
        
            
                
            
        

    
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.”
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Hucow Future Pharms: 2069 (Hucow, Milked, Male To Female Gender Swap, Alpha Doctor)

The year is 2069 and a new pill that causes the one who ingests it to Gender Swap, has just gone into its first round of human trials.

I wasn't sure what to expect, but the opportunity certainly piqued my interest. But it's when the Doctor begins examining my new body that some things really start to peak. When my body starts to produce milk it seems I'm not the only one interested but the Doctors are too. I don't yet fully know my place as a Hucow but can't wait to explore it more.

3069: A Fertile Hucow Trans Space Odyssey

A Transgender space pirate is the Dominate Queen of this ship. And with a little help from Serum 69 she is insatiable. She travels the cosmos looking for Fertile Huccows to build the universe toward a better tomorrow, it's a good thing her Pregnant First Mate is by her side. And these women are just aching to join them even if it means Cuckholding their men

Transformed By The Witch's Milk (Fertile Hucow Gender Swap, Feminization)

After meeting with a busty Witch and partaking in her Milk this man finds himself swapped into the Fertile Hucowbody he always dreamed of having.

Exploring your own body is easy, trying to Seduce the Alpha of the village may not be.

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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