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hi there!  yes, i 
has another story 
for you about the 

veil of ishtar. and a 
moving one if you 

ask me.



everybody talks 
about the big 

names in the space 
industry, musk, 

branson, but there 
are quite a few 

smaller companies 
making a 

difference.

one of them, beyond 
space, was previously 
established and led by 

fred carmichael. 



he was involved 
in a rather 
serious car 

accident, i’m afraid, 
and ended up 

paralysed  from 
the waist down.

he could lead the company 
from his wheelchair, but his lack 
of mobility, and — above all — a 

decent sex life, made him 
extremely depressed.



so you see mister 
vargas, i need your help. 

vanessa, a friend of yours, 
told me that you could heal 
my spine injury, in the same 

way you healed her 
husband’s cancer.

mr. carmichael. i  
sympathise with your 

condition, but my associate 
and i are not doctors, we do 

not heal diseases.

i am surprised vanessa 
talked about us at all. what 
we have done to her husband 

is confidential.



he had 
incurable 

cancer, and 
you cured him. 

are you 
denying this 

fact?

not at all, 
but that was 

not our 
objective, and as 

you know: her 
husband is now 

missing.



i understand that what 
you are doing is legally 

shady. i won’t talk about 
what i have heard here, no 
more than i will tell anyone 
else about you and 
veronica, but I need help!

mr carmichael. the 
veil may heal your 

paralysis, but it will 
also turn you into a 

woman.

really? let us 
say i believe you: 

what for?

i have said 
more than 

enough 
already. as you 
understand, this 
is not what you 

are looking 
for.



mr. 
carmichael 
went home, 

disappointed. but 
he was a 

resourceful man. 
he hired some 

private detectives 
to  follow cox 

and vargas. 

they 
told him 

that the story 
might be 

true.



they told him that 
men came in and 
women came out from 
the red brick mansion 
of theirs, the men 
never to be seen 
again.



mr. cox? it is 
carmichael. i 

want in. i want to 
be able to walk 
again. i want to 
feel aroused 

again.

mr. carmicheael. i 
believe my associate has 

explained this to you. if the 
veil works on you at all, it 

will turn you into a 
woman.

i can assure you, 
whatever you feel down 

there after such a 
transformation is nothing 
like what you remember.

i don’t 
care. set it 

up!



he is willing to 
pay handsome sum, 
so i invited him over 
this evening.

let the 
veil sort it 

out!



they took the veil out 
of the magic box, 
pulled it over the 
mattress and 
covered it all with a 
bottom bed sheet. 

box design by tim baker

and helped mr. 
carmichael out of the 
wheelchair and into 
the bed.



he soon fell asleep, 
and as often is the 
case sleeps opens 
the door to another 
world, a world in 
which he found 
himself walking.



who are 
you? what are 

you doing here? 
where you 

following me? 
you are not 

supposed to be 
here!

are 
you 

looking for 
me, boy?



hey guys! 
let him pass. 

can’t you see he 
is looking for 

his girl?

the dream grew 
increasingly bizarre. 

ar
e you 

sure that 
is what he 
came here 

for? he, he, i 
don’t think 

so!

but where is 
she, fred?



do you think she 
can save you. 

he was dreaming 
about talking rabbits 
and sexy elves. fred 
could feel his cock 
stiffen, for a moment 
he reflected how 
that could be, given 
that his pelvis was 
paralysed, but this 
was a dream, so 
what?



no, she 
cannot save 
you, fred, 

because we want 
her!

then his dream turned 
darker, but in spite 
of that even more 
erotic.



we want her 
big juicy tits. 

they were made 
for men like me.



and her 
mouth was made 

for sucking 
cock!



if you own 
her, fred, i will 

own you!



is 
this what 
you want 

fred?

fred could feel that 
his cock was painful 
erect now, and full 
of blood. this was, 
of course impossible 
given his spine injury, 
but it felt so real. 
he wanted to fuck 
that woman.

she was changing 
now, her tits 
growing bigger and 
bigger.



you want to 
fuck me fred? 
that cannot 

happen.



no, 
fred, that 
can never 
happen at 
the other 

side.





you are 
moaning, 

fred. you want 
it, don’t you?



hey fred! i am 
diana. do you like 

me, fred?



do 
you want 

me to suck 
your cock 

fred?



do you think 
the demons 

would like to 
fuck me, fred? do 
you think the men 

would like to 
fuck you?



are you 
sure, fred, that 
this is what you 

want?





i 
hope you 
are sure, 

because now 
the dream is 

over, and 
real life 
begins.





fred woke up, slowly 
and confused.



he got up on his feet, 
realising with joy 
that his two legs 
were supporting him. 
but he did not dare 
to think too much 
about the rest.

he could watch the 
sunrise from his 
window. he was the 
first to rise that 
morning, and all 
alone he headed for 
the bathroom.



he needed to think, he 
needed some kind of 
time out from the 
heart that beat so 
fast within his chest.

a bath had always 
calmed him down, but 
his paralysis had 
meant that he had 
needed help to draw 
one. now he could 
enjoy the luxury of 
coping for himself.



he did not dare to 
look in the mirror.

he did not dare to 
look down either.

the feeling of the 
hot water around his 
feet was wonderful.

his whole body was 
alive. he could feel 
the warmth spread up 
to his crotch and his 
ass.



but as the water ran 
down his chest and 
over his tits, he had 
to look down.

they were big, soft 
and round and 
spelled out the 
word woman in big 
red letters. he 
stopped breathing. 

oh my god 
what have i 

done?

the voice startled 
him. it was some kind 
of nasal, husky, 
soprano.



i sound 
like a 

hooker!

and he did, kind of.

now, he had a female 
body, and - even if he 
did not realise this 
yet - a female brain.

but he was a newborn 
woman and his 
memories and way of 
thinking was still 
male.

and the man in him 
could not help 
reacting to this 
ready accessible 
plenty of female 
flesh. he could feel heat 

emanating from his 
tits all the way down 
to his toes.



he closed his eyes 
and remembered the 
dream. he wanted to 
fuck this girl.

he wanted to bend 
her over and fuck her 
hard over and over 
again from behind.

his brain tricked him 
into that familiar 
feeling of a big cock 
filling up with 
blood, saluting a 
beautiful woman.

it felt as if his cock 
was still there and 
he could touch it, 
jerk off and get a 
much needed release.



his hand moved down 
to his crotch to grab 
his cock and there 
was nothing. he knew 
that it had to be like 
that, of course, but 
he was still partly in 
dreamland.



oh god!

there was no 
release. his whole 
pelvis was throbbing, 
and the fire just 
spread out into his 
other limbs.

he found the mound, 
lips and he obviously 
knew what to do, but 
he could not.



he could hear 
noises. 

his body still 
buzzing with 
unreleased energy, 
he got up.



he was still a bit 
unsteady. his mind had 
still not gotten 
used to the balance 
of this body, heavy as 
it was at the front.



michael, i am 
scared and 
confused.

i 
sound 

like an old 
hooker and my 
mouth feels 

strange: 
small.

hey, take it 
easy. this is a 
lot to take in. 

you need 
recalibrate your 
mind to this new 

body.

you 
are so 

beautiful and 
sexy!



i know. i 
looked 

down at my 
naked body 
and i got 

soon 
horny.

but there is no 
cock. i cannot 
jerk off. i can 
never fuck a 
woman again!

of 
course 

you can. you 
can use your 

fingers, a 
strap-on, 
your fist!

but i am 
a man, a 

man needs a 
cock. the 

cock defines 
him, it make 
his arousal 

visible.



maybe this was a 
bad idea. but it is 

too late now.

you are 
not the one 

with the cock 
anymore.

you 
are the one 
with the tits 

and the 
pussy.

i want 
you to go 
back to 

your room. 
now that i 
know what 
you look 

like, i will 
find you a 

dress.



put on that 
dress. then sit 
down with your 

body covered and 
feel. think. relax. 

meditate. 
breathe!

and when 
you feel 

better you can 
borrow my car 
and drive down 
to our beach 
house. swim. 

dance!

but i am 
never going 

to fuck a 
man!

good 
god, what am 

i going to 
do?



come on 
michael. is 

that supposed 
to be a 
dress?

michael vargas is a 
clever man. he knows 
that although a 
dress provides some 
cover, it is also 
revealing.

the point was to give 
fred a respite from 
all the nakedness, 
while at the same 
time reminding him of 
his femininity.



the tight fit of his 
panties was a 
constant reminder of 
his lack of cock. 

and the bra is 
the most 
feminine garment 
of them all, 
giving him clear 
evidence that he 
actually needed 
a bra now. 
michael had a 
good eye. the 
34DD cup size 
was a perfect 
fit.



and the dress was so 
small and tight that 
it would show off his 
amazing curves, even 
when dressed.

fuck, 
how am i 

supposed to do 
this?



the bra and the dress 
joined forces in 
giving him the most 
amazing cleavage, 
another reminder of 
him not being in 
kansas anymore



he sat down by the 
window and tried to 
do as he had been 
told: relax and 
compose himself. 
recalibrate.



he watch the garden 
outside with little 
interest. he touched 
his lip. it was 
smaller, softer, 
tasted sweeter on 
the inside. he looked 
down at that dark, 
raven, hair, beautiful 
and shiny and soft to 
the touch. it was the 
kind of hair a man 
would love to bury 
his face in.



he tried to focus on 
his breathing, but 
noticed that he was 
breathing faster and 
faster. his eyes were 
drawn to that 
cleavage again and 
down to his long, 
sexy, legs. he was 
seriously hot.



images from his 
feverish dreams came 
back to him. images 
of sexy, busty, 
women being 
forcefully taken by 
demons and trolls.



had he sold his soul 
to the devil. was that 
what this was about?



his crotch was 
throbbing, demanding 
attention. 
absentmindedly his 
left hand moved 
down there and 
rested on that mound 
of sex.

he did not believe in 
the devil. no, the 
demons were 
something else. 
maybe they 
represented his fear 
of men?



he could feel the 
fabric of his panties 
getting moist under 
his hand, as it reacted 
to this line of 
though. 

goddamit. this 
body loves men!

the demons were not 
demons, they were 
simply men disguised 
as such, because he 
could not stomach 
the idea of wanting 
cock.



more of the feverish 
images from his 
dreams popped up in 
his mind. he had tried 
to forget them, but 
here they were, and 
his pussy started to 
throb with 
excitement.



he could feel his 
nipple become hard 
under his left palm. 
he started to 
massage it and it 
responded by 
sending out tingling 
streams of 
pleasured down to 
his crotch.



he had a pussy down 
there now, hot and 
wet and engorged 
with blood, ready to 
welcome a cock.

mmmmm, 
yeah…

another forbidden 
image popped up in his 
mind, and this one 
was not from 
tonight.

oh, no, 
fuck no! go 

away! i do not 
want that. 

god!



but the image did not 
go away. and he felt 
a shudder moving 
through his body.



oh, oh, 
oooooh….



yeah, that was what 
she wanted that sexy 
girl inside him: to 
have a well tooled 
man ram her pussy 
over and over again.



he had the best 
orgasm of his life 
that day.





i just 
love this 
place. so 
peaceful.

yeah. things 
have changed for 

you, haven’t it. now 
you have two big 

properties, and one 
down here, on the 

pacific coast.

i guess i 
owe it all to  
the veil  of 

ishtar.

sure. 
have you 

transformed any 
new men, 
lately?



fred 
carmichael 
came to see 

us.

the space 
industry guy? 
the lame one?

veronica had been 
talking to much. he 

asked us to heal him.

tell me you 
didn’t!

we 
shouldn’t 

have, but he  
would not 
take no for 

a no.

the new girl is 
going on and on about 
her missing cock and 
how she will never 

have sex again.

bring her 
down here. i 
will do my 

thing.



so fred 
borrowed 

michael’s car 
and drove 

down to their 
mansion on 
the coast.

with his hair 
constantly 

flowing around 
his face, it was 
hard for him to 

pretend.

there it was: a 
woman’s hand on 

the wheel. 
painted nails.



the idea was that he 
should pose as some 
sexy secretary, and 
misogyny would do 
the rest: no one 
would suspect the 
new girl of 
understanding 
anything important.

he had seen women 
like that, in their 
short skirts and 
unbuttoned blouses 
showing a lot of 
cleavage. he had been 
a ceo. there had been 
many bimbos like 
that, flirting with 
him, wetting their 
lips. and he had used 
them, mercilessly.

he wondered if he could 
live a normal life in 
this body. michael and 
kevin said they had a job 
for him: infiltrating 
nasa in search of 
intelligence.



later that day fred 
was walking on the 
beach. putting on sun 
tan had been hard. his 
imaginary cock 
reacted aggressively 
to all this female 
flesh.

the bikini top did not 
help, either. but it 
was good to be out 
here.

what am 
i going to 

do?





ok, 
what do you 
want me to 

do?

later

you need to find 
peace in your new 

body, and that means 
that you have to accept 

some form of 
femininity.

but i am not 
feminine!

you 
most 

certainly 
are!



greg has invited 
you over to his 

place tonight. you 
dress nice, and he 
will help you get 
in touch with that 
woman inside yo.



later the same day.



welcome to 
my home!



i love that 
dress! 

listen, 
i find it 

hard to call 
you fred. do 
you mind if i 

call you 
dana?

do i look 
like a dana?

you remind me 
of a friend of 

mine who is 
called dana. a 
very beautiful 

girl, sexy, 
intelligent.



maybe 
there is a 

part of you that 
want to 
adapt.

i am 
impressed by 

your ability to 
walk on those 

heels.

nah, 
it was 

just that… 
the sneakers 
did not mach, 

you know.

and it 
helps to 

hold on to 
the handrail, 

you know.

i don’t like 
not being in 
control like 

this.

ok, dana. i want 
to do an experiment 

with your 
permission. i will 
not try to seduce 
you, ok, even if i 

want to.



ok, i will 
listen.

fred found it hard to take in the 
whole situation, as he sat there 
with his tight dress and high 
heels, talking to a man he 
should feel no attraction to at 
all.



but he could feel a 
small stirring down 
below, down there 
where his cock used 
to be. a tingling 
sensation, and it 
scared him.

i think you need 
to look at your 

body in a new light. 
by all means, let 
the man inside you 
admire and desire 

it.



but we also 
need to help 

the woman inside 
you feel 

attractive, 
beautiful and 

sexy. i want her 
to see me 

admire her.



really? 
i… i do not 

think…

i want you to 
put on these … 
garments. take 
your time when 

you put them on. 
you are supposed 

to enjoy 
dressing up.





this 
was a bit of 
a puzzle, i 
tell you.

you 
look so 

beautiful. 
you are the 
most sexy 

woman i have 
ever seen.



really? i am a 
man, remember. 
are you gay or 

something?



i do 
not mind 
fucking a 
man, dana, 
but my main 

interest is in 
sexy women.

i am 
kind of 

hot. i would 
have liked to 

fuck this 
woman.

that is 
not going 
to happen, 

but dana, the 
woman, would 
love to have 

someone 
fuck her.

come on!

you must 
have had 
dreams. 

fantasies?



the 
dream of 

having 
someone 

touch you.

having 
someone 
whisper in 

your ear how 
beautiful 
you are.

knowing that 
someone wants 
you bad, really 

bad.



you can 
feel it, can’t 

you?

i 
promised 

you, so i am 
not going to 

try to get 
you into bed 

with me. 

but i am 
going to kiss 

you, ok?



you 
need to 
let fred 

go, dana. he 
is dead. 

mourn him, 
but do not 

let him stop 
dana from 
living her 

life.



forget 
about the 

erection. you 
do not need it. 
for women the 
whole body is 
the cock, all 

of it.



you have 
found out 
already, 

haven’t you? 
the joys of 

multiple 
orgasms.

instead of one 
lousy 

ejaculation, you 
can have three, 

four, six orgasms 
in a row, or even 

more.

but you 
need to let 

men in.

you 
need to let 
the ravage 

you.



let 
them play 
with your 

tits. you know 
how glad 

that makes 
them.

better yet, 
experience the 
best tit fuck in 
your life, and 

watch that cock 
peek out from 
your cleavage.

you are a 
goddess. 

you have more 
power now 

than you 
ever had. one 

kiss, and then 
you will 
leave.



fred had expected a 
wave of revulsion, 
but that kiss felt 
good, safe, 
comforting.



now, go back to 
ken’s house and let 

him fuck you 
senseless.

i could feel 
that.



my 
whole body 
is tingling. i 
have never 

felt anything 
like it!





did you 
have a good 

time?

yeah.

did he fuck 
you.

no.

but i will.

i guess so.



oh my god!



so dana 
finally 

realized what 
her clit could 

do.

and yes, 
having a man 

between your 
legs make you 

vulnerable, but 
that is the sexy 

kind of 
vulnerable.

her pussy was all 
wet and ready 

now.



and she could finally 
feel that wonderful 
fulfilling feeling of 
having a cock sliding 
down her shaft.



and kevin fucked her 
hard, with deep, long, 
strokes.



he was in control, 
turning her over and 
taking her from 
behind.



she was all woman 
now, cupping her 
heavy tit with her 
slender fingers; 
soft silky hair 
caressing her face.



god, i love 
your pussy. you 
are so insanely 

desirable.



his words made her 
even more aroused. 
she liked this. she 
loved this. she 
needed this.



she wanted to please 
him back, and images 
from her dreams 
came back to her. big 
cocks, beautiful 
cocks.



she knew exactly 
what a man wanted 
and needed. she had, 
after all, been one 
herself, a long time 
ago.





in the end he could 
not hold back 
anymore, and came 
inside her mouth.



the next day.
i am 

so glad to 
see you 
here.

you got 
laid last 

night didn’t 
you?

yeah.

thank you.

come on in!



we did it!

she 
has been 

dancing like 
this all 

day.

i can 
walk! i have 
my pelvis 

back, and it is 
better than 

ever.

you have 
to fuck her 
man. what a 

body!



why 
don’t you 
stay here 
tonight?

we can talk 
later. let me show 

you.



let us take 
a bath.

you are 
not shy 

anymore are 
you girl?

no, i 
need your 
sex, i need 

your cock. i 
want you to 

fuck me.

yeah, 
suck my tits. 
suck my big 

tits!



yeah, 
fuck my big 
tits as you 
told me!



i am 
feverish. i 
am so…. 

god.

she was acutely 
aware of herself and 
her surroundings. 
the smell of man. 
the moaning of a man. 
her long hair falling 
down her back. the 
big cock embraced by 
her tits.



put it 
inside me! 

now! i am so 
wet and 
warm.



she watched her tits 
bouncing as he 
started to rock her. 
she grabbed her wide 
padded ass and 
marvelled at her own 
womanhood.



she should feel 
muscles deep inside 
her vagina start to 
milk his cock for 
juice.



she sat on his lap, 
tying to get him 
deeper and deeper. 
she played with her 
clit, testing its 
boundaries and its 
pleasures.



watching her own 
cunt slide down on 
that prick made her 
heart dance with joy. 
she didn’t need her 
own cock. she could 
have so many others.



dana had risen and 
she would never let 
herself be denied 
again.
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