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3069: A Fertile Hucow Trans Space Odyssey

All things were going along as planned. All according to my plan. As things often do. I was not made captain of this vessel because of my ineptitude. I was made captain because I was willing to turn myself into what others were far too afraid to, a dominant queen who took what she wanted regardless of the means necessary. My crew feared me. But they also loved me. Loved my ability to control and to take. They saw in me what they desired to be, but could never allow of themselves.

“We should arrive shortly,” said my first mate.

“Good,” I said.

My crew consisted of all woman. I had no need for men. They did little to satisfy me, and had little to offer me. Men could not help me build this empire An empire I managed to pull out of the infinite void of space. But there was still far more work to be done. This was only the beginning.

Men were of no use, what I desired was heirs to my empire. Genetically powerful and similar beings to myself. Yes, this crew was all woman, myself included. But I differed from them in one crucial way. I had long dark hair and striking eyebrows, to be sure. I had full breasts, well endowed with wide hips. However between my legs I did not possess a vagina, instead a mighty cock stood in place of one. Each woman aboard this ship was one of my crew, and one of my lovers.

I swiveled my chair around, turning from the blinking monitors, “And the applicants?”

“I chose them myself, all varied, and at least one I am sure will be to your liking.”

“I have no doubts, you have yet to let me down.”

“Thank you, your Dominance.”

I was picky. If I found at least one worthy recruit in per batch, that was enough to satisfy me. And my first mate Lyla has yet to bring me a group without at least one desirable choice.

The moments before docking are always my favorite. More so now since Lyla had been chosen, and chose to join us. She moved quickly in ranks and in garnering my attention. And for very good reasons.

“Did you bring my supplication?” I asked.

“Yes, I have it here,” Lyla said, she unzipped the black kit and took out a syringe.

This serum was not easy to come by and even more dangerous to be caught having. If caught by intergalactic authorities, I would be tossed out of the airlock and my death written over as an unfortunate accident. If the wrong sort of entrepreneurs caught wind of how much I had they would rob me and bloodlet me, making sure not to leave any trace of this valuable liquid behind. But these were calculated risks, worth all the terrible possibilities to see my purpose and mission unfurl into the cosmos.

It is colloquially known as Serum 69. It is by the use of this serum that I had a desirable body akin to the ancient goddesses and the cock as strong and mighty as a bulls. It boosted my fertility to insurmountable levels. It also deeply affected the mind’s capabilities. I was not born a leader. I became one by the continual consumption of that which gave me the mindset of the alpha pack leader and the continual consummation of such. The serum also shifted my very DNA. Each dose took me further from the creature I was before and closer to the ideal I so earnestly sought after. With each dose I needed to take less and less, the changes became a permanent part of my DNA. DNA that needed to find suitable recipients so that I may give rise to offspring of similar body and mind. This was my mission, to create a new form of humanity. And I would risk my life to see that dream become reality.

Lyla took my wrist in her delicate hand, wiping an alcohol soaked swab of cotton along my forearm.

“Ready?” Lyla asked.

“Proceed.”

The serum will also boost my sex drive for the next six hours. An insatiable drive. My mind would, for the time being, become like an animal, fixated on only one thing. Only on one directive, to reproduce. Six hours is quite a long time, far too much for a new recruit to handle. And that was why Lyla was so important to me.

The needle penetrated my flesh. The liquid entering my bloodstream. My extremities became warm and hypersensitive to the slightest touch. I adjusted myself in the chair. The initial rush made even the cushions on my back feel so comfortable that it was almost painful. My cock had already begun to grow hard, swelling from the rushing blood. I desired sex. My unconscious desires and wants spilling themselves out of the abyss and into the light of being.

 I placed a hand on Lyla’s stomach, large with my child, “are you ready?” I asked.

“Yes, my Dominance, I am always ready at your call.

I lifted her shirt, just above her belly and just below her breasts. I leaned over and kissed above her navel. My lips tingling with warmth.

“Then get over here,” I said. I wrapped my arms around her back and pulled her on top of me. She sat on my lap. My cock pressing against her bottom. I clutched the hair on the back of her head and pressed her lips to mine. Our saliva mixing as our tongues entangled. I licked her face, her lips, her cheeks. Her body was offered up to me. Offered up to our dream of a new reality. So long as she submitted to me she would be my princess. No, so long as she submitted to a value much higher than either of us, that of our work, she always had a place next to me, and underneath me. A perfect fit for both of us. A perfect fit because she required a lot of stretching before I did indeed fit in.

I removed her shirt the rest of the way and released her breasts from behind their imprisonment. I grabbed a handful of her breasts, massaging them as we kissed. The release of hormones from her pregnancy had her rather horny, rather often. A good thing for me. I required this satisfaction often, even when not taking the serum. Lyla grinded her hips, rubbing against my cock as it pressed upward, still restrained by our clothing. I latched onto her beautiful tits, her nipples stiff and erect. My tongue flicking them as I sucked and squeezed.

“How are you getting along?” I asked.

“Very well,” Lyla said, she took a breast in her hand, “see for yourself.”

Lyla pinched at the nipple, drops of clear liquid spilling out.

“My Princess, you are full of wonderful surprises.”

I teased and tugged at her nipple, working more milk from them. They were engorged and needed milking. I played with them until the clear drops turned to streams of thick cream. The milk soaking the front of my suit.

I unzipped the suit from the front. My breasts pushed together and lifted up, now separated and hung naturally.

“You will make an excellent wetnurse for us,” I said. This delighted her to hear. She stroked my hair. And rubbed the excess milk into her skin.

“Do you really think so?”

“Absolutely.”

Lyla unzipped my suit the rest of the away and removed it. My cock stood long and erect, pointing straight up. Lyla got on her knees before me. She sprayed a stream of milk from her tits, coating my cock with cream.

“These are your gift,” I said

“And this one is yours,” said Lyla caressing her belly.

“And what else?” I asked.

“And this…” Lyla wrapped her voluptuous tits around my cock. Gliding them up and down, using them to moisturize my shaft with her milk. My cock peeking out from the depths of her cleavage and then receding back, hiding underneath her mounds of bliss. My lust for her, and her body overwhelming me.

I held her hair back from out of her face, and guided her mouth toward my cock. My cock that throbbed for more pleasure. The tip entered into the warmth of her mouth. Lyla sucked her cream from off of it. Tasting my flesh and her own sweet nectar.

“That’s it,” I lowered her down further on my cock, she struggled to hold it in. Spit spewing from between her lips and sliding down over me. I let up, she took a breath, and then took her round nipple into her mouth sucking, getting a mouthful of milk before drooling it over my cock. Her tiny hands grabbed it, slipping off and then back on. Stroking upward with one hand following after the other.

“Does this please you,” said Lyla.

“Very much so.” I opened her lips with mine, slurping a mixture of her saliva and milk from it.

“How does it taste,” said Lyla.

“Just like the two of us,” I said before forcing her back down on me. I forced her farther down until she managed to get halfway before gagging and having to get off for some air. She took a deep inhale, the spit dripping from her chin.

“Don’t stop now.”

Lyla dove back in for more. Sucking and stroking at the same time. My balls swelled and tightened with the future fruits of my brood. I had Lyla lick them, lick and love what gave reason to her womb.

I had to follow the thread of my primal desire, now raging inside me. Aching between my legs, making my cock throb and jump at her touch.

“Get up,” I told her.

Lyla raised herself up from off her knees. I stood up out of the chair. Lyla much shorter than me, got on the tip of her toes so she could reach my face. I took Lyla and put her into the chair. Her ass sticking out toward me. Her knees brought together underneath, her pussy pushed outward for my taking.

I stood behind her, my legs spread apart. I placed my hands on her ass, admiring what would be mine. I slapped her ass, and she let out a yelp. Lyla looked over her shoulder, with eyes that begged for me to enter her. I gave her ass a little rub and slapped it again. Warming her up to what was to come. I slid the underside of my cock against her slick pussy, rocking her up and down it. There was a reason the chair was bolted to the ship. The captain's chair, the seat of my power, for now, until we found a more permanent residence.

I eased the tip in. But I would not go easy for long. The drive and thirst pulsed through my veins. Her tight pussy stretching to fit me. Lyla gasped and gripped the back of the chair. I pressed in until she accepted all of me. My girth pressing against her walls. I pulled out and slapped her ass another time. Then thrusted myself in. Fucking her from behind. Pulling her hips back, her ass smacking against me. Her meaty ass rippling to the rhythm of my pounding. I arched over her. One arm pulling her body into mine. My tits pressed against her back. I put my fingers on her mouth. She sucked on them, pacifying her cries of pleasure. She bit down on my hand. And I shoved in harder.

“Fuck me, my queen. It’s...all..yours,” said Lyla between the thrusts.

“That’s right, give it to your queen.” She fucked me back. Fighting against my forward push. Her pussy lips gripped me and held tightly to my cock. Lyla reach back, trying to grab on to my leg. Her pussy trying to push me out. But I refused to let it deny me. The more it tightened, the further in I pushed. Grabbing her shoulders, securing her against me.

Lyla shivered and shook but this did nothing to stop me. I still needed my release. My first release of this dosage. There would be others. Lyla could only be an appetizer for today, enough to hold me over until we arrived at our destination. I went at her with fast short bursts, focusing all the sensation on the sensitive head of my cock. I pulled Lyla’s hair back, my cum firing off in rounds inside of her sweet pussy. I turned her around, having her lick the mess off my cock. My cock twitching with electricity, overly sensitive.

“Thank you, Lyla,” I said licking the taste of myself off her lips. “I’m ready to meet the new applicants.”

We arrived at the loading bay soon after our little meeting. We docked the ship and prepared to unboard. You can never know what to expect on these rendezvous. We don’t exactly visit the safest stations in this vast emptiness of space. Our work took us to the absolute fringes of a massive intergalactic society. With so much space between, it’s easy to get away with the less savory. Pirates, slave traders, there’s never really any knowing who you were going to deal with. Slave traders are by far the worse. The scum of the universe. But if I wanted to get into the center of culture, I had to start at its outermost circle.

I never fear who or what I might be dealing with. The space between one station and the next had its limits. A line can be drawn from slave traders to heroes. They existed in physical space, where ships can be constructed to bridge the gap. The emptiness of space that sits inside me while under the effects of serum 69 however is not a bridgeable gap. It exists only in the abstract. An abstract hunger of lustful desire and as such can never be satiated. And this hunger is what put me leagues above whoever I would be dealing with. They are driven by profits, I am driven by empty and radiant values.

Lyla and myself exited the ship. The rest of the crew remained behind. I had no use for bodyguards or warriors. Such are tools for war. I am not waging war. I am not here to fight. I am here only for love. Silent and stiff men hidden behind suits of high-tech armor stood at attention as we made our way through the loading bay. I paid them no mind. Lyla eyed them anxiously as she tends to do. My mind was set on a single track, to fuck. Hers was not like that, she held onto all the human worries that plague the rest. The same ones that fill the helmets of the weak men standing here with guns. That is why I don’t fear them.

An official approached me, dressed in the high ranking uniform of his tribe. A uniform that holds no meaning except to those that are willing to believe it. I don’t. Within my sight all are naked before me. I see only the flesh they came into this world with. The culture they choose to hide behind for protection is no protection from my desire.

“You must be Lyssa,” said the Official.

“I am no one to you and you are no one to me. Open the door.”

He did as I commanded. I held the position of power here. I have no need to hide it, or to keep my hand hidden. When you are one of the few who have access to what I have, you are playing with a deck with five aces and all others have only four.

We arrived to meet Murk. The man we arranged this meeting with. A weak man whose work here I couldn't care less about. I told him I wanted a recruit and he was more than happy to oblige. Why wouldn’t he be. Whatever it is he was trying to build up for himself, believing he had my support was worth more than anything to him. Just letting him believe that was all I had to give and I would be offered anything in return. Getting these small timers to aid me was no difficulty at all.

“We are honored to have you,” said Murk.

“I know,” I said.

“And these are the best? You didn’t hide anyone from Lyla did you?”

“Of course not.”

And that was to be the last thing I had to say to him. I looked into his eyes, consuming the truth from his face, sensitive to the signs of his expressions. I turned to the women in the room.

“If any of you do not wish to be here, you may go,” I said to them. They all remained.

“You explained everything to them, Lyla?”

“Yes, your Dominance.”

“Good.”

I inspected each of the ten women closely. My lustful eyes soaking in the image of each one. Reading their potential painted on their bodies. The one that caught my attention was a thick woman. Large tits that could only get to that size if she has some decent meat on her body. The kind of body that shakes in waves when you fuck her.

“What’s your name?” I asked her.

“Ana,” she replied.

“I wish to have you, if you would have me.”

“I would love to,” said Ana.

I was a fantasy come alive for them. Their freedom, their escape from the repressive world they lived in. The fulfilment of the desire they couldn’t speak about. I unzipped the woman’s dress. Each of them knew why I was there. Murk didn’t. He was clueless. But Lyla let the ladies know.

“Now wait a…”

“Lyla, tell him to keep his mouth shut.”

Ana stood before me naked, her dress at her feet. My cock already hungered to have her body. I groped at her enormous breasts. She let out a sigh of pleasure.

“Can you be milked,” I asked.

“Yes,” said Ana.

“Show me.”

Delighted, Ana tugged on her large round nipples, milking her tits until the cream started to flow.

“You other nine, are free to go,” I said, sending the woman away.

“Look here…”

“Lyla, tell him this is his last warning.”

I sucked on Ana’s nipples, slurping and swallowing her nourishment. The milk dripping on my clothes. I had no choice, but to remove them before they became too soiled. Ana’s eyes widened at the sight of my cock.

“Do you like it,” I asked.

“I do,” said Ana taking it into her hand. She stroked at it.

“On your knees,” I said.

Ana lowered herself down, her hands gliding along my breasts until she knelt, her hands holding on my hips. She opened her mouth. I held to the back of her head and forced myself in. I glanced over at Murk as Ana’s spit soaked my cock.

“Lyla come and show Ana how I like it,” I said.

Lyla joined us, kneeling on the ground sucking on my balls as Ana gagged on my shaft.

“Fuck, now that’s good.”

My two lovers smiled, happy to help their queen feel this good.

I pulled my cock out, dripping from the work of their combined efforts. The throbbing hunger grew in me. And my chosen needed to be christened. I turned her around, her fat ass on display for me to take. Lyla licked at her pussy, wetting it a little extra for me. I gripped her ass and shoved my cock in from behind. I was still roaring and wanting from earlier. Still in the thrall of heat. I pounded into her. Her flesh bouncing in waves to my heavy and forceful contact. Her tits moving freely in the air. Ana cried out between the kisses of Lyla. I pulled on Ana’s hair, tilting her head back as she moaned out. I eyed Murk as he stood there stunned, squirming in his discomfort.

“Lyla, It looks like our host has been holding out on us,” I said.

“It does,” said Lyla spitting Ana’s milk on to my cock as I thrusted it inside.

There was one other woman in the room with us. Murk’s woman. Unlike Murk she did not look uncomfortable. She did not squirm wishing to get away. She squirmed in a much different way. She squirmed in her wanting of my unique body. Of my unique power. The kind of thing Murk did not have, and would never have. He was destined to remain a small time pirate or whatever it is he was. I was not. I was destined for something far greater. To create a new universe, in a new vision.

I pulled my cock from out of Ana, dripping with her juices. I would never deny someone so wanting to join.

“I can give you what you desire. I can fill you with what he cannot. There will always be a place for you, if you wish to join me,” I said to the woman.

She took a step forward. Murk watched in agony as she took that step. But he did not dare speak out against me. That’s the thing about greedy and powerless men. They would rather lose the only thing of real value, than give up their false belief in a chance at power. This woman knew that was all Murk was. She knew it as soon as she saw me walk in. In her small world Murk was on top. But in the infinity of the universe, I was far above most.

She was a slender woman, tall. Her breasts tiny but noticeably supple behind her beige gown. She took another step closer, her fingers drumming about her collarbone.

“What is your name?” I asked.

“Nia,” she said.

“What do you think Lyla?” I asked.

“A beauty,” said Lyla, clawing at my thighs, gazing at the woman approaching with wanting.

“With a child on the way, do you think you could use a handmaiden?”

“I think she will do well,” said Lyla.

“If you are willing to have us Nia, we are willing to have you.”

As Nia walked forward she undid her dress, sliding it off her body. Then her bra, and next slid her panties off over her heels, leaving behind a wake of clothing with each step she took. She stood before me. Her eyes gleaming with the chance to come aboard. At the opportunity to have me dock my vessel into her loading bay, and have her never return to this wretched place. She knelt before me. Taking my cock into her hands.

“You are superior in every way,” said Nia, while she was still able to speak. Before taking my mighty cock into her mouth, choked full of it, unable to mumble a comprehensible word. I clutched a handful of her curly hair into my hand. Moaning heavily, my voice echoing throughout the hollow room. I gazed at Murk, watching him as his woman took me into her mouth. Satisfyingly slurping it up. Knowing he would not do a thing about it. She was no longer his to do a thing about. But mine.

“And what would you like me to call you?” Nia asked, coming off my cock for a breath.

“Call me, your Dominance, your Queen, your lover, and your freedom.”

“Then you shall be all these things to me,” said Nia.

“Lyla prepare Nia for me,” I said. I did not have time to wait. I was ravaging with my raging lust, needing to penetrate and fuck for as long as the serum pumped through my veins. Lyla obliged my command, spreading Nia’s legs apart to make room for her tongue.

Ana patiently waited on all fours for me to return. Still presenting herself for me to take. She was after all chosen for this. And needed to have me finish inside her. To have it again and again until my seed took root inside her fertile body and blossomed into the hope of a new tomorrow. My cock soaked in the spit of these three women and ached to find its way deep into the pleasure center of each one. But I could only have one at a time. Charged with serum 69 I mounted Ana once again from behind. Forcing her body back into mine repeatedly.

“Yes..fuck me, my Queen, fuck me.”

I can not deny such a wonder of a woman, not when it presents itself so willingly before me. I would be no Queen if I was not of service to them, by having them be of my service. I spanked Ana’s plump ass, until the flesh stung with a bright red glow. I prodded at the newest member of our herd. My member pulsating with serum. Pulsating and filling with cum, swelling in quantities great enough to overflow her pussy.

And I fucked her, grabbed her, pulling at her. Pressing into her. Pulling her back into me. Gripping her flesh tighter and tighter. As the lust built up inside of me, clawing out of the pit of emptiness inside and out into Ana as intense repeated movements. I wrapped my arms around her neck. Ana arched her back into my breasts. My balls lifted and tightened ready to release. I held it in. Ana shaked with ecstatic twitches. I plunged in one last time, forcing Ana into me, not letting go. As I pumped cum into her warm pussy. Enough to drool down out of it.

I was not finished. Ana received her gift but I had more to give. And I had more expected of me. I could not let down Nia. And my cock would not go down until she too felt the satisfaction of my being. I would not go soft until she too found herself filled with me. The serum kept me producing an endless supply of this gift. The effects would start to wane soon, so while my heart still pumped with its power I had no other option but to fulfill its drive.

Lyla and Nia played with each other as I took care of Ana. Lyla had her fingers pressing against the walls of Nia’s pussy. Shoving them in one by one, until she had two, then three. Massaging her to the point she would be ready to have me. And now Nia was dying for me. And Murk was dying inside having to watch. Watch me take what he always thought would be his.

“Tell me Nia, can he offer you what I can?” I asked making my way over to her, my cock dripping with cum and Ana’s juices.

“No, he will always fall too short,” said Nia looking at Murk with disdain and pity, “Fuck me like you fucked her. Fuck me like no one else has. Like only you can.”

I slid my cum covered cock over her pussy, smearing it over her.

“Have you been able to conceive?”

“No, he has failed me in that too.”

“Well, I can not fail in that.”

I entered Nia. She bent forward, grabbing my face into her hands, her tongue licking my cheeks, across my lips. Hungry for me. I love women who hunger. Who have been starved by men to timid to take them. Too timid to feed the animal inside of them. I give to each glutton endlessly. I fill every emptiness until it spills over. As I fucked Nia the two of us watched as Murk doubled over in the pain our love caused him. Unable to hide from his inferiority. Unable to block out the sounds of our moans and grunts of our heavy breathing as I fought to make Nia cum.

The other two girls sucked at Nia’s nipples. Kissed her mouth. Played with her clit. Stimulating each part of her body. But the inside of her warm pussy remained mine to take. And would remain mine forever. There is no fear of sharing and losing when you have what others will keep begging to come back to. Come back to, so they may cum, again and again at your hands. At your touch. On their backs, on their stomachs. Whichever way they find favourable. The heat of endless wave after wave ran through our bodies. The waves colliding into a single point at the tip of my penis. Lyla stroked what didn’t fit in Nia. Ana sucked on my balls, her tongue teasing their sensitivity. My three champions working together to please their Queen. Working to feed the hunger of our herd.

Cum ejaculated out of my cock, spewing into Nia. Nia pushed and pulled at my hips not wanting me to stop. And I wouldn’t stop until she had her fill.

“Give me more, give me more than he ever could,” cried Nia. I continued to fuck her with pride. Pride at her desire and hunger for my gift. For wanting to prove herself. I knew she would not stop coming back to me, not until she became large with child. And even then she would need me more. When each one gets a taste of my essence entwined with serum 69 there is no going back. No leaving it. Only more can satisfy them.

I pulled out once Nia could not take anymore. The three of them cleaned my cock off with their mouths. Each one taking a turn sucking the cum off and sharing it between the other.

“I think we will be leaving now,” I said, swapping the juices with Nia. Sucking them off her tongue. “Perhaps I’ll be back,” I said. But I was never going to go back. I had no reason to. But I wanted Murk to believe I meant something to him. That the thought of me would never leave his mind. That each night before he falls asleep he will remember this night and wonder at my return. But I came for what I wanted and got it.

I had Lyla lead the way back to our ship. I gave Nia a spank on the ass as we walked out of the room. She gave a delighted jump forward. A jump forward into the new life that awaited for her. A life that she would have with me and the other woman of the herd. This was however was still just the beginning for us. And soon our first child would be born, the harbinger of true freedom and love. Unrepressed and unrestrained. And there is still much that remains to be prepared for the occasion.

Hucow Future Pharms: 2069

When Chromus Pharmaceuticals started trials on their new wonder drug society went into an uproar. Even now, as far as we managed to progress, much of the world refused to accept the possibilities. Refused to accept the new reality of how we may begin to alter ourselves, and to do so with such ease. Of course those who disagreed with what Chromus was fighting for, only happened to be loudest. There were still many who were excited at where this may lead us. I never found myself fitting in much with the current, especially the loudest parts of it. And they never really seemed to accept me anyway. So it didn’t matter to me what that part of society thought. Well it did, only insofar as I wish they would open their minds. See the world with a bit more empathy. But perhaps that was expecting too much too soon.

As fast as our world was progressing, the technology, the science, all of it taking off in an exponential rate that only ten years ago could not have been predicted. And as far as society goes, most people alive still had at one point lived through a time when gay marriage had still been illegal. And while most were on board with that now, the old sentiments still stuck in subtle ways in the day to day. Big hurdles were overcome but the tiny details still needed ironing out. But maybe I’m getting off track here. What I really want to talk about is how I found myself in that sterile room, on one strange and wonderful day.

The trials for this new drug were about to go live and Chromus needed willing participants. Sure the idea behind the trials piqued my interest. Whether for better or worse, it managed to grab everyone's attention. In its current form, this little pill transformed the body of the user into the opposite gender. Men would find themselves taking on the form of women, and women that of a man’s. How it worked, I wasn’t completely sure. What it would feel like to undergo the transformation I had not yet experienced. I had always been known for being a bit different, or strange. Willing to try something that others would be more easily put off by. At the time I wasn’t doing this for any grand reason. The trials paid well, really well, if you managed to get in. And I needed the money. The pills effects only lasted around twelve hours, give or take, depending on the user. So I really didn’t have anything to lose. If these trials managed to be a success though, the next step was working on one with permanent effects.

When I received a letter from Chromus, to say I was shocked would be an understatement. I couldn’t believe it. There must have been thousands if not more applicants trying to get in. And yet I was one of the few who managed to be chosen. It was only for the first interview, however. Nothing was definite yet. But it was something. I kept this to myself. Not telling any of my friends or family. Even the ones who outwardly supported Chromus, how would they feel if someone they knew was taking part in it. Those are two very different things. Besides, I didn’t want to deal with all the questions. Why are you doing this? What if something goes wrong? Maybe I didn’t want to think about those questions at the time. Questions I didn’t even want to ask myself.

I took the train into the city, where the trials were headquartered. I was nervous with excitement. And yes, also nervous with nervousness. Who wouldn’t be. There were still many unknowns. I knew I wasn’t going to be taking anything today, and there was always time to back out. Still, I was already on this path and I wasn’t planning on diverging from it so long as I can help it. I went to a small pizzeria to get a little something to eat and help settle my roaring stomach. But I barely managed to get through even half a slice.

I made my way to the Chromus building. A large soaring structure, very intimidating. I signed in. Showed the secretary my credentials and waited for my name to be called. A pretty young professional woman came out and introduced herself to me.

“Hello, I’m Kelly, we are really excited to get to you know you,” she said.

“Oh thank you,” I said, reaching out to shake her hand. She had sweet soft hands. A little blood rushed to my penis. This wasn’t the time for that though. I shook it off, as I shook her hand. I followed her into her office where the interview would be conducted.

“We just need to get to you know you a little more, but from your application it seems you may be a good fit,” she said. I tried thinking back to what I wrote in my application. I wondered what gave them that idea. I thought it was all pretty basic to be honest. Had I written something without realizing it, something that hinted to more. The way she looked at me though, she seemed to have genuine interest in me. Most people don’t look at me like that, I never saw myself as interesting.

“Just answer each question honestly, that’s really all we want,” she said. But would answering honestly really go well for me. Shouldn’t I try to be convincing, surely my honest self isn’t very convincing, not really what they’re looking for. Is it? Still, if that’s what they’re looking for, than anything else would certainly hurt my chances. Especially if she got wind of my dishonesty. Something told me she would be able to tell. Maybe it was the air of professionalism that surrounded her that told me this. That this was a woman who knew something about the world and people, that I didn’t. Or maybe it was how damn attractive she was, that made me not want to lie to her. Either way, I would be honest.

Her questions started off simple enough, than got progressively more in depth. It felt less like an interview and more like a therapy session. I can’t say I didn’t enjoy it though. Hell, I just enjoyed getting to talk to her, talk to someone as pretty as her. I occasionally got distracted. Looking at her body. At her long hair each time her manicured nails brush it away from her face. And yes, since this is about honesty, at her cleavage when she leaned forward. I did feel a bit bad about it. But at the same time, the way I looked at her now was different then how I would normally look at such a sexy woman. I wasn’t just drooling over her. Maybe I was thinking about myself getting accepted into this program. Would I have a cleavage like that? I looked down at my own chest, a bit jealous. But why? I didn’t want to think about what that meant, and her next question pulled me away from my thoughts.

“Are you sexually active?” She asked.

I wasn’t. I had been, but wasn’t really anymore. It was hard to get at why. Something started to feel off each time I would lay with a woman. It was subtle at first but built up over time. I didn’t know what it was. I didn’t want to maybe. Hoping it would sort itself out in time. Maybe I was just overworked or too stressed. I didn’t know. But the two of us talked about it. I hadn’t talked about it with anyone before. But this was confidential, and she listened well without judgement. I felt comfortable exposing this part of myself to her. I didn't know if that was a good idea. I had an eerie feeling that doing so would go wrong for me, but I didn’t know why that was either.

The interview or whatever it was, must have gone well because after it ended she reached her hand out, shaking mine and said, “You’re exactly what we are looking for, we can start trials in one week, how does that sound?” The tensity of mind and body that I wasn’t even initially aware of had melted away. The whole time my thoughts and answers must have played out in front of the backdrop of the false belief that this would never happen. Yet it happened, it really happened. Still holding onto her hand, I pulled her forward, bringing her in for a hug, losing myself in the excitement.

“That sounds fantastic,” I said.

“I’m glad your excited,” she said, hugging me back, her breasts pressing against my chest. I felt myself getting a bit hard and embarrassed. I let go of her, and brushed myself off, trying to regain my composure.

“Thank you,” I said, my face turning red. She nodded and smiled.

I left the building with a whole different attitude than the one I went in with. This new possibility was going to be my reality from here on out. I didn’t know what that meant for me. I could only wait and see. And I was excited to see. The days following up to next week were just days to get through. My job, the list of things I had to do around the house, it all faded into the background. I only had one thing on my mind now.

When the day finally arrived for my first appointment I took the train into the city just as I had done before. I was instructed not to eat anything. So I headed straight for the building not taking any detours. Not that I would have been able to eat anyway. I was too excited. I was hungry for something else, not food. That excitement however turned into confusion. Not because I was having doubts per se, but as I approached the building a mob of protestors stood outside. This was the first official day of trials. And everyone knew about it. And there were a lot of people unhappy about that. People held up demeaning signs that I won’t go into detail about. What were they really fighting against though. Change? Having a choice? A mass of people who did not want to accept their own autonomy over this life. The louder they became, the more I knew I did not want to be like them. Instead of turning me off, it only acted to entice me further. A sign that what I was doing was what I wanted to do. What I needed to do.

I had no problem until I got closer to the entrance and it became obvious to those around me why I was there. I was the prey that they had waited for. The crowd started to scream, yelling profanities and condemnations. But there words found no foothold in me. I said nothing back and kept walking, as some shoved trying to get closer to me. An officer stopped me.

“Where are you going,” he said. I said nothing and simply showed him the slip of paper I had. He took me around the arm and led me to the door. Whether he agreed with this or not didn’t matter to him, not while he had on that uniform. He had to uphold a higher value, one of protecting for the sake of protection. He kept the crowd at bay as he escorted me inside.

Once inside the sudden switch to silence settled over me. I could breathe again. I waited for my name to be called. All I had to do now was wait on the precipice of change, of whatever new world that awaits for me on the other side of whatever this was. A doctor in a lab coat came into the waiting room and called for me. I stood up and he tapped a pen on his clipboard and then, I assume, crossed out my name.

“Follow me,” he said, a bit cold and unfriendly. He looked tired and worn out. I followed him into a small room. Inside was a cot, a chair, and desk. Not exactly homey. But not entirely unwelcoming either. He motioned for me to take a seat on the cot, and sat himself at the desk. He scribbled a few things down and then turned to me.

“I’m Dr.Graham,” he introduced himself, “I’m sorry if I’m a bit standoffish. It hasn’t exactly been an easy day.”

“Yeah, their going crazy out there.”

“How are you still feeling about this,” he said.

“I’m still in this. They don’t bother me,” I said.

“I wish I could say the same.”

Maybe it should bother me, I didn’t know. This was his work, his purpose. Of course it bothered him to see hundreds of people hate him for it, and probably hear of thousands more. For me this was just fun, was that the wrong attitude to take. Either way it made it easier for me to feel good about my decision.

We exchanged our pleasantries and then the time to begin arrived. He started by checking my breathing. My ears, throat, the normal checkup routine. He went to take my blood pressure.

“It might be a little high. I’m nervous,” I said.

“Don’t worry, that’s to be expected, as long as it isn’t anything to severe.”

I nodded. The plastic inflated and tightened around my arm, the blood pulsing through. He unstrapped it and tossed it onto the desk, taking off his stethoscope.

“Alright, are you ready?” He asked.

“I’m ready.” I bounced my leg up and down.

He took a pill bottle out of the pocket of his lab coat and emptied one into his hand. He handed it over to me. It was a small oblong pill. Pink on one side with a 6 imprinted on it, and blue on the other with a 9. And if you flipped it the 9 would be on the pink side and the 6 on the blue.

Dr. Graham left and returned with a hospital gown and a cup of water. He placed them on the desk.

“I’ll let you change and will be back in a moment.”

After he left I got undressed. Looking over my body. In just a moment this would not be me anymore. I ran my hands over my hair and chest. I took my flaccid penis in my hand, “Sorry buddy,” I said. I draped the gown over my shoulders. I took the cup of water in one hand and the pill in the other. What would my new body look like. Did the outcome have something to do with my own genetics. Or was it all in the pill. I thought about the bodies of different women. Ones I found most attractive...and Kelly’s. Dr. Graham knocked on the door.

“Come in.”

“Whenever you’re ready, you may take the pill. And just lie down. Then we wait,” Dr. Graham sat at the desk, clipboard in hand, and turned to face me. There was no point in waiting around. The only thing left was to do it and see what happens. I placed the pill on my tongue and swallowed a mouthful of water. I handed him the glass and swung my legs over the cot and relaxed.

I closed my eyes, far too heavy to keep them open. My mind sank away from my body. As if a hand pulled me underneath the cot separating me into two distinct parts. One of the mind and the other the body. I had lost connection to my limbs. Yet felt their movements, their fluxuations. These feelings intensified until my sense of self encompassed the entirety of the room I inhabited. This continued until slowly pulling itself back together toward a singular point in space.

I kept my eyes closed but by now I could move my fingers, feel my breath entering and exiting my lungs, my heart beating. All the involuntary actions the mind usually overlooks came to the forefront of my sensory experience. I kicked my legs out. I had to open my eyes eventually. Control of myself settled back upon me. I opened them, my vision split in two, until the side by side images of the room overlapped back into one. The doctor had his head down in the clipboard. I began to stir.

Dr. Graham looked up, “You’re back.”

“How long…” I put a hand over my mouth. That wasn’t my voice. Mine wasn’t so light. Dr. Graham let out a chuckle.

“Not long,” he looked at his watch, “About thirty minutes.” He wrote something down on the clipboard. I sat up.

“Careful, you might still be a little off balance for a couple of minutes.” I placed a hand on my head.

Dr. Graham had a hand mirror face down in his lap, he rolled his chair over to me. My heart choked me, leaping in my throat.

“Just remember the effects are only temporary. You’ll be back to your old self in about twelve hours. Are you ready to have a look?”

“Yes,” I took the mirror from him and held it up before my face. I pinched my cheek, and tugged on my long hair. This was me. My features soft and inviting. My eyes sparkled. I couldn’t help but smile, and laugh.

“What the hell is going on,” I said. I smashed my cheeks together. I couldn’t stop laughing. “Look at me,” I put my hand in my mouth and stretched it open, sticking my tongue out and made funny faces at myself in the mirror. I looked at the doctor, he enjoyed my display as much as I did.

“Alright, alright. I’m glad your happy with the outcome. If you don’t mind removing your gown, we can make sure everything is in its proper place.”

I nodded. I lifted the gown off over my head and laid it next to me.

Now I could see all of the changes. And they were breathtaking. This was my body. I had full breasts with round nipples that puffed out. My hips wide and inviting. But was I fertile, that was a question that I was interested in knowing the answer to. Strictly out of curiosity, of course. I spread my legs open a bit, trying to do so subtly. I was kinda embarrassed by wanting to see what I had between them.

But Graham noticed anyway, “It’s alright, that’s the part everyone is most interested in after their first transformation. Don’t feel ashamed about it.”

“Right…” Of course it was, who wouldn’t want to know what that was like. I placed a hand between my legs and spread the lips apart. So that’s where I’ll pee from and that...Oh...that must be my clit.

“So,” said Graham, interrupting my exploration, “I’ll just need to make sure everything is as it should be.”

“You got it,” I said.

Dr. Graham got out of his seat and grabbed some instruments. Checking my pulse and such. He shone a light in my eyes, and checked my reflexes. Then things got a bit more intimate. He put his hands on my shoulders, lowering them down my arms, squeezing here and there. Then he placed them on my breasts.

“Oh,” I yelped.

He removed his hands, “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, I’m sorry, go on.”

He took my breasts back into his hands. He lifted them and let them fall. Damn these things had some weight to them. He continued with his examination. And I can’t say I didn’t enjoy it. Maybe it was just the new sensations I could never experience as a man but I liked having him touching me like that. Even if it was strictly medical.

“With the flush of your old hormones and the rush of the new ones you may start to produce milk, this is normal,” he said. Graham flicked at my nipple with his pointer finger, teasing it until it stiffened. He squeezed me between his thumb and forefinger, tugging at the areola. Maybe it was just the rush of the new hormones but I was getting turned on. I crossed my legs and pressed them tightly together trying to hold something back.

His stimulation of my nipples worked. A bit of clear milk secreted from the tip of one. Not much. Just a drop trickling down my breast and on my stomach. I wiped it away with my finger. Was that all, could I produce more. I took my other tit into my own hand, following his lead.

“Intrigued are you?” He asked.

“Kind of, do you think it could make more?”

“Most likely, this is a good sign,” he said, more of my milk starting to trickle down his arm. After some effort of my own I managed to get my other tit to drip out a bit of milk.

“Hey, look..I did it.”

“That’s great. We still need to make sure the rest of you checks out though. You’ll have plenty of time to explore on your own time.”

“Oh, okay,” I said. On the one hand that was great. I wanted to see what else I could do. Could I make streams pour from these tits. But on the other, I didn’t want to do it on my own. I liked having his guidance, his knowledge of what to do. The feeling of someone else touching them different then from my own.

Dr. Graham grabbed a speculum from the desk. The cold metal object completely forieghn to me until now.

“Just let me know if you feel any discomfort.”

“Okay,” I said. I wasn’t too keen on having him stick that in me. It’s just that I so quickly grew fond of having someone touch me. The feel of human contact on my new body. The sterile object, didn’t really entice me. But then, this wasn’t about that was it. When did it start to be. What caused this wanting desire. What caused my new opening to start to lubricate itself. I kept looking at the doctor as he examined me. Looking at him, and hoping he would do more. Touch me more. Show me more of what my body is. I had little idea of it. But he must have known. He was a doctor, the human body his speciality. But he was also a man. A successful man who probably had woman wanting him to enjoy their bodies. Like I had wanted now.

“Alright, you’re all good,” he said finishing up the exam. He made some final marks on the clipboard and put it down. “If you have any questions…”

“Well, um...you see..I..” I squirmed on the cot. I couldn’t get the words out. Dr. Graham watched me, trying to piece together what I was getting at.

“Ah yes,” he said, “We expected this outcome, prepared for it. If you wish you can head to room 702 and someone will meet you there. Otherwise you are free to go and we will meet again next week.”

“Oh, thank you. Yes next week then,” I said. Dr. Graham left me and my new body to ourself.

So he knew what I was thinking. What I was feeling that whole time. I felt a little embarrassed. Did he know that those feelings had to do with his touch or did he believe they were simply excitement toward my own body. It didn’t matter though did it. He gave no indicator that I made him uncomfortable. And the trial would go on as expected. It still had only begun. His offer enticed me, I couldn’t lie. But I felt awkward about it. Do I really do it. I can guess at what would happen if I went to room 702. Was this also part of the trials though. It was my choice. At no part was it made mandatory. Still they knew people would want to really experience there bodies in this way.

Horny as I was, how could I deny the offer. I had no girlfriend or anything. I had nothing to lose or no one to hurt by going through with this. I didn’t have any moral concerns about meeting up with someone. I hadn’t had anyone in a long time. So the ease of access sounded too good to be true. I never hooked up with a stranger before. I fantasized about it of course. Who hasn’t.

I let my primitive desire steer the ship of my mind. I took my old clothes into my hands. They wouldn’t exactly fit comfortably over my curves. Something I knew to prepare for the next meeting. So for now the gown had to suffice. The gown covered everything, so I didn’t have to worry about my modesty or accidentally flashing someone in the halls.

Room 702 was by far more homey than the medical examining room I was in earlier. It felt like I had walked into someone’s suburban home and wasn’t inside some pharmaceutical building smackdab in the center of the city. I tend to be a bit off at the doctors, it’s too sterile for me. Like an unrealistic environment that we’re forced into. This was nice though. I made myself comfortable on the Queen sized bed. The sheets a soft velvet or something. I don’t know much about linens. But they felt great on my skin. I rolled around the bed. Rubbing myself up against the pillows. Silly things like that. I felt like a kid again. The bed was a kingdom and I its ruler, cushioned by all the softness. I wish I had a bed like this where I lived. I’d sleep like a baby every night.

I spent time relaxing. Losing myself to the moment. Sure I wanted to play with myself, but I also just kind of wanted to be here and nothing more. Be in this body. Feel that. This sudden change, it removed a lot of fears. I wasn’t thinking about the future. I didn’t concern myself about how I was going to meet deadlines at work or how I was going to make my next payments. And I didn’t brood over the past. Thinking about mistakes I made, or memories I longed for. All I had was what I was In this body. And that was all still very new.

The door opened. And a man walked in. I didn’t know who he was, but I had an idea as to why he came. He had on everyday street clothes. A pair of khakis and a button up shirt, nothing over the top. But he was handsome. Well groomed. His hair dark and full. I eyed him up and down, taking the image of him in.

“I was told you might be waiting here,” he said closing the door behind him. “My name’s Dr. Smith.” So he was a doctor here. Maybe he wasn’t here for the reason I thought?

“Hello…” I didn’t know what to say, “It’s nice to meet you.”

His face became a bit red, I must have looked at him a little oddly.

“I’m sorry, they told me… If you prefer a woman, that’s not a…”

“Oh, no no, stay,” I said. The words just sort of came out of me. My instincts wanted him to remain. But I wasn’t...wasn’t into men. Yet, it was Graham’s touch that excited me. But Smith was here and the horniness from early still lingered inside.

“Of course,” he said coming over.

So he was a doctor. It wasn’t just some escort or something like that. It was somebody who worked closely on this project. Perhaps this was part of their study, if a participant so chose to do it. He took his watch off his wrist, a real nice timepiece. It must of cost a pretty penny. More than I could afford, that’s for damn sure. I propped myself up comfortably on the pillows.

“Come, make yourself comfortable, Doctor,” I said patting the space on the bed next to me.

He slipped his shoes off his feet and climbed on the bed.

“So how are you getting along?” He asked.

“Really well, I love this body, well I think so. From what I’ve experienced so far it’s pretty fantastic. And my mind is so clear. I’ve never had such clarity of thought before.”

“That’s great. I’m really hoping that what we’re doing here can help people. Help them understand the confusion,” Said Dr. Smith, he looked down, twiddling his fingers for a moment. I put my hand on his, “I’m sure it will,” I said.

“Not everyone is as grateful for what we’re doing,” he said.

“Well I am,” I leaned over and kissed his cheek. He smiled. “I’d like to show you my gratitude,” I said. He turned meeting my eyes. My tongue sneaked from out of my mouth and licked my lips. I was drawn to him. Drawn to his sincerity. He wasn’t cold and clinical. But warm and human. Very human. And that’s what I wanted. Human to human contact. What point was there to being a woman. To having a body, if it wasn’t being touched, or giving such back. Our lips connected. I kissed him. I kissed HIM. A man. A real man. I touched his arms, squeezing his biceps. A strong man. Strong enough to feel. I grabbed his shirt by the collar and pulled him closer. Pressing my lips with force against his. He brushed against my cheek. I nuzzled the top of my head against his chin. I started to unbutton the top of his shirt.

“You’re doing the right thing,” I said. Making my way down to the middle buttons, “It’ll take some time but they’ll see that.”

“I hope so, that’s why I took this position here as well. If I could make sure our participants really enjoyed their new bodies then maybe they wouldn’t be afraid of letting the world know how we helped them,” said Smith.

I undid the last button, his shirt fell open revealing his chest. He was well built. He definitely kept up a good routine. I lowered the shirt off his shoulders and helped him out of it.

“I’m sure you’ll have no problems bringing me enjoyment,” I said.

“You’re too kind,” he said, his thumb caressing my cheek.

“Now get down there,” I shoved at his chest, his body flopping onto the bed, “And let’s enjoy this.”

He laughed, staring up at the ceiling, “Whatever you say.”

I removed his belt and tossed it to the floor, sliding his khakis off his legs, “Let’s see what we have here.” I reached into his boxers and pulled out his cock, “Hard already?”

“From the moment I walked in,” he said.

“So you were that excited to see me, huh?”

“Absolutely.”

So his cock was hard. And hard for me. Knowing who I was and still he wanted me. Still he desired me. This body, perhaps really was a gift. This was the first cock other than my own, that I ever held in my hands. Well, back when I still had one. I wrapped my fingers around it.

“I never really done this before,” I said.

“That’s okay you’re doing great.”

He sat up and wrapped his hands along with mine. The two of us stroking him together. We kissed while tugging. This time more passionately. I parted my lips and sent my tongue searching for his. Our tongues twisting and entangled.

“Can you do something for me,” I asked, parting my tongue from his.

“Of course,” he said. His fingers walking up my thick thighs, sneaking under my gown toward my pussy.

“Well yes, that,” I said, shivering at his tickling touch. “But there’s something else.

“Anything,” his finger teasing around my opening.

“When I was in the other room, I was able to produce milk.”

“Mhmm.”

“I want you to milk me,” I told him. There was something about witnessing those first few drops of proof of my womanhood that I wanted to witness again. Again in greater quantity. In greater excitement. In the excitement of loving, not just examination.

“Whatever it is I can do for you here, I will.”

He took my gown off. It wasn’t exactly the sexiest thing. Not like peeling a pair of panties off my thick ass would have been, but it didn’t matter that much. The sexiest thing waited underneath that gown or thong or whatever anyhow. What was real and breathing and alive, wasn’t what I was wearing but what I was. And what I was now was a woman. A full figured woman. With breasts and an ass, and a pussy. And more than that too. And a clear mind, and a sense of enjoyment. I pressed my tits together.

“Now this is something I’ve never done before,” he said.

“Then we can figure it out together.”

I flicked at a nipple teasing it to stiffness as Graham had done. Smith joined me by caressing and loving the other. The care that both of us showed paid off in the form of the cream that seeped out of my nipples.

“Can I taste it,” Smith asked.

“Please…”

He suctioned his mouth to my wet nipple dripping with milk. Suckling on me. Milk dripping down his chin. His mouth sucking on my sensitive nipples excited my pussy. I had to touch her. The first time I would. He sucked and I rubbed. The pleasure waving through my body simultaneously from both acts at once. Not only did milk flow from my tits, but the juices from my pussy began to flow and lubricate itself. Lubricate for one thing. The thing that I no longer possessed but Smith did.

Could I really let a man fuck me. Did I want this. My body screamed yes at me. I had to listen to it. I couldn’t deny what my body was telling. The mind can lie and hide the truths we don’t want to believe or aren’t ready to believe. But the body didn’t. The body didn’t care for the social constructs or ingrained beliefs. It cared for desire. For love and lust. It spoke honestly in every moment. And isn’t that what got me this far. Following that honesty even when I didn’t believe the outcome would be worth it. But each time it proved itself to me. To follow the intuition. Wasn’t this the woman stereotype. I certainly wasn’t a stereotype. But my instincts fought hard against my mind. Fought hard for what they knew was right, what would bring me happiness, happiness that might last and not fade away the next day. 

“They’re really pumping it out now,” he said. He was right. The milk more than flowed it, sprayed in streams. I tugged on my tits, spraying milk over my body, over his. On to his cock before rubbing it into his skin with my hands.

“I’m real proud of them,” I said. I lifted one up and brought my face down to see if I could taste it myself. I reached without struggle. Sucking on myself. Sweet milk filling my mouth. I swallowed it. Swallowing my own essence.

Our bodies became sticky from the milk. The bed wet from the spray. We rolled around in it. Tumbling over one another as he tried to get at me. We played at one another. Pushing the other down. Trying to be the first to conquer the other. He had the strength advantage, that was certain. I could only wrestle him off for so long until he had me on my back. My chest heaving in the air, trying to catch my breath.

“Alright, alright, you win,” I said, spreading my body out on the bed. “Come and claim your prize.”

“With pleasure,” he said. He placed his knees at my sides. His cock hovering above my chest. He squeezed at my nipples releasing milk onto his cock and between my cleavage. He placed his cock between my tits and I pressed them together, a bit of milk seeping out. He thrusted his cock back and forth, sliding it in between.

“Fuck...they’re fantastic,” he grunted.

I tilted my head down, and stuck out my tongue. The tip of his cock reaching it as he pressed forward. I tasted a bit of precum leaking from the tip. My tits jiggled and the bed rocked with his thrusting. It me pleasure to watch him, to see his face contort into a mix of determination and desire. 

I was lost to my old life. This room world aways from the one I used to live. This was a new me, a start of something divine. The start of something I had always wanted to be but the possibility so far away, so unlikely, that my mind never thought to reveal it to me. But now with the possibility as real as anything, I could understand more clearly. My emotions didn’t lie. They expressed how I felt. And what I felt was a love for this, an enjoyment in sharing myself with another. And yes with a man. A man that had strength and compassion, who followed his purpose to help others. But he also didn’t let that take away from his animalistic side. From the primal desire and lust he had for a woman like me.

I had the body of a fertile goddess. Like the image of idols carved in stone and worshipped by a world long forgotten. I didn’t want to think about what would happen when the drug faded and I turned back. I only wanted to fulfill my drive. The prime directive of my being. I wanted to be filled with cum. I wanted to have my garden planted in. To let the strongest seeds take deep root and blossom. Even if it would only be for tonight. I needed to play it all out. And maybe it wouldn’t end.

“I need you to fuck me,” I said. He pulled his cock out from in between my tits and kissed me. He licked me down the neck and chest. His mouth moving toward my pussy. Until his tongue flitted about my hole. Licking and lapping up the buttermilk sweetness of my juices. I clutched the milk soaked sheets in my hand, holding on as I shivered and tensed my muscles. Rocking my hips against his face.

I suppose I was, in this body, a virgin. My entrance never before broken into. I didn’t know what to expect. I took him by the hand, as he eased his cock in with his other hand. Slowly at first. I bit down on my lip. His girth pressed against my walls, stretching me open, wider. Working me so that I could accept him in.

He went in slowly and pulled out slowly, breaking me in a bit more each time until I could take all of him deep inside. Each hit had my breasts bouncing and slapping against my body. The more forceful the thrust the more they responded. I squeezed my tits together, clutching them, holding to the feelings in my body. I lifted my legs in the air spreading them, he leaned forward, having them rest on his shoulders as he plunged himself in.

“More,” I begged.

“Yeah,”

“Yeah,”

He fucked me, he went from guidance to fucking. Taking my pussy for his cock. Giving his cock over to my pussy. The slick sounds of our sex singing in the room. He grabbed my tits, gripping hard.

“Fuck, that’s good,” I moaned, “More more.”

“Yeah,” he slapped my tits, the flesh stinging a bit.

“Fuck, slap them again.” He obeyed.

I climbed on top of him, having my turn at riding his cock, of being the one in control. My tits bounced as I rose up and down. My hips rocking back and forth, grinding my clit against his pelvis. He grabbed my ass, spreading me open as he fucked me back. As he pounded the moans from out of my body and into the room.

“More baby, more. Don’t stop.” The sweat dripped from his forehead. And sweat pooled between my breasts mixing with the milk dripping down me. He slapped my ass. I was his naughty lover. A naughty woman of sexual desire. He slapped again.

“I need your milk. I need it in me. Do whatever you need to do, just let me have it,” I said. He rose up and flipped me over on my stomach. He tucked my knees underneath. My thick ass, in the air. My head resting on the bed.

“That’s right baby, take me how you want me,” I reached my hand back and spread my cheek to give him access, to show him how badly I wanted it in me. “Don’t make me wait for it,” I slapped my ass.

“Fuck you’re hot,” he wanted it as badly as I did. Pushing inside of me. One knee bent the other up and off to the side. He pulled back on my hips each time I bounced forward, my nipples brushing against the sheets.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” he repeated. He was on the edge. He bent forward, wrapping his arms around my whole body, pressing his body against me. His hips giving fast short strokes. His grasp tightened, pulling me in when there wasn’t any farther I could go. His chest sticking to my back.

He released his cum inside of me, grunting. His warm cum filled inside, his cock twitching and jumping with each spurt of release. He let go of holding himself up, collapsing onto my body. The weight of him securing me to the bed. His cock still throbbing inside.

“Thank you, baby,” I said, turning my head to see his face and kiss him. He rolled over, his cock standing at attention, giving small movements, as a bit of extra cum drooled from the tip. I went over and licked the last bits of it off.

“Woah,” he recoiled, overly sensitive.

“Can I stay here for the night,” I said.

“Yeah, that wouldn’t be a problem,” he huffed.

“Can you stay with me?”

“Yeah…” He put a hand on my stomach. I took it into mine. Caressing him.

I had lost all sense of time. However long we had been at it for. What time was it. How much longer did I have in this body. I knew I’d be back here next week, but I didn’t want it to end. This felt right. Very right. I was nervous though. What would he think when he woke up tomorrow and saw me in my old body. Would he still think of me the same way. I didn't want him to go, I had to find out. For better or worse, I had to find out if all this remained after we awoke and the dream of this melted back to reality. But then what was real for me. This me, is what felt the most real. But I had to keep going, I had to make sure. Or maybe I was already sure, and wanted to live it out. Live it out each and everyday and not just one night. This was real. And the question I should have asked myself was, how would I feel after waking up in my old body.

Hucow Future Pharms: The Trials

It’s been a week since the trials of Chromus Pharmaceuticals’ new drug first took place. One week since I was under its effects for the first time. The most incredible and groundbreaking moment of my life. To say I was excited for today would be an understatement. The week became a blur. I lost all interest in my daily life. All I could think about was when I would get to experience that body, that world again. It’s like all the noise of life had suddenly became dull, slowed down. My boss’s narcissistic expectations just faded away. The worry he tried to create just didn’t matter. It wasn’t real. I knew what was real and it wasn’t the silly game played in corporate buildings. The complaints of clients no longer stuck inside of my mind. They were there, and then gone. 

This new drug, what it did, was this; the user’s mind would be pulled away from their body. Entering into a space of pure dissociation. Unable to move or interact with the body in any form. Until the transformation completed itself. The mind colliding back in on itself, finding its way back into the body. And for me that meant a body without a cock. A body with thick lush thighs and a fat ass. Big breasts and puffy nipples. And yes above all else a vagina. I was a man and so it was a woman that I became. A beautiful woman if I do say so myself.

I didn’t apply for the trials because I thought I wanted to be a woman, or that I felt like that was the body I was supposed to be born in. I imagine that was why most tried to get in. My motives were selfish at the start. Those willing to take the risk and take part in it would be paid quite well. And I needed the money. But the idea of it did intrigue me. And it wasn’t only the risk of some unforeseen side effects. The real risk lies in the possible judgements of society. Sure Chromus was at the forefront of social and scientific progress, but much of the world was still far behind.

However now I had to admit to myself that my woman’s body did indeed feel like home to me. I can not deny what I experienced. The sensations, the clarity. The fact that all I could think of now was getting back to that, well it must mean something. I never gave much thought about my identity. Or what I felt I might truly be. But since taking this new drug, I have to wonder. And that first day, was the first time I had ever been with a man. Something I had never thought I would do. Never considered one way or another. Was that desire always there, or just brought on by this substance. I had to know for sure. I had to find out more and the only way I could was to try again.

Today I had my second chance at that. I was much less nervous and more excited this time. Knowing a bit of what to expect. Still, some uncertainty remained. I still had my questions and my doubts. I also knew that those too would disappear along with my cock. And that thought drove me out of the house, taking me onto the train and into the city. I hate the city. So many people. Always fighting, always trying to grab after what they want in the worst ways possible. In the center of all that chaos though was my refuge, was Chromus.

This time I came to the trial a little more prepared. I packed a duffle bag. Last time I brought only myself. Now that I knew how the changes would affect me there were some things I wanted to try. I brought along a change of clothes. So I wouldn’t have to wear some unbecoming hospital gown. The jeans I owned were unable to fit over the wide hips of that female form. So I bought a nice pair of tights, a low cut blouse. The sort of style I thought might accentuate the aspects I found most desirable. I also bought a sexy pair of lingerie, silky with lace. I’m sure the clerk thought they were a gift for my girlfriend or something, completely unaware of what they were actually for. I loved that fact. That this was a secret all my own. A secret for now, between me and the doctors. Until perhaps I knew for sure. I was so damn excited to try the clothes on. A present I was dying to unwrap, to just break into and open up. But I had to be patient. The waiting a torment and a pleasure.

I got off the train and started walking down the block toward the Chromus building. The last time I was here the place was mobbed with protesters. Frustrated citizens riled against what Chromus stood for. Their own self hatred projected toward that which they couldn’t understand. Their presence had been a driving force behind me that day. If I was certain of one thing it was that I did not want to be like them. It made my own decisions feel like the right one for the first time. Today had its share of protesters and foaming mouth ignoramuses to be sure. But not nearly as much. Not so much that I had to concern myself with finding a safe escort inside. The duffle bag swayed by my side. If only they knew, I thought to myself.

Once safely inside the silence of the building, I signed myself in at the front desk, took a seat and waited for my name to be called. I picked up the newspaper off the end table, the trials made the headlines again. What did day two have in store for society, was the question the article poked at. But of course they had no idea what it had in store, what it meant. And suddenly it dawned on me, how long until some reporter tries to find me out, trying to get my story. Whether you agreed with Chromus or despised them, everyone had an interest. And the question for me was; do I tell them the truth. It certainly isn’t a story for the overly prude.

Dr. Graham entered the waiting room in his familiar lab coat, tapping his pen on the clipboard as I’ve seen him do before. Dr. Graham administered the drug to me the last time. Dr. Graham… The first to touch my new body. Of course it was all in the name of medical examination. Still… his touch. I remember wanting it to be more than a sterile examination.

“Ready?” Asked Dr. Graham looking at me, shaking me loose from the pull of my daydreaming.

“You know it,” I said.

Dr. Graham smiled, “Someone’s excited.”

I was excited. And I didn’t care who knew it. I didn’t need to play it cool. I had to express my excitement. Holding back was for the mundane work days of just trying to get by. This was not one of those days.

I followed behind Dr. Graham into the examination room. I took a seat on the cot and he sat at the desk.

“So how has your week been?” He asked.

“Okay, nothing special, the same really.”

“Any changes to your quality of life?”

“Only if you consider not caring about the bullshit as an improvement,” I said.

“Do you… consider that an improvement?”

I mulled his question over in my head. I didn’t really give it much thought until now.

“Yeah, I suppose I do,” I said.

He asked a litany of questions. I was perhaps a bit short with him, a bit impatient. I wanted to get started, but I answered them as best and honestly as I could. I didn’t care about some therapy session or whatever this was. What I cared about was the experience. What I came for was an experience.

Dr. Graham reached into the pocket of his lab coat and took out the pill bottle. My heart beat heavily in my chest. A single pill dropped into the palm of his hand, he placed it on a napkin beside a small cup of water. He handed me a gown.

“I can leave and return after you get changed,” he said.

“It’s fine. I don’t care, just stay.”

I didn’t care. It didn’t matter to me if he saw me naked. This body was just a clay pot I happened to be in at this time. It didn’t hold any meaning to me, didn’t make me feel anything if someone saw me with it on, or with nothing on. Besides, I wanted to get started and didn’t feel like waiting for him to get back.

I stood up and removed my shirt then my jeans followed by my boxers. Soon enough this face would be no more. These arms, legs, all of it will change.

I waved my penis goodbye, “Bye bye little guy.”

Dr. Graham couldn’t help but smirk. I could tell he struggled to remain professional but I knew he found it as funny as I did. I draped the gown over my shoulders and sat back down on the cot.

“Alright, I’m ready,” I said, my legs dangling and swinging over the edge of the cot.

“Here you go,” Dr. Graham handed me the pill and a cup of water. I rolled the pill between my thumb and forefinger. Blue on one half and pink on the other. What this thing can do, I thought. Was the world really ready for it? Was I? Did it matter, I wanted it nonetheless. And I had it.

“You remember the drill, right?” Asked Dr. Graham.

“Pop it, Lie down, and wait…”

I placed the pill on my tongue. Tilted the cup of water, and washed it down. I swung my legs over and laid my head down on the pillow, staring at the ceiling. Staring until my eyes grew heavy, too heavy to keep open. The initial effects came on quick. But once in it, I was lost to time. What was only thirty minutes could feel like hours, the most peaceful hours. The world darkened behind my eyelids. My mind pulled under itself, dragging away from my body. Losing connection to my limbs, existing as a thought, far far away from it all. With only the thought to keep me company. No sensations, no worries, only content.

Content while the pulling came from the other direction, folding me back into physical reality. The numbness wearing off enough for me to twitch my fingertips, then blink my eyes. My vision still blurry. I turned my head to the side, the image of Dr. Graham sitting in his chair, tapping his pen on the clipboard, coming into focus. Finally regaining the fullness of connection and feeling. I picked myself up, still leaning my back against the pillow. I held my hands in front of my face, small and well manicured. Fresh and new. Reborn once again into this being.

“Let me see,” I said holding out my hand for the mirror.

Dr. Graham handed it over, “Careful.”

I looked at my reflection. The same face as the first time. So then this was me. It wasn’t a different body each time. It was my body each time. I fixed my hair, a bit messy from laying against the pillow. So pretty. I put a finger in my mouth. I sucked on it. Bit down on it a bit. Real, really real. I handed back the mirror, satisfied with the outcome so far. But there was still more to see.

“Shall we proceed,” said Dr. Graham.

I nodded.

Dr. Graham had to be certain there were no complications, that this body formed properly without any hiccups, that everything worked properly. He took my blood pressure, temperature, the normal routine. Everything checked out as far as all that was concerned.

“You can disrobe now,” he said.

As soon as I regained consciousness I wanted to tear that gown off and see once again what waited underneath it. Finally hearing the words I have been waiting for all week. I pulled the gown off over my head, tossing it to the edge of the cot. I looked down, my breasts just as large, my hips and ass just as thick. Taking in the full body of my womanhood. My womanhood. What I now was. What, when under the effects, I felt I always was.

Dr. Graham looked at my exposed body, his eyes fixed on my new form. But what occured behind those eyes. With what thoughts did that look couple itself with. And how I hoped it was similar to my own. The sight of my own body turned me on. Turned on by the mass of possibilities and potential. The potential that the proper use of it held. If only I knew what he thought of me. He came over to the cot and had me sit up. He placed his fingers on my wrist. Taking my pulse. My blood pumping through his touch. How good it felt to be touched in this body, even if only in the slightest of ways. I didn’t shy from a touch in this body like I did in my other. I wanted to enjoy the sensation here, wanted others to enjoy it too. I knew it was something to be enjoyed.

Dr. Graham placed one hand on my shoulder, the other still on my wrist, rotating my arm in circles. Then rotating the other one. Yes yes, they’re working just fine. But isn’t there some other part of me that you would much rather test out, I thought to myself, I hoped. His hands, his touch made its way to my breasts. But this was just part of the examination. Of course they too, needed to be examined. Still, I enjoyed the process. He held the weight of them in his hands. He massaged them, checking if all was in order. But having them touched was still new to me, even in this setting it felt like playing. I tried not to give away any hint of my enjoyment. Keeping the look of joy from off my face. Though I so wanted it to be expressed. It stimulated me. The way his fingers tweaked at my nipples, so stimulating. Stimulating enough to cause them to stiffen.

The last time the touches managed to arouse my tits enough to start producing milk. Would they still do that now. Or was it just the initial rush of the first time, not fully acclimated to the rushing change of hormones. I had to find out. In the name of science, of course.

“Do you think I can still produce. Is that going to be like a built in feature of this or…” I had to know. I could just wait until I was on my own. But I didn’t want to find out on my own. And at the time it didn’t seem too strange a question to ask, but that could have been my horniness thinking for me.

“I’m not really certain, there is still a lot we don’t know. That’s why these trials are so important. We can try and find out if you’d like,” said Dr. Graham.

Absolutely I wanted to find out. Wanted to find out because I loved it when milk dripped from out of my tits. But also because I loved it when he was the one making it happen.

“Yeah, I really want to know,” I said. I suppose I was playing it cool now. But I sort of had to, didn’t I. Play my cards close to my enormous chest and all that.

Dr. Graham flicked at the nipples. Attempting to tease the milk from them, so they were stiff and erect. I did have such wonderfully puffy nipples. Ones that now had the doctor tugging at them, trying to see if they could be milked. I wanted to sigh or moan or something. But I held it in. I had to, for now anyway, I had to. He worked on my full tits, knowing exactly how to get what I wanted from them, having done this before. The first drops presented themselves. Opaque liquid dripped in tears on my thighs.

“It looks like they still can,” he said.

Can what...that I still can be milked. I wanted to hear him say that. That I can be milked. That he was milking me. Like a broodmare I could be used for my milk.

“It doesn’t seem as much as last time,” I said, hoping to coax him into tugging more out of me.

“Let’s see,” he said. Yes, let us see how much you can get from me. He squeezed at my tits, tugging them down like a farmer tugging on an udder. Pulling on one followed by the other. Tugging and squeezing until streams of cream sprayed from the tips.

“How’s that.”

“Much better,” I said. So much better, so good.

I ached for so much more. The more I was given, the more I wanted. I couldn’t settle for only this. I had to have more. I had to have his continual touch. Watching the spray of milk splash his lab coat, it had my pussy quivering with wanting. Feeling neglected and needing to join in on the fun. I would have begged for it, if only I could.

Nothing else mattered anymore. My mind overtaken by desire and lust. I knew of the possibilities. Experienced them myself the last time. It was worth taking the risk to have the chance of having more of him.

“Don’t you think we should check to make sure some of my other functions work properly as well,” I said.

“What do you mean,” he said raising an inquisitive brow.

“Well, wouldn’t it be important to make sure all of my womanly parts are functioning as they should be. I mean isn’t this…” I spread my legs open, “a pretty important part of my being a woman. Shouldn’t we be sure it can do all of what a woman’s can do.”

His face turned red. He took a second to collect himself, to regain his composure taken off guard by proposition.

Dr. graham cleared his throat, “I suppose you’re right.” That’s damn right, I am right.

“Go on then,” I said, inviting him over to touch my sweet little pussy, when what I really wanted to say was shut up and touch me, come and take it. But that didn’t matter so much now. Now that his hands were moving down off my breasts and toward my tight pussy. The tips of his fingers just barely grazing against my clit.

Such a sensitivity. Such electric excitement from the slightest touch. If even the most miniscule felt this good, then what would more feel like. I had to find out.

“How’s that?” He asked.

“It’s a good start,” and it was. But I needed more than just a start. I needed to be fully turned on.

“Being able to self-lubricate is going to be important, if you plan on fully experiencing yourself as a woman,” he said. “I know you plan on using your body for those kind of experiences so I should make sure you won’t have to worry about dealing with any complications.”

“I do and I have the last time. But you’re right, I want to make sure I won't have any problems.”

He applied more pressure to my clit. Rubbing it in circular motions, building up my arousal.

As he played with my pussy I couldn’t help but grab onto my tits, milk leaking between my fingers, running down my wrists. I was moving beyond aroused, entering into the territory of totally turned on. My pussy started to soak itself in its juices. In the sweet nectar of my womanhood.

“What about the inside, can you check on that too?” I asked.

“Absolutely.”

He teased a finger in. The warmth of my vagina wrapping around it. The slick sounds of his fingering filled the room and filled my ears. The come hither movements of his fingertips pulling me toward pleasure. Pleasure that I couldn’t get as man. That I had not felt before in my old body but could feel in this one. Was feeling in this one. Feeling it because this man pressed his fingers deep into my pussy. And I loved it and wanted it and this body was the only way to obtain that. If this feeling felt so right did that mean that this body was also right. The right one for me?

He had me on the edge. Had me thrusting my hips after his continued touch. I was his, all he had to do was take it. That was it. Whatever he wanted I would give him. So long as he made me feel this good, I didn’t care. I didn’t care if he was a man or not. If he could give this, then he can have it from me just as well. Maybe the fact that he was such a man was what made it all the better. It was hard to say. What isn’t hard to say, is that I wanted to see him hard. But I didn’t get to. He pulled his fingers out of my pussy, dripping with nectar.

“It seems to all be working really well. I do however have to start trials with my next appointment in just a bit. I am sorry,” he said.

How could he stop just like that. When I was so wanting, so close and eager. And he just stopped. Leaving me to wallow in the disappointment, in the torture of the unfulfillment. The lustful ache still burning in me. Yet more important than me was his work, and I found that all the more admirable. Made me want him all the more.

“But room 702 is always open, if you’d like,” he said.

Room 702… Those who were in charge of conducting these trials knew their applicants would almost certainly want to try out their bodies in some sexual form or another. Who wouldn’t. So they set up room 702 to allow for that. And also set them up with whatever aid they might seek after. Even though it was Dr. Graham that I now desired, I had to feed this hunger one way or another.

“And Dr. Smith?” I asked.

“He is here.”

Dr. Smith was the one who met me in that room the last time. So sweet and loving, I knew he would not disappointment.

“Until next week than?”

“Next week.”

And so I would have to wait another week to find out just how much further I could go with Dr. Graham. To find out what he had behind those khakis. To see if I had what it takes to make his cock grow hard and stiff and see if he had what he takes to claim this pussy for his own. But for now there was always Dr. Smith.

I made my way to room 702. It’s almost hard to believe a room like it exists in a building like this one. I mean yes, there’s the fact of what the room is used for, but also in the way it looks. Unlike the rest of this building which looked professional and medical, room 702 looked like home. Like the home of a happy and well to do couple enjoying their stay at their summer getaway. Nothing like the apartment I lived in.

I had my duffle bag with me. I placed it on the bed. Dr. Smith would be arriving soon enough. He’s seen me before. But only naked and in that awful gown. How would he look at me if I wore a more sexy outfit. Another side more sexy and sensual side of myself that I could show to him. And perhaps show myself just how sexy I really am, by the way that my being might reflect back to me from him. I removed my belongings from out of the duffle bag. I slid the thong I purchased over my legs. Sticking my ass back and looking over my shoulder, getting a good view of it. Damn was it sexy. In my delight I slapped my ass, jiggling on contact. Smith is in for quite a surprise.

Once fully clothed all that was left was to wait. Luckily I didn’t have to wait long. A knock sounded on the door. I adjusted myself in a sensual position, lying on the bed.

“Come on in,” I said.

Dr. Smith entered the room.

The thing about Dr. Smith, what I loved about him was his sincerity. He saw the importance of his work and felt it in his heart. He was hurt by those who fought against his dream for a better tomorrow. And he yearned to know more about those who took part in the quest for understanding. Yearned to know more about me that is.

He stood in the doorway, wearing his lab coat. He must have been working with another applicant today. Administering the drug, making sure they were safe and taken care of. I wondered who that other person was. I have yet to meet another participant. Would I get that chance. Perhaps talking to another might offer me some insight into my own experience. He looked really handsome in his work clothes. Intelligent and professional but I knew behind that outward appearance was a sweet and caring heart of a man who loved people.

“It’s nice to see you again,” said Dr. Smith flashing me a bright smile, one that I couldn’t help but return.

“And you. Come on over here,” I said waving him toward me.

Dr. Smith closed the door behind him and came over to the bed, taking a seat. He didn’t look as out of place this time.

“Did you just finish up with another trial?” I asked.

“Mhmm,” he nodded, unlacing his shoes, getting comfortable.

“What are the others like, will I get to meet them?” I crawled over the sheets closer to him.

Smith glanced down at me, my head resting in the palm of my hands, “For now I think they want to just get an idea of the individual. But yes...In time, you will.”

“Can you tell me anything about the others?” I asked, placing a hand on his thigh.

“You know I can’t do that,” he returned my affection stroking my long hair, reassuring me that he wanted to have me join in his understanding more than anything.

I gave him a faux pout, “that really stinks.”

“I know, but that’s the way of it for now.”

How did the others feel about their new bodies, how did they experience them. What were their motivations for being here, what were their expectations. I had so many questions, and the people who might be able to best answer them I could not yet see. But I did get to see Dr. Smith and for now that would have to be enough. Seeing him was always enough. Getting to see all of him.

“But what about you? How are you?”

“Right now, perfect.” And that was all that mattered, what I had right now. What I was about to have. About to have Smith.

“Are the haters still getting you down?” I asked.

“A little less so. I know what we’re doing is right.”

“You are doing the right thing,” I said, I placed a hand over his heart, feeling the beating. I pushed him down on the bed. Hovering over him. “Don’t ever think otherwise,” my lips only inches away from his own. I leaned down for a kiss. The touch of his lips tingling on mine. He tasted so good, like watching the sunrise over the ocean, the salted air refreshing the lungs and removing the impurities.

I ran my fingers through his thick black hair. I placed my knees one on each side of his body. Lowering my hips down, pressing against his pelvis.

“What do you think,” I said showing him my outfit, “much more flattering than that gown isn’t? I think this blouse makes them look even bigger, don’t you?”

“Absolutely,” he reached up for a touch, his thumb caressing over the fabric. I felt his cock harden behind his pants, pressing into my bottom.

“If you like that, just wait till you see my ass in these tights.” I grinded my hips back and forth, teasing him with my excitement. He exhaled a bit, enjoying the riding.

I put my hands over his. Massaging my tits along with him, my pussy still gliding against his body.

“Why don’t you take them out. They’ve been dying for your touch all day.”

Smith unbuttoned my blouse, shedding the shirt from off my body. He reached around my back, unhooking my bra, freeing my tits from their imprisonment. He threw the bra across the room. Grabbed me down, and embraced me. Forcing my lips on his. Lifting a leg up and wrapping it around my back, pushing me further down into him.

“Damn you taste good,” his tongue entered into my mouth searching for mine, swiping against it.

I didn’t want his mouth to stop. But I also wanted it on my soft puffy nipples. I wanted him suckling on my large breasts, pulling the milk from out of them.

“I think they can produce even more this time,” I said, taking a handful.

“Can they?”

“Come on and find out.”

He squeezed and tugged on my udders, forcing the first few drops out of them.

“That’s it, I want you to milk me.”

“You really like being milked don’t you.”

“You know it.”

I liked it? I loved it. Loved watching the cream spray in wide streams from the tips of my nipples. Smith opened his mouth, tugging down. The stream of milk sprinkling over his face, on his tongue. Bathing himself in a shower of it.

“I don’t want you to ruin your clothes,” I said undoing his belt, removing his clothing.

“Aren’t you considerate,” he said.

“I can be very considerate,” I let the milk flow out of my tits and drip down his cock. His cock hard in comparison to my soft pillowy tits now wrapped around it. Stroking him up and down within my cleavage. I sprinkled more on his cock.

“I need to ask you something,” I said.

“What is it?” He asked.

I stuck my tongue out and started licking my milk off the tip. Flicking it with my tongue. Preparing him for a favorable answer.

“I really want to know just how fertile I am. I want to find out if I can get pregnant, and I want to find out with you,” I said. I sucked on the tip of his cock, pulling my lips off with a satisfying pop. He let out a moan of pleasure. “What do you think?”

“I would love to find out. Even more so with you,” he said.

I was so happy to hear that, I took his cock further in, licking at it from inside. Sucking all the milk off it.

But…” He said, bringing me over to look into his eyes, “you know the effects don’t last forever.”

I did of course know that. It’s why I had to come back each week for the next round of trials. I only had this body for about twelve hours after each ingestion. Twelve hours of pure bliss but still only twelve hours. I knew what he meant. There was no certainty I could get pregnant. And even less of a certainty that the next time I found myself in this body it would hold to the memories of what happened during the previous trials. But it was still the same body as the last time, I didn’t transform into a different one each time it seemed, and that was at least a good sign. Now I just needed to find out if any altercations to it would also return the next time with it.

“As long as your willing to try and find out, that’s enough for me,” I said.

“Of course I am.”

“Thank you,” I kissed him on the cheek.

I grabbed onto his cock, slick with my saliva, stroking it.

“Then we’re going to have to get you real excited, because I’m gonna need all that cum inside my sweet little pussy.”

“That shouldn’t be a problem.”

I stroked his stiff cock, sucking it, coating it in a mix of saliva and breast milk, working him into an aching fervor for my body. Building his lust up to unrestrainable levels. Until he couldn’t help but force it into me. Unable to stop himself from grabbing on and letting it out.

“Are you ready to see this ass baby?”

“Fuck, you know I am.”

I licked a bit of precum leaking out of the tip of his cock. He was really aching for it now. Aching for my body. Aching to press himself inside. I got on all fours, sticking my ass into the air. Stretching my tights up, accentuating every curve of my fat ass. Stretching them tight enough that he could make out the outline of my pussy. He placed his hands on my ass. Gliding his dick on over my pussy, over my tights. Sliding up and down, my plump ass swallowing that throbbing rod up.

“Don’t make me wait, I need it inside of me. I need it real fucking bad.”

Smith slapped my ass, making my booty jiggle. I let out a yelp. I blushed red, I loved the way he treated me. He peeled the tights off my ass. The only thing separating us now was a thin satin thong. He slapped it again. Making it sting a bit. He leaned down and kissed my booty where he slapped, giving it a caressing rub. I loved his strong hands massaging my fat ass. I reached back pulling my thong to the side.

“Give it to me baby,” I begged, my back arching.

“Oh, fuck…” he moaned slowly inserting himself inside of my wet pussy. Working deeper into her, his girth pressing against the walls. Stretching me wide enough to take all of him.

That’s what I needed, what I wanted. What I was waiting for this entire week. A hard cock inside of my pussy. My pussy. This was mine. This was me. This was us. A cock hard and strong enough to make me forget about my old life, my old body. A man and his cock that made me constantly beg for more. I pushed back into him, fighting along with his thrusts. My moans echoing in the room with his grunts. His hunger for my body unleashing the animal he had to keep caged up inside. His cock the key to unlocking my own beast within.

“Oh yes baby, fucking give it to me, give me that fucking cock.”

My tits bounced along with his rhythmic pounding. I clutched onto them, milk seeping between my fingers. As I tried to milk all the cum I could from out of his cock, my pussy lips gripping it.

“You feel so fucking amazing, I love the way you fuck me back,” said Smith reaching forward, grabbing a handful of my hair, keeping it from flying into my face. Pulling it, tilting my head back as I bounced into him, my fat ass rippling in waves.

His cock throbbed and twitched inside my pussy. His balls tightening with what I wanted. He was getting close. So close to filling me. To jettisoning us into the unforeseen world of what this experiment might pull forth. It was only by luck, by chance, that I found myself on the forefront of something that neither of us could yet comprehend. And that only enticed us further. Only made us wrestle with one another with greater energy. Our bodies radiating heat and warmth from the work of the other. Sweat dripping down our skin. We made love, we waged a battle. Fighting one another, working with one another. Our bodies slapping together. Our breathing heavy, huffing and puffing. Tired but not there yet. Numbed to the tiring by our need to quench this aching. Unable to stop until our completion.

Our voices, our bodies, all of it intermingling, dancing and playing. He wrapped his arms tight around the fullness of my body, a hand gripping a dangling breast. His chest pressed up against my arching back. His hips moving in short rapid burst. The tip of his cock electric with the smooth friction of my wet pussy.

“I’m almost there,” he whispered into my ear. There was no slowing down. No stopping until my pussy worked out every last drop of his cum. Loud guttural noises escaped from my lips, only capable of making noises, not words. Words did not describe the pleasure. His grasp tightened more and more around me as he encroached upon the absolute edge. My legs quivered and I would have collapsed down on the bed if it was not for his strength holding me up. My pussy tried to push his cock out, but he pressed on. Hitting it with determination. He plunged forward one final time. Thrusting with the totality of his might. Groaning as his cock spewed warm sticky cum into my pussy.

“Fuck, thank you baby,” I said.

He tilted my head back toward himself, “Thank you,” he kissed my lips, the air escaping his nostrils warming my face. He slid out, cum dripping out of my pussy and down my thighs. He rested himself on top of me, his slimy cock tucked between my ass and his pelvis.

He took a lock of my hair in his hands twirling it around, running his fingers through it. Petting me, the most precious thing to him.

“Can we keep trying each week?” I asked. Even if I was fertile, there was no guarantee that any one encounter would lead to a pregnancy. So even if it were possible we would have to keep trying until we got there. I wanted to get pregnant so badly. Not to mention how much fucking fun it is to try with him.

He turned over, flopping off me, laying on his back, “Anytime you want me, I’ll be here.”

I turned over as well. My breasts rising and falling as I caught my breath. I stuck two fingers into my pussy, his cum sticking to them. I played with it, watching the white strands stretch and snap. I rubbed a little bit on my tits, massaging it into my skin. How I hoped his seed was strong enough to penetrate through space and time and stick with me even after I turned back.

I knew things would be different in some way on the third trial. It was clear to me now. That this was real. That this body was going to remain as long as I continued on this course. And that meant I had so much more to discover. What was it like to be a woman out in the world. I only knew what it was like in this environment, but this was a more controlled environment. I had to know what would I be out there, in the real world. If this body was really something I wanted then I had to know if it suited me in real life situations. The first trial and this one, I tired myself out far too much with love making to go out and see. I just needed to rest now. To lie in this bed until I woke up again in my old body. Perhaps next week it was time to go out and see just what it would really be like.

As tired as I was there was still one last thing I had to do before turning back. After I showered I went into the kitchen and took a knife out of the drawer by the sink. This might seem intense, but I had to know. Would any altercations last when I next returned into this body. I carefully pressed the point of the knife into the tip of my finger. Just a little bit but enough to draw blood. If the cut or scar remained when I next transformed then there was a very good chance that a pregnancy might as well.

I curled up in the sheets of the bed, Smith’s body next to mine. I waited for sleep to overtake me. When I next wake I would be back in my old body, my old life. I did not want to go back. But I did not yet have a choice. Not yet. But my help in this project could potentially change that. My participation was no longer about the money or anything like that. It was about having the chance at a life I might really want more than anything. I needed to see Chromus succeed in their endeavor. And for reasons I don’t understand I was chosen to help. I put my arm around Smith, his back warm against my chest.

“Good night,” I whispered into his ear.

“Good night.”

Transformed By The Witch's Milk

Deep in the wilderness a ways away from the village there lived a witch. I didn’t know much about her. I only knew the stories I’ve been told. The kind of stories you’re told as a child so you’ll do what your parents tell you. Those kind of stories. The kind that are meant to fill the mind with fear and anxiety in the vain hope that such fear will keep us from misbehaving. Of course where there is fear there will be those who find themselves drawn to it. Who desire to understand it by exploring its depths.

I was never one of those kinds of people. I hated the fear. And there was so much of it in this small village. Fear of thieves, of monsters, of our own bodies. I played along my whole life, doing my best to behave, to keep that fear from ever finding its way into me. Yet still each day it found me. I needed a change. I needed to know myself and why this was happening. No one in the village would help me. Always dismissing my thoughts, just wanting me to continue getting along. Stop talking nonsense and go skin a deer. But no matter how many hides I collected, no matter how much I hunted, each night these fears found their way back.

As I got older the stories of this witch woman changed in tone and matter. I listened to the second hand accounts. How she would seduce men and lay with them, only to eat them afterward to appease her wicked spirit. Stories that were now told to keep men with their wives. Or to wives to keep them with their husbands, so they wouldn’t go looking for another lover. But it wasn’t these stories that caught my attention it was the first hand accounts that fascinated me. And I journeyed far as I could to hear them. Trying to decipher the truths from each one. Not an easy task.

What I gathered from following the related threads in each story was this; she gave others what they sought after, and it came at different price for each visitor. The one that wanted strength had to bring the head of an enemy, the one that wanted love had to spend the night, the one that wanted fame had to disfigure his face. I listened intently to these stories until I wanted to have a story of my own. I wanted to join the litany of visitors who took the risk to find what on this earth they dreamed of most.

The thing is, I didn’t know what I dreamed of. All I knew was I wanted to feel comfortable here. Not feel so out of place and afraid. To feel comfortable in my own skin. I tried to think what having that would be like, but I really couldn’t. Would I receive something, would I lose something. And what would the price cost me. I wanted to figure that out as well. Would I have to peel off my skin in some gruesome display. Surely not, that wouldn’t be too comfortable. But I couldn’t help but think of these worries. 

At some point though I had made the decision to go. I had nothing left to lose. This mundane peasant life had nothing to offer me. Nothing here filled the emptiness of being so out of place. I left my home behind and vowed not to return until I received whatever it was I was seeking. And if I truly didn’t know what that was maybe this witch could help me discover it. In every story she seemed to help. Each recipient had no regrets, even the faceless man. Just trust her, that was the moral of each of their stories. The more trusting, the more blessed their outcome was.

The sun hid behind the trees, their shadows cast on the ground. I only had a general idea of where she lived. But I was certain I would find her. Everyone who truly looked with earnest had found her. She lived only about a full day’s journey from my village. I didn’t want to stop until I got there but my legs grew tired and I needed a bit of a rest. I sat underneath a pine tree, my back resting against the trunk. I massaged my calf and thighs and loosened my aching muscles. All the men in my village performed the necessary labor, and I was no exception. However I didn’t have the same strength in my body that the other men did. I wasn’t built like them. No matter how much work I did I never reached that same physique. I couldn’t toss bales of hay all day like the rest of them.

I picked up a pinecone off the ground next to me, still sticky with fresh sap. I lobbed it up and down in the air, catching it a few times. Then with all my might I tossed it into a bush. From out of the bush hopped a rabbit. It stared at me with its beady black eyes, its nose twitching.

“Hey,” I said to the rabbit. It gave a small hop forward. “Where you going buddy.” I picked myself up off the ground slowly, hoping not to scare it away. The aches shooting pain through my legs. I placed a hand on my lower back and let out a small groan. The rabbit gave a another small hop. I didn’t want him to leave. I took a bit of grass into my hand, the best peace offering I could come up with and held it out for him. “Here…” The rabbit bounced over a fallen tree. “Wait.” I walked after him, not wanting to spook him.

Eventually following behind turned into a chase. He sprinted, zigzagging around the forest, over branches and around boulders. This wasn’t the best way to trap a rabbit, but then I didn’t want to trap him. I wasn’t that hungry anyway. It became more about the thrill of just catching him. I ran after him losing my breath, a stitch forming in my side. What a useless body. I lost him in the tall grasses of a clearing. I held my side, breathing heavy, the sun sinking below the horizon. But still light enough for me to make out a run down hut in the distance. That must be it. I put my hands over my head, breathing deeply through my nose until I caught my breath. Here I go.

It was just a hut, just enough to keep the rain off the person inside and nothing more. A tattered cloth hung across the entrance. I waited out front thinking of what to do next. Do I just call out, and hope she comes out. Do I just go in. It is somebody's home afterall, I can’t just go in.

“Hello,” I called out. There was no response. No indication that anyone heard me. The wind blew from the east, chilling my flesh. The sun had almost completely set and it was getting cold. “Is there anybody there…” I called out again. I figured I would just pull the curtain back. If no one was there I would wait. If no one came, I would head back, find some shelter for the night in the woods. My hands fingered at the cloth, pulling it back. I peeked inside.

A woman sat in the center of the hut, staring intently at a brazer of smoldering ash. The glow lit up her face as her eyes darted in small movements. She took no notice of me. But she was here. At least she was here. From what I could see she had long matted black hair. A thin dress worn through from days or weeks of constant wear. Her sight was a shock and yet not all that unpleasant. Underneath the disregard for how she looked, one could tell she had a natural beauty about her. “Hello?” I spoke again. She remained still. I took a careful step forward. I didn’t want to scare her off. I didn’t want to spook her like I did the rabbit. I wasn’t here to hurt her, only to learn. But she had enemies, people who hated her for what she was or what they believed she was. I didn’t want to be like those people. I wanted to understand something and those people offered me no understanding. She was in the end the last chance I had in finding my answer. I let go of the curtain, the outside world now cut off from the two of us. I watched her. She sat, calmly breathing, her chest rising and falling. Even from the loose fitting robe I could tell she had a large chest.

I went over and joined her on the ground across from her. Sitting cross legged before the burning embers. What was she looking at. I gazed into the embers. Trying to see what captured her attention and would not let go. I don’t know what she saw but the orange glowing patterns relaxed me. I watched until shapes took form from the patterns I saw. The shapes became more defined, taking on the aspect of human figures. Of naked woman skittering within the glow. Women with full bodies. Large full breasts and wide hips, magnificently sized behinds.

The woman made her first movements. Her hands closed into a fist, she reached over the brazer and dropped a powder in. The embers sparked and roared into a fire. The heat warmed my cold flesh. She looked up at me, her eyes meeting mine. So she knew I was her. She said nothing. Her hand pulled away at her robe, lowering it from off her shoulder at first. Then down passed her breasts. Her body exposed to me. She looked back down at the fire, now simmering back to a slow burn. She placed her hands on her breast. Her hands fooling about her round nipples until they became stiff. She began to produce. Milk dripped down her breasts in small tears. Trickling onto her stomach. She tugged at them until she built a stream. She directed the stream of her milk into brazer. The fire hissed. The figures freed themselves from the flames and rushed along the walls.

I watched in wonder at the ethereal sights before me. I put my hand out and they glided about me as if I wasn’t there. The woman stood up and walked around the brazer. Her breasts moving with her steps. She knelt down before me. She said nothing but offered her breasts to me, slick with a coating of milk. I held a weighty tit in my hand and placed my mouth on her nipple. The nectar of her nourishment sweet to my parched tongue. I suckled on her like a hungry babe. She pinched herself working the milk from out of here body and into my mouth. I swallowed what I could. The rest drooling down my chin. She stroked my hair and held me close to her body. She pulled the one out and switched to the other, just as sweet. Just as filling.

I suckled on her while she comforted my body and mind with her touch. A sleepiness overtook me. My eyes too heavy to keep open. I rested my head on her lap. I sucked her milk from out of her breasts until I slipped away from this world and into one of deep slumber.

When I next awoke, I found myself still in her hut. Nothing but gray ash remained in the brazer. And there was no sight of the woman who was here last night. I was alone. I had fully expected to wake up aching and sore, especially having slept on the earthy ground. I stretched out my legs but they felt fine. A stroke of luck. I’ve never felt this rested. Before getting up I tried to piece together what happened. Only the image of that night remained. But what did it mean. What did I come here for.

When I stood up I realized what I came for. And that I had indeed received it. I stumbled, losing my balance, weight displaced. Different from what I knew. What was going on. I wasn’t sick. I felt great. But why did I feel so off centered. I looked down, I needed to get a sense of where my legs were at. But instead of my legs, what caught my attention was a pair of tits that hung from my chest. Large and shapely breasts, like those of tavern wenches who served more than just mead to her guests. I placed my hand on them and gave a feel. These….these were mine. As I straightened my spine, my hair tickled at my back. Long hair. I touched my face. My features small and soft. My whole body had changed. This was why I felt no pain. My body had been reborn anew. My hips and thighs thick, and between them was not the cock that I had my entire life but a woman’s vagina, small and delicate.

These new parts were mine, were me. What touched them, I felt. And those new sensations made my heart pulsate with excitement. My nipples sensitive to the touch. I squeezed them between my fingers. Could I produce like she did. I had to find out. And trying to find out felt so good. My nipples stiffened with a pinch. But how do I do it. I knew nothing about this body. But I was alone here and had time to explore. And so I did. I pinched, I tugged, I squeezed, until I found a rhythm that worked. Tiny drops of milk secreted from my nipples. It took so much work to produce so little. I wanted more but for now it was all I could muster. But all that work was more of a pleasure. An aching settled between my legs.

How could I forget what else I had acquired. I had both lost and gained something from this transaction. Lost what held me back and gained what I desired. I placed a finger between my legs, sticky with excitement. Now, touching there was sensitive. If feeling my chest made me eager and wanting, this had me falling over the moon until plunging deeper into the ocean. I wanted to lay back, press deeper. But there was no comfortable rests in this hut. And I didn’t know when that woman would come back. I didn’t want to just disappear. Wasn’t there something I should say to her. But who knew how long I would be waiting and I was dying to know myself more. I decided to leave. I could always come back another time. I made a plan of it. There was still more to this woman than I knew.

The journey back went well enough. The excitement of this change kept me occupied the entire time. This new body still fresh, the long walk hadn’t even begun to take its toll on me. I made it back well before sunset. I despise being away from my cot. It doesn’t matter the length of time that I’m away, the first thing I need to do is at least sit on it to resituate myself with my return. As I sat there pondering someone entered.

“Oh, what’s…” said the startled voice. It was Eric. My only companion in this village. He showed me kindness for what I was, where others did not. We were still completely different people. Him strong and I am weak. Though now we were really different people. And did he always just come in here like that when I went away.

“You can’t just come in my home when you expect I’m away.”

“I was only dropping off some of the harvest...wait who in the holy hells are you anyway,” said Eric.

He didn’t recognize me. How could he, I was nothing like I was just a fortnight ago. I had so much to tell him. But then should I, what would he do, or think. But a big part of myself wanted to share what happened. And another much more intense part of me was starving and he had a full basket of vegetables.

“Thank the heavens,” I said pulling a carrot out of the basket. I placed the tip of the carrot in my mouth and bit down breaking a piece off. Eric gulped.

“What,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “Don’t stand there drooling over it, eat if your hungry,” I said, fitting as much of the carrot into my mouth and taking another bite. I was starving.

Eric put the basket down and joined me. The two of us sat silently together. I kept thinking of what to say to him, and he absently mindedly stared at me while attempting to chew his food.

“What?” I asked. Eric shook his head. Still nothing to say. Only looking at me. No not at me, but at my chest. I fixed my gaze where he was looking. How did I forget about them. They had the entirety of his attention and how could they not. Eric never looked at me this way before. No one has. It was a form of attention new to me, but one that I liked. That I loved. I scooted forward, my breasts giving a bounce. He licked his lips.

Maybe I didn’t have to tell him what happened, helplessly trying to explain it all. Maybe I could show him. Maybe I could have him experience it. But what did that mean. What did that make me. A woman? Wasn’t that what I was. What I wanted to be. What I desired. And from how he looked at me it would not be hard to convince him to share in this. Still I had to turn on the charm. My woman’s charm. But what did I know about doing that. I decided to follow his lead and take the hints he left behind.

I grabbed another carrot from the basket and placed it on my tongue. Eric’s eyes widened at the way I placed it there.

“Actually, I’m rather glad that you came by,” I said.

“Oh..um..really?” Said Eric.

“Really.” I wrapped my lips around the tip of the carrot and sucked them off it. He was squirming in his seat. Was he uncomfortable. The Eric I knew had no problems with women. He always loved showing off to them. Taking his shirt off to go chop wood while the maidens swooned over his body. Why was he being so shy now. Did he not find me attractive? Was I not enough of a woman. I glided the carrots across my cheek and over the top of my chest, my breasts pushing my shirt out enough for him to see a good amount of cleavage.

“Why are you being shy?” I asked. Eric collected himself, adjusting his body in the seat to get more comfortable.

“It’s your beauty, it’s like an angel’s,” said Eric. There was the confidence. The kind of confidence only acquired when your the most desirable man in the village.

“They don’t often portray angels as well endowed, as I am,” I said.

“They do not,” said Eric, “But they should.” I must have been blushing. Blushing like a woman falling for a man. Like a bride about to enter upon her marriage bed on her first night alone with her husband. I placed a hand on Eric’s. His hands rough from years of manual labor. Years of providing for this village. And that hand was now in mine.

“Perhaps if you allow me a closer look, I can recount your beauty to artists so that they may make the proper and right adjustments,” said Eric. His thumb caressed the back of my hand.

“Just make sure they do me justice,” I said, taking hold of my shirt and lifting it over my breasts. “Are they better than the paintings?”

“Far better,” said Eric.

“They are quite full as well,” I said, taking myself into my hands. While massaging myself the excitement sparked within Eric.

I went over to my bed, the table’s separation far to great for me. There was no way he would be able to experience me with it in the way.

“Are you just going to watch or will you join me?” I asked, beckoning him over.

“Even simply watching is a dream come true,” said Eric.

“Seeing is only one of the senses, how can you capture what my body can do to the others if you’re only watching,” I said.

“Well put,” said Eric.

He made his way over to the edge of the bed. I reached out and took him by the shirt pulling him down toward me. Closer and closer until his lips reached mine. With my hands around his back I brought him in, his chest pressing against my bare breasts. Even his shirt barred us too much from each other. Each article of clothing a fortress that needed to be stormed and conquered so the treasures behind the walls could be pilfered and claimed. Eric pillaged many fortress walls before, both of stone and of flesh. But none held treasure as valuable as mine did. We lowered our defenses, removing my pants and then his.

“Is this all for me,” I said, grabbing him by the cock.

“There is no one else to claim it,” said Eric. “And is this,” Eric reached between my legs, “All for me.” His hand rubbed the outside of my vagina. My new sensitivities sent waves through my body. I didn’t want him to stop, but I also wanted to play.

“Of course, but you must take it for yourself,” I said, pulling his hand away. I shut my legs and held them tightly closed. Eric pried at them, not yet with all his strength, as I held them tighter.

“How do you plan on getting anywhere like that,” I said. Eric smirked, the challenge enticing him further.

“Oh, I’ll get there,” said Eric, pushing me down on my back. His hands pinning my shoulders to the bed. He took a kiss from me and then another one. Of course I didn’t want to resist, he was what I wanted. This life was what I wanted. His tongue entered my mouth, wet and warm. Flicking mine against his, his mouth sucking on it. My back arching up. He brought his mouth down my neck and over to my chest. His mouth finding my nipples. His touches, my pumping hormones engorging my breasts with milk. Filling them until the milk had no choice but to spill out.

“How sweet,” he said before diving back in for more of me, and there was so much of me, “A woman who needs milking.”

“Then milk me. I want your little knight to have all the nourishment he needs to grow big and strong.” Milk pooled from my stiff nipples wetting the sheets beneath us. With my milk feeding him I never felt more myself. This milk of mine needed to fulfill its purpose. Keeping it inside did no good. He drank from me until our bodies became drenched in it.

“And what about you,” I said taking his cock into my hand, “Does this knight need milking as well.”

“He does.”

I worked at my nipples, pinching them with my fingers. Spraying his cock with my milk until it coated his shaft. Slippery from the spray, I stroked his cock. Tugging it between my fingers. Rolling the flesh around my palm. The beginning of his satisfaction leaked from the tip but this was not yet enough to fill me. He grunted his pleasure of having both my hands wrapped around him, sliding on and off. The milk I doused him with mixing with his pre excitement.

“He seems to be stronger now,” I said.

“He was raised by the best wetnurse.” He showed my tits his appreciation. Appreciating them with his mouth, his tongue, and his hands.

“Is he strong enough to mount his stead,” I said.

Eric pulled open my legs, spreading them apart. I was unable to resist his strength. He had me on my back, pressing his way into me. I was still new, still tight. He was afterall my first. The first to break through the entrance to my castle. The defenses need to be loosened to make way for my knight. He took it slow, I clutched the milk covered sheets in my hands, biting down on my lip, breath escaped from my nostrils. It felt weird, his cock resting there inside me as he gave me a moment to catch my breath. My breasts heaving up and down, the milk dripping from them. He pushed against me. My tits bouncing back to the push.

He rode me through the open fields, through lavender fields. Directing his stead to scenes of pleasure that waited for us out in the world. He started at a trot. Both of us getting a feel for each other. Until working our way up to a gallop. He rode me in different ways. My thick behind slapping against him with each forceful thrust. This is what I had been missing. Each time I bounced forward he gripped my hips and pulled me back into him, never once leaving the saddle. I wanted to milk that strong seed from out of his cock as much as I wanted someone milking my tits. And he would not stop riding until reaching our destination. There was another mystery still kept from me as a new woman. How fertile was my body. If my hips and breasts were any indicator I was very fertile. Made for baring the strong children of strong men. And he was proving to me his strength.

“Fill me with your seed,” I begged. He went at me harder, riding this body higher and higher up the mountains of ecstasy. I moaned letting out the signs of pleasure through my voice. “Give it to me...oh please give it to me.” I wanted to get fucked, to have offspring, and have the milk flow from my body and feed them and my man to great strength. I needed him now. I arched my back up and reached my hand back to grab his thigh. His cock tightened, he hugged my body tighter and close to his. He grunted like a bear facing down a pack wolves. His cock’s milk filling me up, seeping its way out of where the two of us connected.

The two of us rested against each other, the heat from our acts radiated from our bodies and warmed the other. My body sticky from the mix of fluids. He kissed me and placed a hand on my stomach. How I hoped it would soon grow large with a child. How I dreamed of him taking me while pregnant. Loving this woman as he should. Loving the future mother of children. I never wanted to go back. To ever have being loved as a woman come to an end. I wanted to seek out more love from others. To feel how others might make me feel. I was opened for the first time. And I would remain open for those that wanted to experience me like this.

Feminized By A Vampire's Bite

My girlfriend Crissy left the city to take a vacation in the Romanian countryside. I didn’t want her to go. I didn’t want her to leave me. She was basically my only friend here back in the city. But I knew this was something that she had to do. The city was getting to her, like it does to all of us at some point or another. Like it started getting to me now. Before she left, I never noticed how loud this place ways. The cars blaring horns and pedestrians shouting profanities. I see why she needed a change. Why we all need a change from time to time. The every day gets to be too much to handle. The city was a wonder to me when I first came, but soon enough every novelty becomes a habit. And I was sick of my habits.

But could I really just get up and leave here and go to Romanian. The two of us exchanged letters and kept in contact with one another. The way she described where she was staying sounded like a dream come true. She wasn’t at some hotel, or bnb. No, this girl somehow managed to find her way into a real life fucking castle. The kind you read in story books. I don’t know how, maybe it’s a tourist thing there. I wanted to join her though. But I still had my life here. A job that could become a career if I worked hard enough at it. If I sacrificed enough of my soul for the company’s own greed. Leaving here, even for a week, could hurt my chances at that.

I had a decision to make. And I wasn’t thinking clearly. So I did what most men do when they need to clear their heads before making an important decision. My girlfriend wasn’t here, so getting help with this was out of the question. I’m not the type to cheat on her. Besides I didn’t want to. That wouldn’t clear my mind but give me more anxiety. The last thing I needed. I had to take care of business on my own.

I sat at my computer, as per usual. Browsing for something to entice me. So many choices, so many videos to choose from. I wasn’t into anything to out there though. I kept to the same type of video. This was another one of those habits, that was once an intense novelty. When you’re young and you stumble across that first video, than another. It’s like being catapulted into a whole new world of endless possibility. The innocent mind can hardly believe it. Women with bodies like you couldn’t imagine. Slender and tall. Or full figured and voluptuous. I fell in love with each type. I wanted them. I wanted to know what it was like to have them.

I found a video. Two girls licking each others bodies. Their butts so tight and shaped so well. Just wanting to reach out and touch them but I couldn’t. They existed in another time and place, and I was here. I grew hard watching their salacious act. I grew hard watching them play with each other. They were both so playful in the act. Giggling and having fun. I wanted something like that, I think so anyway. I couldn’t quite place what it was about it that I wanted. I couldn’t help but touch myself. Touching myself the same as I always do. Down to business. Where was the novelty. It became too much of a habit. Just a job to get done. But I was still going to get it done.

I stroked myself harder. Watching the one girl spread the others ass, her tongue flicking her. While I watched, I wondered; what was it like to be her, to lick that girl, to be licked. What was her life like. Every day getting to perform, getting to be brought to orgasm. Hundreds if not thousands of admirers who would die for the chance to get with you. I didn’t see anything shameful in her profession. In her strength in taking control of her sexuality. I wasn’t like that. Not really. Men like to pretend they are, but a lot of the time they really aren’t. I stroked harder and faster, getting myself to the edge. I clutched the tissues I had on my desk.

The same thing as the day before. The same orgasm. The same everything. I didn’t feel anymore. But the thoughts filling my mind now did tell my something. I was shouting at myself how dull I had become, how afraid of change I’ve become, and how much that depressed me. I knew what my decision should be. To go, go and get the hell out of this place and find something different. Spend some time somewhere new for once in your life. I’ve become one with the disconnected and broken culture of this city and I would die like that, believing it held some sort of truth unless I left.

I didn’t just up and leave quite like Crissy did though. I sent her a letter telling her of my decision to come. She sent one back detailing her excitement. I let work know and packed some things over the course of a few days. Crissy told me I didn’t need to bring much, there was more than enough at the place I would be staying. Still I had to pack some of my own things. Things I just didn’t feel comfortable leaving behind. I had an attachment to the old ways I guess. I couldn’t just abandon what I was here so easily.

Soon enough however I had finally arrived at my destination. I stood before a larger than life castle. I’ve never seen anything like it. Only in pictures. Pointed towers on top of stone walls, moss covered steps leading up to a wide wooden door. I inhaled deeply. I was here. The clear sky fed a sense of openness into my heart. I needed that. I needed to be open. Remaining open was the only path to discovering the next novelty and really experiencing it. If I stayed closed off I’d simply experience the same habits in different environments, and that was the last thing I wanted.

When the door opened my heart raced. I wanted to see Crissy, it had been so long since we last saw each other. Last hugged or kissed or anything. I ached for her touch. Maybe I’m a bit weak like that. However the woman who stood before me now was not Crissy. She was tall and curvy, her body unreal. She wore a skin tight dress, that ended well above her knees. Her skin pale but glowing. Her lips a deep red. I felt guilty. This woman’s beauty exceeded any’s I have ever seen. And yeah that meant Crissy’s. But mixed with that guilt was desire, desire that burned inside to touch her.

She reached out her hand, “My names Lilith, it is so nice to meet you.”

I practically slapped her, I took her hand in mine so fast, “Nice to meet you too,” I said.

Her name filled my mind. I wanted to know more about Lilith. I wanted to never let go of her hand. An energy seeped from her touch into my body. An energy I never wanted to leave. I looked into her dark eyes and she smiled back.

“Well, come in, you must be tired from your travels.”

“A bit,” I said hesitantly, she let go of my hand. I felt more empty than before when she did. I had to have her touch back.

I followed her into the castle. And I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t checking her out the whole time. Trying to get a glimpse at her cleavage. Her tits full, way bigger than mosts. Her ass, how to even describe it. I just wish didn’t have on a dress, and maybe a pair of leggings instead. I rubbed hands over my face. Trying to get the thoughts out. It wasn’t right. I came all this way to see Crissy. But what was so wrong with a harmless fantasy. This woman was way out of my league, an impossibility. Like the ones you see on screens. She took me into the parlor and had me take a seat on a chaise lounge. Everything here was real fancy shit. Velvet, silver candelabras on the walls, portraits of I don’t know who.

“Is Crissy here,” I asked.

Lilith held a bottle of wine above a glass and let the dark red liquid fill the cup, “You came all this way to see her?” Said Lilith.

“Yeah, of course I did.”

Lilith handed me a glass of wine, her eyes gazing into mine, “Did you?”

Her gaze pulled at my unconcious, forcing the thoughts hidden there to the forefront of my mind, thoughts that I hid from myself.

“Well yeah...I mean…” something about her look, I couldn’t tell her a lie. Even if it was a lie that I believed to be true, “...No.”

“No,” Lilith repeated the words and shook her head, her long black hair swaying from side to side. The lavender scent entering my lungs. She put a hand on my shoulder and I shuddered. A good shudder. “Men are all selfish at heart,” Lilith went on, “Women too of course. Everyone just wants what they want. What do you really want?”

I didn’t know what I really wanted, at least I didn’t think so. How well did I really know myself anyway. I could feel something trying to struggle its way out toward the surface of my mind, but it wasn’t quite there yet. I knew what I wanted in this moment was her touch. I placed my hand over hers. But there was still a deeper want that remained imprisoned inside of me. Imprisoned by cultural conditions and a false belief in how I saw myself.

“It looks like you need some help figuring out what it is,” said Lilith licking her red lips.

“I do…” oh god did I need help, and I wanted her help. I wanted to reach out and take it. But I couldn’t, it wasn’t right. Crissy? Where was Crissy? Lilith bent toward me, her lips finding my cheek. I turned to face her, those lips smiling. She kissed me, and if touching her hand made me ache, kissing her had my heart eating itself alive. She had her hands on my chest, her black nails pressing into my skin. Her tongue separated my lips, making room for its entrance. I clutched my hands into a fist and squeezed trying to hold back. I wanted my hands on her chest. To feel the weight of her breasts in my palms. She must have known this because she guided my hands onto them. Amazing, absolutely amazing. What more would she allow me to do. More, I begged for more.

Her radiance had me in a trance. I was in her control. I would do anything for her. Anything to continue touching her, feeling her. Feeling her smooth skin on my body. I was already hard with excitement. All the blood left my head and rushed into my cock. I had to submit to this, to her.

“Don’t worry, I can help,” Lilith whispered into my ear.

“I know you can.”

She grabbed over my pants, giving my hard cock a feel before removing my clothing. Getting it out of the way, getting what she wanted. She took what she wanted. I was going to let her have it. As much as I know I should fight this, I was powerless against her seduction. She was the type to have men on their knees begging for it. She stroked my cock, her hands working wonders on my shaft. She tugged at me and brought me to the ground before her. My eyes focusing on her pointed heels. She beckoned me to look up.

“I will give you what you desire. But first you must do something for me,” said Lilith.

“Anything...anything.”

“Good,” Lilith pulled her dress up over her hips.

I couldn’t believe it. I knew she wasn’t like other women. She was far more gorgeous. She oozed sexuality and power in every moment. But I never expected this. There was another way in which she wasn’t like other women. She did not have a vagina between her legs, but instead a smooth stiff cock.

“Go on,” said Lilith.

I couldn’t. This wasn’t me. I was...was...I couldn’t.

“Go on,” Lilith repeated.

Yet I found myself unable to disobey her commands. I took her strong cock into my hands, the power of her emanating from it overwhelmed my senses. It took me over and had me lost to the moment. Lost to her body.

“That’s right. Just give me what I want, and I will give to you,” said Lilith.

I opened my mouth to receive her. It was the only way to receive her gift. The more I played with her cock, the more I felt that truth hidden from myself rise to the surface. I would not stop until it broke its way through and found me.

Her cock was in my mouth, a foreighn feeling to me. I thought I would run from it. How could I allow myself to remain on my knees before her. A hard cock dripping with my saliva. This wasn’t me. I didn’t want to believe it. But I had no choice but to, it was me, I was here. Better than that though, she was here. Standing tall before me, her breasts heaving each time I sucked off the tip.

“Don’t stop,” said Lilith, taking my hair into her grasp, pushing me deeper down on her. I gripped onto her ass, holding on to try and steady myself.

“That’s right baby, keep going. Give your Queen what she wants.”

“Yes my queen,” I gargled.

I could feel her tightening in my grasp, she was on the edge. I had to get her there. I spit on her cock. Stroking faster, “come on, Lilith,” I moaned, “Give it to me, I want it.” She clutched the back of my head, her nails digging into me. She bit her lip, a drop of blood spilling down her chin as her breathing grew heavy. She forced me onto her, not letting go until I satisfied her completely. Her legs quivered as she moaned. Her warm love sticking to me as it spilled out of her.

“Yes yes yes,” I cried out.

Lilith lifted my chin by a finger, my eyes meeting hers, she smiled showing her pointed teeth, “Now for yours.” She stuck out her long tongue dripping with a mix of spit and blood, she licked my neck and kissed it. A stinging pierced my throat like having two needles penetrating my flesh. My head filled with what felt like helium. My vision blurred, my eyes refused to remain open. I tried reaching out for her but there was nothing to hold onto. “Lilith,” I whispered as the world faded away from me.

When I opened my eyes I found myself back in my bed. But how did I get here. I tried to recall the events that transpired but my mind was in a haze, my head throbbing with pain. How long had I been out of it. I got up, vertigo almost flipped the world on top of me. I grabbed the bedpost for balance. I wobbled into the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of water, chugging down gulp after gulp, my throat an arid wasteland. I emptied the bottle and tossed it onto the counter and then grabbed another, almost finishing that one as well. The water quickly made its way through my system or however it works, because now I had to pee real bad.

I went into the bathroom and lowered my pants. Still in a daze I let out a stream of piss. Warm piss ran down my leg and pooled at my feet.

“Oh, fuck,” I cried in a high pitch voice, taking a step back. I looked down, “What the hell.” It was gone. I ran my hand between my legs. Panic set over me. I started to shake. I ran my hand anxiously through my long hair. But my hair wasn’t long, was it. I looked into the mirror expecting to see my reflection, but the only thing I saw was a beautiful woman looking back at me. I touched my face, and she touched hers. This..this..isn’t me. But it was, it was very much me. I clutched onto to the sink. I felt like I was about to puke.

I decided to get into the shower to try and calm myself down. I got undressed. A pair of boobs hung from my chest. I hadn’t noticed the added weight before, but I did now. I grabbed them. They were definitely natural. I turned on the warm water and hopped into the shower. I had no clue what was going on. I took the bar of soap into my hand, building up a lather. I spread it over my arms and down my slender legs. I couldn’t ignore the rest of my body. I had to clean myself. I rubbed soap on the top of my chest, the water trickling down my breasts, beating against the floor of the shower. I rubbed the soap over these tits. Over my nipples. Every touch sensitive to my new body. I couldn’t help but pinch my nipples. Sensitive. It felt good, and I squeezed them some more. The warm water caressing me. Fucking hell it felt good to play with them. Like touching a womans, but then...I was a woman.

I was a woman. And the thought suddenly dawned on me. That means that I have...a vagina. I looked down and pulled at my skin. Sure enough, I had a vagina. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t fantasized about having one before. I always thought everyone had that fantasy. But did I really want it. Want it this bad, to have it actually be my new reality. I must have. I rubbed my fingers over it. This was different. Much different than what I was used to. I took the shower head down from off its hook. I heard about the showerhead thing, who hasn't. I laid down as comfortably as I could against the tub.

I let the warm water tickle itself over my body. Different. The pressure of the water felt odd. Not bad, but weird. I liked it. A lot. I inspected myself, looking for my clit until I found it. I pressed two fingers against it and rubbed. I exhaled through my nose and tightened my stomach. Oh god yes this felt good. Isn’t this what I had wanted. Something new. The same old getting far too boring for me. Now this was a novel experience. They say the female orgasm is more intense and I was determined to find that out for myself.

If touching the outside felt good, I wondered what the inside felt like. I eased a finger around my new opening, teasing it inside. This was a pussy. I couldn’t believe it. But fuck it if, I was happy. My internal warmth wrapping itself around my finger. What other feeling could I get from this thing. There was so much more to explore. I didn’t want to leave the shower. But at some point I knew I had to.

I was starving and had to eat. But I didn’t have anything in the house. I didn’t bother stocking anything since I wasn’t going to be home for awhile. I don’t know how I got back though. But clearly I didn’t bother to get anything when I did get back. I had to leave the house. I had to leave the house like this. Well not like this I couldn’t leave naked. I hadn’t bothered to get dressed yet. I was still admiring my new body. Looking at myself in the mirror. Looking at my tits, my nice ass. Grabbing my booty and slapping it. I put on a t-shirt and some jeans. Just something basic to get some shopping done. I wondered what kind of clothes would fit this body. What kind would make which features stand out more.

Living in a city meant I didn’t have much need for a car. Walking and public transport were more than enough to get by on. I walked down the crowded streets, keeping to myself. I couldn’t help noticing the looks of passerbys. I kept thinking something was amiss, I became self conscious like something was wrong with me and that was why people were staring. It wasn’t until I looked down that I realized why. I didn’t have a bra on. Why would I. I didn’t own one. But now you could see my nipples poking through the t-shirt. That’s why all these guys kept eyeing me. It made me uncomfortable at first. But also...desired? I don’t know. Once I realized they weren’t looking because something was wrong but because I was something they wanted, it confused me. Did guys really check other girls out this much. I guess they do when you can steal a glance at the outline of their nipples. I know I would have. Still, I was a bit uncomfortable. I just wanted to get something to eat. I started to run.

Running. Not my best idea. I didn’t have as much control over this new body as I thought. My breasts bounced freely underneath my shirt. Rising and falling with each step. If I didn’t have a guys attention before, I absolutely had it now.

“Why don’t you run on over this way baby,” yelled a voice. Okay I have to admit I laughed. Here was a guy ogling my full breasts, getting a nice eyeful of bouncing titties.

I got into the store and just grabbed anything off the shelf. I just needed to fill my stomach, I didn’t care with what. I brought it up to the counter. The cashier kept looking at my tits. Staring at my nipples. It started to piss me off.

“Why don’t you take a damn picture,” I said. I lifted my shirt up and flashed my tits. His face went from pale to dead red in a heartbeat. I grabbed my stuff without paying and walked out of the store. Once out of the store I stopped in my tracks and just burst out laughing. I probably looked like one of them crazy city people. But I didn’t care. This was hysterical to me. I loved the rush of it. Was I an exhibitionist. I didn’t know what I was. Really I didn’t. I had a lot to learn about my new self. All this attention though. It felt good. And these tits, they gave me a certain power. I could make people want me. I could give them what they wanted. I could throw it back into their face and make them uncomfortable. I needed to explore this more, but how.

Then I got an idea. I have never been to a strip club before. I always felt like I’d be some loser guy if I went to one. But I wasn’t a loser guy now. I wasn’t a guy at all. I figured if I went it might show me something I needed to see. Living in a city, there were plenty of options when it came to strip clubs. The afternoon shift at a strip club might not be the best but it’s what I had to work with.

“What can I get you?” The bartender asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, “anything.” He nodded and came over with a shot glass. I took it in my hand and swallowed it down, it stung my throat. I watched a woman dance around the pole on stage. She had a fine ass body. Big tits, fat ass behind a thong. Every move she made was so damn hot. I had no clue how to move my body like that. I watched her, trying to learn a thing about it. I studied her movement. Not just drooling over them like I might under any other circumstance. I went over to the stage to get a closer look. She grinded her pussy against the pole, her legs wrapped tight around it. She came over to the edge of the stage toward me, noticing I was intently watching her. She put her hands on my shoulders and whipped her hair in front of my face. I smiled and she smiled back. I reached into my pocket for some money. I didn’t have any small bills but I didn’t care. This was worth it to me. I took the bills and tucked them into her bra. She brushed her hand against my cheek and went back over to the pole.

Once she noticed how much it was I slipped her she came over to where I was sitting. Dancing herself around my chair for a moment.

“You’re a big spender aren’t you,” she said, leaning close to my ear so I could hear her over the music. I shrugged, “I guess so.”

“Don’t be modest.” She sat on my lap. Her tits in my face. She grinded herself against my leg. It turned me on a little, I’m not gonna lie. I took out some more money and put it between her cleavage.

“How do you do it,” I said.

“Do what baby?” She pulled at her thong tightening it enough to show the outline of her pussy.

“Move like that, it’s sexy. I can’t move like that.”

“Sure you can,” she said, “look at those hips.”

“But you got them all staring at you and…”

“They’re staring at us,” she said.

She was right, of course they were. I pulled the waistband of her thong out and slipped more money between it.

“Thank you,” I said.

“No, thank you sweety.”

She turned around on my lap giving me a view of her ass. I wanted to grab it so bad. I couldn’t though. I put a hand on my own though. I did have a womans ass after all. After a bit she got up and went over to a table of men.

I wasn’t at that table for long though before a guy came over carrying two drinks in his hands. And placed them on the table, taking a seat.

“You two looked real good together, I’d like to see more of that,” he said.

“I bet you do,” I said.

“I do.”

She had every guy in the place drooling over her. She had them all horny, fantasizing about just having a chance with a girl like that. Wasn’t this all what I wanted. Something new. To see what else I could experience.

“Yeah…” I said, gliding my hand over his chest. I eyed him up and down. I could see his cock was already hard. Were men really this easy. It’s like an olympic marathon just trying to get a girl to see you when your a guy. But now, I had no problem getting attention. I took a sip of the drink. I lowered my hand down his chest and over the crotch of his pants.

“Well maybe I’ll let you see a little more,” I said.

“How about we get out of here then,” he said.

He took me to his place. An apartment not too far away from the club. I was nervous but also excited at the possibility. Excited to experience what this body was made for. His place was nice enough. Well kempt and all that. Enough to make me feel more comfortable about being there.

“How about we head to the bedroom,” he said.

“Please.”

I’ve never hooked up like this. With someone I didn’t know. As a guy I didn’t have the confidence for that kind of thing. But now I was going to do it. And do it as woman. So I really never hooked up like this before.

The two of us were alone in his bedroom. I didn’t waste any time. I went over to him and pressed my lips to his. Much to his delight. He wrapped his arms around my back and held me tight. Tighter than a woman has ever held me. More secure.

“I think I want some more,” I said.

“Yeah…” He pushed me down onto the bed with his strong arms. I waved my hand at him, beckoning him over to me. He crawled on top of the bed. Crawling on top of me, his body hovering over mine until he found my lips again. His rough hands went under my shirt. Easily accessing my breasts. He was better at playing with them than I was. How many woman did he fuck, I wondered. Probably way more than I have. The way he played with my sensitive nipples already had me moaning. Breathing heavier.

“I want you to suck them,” I said. He had no problems with that. He lifted my shirt off over my head and tossed it into the corner of the room. My tits in his mouth. He sucked at the nipples. I held to the back of his head and wrapped my legs around him. Not wanting him to stop. The way he sucked them, I was getting wet. My pussy sticking to my jeans. I put my hand down my pants while he had at me.

My own hand wasn’t enough for me though. My pussy ached for me. I needed something in me. I grinded it against him. The animal instinct to move my hips took over.

“Anxious to get some, aren’t you.”

“Mmhmm,” I bit my lip.

He pulled my jeans off getting them out of the way. He removed his belt and undressed himself. He had a good build. Not that I had spent a lot of time figuring out which guys looked good and which didn’t. But this one, I knew I liked. He held my hips and slid the underside of his cock across my pussy. Gliding it back and forth. My juices coating him.

“You ready to have it inside you.”

“Oh yes…” I cried. Ready? I needed to have it inside me. He pushed in. “Fuck me thats…” He stopped for a moment. “...big,” I finished.

“Thank you,” he said, leaning down to kiss me. His weight pressed down on me securing me to the bed. I was helpless underneath him but that was exactly how I wanted it.

“Keep going, I don’t want you to stop.” He thrusted back and forth. His cock filling my pussy up. The girth pressing against the walls. The length pressing deeper. He was my source of pleasure and I was his.

My first cock. The first I’ve ever had inside me. I lifted my legs in the air and spread them out, giving him all the space he needed to fuck me. The bed rattled to the rhythm of our love. It was all in his rhythm. I gripped his shoulders as he would lift his hips back and push them forward.

“Don’t stop,” I pleaded, “keep going like that.” I was getting closer to the edge. Closer to where I wanted him to bring me. Closer to where I wanted to spend night after night.

“I’m gonna cum...I’m gonna cum,” I cried out. I couldn’t handle the sensations. I wanted it to stop but at the same time to keep going. I wanted to push him off but wanted him to press himself in more. It was a good thing he was much stronger than me. I could fight back and he could just keep going until I had what I wanted.

“Fuck...I can’t..Fuck, keep going.” He did. He kept going at me. Over and over. Keeping his pace. Hitting the spots I wanted. My body tensed. I tried fighting it. But it took over, sending waves of ecstasy throughout my body. My legs resting on his shoulders shook from the release.

“Oh….fuck…” The intensity. It was so much more than I was used to feeling. The power of his thrusts became the release of my pleasure.

I layed back on his bed. I felt spent. But I wanted to keep going. I didn’t feel like I did as a man. A bit guilty, a bit dirty. I felt right. I felt loved. I wanted to do this again. Again with him. Again with another man. I wanted more of this experience. It was what I always wanted. I never wanted to turn back, never have this end. And as long as I was in this body I could have this again and again. Men wanted my body. They would be easy to convince. I would have no trouble finding someone to fuck me. And I wanted their bodies. I wanted their cocks inside me. I needed to know what others were like. I needed to what other kinds of sex I would enjoy with this new body. But I had time to figure that out. Right now I had this moment.

I pulled him back on top. And kissed his lips. I opened my mouth to receive his tongue. I took his cock in my hand.

“You’re not finished yet are you? I need you to fuck me again.”

Related Reading:

The Happy Hucow

It's about time I got my life back together. I was worried about finding a new job. I didn't expect to get employed at a farm. A city girl like me is rather naïve when it comes to all that. I will have much to learn.

Thankfully my new employer is an alpha male who is used to working with his hands and can show me the ropes. The milk here is always the freshest and hopefully with my help it will be all the more creamier. I've got a body made for producing and he can see that. It's about time someone noticed what I can be used for.

Transgender Vampire Transformations 6 Book Bundle (Vampires, Shemale, Futa, M2F On Female, Gender Swap, BUNDLE)

Take some time and enjoy what's inside; Vampires and women with a surprise between the thighs, male to female Gender Swap and First Time Feminization.

Vampires love to suck and these ones suck a lot.

Also Best Friends discovering each others secrets.

Lesbian Fervor (3 Story Bundle, FF, Sorority, Interracial)

Finding a friend to share in your first time isn't easy but when it happens its worth it.

Whether its starting at university or at a new job it, having an extra pair of hands to work with is always the way to go.

And go and go and go until you get there.

Because these ladies won't stop until they're satisfied.
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