
        
            
                
            
        

    
Transformed at the Gym:

Femboy Nerd to Female Bimbo

First Time Feminization & MTF Magic Transformation

Leith Freeman

The horny masculine gym trainer transforms the femboy’s teasing, bouncy butt into a hot woman’s tight rear end.

Get ready for a short and hot magic transformation read, about a naughty college femboy who becomes the woman he deserves.
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Prologue

It wasn’t my fault that I had a large, feminine ass that bounced around no matter what I was doing.

I was just born that way: As a guy with hot, feminine curves.

But it still made me self-conscious in public.

Men stared at my ass and small, tight waist while I wore tight fitting jeans that clung to my curves.

I knew they were wondering from looking at me from the back whether I was a feminine guy or a girl with short hair…

And I had a cute, feminine face as well.

I was already in college, twenty-one years old, but I still got ID’d all the time.

It was mostly the fault of my big ass.

Nowhere was I more self-conscious of it than when I walked into the gym that I could use for free at my university.

I would walk into the weight room and suddenly everyone’s eyes were on me, men staring at my large, round ass and thinking about how they could get inside it.

Women just gave me stares of jealousy, their own butts paling in comparison to my own:

It was the ass of a hot, slutty femboy, and yet I had never become one hundred percent comfortable with it myself.

This is the story of how I learned to love my big butt and the horny effect it had on older, masculine men.

But I wasn’t gay; this isn’t about that at all. No, it’s about how I became fully a woman, with my big ass enticing men as the hot college chick that I was meant to be.

It’s about how I magically transformed from a femboy into a female, and it was all thanks to a man named Lance.




Chapter 1

I noticed as soon as I walked in on the first day of school that one of the trainers, a big, buff muscled dude who was like the manager or something, that he was staring at me intently.

His glare was laser focused and intense, and I didn't know what to do at first.

I was new to going to the gym, but there was no other way that I could get rid of my big feminine butt, right?

I looked at some of the machines. They intimidated me.

They seemed to be the embodiment of strength and masculinity, all the things that I wasn’t.

The guys working out were looking at me out of the corners of their eyes, wondering why a slutty, curvy tease had wandered into their male corner of the gym.

I glanced around and decided not to work with the machines yet today.

Instead, I picked up some of the free weights. And I started to exercise.

One of the only things that I knew how to do was squats. It was designed to be a butt exercise.

I foolishly thought that this meant it would make my butt smaller if I kept squatting.

I picked up some of the lightest weights and started to bend over.

I suddenly was self conscious, realizing what I had worn as my teasing clothes to gym.

It sucked. Part of me was always yearning for that male attention, and then part of me just felt like something was … wrong.

Off-kilter, not quite right.

But the part of me that knew that I had a big, fat ass and wanted to show it off had won out that day, so I was wearing tight, short shorts that clung to my ass and a crop top.

I knew that I looked like the image of an innocent but teasing femboy, throwing meat to the wolves that were the athletes and the bodybuilders.

Not to mention that masculine, hot guy who had been staring at me for so long.

I bent over and squatted.

I didn’t know what it looked like, but the other men saw how the femboy was bending down to touch his toes, thrusting out that warm, feminine ass for horny male attention.

It was like performing a mating ritual, and it only got worse when I went to the ground and started to do hip thrusts with one of the lighter bars.

Suddenly, I became aware of a shadow standing over me, menacing and threatening.

But when I looked up, I saw one of the most masculine, handsome mne that I’d even known in my life.

His nametag said “Lance,” and I realized that he was introducing himself as a personal trainer.

“If you’re new to the gym, I can offer you a personal training session, if you want,” He said to me, flashing pearly white teeth set in a perfect face.

God, he was so ripped.

I could see all of his muscles clearly in the tight white T-Shirt he was wearing.

His biceps, triceps, his traps and shoulders, and his chest and pectoral muscles were all pristine.

He was nicely tanned and had a pleasing scruff of facial hair.

I felt so feminine, weak and girly in comparison, lying there on the ground with my feminine ass sticking out for him to ogle while he stood over me there.

“I’m Noah,” I said.

My voice was feminine and girly, too, and it must have been surprising to Lance as well.

“Noah,” He said. “You have a great butt, is that one of your personal training goals?”

I shook my head, feeling my longer hair hitting my face. I needed to get a hair band so I could tie it up in a ponytail or something.

But I Knew that would only make me look even more like a woman, so I’d been resisting it for too long, but not anymore.

“I think that my butt is too big…” I said. “Kind of like a woman’s, you know?”

I looked up at him with innocent, pleading eyes, wondering if he would understand my internal struggle between the masculine and the feminine.

Lance just laughed, his tight abs clenching and unclenching beneath his tight T-shirt.

“You’re thinking about this the wrong way,” He said emphatically. “I always tell my clients to lean into their strengths. You need to just go with it, work to make your ass even bigger, more feminine. Women would kill for your ass, so I don’t want to see you letting it go to waste.”

He leaned in closer to me, and I felt his hot breath and the heat coming off his hard, masculine body.

“You need to put that ass to use,” He said, and I felt a spark of arousal go through me when I thought about him using my girly, feminine ass.

He made it sound so dirty and hot, like something that I suddenly wanted.

Like he said, I already had a big fat ass, and now all I needed was to improve it.

I didn’t know that Lance already had an extensive plan for me, and that this was only the beginning of my magic transformation into the woman I needed to be:

For him, and for myself.




Chapter 2

My first session with Lance was a consultation where we talked in detail about my feminine, curvy body.

It was pretty weird, I had to say the least, to have this masculine hunk of a man telling me all about how to best improve my own, quite feminine body, but I trusted him to know what he was talking about.

He was a certified personal trainer, and I was just a nerd with a big, feminine butt.

He told me that for my personal fitness goals, I needed to work on:

Getting a bigger, more feminine ass.

Trimming my thin waist to an even smaller circumference, to emphasize my wide, feminine hips.

Working out my legs to be thin and nicely toned, but not too toned.

Same for my arms, just enough to firm up but not enough to develop any kind of masculine shape.

Weird chest exercises to make my male chest seem more curved and feminine.

Those were some of the central pillars of the exercise, but of course Lance was so smart that a lot of what he said just went over my head or didn’t make sense to me.

Math and science were my realms of expertise, and I left training and body work to Lance.

The other thing that he gave to me was a small bottle of pink pills, labelled “Transformation.”

“What’s this?” I asked him.

Lance smiled at me, as we sat at his desk in the first session.

He had posters of swimsuit models and other busty, curvy women, with an emphasis on big asses, fertile hips, thick and breeding ready.

“Well, Noah,” Lance said. “This is my own personally created brand of pills. They’re called Transformation because they’re meant to transform my clients’ bodies and minds. It will help you sleep better at night and speed up your training and the improvements that you get from our training together.”

He cleared his throat.

“You want to look like the models on the posters, don’t you?”

I looked down at my lap and mumbled something, even I didn’t know what.

There was one particularly busty, dirty blonde fitness model wearing hot pink and purple leggings and a sports bra that clung to her skin and made her look so incredibly desirable and horny.

“Look, kid,” He said to me. “You could be on the same level as them. You have the genetics to be the hottest, curviest one at this gym. With my help, I can get you there, to where you need to be. It’s all about self-improvement, right?”

I looked up from my lap, my mind overwhelmed with the idea.

Maybe I could be the hottest feminine guy at the gym, and people would stop making fun of my big ass because they all desired to fuck it so much…

Whatever.

That idea still sounded a little strange to me.

I imagined being one of the hot bimbos on the posters, coming to life as a slutty, tight woman with a big ass, and seducing whatever guy I wanted.

That felt a little better to me, my breathing relaxing as I considered what Lance was offering.

He was such a good personal trainer.

“That's right,” Lance said. “You know you’d be happier as one of the models on the posters. All you need to do is follow our training regime, coming to the gym every day after your college classes, and I’ll help you.”

I said, “Yes, Lance. That sounds good to me.”

It was like a release of the tension inside me to just yield all of my decisions to this older, built, masculine dude.

Even better, he told me that he was going to give me our sessions for free, because he saw so much of himself inside me in the future.

That would be fulfilled shortly, with a particularly huge part of his body penetrating me, once I unexpectedly turned into a woman.

But I had no idea of what was coming yet, although I was getting closer to accepting the undeniable personal reality that I was meant to be a hto, gym bimbo with a big fucking ass.

That night, I took the first of many pink pills, beginning my magical transformation.




Chapter 3

After I had taken the pink pills for two weeks religiously, following all of Lance’s decisive instructions down to the T, I noticed a few changes in my body.

It was actually at one of my personal training sessions with Lance that I noticed the difference, and Lance did too.

“You know, your ass is really making those gains,” He said to me. “Can I take a feel, assess your muscle tone?”

“Sure, Lance,” I said. “You sure are doing that a lot lately.”

His strong, masculine hands just felt right when I bent over in my tight workout gear and Lance squeezed my thick ass, hard.

“Progressing nicely,” Lance said, his voice getting thick and low.

I enjoyed the feeling of my hot masculine personal trainer touching me a little too much.

It felt like my little cock was going to get aroused…

Except then it didn’t.

My body was flowing with the feeling of Lance’s big hands all over my ass, squeezing me while he told me how hot I looked, but nothing was happening in my private areas.

That was strange.

Lance commented on it too, making me blush furiously and glance around to see if any other guys were looking at us.

“Don’t worry,” He said. “That’s normal with the pills and the workouts we’ve been doing, for your equipment to change. You’re actually ahead of schedule, and I think we can progress to heavier workouts.”

He squeezed and slapped my ass, letting out an audible crack with the force of his slap and my huge, bouncing ass.

Now the other men at the gym looked over, and I saw that a couple of them had tents and erections in their thin sweatpants.

I knew that I had caused it.

I felt a strange feeling of arousal again, not in my little dick, which was seeming to shrink instead, but the feeling of arousal was in my nipples.

My chest had started growing a little bit, but it wasn’t masculine pectoral muscles that I thought…

Whatever Lance was having me doing, it was almost like I was developing female breasts, slowly but surely.

I ignored that thought, just focusing on tightening and releasing my ass muscles as Lance bent over me, holding my posture straight.

I gulped when I felt his erection pushing against my tight hole, my little boypussy, through my barely covered tight leggings.

I couldn’t help wearing them, Lance had told me himself that tight leggings and tight spandex shirts and shorts were the best for my workouts.

Now he had his cock pressed up against me, and I could feel that it was so, so hard and so, so big.

He ground his cock against me, and I couldn’t ignore it anymore.

I had to stop it… Even though I was a feminine, slutty femboy and he was a tough, masculine guy, it wasn’t right… was it?

But instead, my body started reacting on its own.

My ass took on a mind of its own and started moving, rubbing and teasing my personal trainer’s big erection of its own will.

I could feel his cock getting bigger and harder, rubbing against me.

“That’s right,” Lance whispered in my ear. “You’re my little feminine slut, aren’t you? Helping me out in exchange for all the free training sessions, like a good girl…”

But I’m a boy, my mind wanted to say, but instead, I internalized what he’d said and felt like my femboy body was going to explode from horniness.

His big, thick cock rubbed against my ass harder and faster, until it felt like something was going to explode.

I gasped and felt my thigh muscles burning with the squat I was holding, my form perfect.

Suddenly I felt a warm, wet sensation against my butt.

I realized what had happened, and my little cock was tenting my tight leggings uncontrollably at the thought.

Lance pulled back from me, patting me on the ass.

He was zipping his pants and I saw how strong and tough his body was, not at all like mine.

“Good job,” He told me, and his voice was so low and sensual. “That’s it for today, go home and shower. And from now on… You can take two of your supplement pills every day.”

I gulped and reached around to touch my ass, loving secretly how I could feel the residue from my hot masculine trainer’s orgasm all over my clothes-covered, leggings-clad, tight feminine bouncy ass.

I went home that night and did exactly what Lance said, like a good femboy would do.




Chapter 4

The changes were happening to my body so fast.

I’d always heard that body transformations took a long time. All of the makeover TV shows, all of the internet videos about weight loss or bodybuilding or whatever, it seemed to take months to achieve results.

So maybe it was fitting that my transformation reached a tipping point after around 2 months.

Lance had faithfully trained me the entire time, and I’d felt him continuing to get hard when he was looking at my feminine ass and round, curvy chest, but he hadn’t made a move since the last time I felt him grind his cock to orgasm on me.

It seemed like he was waiting for something, the final cherry on top of my feminization transformation.

He was just so sexy that I wanted to do everything I could to please him.

It was true what they said about physical transformations leading to a totally new outlook on life.

The biggest change and realization happened when I was at the gym as usual, about to finish up my workout.

Lance was bending over me, and I saw jealous glares from the other dude training at the gym.

Especially the ones who had no idea that I’d started out - just a little, but still - a little more masculine than I was now.

Now, it totally looked like Lance was training a slutty gym bimbo.

My ass was firm and bouncy, and we’d toned it up by also adding muscle.

My hips had seemed to expand a little, already curvy, but now they looked wide and fertile.

My stomach was tight and my crop top showed it off.

As well as…

My firm breasts.

They were still growing, but I now had to wear a legitimate sports bra to keep them from jiggling too much when I did my gym exercises with Lance.

Lance had actually gifted me the sports bras, which was so thoughtful of him!

It seemed to push up my tits while holding them in place.

It was such a weird feeling, to have the two orbs floating on my chest, attached to me…

But it’s true what they say, that you can get used to anything.

And I had grown to love the snug feeling of having my own tits strapped to my chest.

Lance liked it too, and I saw the boners he would get in his pants, huge and throbbing, when he looked at my breasts now as well as my ass.

My face had gotten a little slimmer too, and a little more feminine…

With a little makeup, again generously gifted from Lance, I was indistinguishable from a feminine woman now.

The last transformation was happening in my private areas.

Like I said, it wasn’t until this training session that the full product happened.

When the workout finished, I was a little turned on as usual, but I felt the arousal throughout my whole body, no more in my genital area. 

In fact, my little cock had shrunk and no longer got hard at all, it was pretty much just a clit now.

Meanwhile, something else was happening further below… which I discovered when I got into the male showers.

Out of habit and an unwillingness to venture out into the female ones just yet, I usually just followed Lance to the showers after our workout and he would shower first, then I would.

But today I was sweating a little more than usual and I wanted to get the icky feeling off of me.

So I stripped off my tight leggings and my sports bra, and I turned on the hot water in the men’s showers of the changing rooms in the gym.

Ahhh…

That felt good.

It was relaxing to be showering after a good, long workout, that made my butt and thighs ache with the strain I’d put on them to make them thicker and more appealing to men.

Those pink pills really did help with that though.

As I closed my eyes and stuck my head under the hot water stream, I ran my hands through my hair.

Right, that was longer now too…

Lance had suggested I keep growing it out to suit my new fit aesthetic.

Now my hair was long and past my shoulders, and it was shiny and straight, just like a well-kept woman.

With my eyes closed, I ran my hands over my breasts and my stomach, down between my legs…

Where I was shocked to find that I had a wetness and a tight little cunt hole, between my legs.

Before I could lean more, I was suddenly surprised yet again by feeling a hot, big pair of hands on me, pushing me against the wall.

I was instantly even more aroused.

When I wiped the water out of my eyes I saw that it was Lance, and he was also naked.

I looked at his nude body for the first time, my body shaking with arousal and trepidation.

He was so developed and muscled, his abs rock hard and his shoulders broad and comforting.

His legs were strong like tree trunks, and his arms were reaching out to hold me against the wall, facing him.

“Lance,” I said. “My body…”

“Yeah, about that,” He said, and he sounded more aggressive than ever.

I finally noticed that his cock was thick, hard, and long, standing up to touch my flat female stomach now.

“I think your training is almost complete,” He said to me roughly, and he touched my new body in ways I didn’t know were possible.

He reached down, looking at my big, full tits and my round, fuckable ass, and he touched me between my legs.

I was fully female down there down, which I fully realized when I first felt a man’s hands on my female body.

No more was I a femboy… Now I was fully female.

He touched me between my legs and I felt my new, wet cunt dripping over his rough, masculine hand.

He started to finger me and touch my little clit, which felt like a broad nub of feminine pleasure.

I felt my pretty face contorting with ecstasy.

He kept rubbing me there, and I was looking at his hot cock and the water was pouring down all around us, and I knew that something big, something largely pleasurable, was about to happen to me.

My pretty, feminine lips parted as my personal trainer started to push me against the wall with his body, his hand still between his legs, while his other hand came up to grope my tits.

My tits were like hotbeds of pleasure, full, round orbs that were teasing my masculine trainer, if his rigid cock was anything to go by.

His mouth was on my nipples now, sucking them and my big breasts, and his hand rubbing between my legs gave me my first female orgasm.

I felt the feeling bursting all over my body, shaking so hard that I would have fallen down if it weren’t for his strong hands holding me up.

I dripped with wetness all over his strong hand, which was drenched between my feminine fluids and the hot water of the shower.

“I need you,” he growled at me, while I recovered.

Quickly, he turned me around and put my hands against the wall to hold myself up now that I was able to.

Without another word or glance, he rubbed the fat tip of his big cock against my pussy, my new, female pussy, and started to shove his way in.

God… It felt so right.

I knew that this was the result of all my concerted efforts to train properly with Lance at the gym, and this was my reward.

I had worked too hard to get a nice, hot, feminine ass, which Lance was now pounding, reaping the rewards of his expert training.

I thanked him with my body for giving me the pills to become like the hot, slutty poster girls in his office.

Now I was like that for him, his own personal feminine gym slut to use whenever he wanted, and I was totally willing.

Naturally, when his cock felt this good inside my female body, I’d always come back for more.

“So fucking tight,” He said. “You feel so good, like a virgin.”

He was in essence taking my virginity, the first time I was ever breached by a true man’s cock in my new, virgin pussy hole.

“It feels so good,” I said, and in the echoing realms of the gym showers I heard how my voice echoed back.

High pitched.

Female.

Sexy.

It was so wonderful and thrilling and arousing.

He started to slap my ass, and I could literally feel the huge, bouncy feminine jiggle.

My ass moved up and down as he spanked me like the little slut that I was, and I begged for more and more.

Other men started to come in and use the showers, but stopped and passed by when they saw that it was occupied:

Occupied by the hottest guy at the gym, Lance, and by me… The hottest girl at the gym.

We were meant to be together like this, with his fat, huge cock pounding my big ass and spanking me.

Showing me off to all the men in the showers who wanted to fuck me too.

It wasn’t long before Lance was cumming inside my tight, little pussy.

“Your little cunt feels so good milking my big cock, Nora” He groaned into my ear, gripping my big breasts and ass, his hands running all over my hot, female body.

Nora. Not Noah. Not anymore. Not ever again.

I moaned out, his orgasm feeling so good inside my new body.

I was everything that I’d been meant to be, finally.

I had been successfully trained into becoming the ultimate, fit, curvy woman by my masculine personal trainer, who had just bred my tight new cunt.

I was Nora, a woman with big, juicy tits and a round, curvy ass and a hot personal trainer who needed to fuck my pussy all the time.

It was the luckiest day of my life when I walked into the gym and met Lance.

I’d never forget what he had done for me, and I vowed to work hard on my female body for the rest of my life in repayment.

I smiled, feeling a man’s cum inside me for the first time, and winked at Lance over my shoulder.




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