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so you want 
to go out with 

me? are you sure 
you know what you 

are asking, 
sean?

it was not that i did 
not know what the 
red headed mayfairs 
were about. 

my family, the 
sinclairs, had been 
allied with them for 
centuries. 

From time to time the 
two families had 
intermarried, and 
given birth to 
powerful warriors, 
witches and 
politicians.



morgana is a 
mayfair, sean. 

the mayfairs do 
not settle for 

anyone.

no, we are 
looking for men 

with intelligence, 
stamina, a will to 
power and good 

genes.

my mistake was to 
believe that the two 
mayfair sisters not 
only were women at 
the top of the social 
ladder, but that they 
also were regular 
young women 
looking for a 
summer fling.

fascinating!



come on 
girls! i am 

asking for a 
date. it is 

summer. we are 
supposed to 

have fun.

i see. fun. 
we can have 

fun. would you 
be willing to 

take the 
tiresias 
test?

the tone of her voice 
was flat, 
calculating. but i did 
not heed the 
warning.



and what 
is the 

tiresias 
test?

ah! it is a test of 
your manhood. we are 

looking for strong men 
with a clear sense of 

their destiny as men, men 
that can match our 

strength and 
cunning. 



i want you to 
spend a week with 
me, as a woman. we 
will have a lot of 

"fun", as you call it: 
wild lesbian sex, 

you and i.

i harbored no doubts 
about her ability to 
do what she said. she 
was, after all, a 
descendant of 
morgana le fay. 



ah, well, 
morgana. that is 

wicked, 
considering that i 

took the test 
last year.

yes, you did, and 
you failed. by day 

five you were down 
on your knees asking 

the gardener to 
fuck you.



oh, 
but he was 

so handsome 
and i felt 

so… empty 
inside.



i used to be 
phillip, sean. 

remember me, the 
champion of the cricket 

team? i know you: you 
won't make it. you do not 

have what it takes. i 
didn't either. but it 

is ok. 



he is weak, isn't 
he? all posh and 

preppy, spoiled by 
generations of 

servants and money. 
he will spread his 
legs in no time and 

beg his friend 
gregor to  fuck 

him.

yeah, sean, why 
isn't gregor here? 
now, that is a man i 

would like to sample. 
mind you, i prefer 

girls.

oh, do make him a 
blonde, morgana. i 
love seeing a blond 
head over my pussy.

morgana's sister 
chimed in.



now girls, 
watch your 

language! we are 
all ladies here. 

aren't we sean? do 
you take the 

challenge, or are 
you a pussy 
without a 

pussy?

so i walked straight into their 
trap, agreeing to spend one 
week as morgana's lesbian 
lover. and the dog that had 
become so fond of me, was the 
familiar or demon morgana used 
to change me.



she invited me over 
the next day. as soon 
as we were alone 
she asked again.

are 
you ready 

for the fuck 
of your 
life?

gregor would never 
have agreed to this, 
but i felt that my 
manhood had been 
questioned. besides, 
i could not help 
wondering how it 
would feel to kiss 
those lips of hers, 
and if this was the 
way...



she grabbed my head, 
kissed me and one 
moment later i was a 
girl.

oh god, 
i feel so 

strange. you 
did it. you 

did it!

she tasted so 
wonderfully sweet, 
unlike any woman i 
had been with. but i 
guess the difference 
was partly caused by 
the fact that i was a 
woman now, with 
different hormones 
and difference 
senses.



i realized that i was 
shorter than her 
now, and all that 
muscle i had worked 
so hard to build up, 
was gone. i was 
small, soft, and 
completely 
defenseless.

i could smell her 
skin, her hair, her 
perfume, her pussy. i 
could feel her hand 
on my tit. my breasts 
weren't that big, but 
i could feel my 
nipple swell under 
her touch.

i waited for the 
feeling of my cock 
stiffening, but 
instead my crotch 
responded with a 
strange stirring. i 
felt my pussy 
getting moist.



what you do not 
understand, stupid boy, 
is that having sex as a 

woman is a hundred times 
more pleasurable than 
entering a woman as a 

man.



when 
you are a 
man, your 

dick is your 
only sex 
organ.

when you are a 
woman, your whole 
body is your cock: 
your breasts, your 

arms, your feet, your 
pussy, your clit, 
your fingers...



they tell us all kinds of 
lies to keep us down. that 
we are weaker than men, 
that we have less libido 
than men, that we are to 

look up to men.

as i explored the 
petals of her pussy, 
my curiosity grew. I 
wondered how my 
own pussy looked.



i felt this intense 
urge to serve this 
wonderful woman. i 
was nothing 
compared to her, i 
knew that now. so i 
decided to get as 
much of her 
greatness as i 
could.



men have used the fact that 
their cock is so visible to deny 

women the ability to feel. but the 
truth is that down here you have 

something that is much more than a 
simple rod. there are millions of 

nerve endings down here. your clit 
goes deep into your body, and your 

womb can create life.



oh, 
you are 

wet, sean. my 
little girl 

is wet.

oh my god!



i love your 
sweet pussy!



this is 
the taste 
of your 

pussy. where 
is that proud 

man now, 
eh?



and it was all so 
soft and sensual. i 
could feel heat 
building up down 
there, and tingling 
waves of pleasure 
spread throughout 
my body.



and i gave in to those 
feelings, embraced 
them, as she had 
hoped i would do. 
this caused them to 
become even 
stronger.



now, at this point i guess 
you will start feeling "the 

void" or "the hunger" as 
some witches call it. 

you see, it does not 
matter if you are straight 

or lesbian.  most of us feel 
the  the need to be filled 

and fulfilled.



oh no, 
you cannot 

use that 
one.

you are afraid you 
are going to like it, 

aren't you?

that buzzing thing 
made my whole body 
shiver in anticipation. 
oh yes, i wanted it 
inside me. i wanted 
her to fuck me with 
that cock.

well, you 
should be afraid. 

the chances are you 
will be begging for 
the real thing very 

soon.



please, 
please, fuck 

me!

oh, yes!



i want you to 
imagine a big, strong, 

handsome man fucking you. 
he wants you, his big 

swollen cock testifies to 
that. he loves you. and now 

he wants the two of you 
to become one.



i want you 
to see the 

image of your 
small, feminine 

body, under 
that strong 

man.



the unbidden image 
of gregory popped 
up in my mind. i was 
spreading my legs 
for him, and 
scratching his back 
with my long nails, 
urging him deeper 
and deeper.

i am 
coming! 

fuck, i am 
coming!



oh my god, you were 
fantasizing about 

gregor, weren't you? i 
knew it. he is your best 
friend and now you see 

him the way a woman 
sees him.

why don't you call him 
tomorrow. ask him over. 
he can comfort you with 

his big fat cock.

shut up, 
morgana! 
shut up!

i was so 
embarrassed. i 
wanted to run, but i 
had a dildo up my 
snatch.



is it 
always 

this good? 
these waves 
of pleasure 
that go on 
and on and 

on?

not 
always. 

but with a 
good 

lover… ah, 
now you know 

what you 
have been 
missing.





you lose, 
baby!



the she left me 
alone in that big 
house. her parents 
were in monaco. i 
knew that. that was 
one of the reasons i 
had dared to visit 
her. but now her 
sister was gone as 
well, and pam, 
formerly known as 
phillip.



there was nothing to 
distract me, which -- 
i guess -- was 
morgana's intention. 
all i had was my 
feminine body and my 
vivid imagination.



i wanted to share my 
female being with 
another woman. i 
realized i wanted a 
woman to see me as a 
woman, respect me 
as a woman. and the 
that night  i had this 
vivid dream of being 
to the hair dresser.



for me the hair salon 
had been a mystery: a 
place where women 
talk and make 
themselves pretty, 
not only for men, 
but for each other.



do you 
have a 

boyfriend, 
selene?

of 
course not, 
silly. i am a 

boy!

no, 
selene, you 

are not 
really a 

boy.

but i am, my 
name is…. my 

name is… oh shit, i 
cannot 

remember.

i have no idea where 
my subconscious dug 
up that name.



a 
moment, 

someone's 
coming.

did you 
bring 

flowers to 
me?

they 
are for 

you honey. 
gregor sent 

them.
but i am a 

boy!

of 
course not! 
they are for 

the new 
girl.



then we kissed and 
made love



but you know how it 
is in dreams. in one 
minute the woman 
was eating my pussy. 

and in the next i was 
sucking the big cock 
of a man.



and then i had his 
cock inside me, and i 
heard myself say the 
most silly things.

i don't 
need to be 
a boy any 

longer, do i, 
when there 

are men 
like you?



she says that 
she does not 
need a cock 
anymore, she 

can use yours.

i woke up screaming 
in my bed that night, 
terrified of my 
surrender to that 
man. 

but i could also feel 
my vaginal muscles 
continue to pump 
that dream cock of 
his, hungry for 
something more 
substantial.



gregor, is 
that you? it is 
sean… yes, i 
know i sound 
like a girl. i 
have done 
something 

stupid.

i am over 
at the 

morgana's. i 
can't go 

out.

i accepted the 
tiresias test. 

have you heard of 
it?

yeah, i know it was 
stupid. i am not as 
bright as you and 
morgana, ok. i am 
more of the nice 
personality type.



i am a 
brunette, 

small, blue 
eyes, girly 

figure. come 
to think of it, 

i look 
exactly 

like your 
type.

you think she made me 
this way on purpose?…. 
what do you mean, "she 

owes you one?"

i see, you 
helped her, and 
she promised 
you a dream 

lover.

i realized now that 
morgana mentioning 
the fact that her 
parents were in 
europe was not a 
coincidence. she had 
wanted to lure me 
over.

i understand. this  
is why you won't 

come over…. i get it, 
if you fuck me i am 

stuck like this 
forever.



listen, 
greg, i do not 
know what to 
do. i had this 
wonderful 

erotic dream 
tonight.

it feels 
good being 

a girl…. 
yeah, i know it 
is the magic 

talking.

But the magic 
speaks so well. 

please come over. 
i won't jump you.

i just 
need 

someone to 
hold my 

hand.

god, what am 
i doing?





well, 
look at you, 
you stupid 

oaf!

seeing gregor in the 
flesh came as a 
shock to me. he 
looked completely 
different from the 
last time i saw him. i 
mean, the man was 
really attractive.



it is good 
to see you 

to.

then i had to lower 
my eyes. i blushed 
and stuttered. i 
suddenly felt naked.

come...come 
on inside!



i know i fucked up, 
ok, but now… i do not 

know what to do. it 
feels so good to be a 

woman.

i feel sexy, 
healthy, and if i 
hadn't been so 

horribly horny, i 
would have been 

at peace with 
myself.

i see. she sensed this side of 
you and took advantage of it. 

listen, i will not abuse you because 
she made you the most beautiful 

girl in the world. 

so you like 
me this way?

damn it, sean. 
she has made you 

so sweet and 
adorable that it 

hurt my eyes.

and why do you 
have to dress like 

that? this is all she 
left you? am i 

right?



we 
have been 

friends for 
a long time. 
we match in 
many ways.

but i have 
never 

thought 
about you in 
this way… 
until now.

i want you to 
fuck me 

senseless. ok? 
there i said it.

i 
want to 

share this 
body with 

you.

the truth was that 
she had left me a 
dress, but i liked this 
outfit. i knew it 
would have an effect 
on greg.

are you 
crazy! that 
would mean 

an end to 
sean! i have 

you met 
philip?



and if 
that means i 

will stay a girl 
forever, i am fine 
with that. Philip 

is happy as 
pam.

don't break 
my heart!

but you 
are my best 

friend! a 
man!

are you 
sure about 

this?

do i look 
like a man to 

you?



i am a 
different 
person 
now.

for a woman there is 
nothing as arousing 
as a stiff cock. it 
tells you that you 
are desirable.



i loved this man and i 
wanted to please 
him.



and then, finally, my 
new body got what it 
wanted.



you won't 
believe how 

different it is to have 
a pussy, greg. i have  a 
whole cave inside me 

that wants to 
welcome you 

inside.

i was so ready for 
this. now his 
embarrassment and 
bewilderment gave 
way to lust. 

after all, this was 
the kind of girl that 
turned him on the 
most: young, 
feminine, mischievous. 



god, you 
are so 

beautiful.

i had taken the 
initiative. i had 
seduced him, but now 
he was in control 
and could do 
whatever he wanted 
with me. i liked that.



i looked down at him 
as he started licking 
my pussy. my soft 
tits drew two of 
many beautiful 
curves defining my 
body. i loved looking 
like this.



that did not stop me 
from being scared. 
there was no way 
back after this. 
would i be able to 
live the life of a girl 
without the social 
training of one? And 
what would my friend 
say?

i spread my legs 
wider for him. you 
have no idea how 
much that exposure 
relied on my trust in 
him.



maybe i would join 
the girls in the 
garden, luring 
another poor guy 
into a womanhood.

i tensed as i sensed 
his cock on my labia. 
god, i had labia!!!



and then he pushed 
himself inside me. i 
gasped in fear and 
anticipation.



oh.. oh, that 
is… i cannot 

believe it… you 
are inside me … 

oh greg!



he turned me over 
and fucked me slow 
and strong from 
behind. 

i could feel his cock 
stretch my vagina 
before slipping out 
again. then it was 
back, going deeper. i 
moaned and bucked 
and clung to the 
sheet.



and when i thought he 
could not get any 
deeper, he surprised 
me again.



i had taken women 
from behind as a man, 
so i had a pretty 
good idea how he 
felt: in control of 
these wonderful 
round curves of 
womanhood. 

the fact that he was 
watching my round 
ass made me even 
more aroused.



then he dragged me 
on top of himself, 
nibbling at my tits, 
allowing me to 
control his 
penetration.



i am 
coming! 
oh, shit, 

greg, this is 
just too…. 

much….



oh 
god, greg, 

i cannot 
believe the 

sight of 
us.

i watched his cock 
moving up inside my 
slit and realized this 
was what i wanted to 
be.



he didn't want to 
make me pregnant, he 
said. "at least not 
yet!" my heart leaped 
and i let him come in 
my mouth.



i had jumped straight 
of that cliff, but i 
was sure greg 
would catch me.
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