
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Bimbo Surgery:

From Wife to Bimbo




Book 1 of the Freeuse Bimbo Surgery Series

Leith Freeman

Jack’s boring wife becomes a hot, younger bimbo in surgery.

It totally rekindles their marriage.
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Chapter 1

A big, busty blonde bounced her huge tits on a massive cock. She was like a living barbie doll, so curvy and sexy that any guy would love to fuck her.

My cock was standing to attention, a thick, hard rod that just wanted to be inside her so bad.

She was exactly like the women that I used to date, before I met my wife.

“Fuck those big titties,” She moaned. “You like these big tits? Please, please cum all over my huge rack… I need to feel your cum on me, right now!”

I threw my head back as the tinny voice of the bimbo blonde emanated from my laptop screen and I masturbated on my bed.

My wife was at work, I was taking a sick day… What else was a healthy young husband to do except jerk off to hot bimbos getting fucked by hung studs?

“Jack!”

Fuck, I thought. That voice wasn’t the porny bimbo slut on the screen.

No, that was my wife’s nagging but loveable voice.

I struggled to contain my overwhelming horniness directed towards the bimbo on-screen, clicking to close the tab when my hand slipped, wet with lube from stroking my thick cock.

Damn, instead of closing the tab my trackpad decided to turn up the volume and the bimbo’s porny moans were dialed up to maximum.

“Fuck! Hey wait, babe, don’t come in just yet Barbara...”

“Jack!” My wife burst through the door with a big smile on her face, which was quickly replaced by a look of horror.

The voices on the screen kept going, even though my cock almost immediately started to wilt a little at the sight of my wife catching me in the act, red-handed.

“Yes, fuck me, fuck me, fill me up and slap my big bimbo tits, I’m a dirty little whore so please keep fucking my big, slutty ass just like I deserve! Oh my god, yes! Make me your bitch!”

The bimbo on the screen wailed just before I had the presence of mind to slam down the screen, utterly ending the moment between the bitchy blonde porn star and the huge dicked stud who was fucking her in their fake kitchen.

There was just silence for a moment, and then my wife looked like she either wanted to hit me or cry.

I grabbed the bed sheets and pulled them over my rigid cock, trying to clear the image of the hot blonde porn slut from my head as I looked at my wife.

I needed to smooth this over. It wasn’t the first time she had caught me watching porn, so I knew I was in the doghouse now for real.

“Hey babe… Sorry about that, I thought you were at work today.”

Barbara looked at me with some regret. “I thought you were sick,” She said. “Instead you called in to work, not to help me prepare for my surgery tomorrow, but to jack off,” She said, her voice shaking with disgust, “To some stupid, fake boobed bitch?”

“Babe,” I said, trying to motion her to come closer for a hug, but she stayed far away. “You know it doesn’t mean anything…”

“They don’t look anything like me! They’re all just bitchy, slutty, dumb bimbos, you know that, don’t you Jack? Then why do you like women who have no brain cells?”

I was so fucked.

It wasn’t that Barbara, my darling wife, wasn’t attractive, even if she had put on some pounds in the first years of our marriage.

She was smart, and that was what mattered. She had a great job as a computer programmer, and she had long, red hair that I thought was very pretty in the right lighting.

Sure, her boobs were not as big as the pornstars that I secretly jerked off to, and her hair was not as blonde and her waist wasn’t as thin and…

Those were idle thoughts and I loved my wife and wanted her to be happy.

“That’s not what it’s about,” I said. “You know that I think you’re the hottest woman in the world. I love you, you’re the only one for me. And you are sexier than any dumb bimbo,” I smiled at her, trying to get her to laugh.

She cracked a small smile.

“Fake breasts just aren’t the same as real ones, are they Jack? Good thing I’m getting liposuction tomorrow and not, you know, a breast augmentation or anything.”

She came closer and hugged me, her small breasts and noticeable belly pressing against my torso as we hugged. 

I tried to clear my mind of the past exes who drifted through my mind. I had tended to date chicks with big, basketball sized tits in the past, loving them and getting hornier and hornier the faker and more CCs that they’d had shoved into their slutty breast meat.

“Honey,” I said. “Is this about your surgery tomorrow?”

Barbara squeezed her eyes shut. “I’m just a little nervous. I’m sorry if I took it out on you Jack, I know that you have to cum sometimes and I’ve been a little prudist lately…”

I shrugged. Prudish was an understatement.

Barbara put on a few times a month, but my sex drive was so much higher it was almost like being a different species. But I didn’t care.

It didn’t matter if her tits were small or her stomach was starting to bulge out a little, she was my wife and I was completely content with the way that our marriage operated.

I didn’t need bimbos anymore. I had ascended to a higher plateau of thinking, with my intelligent, poised wife.

That said, she was having surgery tomorrow for a legitimate health reason.

“I don’t mind, babe,” I said. “I just want you to feel better. You decided yourself that it would be better if you weren't carrying the extra weight.”

Barbara chewed on her lip, her plain but pretty face looking concerned.

“I’m excited for it,” She said. “I want our sex life to be better, and I want you to be more attracted to me again.”

She looked at me hopefully, her round cheeks smiling at me.

I patted her back.

“It’s going to be great, babe. You’ll see.”

I thought about the tummy tuck my wife was going to have tomorrow, to make herself healthier and probably more attractive, and felt my boner traitorously returning.

When my wife left the room to follow her medical regimen for the following day, I plugged in my earphones to the laptop and opened it back up.

Just a quick wank wouldn’t hurt me, right?

“Oh yes, sir, please take my slutty asshole and cum inside my little butt!” 

The slutty blonde’s ass bounced back on the male porn star’s huge cock, and I pulled my cock out again, starting to stroke.

Tomorrow I would change my bimbo-loving ways, after my wife had the surgery…

It would all be different.

Just not in the way I was expecting. Although I had no way of knowing that yet.






Chapter 2

My wife went into surgery the next day, well prepared and ecstatic about the prospect of losing the extra weight on her stomach.

I spoke to the doctor in charge right after they put her under anesthesia, concerned about her condition as a perfect husband should be.

The doctor referred me to the surgeon, who was… unspeakably hot.

The surgeon, Dr. Slutte, smiled at me with a knowing glow in her face.

“Dr. Slutte,” I said, feeling uncomfortable with looking a woman with such a perfect face and round, high pair of tits in the face, “What are the chances of complications during this surgery?”

The female doctor looked back at me. She looked impossibly young to be a doctor, only in her early twenties. Probably a genius, but the way she talked was like a college student.

“Complications?” She asked. “Why, there won’t be anything except solutions, from what I heard from your wife Barbara…”

Her teeth were gleaming white, and her lips were thick, and perfect for… dick sucking.

I shook my head. I wasn’t supposed to be thinking those things, not when my wife was about to have surgery to help us have a better sex life.

The surgeon’s blonde hair gleamed, even in the low lights and harsh lights of the hospital.

“Don’t worry about your wife,” the plastic surgeon, Dr. Slutte, said. “Everyone begins a better life after a surgery like this.”

From her name, I wondered if she was German.

Then, she seemed to notice that I was trying to not look at her breasts, which were large, probably fake, and poking out from her slutty tight white sweater.

She winked at me.

“Don’t worry, sir,” She said, and all I could think about traitorously was what she would look like naked, with those pointy nipples poking out.

I nodded. My wife and I had researched the surgeon extensively, and she had almost a 100% approval rating from the post-surgery patients ratings online.

Not to mention, Dr. Slutte looked like she’d had a lot of sexy work done on her own body to improve how she looked. Which made her more trustworthy to me.

I left the room, not wanting to see my wife in a state of distress or basically in a coma under anesthesia during surgery.

I wanted to distract myself, so when I was twiddling my thumbs in the waiting room, I suddenly got another urge.

It wasn’t my fault that I had high testosterone and a huge cock that needed to be milked multiple times a day.

So I went to the bathroom, into one of the stalls, and pulled up some bimbo porn on my phone.

Just the sight of bare, bouncing perfect fake tits made me instantly erect and ready to blow.

After I’d neatly deposited my sperm into a wad of toilet paper and flushed it down the toilet, I left the bathroom, but I almost bumped into someone on the way out.

“Excuse me,” I said hurriedly.

But then I realized that the doctor I’d bumped into looked very similar to Dr. Slutte.

Big, slutty fake tits in an inappropriately low-cut top, small waist, wide breeding hips, long legs.

The only difference was that she had long, brown shining hair instead of blonde.

“Can I help you?” She said, and her voice was also raspy and hot to me, even though I had just cum.

I felt the urge to show off my body to her; I worked out in the gym for an hour a day, and I was missing that time now to be here today.

“It’s nothing,” I stammered. “I’m just waiting for my wife, Barbara to get out of surgery.”

Her face seemed to soften a little, and she looked at me a little less suspiciously.

“Here, let me reassure you,” She said, making it sound almost dirty. “I heard that the surgeries went well, and she will be out soon.”

I smiled at her, feeling relief washing over my body.

Then it dawned on me.

Surgeries? Plural?

But before I could ask, the brunette bimbo was gone.

I returned to the waiting room and nervously moved around in my chair, unable to stand waiting for my lovely wife any longer.

Finally, Dr. Slutte came to the waiting room. Her hair was a little frazzled, but it was tied back now in a ponytail that made me think about pulling it while I pounded her in doggystyle.

“Jack?” She said, and I rose to my feet quickly.

“Yeah, that’s me, is my wife okay?”

She smiled at me. “Yes, I think she’s going to be recovering fine. She’s opted to stay for overnight care, just to make sure it’s alright. I believe your insurance covers that, yes?”

I nodded to her. “Can I visit her now?”

She looked at me quizzically. “I believe she requested that you wait to visit her until she’s recovered. She said, and I quote her exactly, that she wanted you to see the new, improved version of herself.”

My mind couldn’t settle down but I really needed to know she was okay. It looked like there was nothing that I could do to change the surgeon’s mind, though.

After a while more where I begged, I finally saw her relent and she agreed that I could visit the next day.

So of course, I went home and jerked off to two bimbos giving a double titfuck to an ordinary middle-aged man.

Tomorrow would be a new day. I couldn’t wait to see what my wife looked like now, and I had no idea that it would be nothing like I expected.




Chapter 3

I arrived at the hospital bright and early the next day and checked in at the reception desk.

Dr. Slutte arrived almost immediately, telling me that she was going to escort me to my wife’s room and she couldn’t wait to see my reaction.

Dr. Slutte walked in front of me, her ass swaying back and forth in a hugely slutty, irresistible way.

“We have a new recovery agent,” Dr. Slutte explained as she briskly walked. “So your wife’s recovery may seem almost miraculous, but that’s just the new effects of the serum.”

I couldn’t help but compare her to my plain wife. Even with the surgery to remove excess fat, I didn’t think that Barbara’s ass would ever be so full and round as the doctor’s.

I took a deep breath. I had made up my mind to pursue smart women, not bimbos anymore.

“I’m glad to hear it,” I said.

“Here we are,” Dr. Slutte announced, licking her full dick-sucking lips.

As I walked into the room and saw the woman on the bed, I almost felt my cock twitching in my pants from arousal.

“Doctor,” I called out, seeing Dr. Slutte’s face lighting up with a strangely excited glow. “This is the wrong room, it’s not my wife.”

Dr. Slutte looked at me and then to the bed.

“On the contrary,” She said. “Look closer at the woman on the bed.”

I squinted my tired eyes and peered at the woman lying on the bed.

She had caught my eye immediately from her pretty long blonde hair and more to the point, the pair of big tits that were jutting out from her chest.

Big, plastic bowling balls. Perfect for a bimbo.

If that were the kind of woman that I still pursued, that is…

My eyes trailed over the woman’s small waist and the hips that flared out into slutty fertility.

Her ass was visible too, and it was so perfect and big and round, I knew that she was dying to be filled up with cum.

But then the woman rolled over onto her back and turned her head to the side, and my jaw dropped.

Her face was so familiar, so heartbreakingly sexy and new at the same time…

The nose was straight and small, her cheekbones were cutting and straight, and her lips were plumped up and fatty and ready to suck a huge cost.

“But that’s…” I said, in disbelief. “That’s my wife.”

“You see?” She said triumphantly. “She is now more your wife than ever. She has become her true self.”

My wife’s eyes opened, and she gave a small smile to me.

“Honey,” She said. “I’m so glad to see you here.”

Her voice was strangely different too, almost perkier and happier than before the surgery…

I looked at her in shock, unable to stop my cock from rising, getting harder and thicker just from looking at the thick cock-pillows that she had for slutty lips now.

“I thought you were just getting liposuction,” I said to her in shock.

My wife’s face was so blank, so clueless that my cock was dying to be inside her mouth now.

No longer was she a plain housewife, barely fit to have my cock inside her, routinely pumping away in missionary position while she allowed me to once a month.

Now, she was a hot, slutty young bimbo with big, fake boobs that made my whole body ache to fuck the shit out of her as soon as possible.

Those big fake breasts, the small, liposuctioned waist, the thick bouncy ass, those cocksucking puffed up lips and blonde bleached hair…

I wanted to fuck my bimbo wife more than I’d ever wanted to in my life.

Dr. Slutte smiled and told us, “This could be only the beginning for you both. If you ever want to return for any additional surgeries, I am here to help.”

“Thank you,” I said to Dr. Slutte, noticing that my wife’s lips were a direct copy of the bimbo surgeon’s. “Thank you for everything.”

This was really only the beginning for us.

I had to get my wife home as soon as possible so I could fuck those tight bimbo slut holes and shove my cock between those basketball fake titties.

TO BE CONTINUED…

in THE BIMBO SURGERY: PART 2, AVAILABLE NOW.

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

If you like gender bimbofication stories where men are transformed into young, sexy bimbos, try the Transformed Male To Female: 4-Story Magic Feminization Bundle!

Or if you’re really curious, why don’t you try on The Bimbo Collar?

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

And then there’s the secret sissy bimbo life in From Boss to Bimbo: The New Sissy (First Time Feminization): Christian’s transformation from strict male boss to bouncing, teasing sissy bimbo.


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 to try a taboo freeuse take on 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)




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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