

That strange ring sat on my nightstand next to my bed. It’s been a week since I used it for the first time, and first learned of its changing effects. Or perhaps I should say body changing effects. Putting that ring on, I found myself transforming into the woman of my utmost desire. A fantasy come true. Which, in the thrall of the moment, was a mind blowingly wonderful experience. And I thought I’d never want anything else again. Nothing else but to change into a sexy as fuck woman day in and day out. Pleasing myself with my ability to seduce any man I came across. Testing out the rings limits, enjoying all the different tight forms I could assume.

Yet when I came home after that first trial, having given the ring a test run by fucking my two best friends after changing from male to female, I took the ring off and found myself back in my male form. And with that came a host of questions whose answers I didn’t want to ponder, though I knew I needed to. It was these unanswered questions that kept me from putting the ring back on. Questions like; was I wrong for seducing them? They had no clue who they were fucking, they didn’t know it was their male best friend simply in a switched body. And what did that make us? Gay? Straight? Something totally different altogether? The world had never seen sexuality like this and perhaps there just wasn’t a word for it yet, no one ever having a need for one.

It was these questions, although perhaps more accurately put; these worries, that kept me from transforming for a second time. However the horniness was starting to get to me and this male form just didn’t do it for me. It’s hard to go back to having a dick once you feel the pleasure of having a pussy and clit. The waves of rolling sensations that come from having your tits sucked, and pussy penetrated, reaching between the legs to rub and amplify the already overwhelming sense of ecstasy, there’s nothing in the world of manhood that can even come close. That is, no matter how much I make this cock cum, I just don’t feel satisfied. And there rests that ring, its siren’s call beckoning ever louder and my will just isn’t that strong.

“Fuck it,” I said, rolling off my bed and grabbing the ring from the nightstand. I fitted the ring onto my middle finger. The gleam of the gem in the center shone a bright blue… for now. Soon that blue would change to a sweet pink. When I changed the first time, I changed into the woman I desired for, the one I watched on my computer screen stripping down and revealing her perfect form. A form that was perfect in the pornographic sense. But there were other types of women out there, not just the slutty looking pornstars. Women that were more real than that. And I wanted to experience something different.

The ring tightened around my finger, commanding from me an insatiable lustful desire, filling my mind with images of the most enticing bodies I could dream up. I had to focus on bringing my awareness in and settling on one. But with so many options it’s hard to choose, each one more sexier than the last. I let the images play throughout my mind on their own, hoping I would fall upon one by a more natural accordance with what it is I wanted most deeply.

The blue on the ring began to flash pink. I laid myself down on my bed and closed my eyes, feeling a tingling swell around my limbs. The process of change had begun. My mind settled onto a singular image, holding it there. The world, my body, it all fluctuated into a singularity, then layer by layer peeling back to a well situated stability. I opened my eyes. Lifting myself off the bed took a bit more effort than usual. Standing up, stretching my back, feeling the weight of my breasts pulling down. I moved myself in all sorts of strange and discordant ways, getting my conscious mind to accurately find its place in this new form.

I grabbed my breasts, “Holy fuck these are huge,” I said. Way more than a handful. Way more than what most women had to carry around. Big enough to make a cock disappear completely when stuffed between. My nipples were equally impressive, stiff and round. And that’s when the idea hit me. I lifted my breasts up, taking a nipple into my mouth, licking and sucking on it myself. The wonder of it had me starting to drip. And though I wanted to touch, I had to wait, it wasn’t time yet. I had to wait until I could share this body.

And fuck was it a body. Extra thick; my thighs, my hips, my ass. I was a voluptuous goddess of curvy fertility. It would take a real man’s cock to handle all this. To be able to command a beauty this big. I couldn’t go to my friends with this one, they wouldn’t have a damn clue how to satisfy this. No, I needed to find a strong alpha male, who knew a thing or two about tits like these, and a fat ass like this. Someone whose muscles were used to doing the heavy lifting and plowing.

Most men in this small suburban town took the train into the city to go to work and sit at a desk for eight hours a day. Nerdy stick-men in suits. While they might afford themselves a comfortable lifestyle, they certainly wouldn’t be the type to handle all this woman. No, they went for trophy wives who went around spending their money on shit they didn’t need. A man like that would do nothing to satisfy this craving coming from my tight cunt. However not too far in the other direction was farmland. And I might just find the kind of roughspun farmer I’m looking for. One who built his muscles tossing bales of hay each day. Who knows how to get his hands dirty and isn’t afraid of a little mess. I licked my lips just thinking about it. Damn, my womanly craving was extra strong in this body. Were all women this thick, horny all the time like this? If they are, then lucky them, because I fucking love it. And I’ll love it more once it’s filled.

I threw on what clothes I could fit on this body. Though even the ones I had didn’t exactly fit. My assets managed to peak out under and over. Which only had me looking slutty sexy, and thick as fuck. Whoever I manage to find was going to find themselves hard the instant they laid eyes on me. All the better.

I got in my car, it took a bit to readjust my seating. I guess I had to get used to that, I imagine I’d be driving in a different body quite often. The houses spaced themselves out the further east I drove. Eventually slowing down my driving to enjoy the scene of horses grazing and resting in open fields.

This was madness, by all accounts absolute madness. So damn absurd. I drove down the winding dirt road looking for a farm, looking for a farmer. A man to fuck. Did I, or the world really operate in this manner? Then again finding body changing rings is absurd. Is showing up somewhere i’ve never been before to get my pussy plowed really any more absurd than that. As a man I couldn’t just show up somewhere, shake my cock in a girls face and get fucked.  But this curvy body and fat tits, they were of the kind men dreamed of, and seducing any man with these assets would be more than easy.

I took my car up the driveway toward a blue farmhouse. It looked nice enough, for a farmhouse that is. I got out of the car and went to the front door. I knocked on it a few times but there was no answer. A bit of a setback, I peeked into the windows but saw no indicator that anyone was home. I wasn’t going to give up so easily though. Hell, I couldn’t give up. This burning ache for cock was not just about to go away on its own anytime soon.

I made my way to the back of the house. The yard was massive, so much space, not the kind of thing we see in the suburbs where I’m from. My presence was greeted by the bawking of chickens pecking away inside their cage. I approached them. Cute little things.

“Can I help you,” said a voice from behind me. Startled, I quickly turned around and found myself standing before a tall and tanned, muscular man. He had a wide brimmed hat and overalls. His hands rough, clutched to the straps.

“I think so,” I said. Though, one look at him and I knew he could help me. I knew he had the strength to command my thick ass up and down his cock. Oh, he was just what I was looking for. He looked at me, waiting for my story. I knew I needed to come up with a reason for being here and fast. But it took me a moment, the way his eyes gawked at my body was rather distracting. I saw the lust in his eyes as he licked his lip taking in the sight of my massive cleavage.

“It’s my boyfriend,” I said, it was time to lay it on thick, “I just had to get away from him, and I don’t have anywhere to go,” I said, trying to look as worried as possible, when really what I felt was horny.

“That bad, huh?”

“Yeah, I just needed to get away, I hope it’s okay I came here. It just looks so peaceful out in the countryside like this.”

“No problem at all, why don’t we head inside,” he said.

He followed behind me, staring at my thick ass the entire time. My shorts are riding up, giving a nice view of my meaty booty.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Ted, and yours?”

“I’m-” Well I couldn’t give him my real name it wasn’t exactly feminine, “I’m Angela,” I said.

“Mmm, nice to meet you Angela.”

Once inside his home I took a seat at the wooden table. It was littered with various tools and other necessities for keeping a house and farm in working condition.

“Can I get you anything?” Ted asked.

“I think I’m alright,” I said, resting my head in the palms of my hands. I didn’t exactly come here for a snack.

“You sure? I think there’s still some milk left in the fridge. I make some of the best damn dairy you will ever taste. There isn’t much left. Unfortunately, not many..eh… cows have wandered onto my pasture in quite some time.”

“I see, in that case, I suppose I’ll have to try some.”

“That’s the spirit,” Ted opened the fridge and pulled out a glass milk bottle, pouring it into two glasses one for each of us. He placed the glass in front of me, “it’s made special, to supply all the necessary vitamins,” he took a big satisfied gulp of milk, licking his lips, “go on.”

I pressed my lips to the glass, savoring the flavor in my mouth, it was different. I never had milk that tasted quite like this, at least not that I could remember.

“How is it?”

“It’s good, different but good,” I said, wiping the milk off my chin with the back of my hand.

“Don’t let that go to waste, like I said I have very little left, it’s very special milk,” he said.

“Oh,” I stuck my tongue out, licking the drops of milk off the back of my hand, looking him in the eyes as I did. I could see the excitement on his face, and if he didn’t have on such baggy overalls, I’m sure I would see the excitement bulging against his pants.

“Would you like to see how I make it?” Ted asked.

“Absolutely.”

“Finish up, and I’ll show you,” Ted drained the rest of his glass, punctuating it with a low groan and grunt. He really fucking liked that milk.

He took me to a barn out back, the sun was intense in the open field, sweat formed on my forehead, and glistened on my chest.

“It’s hot out here,” I said, wiping my forehead.

“Sure is,” he watched as I adjust my shirt around my heavy breasts, stained from my sweat, “it’ll be much cooler inside.” Ted opened the door, and stepped in, removing his hat and hanging it on a rusted nail. The barn was rather spacious. Beds of hay rested against the wall, some farming tools, and all that. Much of what I’d expect to see. What I didn’t expect was the strange metal contraption, I’ve never seen anything like it, I had no clue what it was, but I could guess at what it was for.

“What do you think?” Asked Ted.

“What I want to know is, how do you get any milk if you don’t have any cows?”

He smiled a bit deviously, “it isn’t cows milk that I’m after.” Ted watched my tits bouncing as I stood up from inspecting the odd machine.

“Oh, then what kind of milk do you…” Ted raised his eyebrows, his attention still completely in rapture by the sight of my massive breasts. That’s when it hit me, “...you mean-”

“That’s right. I hope you’re not turned off by that,” he said, walking closer to me.

“Not at all,” I bit my lip as he approached.

So it was humans he milked. Women. Were they women like me? Big and thick, with tits like this. With stiff nipples that peeked through the sheer fabric of their clothing. If any body type was made to be milked, it was certainly the one I had now possessed. Was it truly a hapstance that I found myself here? Or was there something else at work, the burning desire this ring gave me, did it also lead me to where I would find that desire fulfilled? This couldn’t just be coincidence. A coincidence would be more absurd than this ring possessing a greater magic than I was initially aware of. Clearly I had been called here for a reason. And I knew upon meeting Ted that there was little doubt that he would fuck me, just by the way his eyes mentally stripped my body down to nothing. I would have never guessed at this though. And yet the need for what might come next ate away at me. I had to give in to it. I had to find out just what Ted might do with me, or do to me. I would never be satisfied until I had that and he had me. In whatever seemingly strange way he wanted to use my body, I wanted to let him.

“You said you didn’t have much milk left?” I asked.

“Unfortunately, no. It’s not so easy finding a woman with a body capable of handling the… process.”

I placed my hand on his wrist, “Perhaps I can handle it,” I said squeezing his hand.

“There is only one way to find out,” said Ted, pulling me in closer, “But you’ll have to let me do whatever it is I need to. I only want the best milk from you. And everyone knows the best milk comes from the horniest cows.”

“That shouldn’t be a problem,” I grabbed him between the legs. I was right, his cock was rock solid. It was my body that did that. My tits and ass, and the potential for more. What really made him hard, I’m sure, was the thoughts of what he was going to do to me. Things that I had never experienced and couldn’t even yet imagine. And what made me wet was the thoughts of what hid beneath all that clothing. The hard body, and hard cock, that waited for my touch.

His hand went straight for my tits, gripping a handful of tits that were more than a handful. His hands were rough and strong.

“I have wanted these since I saw them,” he said.

“I could tell. They’re yours now.”

He grabbed at the edge of my shirt and pulled it down, freeing my breasts, my shirt tucked underneath them.

“Fuck,” he sighed, his fingers playing with my stiff nipples, “these will milk quite well.” He knew how to make my nipples feel so good. The way he pinched and tugged at them made me so fucking wet for him. As he played with my tits, I unbuttoned his overalls, and then his shirt. His chest was well sculpted by years of hard work. I dug my fingers into his chest, biting my lip as he tugged and pulled at my breasts harder. They were sensitive but he went at them with a mission. And I had to take it, I had to do this, as he had asked me to. To let him do whatever he wanted. When it pleased me and when it hurt, and when the two felt so good mixing together.

The early signs of his hard work began to show as droplets of white milk dripped out of my nipples, one by one, the tiniest little drops of milk.

“Mmm, looks like you’re starting to produce for me,” he wiped the milk away with a finger. Pinching a little more out. He placed his mouth over my nipple, sucking, his tongue licking. “You taste great,” he said, licking the droplets of milk running down my breasts. “But we’ll need more than this, lots more.”

“Is that what that’s for,” I said nodding to the machine.”

“Do you think you’re ready for it?”

“Mmhmm, I think so.” I had to be ready for it. If his hands and mouth felt this damn amazing on my tits, I can’t imagine what that machine could do. To have that hooked up to me sucking and working tirelessly on my nipples, draining every drop of milk out of my fat milky tits.

Ted grabbed hold of me, “come on,” he commanded, leading me, the newest member of his herd, to her first milking. He bent me over the rest, tying my hands and feet into the stirrups. My body bound tightly, held in place, free for him to use.

“Let's get the rest of this out of the way,” Ted ripped my shirt off with his hands. And tore my shorts down. “There we go, much better.” His fingers teased across my pussy, “it looks like you’ve got a little cream down here too.”

“Fuck, that’s good,” he rubbed my wet pussy, massaging my clit. I had no way of escaping or running from the pleasure.

Ted gave my ass a hard spank, “let’s get you hooked up.”

The machine hummed. Ted fitted the pumps to my breasts. The hard sucking of the milking machine tugged vigorously. My body tensed and I pulled at my bindings, but of course it was useless. It felt so fucking amazing though, I was happy I couldn’t run from it, happy to have the pleasure of my sensitive nipples milked, cream squirting from them and filling the machine. I moaned and whimpered, squirming as best I could with the restraints. I was so close to cumming just from the stimulation of the machine. Yet for Ted this still wasn’t enough.

“You want to produce the best milk, right?” Asked Ted.

“Fuck.. I… I… I do,” I panted, trying to get the words out.

“Simply milking the udders won’t be enough.”

What else was there? How much more of this could I take. I wanted to cum badly. I wanted to touch myself and get the release I needed so desperately.

“What… Are you going… mmm… do to me,” my tongue hung out of my mouth.

“You’ll need to be bred, and inseminated,” said Ted. I felt him press up behind me. His thick cock, sliding between the thick lips of my pussy.

The stimulation of the machine and his cock grinding on my wet clit sent me into another world. I moaned and begged for more. I loved the way he treated me like his property, like a tool to be used, an animal to be milked and impregnated. Ted gripped my hips, his cock entering inside of me, his girth pressing against the walls of my cunt, stretching me out, as the machine tugged mercilessly on my breasts, creamy milk filling the machine.

“Fuck, what an ass,” grunted ted as he thrusted into my pussy, taking me from behind, my ass rippling from his pounding. My pussy dripped for him, my clit ached. I did my best to toss my ass back and fuck him in return, making what movements the bonds would allow me.

The harder he fucked me the more I wanted it. I wanted that load of cum spurting from his cock and filling me. I felt so desired, so useful, producing for him. The milking gave me so much joy, it would only be right to milk his cock for him in return. I could feel his cock tense and jump inside my tight cunt. He pulled out. Not wanting to finish yet. He turned the machine off and pulled the pumps from my breasts. Creamy milk still spilling from my nipples. He lapped the milk up drinking it, from off my body.

“Would you like a taste?” He asked me.

“Please,” I begged.

He suckled at my breasts, filling his mouth with my sweet cream, and kissed me. Swapping the milk from his mouth into mine. I tasted my own produce, my own milk, so good as it dribbled down my chin. He licked my face with his tongue. He prized the milk his herd produced more than anything in this world. And prized the fertile woman who produced it.

“You’re not done are you?” He hadn’t filled my cunt yet. I needed him back inside.

“No no, I want this to last,” he said.

“Then come here and let me milk you a bit,” I said.

“And how are you going to do that? You’re all tied up.”

“I still have a mouth,” I opened wide and stuck my tongue out.”

Ted came over, placing his dick on my tongue, slapping the tip against it, I could taste the sweet precum that dribbled out.

“You taste just as good,” I said.

“Yeah?” Ted had me take more of his cock, my lips wrapped around the shaft as he slid in and out of my mouth, holding to my hair. My spit covered his thick cock, Ted pulled at my nipples squirting the milk over himself, over his cock, coating it in a mix of fluids and shoving it back in my mouth for me to taste.
“Fuck, you milky little slut, that feels good,” Ted grunted, pulling at my hair, tilting my head back so I would stop and he could prevent himself from spilling a single drop of cum, cum that belonged inside my pussy and nowhere else. We both knew that’s where his cum belonged, deep inside me. So deep inside so he can breed me and give another purpose to these udders of mine.

“Please, I need it back in, I need your cum,” I begged, “Give me a creamy load.”

He suckled one last time from my breasts, spitting the milk into my mouth, what little I couldn’t swallow I drooled over his cock.

“Alright,” Ted spanked my ass hard, hard enough to leave a mark I’m sure. He shoved his cock, coated with all my fluids, back into my pussy. This time ravaging my sweet hole hard and fast. His hips colliding with my thighs, shaking my body to orgasm. My moans and squirms did not slow him down. He held me secure. Pumping away, focused only on his orgasm, driving me to higher and higher levels of ecstatic pleasure. I opened and closed my hands, bit my lip, tried to kick my legs out, if only they weren’t tied down.

“Fuck that’s it,” Ted spanked my ass again, gripping the meaty flesh of my booty with all his might, slamming into me deep and holding it there. While he clutched my body I could feel him quake, he grunted as the warm load of cum erupted from his cock, spraying inside of me. So much of it, dripping out and down my thigh.

Ted collapsed his body down on mine, moving the hair from out of my face, “that’s a good milk slut,” he whispered into my ear. His hands running tenderly along my milky chest, “you produced a lot, you should be proud.”

“Oh, I am.” Proud to have gotten fucked so well, and made his cock release stream after stream of cum inside of me.

I’ve never had a fuck like that, not as a man. But as a women, fuck, perfection. Letting a man do what he wants to me, fulfilling his every fantasy. I could never find someone to do that for me as a man, but now as a woman I could do that for others. And they would all be so willing to please me, as I changed my body and form and desires to fit their every lustful need.

Ted freed me from my bonds, I rubbed my wrists and ankles. It felt so.. so… so free to be free. Like I have always been tied up, my whole life, and it was only after the stirrups were removed that I felt as if I was truly myself. A self I had lost a long time ago.

“If that boyfriend of yours gives you any other trouble, just come on back here,” said Ted.

“Don’t worry, I will,” I said.

If I ever needed a good milking again, I knew exactly where to get one. And I had a feeling these tits might need to be milked every couple of days. I’m sure Ted won’t mind.

Yet there was still more about this ring I needed to learn. And there were other bodies I could explore with it. There was no need to settle on just one, not yet. I would let the ring take me wherever it so desired. It hasn’t let me down yet. I didn’t mind so much what form I took. Truthfully I would take any, I just knew I didn’t want to go back to being a man. That form couldn’t feel pleasure like a woman’s can. Whichever direction I was going to go in, I was going to go there with a perfect pair of tits and a soaking wet pussy.
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