
        
            
                
            
        

    
Transformed: The Bimbo Gene

MTF First Time Feminization, Bimbofication
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The world wasn’t ready for the discovery of the bimbo gene.

Jack wasn’t ready, either. But that won’t stop him from becoming the hottest, sluttiest naughty bimbo in town.
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Prologue

The bimbo gene was discovered by scientists one month before I graduated from college.

Suddenly, certain people started turning into hot, fertile bimbos with big, bouncing tits and round asses.

Their voices were high and flirty, and they were unmistakable for their flirty, slutty attitudes.

Online shopping sites quickly sold out of platinum heels, short, tight skirts and tank tops and skintight dresses.

The new bimbos were on a mission, one that they could only fulfill by showing off their hot, teasing busty bodies to as many men as possible.

Of course, it was only one percent of the world’s population that was unlucky enough to have their genes activated in this way.

I remembered how this mousy girl that I’d never looked twice at, Bernadette, who used to have brown hair and big thick rimmed glasses, stick thin, was suddenly transformed.

I was in my last semester of college, and I was a pretty average guy, getting good grades but partying when I could, and my jaw dropped when I saw the new Bernadette in class, the day after the bimbo gene first popped into our collective consciousness.

One day she was a plain Jane, and the next day she showed up in our college English class wearing a tight pink dress that had a zipper that went all the way down her back, leading down to a tight little ass and pussy that was almost visible.

Her boobs easily filled out the strapless dress, the cleavage enormous and slutty.

All of us guys couldn’t stop staring at her, and my girlfriend Anne slapped me on the shoulder when I glanced a little too long at one of the few, newly transformed hot bimbos on campus.

I wasn’t the only one; one of the dumb, brainless jocks in the class, Keith, was whistling at her and took her onto his arm to lead her out of the classroom once it ended.

I couldn’t help staring jealously at them as they walked away, looking like the perfect couple: a musclehead jock and a slutty, sexy bimbo.

I bet that her pussy was tiny and tight, and he was going to shove a huge, thick cock into her in the bathroom while he unzipped that nasty, slutty bimbo’s dress.

I gulped.

Bimbos were a fetish that I never wanted to have.

But I couldn’t deny it. I wished that my girlfriend had been one of the women to become a bimbo, but she remained sweet and pure, pretty and blonde but not with huge, massive tits or ass.

Scientists were puzzled by the bimbo gene, but they were sure about one thing:

Only women had the bimbo gene; so they thought, because only women had been transformed into bimbos across the world.

At least, as far as they knew.

Immediately, research studies popped up around the world, scientists looking to research exactly how and why the bimbo gene existed.

I was a college student about to graduate, and I needed the cash.

They were accepting men as well as women, to study the differences between the two.

Little did I know when I signed up for the research study…

That I was embarking on the greatest journey and personal transformation of my entire life.

Soon, my bimbo fetish would be fulfilled in ways that I had never thought possible.

All thanks to the power of the bimbo gene, and a few unscrupulous scientists.




Chapter 1

I showed up to the study feeling a little tired, wanting desperately to get it done with and get paid.

Luckily, the facility for the study was not too far from my college classes, because naturally the university attracted top-tier researchers.

The bimbo gene was on the news every day, and no one on campus could stop talking about it. My friends were jealous that I actually got to participate in a study about the bimbo gene.

I thought it might be fun, maybe they’d have me spend some quality time with bimbos, which, hey, I wouldn’t complain about…

At least, that was what I had fantasized about last night before I went to bed.

My girlfriend finished her finals up early and had left town to vacation with her friends, leaving me all alone and horny with no pussy to stick my cock into.

So I searched for bimbo porn and pulled up a few videos that I could jerk off to.

I found a slutty, tanned blonde with gigantic fake beachball tits, and there was another blowjob video with a sexy, big assed brunette woman that looked promising.

I jerked my cock slowly and thoroughly while I enjoyed the sights of the bimbos making full sluts of themselves, jerking off and sucking multiple guys while their hot, slutty bodies got fucked, hard and roughly.

It didn’t take long for me to cum into a tissue, thinking about spraying my load over both the blonde and brown-haired bimbo pornsluts.

In the post-nut haze, I had some weird thoughts before I fell asleep.

About bimbos…

I imagined what it would be like to be born as a bimbo.

It must be nice to just have men staring at you all the time, knowing you could fuck whoever you wanted and deal with the consequences of sluttiness later.

It had taken me forever to get a girlfriend in college, even though women were everywhere and I was a fairly average, but good looking guy.

Bimbos didn’t have the same problems as everyone else, the gene had made all of that clear.

Even if bimbos were only one percent of the world’s population, that was still a lot of people, and they were becoming their own movement.

Bimbos were on talk shows, looking happy and perky and sexy as they sat in short shorts and tiny tight dresses, crossing their legs on the news and on social media.

They talked about how happy they were now, how all of their troubles had gone away once they felt their bimbo gene switch on and fill out their busts, erasing all of their worries.

Bimbos, even if the rest of the world either hated or sexualized them relentlessly, seemed… content with their new lives.

They also talked about the new depths of sexual pleasure they were experiencing.

Many of them started selling themselves for tickets to gangbangs, or giving blowjobs for free in public parks.

It was scandalous.

It was sexy.

It made me desperately want to know more.

So when I showed up to the research study, I didn’t know what to expect.

Would it all be boring?

Would it make me horny and embarrassingly aroused?

Would they ask me sex questions, or make me watch videos of bimbos?

As I walked into the room, led by an attractive female scientist, I took a deep breath and stepped forward.




Chapter 2

I sat alone in a pretty plain room, almost like a doctor’s office, judging from all of the medical equipment around me.

I wondered if I was being judged through the one-way glass mirror, studies sometimes gave me the creeps… But I could handle it.

I waited a little while, and then a nurse came in and drew blood and took samples from me, of my spit and other bodily fluids.

Then a researcher came in and explained that they were searching for the exact location of the bimbo gene.

She was extremely pretty, with long, blonde hair and her body not covered up at all, her cleavage showing in her tight, button down shirt and her tight business pants showing off every curve of her tight, round ass.

“Although it continues to be reported that the bimbo gene has been discovered, we’re still trying to pin down certain specifics. We thank you for coming in to our facility for this research study on hot, sexual bimbos…”

She leaned over me, putting her cleavage into my face as she adjusted a laptop in front of me, which she’d carried into the room.

Was I being tested here? I almost wanted to laugh, but I was definitely getting a boner.

“No problem,” I managed to say.

“We only need one more sample from you for today, and then you only have a few more visits after that.”

“Sure,” I said. “Do you need me to spit in a tube again?”

She put a hand to her heart and started to laugh, a high, tinkling kind of sound.

“No, what we need now is a semen sample. You’ll masturbate into this cup, and here is a laptop to help you… I’ve pre-loaded some porn, so just tell me if it suits your needs.”

My jaw dropped.

“Are you serious?” I couldn’t help asking.

She opened a file on the computer, and a porno started to play.

She ignored my question.

“Do you like this one?” She asked me. “She has large breasts, a small waist and very wide, breedable hips. It looks like her lips have been surgically enhanced.”

The pornstar on screen… She looked familiar to me, but that was because, frankly, she was a bimbo.

“I will leave you alone now,” She said. “In that folder, there are several other pornstars to choose from if you would like.”

I gulped.

“Hold on,” I said, grabbing the researcher’s sleeve, and making her big tits jiggle in her shirt. “What do you mean by all of this?”

She said, “Do you not like that pornstar? She was recorded only about a week ago. She’s one of the new bimbos that was created by the bimbo gene. As you can see, we urgently need to research them more, so we’re using videos by these newly created, discovered bimbos.”

Her explanation made so much sense, and her voice was so soothing, that I felt reassured.

I didn’t know why… Because all of this was, basically, crazy… but I went along with it anyways.

After she shut the door, I hit play on the video again, listening as the blonde bimbo started to use her dirty talking skills.

“You like cock sucking?” She asked, looking directly at the camera.

I already had my cock out and was stroking. The jar for my jizz was on the table, staring me down.

It was a POV video, and even though I usually preferred to see a big, long thick cock fucking the bimbos on screen, I could deal with this kind too, and get off.

It was so weird, though… The bimbo on screen seemed to be talking to me, but also to herself, almost.

“Yes, you like good bimbo sluts, don’t you… You want these big, gigantic titties and a tight pussy…”

Her voice was almost hypnotic, soothing.

My cock was rock hard.

I was barely reacting to what she said anymore, my cock almost ready to spurt just from watching her bounce herself up and down on a dildo.

Damn… She looked like she was having an amazingly pleasurable time with that thick fake toy in her shaved tight pussy.

I wanted to feel like that… I wanted to feel that good…

It didn’t make sense, I was a guy, so I couldn’t become a bimbo.

I felt myself heating up, my body getting ready to cum quickly.

All of a sudden, the bimbo on screen told me to cum for her, imagine what being a bimbo would be like.

I had to grab frantically for the cum and spurt my semen into it, aiming mostly correctly.

Afterwards, I sat back breathing hard.

My chest and nipples felt sensitive beneath my shirt.

What the hell had just happened to me?




Chapter 3

The next study visit was in a few days, and I spent those days frantically masturbating, thinking about the hot bimbos that were cropping up everywhere around the world.

I had cum into that jar at the study, and it had been one of the best feelings in the world.

At the next visit, they said that they were going to have me watch a video, and then they would take more samples from me, like skin, hair, and blood.

The researcher didn’t say anything about semen, and I half wondered in the back of my mind if I would have to masturbate again…

“Just do what comes naturally when you watch the video,” The researcher told me. “And we’ve also provided a glass of water for you to drink right now, just to make sure you’re not dehydrated.

Was it my imagination, or was her hair lighter and blonder, and her tits even bigger and displayed more sluttily?

Either way, I sat down at the table as she opened up the laptop for me and started to play a video.

“Drink the water,” She told me.

Obediently, I lifted the clear glass to my mouth and started to drink.

The video popped up on the screen, and I began to watch.

It was like my mind suddenly went blank, and then everything became clear.

I saw images of big, bouncing tits and asses shaking towards the camera, tantalizing me to no end…

There were words, too, things about bimbos and transformation, and fulfilling my true genetic purpose…

I didn’t know how long I sat there in the room.

My mind was perfectly clear, and I felt like I was so horny, I just had to start touching myself.

I reached down into my pants and found that they were suddenly loose… There was no bulge there anymore.

This, somehow, seemed correct to me… It seemed like it was the way that things should be.

The video was showing bimbos making out together, pressing their big balloon tits against each other, rubbing their nipples together.

I was so thirsty.

Finally, I remembered the water sitting right in front of me.

Was it just me, or was my mind starting to work a little… slower?

I didn’t care.

I started to drink the water, eagerly swallowing down the liquid.

My hand was down my pants.

Oh yeah. That was because I wanted to touch myself, to do what came naturally, like the researcher had said.

I started to massage myself, realizing that instead of a cock…

It had been replaced by a swollen clit, and a wet, tight little hole for a pussy just below.

My mouth went dry.

I drank more water, and I leaned back in the chair.

All of a sudden, the lights came on.

The researcher was instantly at my side, pinching my skin and starting to poke and prod me, taking samples of my blood by sticking a needle into my skin.

“What’s going on?” I said, almost feeling drowsy, despite the glorious clarity of my own, new mind.

She just smiled at me, looking puzzled but happy.

“You’re doing very well,” She said. “Don’t worry about it. Just look at yourself… You must have been a carrier.”

“A carrier?” I said, dumbly.

I didn’t understand what she was talking about.

All I cared about was seeing my new reflection in that one-way mirror, which displayed what I looked like now…

I gasped, and I saw my reflection gasping back at me with plump, slutty lips.

That was really me…

“Just look at yourself,” the researcher repeated, and she pushed the glass of water towards me.

It was full again, but I didn’t notice that.

I was too entranced by my own reflection.

I was fucking hot.

I looked exactly like all the other bimbos, with my own unique twist on the look.

My chest had grown out to stretch my tight athletic shirt, and my nipples looked pebbled beneath it. My boobs were absolutely huge and round and juicy.

My waist was small, and then my hips flared out into a fertile, slutty looking ass.

My face was pretty much perfect. I still had the same nose that I always did, but there were more angles and roundness that added to my perfect new femininity.

This is what I was meant to be, I thought to myself.

This explained my fascination with bimbos. Right?

I picked up the glass of water, and on instinct, I poured the glass of water down my chest and shirt, getting myself so wet that my shirt turned transparent like a naughty, slutty spring break wet T-shirt contest.

The researcher took out her clipboard and started frantically scribbling notes, smiling with pleasure.

Her own breasts were full and juicy and round, her nipples starting to press through her shirt, however…

“Thank you for your participation,” She said. “Your compensation will be awarded on the way out, and we’ll see you back here in a few days for your next study visit.”

“Great,” I said, staring at my reflection.

I was so turned on by the sight of myself with heavy, round breasts, that I barely made it out of the building without falling over, my mind totally absorbed by my new form…

My hair was longer and flowing down my shoulders when I stepped outside, the slight wind making me shiver.

Maybe it hadn’t been such a good idea to pour all of that water over myself…

Someone bumped into me from behind, and I startled, falling to the ground.

“Hey, are you okay?” Came a strong, masculine voice from behind me. “Sorry, I didn’t see you there.”

“Yeah. I’m fine,” I said, looking up.

Oh my god!

It was Keith, that dumb jock from my class.

“Were you in that study, too?” He said. “I don’t think I’ve seen you around before…”

I saw him looking at my chest, below my eyes and face, and I blushed when I realized that he was staring at my see-through shirt, right at my almost naked, big beachball boobs.

“Um, I don’t know,” I lied. “But you’re Keith, right? I’m, um… Jacqueline.” I said lamely, thinking of the first variation on ‘Jack’ that I could.

Keith gave me a big smile, his gorgeous grin looking right at home on his masculine face and athletic, muscled physique.

“I’m sorry I don’t remember you,” He said. “Are you doing okay? It looks like you, uh, got… rained on, or wet.”

As soon as his hand touched mine, I felt a shock of electricity like a spark go through me.

“Yeah,” I said, hearing my voice come out feminine and soft for the first time. “I’m just, like, sooooo wet… Can you help me with it?”

I winked at him, and I saw something like aggression come into his facial expression.

“Where do you want to go?” He asked me. “Closest building is this research sciences one… We could find a classroom that no one uses and I can help you there?”

I nodded, feeling and seeing my big, gigantic breasts shaking up and down.

*

In the classroom, Keith stripped off my wet clothes and started to go to town on my tits and ass.

He was groping and sucking on my huge tits, and spanking my big, juicy ass…

It all felt so much better than when I was a guy, which I barely remembered at all now.

I felt like such a little bimbo, teasing and seducing this athlete jock guy…

I thought about what the researcher had said, that I was a carrier…

Had she meant that I was just a latent bimbo? Could men become bimbos now?

I didn’t have time to worry about those questions as Keith prepared to take my little virgin pussy for the first time.

But oh my god, he totally had no idea that it was my very first time showing off my bimbo cunt to a guy with a huge cock.

My cunt was so wet that I didn’t even seem like a virgin, even though it was so tight when he started to fuck me on his huge cock, with my body laid out on one of the desks.

It felt so good, he was grabbing onto my huge tits while he plunged his thick cock in and out of me, and I couldn’t believe it.

Keith was a jock who had never given me the time of day, no attention at all before now…

But now I was such a hot, slutty bimbo that he had to fuck me within 5 minutes of meeting the sexy new me.

“Please,” I told Keith. “I need to feel your cum inside me… Make me feel it all!”

I could tell that he was getting close, and I felt my eyes rolling back in my head with my own orgasm when it suddenly happened.

It felt too mind meltingly good, my whole body shaking and my cunt clenching down on his thick, big athlete cock and my clit trembling…

Keith started to cum almost immediately after that, spurred on by dirty talking and teasing, bimbo body.

He grabbed onto my huge tits so roughly it almost hurt, but I loved it all!

His hot, white sperm shot inside my little pussy, and it felt so hot, it was lighting up my bimbo body…

I didn’t know what had happened to me inside the research study on the bimbo gene, but I knew that I loved it.

As Keith kneaded my big, juicy tits and fucked his cum as deep into me as possible, I breathed out a happy sigh.

I finally, finally felt like I had satisfied my bimbo craving.

The bimbo gene was real… and I had contributed to the foremost research in the field, by proving that men could also be carriers for the bimbo gene.

We just required some additional triggers and stimulation before the bimbo transformation took over.

Now, I could join all of my bimbo brethren as a slutty, happy, bimbo, ready to suck and fuck as many huge, hard cocks as possible.

Nothing could have made me happier in that moment.

I couldn’t wait until my next research study visit. Even if I had already almost forgotten everything that happened in there, I knew that I would be rewarded for my new, bimbo body and mind.

I had never been more grateful for the advancements of science!

Hey, thanks for reading. I’m Leith Freeman, and you can find more of my hot gender transformation stories right here.

Transformed Male To Female: 4-Story Magic Feminization Bimbo Bundle 

Treat yourself to four discounted stories about men turning into the ultimate bimbo women and having the sluttiest, sexiest, hottest times of their naughty new feminine lives.

From Nerd to Bimbo, Roommate to Bimbo, Femboy to Bimbo… You’ve earned yourself a bouncing, bimbo bundle.

The Bimbo Collar: Frat Dude to Bimbo (Magic)

The bimbo collar accidentally transforms Matthew from frat bro to hot, fertile walking wet dream.

From Boss to Bimbo: The New Sissy (Crossdressing)

Christian’s transformation from strict male boss to bouncing, teasing sissy bimbo.

Transformed: From Guy To Goth Girlfriend

Will transforms from office worker to hot goth girlfriend: pale, pushed up breasts, dark hair, and a naughty, dirty slut.


Want more hot bundles?

If you like sex stories about instant pregnancy, hucows, and first time milkings with sexy twists, try the Doctor’s Big Fertile Bundle: 7 Naughty Pregnant Stories!

If you want a medical twist on it, you’ll love Doctor’s Rough Tight Collection: Hucow Patient Milky Bundle.

Want lactation and milking innocent hucows? The Big, Milky Hucow Bundle: 4 Juicy Milking Stories in Public!

Hucows are taken at the public pool, at the bar, at the restaurant, and at the coffee shop!




Want taboo freeuse bimbos used in rough, hot porn?

Free to Use Rough Bundle: 3 Bratty Bimbo FreeUse Stories

3 hot, nasty FreeUse bimbo stories. Open and ready to serve in public!

Busty women are open and willing to serve men everywhere, at home, in the office, and in college.

Or get the MegaPack! Free to Use Ultimate Bundle: 12 Naughty FreeUse Stories (College, Home, Office)

The Bimbo Surgery: Wife Gets Augmented (FreeUse Bimbofication)

Jack’s boring wife becomes a hot, younger bimbo in surgery. It totally rekindles their sexless marriage.




Follow Leith Freeman’s Amazon Author page for updates, and leave a review if you want more.

Email leithfreeman.author@gmail.com for correspondence.

Multiple new themed, kinky stories each week.
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