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Ginger



for me it all started 
in afghanistan. i was 
serving there as 
special ops. part of 
a sniper team.



there was miles, fred 
and me, ben. we and 
others like us served 
under colonel hank 
bradshaw. 



hank was a cold man, 
cold but efficient, 
and we respected him 
for that. He had your 
six, always.

or so we believed.



what i did not realise 
at the time was that 
the real war we was 
fighting was not with 
the taliban, but with 
a potential enemy 
some 10 light years 
away, on a moon 
circling one of the 
planets of the 
epsilon eridani 
system.



the epsilons had 
contacted back in the 
1990s and were now 
using quantum 
entanglement 
computing to 
communicate in real 
time with our people.



and only our people, because 
for some reason the aliens had 
decided to communicate with 
one power only, and that was 
the us of a.

That communication was handled 
by AXA, the agency for 
xenocultural affairs and its 
security staff.

They got all the technology 
and knowledge the aliens were 
willing to give them.

In return they fed epsilon with 
the information they asked for 
regarding our world.



they had already been 
listening to our 
radio and tv 
broadcasts for many 
years, and knew much 
about us.

The first thing they 
asked for was the 
DNA sequence of a 
large sample of 
human beings from 
all over the world.

In return they gave 
us the solution to a 
lot of diseases, 
including cancer.



but they also gave us 
the recipe for a viral 
genetic recoding 
serum, a serum that 
could change the 
complete DNA of a 
human being and 
change him or her 
into someone else. 
Some additional 
surgery was needed, 
but the serum could 
be used to change 
the sex of a person 
as well.



and this is how our 
team was brought 
into the secret alien 
adventure.

we had prisoners. 
unloved prisoners. 
taliban prisoners.

and in a secret army 
base in the 
kandahar…

taliban soldiers 
were transformed 
into women and given 
a fungus cocktail 
concocted by the 
aliens, another 
magical poison aimed 
at lowering their 
inhibitions.



because this was 
what the aliens 
wanted axa to do, and 
doing it on afghans 
without names or 
social security 
numbers seemed a 
safe way to do it.

moreover, they were 
the enemy.

feminized and 
confused, they were 
set to serve the 
designated axa teams, 
like ours.

i fucked some of them myself, wondering how it 
would feel like for a sexist misogynyst to 
become a woman taken by the enemy.



i remember one who made a 
great impression on me. he 
seemed relieved after our 
nurses injected him. 

“I am glad,” the new girl 
told me afterwards. “i was 
so tired of killing. i can make 
life now.”



rock hard muscles 
were replaced by 
fat. She grew two 
humongous boobs, 
which she tried to 
hide in her shy ways. 
she failed, of 
course.



and in spite of the 
shame in her eyes it 
was as if she enjoyed 
spreading her legs 
and having me inside 
her.



she would look 
at my cock 
entering her and 
marvel.

look at 
me, i have a 
pussy now!

she would lift up her 
tits and say:

you 
think i am 

sexy, don’t 
you? that 
turns me 

on!



when i came back to 
the states, i tried to 
forget about the 
whole thing.  



but even when i did 
the silliest things, 
she would sometimes 
appear in my mind.

and i could not help 
wondering: how 
would if feel like to 
be like her.

then one day the 
leading sniper of our 
troop came to see 
me. it was roger.

roger was still a 
soldier, you could 
see it in the way he 
walked, but he was 
no longer a man. 
two big curves under 
his suit told me that 
they had done to him 
as what they did to 
our pashtun enemies.



so.. 
they have 
started 

experimenting 
on americans 

now.

i threatened to 
expose axa. hank 

and his buddies are 
aiming at 

controlling the 
us first and the 

world next.

and 
any man 

that 
opposes 

them is either 
killed or 

feminized the 
epsilon 

way.

look at me, 
all soft and 

curvy. but i can 
still handle a 

gun.



i am 
going 

over to 
hank’s place 
tonight and i 
am going to 

kill him. she did try. but she 
failed.

She was captured, 
and not even she 
could cope with the 
fungus cocktail.

hank made i perfectly 
clear who was the 
boss now.



i will kill 
you in the 

end.

i have asked myself the 
question, though, given 
the alien dna rewrite 
and the fungus libido 
injections: how was it 
possible for her to 
get so far? i am 
starting to suspect 
that the aliens are not 
going to leave all 
control to hank and 
AXA. they have their own 
agenda.

i hadn’t promised 
roger anything, but i 
knew that hank and 
his friends knew she 
had visited me. they 
knew she was coming 
for them, so they had 
her under 
surveillance. now it 
was only a matter of 
time before they 
came to me.

they sent another 
one of the three 
musketeers, fred, 
who was now one 
busty lady called 
frida.

(See episode 3)



i am sorry, 
ben, but the game is up 

for all of us. they do not 
trust us anymore. I believe 
that in the end all the boys 

of the axa-team in 
kandahar will go down 

my road.

she injected both me 
and miles with the 
alien serum.



i have been told that 
miles has become 
this tiny, sweet, 
teenage girl. What 
irony, given that he 
was the roughest 
man of our company.



come on 
ben, pick up!

bzzzzzz!



who is it?
i used the hands free.



it is me, 
miles. i am 
waiting for 

the bus.

really? is 
it really you? 
you sound like 

a school 
girl.



i am a 
school 

girl. i am 
back in high 
school. it is 
all part of 
the epsilon 
experiment 
they say.

that 
must be so 
strange, 
having to 

fend off all 
those pesky 
boys. boys 

like you 
and me.

hey! why 
don’t you 
send me a 

selfie!



how do 
you look 

now? i 
haven’t seen 
you in four 

months.



i don’t 
know. i am 

not the 
innocent 

school girl 
type, as you 

are.



i 
guess i 

am more of.. 
i don’t know.. 

the sultry, 
sexy, celt.



i looked at myself in 
the mirror, unable to 
connect that image 
and my sense of who i 
truly was.



here is a 
photo of me.



god, you have 
some rack, 

girl! reminds me 
of that busty 

one in 
afghanistan.

i cannot get 
her out of my 

mind. in one way 
she seemed to 

like being a 
girl.



but 
the sex is so 
much better.

come 
on! you 

have had sex 
as a woman? 

that is 
gross!



come on, 
ben! you 

cannot live 
the rest of 
your life 

without sex. 
it is fun!

there is 
no way i will 

let a man 
touch me! no 

way!



she 
will give in 
in the end, 
you know.

yeah, 
sex is the 
spice of 

life.

i am 
just not 

used to  be 
this side of 
the equation 

you know.

ha! 
you can be 
whatever 

part of the 
equation you 

want to 
be.



“never 
have sex with 

men”!

yeah, we have 
heard that one 

before haven’t we,  
donna?



well, 
you can say 

whatever you 
want, the two 

of you! it’s 
gross!

why are you 
here, anyway? 

Aren’t you 
supposed to go 
to school or 
something?



well, you 
see, belle, 
the good 
thing with 

having to go to 
high school all 

over again, is 
that it is so 
much easier.

but the 
boys are 

cute, though. 
they are so 
innocent, 
you know.



i don’t 
get it? 

what’s the 
point in having 

you go to 
high school 

anyway?



why 
don’t you 
ask our 

resident spy, 
jules, about 

this?

the reason 
we all have to 

live here is that he 
can study our 

behaviour, 
right?

come on, 
jules, 

enlighten 
us!

is that a 
dildo?

belle used the 
d word!

oh my god!



she 
does not 
know that 

jules wants 
to be one 

of us.

yeah, he 
wants a dildo up 

his snatch.

ha! ha! funny! i 
have two ph.d.s, 

one in 
anthropology and 
one in psychology. 

i am here to 
report on your 
behaviour to the 

aliens.



you know 
what? i do not 
think they have 

gender in the way 
we have. they do 
not understand 

it, you see.

i see, so now 
they make people 
change sex to see 
how they would 

behave.

yeah, 
something 

like that. it is 
a nature vs. 
nurture kind 

of study.
and then 
they turn 

grown up men 
into sexy 

kittens, right, 
just to see how 
we will react 
to the change 
of scenery.

is 
there 

anything you 
can do to 
change me 

back?



no! 
that is 

not 
possible, so 

you might just 
go out and 
fuck a guy 
and get 
over it!

she made him 
angry.

and you 
two: go to 

school, right 
now! all right, 

all right!

god, you 
two are so 

dull!



you 
know what, 

i am going to 
liberate 
belle.

yeah, seduce 
her. make her 
embrace her 
womanhood!





you 
have to 

start going 
out, too, you 

know. the 
plan is for 

you to go to 
college.

college? 
what am i 

supposed to 
study?



it doesn’t 
matter. the 

aliens want to 
see what happens 
to you when you 

enter a mixed 
gender 

community as a 
woman.

they want to 
understand what 
makes you tick as 

a woman.

i am not a 
woman damn 

it! so what do you do 
when you are alone in that 
room, eh? you never touch 

yourself?

i do 
not want to 
talk about 

that.



and i tried not to 
think about that, but 
my whole cupboard 
was filled with sexy 
outfits. I tried to go 
for the more gender 
neutral first.

but none of it was… 
neutral i mean. the 
tops where small 
and revealing, the 
shorts tight.



so i tried on some of 
the dresses instead. 
they covered more, 
but revealed my 
feminine curves.

they made me feel 
sexy.



and some of them 
lifted up my tits and 
made men stare.

others made me feel 
all so girly.



so what did i do in 
that bedroom of 
mine?



i tried to distract 
myself. i read books, 
but they were soon 
replaced by girlie 
magazines by my 
hosts. then i watched 
tv, only to find, one 
day, all channels 
presenting fashion 
tips and porn.





the erotic imagery did 
have an effect on me, 
even if i was 
confused as to who 
to identify with.



i could still here the 
sexy sounds of a sexy 
girl moaning, while a 
big hunk of a man 
fucked her from 
behind.



i tried to picture 
myself as that man, 
hard cock swinging, 
preparing to 
penetrate her wet 
pussy.



and i could feel a 
stirring down there, 
a flush of blood 
filling my vulva.

i could feel my clit 
reaching out, but it 
was so small, and it 
was hard to think of 
it as a cock.

but the image of that 
cock on the tv screen 
remained.

i let my finger glide 
between the lips 
down there, all the 
way up till that 
remnant of my cock. 
my clit.



i whimpered. i was 
getting wet down 
there. i looked down 
at my big tits and the 
way my long red hair 
cascaded down my 
body. This was 
exactly the kind of 
girl the man in me 
would like to fuck, 
but right now, right 
now…



i suddenly remembered that 
they had left me a few sex 
toys in one of the drawers, 
including a huge magic wand 
massager. i desperately 
needed relief.



i turned on the wand 
and let it touch my 
vulva. that felt 
wonderful. oh my god, 

ohmigod, ohmigod, 
ohmigod



oh god, i wanted cock 
so badly. to be 
filled up to the brim. oh jesus!



the scent of a woman 
aroused filled the 
room and i had the 
best orgasm of my 
life. and then one 
more. and one more.



it took me half an 
hour to get back to 
my senses. i tried to 
stumble out to the 
bathroom with my wet 
crotch and by big tits 
swaying. i was really 
scared now, because 
i knew that not only 
had my body changed. 
My mind was 
changing.



well, good 
morning there. 

had a nice 
evening had 

you?
what do you 

mean?



i 
could 

hear you 
through the 
wall, you 
know, the 

magic wand 
buzzing and 
you moaning: 
“Oh fuck me” 

oh Fuck 
me!”

i didn’t say 
that! you are 

lying!

i have been where you are 
now, remember, the denial, 

the dream of escape. but you 
are a woman now, and she 

cannot be denied.

i am not 
going to 

fuck a man, 
dammit.



but why not? it 
feels so good to 

have a big hunk of a 
man lift you up and 
have his will with 

you.

and the 
way he fills 

you up, all the 
way to the 

cervix.

stop it, i 
won’t hear 
anything 
about it.

I 
fucked one 

of the 
teachers at my 
school last 

week. his cock 
was this 

thick.



he is 
this self 
confident 

fellow, takes 
control, you 

know.

i don’t 
care, ok? i 

am a man. i am 
not going to 
let myself 
be fucked 
by a guy!

but seriously, look 
at you, with your 

zeppeliner tits and 
your big ass! 

why did you put 
on that shirt 
today, eh? to 
show off your 

big tits!

of course 
not. all the 
clothes they 
give me are 
revealing!



i 
don’t buy 
it! i think 

you are horny 
as hell. i 
think you 

dream about 
sex all 
night.

i think 
you want 

someone to 
touch  you. 
make your 
body real 
for you

well, 
if you won’t 
fuck a man, 

you will have 
to do with 

me.





it was overwhelming. 
her sweet girly lips 
tasted even sweeter 
now that my own 
mouth was a 
woman’s. she cupped 
my breast and made 
me feel how big it 
was.



but i was scared.

i want to 
taste your 

sweet 
pussy.



yeah, it is all 
pussy now. all 

those manly bits 
transformed into 

feminine 
sweetness.



i tried to please her, 
but her fingers made 
me dizzy. every touch 
made me feel how 
different i was down 
there.



can 
you feel 

it? can you 
feel how 
soft you 

are?





oh, i 
love your 
tits. i envy 

you your tits. 
what size are 

they?

my bra is 
34DD.



you have to 
learn to love 

your pussy, 
girl.





did you know 
that your clit 
goes deep into 
your body. the 

knob is only the 
tip of the 
mountain.



that is one of the 
reasons it feels so 
good to have a cock 

inside you. it touches 
your clit from the 

inside.



have you 
met danny 

yet?



who’s 
danny?

our new 
watcher. 

jules is on 
holiday.

you 
have fucked 
him, haven’t 

you?

mmm. he’s 
big. you 

should taste 
him.



i slept like a baby 
that night.



i had vivid dreams of 
being fucked hard. loving the feeling of 

cock deep inside me.



mmmm… yeah….please.



i had another day of 
doing nothing.

they wanted me to go 
to college again.

maybe later.

i needed coffee.



i felt different 
today. maybe it was 
because i had gotten 
laid.

ah, those were sweet 
memories.

fuck, no 
coffee!



jules was neat to the 
point of being 
neurotic. this danny 
character clearly 
was not.

belle, is 
it? nice to 
meet you.

there is no 
coffee left, and 
the kitchen is a 

mess!

they 
have given 

you two tits 
and a pussy 

and you worry 
about the 

mess in the 
kitchen.



it was at that point i 
noticed his cock.

yeah, 
well, some 
of us were 
allowed to 

keep our 
cock.

i was extremely 
embarrassed. 

i was 
special ops in 

afghanistan, you 
moron.



i realized how 
silly that 
sounded the 
moment i said it. 
it did not matter 
what this danny 
character had 
done in his life, 
he was still 
more of a man 
than i was.

oh 
sure, 

there are 
female 

soldiers out 
there, but you 
are not one 

of them. your 
huge tits 

would get 
in the 
way.

yeah, and 
that sexy ass of 

yours.

i did not know what 
to say.



i knew he would be 
making notes about 
this meeting of ours. 
they would discuss 
whether this was the 
moment i accepted 
that i was not a man 
anymore.



i needed to talk to 
someone.

millie? there 
is a new watcher 

here.

there 
is mess 

everywhere 
and he was 
exposing 
himself in 
the living 

room.

yeah, 
it was big. 
that is not 
the bloody 

point!



i 
was wearing 
a t-shirt and 

panties.

no! i do 
not want 

to have sex 
with him. why 
do everyone 

ask me 
that?

yeah, 
yeah, it is 

good, yada, 
yada.



sometimes there are 
parts of us that want 
things our conscious 
self do not. i do not 
know what possessed 
me to provoke the 
guy.

i could hear him in the 
bath room, taking a 
shower. i wanted to 
punish him for being 
so … male!



danny, it 
is my turn 

now!
what the 

fuck are you 
doing?



get out of 
the shower. 

you are using 
all the hot 

water!

i realized my mistake 
as soon as i exposed 
my big tits. he might 
not do as i told him.

but i was proud and 
stupid. i did not want 
him to see my 
embarrassment.



or maybe i wanted him 
to see me naked.



get out!
no!

my god, it was big. i 
had to concentrate 
not to stare.



i am not 
moving!

then he grabbed his 
dick and started 
stroking it. he was 
masturbating while 
watching my body.

hey, will 
you stop 

that!

this was so 
embarrassing. i 
covered my tits.



i knew he was 
watching my butt 
while playing with 
that…. monster!

it is 
pride that 
stops you, 
isn’t it? the 
old male 
soldier 
inside 
you.

you are not a 
man any more. but 
i am, and i am done 
with your bickering 

and your 
hesitation.



this is 
not the butt 
of a man. all 

soft and 
fleshy! oh god!

oh!

i could feel his hand 
cupping my pussy.



i want 
your sexy 

body.

i am going to 
fuck that pussy of 

your till you 
surrender, and accept 

the girl you have 
become.



i could have run out of 
the bath room when i 
felt him bring up his 
cock.

but i did not. instead i 
could feel that thing 
slide inside me, into a 
hole that wasn’t even 
supposed to be there.

oh!

it was deep, deep 
inside me. and if 
anyone tells you 
that women have no 
sensation in there, 
they are clueless. i 
felt it all.



ah!

i realized that he was 
not the only one who 
had broken down a 
barrier. I had. 
nothing would be the 
same ever again.



as he bent me over, 
my big tits got 
pressed down, 
reminding me of their 
newborn existence. 
then he increased the 
pace.



and it felt good.

oh my god!



tits swaying i let 
down a few of my 
barriers. 

mmmmm.



i felt helpless. he 
could do whatever he 
pleased with me, and 
boy did i please him!

i looked down at that 
cock going in and out 
and in and out, 
reminding myself 
that this was my 
pussy and my tits.

holy shit!



i was a woman now.





he pushed me down 
and put my hand on 
his cock.



do it!

shame and arousal 
mixed inside me.



secure in his victory 
he pulled back and 
came all over my 
face.



he was making it 
clear to me what he 
believe was my 
proper place in my 
new universe.



the sexy and willing 
pleaser of men.



maybe i could live 
with that, or maybe 
not. time would 
tell.
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