
        
            
                
            
        

    
Deep in the wilderness a ways away from the village there lived a witch. I didn’t know much about her. I only knew the stories I’ve been told. The kind of stories you’re told as a child so you’ll do what your parents tell you. Those kind of stories. The kind that are meant to fill the mind with fear and anxiety in the vain hope that such fear will keep us from misbehaving. Of course where there is fear there will be those who find themselves drawn to it. Who desire to understand it by exploring its depths.

I was never one of those kinds of people. I hated the fear. And there was so much of it in this small village. Fear of thieves, of monsters, of our own bodies. I played along my whole life, doing my best to behave, to keep that fear from ever finding its way into me. Yet still each day it found me. I needed a change. I needed to know myself and why this was happening. No one in the village would help me. Always dismissing my thoughts, just wanting me to continue getting along. Stop talking nonsense and go skin a deer. But no matter how many hides I collected, no matter how much I hunted, each night these fears found their way back.

As I got older the stories of this witch woman changed in tone and matter. I listened to the second hand accounts. How she would seduce men and lay with them, only to eat them afterward to appease her wicked spirit. Stories that were now told to keep men with their wives. Or to wives to keep them with their husbands, so they wouldn’t go looking for another lover. But it wasn’t these stories that caught my attention it was the first hand accounts that fascinated me. And I journeyed far as I could to hear them. Trying to decipher the truths from each one. Not an easy task. 
 

What I gathered from following the related threads in each story was this; she gave others what they sought after, and it came at different price for each visitor. The one that wanted strength had to bring the head of an enemy, the one that wanted love had to spend the night, the one that wanted fame had to disfigure his face. I listened intently to these stories until I wanted to have a story of my own. I wanted to join the litany of visitors who took the risk to find what on this earth they dreamed of most.

The thing is, I didn’t know what I dreamed of. All I knew was I wanted to feel comfortable here. Not feel so out of place and afraid. To feel comfortable in my own skin. I tried to think what having that would be like, but I really couldn’t. Would I receive something, would I lose something. And what would the price cost me. I wanted to figure that out as well. Would I have to peel off my skin in some gruesome display. Surely not, that wouldn’t be too comfortable. But I couldn’t help but think of these worries. 

At some point though I had made the decision to go. I had nothing left to lose. This mundane peasant life had nothing to offer me. Nothing here filled the emptiness of being so out of place. I left my home behind and vowed not to return until I received whatever it was I was seeking. And if I truly didn’t know what that was maybe this witch could help me discover it. In every story she seemed to help. Each recipient had no regrets, even the faceless man. Just trust her, that was the moral of each of their stories. The more trusting, the more blessed their outcome was.

The sun hid behind the trees, their shadows cast on the ground. I only had a general idea of where she lived. But I was certain I would find her. Everyone who truly looked with earnest had found her. She lived only about a full day’s journey from my village. I didn’t want to stop until I got there but my legs grew tired and I needed a bit of a rest. I sat underneath a pine tree, my back resting against the trunk. I massaged my calf and thighs and loosened my aching muscles. All the men in my village performed the necessary labor, and I was no exception. However I didn’t have the same strength in my body that the other men did. I wasn’t built like them. No matter how much work I did I never reached that same physique. I couldn’t toss bales of hay all day like the rest of them.

I picked up a pinecone off the ground next to me, still sticky with fresh sap. I lobbed it up and down in the air, catching it a few times. Then with all my might I tossed it into a bush. From out of the bush hopped a rabbit. It stared at me with its beady black eyes, its nose twitching.

“Hey,” I said to the rabbit. It gave a small hop forward. “Where you going buddy.” I picked myself up off the ground slowly, hoping not to scare it away. The aches shooting pain through my legs. I placed a hand on my lower back and let out a small groan. The rabbit gave a another small hop. I didn’t want him to leave. I took a bit of grass into my hand, the best peace offering I could come up with and held it out for him. “Here…” The rabbit bounced over a fallen tree. “Wait.” I walked after him, not wanting to spook him.

Eventually following behind turned into a chase. He sprinted, zigzagging around the forest, over branches and around boulders. This wasn’t the best way to trap a rabbit, but then I didn’t want to trap him. I wasn’t that hungry anyway. It became more about the thrill of just catching him. I ran after him losing my breath, a stitch forming in my side. What a useless body. I lost him in the tall grasses of a clearing. I held my side, breathing heavy, the sun sinking below the horizon. But still light enough for me to make out a run down hut in the distance. That must be it. I put my hands over my head, breathing deeply through my nose until I caught my breath. Here I go.

It was just a hut, just enough to keep the rain off the person inside and nothing more. A tattered cloth hung across the entrance. I waited out front thinking of what to do next. Do I just call out, and hope she comes out. Do I just go in. It is somebody's home afterall, I can’t just go in.
“Hello,” I called out. There was no response. No indication that anyone heard me. The wind blew from the east, chilling my flesh. The sun had almost completely set and it was getting cold. “Is there anybody there…” I called out again. I figured I would just pull the curtain back. If no one was there I would wait. If no one came, I would head back, find some shelter for the night in the woods. My hands fingered at the cloth, pulling it back. I peeked inside.

A woman sat in the center of the hut, staring intently at a brazer of smoldering ash. The glow lit up her face as her eyes darted in small movements. She took no notice of me. But she was here. At least she was here. From what I could see she had long matted black hair. A thin dress worn through from days or weeks of constant wear. Her sight was a shock and yet not all that unpleasant. Underneath the disregard for how she looked, one could tell she had a natural beauty about her. “Hello?” I spoke again. She remained still. I took a careful step forward. I didn’t want to scare her off. I didn’t want to spook her like I did the rabbit. I wasn’t here to hurt her, only to learn. But she had enemies, people who hated her for what she was or what they believed she was. I didn’t want to be like those people. I wanted to understand something and those people offered me no understanding. She was in the end the last chance I had in finding my answer. I let go of the curtain, the outside world now cut off from the two of us. I watched her. She sat, calmly breathing, her chest rising and falling. Even from the loose fitting robe I could tell she had a large chest.

I went over and joined her on the ground across from her. Sitting cross legged before the burning embers. What was she looking at. I gazed into the embers. Trying to see what captured her attention and would not let go. I don’t know what she saw but the orange glowing patterns relaxed me. I watched until shapes took form from the patterns I saw. The shapes became more defined, taking on the aspect of human figures. Of naked woman skittering within the glow. Women with full bodies. Large full breasts and wide hips, magnificently sized behinds.

The woman made her first movements. Her hands closed into a fist, she reached over the brazer and dropped a powder in. The embers sparked and roared into a fire. The heat warmed my cold flesh. She looked up at me, her eyes meeting mine. So she knew I was her. She said nothing. Her hand pulled away at her robe, lowering it from off her shoulder at first. Then down passed her breasts. Her body exposed to me. She looked back down at the fire, now simmering back to a slow burn. She placed her hands on her breast. Her hands fooling about her round nipples until they became stiff. She began to produce. Milk dripped down her breasts in small tears. Trickling onto her stomach. She tugged at them until she built a stream. She directed the stream of her milk into brazer. The fire hissed. The figures freed themselves from the flames and rushed along the walls.

I watched in wonder at the ethereal sights before me. I put my hand out and they glided about me as if I wasn’t there. The woman stood up and walked around the brazer. Her breasts moving with her steps. She knelt down before me. She said nothing but offered her breasts to me, slick with a coating of milk. I held a weighty tit in my hand and placed my mouth on her nipple. The nectar of her nourishment sweet to my parched tongue. I suckled on her like a hungry babe. She pinched herself working the milk from out of here body and into my mouth. I swallowed what I could. The rest drooling down my chin. She stroked my hair and held me close to her body. She pulled the one out and switched to the other, just as sweet. Just as filling.

I suckled on her while she comforted my body and mind with her touch. A sleepiness overtook me. My eyes too heavy to keep open. I rested my head on her lap. I sucked her milk from out of her breasts until I slipped away from this world and into one of deep slumber.

When I next awoke, I found myself still in her hut. Nothing but gray ash remained in the brazer. And there was no sight of the woman who was here last night. I was alone. I had fully expected to wake up aching and sore, especially having slept on the earthy ground. I stretched out my legs but they felt fine. A stroke of luck. I’ve never felt this rested. Before getting up I tried to piece together what happened. Only the image of that night remained. But what did it mean. What did I come here for.

When I stood up I realized what I came for. And that I had indeed received it. I stumbled, losing my balance, weight displaced. Different from what I knew. What was going on. I wasn’t sick. I felt great. But why did I feel so off centered. I looked down, I needed to get a sense of where my legs were at. But instead of my legs, what caught my attention was a pair of tits that hung from my chest. Large and shapely breasts, like those of tavern wenches who served more than just mead to her guests. I placed my hand on them and gave a feel. These….these were mine. As I straightened my spine, my hair tickled at my back. Long hair. I touched my face. My features small and soft. My whole body had changed. This was why I felt no pain. My body had been reborn anew. My hips and thighs thick, and between them was not the cock that I had my entire life but a woman’s vagina, small and delicate.

These new parts were mine, were me. What touched them, I felt. And those new sensations made my heart pulsate with excitement. My nipples sensitive to the touch. I squeezed them between my fingers. Could I produce like she did. I had to find out. And trying to find out felt so good. My nipples stiffened with a pinch. But how do I do it. I knew nothing about this body. But I was alone here and had time to explore. And so I did. I pinched, I tugged, I squeezed, until I found a rhythm that worked. Tiny drops of milk secreted from my nipples. It took so much work to produce so little. I wanted more but for now it was all I could muster. But all that work was more of a pleasure. An aching settled between my legs.

How could I forget what else I had acquired. I had both lost and gained something from this transaction. Lost what held me back and gained what I desired. I placed a finger between my legs, sticky with excitement. Now, touching there was sensitive. If feeling my chest made me eager and wanting, this had me falling over the moon until plunging deeper into the ocean. I wanted to lay back, press deeper. But there was no comfortable rests in this hut. And I didn’t know when that woman would come back. I didn’t want to just disappear. Wasn’t there something I should say to her. But who knew how long I would be waiting and I was dying to know myself more. I decided to leave. I could always come back another time. I made a plan of it. There was still more to this woman than I knew.

The journey back went well enough. The excitement of this change kept me occupied the entire time. This new body still fresh, the long walk hadn’t even begun to take its toll on me. I made it back well before sunset. I despise being away from my cot. It doesn’t matter the length of time that I’m away, the first thing I need to do is at least sit on it to resituate myself with my return. As I sat there pondering someone entered.

“Oh, what’s…” said the startled voice. It was Eric. My only companion in this village. He showed me kindness for what I was, where others did not. We were still completely different people. Him strong and I am weak. Though now we were really different people. And did he always just come in here like that when I went away.

“You can’t just come in my home when you expect I’m away.”

“I was only dropping off some of the harvest...wait who in the holy hells are you anyway,” said Eric.

He didn’t recognize me. How could he, I was nothing like I was just a fortnight ago. I had so much to tell him. But then should I, what would he do, or think. But a big part of myself wanted to share what happened. And another much more intense part of me was starving and he had a full basket of vegetables.

“Thank the heavens,” I said pulling a carrot out of the basket. I placed the tip of the carrot in my mouth and bit down breaking a piece off. Eric gulped.

“What,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “Don’t stand there drooling over it, eat if your hungry,” I said, fitting as much of the carrot into my mouth and taking another bite. I was starving.

Eric put the basket down and joined me. The two of us sat silently together. I kept thinking of what to say to him, and he absently mindedly stared at me while attempting to chew his food.

“What?” I asked. Eric shook his head. Still nothing to say. Only looking at me. No not at me, but at my chest. I fixed my gaze where he was looking. How did I forget about them. They had the entirety of his attention and how could they not. Eric never looked at me this way before. No one has. It was a form of attention new to me, but one that I liked. That I loved. I scooted forward, my breasts giving a bounce. He licked his lips.

Maybe I didn’t have to tell him what happened, helplessly trying to explain it all. Maybe I could show him. Maybe I could have him experience it. But what did that mean. What did that make me. A woman? Wasn’t that what I was. What I wanted to be. What I desired. And from how he looked at me it would not be hard to convince him to share in this. Still I had to turn on the charm. My woman’s charm. But what did I know about doing that. I decided to follow his lead and take the hints he left behind.

I grabbed another carrot from the basket and placed it on my tongue. Eric’s eyes widened at the way I placed it there.

“Actually, I’m rather glad that you came by,” I said.

“Oh..um..really?” Said Eric.

“Really.” I wrapped my lips around the tip of the carrot and sucked them off it. He was squirming in his seat. Was he uncomfortable. The Eric I knew had no problems with women. He always loved showing off to them. Taking his shirt off to go chop wood while the maidens swooned over his body. Why was he being so shy now. Did he not find me attractive? Was I not enough of a woman. I glided the carrots across my cheek and over the top of my chest, my breasts pushing my shirt out enough for him to see a good amount of cleavage.

“Why are you being shy?” I asked. Eric collected himself, adjusting his body in the seat to get more comfortable.

“It’s your beauty, it’s like an angel’s,” said Eric. There was the confidence. The kind of confidence only acquired when your the most desirable man in the village.

“They don’t often portray angels as well endowed, as I am,” I said.

“They do not,” said Eric, “But they should.” I must have been blushing. Blushing like a woman falling for a man. Like a bride about to enter upon her marriage bed on her first night alone with her husband. I placed a hand on Eric’s. His hands rough from years of manual labor. Years of providing for this village. And that hand was now in mine.

“Perhaps if you allow me a closer look, I can recount your beauty to artists so that they may make the proper and right adjustments,” said Eric. His thumb caressed the back of my hand.

“Just make sure they do me justice,” I said, taking hold of my shirt and lifting it over my breasts. “Are they better than the paintings?”

“Far better,” said Eric.

“They are quite full as well,” I said, taking myself into my hands. While massaging myself the excitement sparked within Eric.

I went over to my bed, the table’s separation far to great for me. There was no way he would be able to experience me with it in the way.

“Are you just going to watch or will you join me?” I asked, beckoning him over.

“Even simply watching is a dream come true,” said Eric.

“Seeing is only one of the senses, how can you capture what my body can do to the others if you’re only watching,” I said.

“Well put,” said Eric.

He made his way over to the edge of the bed. I reached out and took him by the shirt pulling him down toward me. Closer and closer until his lips reached mine. With my hands around his back I brought him in, his chest pressing against my bare breasts. Even his shirt barred us too much from each other. Each article of clothing a fortress that needed to be stormed and conquered so the treasures behind the walls could be pilfered and claimed. Eric pillaged many fortress walls before, both of stone and of flesh. But none held treasure as valuable as mine did. We lowered our defenses, removing my pants and then his.

“Is this all for me,” I said, grabbing him by the cock.

“There is no one else to claim it,” said Eric. “And is this,” Eric reached between my legs, “All for me.” His hand rubbed the outside of my vagina. My new sensitivities sent waves through my body. I didn’t want him to stop, but I also wanted to play.

“Of course, but you must take it for yourself,” I said, pulling his hand away. I shut my legs and held them tightly closed. Eric pried at them, not yet with all his strength, as I held them tighter.

“How do you plan on getting anywhere like that,” I said. Eric smirked, the challenge enticing him further.

“Oh, I’ll get there,” said Eric, pushing me down on my back. His hands pinning my shoulders to the bed. He took a kiss from me and then another one. Of course I didn’t want to resist, he was what I wanted. This life was what I wanted. His tongue entered my mouth, wet and warm. Flicking mine against his, his mouth sucking on it. My back arching up. He brought his mouth down my neck and over to my chest. His mouth finding my nipples. His touches, my pumping hormones engorging my breasts with milk. Filling them until the milk had no choice but to spill out.

“How sweet,” he said before diving back in for more of me, and there was so much of me, “A woman who needs milking.”

“Then milk me. I want your little knight to have all the nourishment he needs to grow big and strong.” Milk pooled from my stiff nipples wetting the sheets beneath us. With my milk feeding him I never felt more myself. This milk of mine needed to fulfill its purpose. Keeping it inside did no good. He drank from me until our bodies became drenched in it.

“And what about you,” I said taking his cock into my hand, “Does this knight need milking as well.”

“He does.”

I worked at my nipples, pinching them with my fingers. Spraying his cock with my milk until it coated his shaft. Slippery from the spray, I stroked his cock. Tugging it between my fingers. Rolling the flesh around my palm. The beginning of his satisfaction leaked from the tip but this was not yet enough to fill me. He grunted his pleasure of having both my hands wrapped around him, sliding on and off. The milk I doused him with mixing with his pre excitement.

“He seems to be stronger now,” I said.

“He was raised by the best wetnurse.” He showed my tits his appreciation. Appreciating them with his mouth, his tongue, and his hands.

“Is he strong enough to mount his stead,” I said.

Eric pulled open my legs, spreading them apart. I was unable to resist his strength. He had me on my back, pressing his way into me. I was still new, still tight. He was afterall my first. The first to break through the entrance to my castle. The defenses need to be loosened to make way for my knight. He took it slow, I clutched the milk covered sheets in my hands, biting down on my lip, breath escaped from my nostrils. It felt weird, his cock resting there inside me as he gave me a moment to catch my breath. My breasts heaving up and down, the milk dripping from them. He pushed against me. My tits bouncing back to the push.

He rode me through the open fields, through lavender fields. Directing his stead to scenes of pleasure that waited for us out in the world. He started at a trot. Both of us getting a feel for each other. Until working our way up to a gallop. He rode me in different ways. My thick behind slapping against him with each forceful thrust. This is what I had been missing. Each time I bounced forward he gripped my hips and pulled me back into him, never once leaving the saddle. I wanted to milk that strong seed from out of his cock as much as I wanted someone milking my tits. And he would not stop riding until reaching our destination. There was another mystery still kept from me as a new woman. How fertile was my body. If my hips and breasts were any indicator I was very fertile. Made for baring the strong children of strong men. And he was proving to me his strength.

“Fill me with your seed,” I begged. He went at me harder, riding this body higher and higher up the mountains of ecstasy. I moaned letting out the signs of pleasure through my voice. “Give it to me...oh please give it to me.” I wanted to get fucked, to have offspring, and have the milk flow from my body and feed them and my man to great strength. I needed him now. I arched my back up and reached my hand back to grab his thigh. His cock tightened, he hugged my body tighter and close to his. He grunted like a bear facing down a pack wolves. His cock’s milk filling me up, seeping its way out of where the two of us connected.

The two of us rested against each other, the heat from our acts radiated from our bodies and warmed the other. My body sticky from the mix of fluids. He kissed me and placed a hand on my stomach. How I hoped it would soon grow large with a child. How I dreamed of him taking me while pregnant. Loving this woman as he should. Loving the future mother of children. I never wanted to go back. To ever have being loved as a woman come to an end. I wanted to seek out more love from others. To feel how others might make me feel. I was opened for the first time. And I would remain open for those that wanted to experience me like this.
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