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BODY CHANGES


Lou just found out he’s got a rare cancer, and only has a few months left to live. He’s naturally distraught for a few days, and then he gets a call from an experimental research facility. They’ve been testing a ‘cure’ for that specific cancer, and Lou has been accepted into the trial.

He’s not ready to celebrate yet, but he’s hopeful… though the trial is much stranger than he expected. This new experimental drug can’t be injected with any reasonable success rate, but if injected into a wet-nurse and fed to the patient, it seems to work wonders. So once a week, Lou finds himself feeding from a voluptuous wet-nurse.

Sure, it’s a bit weird… but the real weirdness comes when Lou begins to notice his own chest growing… and dripping milk. His hips are widening too—and his facial hair is vanishing. Oh well—it’s a small price to pay to live, right?
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Disclaimer: All characters in this work of fiction are over the age of eighteen, and all intimate acts are fully consensual.


CHAPTER 1
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First, I’ll tell you about the single worst day of my entire life. I thought that I was just going in for a routine doctor’s visit, to follow up on some chest pain that I’d been having. It hadn’t been too serious—just a sporadic dull ache in the middle of my chest, and a slight bubbling sound whenever I took a deep breath lying down. My nurse friend told me that it was probably just some milk pneumonia.

So I was stunned when the doctor said, “Lou, I have bad news. I’m really sorry to tell you this, but you’ve got cancer.”

“W—What?”

“It’s not a good prognosis, Lou,” he said, looking down at his feet. “It’s the third stage of a rare cancer that we honestly have no idea how to treat. It’s growing quite rapidly by the looks of it, and will probably be stage-four by the end of the month. I, uh, would only give you about three months to live.”

I fainted. When I came to, there were two nurses staring down at me. The doctor was pacing around the room.

“You’re lying to me, right?” I managed to say. My lips were dry. My throat was itchy.

“I’m afraid not,” he said.

And just like that, I really had cancer. It was like the doctor’s diagnosis had flipped a switch in me. The moment I got home, I was overwhelmed by a terrible nausea. I puked for hours, and then awful stinging pains in my chest made me curl up into a ball.

I coughed into my hand, and then looked to see spots of blood all over my palm. I pulled up my shirt and saw dark, gnarly veins all over my chest that hadn’t been there before.

It was true: I was dying. The doctor said three months… but now, three months seemed like wishful thinking. It didn’t feel like I was going to make it three weeks.

I was too afraid to call my parents and tell them the bad news. I didn’t even tell my closest friends. I didn’t want to feel that humiliation… that pity. I didn’t want to see their horrified faces or hear their cries.

Okay—I’ve gotten you depressed enough. Now, I’ll tell you about the weirdest day of my life, which came just a few days later.

It started with a phone call from my doctor. “Lou, I have an opportunity here that you may find to be… intriguing. I don’t want to get your hopes up, but you’ve been accepted into a trial for your cancer. It’s a promising trial, with good results so far. I’m honestly quite surprised that you were chosen, as they’ve only been taking patients with stages one and two… Like I said: I don’t want to get your hopes up, but they want to test this new drug on you.”

He kept telling me that he didn’t want to get my hopes up, but my hopes were way, way, way up. I mean… there were no hopes before. For the past few days, there had been only one single outcome: death. Now, there was another outcome. Sure, the likelihood of surviving was probably small, but survival was still on the table.

The doctor gave me an address. “They want you there as soon as possible. Go now, if you’re free. If you’re not free, make yourself free.”

So I called a cab and made my way down to the large white building, which housed a number of different medical practises and research offices. I checked in at the front desk and waited a few minutes before a man in a white lab coat came to fetch me.

He was a younger man—looking hardly out of high-school. My tingling hopes were dashed somewhat when he told me that he was the lead researcher on the project. I eyed the few little stray hairs on his chin, and then resisted the urge to ask him how old he was.

I bit down on my tongue and prayed that he was just one of those child geniuses. “We’re really thrilled with the results so far,” he said to me. “I’m hoping that the trial helps you.”

I smiled, feeling pale. We went into the research office, which was much less promising than I was expecting. It was just a small white room with some old plastic classroom chairs against the wall. The paint on the wall was a tone of yellow, but I think it was white originally. The drop ceiling was covered in dark spots from water leaking. The ‘research’ station was a literal folding table with a few beakers and an old chrome machine that looked straight out of the Soviet Union. “Is this just the waiting room?” I asked.

He smiled. “No. This is where we’ve been working for the past three years. We’re hoping our latest results earn us a bit more funding, so we can get a slightly bigger space—but this has been working just fine.”

I eyed that white table to see if there were any pills or a needle—or even some cup of fluid for me to drink. “So, uh… how does this work?” I asked.

“We’ll get you set up in a minute. Don’t worry. But first, we have to go through some procedural business.” For the next thirty minutes, he asked me questions from a clipboard, mostly about my symptoms and how long I’d been experiencing them. He asked me about my heart health, about past medications—and he was strangely interested in knowing if I was a formula baby, or if I drank breast milk. “I, uh, don’t really know. I think I was breastfed. I’ve never really asked.”

He kept asking questions I didn’t know the answer to. “Did your mother produce a lot of milk, or did she struggle with her supply?”

“I honestly don’t know.”

“Can you find out?”

“Um…” I didn’t really want to message my mom. I knew she was going to ask why I was asking; she still didn’t know her son was dying. “I don’t know if I can find out soon.”

“Well, try to find out before your next appointment, okay? It’s important.”

“Does breastfeeding have something to do with my cancer?” I asked.

“With your cancer? No,” he said. “I mean—not that I know.” He scribbled some notes, and then he went on with his interview. Then, he finally stood up, smiled, and said, “Sit tight and I’ll get your treatment ready. Okay?”

“Okay,” I said. I sat nervously. It seemed like a long wait, maybe because there was nothing to look at in that room. I just sat, tapping my foot on the ground. I was starting to feel an awful chest pain—and I knew that once they started, they only got worse and worse.

Finally, the doctor returned, but with no medicine. He took a seat in the corner, looking down at his clipboard. “Okay, Lou,” he said. “So our Treatment Maid will be here in a moment. I know that this will seem a bit… silly… maybe uncomfortable. But we’ve found that it’s the simplest and most effective way to transmit the treatment. You will feed for ten to fifteen minutes. That should be enough for a first dose.”

“Feed?” I said.

As I said it, a woman came into the room, also wearing a white lab coat. That white lab coat was cinched tight, but the woman’s large breasts made it bulge open at the top. She was a bit older than me. Her cleavage was veiny. She took a seat in a chair next to a small table, which was a bit like a massage table.

“Lay on your side, Lou,” the doctor said, motioning towards that table. As he said it, the woman untied her lab coat, exposing her huge, bulging breasts. Milk was already dripping from her fat, puffy nipples.

I sat there, pale, frozen, thinking that this was some sort of prank. “Huh?” I said.

The doctor smiled. “Don’t be embarrassed. Let me try to explain the process to you. The treatment we’ve created is injectable, like a needle, but the problem is that it doesn’t become active until it synthesizes in the mammary glands, which is where milk is produced in human females. The breastmilk acts as an extremely effective delivery agent for the drug.”

“Can’t she just… pump into a bottle, and then that can be, like, injected into me.”

“We tried that, and it works… a little bit. The problem is oxidation. When the breastmilk is exposed to higher levels of oxygen, like we have in our air, the it loses its potency. If you drink straight from the breast, without letting too much oxygen into the milk—and you drink while it’s still warm—you will get the full potency of the synthesized treatment. Do you understand? Mary-Anne here is a professional wet nurse. We chose her for this trial because she has a genetically gifted large milk supply.”

“You want me to… breastfeed?” I asked.

“Yes. For fifteen minutes or so, or until you feel too full to continue. And, preferably, you will start now, since the drug will only be active in her for another twenty minutes or so.”

So I got onto the table, on my side, and Mary-Anne leaned in with her large breasts. She lifted one of her heavy boobs up and pushed her fat, perky nipples into my mouth. I hardly had to suck before I could taste the sweet tang of her breastmilk.

This felt so, so wrong.

“You can suck harder than that,” Mary-Anne said to me.

“Really suck, Lou,” the doctor added. “Get as much as you can before the potency dies down.

So I sucked. I sucked that woman’s breast for ten minutes, and then I switched to the next. Milk squirted into the back of my throat with each suck. I really was starting to feel full.

And I hate to even admit this, but the feeling of her huge tit against my face, smushed up to my nose and cheekbones, gave me the hardest boner of my life. I even discovered a wet spot in my undies: pre-cum that had dribbled out of me while I was sucking those at tits.

I hadn’t been with many women in my life. I had a girlfriend at sixteen; we had awkward sex together twice before breaking up. Then I dated a girl at twenty. She gave me a blowjob, but we never had sex. That was about the extent of my sexual history—so sucking on some MILF’s giant knockers seemed ridiculously sexual, even though it wasn’t meant to be.

The wet nurse remained topless. The doctor performed some sort of weighing to assess how much milk I’d consumed. I wiped the milk from my chin and then looked at the floor, overwhelmed with embarrassment about the whole thing.

And then I noticed something curious: that chest pain hadn’t gotten worse. In fact, it was gone.


CHAPTER 2
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There were strange feelings in my body that night: a tightness in my chest, but no pain—and cramps in my stomach. It literally felt like my insides were moving around, repositioning themselves.

A curious lethargy overwhelmed me and I ended up sleeping for nearly thirteen straight hours. When I woke up, I had energy for the first time in week, as if I’d chugged two large espressos.

I waited for the usual morning pains to attack, but they didn’t come. In fact, there weren’t even the slight dull pains that I’d gotten used to over the past few months before being diagnosed.

A new beam of hope started to grow inside of me. Maybe I was just experiencing some placebo effect. Maybe the hopefulness was just clouding over what was really happening inside of me: cancer spreading and slowly shutting down my vital organs.

I called the clinic where I was treated via breastfeeding. I was put on hold for nearly an hour before the young man said, “Hey, Lou. Everything alright.”

“Um, yeah. So far so good. I was just wanting to see when you wanted me in next, for, uh… another round of treatment.”

“Probably next week, but I’ll check my files before confirming anything. Sorry, it’s really busy here. Just keep an eye on your email.” He hung up the phone.

All day, I waited for the painlessness to wear off… but it didn’t. I felt great all day. I slept like a baby, and then I woke up feeling great too.

Of course I couldn’t see into my own body; I didn’t have any MRI machines or anything like that… but I really did feel cured. I knew, of course, that it was too late to even whisper the word ‘cured’, but I felt so great that it was hard not to entertain those five little letters.

I couldn’t wipe the smile off of my face. I truly felt like I was going to be one of the first people ever to survive that rare cancer. Maybe I was being given a new lease on life. Maybe this was God waking me up and giving me a push out the door, telling me to go and pursue my true calling… whatever that was.

To be honest, I had no idea what I was meant to be doing with my life. I’d always just gone through the motions. I was mediocre in school. I got into a mediocre college, and I went after a generic degree, which only really qualified me for generic office work. Now, I worked at an office which had a ‘career path’ program where I would get a small promotion every two or three years, and eventually I would be a floor manager, making about $78,000 plus bonuses and a nice retirement package. But the work was… mind-numbing… tedious… the same thing every day: creating reports, proof-reading emails, scheduling meetings, filing paperwork… so much paperwork.

I just had twenty-two more years until I could accept the retirement package…

But now, I felt like God was telling me to find something else. He was telling me to take a risk, to pursue some passion. But I had no passions. I got bored of art when I was eleven or twelve. Sports were never my thing. When I looked down long lists of careers, everything sounded just as mundane as what I was currently doing.

Running off to some third-world country to paint landscapes on the beach isn’t for everyone. Honestly, it just sounds stressful.
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The pains were totally gone for the next two days. But it got even better than that. I walked in front of the mirror on Friday morning and froze when I saw that my receding hairline was no longer receding. I ran my fingers over my scalp and felt the little hairs growing in. “No way…” I whispered. My balding was… reversing.

I could only assume that it was a side-effect of the drug… or maybe it was from the breastmilk. Maybe I needed to start buying breastmilk and drinking it! I got out a mirror to look at the top of my head. Sure enough, that balding spot was filling in!

And the next day, it looked even fuller. I was stunned.

Then, I realized something else as I turned to leave the bathroom and accidentally knocked my razor onto the ground. I stared at that razor, and realized that I hadn’t used it in three days. Usually, after three days without shaving my face, I would have an even coating of stubble across my cheeks and chin and upper lip. But now, there was only some patchy bits of soft stubble, like I had when I was sixteen.

I looked at my arms and saw that my arm hair had thinned out—and also my leg hair.

I decided to shave away the patchy stubble on my face, so I wouldn’t look so… pubescent. I wasn’t upset about the flimsy facial hair—it was a tiny price to pay for the return of my head hair… and, of course, not dying from cancer.

Later that day, I received an email from the research office. I had another appointment scheduled for Monday: another fifteen-to-twenty-minute ‘feeding’. I blushed all over: a little embarrassed, but also a little bit excited to get to suck on the breasts of a beautiful woman. No, I wasn’t into drinking breastmilk… but what guy doesn’t want a huge pair of tits mashed into his face?

On Saturday, the chest pains started to return, filling me with an anxiety and dread. A great deal of my hope and optimism fluttered away as I realized I still had terminal cancer. Sure, there was still hope… but those awful pains were an awful reminder that there was a very, very good chance that I would be dead before Christmas.


CHAPTER 3
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My next appointment was a bit different than the first. This time, before I could ‘feed’, they had me strip down and change into a loose gown. They tested my vitals and took a sample of my blood.

“I have to inspect your genitals, Lou,” the young male researcher said to me. “I’m sorry if this is uncomfortable for you, but it’s necessary for our research.”

I blushed, but tried to act nonchalant. “Whatever you have to do,” I said.

He had an assistant come out for this portion of the exam. The researcher watched a little screen, which displayed a series of numbers. The woman assistant got onto her knees and gently placed little pads on my cock and balls, attached to wires, which fed into that machine that the doctor watched. “You will feel a vibration,” said the woman. She had a smooth, sensual sort of voice.

“Okay,” I said.

The vibration was way more intense than I was anticipating. I gasped loudly. She put a hand on my thigh. “Just relax.”

My penis began to throb. After the shock wore off, that vibration was actually quite… pleasant… really pleasant. It felt so good that I let a little moan slip.

“Um, I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s kind of… stimulating me.”

“Yes, that’s the idea,” the doctor said casually.

After a moment, I was erect. My cock was rock hard and throbbing in front of both of them. The vibrating continued.

“Reduced rigidity,” the doctor mumbled. “Seven-point-eight. Testicles reading six.”

While the vibration continued, the woman researcher took a small band and fit it around my ball sack. She read out a reading off the band: presumably the circumference of my balls. The doctor jotted the number down.

“Um,” I said, digging my fingers into that little bed. “I, uh, think…” I was so humiliated to say it, but I had to warn them. “The vibrating is going to make me… you know.”

They ignored me.

I cleared my throat. “If you keep that on, I’m going to… ejaculate.”

“That’s fine, Lou. We’re just getting our measurements.” Then, he turned to the woman and said, “Sample collector ready?”

“Yes.”

She rolled a condom-like thing onto the tip of my cock. It had a large bubble at the end.

“Rigidity up to an eight,” he said. “Still reduced. That’s good.”

Then, I came into that little balloon. I felt so awkward, so humiliated, ejaculating in front of two strangers.

They didn’t seem to care. “Smaller than average volume,” the woman said with a mundane tone of voice.

“Good,” the doctor said. “It’s all consistent. That’s good.”

The woman peeled the balloon off of my cock and she poured the cum into a little vial. “I’ll run the sample.”

“Thanks, Trish.”

Trish left with my cum, and the doctor smiled at me. “Sorry about that. It’s a test we have to run weekly. It’s all part of what we have to submit to the funding board. I hope that wasn’t too awkward for you.”

“N—No. That was fine,” I lied.

Those chest pains were bad—until a few minutes later, when Mary-Anne, the wet nurse, arrived for my ‘feeding’. I was propped onto my side on that table, and I drank from her fat, swollen, veiny tits, until I was full of sweet, tangy milk.

Then, those pains were gone. I had a strangely clear mind. I had energy that I didn’t have since after my last ‘feeding’. Mary-Anne smiled at me as she tied up her lab coat.

Then, the doctor said, “That’s all for today, Lou. We’ll be in touch.”

I stood up, then he raised a finger. “Oh. I should also mention… Now that you’ve had two doses, you’re going to notice some… side-effects. Side-effects are expected with all treatments, experimental or otherwise. I hope you understand that. You may experience some diarrhea. You may have bouts of nausea. Light-headedness is normal. If you feel faint, that’s normal too—but if you actually pass out, please call our office. Some abdominal pains are normal. Changes to your libido—also normal. Some people lose their libido, and others find they have more libido than ever before.”

“Okay,” I said.

“But Lou…” he said. “Don’t be worried if you look down and notice… that things are smaller down there. You’re consuming a good deal of lab-synthesized hormones. Testicular shrinkage is normal. Reduced rigidity of erections—also normal. Your penis may even shrink considerably from its usual size.”

“O—Okay. But that’s just temporary, right?”

The doctor stared at me for a long moment. “It might be. This is all very experimental right now, Lou.”

My heart skipped a beat. Now, I was feeling a bit of that nausea he mentioned, but I don’t think it was related to the feeding.

In the morning, I checked my cock before checking anything else. Sure enough, it seemed a whole lot smaller than I remembered it being.


CHAPTER 4
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Ispent a few minutes massaging myself between the legs, stimulating an erection—but I wasn’t able to get much of an erection; it was still somewhat soft... and small. It seemed so skinny and short. And my ballsack was so tiny-looking.

I was blushing all over.

I looked in the mirror and noticed that I still didn’t have a touch of stubble on my face, and I hadn’t shaved in four days. My facial hair had completely stopped growing. At least the hair on my head was coming in as thick as it was when I was fourteen—and it was growing abnormally fast.

There were other side effects. I suddenly started crying, and just couldn’t stop myself. I wept for nearly thirty minutes, just feeling totally overwhelmed with emotions. When I finally stopped crying, I looked in the mirror and noticed that my muscle definition was pretty much gone. I was still skinny, but now, my body looked soft all over, as if my muscles had deteriorated and a thin layer of fat had formed over everything.

I tried not to think too much about the side-effects. I could only hope that they were all temporary… except the hair on my head; I wanted that to stay how it now was.

But even if they were permanent changes to my body, this was still better than dying. Now, I had no pains anywhere in my body. I had energy. I felt happy and motivated to go out and live life. So that’s what I did; for the first time in weeks, I put on some sneakers and I went out, just to be outside, to walk around, to enjoy the sunshine before the weather turned cold for the season.

It was actually a nice outing—something I probably should have been doing more often. But it took a very awkward turn when I was walking by the public outdoor gym, and I looked over to see a topless man doing chin-ups on a chin-up bar.

I paused, seeing beads of sweat trickling down his bulging muscles. He was extremely fit, wearing nothing but a pair of tiny black short-shorts. The muscles on his back were so… defined. As he pulled himself up, they grew and bulged and he just looked so… manly.

I stood there, mesmerized, unable to look away from his physique. He dropped down from the bar and stretched his arms out before wiping the sweat from his face. From the angle I was standing, I could see the contour of his large dick in those little workout shorts. I stared at it, stunned by how big it looked. A tingling filled my whole body. I bit down on the corner of my bottom lip. I felt like I had to cross my legs, to contain my sudden surge of… horniness.

He turned and looked at me. I gasped and spun away. Now, beads of sweat were forming on my forehead. I turned around and headed straight home; my outing was over.

Sadly, that wasn’t even the weirdest thing to happen to me that day.

When I got home, I was sweaty, heart still racing from that curious moment at the outdoor gym. I took off my clothes and got into the shower, which I made cold so that I could shock some sense into my system. As I rubbed soap all over my body, I paused, hands on my chest, noticing that my pecs were unusually… fatty. Usually, I had some small muscles there, but now, there was just fat-like tissue. And when I pressed my hands on my chest, an intense tingling made me gasp. I looked down and instantly noticed my nipples, which had doubled in size, and were now pushing outwards.

I turned dark red. This was a side-effect that I did not care for.

Out of the shower, I put on a t-shirt, but the nipples were so big, they pushed against the shirt so painfully obviously. I tried a sweater, but even still with the thicker fabric, my fattened nipples wanted to be known. I ended up wrapping a band around my chest to press everything down, so that I could wear a shirt without having everyone see my fat nipples—because I had to go to work.

I’d taken two weeks off, using up all of my vacation time. I hadn’t told my boss that I’d been diagnosed with cancer. I hadn’t told anybody. But now, vacation time was up, and I had to show my face at work.

It started out just fine. My female coworkers immediately noticed my hair. “Did you get plugs?” one asked.

“No,” I said.

“Your hair is so… full!”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I stopped drinking soda. Maybe that did it,” I said with an awkward smile.

One of my coworkers ran her fingers through my hair. “Your hair is so thick, Lou,” she said.

I blushed and smiled. I went to my desk and saw the huge pile of work that I needed to catch up on. Honestly, I was happy to have the distraction from all of the stress of the past few weeks—and especially from the weird side-effects that I’d been dealing with.

But I didn’t make it long, hiding from those side effects.

Lillian, one of the younger hires in the office, came in a bit late. She was wearing a knee-high sundress with a floral print, and on her feet were a pair of strappy heeled sandals, as if she was heading off to the beach later.

There was something about the way Lillian crossed her legs and let her foot dangle down next to her, swaying playfully from side to side while she checked her emails… I found myself mesmerized, but not in an aroused sort of way, like the awkward incident at the outdoor gym. No—this time, I was just in awe of those cute sandals: the way that they framed her feet, the way that they seemed to highlight her white nail polish, which was so shiny and fresh. And the way she made her foot elegantly dance from side to side with those small playful kicks—it was just so feminine. I even caught myself mimicking the motion with my own foot under my desk.

I forced myself to look away, but every few minutes, I would realize that I’d been hypnotized again by that dangling foot, looking so damn cute, so elegant, so womanly. And that got me noticing other little details, like the way she had her hair half-curled and half-straightened in a boho-beach kind of way. She had a ribbon in her hair, white to match the nail polish on her fingers and toes. I noticed the way her eyebrows were shaped: something I’d never noticed before, on any woman. She clearly spent time in front of the mirror plucking every hair that wasn’t within the allowed confines. That got me wondering what my eyebrows would look like with a bit of attention.

Then I noticed the eyeliner—not just the black that flicked out towards her temples, but the white that started about halfway and came in towards her nose. It was so elegant, so perfect. I wondered how long she spent getting it that way. And the soft pink shadow! I almost didn’t notice! It was such a subtle but cute effect! Oh God, and there was a sparkle in there: some sort of highlight.

As I stared, my chest began to tingle. I felt like the binding hiding my nipples had tightened, and now was trying not to break open. So I went to the bathroom to adjust it. When I took it off, I noticed those chest lumps were… bigger. Or was I imagining it? I grabbed them with my palms and gave them a little bounce. Surely it was just in my head. And if not—it was surely temporary…

Back in the office, I began to notice Lillian again. I noticed the little rings on her fingers. I noticed the white pearl necklace, that was surely chosen to match the white ribbon and the white polish. I noticed the gleam on her shins: freshly shaved, and probably carefully moisturized. There were so many small details that I just never thought to notice before—not the least of which was her posture. She was sitting so carefully upright, refusing to let herself slouch. There was something so feminine about how she sat. I caught myself mimicking that posture, and it was exhausting after just a couple of minutes. But she was committed to staying like that, because she was committed to being as beautiful as possible.

I got almost no work done through the day. If it wasn’t Lillian’s appearance stealing my attention, it was Georgia across the office, wearing a little dress with skinny straps. The dress didn’t fully hide her lacy red bra. It was undoubtedly a sexual expression. She kept letting the dress strap fall over her shoulder so she could, with a dainty reach, push the strap back up. That little move was so feminine. Normally, I would have started imagining myself fucking her in the bathroom—but now, I found myself instead miming that little movement, almost imagining myself in her shoes.

And speaking of her shoes! She was wearing red heels, which were tall. I’d never noticed a pair of women’s shoes before, but this pair I really couldn’t look away from. I couldn’t understand why all women didn’t wear shoes like those. My God, they were so perfect. They had a way of… perfecting her body.

And the highlights in her hair—I’d never noticed them before either, but⁠—

“Lou,” my boss said, tapping me on the shoulder.

“Huh?” I said, snapping out of my daze.

“What’s going on? I sent you an urgent report over an hour ago, and I haven’t heard back from you. Are you even logged into your email client?”

“Yeah, I, uh… I was trying to finish up this report.”

He gazed at my screen. “The Patterson report? Weren’t you working on that this morning?”

“There were some, uh… irregularities that I had to go back and check.”

He stared at me. “If something comes in as urgent, you need to treat it as urgent. You know that, Lou. I shouldn’t have to be telling you of all people this.”

“I know. I’m sorry.”

He smiled. “Vacation brain,” he said. “We all get it. Just don’t let it stick around for too long.”

“Yes, sir.”

But those weird ‘feelings’ didn’t just go away. The next day, I was once again mesmerized by Lillian’s attire. She was wearing a whole new ensemble, and I was obsessed with checking out all of the little intricate details that I would have normally missed. And Georgia was once again wearing something borderline inappropriate for the office, but I found myself mesmerized by her ability to create sex appeal by showing off certain parts of her body, and hiding others.

Walking home, I kept getting distracted by things I never noticed before: outfits in shop windows… all female. When I saw a truly beautiful woman, I would stop and gaze at her—not to check her out, but to try to understand what she was doing to be so beautiful. I was beginning to understand how women created outfits, how they paired tops and bottoms, how they picked shoes and accessories, how they chose to style their hair. And I was starting to notice the lazy ladies too: ones who didn’t put in any effort, ones who didn’t think about what went with what.

And again, I passed that outdoor gym. This time, I stopped at a safe distance and watched as the topless, sweaty men did their workouts. My heart raced as various emotions swirled around inside of me. I was… turned on… but I wasn’t gay. At least I wasn’t gay before. But this new drug seemed to be altering my perspective. I could feel my focus shifting from my usual fascinations over to fascinations that seemed to belong to a woman. I even heard myself moan when I watched one of the men pulling himself up on a bar, making all of the muscles of his back flex.

As I stood there, I found myself imagining taboo thoughts: picturing myself bent over with those men behind me. I imagined them clutching me with their big hands, holding me with their strong grips, thrusting into me with their veiny, rigid cocks.

Oh God, where were these thoughts coming from?

I noticed a young man looking at me. I blinked a few times, and realized he was staring at my chest. I looked down and saw two wet spots over my nipples. I blushed all over and I zipped away, rushing home.

Once inside, I removed my shirt and saw that some sort of fluid had leaked through my binding and through my shirt. When I removed everything, I saw the culprit: my nipples were dripping a thin white substance…

Milk.

The nipples were puffier than ever before. When I gently pinched them, literal drops of what I can only assume were milk came out. If I pinched harder, I could shoot little streams of milk a whole foot across the room.

“Oh God,” I groaned.

At the mirror, I saw that my ‘pecs’ now had more mass, but it wasn’t muscle. “It can’t be…” I whispered. They almost looked like boobs.

Heart racing, I picked up the phone and called the research clinic. I waited on hold. Then, when the young man in charge of my experimental trial finally answered, I froze up. I was so humiliated—too embarrassed to admit that I was growing breasts and fantasizing about men. “Is everything alright, Lou?” he asked.

I stuttered. “Um,” I said. “I’m just having some… side-effects.”

“Side-effects are normal,” he said. “Are you worried that you’re struggling to breathe? Are you feeling abdominal pains that are sharp?”

“No. Nothing like that. But… uh…” I just couldn’t bring myself to say it.

“If you’re worried that it’s an emergency, go to the hospital. Otherwise, just try to take note of any side-effects, so we can log them into our reports.”

“Okay,” I said. I just couldn’t say it. It was too humiliating.
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My third appointment was much like my second. This time, they fondled my chest and gently pinched my nipples to make milk drip out. I was red all over as they squirted some milk into a little sample cup. “Colour is normal,” the doctor said, swirling the milk around in that little cup. “No pink. Healthy opaqueness.”

“Is that… normal?” I asked.

He smiled and nodded his head. “You’re consuming a great deal of female hormones. Oestrogen, progestogen, and, of course, testosterone blockers, because testosterone can actually help cancer grow, so we try to dampen that effect. Our wet nurse takes a large dose of Domperidone to help keep her supply up, and that can affect hormones, of course. And then there is, of course, the Amperladeline—the actual agent working to destroy the cancer cells; it binds in hormonal receptors and works in its own curious way. Don’t worry about the side effects, Lou. You’re gaining precious years of your life back. In fact, I think we’re ready to schedule an MRI to check on the progress of your cancer.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

“But first, let’s finish the test.”

The female research assistant put on a rubber glove and gently pinched my left nipple. She began to gently roll and massage it, which was uncomfortable at first… but then it started to feel nice.

“Take note of what Clarissa is doing right now, Lou,” said the young researcher. “She’s stimulating milk production by massaging the nipples. You should do this at least four times each day. When you stimulate milk production, you’re increasing your body’s hormone production, and the Amperladeline binds to hormone receptors. I know that sounds complicated—but long story short, the drug works better when you’re more hormonal.”

By the time she was done playing with my nipples, milk was practically gushing out of me, dripping down my chest and abdomen. They gave me a towel to clean myself up.

Then it was time to test my genitals again. They needed a semen sample, but they also needed to test the rigidity of my erection, and its ‘arousal response’ to stimulation, so they attached vibrating pads all over and ran their tests until I was groaning and cumming into their sample cum.

God, it felt so good… especially because I hadn’t ejaculated in almost a week. I’d tried—but failed to get my cock hard. Their little vibrating pads seemed to do the trick, but massaging myself and watching porn didn’t seem to do much. I was able to get a semi-erection, but not able to make myself cum.

The researcher made a comment on the large volume of cum. “Have you not been relieving yourself, Lou?”

With a red face, I admitted that I couldn’t.

“Reduced libido?” he asked.

I wanted to lie and say ‘yes’, but I knew it was important to tell the truth. “No. My libido is high. It’s just… I can’t make myself, uh… cum.” I didn’t admit that naked women no longer turned me on—but as soon as I saw a sweaty, topless, ripped male, I was throbbing.

“Ah yes,” he said. “I understand the issue. If penile stimulation isn’t working, you should try prostate stimulation. I would recommend stopping at a store on the way home to buy a prostate stimulating device. You can insert it anally and stimulate your prostate until you ejaculate. Stimulating the prostate will actually help with increasing your natural hormonal production. Everything we can do to make the Amperladeline more effective, we should do it. Now, let’s get you feeding so we can send you on your way.”

Mary-Anne came in and took off her robe. I latched onto her nipple and sucked until I was full.

The researchers scheduled me an MRI for the following day.

And just twenty-four hours later, I received the best news of my life. “The cancer is almost completely gone, Lou.”

I thought for a moment that I was dreaming. It was so surreal, going from a death sentence to a new lease on life in a matter of a few weeks. “W—What?” I said.

“The cancer is receding,” my doctor told me. “That trial must be working. This is fantastic news, Lou.”

“T—Thank you,” I said.

It took a good couple of hours before I was able to convince myself that the phone call with my doctor had been real. Was I actually going to live?

I was so thrilled that I didn’t even care about what I’d seen in the mirror that morning: tits.

There was no longer any denying that the soft lumps on my chest were breasts. They’d grown into something like a B-cup. If I jumped, they bounced and jiggled. Even bound up, they still looked like breasts, so I had to wear baggy shirts.

And I was still horrified about the state of my penis, which I could no longer make hard. It had shrunk to about half its normal size—my balls too. I wasn’t sure how I would ever be with a woman again… assuming I could make myself attracted to women again. If a woman saw my tiny penis, she would surely burst into a fit of laughter.

Okay, so I shouldn’t say that I couldn’t make it hard. I should say that I couldn’t make it hard by stroking and massaging it. I couldn’t make it hard by watching porn or by looking at pictures of sexy woman (or even men). But I could make it hard by penetrating myself with that ‘prostate massager’, which was just a vibrating dildo. When I hit that sweet-spot just right, my cock would become rock-hard instantly, and I could have two or three or four consecutive orgasms: cumshot after cumshot, without stopping between. I will admit that it felt incredible—better than any orgasm I’d had before… but the humiliation and self-shame seemed to negate the pleasure.

I didn’t tell any of this to the researchers; I couldn’t stand the shame of admitting it—but I’m sure they knew. At my next appointment, they measured the volume of my ‘breasts’. They milked me and ran tests on the milk. I was told that I was carrying high levels of the drug, Amperladeline, and that was, apparently, a very good sign.

They ran tests on my genitals, using vibrating pads and pulses to make me cum, and they tested my cum. They told me that my semen had an extremely high potency of Amperladeline. “This may sound gross and uncomfortable, but when you ejaculate, you may consider…” The researcher paused before continuing. “Well, you may just want to consider consuming your ejaculate. I know that sounds very… taboo—but if you can maximize the reabsorption of the Amperladeline, you’ll be even better positioned to complete eradicate your cancer.”

I will admit that I tried it that evening, on my bed, on my back, with that prostate stimulator in my asshole. I came into a little cup and quickly sipped it up while it was still warm, and before it could be weakened by the oxygen in the air.

I was given a website to visit: a community for people who had my exact same cancer. It was a support group, and there was a forum on the website with lots of handy information—including a private section for patients who had been accepted into that very same trial as me. I was so relieved to read about other men who had found themselves experiencing similar episodes of feminization.

There was one poster who started by asking, “Has anyone else acted on their temporary attraction to men?”

His post went on with a story:

“For weeks, I was fighting strong, hormonal feelings towards men, but I finally caved the other night, and I’m not sure what to think of what happened. For a whole week, everyone had been confusing me for a woman. Sure, my hair had gotten long, and my figure had become quite curvy and girly…

“I ended up putting on a bit of makeup. I shaved my legs and stole a dress from my girlfriend’s closet. I went out, just to see what people would think when they saw me. I wasn’t even out for fifteen minutes before I was approached by a man. He asked if I wanted to go dancing with him. I didn’t tell him that I was a man too.

“I don’t know why, but I went dancing with him—just to… feel what it would feel like to be a girl. I let him lead. It was club music, so there was a lot of grinding. He was rock hard grinding against me, and I kind of liked it, so I let him do it for a while. The next thing I knew, we were kissing on the dance floor. He was squeezing my tits, which felt so good. The bra I was wearing soaked up so much milk.

“We ended up in the bathroom. I told him that I didn’t want to get pregnant, so he had to put it in my ass. I was super careful pulling my panties to the side so he could penetrate me. He was big, so it hurt a bit, but it felt so good, especially once he started thrusting. Every time he thrusted into me, milk gushed out of my boobs—like, everywhere. The floor had literal puddles on it when he was done, but he was too drunk to notice. My dress was soaked with milk.

“I’m ashamed that I cheated on my girlfriend. I don’t think I will tell her… but I’ve been thinking about doing it again. I’m just wondering if anyone else has struggled with their ‘desires’...”

One young man replied with a story of his own⁠—

“It happened with me too. My wife’s cousin was visiting. He’s a bodybuilder with enormous arms. He’s, like, a full foot and a half taller than me. Whenever he was close to me, I felt so submissive. His huge frame just made me feel so feminine in comparison.

“My wife fell asleep early one night, and I was sitting up with her cousin, watching the end of some action movie. I had my wife’s lingerie on under my clothes—which is something I’d been doing since the first week of my treatment. I don’t know why I did it, but I decided to lift up my shirt and reveal the lingerie. He looked at me and turned dark red. It felt so good to make him blush like that, so I slipped down my pants and revealed my shaved legs and fishnet stockings.

“He said nothing. He just laid me out and mounted me. He used spit as lube and he penetrated me with a cock that was nearly as big as my forearm. It was so hard not to scream, but I knew I couldn’t wake up my wife. Like with you: every time he thrusted into me, milk gushed out of my tits. He was into it. He grabbed my boobs and squeezed them, making milk gush everywhere. It pooled on my navel. He even leaned in and sucked my nipples, even though I warned him that the milk was full of Amperladeline. He didn’t swallow; he just spat it out—but he liked sucking the milk out of me—and I loved the way it felt. I must have ejaculated like eight or nine times.

“I’ll never tell my wife. I know she’ll leave me.”

And then there was another story from another user.

“I was at a music festival. If you go to music festivals a lot, then you know what a Dark Tent is. If you don’t know, it’s a place where sluts go to have sex with any stranger that wants to have sex.

“I found a little slutty outfit on the ground near the tent. I couldn’t help myself; I grabbed it and went into one of the tents and put it on. I’ll never tell anyone this outside of this thread… but I must have sucked fifteen or twenty cocks. Whenever they were hard in my mouth, my tits would start leaking milk, and it just felt so good—so I kept doing it. When they came in my mouth, milk would literally gush out of me. And I remembered reading that thread about how consuming semen can make the body produce an enormous amount of estrogen. I swallowed nearly two dozen loads in that Dark Tent.”

Reading these stories had my heart racing so fast… because I’d been having similar fantasies. I’d stopped and looked at night clubs and wondered if I could pass with a bit of makeup—at least enough to seduce some drunk guy. Those thoughts were more tempting every day.

And I’d been mistaken for a girl a couple of times. My hair had grown well beyond me needing a haircut, and certainly from behind, it looked feminine. Where I previously couldn’t grow hair, because of my male balding, now I had short little hairs that were almost like a curtain of bangs.

I’d found an eyeliner pen on the side of the road and I took it home. I’d been experimenting with it, making my heart flutter as I tried out different ideas. That led to me buying a few things at the drug store around the corner, just to see how I could look.

I kept scrolling through threads on that website, already feeling comforted knowing that other people were experiencing similar feelings.

Then, I found a thread that made my heart ache. “I wasn’t approved for the experimental trial,” was the headline. I read the post.

“I keep reading about people on here who were accepted into the trial, and now they’re cancer-free. My doctor submitted me, but they rejected me because they reached their monthly capacity. So… I guess I’m a goner in a few months.”

And there was another similar post. “How can I get into the trial if I was already denied?”

The post went on: “I was turned down because I smoke cigarettes. Apparently, they aren’t currently allowing smokers into the trial. I don’t want to die.”

Those words hit hard: ‘I don’t want to die’. That was so sad. There was a cure… but he wasn’t being allowed to have it. And there were many others like him.

I found a page that listed all the various meetups in the country. I saw that there was one quite close to me, and the next meeting was in just one day. So I sent in my RSVP.
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When I walked into the room, I was expecting to see more patients like me, on that trial. Instead, I saw six depressed men and four horrified women sitting in a quiet room. The meeting started with each person saying how long they had left to live. Many of them cried as they talked about their families… their children…

None of them were on that trial, and suddenly, I found myself feeling downright guilty. When it was my turn to speak, I felt awful saying, “I was put on the experimental trial, and my cancer has gone into remission.”

They all stared at me with big, quiet eyes. Some of them turned their heads down to look away from me.

“You guys should really get your doctors to submit you,” I said awkwardly.

“We all tried,” one man said before he was struck by a cramping chest pain that made him curl forward.

“I, uh, really hope that the trial expands and they let you all in,” I said. They all just looked down at the floor, making me feel like an asshole.

I kept my mouth shut for the rest of that meeting. I have to admit that I found myself regretting going to that meeting; I couldn’t help but feel like all of these dying people were under the impression that I was rubbing my trial acceptance into their faces. I really wasn’t. I was just hoping to meet people who were in a similar position to me.

I tried to sneak out quietly when the meeting was finished. I went to the back door and slipped out, but I didn’t make it far before a woman ran up and gently grabbed me by the wrist. I turned and saw her looking at me with huge, wide eyes. “Uh, hey,” I said.

She looked half-dead, with sunken eyes and thinning hair. She was trembling, hardly able to grasp me as she tried to stop me from leaving.

“Can I help you with something?”

“Are you lactating still?” She asked.

I felt my face turning red. “Um…”

“Please,” she said. “I’ll pay you. I’ll give you everything—if you’re still lactating. I know the trial makes you lactate. I read on the forum that Amperladeline is in the milk. Please—let me drink your milk.”

“Uh,” I said, overwhelmed. She looked so desperate, so hopeless. How could I say no to her? I was lactating… a lot. My breasts had grown to C-cups, and I had to change my binding three times each day, because the milk would soak right through.

“Please,” she said.

“Okay. Just, uh… let’s go to my place, okay?”

She nodded her head fast. We got into my car. It was a quiet ride. She was trembling all over. She looked like she was in her final few weeks of life. I had no idea if this was even going to work. When Mary-Anne fed me, they injected her with a dose of that Amperladeline. Now, I was just going to pass on whatever was in my system… and that probably wasn’t going to be enough to save her.

And what if it killed her? What if she wasn’t a candidate for the trial because of some wrong blood type or something? I didn’t want to be responsible for killing someone!

We got into my place. “Okay,” I said, looking around awkwardly. “How should we, uh… do this?”

She wasn’t willing to wait. She walked up to me and began unbuttoning my shirt. I stood there, frozen. She let the shirt fall to the floor. Then, she unwrapped my binding. She gasped at the sight of my breasts. She said nothing as she leaned in and latched her lips around my puffy nipple.

“Whoa,” I gasped, feeling her sucking. She was sucking hard—with desperation. I clenched up. My instinct was to push her back, but I tried to fight the instinct. I felt the milk flowing. I heard her let out a small moan.

Then, it started to feel kind of nice. I relaxed. I let her suck. After a few minutes, I felt something else: my cock was getting hard.

“Shit,” I whispered.

“What is it?” she asked.

“N—Nothing,” I said. “It’s just… I’ve never done this before.”

She went to the next breast and started suckling. “Oh God,” I groaned. It felt so nice to be sucked like that. My cock was rock hard. She didn’t notice… at first. But as she repositioned, my erect bulge brushed her. She looked up at me.

I blushed. “Sorry,” I said. “It’s just… It feels kind of nice, I guess.”

“Is it true that there is Amperladeline in your semen?” she asked.

I turned pale. I had no idea how to answer her.

“Um…” I said. “I mean… I think they test for that at my appointments.”

“And? Is it in it?”

“I think so.”

She dropped to her knees and started to fidget with my fly. I gasped. “W—What are you doing?”

“I’m giving you a blowjob. I promise it will feel good, okay?”

She quickly pulled my cock out and began to stuff it into her mouth. She didn’t comment on how small I was, but I could tell she noticed; there was a slight pause when she first saw it.

She was sucking, and it felt good, but I was losing my erection now. She tried sucking, but it wasn’t working. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“It’s the drug,” I said. “I can only get an erection if… well, if you suck my nipples, apparently. Or if…”

“What?”

“I have, uh… a prostate massager,” I admitted. I was humiliated, but she was desperate, and I didn’t want her to die. If she thought this would save her… then I could swallow my pride.

I fetched the device. She grabbed it from me. “Bend over,” she said.

I closed my eyes, trying to hide from the humiliation. She lubricated the dildo and pushed it into me. “Tell me when it feels best,” she said. She pumped and twisted and turned.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned when she found that spot.

She pumped it fast and hard, using all of her desperation. “Gentle,” I whimpered. “It’s so sensitive!”

“Tell me if you’re going to cum,” she said, reaching around to massage my fresh erection.

And I told her a few minutes later, when I felt the tingling pulses. She rushed around and pressed her lips around my tip, still with that dildo in my ass. I came in her mouth, and she swallowed every drop. Then, she was back on my breasts.

But I didn’t produce nearly as much as Mary-Anne. After just a couple minutes, I was empty again. So, with reluctance, I told the woman that I could come over and over with the prostate wand.

So she bent me over and fucked me with that wand for another ten minutes, until I told her I was cumming. Then, her lips were back on my tip, and my cum was spilling into her mouth.

She fed for another ten minutes. This time, her sucking my nipples was enough to make me cum—so she quickly got down and sucked up my third orgasm.

As you can guess, it was all very weird—and exhausting. Her long feeding sessions made me tired. She had me drained of energy after just an hour.

She begged me to let her stay the night, so she could feed again in the morning. I agreed. She slept on the couch and I took my bed. But in the middle of the night, she came into my room, got under the covers, and started suckling at my breasts, drinking until there was nothing left to drink. She fell asleep on the boob, and I fell asleep from pure exhaustion.
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She fed again in the morning—and that included another ass-fucking-blowjob-combination. She wiped her lips and stood up tall. Her face seemed much more full. Her eyes glistened. She looked fifteen years younger as she smiled. “I feel so, so good,” she said.

“Maybe it’s working,” I smiled.

“Can I come back—tonight?” she asked.

I paused. I didn’t want to refuse her, because her life was on the line… but I was so tired. I felt so weak. I felt like she’d literally sucked the energy out of me. “They usually only have me feed once a week,” I said.

“But I don’t have much time left,” she said with a desperate quickness. “I need what I can get, now.”

“I understand. I just… I need time to regenerate. You know?”

“Tomorrow morning then,” she said. “I’ll come early, before you have to work.”

I bit my tongue. “Okay, fine,” I said.

Later that evening, I had chest pains for the first time in weeks. They were intense and came suddenly. I felt out of breath, and then came the nausea. I felt so weak—and that weakness only got worse the next morning, when she came back to suck my breasts.

She asked if she could come again the next day. She looked so lively—so healthy. She was smiling and bouncing around. I felt sick. I was starting to feel just like I felt when I had full-blown Stage-Three cancer.

But I kept letting her feed, and I let her suck the cum from my cock, even though the researcher had told me to try to consume my own cum, to maximize reabsorption.

The weakness got worse over the next few days as she came back to feed over and over. Then, when it was finally time for me to go to the research office again, the young man looked at me with shock. “Lou. What happened to you?”

I didn’t tell him what I’d been doing, because I knew he wouldn’t approve of me giving that drug to someone who wasn’t on the trial. So I lied and said, “My, uh, chest has felt really full. So I’ve been…”

“Have you been pumping or expressing milk?” he said. “You really can’t do that, Lou. The Amperladeline is being largely stored in your mammary glands. Sure, it will naturally leak out in small doses, but you want to keep your breast tissue as full and milky as possible.”

I thought about the girl who had been feeding daily: Emma was her name. I felt like I was being forced to choose between Emma living and me living. How was that fair?

I was going to have to tell her that I couldn’t keep feeding her from my ‘breasts’… at least not as frequently.

They tested my semen and were concerned about the low volume and low Amperladeline reading. They decided not to test my milk after trying to pump milk out for a few seconds, seeing that there wasn’t much there to extract. “He needs everything he has,” the researcher said.

They brought in Mary-Anne, and they had me feed for twice as long, until I was literally too full to keep drinking from her gigantic breasts.

I felt better within the next couple of hours. The pains were going away. I had energy again. I selfishly hated the idea of letting Emma steal that energy away from me by drinking from my breasts.

I called her up. “They’re concerned about my progress on the trial,” I told her. “They don’t want me, uh, feeding others anymore.”

“But I need it to live, Lou,” she said to me with horror in her voice.

“I understand. But…” I took a deep breath and sighed. “That’s just what they said. When you feed, I get so weak. They said there’s hardly any Amperladeline in my system and it’s no longer fighting the cancer.”

“Please,” she said. “Just every few days. And Lou—I’m lactating now, from the Amperladeline. I’ll feed from you and you can feed from me. Let’s just try it. If it doesn’t work, then you can stop feeding me—but I need it to live, Lou. Please.”

I bit my tongue. “Okay.”

The next day, she came over. She gently took off my top and sucked from my nipples. I had to tell her to stop when I began to feel light-headed. Then, she gently pulled down her top. She was wearing no bra. Her small breasts looked round and full, with puffy, dripping nipples. She wasn’t nearly as productive as Mary-Anne. I sucked from Emma’s breasts for a few minutes before it was hard to suck milk out.

“That’s enough,” she said.

I felt a bit better. “Once a week,” I said. “That’s the best I can offer.”

She nodded in agreement, but she looked nervous. “I had an MRI today,” she said to me. “The cancer has been reduced by forty-percent. They called it a miracle.”

I smiled. Then, I thought of all the other people in that meeting room: all of those sad people dying from that same cancer. I wondered if I could help another one or two of them without it killing me.

My energy fluctuated over the next week. I knew that I would have been so much better if I kept all of that milk inside of me… but I couldn’t just selfishly keep it and let other people die. How could I live with myself knowing I could have saved someone’s life?

I got a message on that forum one night. “Hi there. I heard that you’re on the trial, and you were able to pass a few doses onto friend of mine.”

I was reluctant to answer. I had a feeling this user wanted the same thing from me, and I really wasn’t sure that I had it in me to give. “Yes,” I said.

“I was given two months to live, but they wouldn’t let me into the trial because of limited space. I’ll pay you anything you want if you would do the same thing for me. Please; I have kids.”

Of course I agreed, though my chest was already aching at the thought of going through those pains again.

I gave him my address, and he was there a few hours later. He was a larger guy: a good six inches taller than me, and a good fifty pounds heavier. “Oh,” he said when he saw me. “Emma told me you were a guy.”

“I am,” I said.

He turned dark red. “Oh. I’m sorry. You just look…”

“It’s the drug,” I blushed. It was true; my appearance had been changing slightly every day. My face really looked feminine. My long hair didn’t help—and neither did the breasts… or the widened hips.

“So how does this work? I just… drink from your… chest?”

“Yeah. The milk can’t touch the air, basically,” I said. “Or—as little contact as possible. And, uh… don’t drink too much, or I can get sick again.”

“Should we just get it done with?” he asked awkwardly. He was super-masculine… and I will admit that I was a bit turned on by the sight of his big tattooed biceps. He was wearing cologne, which made me tingle all over. But I knew those feelings were just a product of the drug that was inside of me.

I sat down on the couch and unbuttoned my shirt. I unclipped my bra (I had to switch to a bra from the bindings because my breasts had grown another cup size). His eyes lit up and he blushed all over. “You have… boobs.”

“You might get them too,” I told him. “Honestly… it’s a small price to pay.”

“I read about guys getting them removed,” he said. “I just didn’t think… I mean, they’re so big.”

“They’re big from Emma sucking on them,” I said. “They weren’t that big before. Since she’s started feeding, they’ve swelled twice the size.” I sighed. “Okay. Just… start drinking.”

He got onto the couch and put his head on the pillow on my lap, putting his lips perfectly in line with my nipple. He started to suck, giggling nervously at first.

He had a strong attachment. He sucked hard, making the milk flow in strong gushes. He groaned at first, tasting the sweetness of the milk. Then, he became more comfortable. He sucked more and more. I let out a moan.

Then, I noticed that I had placed my hand on his arm, feeling his bicep. I bit down on my tongue. His muscles were so hard… and so… sweaty.

He kept drinking. I felt my cock getting hard, underneath his head. I knew it was probably time to cut him off, but it felt so good, so I let him suck. My cock was tingling and pulsing. I groaned and squirmed—and then I felt gushing: between my legs. He was making me cum. “Shit,” I whispered.

“What is it?” He asked, looking up at me.

“N—Nothing,” I said.

I looked down his body, and then, in his little workout shorts, I noticed a hard bulge. Was he erect?

I stared for a long moment, and then I noticed that I was caressing his hard muscles. His sucking made me cum again. Now, there was a big wet gooey puddle under that pillow, dripping all over my thighs.

I still didn’t want him to stop.

“Oh God, keep sucking,” I groaned.

He eyed me with a curious look. I saw redness on his face. The next thing I knew, he was laying me out. He reached down and pulled my shorts down, and then he pulled my cum-soaked panties down, leaving long strands of gooey cum on my thighs.

He smeared his erection through my cum and then pushed it into my asshole. He was shaking with nervousness as he began to thrust into me. He leaned back in and kept sucking my breasts.

“Oh God,” I groaned. I could feel milk now spraying into his mouth: shooting with each thrust into me. He sucked it all up and drank it. He fucked me so hard that I came onto my abdomen. I reached down and wiped the cum up with my fingers, and then put my fingers into my mouth, so I could keep a bit of that Amperladeline in my system.

He came in me, which felt so amazing, and so wet, and so messy. I groaned and trembled. He pulled out slowly. I was in ecstasy on that couch. He looked down at me as he wiped his forehead. He was silent for a while, and then he said, “Thanks for that.”

“My pleasure,” I whispered. I felt like my voice now sounded girly, as if he’d fucked the last bit of masculinity out of me.

Emma came over the next day for her feeding. When she was finished, I felt so empty. I could feel my life-force leaving my body. I wasn’t sure I could keep doing this… but I couldn’t just let people die. Could I?


CHAPTER 8
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Word got out. Within a week, I had more people interested in drinking from my breasts, which had grown even more from all of the feeding. The constant draining of my milk was forcing my breasts to produce even more milk. The Amperladeline was being diluted, so people had to drink even more, so my body responded by making even more milk—so my tits were huge.

Finding a bra to hold them was hard.

I started dressing as a woman, simply because it was too embarrassing to try to pass as a man, with large breasts… and it wasn’t just the breasts—it was also my hips, which had packed on quite a bit of mass, while my waist and curiously shrunk. My bum was getting fuller, but my legs had lost some muscle mass, so my frame just looked more feminine. My hair was long, and sure, I could have cut it… but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

And I will admit that I was very, very drawn to the idea of wearing women’s clothing; the urges came with the Amperladeline; I read many similar stories online of people having similar urges.

Once I embraced dressing like a girl, a huge amount of stress was instantly relieved from my life. I was no longer constantly worried people would think I was a girl… because now, I was just passing as a girl. Even my voice had softened and the pitch had gone up, maybe because my balls had shrivelled up to a quarter of their original size.

A woman showed up at my door, nearly in tears, begging me to let her feed. She told me she had kids who needed her. “Please. I want to live,” she said.

I was in so much pain. I was so weak. But I let her into my place and let her latch onto my breasts, and she fed. Later that day, Emma was back for another feeding. She was bright and spunky and healthy, not looking like a cancer patient whatsoever. She was smiling and humming as she got ready for her feeding. I wished I had the same enthusiasm.

She sucked for a long, long time. After about fifteen minutes, the nipple stimulation became… sexual. I got hard. She seemed to pick up on my arousal, and decided to tease me a little bit, tickling my nipple with the tip of her tongue. She giggled as she did it—and the teasing made my cock gush cum into my panties. I think she was trying to ‘reward’ me for helping her, but what I really needed was a break from all this feeding.

The researchers were confused… because I wasn’t telling them what I was doing; I knew they would be upset—and they might have even cut me off of their program for disobeying their recommendations. “It’s so strange,” they said. “You were recovering so optimally… and now your cancer is starting to come back.”

My heart raced when he told me my cancer was returning. The dread was even worse when he said, “We may have to remove you from the program, so we can get you on a more traditional chemotherapy. If the Amperladeline isn’t working, that may be your best chance.”

I wanted to tell him the truth, so I could stay with the program, but I was too scared to admit that I’d been ‘feeding’ people outside of the program.

I didn’t they they would actually remove me from the program. I thought that I could just take a week off of feeding others, and then show up the next week healthy again… but it didn’t shake out that way. An hour after I left, I received an e-mail from the researchers letting me know I was being ‘discharged’ from the trial, and that my doctor would reach out to me with details about going into chemo.

And it got worse…

I called Emma, who answered the phone full of life and vitality. “I’m going to need you to help me,” I said.

Before I could go on, she shared the big news: “I’m cancer-free!”

“That’s amazing. But, uh, I’m going to need you to feed me, while the Amperladeline is still in your breasts.”

“Oh,” she said, suddenly sounding upset. “I, uh… I can’t really risk losing this progress.”

“But… I fed you, and you took the Amperladeline from me.”

“I didn’t take all of it. I only took a little, Lou. You were feeding others on the side. You can’t punish me for that.”

“But I need help. I’m off the trial. I’m not getting Amperladeline anymore.”

She was silent for a long moment before saying, “I have to run, Lou. I’m sure you’ll be okay.”

But I wasn’t okay. I called the others, and they told me the same thing: “I just can’t risk going back to being sick.”

Why did nobody want to help me? I saved five of them from cancer. I gave them everything I had, and now I was the one dying, and nobody would help me…

The symptoms worsened over the next few days. I could feel the swelling cancer inside of my lungs, eating away, making it harder and harder to breathe.

A new MRI gave me the bad news. “It’s back, Lou,” my doctor said. “I don’t get this… but there it is. We’ll get you started on chemo, to give you a few extra months. That may be the best we can do for you. If I were you, I would, uh… start planning end of life arrangements.”

I turned pale. I couldn’t believe that this was happening again… and nobody was willing to help me.

I drove to the research clinic, but wasn’t able to get past the front door. Security stopped me. “You need clearance to get in.”

One of the security officers had his eyes on my giant tits the whole time. Those breasts hadn’t reduced in size—and I was still lactating. I read that the lactating would continue for as long as year… so the rest of my life, I guess.

I tried lying, saying I was part of the trial. They called the researchers upstairs, and then they sent me away.

I tried tracking down Mary-Anne, so I could pay her to let me feed secretly, but I simply was not able to find her anywhere. I was starting to wonder if her name was even actually Mary-Anne, or if that was just a fake name they fed me.

My life was truly falling apart before my eyes. I felt like I was being punished by God for doing something good: for helping other people. But maybe that was the wrong perspective. Maybe I was being punished for taking a gift from God and carelessly regifting it to a bunch of strangers—like the time I found out that my father gave the toaster I gifted him for Christmas to his aunt, because he needed a last-minute birthday present.

What could I do?

I had to do something…

I knew that there was Amperladeline in that building. I knew they kept in some back room, where they would inject it into Mary-Anne before she came out to feed me. I just had to go inside and get some… and then find some lactating woman to allow me to feed.

I watched that building for days, taking note of the security guard rotations, and their patrol schedule. I was definitely sure that I could get into the building unnoticed… but then how would I get up the elevator? The elevator required card access… and then the research office was surely going to be locked. Maybe I could smash the lock to get in… and I could smash stairwell locks as well. I would need some sort of powerful tool to do it.

Or…

I recognized the security guard who was on duty most nights: the one who ogled my breasts when I was begging to be let in. Maybe…

Just maybe…

I had to try.

I made a trip to the mall and spent a good chunk of cash at Victoria’s Secret, buying some sassy lingerie that perfectly it my figure. I put an overcoat on over the lingerie, waited until around midnight, and then I made my way down to that building.

I thought that the mission was going to be tricky. I thought that I was going to have to be persuasive and I would have to lie my ass off just to have the slightest chance…

But the guard recognized me instantly as I began walking up. He looked me up and down and said, “Are you about to try to seduce me?”

I froze, embarrassed. I tried to speak, but he beat me to it.

“You want to seduce me so that you can go in and steal some experimental medicine?”

“W—Why don’t we just start by, uh… having a little…” I was so caught off guard by his perfect assessment of my plan.

“Look,” he laughed. “Let me see what you’ve got. Open the coat.”

I opened the coat, showing him my huge leaking breasts in that tight lingerie.

“A blowjob and as anal,” he said, turning red. “And I’ll go up and fetch whatever it is you want for you.”

It was shockingly easy to use sex appeal to get what I wanted. I almost felt guilty about how easy it was.

Letting a stranger fuck me was nothing new; two of my male ‘feeders’ had ended up fucking me; the Amperladeline from my breasts made them horny (as it did with me, but I was able to control myself better than others), and they couldn’t help but make a move.

So I knew what it felt like to be fucked. Sucking his cock was a bit weird, but it seemed like a tiny price to pay for a chance at living. He didn’t last long once he was in my tush. I hardly felt him cum, but I felt the cum dripping out of me after he pulled out. He was red all over, looking embarrassed—maybe because he didn’t last as long as he would have liked, or because he failed to give me an orgasm… or maybe because he knew he was fucking a male the whole time, and it wasn’t until he had post-nut clarity that he really realized what he’d done.

But that wasn’t my problem. “Fourth floor, office 408,” I said. “There should be a drug labelled Amperladeline. I need as much of it as you can grab.”

I waited twenty minutes. He returned with a plastic grocery bag, and inside were vials of Amperladeline. “They were in a fridge,” he said. “So you better get them to a fridge fast.”

I thanked him and rushed home, which wasn’t far. I blasted the air conditioner the whole way, even though it had me trembling. I had to keep that drug ‘alive’.

Next, I had to find someone willing to help me. I called Emma and told her that I had injectable Amperladeline. “Would you inject it and feed me?” I asked. “After everything I did for you?”

She was hesitant, but agreed. We met up the very next day. She injected a full needle of the condensed liquid Amperladeline. We waited twenty minutes, based on what we’d read online, in that forum. Then, she pulled out her large breasts and I latched on. She was a big producer. Every little suck made huge gushes of milk pour into my mouth. She told me that she felt tingly all over.

She kept telling me how nervous she was that this would harm her progress. I sucked for twenty minutes, and then we agreed to stop for the day. Within an hour, I was feeling amazing again—and I knew, deep down, that this was going to work, as long as I had someone to inject themselves and feed me.

Four days later, I got another one of my original feeders to help me. She agreed to inject herself one time and let me feed for twenty minutes. While I was feeding, I heard her moaning: an intense orgasm from the nipple stimulation. I don’t know why I did it, but I ended up reaching down and gently fingering her while I fed. Maybe I was trying to ‘reward’ her for helping me, or maybe I just couldn’t help myself; the Amperladeline made me horny too.

She gushed all of my fingers. I fed until she wasn’t comfortable with me taking anymore, and then we parted ways.

My third helper, a week later, was a male—though it was hard to recognize him now. I hadn’t seen him in weeks. The Amperladeline had changed him, much like it had changed me. His hair had grown quite a bit. His frame had changed. Feminine features had begun to emerge. Even his voice wasn’t the same. He gently opened his shirt, blushing all over because nobody had seen what had formed: a small pair of breasts, with fat perky nipples. I latched gently and sucked. His milk was sweet. His erection was obvious as soon as I was sucking.

I remembered being told about the Amperladeline in semen… so I looked up at him. Our gazes met. His eyes flashed. I smiled and bit my lip—and he did the same.

So I went down on him and gave him a nice five-minute blowjob. I swallowed the thick gushing that ended up on my tongue, and then I went back to feeding.

This went on for a few weeks. I had tons of that injectable Amperladeline; I was sure I had enough to rid myself of that cancer.

I received a call from Emma. She wanted to let me know that a new MRI had officially cleared her of any signs of cancer. “I’d be happy to let you feed from me for at least a few weeks,” she said.

So I ended up spending a lot of time with Emma—even staying the night, as she had done with me. Feedings often turned into sex; the Amperladeline had us both extremely horny—and she would always notice my erections when I started feeding. She apologized to me for not allowing me to feed back when I was desperate. “I just… I’d come so far, and I was afraid of losing my progress,” she said. “I had no access to Amperladeline—aside from what I got from you—so if I lost my progress, everything you did for me would have been for nothing. It wasn’t easy to say no to you. But I’m so happy that I’ve been able to help you.”

I wasn’t upset with her—or with anyone who had turned me down, because Emma was right: had I carelessly fed without those injections of Amperladeline, I would have been undoing what I’d done for them, without even guaranteeing my own survival.

It was a full month later when I went in for another MRI, and I received similar news to what Emma received. “I don’t see any cancer at all,” my doctor said, astonished.

Still, I spent a few more weeks feeding, just to be safe, to make sure every last cell of that cancer was gone. I also decided to stay with Emma, so that I could always feed if necessary—and so she could feed if necessary… and because I’d really started liking her. I liked spending time with her. It was nice to have someone that I could relate to, who knew what that cancer struggle was like, who knew what it was like to go through that ‘treatment’. Of course, she couldn’t ever know what it was like to go from feeling masculine, to suddenly having intense feminine desires, including the desire to be a woman—so I stayed with that support group, so I could have those friend too.

Even after the Amperladeline worked out of my system, I still wanted to remain a woman. The desire to be feminine didn’t go away, even once my testicles were a normal size and my penis had grown again. My breasts remained—though that may have been because Emma and I continued to breastfeed when we were being sexual. We were, I suppose, forcing the continuation of milk production, though it no longer contained any Amperladeline. Emma loved it because it kept her breasts two cup sizes bigger than she was used to, and I just loved the sexual satisfaction of putting my lips to her leaking nipples—and I loved the feeling of her soft feminine lips closing around my fat, dripping nipples.

Sometimes Emma would get me to put on this skimpy cow-print lingerie she found online. She would giggle, “Moo for me,” and I would playfully moo, struggling not to laugh, and she would get so intensely turned on that we would end up fucking for hours, with her sucking from my breasts, and me sucking from hers.

Okay—maybe it was a bit weird. Maybe it’s not what regular couples do behind closed doors, but it’s what we did, and we liked it.

And when we could, we would help others who couldn’t get into that trial. We still had tons of Amperladeline in the fridge, after all. I did get a bit jealous when I saw other guys and girls drinking from Emma’s breasts, and I think she would get a bit jealous when she saw others drinking from mine—especially knowing how horny the Amperladeline could make a person. But at the end of the day, we were together, and we were happy knowing that we’d helped so many people, including each other.

THE END


JOIN PATREON


Nicole is releasing a new Patreon-Exclusive book each week.

So far, there are 55 Patreon-Exclusive tales—too many to list here—including full-length novels.

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT


JOIN NICOLE C.’S MAILING LIST!

Sign up takes less than ten seconds and requires no personal information. Once signed up, you will be notified whenever there is a new release, free giveaway, epic discount… Oh, and did I mention a free book? That’s right! Get Cheerleader: A Tale of Reluctant Feminization absolutely free when you sign up.

Join:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


ABOUT NICOLE


Nicole is an author of transgender romance and feminization fiction. She published her first book in 2024. She has a friend named Nikki, and despite what her therapist insists, they are not the same person.

OEBPS/image_rsrcS4.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrcS2.jpg
NICOLE C.

Body Changes

gradual gender lranslurmulinn






OEBPS/image_rsrcS5.jpg
N =

p
ln“lcess Publlsh‘"g






OEBPS/image_rsrcS6.jpg






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcS3.jpg





