 

not good for you, 
you need to get 

out and meet 
people. talking to 

your assigned 
inspector does 

not count.



but you do not 
understand. i 

look like a freak! 
people are 

looking at me!!! 
men look at my 

chest!

well, 
you had a 
hard time 

remembering 
to look a 
girl in the 

eye!

but 
that is 

different! 
now they are 
looking at 

me that 
way!



and the women 
look at me like i 
am some kind of 

monster!!!

oh, come 
on j., they 
are just 
jealous!



you are a girl now. 
things are a bit 

different for girls. but 
they seem to enjoy it. 
look at that one, the 
blonde. she seems to 
enjoy shopping and the 
fact that men look at 

her.



her office is 
at the other 
side of this 
park, ok?

maria is 
worried for 
your mental 

health, and dr. 
martin has helped 

many in your 
position.



there is 
no hope for 

me, you 
know.

when i 
wake up in 

the morning 
there is a 
stranger 

looking back 
at me in the 

mirror.

she 
does not 

have to be a 
stranger for 

ever, you 
know, that 
girl in the 

mirror.

i still have to 
remind me to sit 

down and pee, you 
know. i grab for 
my cock and it is 

not there!



and sometimes 
when i wake up in 

the morning, it is as if 
everything is back to 

normal, but then i feel 
the hair flowing over my 
pillow. and when i turn 

over i have to put an 
extra effort into it 
just to get my tits 

to follow.



but hey, j. 
you used to 
love tits!

yes, i 
did, and 

that is why 
maria told the 
odin people to 

give me a fucking 
g cup! there is 

no way i can 
pretend this 

did not 
happen with  

34G!

i don't 
think i will 

be long. can 
you wait for 

me?

my life is 
over!



of 
course. i 

will stay in 
the car. and 

give her a 
chance will 

you?

first they ruin 
my life and then 

they send me to a 
psychiatrist!

joan is 
here to see 

you, 
annabelle!



i am 
afraid we 
have quite 
some job 
ahead of 

us.

don't mind mark, 
dear. he has a 

wonderful fashion 
sense, but is 

lacking in social 
intelligence. 

i am dr. 
annabelle rain, 
and i am to help 

you adapt to your 
new life as a 

woman.

i am 
not a 

woman, dr. 
rain, and you 

know 
that.



oh yes, you are! you 
just do not know it 

yet. not that body and 
mind always agrees 

when it comes to sex 
identity, mind you.

but so far the 
ovid unit has never 

produced a 
transsexual. what we 
have to do is to help 
you accept your new 

self.

but i do 
not want to 
be a woman!

i believe it 
makes sense 

to start with the 
symbols of 

gender, and for 
women the prime 

symbol is 
clothing. 

mark, let us see 
if we can find 

something more 
appropriate for 

our girl. 

those people 
at the odin unit 

give them the most 
´ghastly attire.

what can you 
expect from 

military 
engineers?



if you want to 
accept yourself as 
a woman, you must 

understand that the 
others see you as a 

woman.

this is why 
women spend so 

much time and money 
on clothes. we want 
to be affirmed, not 
only by men, but by 

our fellow 
sisters.

and this, 
my dear, 
does not 

cut it. 

make use of what you 
got! you are a curvy girl. 

that is not what the fashion 
magazines are looking for, 

but men do.



but i do 
not want 

men to like 
me.

so you 
are a 

lesbian, 
then? are 
you sure.

let us 
find out. 
your case 

officers are 
mary and 
connor, 
right?

which 
one of 

them makes 
your heart 

beats 
faster?



mary has 
this amazing 

body

she is 
avoiding my 
question, 

mark!

i tried to 
seduce connor 
once. too bad it 

did not work. i have 
some 

dresses here 
you may try 
on, honey.



no, no, 
no! i like 

girls. i had a 
girl friend.

the 
operative 
word is 
"had", 
girl!

as human beings 
we are quite 

flexible when it 
comes to sexual 

orientation.

but 
there is 

also an inborn 
preference which 
drives us into the 
arms of men or 
women. unless 

you are 
bisexual that 

is.

the machine 
may have made you 
a lesbian, but the 

odds are against it. 
this is why i ask you 

whether connor 
looks different to 
you know, after the 

transformation.



an image of connor 
holding his hand 
protectively around 
his shoulders 
popped uninvited up 
into johnny's head.

i am 
not going 

to pressure 
you, girl. 
take your 

time!

let us 
see if we 

can find your 
personal 

style.



oh no! that 
won't do!

joan, i 
wonder, how do 

you feel about your 
tits. you were a tits 

and ass kind of 
guy, yeah?



those ovid idiots think 
that making the men 

extremely feminine will make 
it easier for them to adapt 

to a life as a woman.

the 
fact is 
that it 

makes it 
harder for 

them to 
accept their 

bodies.

but i want you to 
remember the way you 

used to look at tits, joan. 
they look at you because 
you are attractive, not 
because you are ugly!

they 
do not 

feel like 
they are 

mine!



ok! not that 
one!

what about 
this one?

ah, yes, that 
is you!

simple, 
but 

elegant. it 
accentuates 
your hips and 

your bust 
without 
looking 
vulgar.



you are a 
very sexy 
woman!

i am? i think 
i just look 

fat.

there are 
pictures of 

you former girl 
friend in your 
file. you liked 
her didn't you?

oh 
yeah, she 

was great. i 
loved her 

tits and her 
broad ass. 
she was fun 

to be 
with.



but 
i had to 

leave her. 
i am no 
longer 

allowed to 
meet her. 
besides, i 
don't think 
she is into 

girls.

she liked 
being with 
you, didn't 

she? 

yes!

she 
loved 

being a 
woman. she 

wanted me to 
ravage her, 

worship 
her.



you 
know, 

you can be 
that girl 

now, having a 
man ravage 

you and bring 
you all the 
way to the 

top of 
extacy.

but men 
are ugly, dr. 

rain.

oh, come on! you 
think 50 percent 
of the human race 

think men are 
ugly? and it is 

annabelle, not 
dr. rain.

when i 
asked you 

about connor, 
i could see 
interest in 

your eyes. he 
is not ugly, 

is he?



no, i 
guess 

not. he is 
kind of cute 
and he is so 

friendly 
towards 

me.

exactly!  
now, i want 
to test your 
limits. he is 

waiting outside, 
isn't he?

text him! 
ask him to 
come up!

but why? that 
would be 

embarrassing, us 
taking about sex 

and all.

you draw 
the line. i just 

want you to 
acknowledge your 

feelings towards a male 
friend, not to him, not 

to me, but to 
yourself.



the 
doctor 

wants me 
to come 
up? that 
does not 

sound 
good.

i 
remember 
the tales 

about how she 
cured a woman 

that had 
become a man 
by seducing 

him.

hi 
there, dr. 

rain, what's 
up. do you 
want me to 
bring her 

home?

all 
right. it is 

time for me 
to leave, 
anyway.



i need 
your help. 

joan is not at 
peace with her 

female body or her 
feminine soul. i want 
you and i to do some 

role playing for 
her, and show her 

how men and 
women can 

interact in a 
good way.

what 
do you 

mean, role 
playing? i am 
not willing 

to play 
games!

not you. 
connor! i want 
you to observe 
what we do and 

tell us what 
you feel.

you want 
us to hold 
hands and 

stuff?



yes… "and 
stuff". you 
are an open 
minded man, 
aren't you 

deputy 
marshal?

you do 
not mind 

playing with 
me while joan 

watches do 
you?

it 
feels so 
strange 
having 

connor so 
near me.

i 
wonder if 
he likes 

me.



ok. my 
methods are 

somewhat 
unorthodox, but 

remember, joan, that i 
will not ask you to 

do anything 
against 

if you feel like 
taking part in the 
game, however, 
please do so.

ok!

what 
happens 

now?

i believe 
joan is a little 

bit homophobic. i 
want her to see 

your cock.



what???? is 
that even 
legal???

this is 
therapy, not 

regular police 
work. besides, 
connor seems 
to like this.

i am sorry, 
j. i don't 

know what 
to do!

you see, joan. i 
am an attractive 

woman and i know 
it. that gives me 
power over men, 

even a us 
marshal.

i could not believe 
my eyes!



oh 
connor, 
what a 

pleasant 
surprise!

women always 
tells me that size 
does not matter. 
what do you think, 

joan?

oh my god!
i can 

hear that 
you are 

breathing 
faster, joan, 

and your 
flushed.



so what 
do you say: 
does size 
matter?

i don't 
know. i 
guess...

can you 
swallow 
that thing 
whole?

sure, do 
you want to 

touch it?

No!



i am 
not asking 
you to go 

down on him. 
just touch 

him!

that's ok. i 
don't mind!

shit, i miss 
my cock!

for
get 

about your 
own cock. 
you don't 

need it. you 
can use 

his.

you are 
insane! you 
cannot do 

this!



now i 
want you to 
watch him 
fuck me!

oh god, 
that is so 

good.

i have done this 
so many times 

myself: ramming a 
woman like this.

but i 
wonder: how 

would it feel to 
filled up like 

that?



are you 
wet down 

there, joan? 
do you want 

me to go 
down on 

you? 

i 
mean, if 

you are right 
about loving 

girls i 
mean.

i don't 
know, 

maybe...

this is 
progress, 

joan. you are 
finally 

acknowledging 
the needs of 

this body.



you have a 
beautiful 

pussy.

oh my god, 
what am i 

doing. but i am 
so fucking 

horny!



i 
cannot 
believe 
all this 
female 
flesh is 

mine.



oh 
yeah, that 
is good. i 

didn't know… 
wooow… 
my clit!



damn 
it, joan, 

you need a 
cock in 

there. you 
are like a 

river down 
here!

think 
about it: 

you can have 
conner's big 

fat cock 
inside you 
now, this 
moment.



oh my 
god, that is 

soooo good. 
i had no 

idea.

oh 
yeah, put 

your finger 
inside me 

again. yeah, 
right 

there!



that's 
enough! i am 
not going to 
let you come 
until you are 

fucked by 
conner.

she is evil!

ok, if 
you 

agree to 
let connor 

tit fuck you, i 
may consider 
helping you 

over the 
edge.

this is all 
about the 
contrast 
between 

hardness and 
softness.



i remember how it 
felt like, having your 

cock embraced by all that 
wonderful female 

flesh.

yeah, 
stupid, but 

now you have 
all that 

wonderful 
flesh.



hm. ok. i 
can let him 

fuck my 
tits.

just 
to thank 

him for all 
he has done 

for me.

this is so 
embarrassing!



i think his 
cock likes 

me!



do you like 
her tits, 
connor?



connor? do you 
think i am 

attractive?



i am telling 
you: this new 

body of yours i a 
huge 

improvement.

you 
are the 

most sexy 
woman i have 
ever met. no 

offense, 
dr. rain!



none 
taken, 

connor. did 
you hear that, 

joan. he 
likes 
you!



you 
have a 

whole life 
in front of 

you. you need 
to quit 

stalling. 
you know 
you want 

it!



that 
is good, 

girl! good! 
embrace your 

destiny!

i am so 
completely 
and utterly 

fucked.



that is so 
good j.!

i 
have to 

stop! but 
this damned 

body 
wants 
him.

you need to let him 
fuck you. you need to 

make peace with 
yourself.

com
e on, j. 

let me fuck 
you!  i need 

to fuck 
you!



no! no! i am a 
man!

stop 
kidding 

yourself!  
bend over!  you 
do not have to 

look him in 
the eye!

baby steps, 
baby!

oh, i love 
that big ass 

of yours!



oh 
god! i can 

feel him up 
against my 

pussy! don't 
do it!



j. could feel connor 
grab his wide ass and 
push his hard cock 
inside his body.

holy shit!



it was as if he had 
found a piece that 
had been missing all 
his life.

come on, 
girl, don't 

fight it.



he felt his body rest 
on his big tits and 
cried out as he 
became aware of the 
enormity of what was 
happening to him.

oh god, i 
am losing 
myself. i 
losing 
myself!



don't 
hold on to 

that old male 
ego. this feels 
good, doesn't 

it?
that is 

the fucking 
problem. it 

feels so 
good!



a rhythmic, slapping 
sound filled the air. 
he knew that sound. 
this was the dance of 
fucking. but he was 
no longer the 
drummer. connor 
was playing him like 
an instrument. and he 
could hear girly 
moaning falling in 
line with the rhythm. 
it was his voice.



i am a girl connor! i 
am a girl! i have 

bouncing tits, long hair, 
a big fat ass and a 

pussy! i cannot believe 
it!



connor lifted him up 
and put him down on 
the sofa. annabelle 
grabbed j.'s legs 
and spread them.



i love 
this. i will 

do this over 
and over and 
over again. 



i love these 
tits!



it 
sounds like 

you are 
cured, 
joan!



and the new girl 
screamed out in joy 
as one orgasm 
followed the other.



she was ready for a 
whole new life of 
adventure.



Angel: Angel Blaze
Mary: Britney Aamber
J: Emma Leigh

Imagery from Reality Kings 
and Brazzers

For more TG erotica visit 
RebeccaMolay.com



Photo: Twistys


