

The third week of trials for Chromus Pharmaceuticals’ new pill begins today. The last two trials went swimmingly. So much so, that I find myself trudging through each day for the sheer fact that I would soon get to ingest that strange and wonderful little pill. That one pill that changes my body and changes my world. If I’m being honest, before the trials began, I would daydream a lot about sex, find a way to relieve myself with a woman, or maybe on my own. Now this male body of mine just doesn’t interest me. It feels like a chore to have to deal with it. More and more it seems that when I am under the gender swapping effects of this new drug that I feel really like myself. I’m starting to wish the effects lasted longer than twelve hours.

The problem with it only lasting twelve hours means I only get half a day each week to really enjoy myself. Enjoy myself in ways I have never been able to as a man, or maybe even as a person, before. To be fair, those first few times, the experience was so jarring there really was only so much I could do without overstimulating myself into some coma. Not that I didn’t love the stimulation. I just really wanted to milk everything out of the twelve hours that I could. And I sure did get milked. But I know there is so much I haven’t gotten to experience quite yet.

I’ve only gotten to experience my new womanhood in the more clinical type of setting. Remaining inside the Chromus building each time. Doctors examining my new body, making sure all was in order. Of course their little examination tended to be quite...in depth. And Dr. Smith and Dr. Graham were seemingly just my type. The way Dr. Graham took his hands and showed me how to produce milk from my large breasts, damn that’s the first time I felt just how nice a man’s touch really could be. Or the way Dr. Smith’s body laying on top of mine would secure my own to the bed, under his protection, and under his warmth.

Still for all the wonder those experiences were, they all happened within the setting of the trial. And I think if I wanted to know what this womanhood was really all about I would have to take it out into the real world. Into society, interacting with real people, who knew nothing of me other than seeing me as the woman before them. Yet Dr. Smith made me feel so good, so loved. Took such good care of that body, and let me take such good care of his. Filling me up each time exactly with what I asked for. And he was my first as a woman, and that felt special. Each day without his touch, a torture. I know once I found myself again in my body, a body with full breasts and wide hips, more than anything I would want to feel him pressing against it. To feel his arms and chest, all of it. But if I wanted to know more and experience more, I would have to fight this enticement, however difficult that might be. If only I had more time.

Before I made my way into the city for the trials I had to do a little shopping. The only time I enjoyed shopping now was when I was buying something to adorn my new body with. If I was going to take myself out into the real world, I wanted to go all out, see how beautiful I could really look. So naturally I decided to go the mall. As I stepped in I looked at all these clothing shops lined down the halls. So much to choose from, so many beautiful options. So is this how other woman felt, or was I just a cliche. It didn’t matter, I knew I was going to enjoy it.

My first stop was a lingerie store. I figured I should start from the inside and work my way out. Besides, I’ve been dying to get myself some sexy looking underwear more than anything. It was my sexuality that really got me going. Under any other circumstances I would have felt so awkward buying lingerie. Especially knowing it was for myself, not that anyone else here knew that. Then again it wasn’t for this me, but the me I loved, the one I wanted to pamper, and that thought removed all the anxiety. This is where I belonged, what I needed and wanted.

There were so many options. All these colors, styles, and cuts. What would they feel like sliding over my hips, snugged up against my plump booty. There was going to be so much guess work involved. If only I could ask one of the women here with a similar body type to that of my transformed one which they preferred the most without feeling like a freak. But I had to do this on my own. As I browsed, I definitely found myself drawn to the sea green color. As for the style and cut I knew I wanted something sexy something and more revealing, that was obvious. Something to show my ass off. I didn’t go with a thong or G-string though. I found something enticing about a little more coverage. A pair of hipster style seemed like they would do nicely for me. I grabbed a matching colored bra from off the rack. The fabric was so soft. Why the hell didn’t men wear shit this soft. I’ve really been missing out.

The next step was the outfit. And that choice would be so much harder to make. It was like choosing an entire identity in a single day. It’s not like I had a style built up over time of evolving tastes. I had to choose all that I was at once. But I was up to the challenge. Did I want to be sporty, sensual, professional. How do I choose. Which style would be my natural choice. Maybe I didn’t have to think about it and just see it and know; that’s me.

As I walked around the mall what I wanted hit me almost instantly. I loved those tight black leggings women wore, they way it showed off their curves. The way it gave such a great view of their ass. And my new body had such a fantastic ass, it would be a shame if I didn’t show it off. I just needed to add a top that didn’t have too much length and wouldn’t cover it.

When I got back to my home I quickly packed a bag with my new clothes. I grabbed something to eat, something quick that I could eat on the way. I hopped on the train. My mind focused on one thing the whole time, getting to the trials.

The trip to the city was much the same as before. I got into the building and signed in, waiting for my name to be called. Waiting for Dr. Graham to walk in with his clipboard, pen tapping against it, as he always did.

“Ready?” Said Dr. Graham. It was all routine at this point.

Once in the room I changed into a gown and lay down, preparing for administration. Dr. Graham handed me the pink and blue pill.

“You know the drill,” he said.

I took the cup of water he held out for me and swallowed, waiting for the initial sedating effects to take hold.

Almost as great as waking up in a new body was the process. The freedom from any body at all. Simply floating in infinite space as I waited for my consciousness to return to its physical form. Returning to a woman’s form. A body with perfectly shaped breasts, nipples that stiffened when teased, and could produce streams of milk. A fat ass, but tight all the same. Long hair that fell to my shoulders. Hair that fell in front of my face as Dr. Smith took me from behind. Smooth, sensitive skin, still fresh and new. Hands that loved to feel the muscular body of the Doctor.

I removed the gown and let Dr. Graham examine me. The last two times, doing all that I could to coax him into touching me more. But not this time. I knew I couldn’t allow myself to get too excited here. If I did, I would never leave, never make it out of this building. I would still enjoy it, of course but that wasn’t the plan today. So no coaxing, no trying to push things further, having him flick at my nipples to see the drops of milk seep from the tips. But damn did I want to.

“Everything seems to be in order,” said Graham.

It certainly did. I was back in my woman’s body. The one I remembered and dreamed of. Dr. Graham turned around. As he did, I had to give my pussy at least one slight touch, I missed her. Missed how she got wet at the touch of Dr. Smith. I had to show just a quick touch of my appreciation.

Me and Graham talked a bit. Going over some of the usual questions. He also informed me that Chromus was beginning their work on a new drug. A serum that would permanently alter the body. One dose and a permanently a woman, imagine that. I had to wonder if that was something that I really wanted, really wanted to do. But it could be ages before human trials begin. Even if I did want it, it would just be a fantasy for now. Still the fact that it might one day be reality, otherworldly to say the least.

“Should I inform Dr. Smith that you’re ready for him,” said Graham. He knew me all too well. Each time I went to their private room to enjoy some one on one with Smith. A little private time to test out this body. But I had to be strong, I had to stick to my plan.

“Actually…” It was hard to get the words out. I so wanted to see him. Even if it was just to talk. But I knew if we started talking, I wouldn’t want to stop there. “I want to see what it’s like being a woman in the city. Tell Dr. Smith, I’m sorry.” Part of me told me Dr. Smith looked forward to our meetings just as much as I did.

“You got it. I’m sure Dr. Smith will understand.”

I knew he would understand. But I still felt a bit guilty about not seeing him. 

I left the Chromus building in my sexy new outfit, the entire world before me. Well maybe not the whole world, but the whole city. And that was a damn good amount of it for me. As I walked to the subway, I couldn’t help but notice the glances of men. There eyes scoping me out. Looking me up and down, directed at my cleavage as I walked toward them, their heads turning around to check out my ass as I passed. I loved the attention. No one noticed me like this as a man, never. It had me feeling so damn sexy. Had me wanting to touch myself right then and there. I knew exactly where in this city I wanted to go. I passed the place a few times. A strip club that held amateur nights. It was a nice looking building, not anything so sketchy that you might find in other parts of the city. Still, I have never been to a place like that in my life. That is to say, I’ve never been to a place like that in my life, not even as a man. I didn’t know what to expect. I didn't know if I could really get up on stage either. But I was intrigued about the whole situation nonetheless. At least I’d get to see how other women managed it. Managed themselves and their bodies, that is. How much did I really know about being sexual, I was still new after all. If nothing else maybe I could learn a thing or two about this body from studying them, not just drooling over them. And it wasn’t really women’s bodies I was drooling for anymore.

When I got inside the strip club the first thing I did was order myself a drink. I needed a little something to help calm my nerves. Not that I really had any reason to be nervous. I was just sitting at my table and enjoying the atmosphere. Here nobody really even noticed me. They were all too invested in their conversations or drinks or the woman on stage. Not that I blame them. She was a sight. Long legs, milky white skin, the way she strutted around the stage with such confidence, basking in the admiration and desire of the eyes of her audience. She unhooked her bra, her tits moving freely with the swaying of her body. How did she move like that. She had much better control over her hips than I did. But she also had them her whole life, I didn’t.

They were starting the amateur contest. The winner gets a thousand dollars. Not a bad incentive to get some ladies up there. I thought seeing some normal woman might help me boost my confidence. But it didn’t exactly help. The first went up. She had to be about twenty three, young. She looked like she was having fun. But even the way she moved outperformed anything I could muster. The way she just got up there, grinding herself against the pole, humping to the beat of the music.

Not every one of them went at it the same way. Some just went up to have fun, goofed around and let loose. The housewife type who probably came here just to show off a little bit, not afraid to appear more comical than sexy. Even that was enticing in its own way. Seeing a personality peek through the performance. The audience enjoyed it all the same. There wasn’t any judgement. Which is probably why these women had no issue taking their bra’s off and waving them over their heads.

I decided to go up and just do it. What did I have to lose. Nobody would remember me here. And even if they did. If they saw me in the street the next day it’s not like they would recognize me. It would literally be impossible. For now, perhaps that was the advantage of living as two totally distinct people.

I came out on the stage. I expected to be nervous and shaking. But I wasn’t. I looked out and I couldn’t even see anyone’s face. It was just me here. The music started and so did I. I only wanted to show off a bit. Show off for myself, enjoy myself. I didn’t have some routine or anything. I liked the idea that all these people would get a glimpse of my body though. But I also might as well enjoy it. I stuck my ass out, peeling my tights off down my legs. Moving around in my new bra and panties. The ones that made me feel so sexy. I just had to move my body. I imagined myself dancing for a lover, not a group of strangers. Trying to entice him to take me. Grooving a bit now to the music, feeling the beat as I felt my breasts. They were watching, I could hear the occasional encouragement voiced from the crowd. It made me blush. I liked it.

I took off my bra, letting my heavy tits hang free, squeezing them in my hand. When the bra comes off they get real excited. I couldn’t blame them. It made me love them even more than I had before. There was still something about these tits though that they didn’t know and that they didn’t expect. I didn’t know if it was allowed but I didn’t care. What I loved most about these tits is this one little trick they can do. And I wanted to show it off. Even if it did get me in a bit of trouble for doing so. I teased my nipples. I could feel them stiffening between my fingers. I tugged at my breasts and the crowd loved it. They were really about to love it as I pinched at them and squeezed milk from out of the tips of my nipples. Streams of cream dripping down me. That got their attention. It got loud. None of the others did that sort of thing.

I let the streams spew forth. Leaking down my body. I sensually rubbed the milk into my skin. Over my tits, my tummy. Knowing others saw me, enjoyed me, it turned me on. A lot. It was one thing to know how much this body excited me. To have it excite so many others and be appreciated by them, that felt just as good.

Turns out I was right, they weren't too happy about getting milk all over their stage. I didn’t care though. Happy I did it. They just warned me was all. I still didn’t like getting reprimanded though. Not everyone felt the same as them however. In fact, this one guy came over to where I was sitting and introduced himself as Mark.

“That was...interesting,” he said, plopping himself down in a seat.

“Yeah? It was fun.”

“Well it was fun to watch, didn’t expect that.”

“Apparently neither did they.”

“You get in trouble?” He took a sip from his glass.

I shrugged my shoulders, “Not really.”

“That’s good. I think you should have won though. I haven’t ever seen that in person,” he said.

“Eh, I’m just happy to have gotten up there.”

“Yeah, it takes some balls to do that.”

His comment took me back for a second. As if he saw through me, knew that maybe I wasn’t really a woman. Of course there was no way he did. That was just my own mind. But then it suddenly dawned on me, this man was hitting on me. It took awhile to realize. I’ve never been hit on before. I was never approached like that, or at all really, in my old body. He saw me with desire, I noticed it now as I looked in his eyes.

“I mean, you got bigger balls than me, going up there and pulling that stunt.”

I guess that was his way of complimenting me. I can’t say I didn’t like it. If he was flirting with me, maybe I should give a little back.

I’ve never just hooked up before. Not with a stranger I just met. But was it really this easy. Or was it just easy now that I was a sexy female, with an ass and tits that men loved. Either way I knew I could do this. And isn’t that why I came out to explore the city. To experience a different kind of life. One I couldn’t have had before.

“Do I? I’m not so sure,” I said, placing my hand on his thigh, and slid it up toward his crotch.

“I guess you can come back to my place and we can find out,” he said.

“I’d like that,” giving his thigh a squeeze.

It was happening. I was doing it. I was making this body work for me. It suited me so swell. Got me what I wanted with ease. One day out, and I found a hook up. A real hook up, someone who wanted me. Who saw me and instantly filled with lust for my body. And he was quite the man himself. Well dressed and well groomed. He definitely made a decent amount of money. And his hard body meant he must work out rather frequently. Of course I wanted to see more of that. Touch more of that. He had a damn nice apartment too, it must've cost a decent amount. I knew I couldn’t afford it.

“Would you like something to drink?” He asked.

“Oh no, I’m good,” I said. The one drink from earlier was more than enough for me. I wanted to go at this sober. This was going to be somewhat new for me. I wanted to experience it, without any interference.

“You sure?”

“I’m sure,” I said, placing my hands on his broad shoulders.

He placed his hands on my hips, pulling me in closer. We looked into each others eyes. He had such deep brown eyes. Before I knew It I found myself being pulled in by his lips. Unable to keep my own apart from them. I had to find out what they tasted like. And did they taste ever so sweet. His wet tongue entering my mouth. His lips sucking on my tongue. His hands made their way to my ass, giving me a squeeze. And Oh fuck did that feel nice. I moved in closer to him, my breasts pressed against his chest. These tights were definitely the right decision.

“How about we head to your bedroom,” I said.

He gave my ass a pinch, leading me to his room.

The moment we got into his bedroom we went at it, hot and heavy. Mark unable to keep his hands off me. And I the same exact way. He fumbled with the door trying to shut it while not wanting his lips to part from mine. Not wanting his tongue to be alone for a moment. Needing my own licking across it each time our mouths opened and closed. His strong hands frantically tugging and pulling at my shirt, trying to get the damn thing off over my head.

I was here and this was happening. I had the confidence, I had the body to back it up. I had all these things I never felt in my old life. All the wonderful feelings I had gone so long without. So far away from me, I never knew they could even exist until right now. I took his shirt off him in return. My fingers raking along his muscular chest. What a build, what strength. We somehow managed to find our way standing before the edge of the bed.

I gave him a shove. Splaying his body out on the sheets. He looked up at me with wanting. With desire and lustful need. I smiled a sexual devious sort of smile. A smile that knew what would come next. I hopped on the bed. The weight of my body pressing down on him as I climbed on top.

“I’d like to see that trick again,” said Mark. Of course he did. Isn’t that what excited him in the first place. Drove him to introduce himself to me. To take that chance. Not knowing whether I would spurn him, or invite him in further. Lucky for the both of us he did not shy away from putting himself out there. I know if I was him, or when I was like him, a man like him, I never would have had the confidence to do it. Maybe that’s why I was so attracted to him. The way he contrasted with my old self so much.

That little trick of mine was of course my favorite as well. I couldn’t imagine being with some prude who found it gross or something like that. Found my woman’s milk to be a turn off. Not Mark though, he found such fun in these slight perversions. I unhooked my bra, tossing it over the bed. I had no use for it any more. He reached up, taking my tits in his hands.

“I’ve never milked a woman before,” he said.

“Well you have now.”

I placed my hands over his and helped in guiding him. Showing him how to tease milk from the tips of my nipples. The two of us pinching and flicking, until the first drops of my summers dew leaked from these tits.

“I think I got some,” he said with an innocent excitement.

I laughed, “Don’t be afraid to really tug them, go at it. I can take it.”

He tugged at the nipples more. Stiff between his thumb and forefinger. Giving me a nice tug, a stream of creamy spray splashing his face.

“Oh shit,” he laughed, not expecting so much so soon.

It was kind of adorable in a way. But also damn sexy. My milk dripping down him. I bent down. Tasting my milk from off his lips. Licking it off his chin. I knew of an even better place for tasting milk off of, then his face.

“Let's get you undressed,” I said. I slid his pants down, his boxers lifted by the length of his erection. I grabbed his cock from over his boxers, getting a feel for it. A feel for what I was about to get a look at it. Imagining it in my head, before seeing it in reality. Damn, it was big. Not that I had much experience with cock, but this was the biggest I’ve seen. And definitely the biggest I’ve felt. If he thought having my milk running down his face was great, just wait till he had it dripping down the shaft of his cock. I hovered my large tits of that cock. Playing with them. Tugging stream after stream of cream, coating his cock in my milk. Slipping him through my fingers, rubbing the milk in. His breathing got heavy, enjoying my touch. His strong cock throbbing in my grasp as my fingers slid up and off.

I crawled up his body, my breasts brushing against his chest. Leaned in close to him. My tongue licking at his ear lobe, sucking.

“Can I taste it,” I whispered in his ear.

He caressed my cheek, and gave me a kiss. Guiding my head down to his mighty cock. I opened my mouth to receive him. Taking him in as deep as I could. Sucking the milk off. His own body swelling and building with excitement, wanting to produce a little cream for me in return. His cock felt so right in my mouth, even if I couldn’t get the whole thing down. I had only done this twice. I had to train myself a bit more. But Mark, was happy to help. Happy to clutch to the back of my head, slowly bringing me down. The spit drooling from my lips, trickling down his tip.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned.

“Don’t cum yet baby,” I said, taking my mouth off him, giving him a breather, “I still need to feel you inside me.” Of course I needed him inside. Needed to feel his girth stretching the walls of my pussy. A  pussy that soaked itself in the erotic juices of our foreplay.

He wrapped an arm around my body and flipped me underneath him. The weight of his body securing me to the bed. He took his cock in his hand and teased it against my pussy. His tip rubbing and grinding along my slick clit. He had me rolling, begging for insertion.

“Fuck, fuck...put it in.”

He worked the tip in. Stretching my hole to fit his thick cock. Spreading my legs to the sides, making room for his body. He gripped my meaty thighs. Pulling me into him. Bringing my pussy down his shaft, down till my clit rubbed against his pelvis. I grinded my hips against his hard body, pleasuring myself. He pulled back and plunged in, hitting all my spots. His body slapping against mine. My tits bouncing to his building rhythm. Building from slow and sensual to intensly fucking. Pounding the moans from out of my lips and into his room. I reached for his ass, grabbing on, helping him to shove in deeper. Wrapping my legs around his body so he couldn’t escape, couldn’t get out of my pussy. Not that he wanted to, not that he wanted to be anywhere else but deep inside.

“Fuck, that pussy’s tight,” he grunted, his warm breath airing my skin.

If only he knew just how fresh and tight this pussy really was. He was breaking in a new woman. A woman reborn for twelve hours a day, once a week.

He nibbled at my neck. No one has ever done that. His kisses on my collarbone, while his hips pulled out and pushed in. His cock throbbing and pulsating with lust with each stroke, sending shivers through me. Pleasure running up and down my spine, radiating from my aching pussy, filled with his manhood.

“Fuck that’s good,” he had me rocking. Had me moaning for him. Had me hard and faster under him. Taking my pussy for his cock’s pleasure. Pumping repeated waves of such pleasure into my pussy.

“I’m gonna cum,” he grunted.

“I want you to cum on my tits.”

For now there was only one man’s cum I wanted in my pussy, Dr. Smith. If there was a chance this body could get pregnant it was Smith’s seed I wanted to fill my belly.

He pulled out, hovering over my chest. I took his cock in my hands. Stroking it, slick with my juices. My fingers sliding, and twisting around the head of his cock.

“Give me that cum, baby...give it to me. I want you to paint my tits in your cum.”

He loved it dirty. Loved me begging for it. He throbbed in my hand, thrusting along with my strokes. Holding back until he couldn’t anymore. Until the cum blew from his dick, and spattered my breasts with that sticky white.

“Mmm, that’s it,” I said, giving his sensitive tip a lick. He grunted, pulling back a bit, the sensitivity just a tad too much for him. Too much in the best possible way. I played with the cum on my tits, sticking between my fingers.

I still had a few hours left in this body. We cuddled for a bit. Just enjoying the presence of the other, lost to the world, lost to the moment of just being next to each other. I knew I couldn’t stay though. I couldn’t stay too long. I have to return back to my old life at some point. Unfortunately, as each day came to an end I always returned back. For now anyway. Until Chromus moves further ahead with their trials and breaks even further ground with their discoveries. I had to be patient for it. If it could even happen in my life time. But for now this had to be enough. And it was a damn good amount.

I was satisfied with my entire trip back home. Happy to have spent this day as I did. Happy to have gone out in the world and see what kind of woman I was. But I was missing Dr. Smith. I couldn’t help but miss him. And feel a bit guilty about not seeing him. I really hope he understands. Understands how badly I want to see him, how badly I want him. His body, his cock, his mind, just fucking all of it. I kept telling myself just one more week. Just one more week and I could see him again. Tell him everything, everything about my adventures. All about how his work at Chromus has improved my life. My happiness, my desire. This was all in part because of him. Because he was willing to give himself to his work. Regardless of how society might feel about it. Trusting in the fact that what he was doing was the right thing, right for the world and right for the people in it, even if they themselves couldn’t quite see that yet. I only hope they would. I only hope at some point I can let everyone know who I truly am. Just as I am able to let Dr. Smith know. And feel that same acceptance from others as I feel from him.
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Don't Stop Swapping: 5 Book Bundle (Transgender, Gender Swap, Hucow, Fertile, Milking)
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Futa Trap House (Futa On Female)
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