Gene Therapy: Anna’s Story

By Insanity

It all started at the end of the semester (as far as my work was concerned) during the first half of May, and the fall semester didn’t begin until the second week of September. That meant that I had a whole three and a half months alone with James…with no interruptions. He called me earlier that day to tell me that he got off work early. He said that throughout the day he repeatedly checked with his boss to confirm that he really did have his extended vacation secure and that he would not be called in for anything whatsoever (He was a representative for a major ad company, and almost always on call). His boss’s final reply to all of this was, “Just get the hell outta here and enjoy yourself!” He told me that he would meet me at home after I got off work.

While I was rummaging through my desk, cleaning out unneeded files and whatnot, I stumbled across the most recent print of the university newspaper. Actually, I was surprised at myself for not taking a look at it earlier. It was dated May 11, the last day of finals, and today was the 15th. Being that my office is in the Student Services department, it was sort of my job to know what’s going on around campus at the student level. Not that it matters now, I had thought to myself; the semester was done and gone with and most of the students were already home for their summer vacation. But still, I figured it couldn’t have hurt to look. It was mostly the usual: the sports page, student polls, editorials, the “Have a Great and Safe Summer” and “Farewell to Graduates” columns. But there was one thing that caught my eye. It was an ad from Dr. Cavotts over at the Bio-Genetics department. It read:
Research subject wanted.

Hmph!, was my first thought. There was a reason why all those animal rights activists were so concerned with animals being used as test subjects, let alone humans.

$10,000 pay for three months.
Well, it wouldn’t hurt to look…

Must be at least 25 years of age.

No problem there. I’m 28.
Must never have been pregnant.

That was unusual. But still, I did fit the category. So I called Dr. Cavotts and scheduled an appointment to meet with her the next morning. She sounded very grateful and eager to meet with me. It could be interesting, I thought. Even if it wasn’t, I hadn’t committed to anything yet.


When I got home, James was waiting for me with open arms, a bouquet of flowers, a box of chocolates, and a very long French kiss. It was a special occasion after all, considering we’ve never really had a real vacation, aside from our honeymoon just over three years ago. After an exchange of telling about how our days went, we began to make plans for the next three months. Not too many came to mind, so we agreed to simply take it easy, but not too easy, staying at home where there would be no distractions from the outside world. Living in the estate my grandmother left me in her will, it was very easy to go sometimes several days without seeing any outsider, with the exception of the mailman, who we had trained to weed out the junk mail, so he only had to come out to us when necessary.

So anyway, we agreed fully to this plan of action with the exception of my appointment the next morning. I told him I had a last minute meeting with a colleague, which it was (why lie?). However, I did leave out the details about the ad in the school newspaper for the time being. No sense in telling him just yet. Hell, I didn’t even know what it was I was going there for myself. He put on a sort of cute and innocent pouting face and responded, “I guess I can find something to keep me occupied while you’re gone.” I knew he wouldn’t mind.


For the remainder of the evening, we took it easy just as we had planned, with a quiet dinner and a movie on the couch. Then again, it wasn’t taken too easy, for neither of us got much sleep that night.


The next morning I almost over-slept for my appointment with Dr. Cavotts. I woke up at about 9:00, before James. Since it was a half-hour drive to the university, and I had to be there at 10:00, I had to rush to get ready in time. It was a good thing I only had to dress casual, because a shower a very quick breakfast really only left me with about ten minutes to do everything else. When I was ready to leave, James was still asleep, so I whispered in his ear that I would see him later. He lifted one eye half way and mumbled something about having a good time last night and seeing me later. He immediately fell back to sleep.

Needless to say I had to speed to get to the university ten minutes late. Dr. Cavotts didn’t seem to mind though. This was the first time I had actually met her in person. When I arrived, I took a brief moment to take note of her appearance, as I usually do with anybody I meet for the first time. While working with so many students, I developed a skill for learning quite a bit about a person simply based on their appearance and actions. Upon entering the lab, I saw Dr. Cavotts (I assumed because she was the only one there) working diligently and swiftly with a bunch of test tubes and beakers, yet she was extremely careful with her equipment at the same time. She paused when she noticed me and smiled a warm and welcoming smile, which I got the idea was to make me feel appreciated, but also I sensed that, underneath the friendly smile, she was evaluating me as a test subject. She seemed to be the type of person who is seriously into her work, but who makes sure others around her are comfortable, almost like a good-natured mad scientist. I liked her already.

As for appearances, she was a little on the short side, maybe 5’5” or 5’6”. She wore a standard white lab coat and white slacks. The coat, I noticed, was small, as far as lab coats go. Normally you’d think of a lab coat falling down to your ankles. Dr. Cavotts wore hers only halfway to her knees, and she had a sash tied firmly around her waist. This effectively showed off her thin waist, wide hips, and her full and perfectly rounded rear. It also nicely displayed her breasts, which were above average in size and, like her butt, they were perfectly rounded. She looked to be maybe a C-cup. She had a very pretty face, and it seemed that even without the smile, it would be warm and friendly. Her hair, which was tied back in a ponytail, was a vibrant red. At a glance, Dr. Cavotts looked…well, very sexy. Attractive yet professional, dressed for success in more ways than one.

“Mrs. Dodgson?”


“Anna. It’s nice to meet you Dr. Cavotts.”


“Julie, please. It’s very nice to meet you.” We shook hands, firm yet gentle.

“Why don’t you tell me a little about yourself?” I told her where I was from, what department I worked in. I said that I had been married to James for a little over three years, and I also revealed various other things about my life. Julie, like me, has been married for a short time to a guy named Don. She had been researching as a scientist for about five years. She explained that she studied genetics as a student at the university, and she excelled so greatly that the dean of the department offered her a position. Her research became so productive that she’s been fully funded for the past two years. “Actually, I’m a little relieved that somebody responded to the ad in the first place. I shouldn’t have posted it in the school paper. Most of the students are too young for the experiment.”

“I can understand,” I said. “I didn’t think to question it myself. Hell, I didn’t even think of it in the first place until just now, when you mentioned it.”


She smiled again. “Well, at least I’m not alone then.”


No wonder all of her students like her so much, I thought. Those smiles make you feel very comfortable to be in her presence. “Of course not…um, so what exactly is the experiment?” I tried not to sound too impatient; she was just so nice and friendly.

“Oh! I’m so sorry!” Another smile. “Please forgive me. I’ve been so absentminded lately.”


“No, it’s no problem whatsoever.”


“Well, first of all, regarding your age, I said 25 years just to ensure puberty has been completed.”


“Oh, okay. I’m 28, by the way.”


“That’s good. You see, my current line of research has something to do with the reproductive system.”


“You mean you’re going to…”


She must have noticed me clutching my abdomen. “No! No. Nothing like that. I’m working with what happens afterwards. More specifically, I’m studying lactation. The milk itself is already very nutritious, but I’m trying to enhance that even further while also increasing the level of production.”

That actually sounded kind of interesting. It was something I thought I could tolerate for three months…and maybe even enjoy… “But don’t they already have pills for that kind of thing?”


“Of course. However, even though it’s mainly intended for women who aren’t able to lactate for whatever reason, it doesn’t really solve the problem at its source: genetics. It’s only a temporary solution. If a woman were to have a second child, she would need to go back on the pills. And even then the milk that’s produced isn’t as nutrient-enriched as it should be. What I’m trying to do is solve the problem at the genetic level.”
“Oh, I see. So how do you accomplish that?”


“Well, I do this by adjusting your hormones. I’ll stimulate those that control your mammary glands, and cause them not only to produce milk, but also to add certain nutrients.”


I was never really a science buff, but I could tell that there was more to it than that. Julie was just trying to explain it in Laymen’s terms. And she was very good at it because I understood that perfectly. That must have been another reason her students were so fond of her. “Okay. How do you do that?”

Another smile spread across her pretty face. But this one was slightly different. It was like she had some solution that she thought was beyond brilliant. With her credentials, I figured it probably was. “A virus. Now, most people associate viruses with diseases, like the flu or HIV. But I think that’s because they don’t really know what a virus is.”

I was one of those people. “What is a virus, then?”


“A virus is a single strand of RNA, which is kind of like half of a DNA strand. It’s basically programmed to attach itself to a strand of DNA found in the nuclei of cells, and then it basically instructs the DNA strand to replicate. But a virus, instead of telling the DNA strand to make more DNA strands, it tells it to make more viruses. Then the cell more or less bursts open and all the new viruses escape and wreak havoc on other cells.” It took my Ben Stein high school biology teacher a week to explain this. “The virus I created, however, doesn’t destroy the cell. It changes it, and the new viruses escape by passing through the cell walls, just like any common nutrient would. If you want I’ll gladly explain it in greater detail. I don’t really know what your level of scientific expertise is.”

“Not very high. But I am following you well enough with the way you’re explaining right now. You’re better than any science teacher I’ve ever had.” She smiled. “But, tell me, I thought viruses were incurable.”


“They are. Even the common cold doesn’t have a cure, only temporary ones for its symptoms. But that’s only because we can’t really learn too much about them due to their size. However, since I know exactly what my own virus is comprised of, I was easily able to create an antivirus.”

“So there’s no danger.”


“None whatsoever. Even without the antivirus, it’s nothing life-threatening.”


“Okay. So you’re going to inject me with this virus. It’s going to stimulate my hormones. I’m going to start lactating. And you’re going to analyze the milk.”


“And after the three months is up, I’m going to administer the antivirus. You catch on quickly.” I was beginning to get the idea she was addicted to smiling. “So will be my, well, lab rat?”


It did sound intriguing. It could be fun, too. Though I knew it wasn’t entirely safe, I always try to live a little dangerously. “Squeak. Squeak.”


“Great! You’ll get your pay at the conclusion of the experiment. I must admit, most people wouldn’t have even agreed to see me unless I explained it over the phone.”

“Well, I try to be a little open-minded.”


“In any case, it’s wonderful. You won’t be disappointed. It’ll be fun!”


“My thoughts exactly. I’m not going to be doing much this summer, so I figured I may as well add a little adventure.”

“Well, this is sure to do the trick.”


“Are there going to be any side effects?”


“Only those normally associated with lactation, such as an increase in bust size. You may also feel a little discomfort when you’re…well, ‘full,’ so you’ll have to relieve yourself. Nothing major.” That didn’t sound bad at all. I was a B-cup, not that that was too small for me. I was actually quite comfortable with it, and James didn’t mind either. That was never really important to us. We didn’t actually even start having sex until about four months after we started going out. But I figured a little more up top wouldn’t be so bad… “So are there any more questions? If not, we can get started right away.”


“Well, just one more. Is this really worth $10,000? Not that I’m complaining, but I’d probably do this for much less.”


“The university has been very generous with its funding for the department. And to tell the truth, they don’t even know much about the field, other than its success, of course. They were the ones who, in their ignorance, set the price. But there’s a lot more where it came from, so it doesn’t have any effect on the needs of the experiment itself. Anything else?”

Well, I wasn’t complaining. I had simply been curious. “Nope. I’m all set.”


“Excellent! Now if you’ll just wait a moment while I get the serum ready.” She worked very skillfully. She had the quickest and steadiest hands I had ever seen. I didn’t take her long to finish whatever it was she was doing. She came back with a needle and an alcohol swab, making a side trip to lock the door and pull the shade over the window. “Now I need to inject this close to your mammary glands, so I’ll need you to, um, remove your shirt and, uh, bra.” She obviously felt a little awkward. Either that or she was trying not to make me feel awkward… or both.

“Sure,” I said. Well, I did feel a little awkward, but it was mostly because of the needle she was holding in her hand.


As I started to take off my shirt, Julie noticed me repeatedly glancing at the needle. “I tried to find the finest needle I could use. The thinner the needle, the less painful it’ll be,” she reassured. When my bra was off, she rubbed the upper portion of my right breast with the alcohol swab, and spread the skin with her thumb and forefingers. I looked away. Needles always bothered me. I could feel the point gently press on my skin, and just as I sensed it was about to pierce- “All done,” she said unexpectedly.

“That’s it?” Geez, that was quick.

“That’s it. You can put your cloths back on now.” She smiled again. “Now, that’s it for today. I’ll need to see you again in one week to check up on you.”

“No problem. So how long will it take to start?”


“Oh, about a day or two. You’ll call me when it begins?”

“Absolutely. It was very nice meeting you, Julie.”


“It was nice meeting you too, Anna. And thank you for your help.”


“Oh, no, thank you.” And with that, I started for home. So far the day had been very productive. I met a new friend, I was going to start lactating, and I was getting paid $10,000 for it.

I got home to find James in the den watching television. “Hey there,” I said.


“Hi, hon. How did the meeting go?”


“It wasn’t really a meeting. I just had to see somebody to wrap a few things up. But it went well. So what did you do today?”


“Nothing much. Just sat around most of the time.” I found that hard to believe. James was never able to sit still. But it didn’t really matter, so I let it go.

I went to the kitchen to get something to eat. I hadn’t really eaten anything except a light breakfast. As I sat my purse on the table, I noticed a container on the counter of something I was a little surprised to see. It was a protein shake, complete with the over-developed weightlifter on the label. James had never used them before. He didn’t really need to; he was good enough shape, not really muscular, but still attractive enough. I went back to the den. “Honestly, James. Protein shakes?”


“Uhhhh…” He must have not meant for me to see it.


“You don’t need them, so why did you get it?” I wasn’t mad or anything, just a little surprised and curious.


“I just thought I’d try something new. I was curious to see if they actually worked. That’s why I only got a small container.” I couldn’t say anything. I was doing the same thing, more or less.


“Well, whatever makes you happy,” I chuckled.

“Yeah, well, it does make me happy,” he stated matter-of-factly. I really did love him. I went over and kissed him. He kissed me back.


During dinner, I still hadn’t told him about the experiment. I was trying to figure out when the right time would be. I decided to wait; I’d figure it out later. “Do you have anything planned for tomorrow?”


He answered, “Nope. Do you?”


“Not a thing.”


“Good.” We didn’t sleep much again that night.


The next day went by without too much activity. James found some repairs and such around the house. They kept him busy while I myself found similar, but less straining things to keep me occupied. I still hadn’t told him anything yet. I figured I wait until I actually started producing milk to break it to him. I still wasn’t sure how he’d react.

The next night we were having sex, which was starting to become a ritual that would hopefully continue through the duration of our vacation. I was on top for a change, gyrating my hips into his crotch. James was, shall I say, above average…about eight inches when erect. Actually he was big altogether. 6’1”, broad shoulders, in good shape. I was proud that he was mine.

Anyway, as I was going through the motions, having a great time, coming closer and closer to climax, James was below me enjoying the ride. He kept himself busy by messaging my breasts, which for some reason felt really good. Better than usual. With that and the sensations coming from my crotch, I was in sexual bliss. I didn’t want it to end.

Suddenly I felt the messaging stop. “Please, don’t stop,” I pleaded. Though the feeling of his cock was amazing, I still wanted the other feelings to return. “James…”


“Um, Anna…You’re…”


“Oh…” Most of my mind was preoccupied with what was happening elsewhere, but somehow I managed to realize what the problem was. “I’ll explain later. But please… Please don’t stop.” The messaging quickly resumed. I was sent into multiple orgasms soon after, while at the same time, feeling an utter explosion from James’s awesome member. Exhausted, we both fell asleep.


When I regained consciousness the next morning, James was already awake, lying next to me. From the blank expression on his face, he seemed to be in deep thought. Kissing him on the cheek immediately brought him out of this trance. “Morning.”

“Morning.” He didn’t say anything else. I got the impression he wanted me to make the first move.

“Hmm… I’ll bet you’re wondering why I was lactating last night.” I tried to sound as innocently as possible.


“The thought had crossed my mind…” He didn’t sound upset, just curious.


I told him everything. I told him about the newspaper, Julie, the experiment. I still didn’t know what his reaction would be. “So what are you thinking?”


“Well, I’d be lying to you if I said that I didn’t enjoy last night. I’m thinking that this will turn out to be kind of interesting.”


I jumped on him, hugging him, squeezing the life out of him. Of course, I didn’t want to kill him, so I got off and proceeded to get out of bed. “I’ll make you breakfast…after I get cleaned up.”

“Sounds great,” He said, also making his way to the side of the bed.


I started for the bathroom. On the way with my back still turned to him, I added “By the way, she’s paying me $10,000.” As I shut the door, I could here him fall off the bed.

In the shower, I couldn’t help but explore my assets with my own hands. At first I thought it was my imagination, but they seemed to be slightly larger already. I figured I was just getting my hopes up, and that it would probably take another day or two for them to actually start growing. But just to make sure, after my shower, I straight to my underwear drawer. Nope. They were larger. Still a B-cup, but the bra fit more snugly than usual. Needless to say I was excited. How big are they going to get? I wondered.

That night, and the nights that followed, were, simply put, incredible. I was now always on top so that James had easier access to my breasts. The feelings coming from them were nearly as good as the sex itself, which was getting better and better. Sometimes I even started the day, anxious for my breasts to become full so that they could be milked.


One night, during some intense foreplay, James was kissing me passionately while massaging my breasts. Slowly but surely, his mouth made its way from my mouth, to my chin, down my neck, my chests, my left breast, and finally to my erect nipple. It didn’t take long for me to figure out what he wanted to do. On instinct, I grabbed the back of his head and held it there. Immediately he commenced suckling, and I felt sensations that were many times better than I could have ever imagined. I took the cue and mounted his engorged member. I took my time working his crotch, using slow strokes so as to keep my nipple placed securely in his mouth. It took a long time of passionate and erotic sex for both of us to finally climax. But when we did simultaneously, I collapsed on top of him, panting heavily. “You’re doing that every night from now on,” I finally managed to sputter.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said obediently.

“Good. Now do the other one.”

So far a week had past since my visit with Julie. My breasts were now a full C-cup and were producing more milk every day, and they were also starting to feel amazingly sensitive. I was loving it, James was loving it, and I was loving that James was loving it.
The day before, I had made arrangements to meet with Julie that night. On the phone, she sounded overly excited that the virus was taking effect. I offered to drive to her lab, but she insisted on not impeding on our vacation, so I suggested she come to the house. She was politely reluctant, but her enthusiasm for the experiment got the better of her. When she arrived, I noticed she was dressed in jeans and a simple button-down shirt. I got the impression she wanted to make this seem like an informal thing rather than a scientific interview. I greeted her with what I felt was the same hospitality she showed me. I then introduced her to James, who was pleased to meet the woman who made her wife lactate.

After a short conversation of ‘How-do-you-do?’s Julie started, “So it’s begun?”

“Yes, two days after our meeting.”

“Wow. I wasn’t expecting it to start that quickly. That’s very good.” Her face gave a sense that she was imaging the potential of her research.

“I’m sorry that I forgot to call you…”

“No, that’s okay. It’s no problem. I’ll just need to ask you a few questions.”

I expected there would be. “Shoot.”
“Um, how often do you relieve yourself?”
“Every night. And so far I’ve been producing a little more each day.”

“Excellent. Any discomfort?”
“Just some pressure before I give, but no pain whatsoever.”

“Well, that’s good. Have you noticed anything that may be considered a side effect to the virus? You know, like the stuff they always mention on pill commercials.”

“Not a thing.”

“Well, this is turning out very well. Just one more question. An important one. Are you willing to continue the experiment?”

She had this tension in her face, and it looked as if she was holding her breath. So I faked a sigh. “Well…” If possible, her faced tensed even more. “Absolutely.” Her face brightened immensely. “I’m enjoying it very much…and so is James.” Out of the corner of my eye I saw that he shot me a glance.
Julie blushed at the statement. “Well, that’s…good. I was going to ask for a sample of…you know, but now that I think about it, I want to wait until the virus is more fully active…if that’s all right with you, of course.”

“Of course it is. When do you think that’ll be?”

“Oh, say…a month. How about we see each other then?”

“Sounds great!” I imagined how big I would be by then and how much milk I would be giving.

“Well, that’s about all I wanted to ask. So I guess I’ll be heading out now. James, it was lovely meeting you.”

“It was nice meeting you too,” he said.
“Thank you again, Anna.” This time it was a smile of gratitude.

“No, Julie, thank you. I’ll see you in a month.”

“All right then. Call me if you think there may be complications, though there shouldn’t be any.”

“You got it!” I walked her to the front door, and then started back to the living room.

James was still on the couch, and he looked at me with a smirk on his face. “No, that wasn’t supposed to be private at all…,” he said sarcastically.

“Gee, did I embarrass you?” I asked mock-apologetically.

“Maybe.”

“Well, then I’ll just have to make it up to you…”
I started slowly for the bedroom, exaggerating the sway in my hips ever so slightly. My hips were quite wide, and my rear was pleasantly full. To him, I think, this was the most appealing part of my body. Or at least it used to be. Nevertheless, it still produced the desired outcome. It didn’t take long for him to follow behind. In the bedroom, with my back to the doorway where James was standing, I began with my shorts, easing them past my hips at an alluringly slow pace. I could practically hear him drooling behind me. I turned my head back to him to see him glazy-eyed and slack-jawed. Turning the rest of my body to face his, and ushering him to come closer, I started to work at the buttons on my shirt, beginning with the bottom ones, working my way up to just below my breasts, pausing tantalizingly at each one. When the bottoms of my breast were just showing, I began again from the top, working my way down, exposing more and more of the creamy flesh that was so desirable. I left the last button for James, who was now gently pressing his crotch into my own, rubbing his hands along my back and down to my rear, lowering my panties to the ground. As he undid my shirt, I spun us around with his back to the bed, so that we could more easily crawl onto it. By the time he started crawling backwards to the headboard, my shirt was fully undone. Crawling on all fours towards him, my breasts hung freely beneath me, my nipples hard in anticipation. He was sitting up against the headboard now, enjoying the show. I straddled his member, which had been fully erect for quite some time now, and I began stroking it gently, causing him to twitch with pleasure. As I moved my hands up and down, he did the same across my breasts, being careful not to squeeze anything out of them just yet. Finally, I moved my breasts closer to his mouth, never bothering to completely remove my shirt. At the same time I lowered myself onto his cock. A wave of pleasure was hurled at me, for at the same time that he started suckling, his shaft was now fully inside me. I came almost immediately. But I was by no means finished. He began pumping in and out of me ever so slowly, maximizing my pleasure while at the same time keeping his mouth steady, myself going through orgasm after orgasm. This went on for quite some time, until he was spent and I was empty. Then we passed out.
These antics repeated themselves every night from then on. Over the next week, my lactation had nearly doubled, and the need to be milked increased also. My breasts displayed this behavior as well, for they were now full D-cups. I had stopped wearing a bra a while ago. I figured it would be pointless to buy any new ones considering I didn’t know how big I was going to get. Needless to say I was happy about them. It wasn’t just that I thought they made me look more attractive (James could barely take his eyes off them), but they just felt better somehow, like they had gotten more sensitive. I actually wanted them to get bigger.
One morning, I guess about four or five days after Julie’s visit, I woke up to find that I still needed to be milked. Apparently, I had produced too much for James to handle in one night. So I went into the bathroom, sat next to the tub, and squeezed out what was left. It felt relieving, that was for sure, but it just wasn’t the same as our night rituals. But I didn’t really want to bother James about it. I would have rather milked myself every morning than to put that kind of responsibility on him. Besides, I kind of liked doing it. I told him about it during the day. At first he seemed a little surprised, but then I guess we both realized that nursing mothers go through the same kind of thing, so it wasn’t anything unusual.

Dinner was very quiet that night. I was thinking about the experiment. How much I had been enjoying it, whether I really wanted it to end or not, the changes that would occur if it didn’t. I was so lost in my thoughts that I hadn’t really made any attempt at conversation. At one point I noticed that James was staring intently at my breasts, apparently also deep in thought. “Anxious?” I asked.

“Hmm?” Something was definitely on his mind, but I figured it was probably the same thing I was thinking of. I also noticed that his plate was half empty.

“You’re not eating much.”

He looked down at his plate. “Oh? Hmm… I don’t really have much of an appetite, I guess.”

I was a little concerned. “Well, are you feeling all right? It’s not like you to waste your dinner.”

“No, no. I’m feeling fine. Great, even.” His gaze lowered to my plate. “What about you? Your plate’s looking kind of full too.”
I hadn’t even realized that I wasn’t eating. But I didn’t feel sick or anything. I simply wasn’t hungry. “I guess I’m feeling he same way you do.”

“Well, my energy level seems to be normal.”

“So does mine.” It was weird, but I figured if we were coming down with anything, I didn’t seem to be affecting us. He glanced down at my chest again. “If we’re not going to finish dinner, does that mean we can get an early start?” I placed my hand gently under one of my breasts.
“I don’t see why not.”

The next several days went pretty much the same way. Dinner portions became less and less, until we finally decided to skip dinner altogether. James’s appetite for my milk, however, didn’t change one bit. Each night he seemed more eager to get one of my nipples into his open mouth.

One morning I woke up with James’s arm around me, gently scratching my back. I turned over to meet his eyes. “Good morning.”

“Morning,” he answered, following with a kiss. We just kind of stared at each other for a few moments, admiring one another. He glanced down at one point, and his eyebrows rose slightly. “You’re leaking,” he said, sounding slightly amused. I groaned a little. I didn’t really want to get out of bed just yet. Unfortunately, the pressure was beginning to grow, so I started to get out of bed. “Wait,” he said. “If you want, I’ll do it.”

My heart practically leaped out of my chest. “Really? You’d do that for me?”

“Of course I would.”
After a deep kiss, I turned over on my side, leaning up slightly on the headboard. James slid down so that his head was comfortably aligned with my awaiting nipple. As he began suckling, I held his head in my hands, gently scratching the back of his neck. I’m nursing him! I began to think. This wasn’t like it had been, when it was a part of our sex routine. I was actually breast-feeding my husband! It didn’t sit right with me at first, but then I began to realize how good it felt. I was even starting to feel comfortable with what was happening. I didn’t tell him what I was thinking, of course. I guess I was afraid that he would stop. “Ooohh… This feels so good.” It felt very much the same as when we were having sex, except this time I was able to concentrate solely on my chest.
This went on for about fifteen minutes, fifteen minutes of heaven, switching breasts half way through. He looked up at me and smiled lovingly. “Thank you,” I said. “That felt really amazing.” He didn’t say anything, just smiled. I could feel something poking at one of my legs. Then I got an idea. “Hmm… Maybe I’ll return the favor.”
I pull the sheets away to find he had a full hard-on. Slowly, I licked it up and down, feeling it twitch under my tongue. Finally I couldn’t wait any longer, and I slid the thing as far into my mouth as would fit. I don’t know why I was so impatient. I just had a really strong craving for his cum. As I worked it to a climax, I noticed that he was clutching the sheets his fists. Then all at once, he exploded into my mouth. My craving overcame me, and I tried as hard as I could to swallow everything.

“Mmmm… Did that feel good?”

“Very.”

“I’m happy then. Do you want me to make you breakfast?”

“Hmm… No thanks. I’m not really hungry.”

I was a little shocked at this. “Are you sure? I know you emptied me completely, but it wasn’t that much…”

“Yeah, it’s weird… It may not have been that much, but it seemed to satisfy me enough.”

I was a little worried, but then I realized that I wasn’t hungry either. Yet I felt energized enough, as if I had eaten a healthy breakfast. “Okay. If you say so...”

After taking turns in the bathroom, we proceeded to get dressed. I noticed that some of my clothes didn’t fit quite right. They were somewhat tighter, but not significant enough for me to worry. Meeting each other in the kitchen, we went to kiss each other again. Weird, I thought. Tilting my neck at the same angle I was accustomed to, I could have sworn that I caught slightly more of James’s upper lip than usual. But, again, it wasn’t enough for me to be bothered by.
As the next week or so went by, I began to notice more changes occurring. First and foremost, my breasts had increased in size greatly. They were about the size of small cantaloupes, I guess. And more sensitive also. I found that I could actually bring myself to climax simply by messaging them the right way.
I also found that my cravings for James’s cum had gotten worse. I couldn’t go one night without having sex with him. The mornings were the same way. I discovered that it didn’t matter how I got his juices inside me, just as long they did. Blowjobs and just plain old sex were both equally effective in satiating my appetite.

My appetite for actual food, though, had nearly diminished completely. James’s too. Neither of us had been eating breakfast or dinner lately, yet we still felt completely healthy. We didn’t feel weak or anything and we both seemed to be full of energy. It just didn’t make sense.
My clothes seemed to be too small also, and I could swear that was taller, but it was difficult to tell. James, on the other hand, looked like he was losing some weight. He didn’t look any different when he wasn’t wearing any clothes, but when he did, they looked kind of baggy.
My lactation had also increased, which was probably the only normal change I had experienced. By this time, my morning and nighttime milkings were not enough; I began to relieve myself at noon each day as well. I didn’t tell James. I didn’t want to put that kind of burden on him. I guess I was afraid for his health. I didn’t really know for sure what my milk was doing to him, but I had a feeling it had something to do with his lack of appetite and his weight loss. 
But as for my growth, I hadn’t a clue. This was further disturbed by an incident one day when I was trying to rearrange the furniture in the living room. I was dragging our armchair across the room when I heard James behind me say, “Oooohh, muscles.”
“What?” I asked, chuckling a bit.

“Been working out?”

I was somewhat surprised by this. “No, I haven’t.”

“Really? Okay.” He shrugged his shoulders and walked away, leaving me quite confused. I looked down at my arms, trying to find out what he was talking about. The shirt I was wearing was a little tight, showing off the shape of my arms very nicely. Studying them, I could see what he meant. My biceps looked a little meatier than usual. Not fat at all, but slightly more defined than they had been.

One day, I suppose about two and a half weeks after my check-up with Julie, I had just finished my midday milking. I turned to stand up from the tub when I saw James standing in the bathroom doorway, wearing a solemn expression on his face. “I... I’m sorry,” I choked. I could feel tears welling up in my eyes, and then my face buried itself into my hands.
The next thing I knew, he was leaning down next to me, embracing me, comforting me. “It’s okay. Really…” I smiled as best I could through my tears. “But why didn’t you tell me?” he asked, not sounding angry or upset, just curious.

I had settled down a bit; the tears had stopped fairly quickly. “I…don’t know. I guess…I didn’t want you to feel obligated that you had to…you know…”

“Obligated…? I’ve never felt obligated! Not at all!”

I brightened a little at this. “Really?”

“Really! I’m honored that you let me suck your tits!” That little bit of sarcasm he always uses was one of those things I really loved about him. And just then it really made me feel better. “Come on. Up.”

We stood up, and I tilted my head up to kiss him…square on the nose. Somewhat shocked, I stepped back and looked straight ahead…straight into James’s eyes. I’m assuming I had the same look of bewilderment on my face as he did. After several moments of silence, I finally managed, “Uh, James?”

“Yeah.”

“We need to talk.”

“Yeah.”

I told him everything I had been noticing over the past week. I told him how I thought he was losing weight and I was gaining. I told him how I was concerned about our lack of appetites, but that we didn’t appear sick. I even told him about my cravings for his cum. He responded by saying that he was noticing the same things more or less. This just seems so farfetched! I had thought to myself. Just to make sure, we measured each other. We were indeed the same height. Now at 5’11”, James had shrunk two inches. Originally 5’9”, I had grown two inches to meet James dead even.
The situation confirmed, I called Julie that night. The phone rang several times before she answered. When she did, she cleared her throat, “Hello?”

“Julie? It’s Anna. We need to talk.”

“Oh…uh…okay.” Did she sound almost…impatient?

I put that thought aside. It wasn’t important to me right now. “There may be some problems with the virus.”

“Problems?” Was she avoiding the subject?
“Yeah. Can you come over tonight?”

“Uh…tonight might be a…problem… How about first thing tomorrow morning?”

“Sure. That’s fine. First thing tomorrow morning.”

There was a pause for a moment. “Um…actually… Better make it around noon… Is that okay?”
“Oh, uh, okay. Sure, that’s fine.”

“Good… I’ll, uh…see you then.” She hung up.

That was weird. I looked over at James, who had a smirk on his face. “What?”

“Well,” he started kind of sheepishly, “given the situation, this may not be entirely appropriate, but, uh…” He paused.

“What’s wrong?”
We stood closer to each other. “I think this is kind of…turning me on in a way.”

“Really,” I said, slightly amused, but realizing I was slightly turned on myself. “And in what ‘way’ might that be?” I pressed my breasts directly on to his chest, something I had never been able to do before.
“Well, you see,” he explained, looking me over, “you mean so much…‘more’ to me now.”
“Oh?” I said, returning the verbal foreplay. I hefted one of my breasts, “Then I’ll just have to give you ‘more’ from here.” Then I patted the bulge in his pants. “And you’ll have to give me ‘more’ from there.”

“Say no more,” he commanded. Our antics that night resembled the ones preceding, only this time more intense.

Julie arrived the next morning at noon like she had said, carrying a thick bag in her hand. It looked like one of those medicine bags doctors always carried. “Sorry I couldn’t make it last night. I hope that’s okay…” She looked a bit worried.
“That’s okay,” I said.

“You said you thought there might be complications.”

“Well, we’re experiencing some…changes. We’re not sure if it’s caused by the virus or not.”

Her face fell into a need-to-know expression. “Well, what kind of changes…are you referring to?” I told her everything: my lactation, our changes in height, James’s lack of appetite for everything except my milk, and even my cravings. Julie listened intently to everything I said. “First of all, your increases in lactation and bust size are perfectly normal. But you said that you’ve been administering your milk to James everyday?”
“Yes… I probably shouldn’t have…”

“No! No! That’s good. His lack of appetite suggests that my formula works! Your milk contains enough nutrients to sustain a full-grown active human being. That’s actually more than I could have hoped for! Of course I’ll have to do an analysis to make sure. But as for your apparent changes in height, I…I’m really not sure.”

I was stumped. What could possibly be causing this? I thought. “You don’t know of anything that could be doing this?”

Julie’s face had turned from serious to perplexed. “Hmm… There might be something interfering… Have you been taking any medications? I mean anything. Anything from Tylenol to vitamins.”
I thought for a moment. “No, nothing.”

“What about you James?”

I glanced over at him, and he shifted in his seat, almost like he had been trying to avoid being in the conversation. He was probably embarrassed about his losing two inches in height. I felt bad for him. “Uh… I can’t think of anything,” he answered after a moment.

Then out of nowhere, it just hit me. “The protein shake!” I blurted. Julie and James looked me in surprise. Hell, I surprised myself.

“But I haven’t had any in the past two weeks…” His face flushed a little bit.

“No,” Julie started, “I wouldn’t think that make any difference if it was that long ago… Nevertheless, it’s something to look into. However, I am still confused about your…cravings, Anna.” So was I. “So, uh,” she said as she opened her bag and took out a couple of needles. I noticed that the inside of the bag looked like a cooler. “So, I’ll need to take some blood samples.” I cringed, but I trusted Julie, and sure enough, it was over pretty quickly. James, on the other hand, didn’t even flinch. “Now, this is a bit awkward, Anna, but I’ll need a sample of your milk…if you can.” She handed me a small glass jar.
“Oh, of course! I haven’t…” I gestured at my breasts. “…yet today.”
“And James, because of Anna’s cravings, I’ll need a sample of your…you know….if you don’t mind, that is.” She handed James a jar identical to mine.

His face turned a deeper red than before. “Oh, uh…okay… I’ll just be…a few minutes.” He quickly made his way to the bedroom.

I started to get up. “And if you’ll excuse me, I’ll just be a moment.” I went into the bathroom and started to take off my shirt. Squeezing my nipple gently, a thin stream of milk flowed into the jar. After only several seconds, the jar was filled. I was a little disappointed; I was so full and tempted to let it all out right then. But I decided to leave it for James.
Returning to the living room, I handed the jar to Julie. “Thank you,” she said with a smile. We talked a little bit while waiting for James. I asked her how Don was doing, and we spoke of the university, nothing major.
James emerged slowly from the bedroom. He walked over to where Julie was sitting and handed her the jar full of his semen. “Uh…here…”
“Thank you,” she said, placing the jar in her bag along with mine. “Well, that’s about it…unless there’s something else you wanted to talk about.”

“No, that’s all. Thank you for coming.”

“I’ll have these samples analyzed as quickly as possible, though it may take a few days. So, I guess I see you guys later.”

“Thank you for coming, Julie.” I ushered her to the door and she drove away. 

Back in the living room, James was still on the couch, with his head leaning back and his eyes closed, looking very relaxed. I almost thought he was sleeping, until he spoke to me. “So what do you think we should do?”
“Well…” I thought for a moment. “You should probably try to eat something solid.

“I am hungry. I don’t have any appetite, though…I don’t know if I should.”

“Please try…for me?”

He looked at me and smiled a bit. “Okay… I’ll try.”

“I’ll make you a sandwich.” I went into the kitchen to do just that. I considered making one for myself, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to eat it. Unlike James, I wasn’t hungry at all. After I was finished, I went back to sit down next to James. I could tell he was struggling, but he managed to eat the whole thing…very slowly, like he had to force every bite down. He didn’t say anything, not even when he quickly jumped up and ran to the bathroom, clutching his stomach.
I could hear him retching, and I felt guilty. Not only because I made him eat the sandwich, though. I was mainly guilty because I kind of didn’t want it to work. Of course I didn’t want to see him keep shrinking, but I really did love to feed him. I can’t explain it, but I think it was the feeling of being needed. James needed something from me, and I was able to give it to him.
He emerged about five minutes later, and all but crawled back to the couch. Sitting back down next to me, he simply stared blankly ahead. I eased him down into a lying position, with his head in my lap. Trying to comfort him, I began gently scratching his head. “I’m sorry, honey.”
“It’s okay. Now we know I can’t…”

We stayed like that for a few moments, not speaking. Finally, I made the move. “You must be hungry.” I pulled up my shirt, allowing my massive mammaries to fall free. Lifting James’s head to my breast, he began suckling. The world around me began to dissolve. All I could do was focus on the feeling of having myself emptied. I could only imagine what James thought of all this. I knew based on our actions the night before that he was intrigued by the situation, but I couldn’t tell how he truly felt.
Later that night, I was alone in the bedroom waiting for James. Standing next to the bed, I began thinking again of how it felt to have my breasts sucked. First the warm touch of his lips to my sensitive nipples, further heightened by his motions. And also the slow and gentle release of pressure.

I was so deep in thought; I had absent-mindedly taken off my shirt and started caressing my mounds. By now they were the size of grapefruits, DD-cups at least, and they were amazingly sensitive. I probably could have even gotten an orgasm just from playing with them enough.
I barely noticed when James came from behind me and started gently squeezing my breasts, gently running his fingers in circles around my areolas. It felt so good, it took me several moments to come to my senses; I was just so lost in the feeling. Finally we started moving for the bed while taking our clothes off.
Positioning myself propped up against the headboard, James was lying with his head in my lap. As I started feeding him, I could see that he was already hard. Holding his head to my chest with one hand, I reached down with my other and began caressing his member, taking care not to send him over the edge. I wanted to save as much as possible for me. I looked down to see that his eyes were closed. He actually looked just like a baby. Was that what was happening? I thought. Was I turning my husband into a child? Of course, that explained the feeling of need I was experiencing when I nursed him. It was beginning to feel like I was a mother taking care of her child…and it felt good. But then again, based on the phenomenal sex we were having, he was still my husband. It just felt…right.
Although the relief felt good, I was disappointed when there was nothing left to give to James. On the other hand, it was my turn to get what I wanted. Finished with his feeding, James opened his eyes, and looked into mine. We both smiled. Taking the cue, I got on my hands and knees, hovering my body over his, dangling my breasts in front of his face. Very carefully, I rubbed the head of his shaft with the folds of my slit, sending pleasurable shocks through my body, though making it more difficult for me to stay in control. Slowly, I slid down on top of him, his penis becoming more and more appealing to me by the second. Bending forward enough to press my deep cleavage into his face, I began to buck, grind, and gyrate my hips, though as slowly as possible. Finally I couldn’t wait any longer, and my movements became more intense, further quickening our approach.
If time could be divided into small intervals, past hours, minutes, and seconds, smaller and smaller down to the exact same period…if it were possible for two events to happen at the exact same time down to the tiniest interval…then it did. The exact moment a screaming jolt of electricity flowed from my crotch to the rest of my body, there was a literal eruption from James, a force so strong that neither of us could help but moan in intense pleasure, until our very air supply was completely exhausted. And at that exact moment, time then slowed down. The geyser that shot up my crotch continued for what seemed like an hour, filling me to and past the point of overflowing.
The next few moments were devoted to recovery, and what better time to dwell on what just happened. So far, that had been the single greatest orgasm of my life. And to make it all the better, time almost seemed to slow down while it happened. James’s orgasm also seemed to last longer. Is that what really happened? Did he really cum longer than usual? My thoughts at the time were a blur, but there was one thing that I knew: there was one way to find out. The rest of the night was devoted to sexual antics considered to be unsurpassed by any other I had ever previously experienced or imagined.
I woke up the next morning to find James in the living room. I was startled to find him up already, but I was startled more by the fact that he was back to his normal height, and further more, I was back to the way I was before I even met Julie! “What’s going on?” I asked him.
“It’s time,” he said. What the hell is he talking about? Why are we back to normal? Thoughts kept running through my mind; I just couldn’t understand what was going on!

But my thoughts were cut off by a warmth that flowed into my chest. I clutched at my chest, the pleasure almost too much for me to bear. Very quickly I could feel my flesh expanding, my bra quickly becoming tighter. When had I put on a bra? When had I even gotten dressed?!  I could feel that my breasts were growing very quickly, and I could visibly see that as well. Those two increasingly-luscious mounds were pushing my shirt forward, slowly spreading the buttons apart. The warmth and pleasure coming from my chest continued to increase, as did the pain I was experiencing from the constriction of my bra. I could see that my flesh was now overflowing the undersized cups, until finally, with a loud snap, my bra collapsed beneath my shirt, causing a surge of pleasurable ripples course through my body as my globes broke free. Though still contained within my shirt, they continued to expand. If possible, the pleasure was heightened further by the fabric of my shirt rubbing against my rock-hard nipples, which were becoming more and more sensitive by the second.  By the time my massive mammaries approached the size of cantaloupes, the buttons of my shirt were pushed so far apart, that a canyon of cleavage was now visible through the gaps. The fabric started to strain against the relentlessly increasing pressure. When I couldn’t wait any longer, I ripped open my shirt, buttons flying in every direction, allowing my breasts to bounce free, initiating yet another wave of relief and pleasure. Where did my bra go? They had finally stopped growing, and now the size of watermelons, they were feeling incredibly full.  I didn’t take my shirt off; the fabric flowing against the sides of my breasts felt very nice. I began running my hands over their surfaces, noting that I could no longer hold one with just one hand. Gently squeezing one nipple, a thin but powerful stream of milk shot out, sending yet another wave of pleasure course through my body.
James was standing in front of me. I looked him in the eyes, and he returned the gesture. He had a serious expression on his face. I really couldn’t tell what he was thinking. “What’s happening?” I asked.

“It’s beginning.” He moved his hands into he sides of my shirt and around my back, holding me tightly.

“What are you talking about??” I should have been scared, but the erotic situation of it all was getting the better at me.

James’s face remained expressionless, and he continued to look me in the eye. Finally he knelt down in front of me, and held one my breasts in two hands. Without saying anything, he closed his eyes, out his mouth to my breast, and began sucking…very gently…and lovingly. 
I closed my eyes and let myself become lost in the moment. James fed for what seemed like an eternity. His hands continued to grasp at my breast, like a baby to its mother. I’m not sure how long it had been, but he stopped sucking at one point. I opened my eyes to see him, and was startled at what I saw. James had shrunk! A lot! Standing straight up, he only came to the tops of my breasts! What the hell is going on?
But neither of us said anything. I was in shock, but James still had not displayed any apparent emotion. Finally he broke the stillness, and ushered me to the couch. I sat down, still not sure as to what was going on. Then he climbed up next to me, and lied down, putting his head in my lap. Very quickly he resumed his feeding. The feeling was amazing. It was as if my supply of milk kept replenishing itself, like I had a never-ending supply. Pretty soon, James’s sucking motions became less and less. The milk just simply flowed out of my nipple.
His mouth slipped at one point. When I looked down, I saw that had shrunk some more. Now the size of a child, I had to sit him up in my lap so that he could continue to drink. He switched to my other breast, and grabbing it like a nursing infant, he gave it a gentle squeeze to initiate the flow of milk; he no longer had to suck. The milk continued to flow out of my other breast as well. It was like a river, and my breast was the spring.

James slipped again, and I now had to cradle him in my arms. He was like a baby! But for some reason, I didn’t fear for him! I couldn’t understand why, but I was feeling the nurturing love of a mother to her child, as well as the romantic love of a wife to her husband.
As the milk continued to flow, James’s sucking ceased. I felt him slip again, but when I looked down, he was gone! Immediately I bolted up off the couch, looking around me, then around the room. Cautiously I sat back down. What the hell happened? Where did he go?! Again, I should have been worried, or even scared, but at the time, all I felt was…comfort. I couldn’t see him, but it was almost like I could sense him. Somehow, he was there with me. I could feel his warmth, his touch, his breath…his love.
The milk continued to flow like a river. The sensation was unlike anything I had experienced, as if my breasts were having orgasms, orgasms that didn’t end. It ran down my breasts, down my stomach… My stomach… I began to feel a tightness there, and then a stretching feeling. I couldn’t see it over my breasts, but I could feel it. Slowly but steadily, my belly began to swell. Placing my hands on my stomach, they slowly began to spread apart. I felt no pain whatsoever, only my skin stretching and a peculiar bloating. My hips began to grow as well. I could feel them widen, my rear-end shifting against the fabric of the couch. I began to feel heavier; more weight was flowing into my midsection. The swelling continued. I could feel my belly start to push my sweatpants (which I didn’t remember putting on) downwards. Soon I became aware of another sensation, one that I was very familiar with. The warmth and dampness in my crotch was increasing. But I couldn’t move my hands from my growing belly. I don’t know whether they were physically stuck or if it was because I was compelled to keep them there. Either way, it didn’t seem to matter. I was building up towards a climax anyway. The girth of my stomach now touched the bottoms of my breasts. Slowly they began to move upwards, the flow of milk adjusting to the new position. My legs began to spread farther part, making room for my ever-increasing ball of flesh. Soon I was able to see it from over my breasts; I could see it pushing outwards, milk flowing down the sides. My climax was still building. It won’t be long now. I couldn’t reach my bellybutton anymore. My legs were now spread at almost a ninety-degree angle, my belly resting in front of me on the couch. My heart raced, my breath quickened…and it hit me.
My eyes flew open and I bolted upright. Surprised, I looked around the room, though I wasn’t sure for what. Then I checked myself. My breasts were the size they were yesterday, and my stomach was flat as a board. Two of my fingers were half-sticking out of my slit, and they were wet with fresh juices. It had been a dream.
The next few weeks went by at a steady pace. The changes were starting to take effect progressively worse, actually becoming more noticeable by the day. My breasts were getting even more sensitive, and I was getting more pleasure out of them. And they had grown to the size of cantaloupes, or at least from my perspective. I could only imagine what they looked like to James. His shrinking was increasing. He was barely eye-level with my breasts now; his clothes hung off of him in drapes. My clothes no longer fit me, so finding something to wear everyday was quite a chore. My muscles also began to grow, something that I was suspicious about but wasn’t able to be certain. But now I looked like a female athlete, yet I still retained a substantial amount of femininity to my figure. James hadn’t lost any of his physique either; he was just smaller. He really looked…cute. I’m not sure, but I think I was beginning to like him this way. His penis may not have been as big as it used to be, but it didn’t seem to matter. Sex was just as good always, or maybe even better. He was also cumming in larger quantities, despite his increasingly small stature, something else I would have to inquire Julie about.
Julie…she called one day. The experiment had now been running for about a month and a half. And I was relieved when she told me that she knew what was causing all the problems. She explained it as follows:

In feeding James my milk, the virus passed from my system into his. When that happened, it mutated, as viruses often do. Since James didn’t have any mammary glands to alter, the virus traveled through his body and began to affect other systems. Amongst the damages, certain hormones in the thyroid gland, which trigger musculoskeletal development, were altered, in fact reversing their intended effects, hence his shrinking. Of course, that was just his skeletal system that was affected; his muscular system displayed no change due to the protein shake. Combined with the virus, the shake and the reverse-thyroid effect sort of canceled each other out. As for his lack of appetite, my milk apparently contained sufficient nutrients to support a full-grown active male, thereby proving that aspect of Julie’s experiment to entirely effective. The other area of James’s that was affected was his testicles. Similar to the effect in my mammary glands, his testicles began producing an increasing amount of semen, with an increased amount of nutrients, explaining my lack of appetite. When James ejaculated inside of me, he re-administered the virus, now in its mutated form. Predictably, it then mutated a second time. Now with the remnants of James’s protein shake, my muscular system was affected, and like James, the virus targeted my thyroid gland. Only this time it enhanced its effects the originally virus was engineered to do, though not in that area of the body.
It made perfect sense…it really did. Unfortunately, Julie didn’t have an antidote, and she didn’t know how long it would take to get one. So for the time being, we were stuck like this. We were stuck in an endless cycle that caused me to grow, and James to shrink. But for some reason…I wasn’t distressed. I didn’t hold anything against Julie. How could I? She must have felt terrible about the whole thing. And she sounded kind of depressed on the phone. I didn’t know what was happening in her life, but I knew couldn’t have been anything like mine.
Another week had gone by after Julie’s call. And the effects of the virus were becoming more pronounced by the day. Everyday James is at least an inch shorter than the day before. Now his head was level with my naval. It was really inexplicable, but it was…turning me on. My own growth had now stopped me from wearing clothes; none of them fit me anymore. James wasn’t faring much better. Anything he wore made him look a child trying on his father’s clothes.
“I love you,” James said to me one night. “I love what’s happening. But how far is it going to go?”

I hadn’t thought about the future. I hadn’t imagined how small he could possibly get. When would it end? What would happen if it didn’t?

I walked up to him and embraced him, pressing his head into my stomach. Then, much to both our surprises, I pick him up and brought him into the bedroom. It was seriously a turn-on to me to be able to pick my husband up and carry him like that. When we got the bedroom, I set James down on the floor in front of the bed, and I sat on the edge of the bed in front of him. Like a mother to her child, I patted my leg, gesturing for him to climb up.

And climb up he did. When he was situated on my lap, I hugged him again, smothering his face into my ample cleavage. I held him there for a while, stroking his head, gently rocking him back and forth. Finally, when I couldn’t stand the wait any longer, I moved his face over to my left nipple. Gently he began suckling; he didn’t need to put much effort into it. The pressure inside of me was great enough that the milk came at almost a steady stream. With one tiny hand on my left breast he steadied himself. The other hand stroked my other breast, sending chills of pleasure through my body. I couldn’t help but moan as he continued. God, my breasts were so sensitive!
Quicker than I had hoped, I was empty and James was full. But that’s something I was used to by that point. And despite my disappointment, there was always a reprieve: I could now slake my own thirst. But not to appear too eager, I first slowly lowered James onto the bed. His member was already erect, and incredibly appetizing. Though physically it was no longer as impressive as it used to be (sometimes I didn’t even get to cum), it still gave me an abundance of pleasure to be filled with his juices.
Slowly, so as not to hurt him, I lowered myself onto his crotch. I began to massage his shoulders, trying to make him feel as comfortable as possible. From this new vantage point, he looked so small sandwiched between my thighs. To an outsider, it would have probably looked like I was molesting a child, so I was glad we were isolated. I began to buck my hips. I knew I probably wouldn’t cum, but I felt it was more important for James. He reached up to my breasts, but couldn’t reach them. He looked so helpless! I’m not sure if it was out of pity, or if it was because I really wanted them to be played with, but I bent down so that they were closer to his reach. My bucking became more forceful and I could hear his soft moans. He’s getting closer, I thought. I bent down farther, pressing my massive breast into his face. It covered his whole head! The eroticism was too much for him, I think. He came soon after; I could feel his hot seed begin to fill me up, spreading inside of me. But it didn’t stop! It felt like somebody stuck a hose up my slit, wanting to see how much I could handle!
I almost collapsed on top of him. Panting, I caught myself in time, and rolled over next to him. Both of us were exhausted, I think. He was breathing heavily, and he didn’t say anything. He just looked me in the eye and smiled. I remembered looking down, how he looked so small. I remembered him sinking into the bed, my weight pushing down on him. I remembered him stuck between my luscious thighs—

I had an idea. “You wanna try something new?” I asked him as seductively as possible.

He gave me a funny look, “What do you think we’ve been doing all summer?” he replied, already erect in wonderment of what I had in mind.
He had a point, but I didn’t answer him; I was too busy picking him up. I planted him standing up on the bed against the wall. Getting down on all fours in front of him, I presented my wonderfully full ass to him. “Take me,” I commanded. I was hoping that he still had a soft spot for my rear, despite my very apparent increase in bust size. I didn’t have to wait long to find out.
I didn’t have to wait at all, in fact. Before I could even finish saying those two words, James had plunged into my dripping cunt. Of course, due to his small stature, he missed and poked my clit. The grunt that escaped my lips could have easily been mistaken for that of a mule. God, did that feel good! I could feel his little hands groping at the sides of my ass as he tried time after time to pound into me as hard as he could. But he just couldn’t do it. I suppose half out of pity and half out of frustration, I pushed him back against the wall, and grinded him for all he was worth. He was inside me now, though not deep enough for me to feel much. What really had my attention was the fact that his member was rubbing hard against my clit. I came very quickly, but I wasn’t satisfied. “Keep going,” I grunted, though he wasn’t really doing anything in the first place. So I was the one to keep going. And go I did. Orgasm after orgasm went by until I could finally feel his hot cum filling me for the second time that night.

And what a night that was! I collapsed on my stomach, and James collapsed on top of me, his softening member still stuck between my legs. Fatigue overcame us both, and we fell asleep…still in that position.
Another two weeks had gone by. It had now been three since Julie called. James had shrunk considerably. The top of his head was came up about half way between my waist and my knees. Whenever he looked up at me, he look directly into my steaming crotch…and it was steaming more often. My breasts…they were so large that I couldn’t even hold one with both my hands! But surprisingly enough, they didn’t sag in the least. I figured it was because of the muscle growth effect of the virus.
Julie called. She sounded upset. “Anna…I have…a solution.”
“Really?! That’s great!” I think…I may not have been entirely honest with her. I knew that I couldn’t keep growing forever, and James definitely needed to stop shrinking, but did I really want all of it to end? Nevertheless, Julie was working really hard at this; I couldn’t upset her. “What is it?”

“I…can’t tell you over the phone. I need to tell you in person. Can I come over?”

“I guess you’ll have to. I…can’t really leave the house.”
“Oh…are the changes that bad?”

“Well…you’ll see.” I hadn’t considered what Julie’s reaction would be to the progression of the virus.
“I can be there in an hour. Is that okay?”

“Sure…I…have no plans.”

Julie arrived an hour later, just like she had said. It was just before noon, so I was still full. When she knocked on the door, I shouted that it was open. I didn’t want her to faint upon seeing a literal giant standing in the doorway. Still, she let out quite a loud gasp when she walked into the living room. Sitting down on the floor, I was somewhere over five feet tall (we never bothered to measure).
“Anna?” She choked like she was on the verge of tears. There was no smile today.
“It’s okay,” I tried to comfort her obvious despair.

“Umm…” She was apparently at a loss for words, not that I could blame her. Not only was I huge, but clothing was impossible for me to wear. “The solution…” she started, but I cut her off.

I turned to the couch where James was sleeping, curled up in a ball like an infant.
“James. Wake up.”

“Oh!” Julie gasped. She probably didn’t see him at first.

James opened his eyes slowly, and sat up, still wrapped in a bed sheet. He looked at me, and I motioned in Julie’s direction. Though obviously somewhat surprised to see her, he managed a decent greeting. “Hey.”

“Oh, my God…” That was it. Seeing him the size of a small child, she broke down into tears. “I’m so sorry…”

He looked at her comfortingly. “Hey, it’s all right. Shit happens.”

Her laughter crept through her tears slightly, and then they began to fade. Hell, even I was surprised at what he said.

Still sniffling, she started to explain her solution. “I couldn’t figure out any way to cancel the effects of the virus. So the only way to reverse them is to balance them out between the two of you. There are two ways I can do that. The first…and I really, truly hate to say it,” she was about to start crying again, “is to reconfigure James’s DNA according to yours, Anna.”

If I thought what she was trying to tell me was true… Now I was on the verge of crying. “What are you saying?”

“If James had exactly the same bodily configuration and the exact same form of the virus as you did, then the effects would cancel each other out. You could very well be almost back to normal.”
“But then he would be…” I really did not want to finish the sentence.

But Julie finished it for me. “…you.”

I dreaded hearing what Julie’s second idea was. I knew that I was going to be worse. But I had to ask. “What’s the other way?”
She sighed heavily. “…We pretty do the opposite of that…using James DNA.”

My heart sunk. Was this really necessary? Would we be better off if we didn’t do anything? “Julie… What would happen if we didn’t try to stop it?”

“…You would keep growing. James would keep shrinking. If he gets too small, you won’t be able to feed him, and he won’t be able to feed you. You could die of starvation.”


It became harder to suppress the tears, but I managed. Then I became desperate. “Do you need more time? If you need more time to figure it out, then… There must be something you can do!”


But Julie was shaking her head the entire time. “I can’t… They’re going to shut me down. They found out about what happened…” My hand flew to my mouth. “Don’t worry; I never recorded who you actually were. I already made both the antiviruses. You just need to decide which one to use… I’m so sorry!” She burst into tears again. This time she started for the bathroom. “Excuse me…” she sobbed.
“Take your time.” I really did feel sorry for her.

I looked over at James. His face was blank. Depression filled the air like a heavy perfume. Neither of us spoke for what seemed like an eternity. I began thinking, as any person would do in this type of situation. It was a lose-lose-lose situation. If we didn’t do anything, both of us would die. But since I was the one who started all of this mess, I felt that I owed it to him to not let either of us die. If we gave James the antivirus, he would turn into a woman – me. I’d still love him; that I knew. But would he still love me? Would we still make love to each other? Of course, then there was the other alternative to consider. I take the antivirus, and I become a man. Then we’d end up as two guys… I didn’t even want to think about that—

“I’ll do it,” James blurted, breaking the silence.

“Are you sure? I mean, it’s probably the biggest decision we’ll ever have to make.” I think this was the choice that I would have made myself, but I didn’t want to make him do something he didn’t have to do.
“Look,” he said, “I don’t like it either way. Both ways we’re going to end up as a sexually active homosexual couple. And personally, I would rather end up as two women than two men. Besides, it doesn’t matter… I’ll still love you either way.”

I went over and pressed his body into mine. “That settles it, I guess.”

Julie emerged a few minutes later, wiping stray tears from her eyes.

“We’ve decided,” I told her.

“I’m going to take the antivirus,” James confirmed.

It took Julie a moment to take in our responses. “Are you sure? Because there’s absolutely no turning back…”

“We’re sure,” we both answered.

“Okay…” She reached into her bag and pulled out a syringe. “Julie, I need to inject this into your breast; James will need to ingest it. I knelt down in front of her so that she was eye level with my breasts. Carefully, she used her hand to smooth out the skin around my nipple, gently pressing into the soft flesh. I was so sensitive; it took some effort not to display any pleasure. “Oh!” She sounded startled at something.

“What’s wrong?”
“Oh…uh, nothing.”

The injection was over before I even knew it began. “So I’m not going to get completely back to normal…” I asked.

“Probably not. Its hard to say for sure exactly how you’ll end up. But I do know that James will look exactly like you.”

“Julie… What’s going to happen to you?”

“I…don’t know. I might try to find a position at another school.” She was still upset. I could tell. But not as much as before. “Anna. You’ll call me if you think it’s working?”

“Absolutely.” She managed to smile, though I could see that it took some effort. Out of nowhere, my emotions took hold of me. I grabbed her and hugged her, unintentionally smothering her face in my cleavage. “Thank you.” Soon after, we said our goodbyes and she drove away.

The next month was the turning point in our lives. The formula was working; that was for sure. In fact, it was working rather quickly. In just a week the difference in height between me and James was already half of what it was before.
His figure was rapidly changing as well. Everyday, his hips got a little wider, and rear got fuller, his hair got longer.

I remember what he said to me, after just a couple days. He said, “Anna… My chest feels funny.” It was so cute, I couldn’t help but giggle when he said it. It wasn’t just the fact that I knew he had breasts, but his voice sounded really funny.

“James, I think you’re growing breasts.” I went over to him and felt around one of nipples, which looked a little bigger. Sure enough, the tissue was spongier, and sticking out a little. His nipples looked kind of wet, too. I thought it was sweat at first, but then I realized that he had already begun lactating. Mischievously, I looked at his face and gently pinched one of his nipples. The moan that escaped his lips reminded of that time that I—
“Oh, my God!” he screeched.

Pleased with his reaction, I began to suck on his breasts. Though they weren’t fully formed, they were still producing milk, and the taste…heavenly. It didn’t taste like regular milk; it was sweeter. No wonder James liked it so much! I could get used to this! I remembered thinking.
James’s didn’t ejaculate anymore after that point. And his penis was barely visible, even when erect. A few more days after that, it was gone completely. I remember going to bed one night, and all that was left of it was the head…or his clit. The next morning, he had a full-fledged vagina. “James?” I said. “You have a vagina.”

Surprised, he looked down, but couldn’t see it. His breasts had grown to B-cups, my original size. Slowly, he began to inspect it with his hands, gently probing one finger in and out of his slit, moaning in pleasure the whole time. “Here let me show you,” I said. Gently I pulled his fingers out and moved them to his clit, rubbing them across the surface.

“Holy shit,” he whispered. I pulled his hands away, and positioned my head between his legs. James started breathing heavier now, as he should have. Experimentally (it was my first time), I licked the outsides of his folds, relishing in the unexpectedly flavorful juices. Finally, I gave in and inserted my tongue in as far as it would go, making sure to give equal pleasure to both the inside and outside. I could tell he enjoyed it, for when he was about to cum, he grabbed my head and shoved it deeper into his crotch, effectively showering my face with his juices.
“Did you like it?” Although I already knew the answer.

“Hell, yes!”

“Good. Now it’s your turn.” James had never done this to me before, so it was a new experience for both of us. Nevertheless, he did what he was told, and went through he same movements that I had just done to him. Though I missed his penis, I have to admit that it felt really good to have something of substantial size in my crotch. It had been a few weeks since I came as powerful as then, so at that time, it was heavenly.

Overall, I have to say that my first time having sex with another woman turned out better than I expected. Much better! I may miss have missed his dick sometimes, but I think his tongue makes up for it.

“James?” I was exhausted.

“Hmm?”

“You’re a woman now.”

“Yeah.” He seemed to be accepting that fact pretty well.
“I guess what I’m trying to say is… you’re a ‘she,’ not a ‘he,’ so… I think you should have a new name.”
“…Oh, yeah. What do you think?”

“Well… I think we’ve had enough changes for one summer, so how about… Jamie?”

“That’s something I could live with…” He…no, she was taking this incredibly well! I almost couldn’t believe it.

By the time about two weeks had passed since Julie gave Jamie the virus, the changes were complete. Finally…
I turned out to be a little taller than I used to be. I measured at an even six feet. My breasts shrunk down significantly, though they’re still the size of cantaloupes. My muscles are larger, more like an athlete’s. But they still have a softness to them that establishes my femininity. My hips are also slightly wider than they used to be. My butt is awesome, full but incredibly firm, and oh so perfectly rounded!
Jamie is… me. She is my sister, my twin, my lover. I think she’s happy with her new body, and so am I in a way. I do miss James, but I still sense his love when I look at Jamie, and I love her back.

I haven’t heard from Julie again. I hope she’s okay…

I decided to relocate to a new university. It had to be done; I couldn’t go back there and explain what happened to me. Before Jamie became a woman, she called her boss and convinced him to let her go. There was no way she could go back there. So I got her a job at my new university. She’s a business teacher now, which is perfect considering her background.
But we’re together; that’s the most important thing. And we’ve made sure that we take our lunch breaks together. Everyday, three times a day, we feed each other. I’m quite content with this. There’s both a feeling of need and of being needed… It’s really wonderful. I think… I’m actually glad it turned out this way. And amongst the many changes that happened that summer, one thing remained true: we still love each other, and always will.
