
        
            
                
            
        

    
Another mindless week of living life as a man was finally about to come to an end as I arrived at Chromus Pharmaceuticals for the fourth time. Each time proved to be better than the last. Spending those twelve hours as a woman was always the highlight of my week. It’s what I looked forward to each and every day as I slugged my way through work, through the monotony of an otherwise placid existence. I still regret not spending the trial period with Dr. Smith. Not getting to make love with him in our little private room. Of course I wanted to. I wanted to have his body pressing against my wonderful woman’s body. His mouth kissing mine. I wanted all of it. But I just had to know what it was like to be a woman in the city.

And I’m happy I got to experience that. The attention pedestrians gave me as I walked passed them. The way their eyes gazed at my cleavage or at my ass. The attention turned me on, and I couldn’t get that if I remained inside some building. I never would have hooked up with Mark either. Never would have experienced the thrill of a man hitting on me, wanting to get to me. Putting in an effort to try and win me over. Not that he had to put in much effort. No one ever hit on me before, I was instantly hooked. And happy that I was. That, I went back to his apartment with him. In a sense, he was the first man I’ve been with, out in the real world anyway. Not just in the clinical setting of the trials for Chromus’ gender swapping pill.

As much as I wanted to go back out into the city and experience all that again I also knew I wanted to spend time with Dr. Smith. On top of that I was dying to tell him how much I enjoyed myself out in the real world. How much his work here at Chromus had given me. I’m sure he would love to know what I’ve been up to.

Dr. Graham handed me the pink and blue pill. I took it in my hand, popped it in my mouth and swallowed. Laying back and waiting. Waiting for the world to pull away from me. For my mind to be pulled away from the world and enter into the bliss of pure nothingness, pure and abstract thought. Until I found myself pulled back into reality, into my perfected body. Back to having my breasts and hips and pussy. Back to what I wait all week to become.

“So how was your time out in the city,” asked Graham.

“Absolutely fantastic,” I said.

“Do you see yourself as being able to experience life as a woman regularly,” he asked.

“I think I do.”

When I first started the trials, I didn’t think I would have been able to do so at all. It would have been too much of a change. Maybe felt too real. But now, that reality was the one I wanted more and more. I didn’t want to get into it too deep with Dr. Graham. I wanted to save my stories for Smith. I knew Graham needed to know this sort of information for his records and all, but talking to him about it just didn’t interest me. Besides, Smith can update those records or whatever. At this point Smith knew more about how all these changes really affected me anyway. Probably understood it better than I did in some areas. I trusted Smith to write and record the things I still wasn’t fully able to say and admit to just yet. I needed him for this.

“I’m going to remain here for the day, please let Dr. Smith know,” I said.

“I’m sure he’ll be happy to hear that,” said Dr. Graham.

Graham was great and all. And at one point I wanted him, would have done anything to coax him into wanting me too. But I saw now that his approach to all this was strictly clinical. Dr. Smith on the other hand saw the humanity in me. Wanted to help me reach inside and see what that humanity actually meant for me and the world around me. I didn’t just want some clinical examination of my body anymore, it didn’t excite me like it once did.

After Graham and myself finished up in the examination room, I quickly left and headed to Room 702. Chromus’ own little private get away. A home away from home. It was my room. The room where I made love. Where I experienced myself in ways I never have as a man.

I removed the gown from my body. Alone in the room. I ran my hands over my skin. Touching my arms, gliding them across my chest, then over my breasts. The breasts that the two men I’ve been with loved so much. I held their weight in my hands. Thankful to have them. I smiled, the smile turning into laughter. Was I going crazy, or was I actually happy for once in my life. Like, really happy. Happy to know this is mine. This is me. These long legs, mine. This long hair, mine. This tight pussy, yeah that was mine. All this me, more me than anything in this world has ever been. I felt connected to myself. I put on a pair of sexy fishnet stockings that I bought the other day. A good amount of my paycheck now found itself spent on clothes. I used to never buy clothes. Never saw the purpose in adorning my body. But now I see that’s because I just didn’t care for it. Never cared how it looked because I never felt connected to it. And changing the outfit wouldn’t change the body, wouldn’t fix that connection. But changing the body changed everything. And I was now feeling damn sexy in this tight outfit.

I hopped on the bed. Reclined my back up against the rest. I suppose what I ended up doing might be considered meditation. Not that I had ever meditated before or even knew what that was. But I just laid there and let things happen. Waiting until Dr. Smith made his entrance. Staring at the ceiling until patterns emerged from out of the stippling, giving made up names to the images I saw.

A knock sounded at the door. Strange, Dr. Smith usually doesn’t knock. Not anymore. Was he feeling a bit off because I didn’t see him last time. I had to doubt that though, he didn’t seem the type. I got off the bed and peered out the peephole. A man I didn’t recognize stood outside. I opened the door.

I had no idea who he was. He didn’t have on the kind of clothes the Doctors around here wore. He wore what seemed to be easiest to throw on.

“Hello…” I said with a bit of suspicion and unease.

“Hey,” he said.

The two of us just looked at each other. I don’t know who was more awkward, me or him.

“Um…” This was just getting too much for me. I had to make some sort of noise to break the silence.

“Right...um... Dr. Smith said you might want to see me,” he said.

“He did?”

The man nodded.

“Alright, well come in.”

The two of us sat across from each other at the small table in the room. He sat straight up, hands cupped together placed on the table. Like he was in an interview or something, I really wish he would relax a bit.

“I’m Li...Lars, by the way,” he said.

That was strange, “Nice to meet you,” I said, “So Dr. Smith?” Right now that’s all I really cared about, where was he, why did he send him. I hoped he didn’t just send in some replacement, not wanting to see me.

“Right, he said you had also expressed an interest in meeting other candidates of the trials.”

So that’s who this was. Another like me. This wasn’t a replacement. It was a gift.

“I did, my gosh, this is...is, kind of great.” Honestly it’s easy to feel alone in this whole endeavor. But now there was someone before me who might help me find some understanding. Really understand what I’m going through. “So that means you were…”

“A woman,” Lars finished, nodding.

Naturally I had so many questions and didn’t even know where to start.

We got to talking. Exchanging our stories. Lars’ was much different than mine. He was once a woman, who in his mind and heart had always felt he was a man, never doubting that. Getting accepted was the biggest blessing in his life. We swapped the story of our initial excitement of finding ourselves in our new body. His, one of finally having what he always wanted, overwhelmed with happiness. Mine, filled with laughter at the fact that I actually went through with it and at the disbelief that this could be real.

“But you find yourself to be more of a woman now?” Asked Lars.

“I think so, yeah. I figured most of the other participants probably always felt they were the wrong gender. I didn’t, I just wanted something different I guess. I just didn’t know what that something was.”

I was a bit nervous telling him this, that he might not accept that I really did want this, that I wasn’t really a woman because I didn’t always feel that way. But he listened to my story all the same. I guess when you live a life entrenched in others judgements like he was there’s only two ways to go. Either let it become you, or reject it completely. Thankfully he seemed to choose the latter.

Eventually we started getting a little more intimate, describing what we liked so much about these new bodies of ours.

“As a woman did you ever produce milk,” I asked.

“Not that I know of,” he said.

I smiled, “I can. I love that I can.”

He laughed, “That sounds great.”

“It really is, it’s like seeing myself really as a woman, doing something only a woman can do.”

“Could you show me?” He asked.

“Of course. I was hoping you would ask me. Come on,” I said.

I really liked Lars. The way we connected with each other, how easy it was to talk to him and how willing he was to share his own stories with me. I had no qualms about bringing him over to the bed. That reason, I’m sure, is why he came here above all others.

We knelt on the bed facing each other. Both excited to show off for the other. To show off to the only person we knew who would be able to understand our excitement over our own body.

“Ok, ready?” I asked.

“Go on.”

I took my shirt and bra off. My heavy breasts freed before us. I teased at each nipple with my fingers. Getting them to stiffen.

“Oh, it’s happening already,” said Lars.

I looked at him puzzled, nothing was happening yet, “No it’s not.”

“Not that, my cock. It’s already getting hard.”

“Oh,” I laughed, “Yeah, that’ll happen,” I said.

“I love it when it does.”

“You say that, but just wait till you find yourself with an erection that won’t go away when you’re trying to just go about your day.”

“So far it always ends up working out well for me,” he said.

Lars placed his hand over his pants, rubbing his cock a bit while he watched me play with my breasts.

“Here, let me help with that,” I said.

I slid his pants off him and then his shorts.

“Damn, you should be proud, that’s a nice sized cock you got,” I said, taking it in my hand.

“Oh, I am,” said Lars.

He couldn’t help but stroke himself along with me, finding just as much enjoyment in that cock of his as I did. If he enjoyed that, he was going to really enjoy what I was about to do. I gave my tits a tug.

“It helps if you suck on them,” I said.

Lars leaned toward me, taking my breasts in his mouth. Suckling my nipples.

“Don’t worry, I’ll return the favor,” I said. Cream poured from my breasts into his mouth, “Now it’s happening.”

Milk dripped down his chin and onto his chest. I took my hands and smeared the milk across his pexs, almost too perfect to be real.

He sucked his mouth off my nipple. It was time to return that favor. Now that he helped engorge my breasts full of milk. I squeezed at my nipples, pumping streams of milk out onto his cock.

“Damn…” he muttered, under his excited breath.

“Just wait,” I said.

I got down before him. His cock wet and slippery between my fingers. I licked the tip of my tongue against it. Giving him a bit of a tease. He clutched the bed sheets, holding onto the pleasure. I took his hard wet cock into my mouth. Sucking at the head.

“Fuck…”

“Like that?” I asked, going back down on him.

“Ughg… yeah,” he grunted.

He gripped the sheets tighter. I took his arm and brought his hand on top of my head. I worked my lips around his cock, his hand helping to push me farther down his shaft. He moved his hips up and down, unable to keep himself from chasing after the pleasure provided by my tongue and throat.

I sucked the sweet milk from off his cock until the man that he is really came out to play. He lifted my head off his cock. Coming in for a kiss. Taking my tongue into his mouth, sucking on that too. He pushed down onto the bed. Hovering over me. His cock teasing against my pussy as he slid it against my clit. He certainly knew how to make a clit feel good. Knew exactly in which ways I liked to have it rubbed and played with. Using his cock as a massager for my pussy.

He pinned me down to the bed. One hand holding my shoulder down, the other holding to his cock as he pressed it inside my tight pussy. Stretching out the entrance to fit the thickness of his throbbing cock. He shoved in, his body hitting into mine. I let out a gasp. I was his to take. His to have, while he enjoyed his new strength. Enjoyed having power over me and my body. Pulling me down his shaft as he thrusted forward. I wanted to speak but his forceful fucking had me only able to moan noises between my heavy breaths.

As a woman Lars was small and petite. But as a man he was anything but. Strong and masculine. And he used that strength every chance he got, reveling in his new abilities. Picking me up from off the bed and sitting me down on his cock. Plunging into me as my breasts bounced against his chest. Pushing me back down and flipping me over. Grabbing tightly to my hips and shoving my ass back onto him. Fucking me from behind, sending ripples across the flesh of my meaty ass and thighs. It would have been hard to keep up, if he didn’t have the strength to do the work of my body for me.

He used me as his toy of pleasure. Helpless to his control. I didn’t mind. I loved it. Loved having him take me this way then that way. Loved seeing the look on his face as he gritted his teeth, fucking into my hole.

I never had a lover so forceful, so determined. Not as a woman and especially not as man. I’d never get this as a man. Never have a lover who wanted to just go at me. Reckless and carefree, absorbed into taking their own pleasure and in doing so giving me so much. Most women wanted me to do the work. Now I had him doing it all. I only had to go along with his drive. His body steering me to places I’ve never been. He took both hands and slapped my ass, then grabbed and pulled me back and fucked. His cock hitting as deep as possible inside. Gripping my cheeks to pull me onto him. Holding me there as he gave short fast bursts in and out.

Even when I came and quivered, my pussy tightening to push him out, he did not stop. He held me down on him. Forcing more waves of ecstasy through my core. He was insatiable. Nothing seemed enough for him. Where did he get the stamina. Was it because he lived as a woman, used to taking his time to build up before releasing. I never had that determination.

In bed he was a completely different man. Awkward and polite in conversation. But in bed the beast inside unleashed itself. He grabbed a fistful of hair and pulled, tilting my head back, my voice echoing in the room.

“Fuck, that’s good.”

“Don’t stop ...don't stop.”

I was enthralled by the way he took me. Ravaging my pussy over and over. Reaching his hand underneath to stimulate my clit while simultaneously pounding inside.

He gave a final push, his warm cum exploding into my pussy, holding me down, holding me against him. He didn’t stop there. He pulled out, cock dripping with cum, and went right on down. His mouth sucking on my clit. There was no stopping until he wanted to stop. And I didn’t want it to stop. His tongue licking up every bit of me. Licking up my thighs, and inside my hole. Nothing was off limits with him. Nothing too dirty. He wanted to experience every side of the coin. Flipping it into the air, enjoying whatever side it landed on. Heads or tails, from on top or underneath, from the front or from behind.

“Fuck,” I practically shouted, covered in sweat, my body spread out on the bed.

“Too much,” he said, huffing, trying to catch his breath.

“No… that was...something else...good.”

Damn, Dr. Smith really knew what he was doing when he set this up. And to think I ever doubted him, not again. Smith is above the bullshit. He cuts right to the human, to what we are, to trying to know us. Each of us. Me, Lars, and whoever else was involved in this crazy new world we found ourselves in.

It wasn’t long after Lars left that Dr. Smith showed up in my room. Overcome with excitement, I ran to the door and gave him a big hug.

“Thank you so much,” I squealed.

He chuckled, “You’re welcome. It wasn’t easy. Dr. Graham is so strict and convincing him took a lot of effort.”

“I’m glad you did,” I said, giving him a kiss on the cheek.

“I am too. Just to see the look on your face. It was worth it. I hoped it helped,” he said.

“It did, it really did.”

“You’ll have to catch me up on what you’ve been doing these past weeks. I missed you.”

Damn, his words went right to the heart. What was happening. What was I feeling. Why did I enjoy him so much. Enjoy just having him standing there talking to me. 
 

I told him everything. From my time spent in the city as a woman, to everything I learned about Lars, all of it. It just came flowing out with such ease. By the end of our conversation I was exhausted. I had no energy left to make love to him. Though I wanted to. Yet even though I didn’t, it didn’t matter. I loved just having him sit on the bed next to me. Listening to everything I had to say.

“I don’t want to turn back,” I said, the twinge of pain clear across my face.

“I know,” he said, putting a hand on my shoulder, “We’re working on it.”
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