

I was losing it. Losing it hard and fast. I received the worst news I have ever gotten this week. Finding someway to handle it proved nearly impossible. Maybe that sounds over dramatic but this was truly world changing and came so out of nowhere. I received a letter in the mail. And to cut to the chase, basically Chromus Pharmaceuticals’ trials on their new Gender Swapping drug was being shut down. I didn’t know the specifics. It was all kept under wraps for the most part. Obviously it made headlines, but every article had almost no information as to why or how.

I could only imagine this had something to do with societal outlash. And I’m sure because of that the government has been up there ass looking for any little thing to take them down for. Some greedy politician who had something to gain by being the one who got it shutdown. Not caring at all about the lives of those involved and how this might affect them. Only pretending to care about the sensibilities of voters so they could look like some hero. Damn, did it piss me off. The moment I read that letter my life flushed away from me. You ever see in the shows, how before giving bad news, the character says you should sit down for this. Well, this was the first time I experienced why. I almost passed out, almost puked. I was losing everything and it all came in one fell swoop, knocking me metaphorically and literally off my feet. My large disgusting man feet. Never to see the cute soft heels of my woman’s body again.

An entire identity I was beginning to happily construct my life around had been ripped away from me and I had no control over it. My identity as a woman, gone. My future as a woman, gone. Just like that. It fucking sucked. I didn’t go to work. How could I. How could I go about the mundane meaninglessness of the life I lived as this thing I was slowly beginning to hope to leave behind forever.

And I was totally alone in this. I only knew of one other trial participant who might be feeling the same, and I had no way of contacting them. Lars, I only met him once, but how would I find him. Run into him by the grace of the divine? Even if I did, he wouldn’t be in the body of Lars but of a woman’s that I couldn’t recognize.

The panic set in something fierce. It drove me in circles. Pacing about hopelessly without any idea of where to go or even what to think. The sort of panic that drives people to do the insane if they don’t soon get a hold of it. And I had no idea how to do that. Not one fucking clue. I went into my closet. I took out the dresses and bras and panties I had begun to amass. Amass with the hope of it one day being me, totally and completely me. I laid them out on my bed. My hands running over the soft fabric. Just trying to feel something, something real. Something that would tell me this wasn’t really over. I tried to put some of it on. But it didn’t feel right. Not in this body. It wasn’t made for this body, wasn’t bought for this body. Doing so only depressed me more.

I had to get out of my apartment. I just had to. I walked to the train station. It’s a far walk and usually I would drive there. But I didn’t have the focus for driving. I knew that. I was lost in the patterns of my cyclic thinking. Each thought crashing back onto the shore of my belief that it was all over. I made my way into the city. Somehow, lost in a daze of my thinking. Not taking notice of those around me or even myself really. I started fearing that the world must see me as that crazy dude on the train, stay away from him. Was it true? I don’t know, but I felt it inside me.

I guess I was headed to the Chromus’ building. I guess I knew that’s where I was going but didn’t really want to admit it to myself. Kind of hiding what I was doing from myself. Ashamed. Ashamed of something but I didn't know what. Ashamed of simply being, maybe.

I walked the city streets, I took the long way to Chromus. By that I mean I sort of purposefully detoured around it. Afraid of actually getting there. Afraid of what I might see or feel. Of course it was inevitable that I would arrive. Just delaying the inevitable. I had to see it for myself. Had to walk up to the building and know and remember that it was real. Remember that I was real. That the memories were real. That symbol of the life that I had, I couldn’t let it vanish so quickly.

The street was empty. Barren. Nothing like the first day I arrived. Once loud with the endless commotion of protestors. Protestors who I suppose won their battle. Won the battle of their own ego’s over the humanity of living, breathing, individuals. And so they scattered back to their small lives of believing they did something right, while my heart shocked itself with painful electrical pulsations.

I finally made my way to the front door. Gazing up and down the building, filling my mind with the past memories of this place. I gave the door a tug. Locked. Damn it. So this was real. I was overcome with the sickness, the fear. It was eating me up from the inside out. I was losing grips with myself and It was not a good thing.

I couldn’t stand this city anymore. Everything I looked at had me questioning another part of myself. The glares from random pedestrians filled me with a sense of dread. Dreading the reflection of myself that I saw in them. I had to get the hell out.

Back on the train. Back to walking to my home. Back. In the same circle. There had to be some way out of it but I didn't know the way out. I paced my house like some crazed inpatient at a mental institution. I couldn’t eat or drink or anything.

Then came a knock on my door. I freaked. My mind jumped and attached to the worst of my fears. I looked out the peephole. And there Dr. Smith stood. My heart pounded in my chest. I opened the door.

“Smith,” I said with equal excitement and nervousness.

“Can I come in?”

“Absolutely.”

I was relieved to see him. Finally perhaps some clarity. We went to the couch and sat down next to each other. I hated that he had to see me like this. As a man. But I had no other choice.

“What’s going on, why have the trials been stopped.”

“Look, I can’t really talk about it.”

That stung. He was my hope for some answers and clarity. Could they be shattered so easily. He put a comforting hand on my leg. I didn’t want him to touch me. Well I did, but not under these conditions.

“Then why did you come here?” I was being a bit standoffish but I was hurting.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a pill bottle filled to the brim with tiny pink and blue pills.

“This was all I could get. I’ve rationed what I could gather for each of the participants,” he held out the bottle for me to take.

I reached out and took the bottle from him. He handed me hope. It was limited, but it was hope. If I felt like it I could count the days my hope would remain for.

“Understand though, the danger that this puts both of us in.”

I nodded, “I get it.”

I opened the bottle and took a pill out. Went into the kitchen for a glass of water and returned to the couch.

“This might be the last of it,” he said, “You’re going to want to ration it, make good use of it.”

“I have a feeling I’m not going to see you again, is that true?” I asked.

He looked down dejectedly. Just as saddened by the reality of it as I was, “Yeah,” he said placing his chin in the palms of his hands.

“Then I can’t think of a better use,” I said.

This was going to be my last night with Dr. Smith. The last time we get to make love. I dreamed of having a life with him. I dreamt it every night until the next week arrived and I got to see him again for just a few hours. That dream faded now. But I still had tonight. I still had a moment with him. A moment that could go on existing in the past forever. It was all I had. I had to be here for it, for him, for myself. For all this.

I placed the pill on my tongue. I took a swallow of water and washed it down. I reclined back on the couch and waited. Waited for the effects to take over my mind and body. My mind recoiling into the distance as the world before me vanished into nothingness. Feeling only the circling fears within my head this time. Seeing them as tangible symbols in an infinite void of space. I touched each one with my mind. Flipping through them like pages in a book until I understood their source and their energy. Until I took each one and tossed it away, letting it go, letting them all go.

My thinking returned to its body. But not the body I had when Smith first arrived at my home. But the body Smith first met me as. The person he first met me as. A woman. A beautiful woman. Whose body was full and well endowed. Whose body quivered at his touch and love. And whose mind felt hope and clarity. I blinked out of my stupor. The world before me no longer a reflection of my internal fear, but my hope of a possible future. I had this bottle, I had Smith with me now. Things have not yet come to an end.

Everything for the moment was right. Well, almost everything. I felt uncomfortable in these clothes. This wasn’t my clothing. It was the wear of someone I hardly knew anymore.

“Excuse me for a moment,” I said, my voice soft and delicate. I had to change, for myself and for Smith. I wanted to feel my sexy self again. In clothing that hugged my body in all the right ways. In clothing that showed off my ass and hips. A shirt that was cut low, so a good amount of cleavage may be enjoyed. And of course undergarments, soft and revealing. The kind that enticed Smith to perform his love upon my body, unable to resist me or himself.

Once in my room I immediately stripped down. A smile forced its way out. So happy to see myself again. I touched myself. I felt my breasts in my hands, cupping them, lifting them and playing with them. Jumping up and down and letting them bounce. Playing like a goof. I didn’t care. I was so damn happy to be back. But I couldn’t keep it all to myself. I had to share this with Smith.

I returned to the living room, refreshed and ready to go. Ready to spend one last time with the man I loved. And who loved me. Even if this was the last and only chance we may have at loving one another, it didn’t matter. This moment now was my everything. Standing before him in the sexiest outfit I had. His eyes gazing up and down my body with his wanting. The way he did the first night we spent together. I wasn’t dressed up that night like I am now. But that didn’t matter so much to him. What mattered to him was me. That I was there, that I was human.

“You look beautiful,” Said Smith.

“Thank you, I’m glad you think so,” I said.

“How could I think otherwise.”

I laughed and shrugged my shoulders. The hell if I knew how. I couldn’t imagine anyone finding me anything less than perfect. Because so long as I was in this body I couldn’t see myself as any other way. I went over to the couch where he sat, taking a sip of water from his glass. I took the glass of water from his hand and placed it on the table. Then turned his face so his eyes met mine. The two of us looking into the other. Seeing each other, I mean really seeing each other. Seeing more than just how we appeared in the physical form but something deeper, more penetrative than that.

Of course that sort of deep penetrative gaze could only lead to one other thing. A deep penetration of a different sort. Equally as exciting, equally as filling. If not perhaps more so, in some ways.

I placed one hand on his thigh, the other on his cheek. I leaned in for a kiss. As I have done so many other times before. Waiting for the moment our lips would connect. The warmth and wetness meeting and intermingling. Our separation dissolving as our bodies connected. The isolation, the separation, all of it dissolving as I tasted his tongue on my own. As it moved in my mouth, flitting, licking.

We pushed at the other. Each trying to overcome the other with force. To be the one who knocked the other down on the couch and found themselves on top. Of course he was much stronger than I and soon found himself the victor. The weight of his body pressing down on me. His hands running a long my body and grabbing at every part of my flesh.

“One last time to taste what these breasts can do,” said Smith.

“One last time,” I repeated.

He kissed my chest, just above the cleavage. He pulled at the edge of my shirt. Popping my tits out from behind the clothing. Full and lustrous. He cupped his hands around them, holding as if to a precious object. One he didn’t want to see go. But also one he wanted to wrap his mouth around and suck and suck and suck. After all that’s what they were there for. For him to love and to taste.

He latched his mouth onto my breasts. Giving them a suck, his tongue teasing at their tip, my nipples suctioned into his mouth. Wet with his salvia. And not long until they became wet with the milk they produced, the milk that he helped to produce by the excitement that he filled me up with. An excitement that now ached between my legs as the milk from my breasts drooled over his lips and down his chin. A splash of it wetting his shirt. He took his shirt by the bottom edge and lifted it off over his head. As he did, I lifted myself up a bit, wrapping my arm around his bare chest. Wanting to feel that strength pressed against me.

Feeling it against me until I absolutely needed to have it inside me. This time it was me who pushed him down on the couch. Ready to pounce on what I wanted so bad.

“I hope you’re ready to give me that cock,” I said.

“I want it bad.”

“Good.”

I unbuckled his belt and pulled it through the loops. Unzipping them. Pulling his hard cock out. Growing harder in my hand, harder by touch. My dedicated fingers tickling and teasing the shaft. I removed my shirt, and unhooked my bra. Freeing myself a bit more. I played with my tits, producing a little bit more milk, a little bit more cream. A little more to soak his cock in. A little more to lube it up so my fingers slipped and slid along it with ease. Feeling the rushing blood pulsating in my grasp.

“One last taste,” I said, bringing my lips down on him. Wrapping my mouth around his cock. Sucking the pleasure from out of his body. Sucking it as he grabbed my hair. And helped guide me along. Bringing me down deeper.

He filled with an excitement that in all our love making I haven’t seen before. Perhaps he realized, this was truly going to be the last time. He flipped me over and tore at tights. Ripping them from off my body. Grabbing tightly to my ass. So tight, with a strength that didn’t want to see it go. Never to have a moment a part from me. He went down on me. His tongue licking my pussy. His tongue going in deep from behind. His fingers titaliting and stimulating my clit. So much, my cunt lubricating itself with fluids. Soaking for his taking.

He had me bent over the couch, standing tall and powerful behind me. First teasing and then taking. Taking it like he never wanted to see it go, never wanted to be without it. Spanking my fat ass, sending ripples through the flesh. Pulling me back into him each time my ass bounced off for another stroke. Another taste of that cock. He wrapped an arm around my body. Holding tight. His chest fitted perfectly to my back. His hips pulling and pushing, back and forth. He inhaled and exhaled heavily trying to maintain his breathing. Not wanting to tire. But working himself in so well, I don’t know how he managed it.

His energy was infectious. Before I knew it, I had lost myself to his pounding. Fucking him back as hard as he fucked me. Both of us trying shove things further. Higher and higher. Building up. Then remaining at the peak of this ecstasy. Our bodies may have strained and tired. But the sheer amount of pleasure, the momentum of it all, numbed us to the tiring. Numbed us until we both accomplished what we desired so desperately. To explode. To fill and be filled. It was always my plan to have him impregnate me. If such a thing was possible for this body. And how I so hoped it was. So hoped that by having his cum fill my cunt it would fill my belly as well.

I still held on to this hope. Still didn’t want to give up on it. Now more than ever. Because if it could take and hold through the morphing transformations than perhaps I would always have a part of Smith with me. Regardless of what dangers this life might bring him, however far away from me it took him. A part of him would forever remain. I only had hope and nothing else. Hope and his hard cock fucking its way to orgasm inside my squirming body.

“One last time to cum inside,” I said, reaching back to push him in further, as if such a thing was even possible, “fill me up, fuck...fill me up.”

My words excited and encouraged him. Had him pumping with greater determination. Greater and greater until too much was too much. And his grasp around the totality of my body tightened and would not let me go. Holding me down, secured to his being. The cum pumping out of his cock and into my pussy in full amounts. Sticky and warm, filling me up. Sliding his sensitive cock in and out just a bit more. He groaned, unable to handle the sensations.

He pulled out and I turned around. Taking him into my mouth to be cleaned off. Sucking him dry. Sucking what was left inside and having it on my tongue.

Our tired bodies collapsed side by side. Mine on top of his as we lay on the couch. It was fantastic. A perfect last time. Still I didn’t want it to be the last time. I never wanted there to be a last time.

“Can I really never see you again?” I asked.

“You know we can’t. Graham doesn’t plan on stopping until his mission is complete. And I don’t plan to stop helping him. If anyone knew where we were or what we were doing. It would put everyone in danger. I couldn’t do that to you, and I couldn’t do that to Graham.”

I knew he was right. Right in what he was saying and right for holding to it. But I wanted to keep asking the same question over and over again. In hopes that at some point the answer would be different. But no matter how many times I may ask, the answer would remain the same. Smith would continue to do right by his friends, and for the hope of a new future. I only hoped for a selfish future, one for myself that included him. He hoped for a future that might benefit others and other generations. I had to allow him this. As much as it would hurt, I had to allow him to follow the path he had found himself set upon.

My fingers swirled around his chest. Enjoying the simple sensation of touch, of being touched. While I still could.

“I’m going to miss you,” I said.

“I’m going to miss you too,” said Smith.

“It’s going to hurt.”

“Yeah, it is.”

I gave him a kiss on the cheek. Setting him free. Free from my attachment. Not that I wanted to. But out of absolute necessity. In order to go on. Go on and find what thread I would have to follow next. Whatever it may be.
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Don't Stop Swapping: 5 Book Bundle (Transgender, Gender Swap, Hucow, Fertile, Milking)

3069: Fertile Ritual (Transgender, Fertile, Milking, Group)

Futa Trap House (Futa On Female)
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