
        
            
                
            
        

    
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.
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