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Transformed: The Bimbo Gene

Leith Freeman

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.


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!


Transformed on Vacation:
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*
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Prologue

I was stressed out, fed up, and tired at work.

“You okay there, Jason?” One of my co-workers asked me, an attractive woman named Lindsey with red hair and big breasts that she loved to show off for attention and raises.

“Sure,” I muttered, pushing back my hair.

Too bad Lindsey was engaged, otherwise I would have asked her out on the first day that she flaunted her cleavage in my face.

There was something about her position as the most teasing, hottest female employee on our floor that I envied sometimes, even though her job description was basically a joke and she functioned as eye candy.

“Suit yourself,” said Lindsey. “Maybe you need a vacation… You know, let off some steam. There are lots of hot girls out there looking for love… or something more carnal.”

She winked at me and squeezed her cleavage together suggestively.

“Thanks,” I replied, trying not to stare at her big, bouncing boobs.

In comparison to her low-level position, I was a middle-level manager.

Which meant that I got the worst of both worlds.

My manager was always up my ass, even though I was competent and in charge of my own team, but he just wouldn’t take the hint and stop hounding me.

And yet my own team was woefully incompetent, forcing me to constantly work unpaid overtime in order to make up the results that we constantly needed to hit.

At least my vacation balance was full, because I never had any time to use it.

As Lindsey shrugged and walked on past my office, her tight little dynamite ass wiggling back and forth in her tight pencil skirt, I had an idea…

Maybe Lindsey was right.

I needed to go on vacation.

I brushed a speck of dirt off of my suit and headed into my manager’s office to make my demands.

I was dreaming of it already…

Scorching hot beaches and even hotter women.

But little did I know… That my fate with the hot island women that I was about to meet was hotter than I ever imagined.

I was going to meet the nastiest, sexiest, sluttiest woman that I could have ever conjured up in my dirtiest wet dreams.

And yet absolutely nothing was about to go according to plan.




Chapter 1

I couldn’t believe that my manager had actually agreed to my vacation, but less than a month later I was boarding a flight at JFK.

Layover, but manageable.

My corporate soulless black suit had been switched out for a pair of cut off shorts, a Hawaiian shirt, and a pair of sunglasses dangling from my lapel.

Yeah, I was prepared all right.

“Boarding for flight to Aruba, right here,” I heard the voice over the loudspeaker call out.

I stood up with my compact travel bag and walked onto the plane to take my seat, 15B.

I had the aisle seat, and there was only a window seat next to me, which I hoped would be empty… I loved having a whole row to myself.

Reading the in-flight manual, my hopes were dashed when I saw a pair of legs stop next to my seat…

“Sorry,” I heard a musical female voice say. “I’m 15A, would you mind if I took my seat?”

When I looked up to see who was speaking, my distaste immediately vanished and was replaced with… well… I’ll just describe what she looked like.

I saw her legs first, which were almost bare except for a pair of short, short jean shorts, threadbare with the strings dangling down those tanned, toned legs.

She had on a pair of strappy pink heels that went over her ankles and made her ass look fantastic, round and hot.

Her stomach was flat, partially exposed by the cropped tank top she was wearing, and as my eyes travelled upwards still, I saw the perkiest, largest pair of high, round breasts.

I gulped.

To top it all off… She had a gorgeous face, looking to be about twenty-three years old.

She had long, blonde hair that looked sunkissed and wind blown, and her lips were full and looked like she was ready to suck a cock at any moment, they were so pink and ruddy.

I stood up to let her into the window seat, barely managing not to stare.

“Hi,” I said. “I’m Jason.”

She took my hand and shook it.

“I’m Esther,” She told me, smiling a perfect smile.

I waited until we’d hit cruising altitude in the air before I tried to make a little conversation with the hot, slutty woman next to me.

“So Esther,” I said, leaning back in my seat as I tried to pop my ears with the altitude. “Have you been to Aruba before?”

She turned to face me, and I was struck by her piercing blue eyes, almost hypnotic.

“Yes,” She said. “I have, in fact. But only once. And I’ve been dying to go back ever since.”

There was something a little odd, almost too poised and perfect about the way that she spoke.

Just like her appearance. How was it possible for a woman to be this perfect?

“I’ve been dying to just go on a vacation,” I said. “I’m a manager, mid-level, so you know how it is… Although, I would understand if you were in a totally different line of work. Not that I’m implying anything. It’s just that I’ve been so overworked and busted for way too long, it’s been hard to do anything that’s just for myself, you know? For me.”

Esther stared at me with those magnetic eyes and paused.

“You know, I used to be just like you,” She said.

Her large breasts rose and fell as she took a deep breath, and I felt so strangely envious of her for just a moment.

But it passed.

She seemed to be thinking something over in her mind very hard.

“I was stuck in a dead end job,” She finally said, crossing her long, lean legs to show off their muscle tone. “And I felt like I just couldn't be myself there. Aruba was the best decision of my life. Every decision that I made on the island… It’s not something I’d ever want to undo.”

I nodded, although I didn’t really understand what she meant.

“You got any recommendations for me? You know, places to eat, drink, the best beaches…”

Esther looked at me and narrowed her beautiful eyes.

“Do you think you can handle it? If it gets a little wild.”

“Of course,” I said, forcing my way through with bravado. “I’m telling you, I’m done with my life… I’m going to Aruba because I need a major change.”

She seemed to be satisfied with this answer, because she leaned in close to me, tickling my ear with her breath as she spoke.

“If you really want to have fun… And if you’re truly looking for a life change that will stay with you long after you leave… Go to FemBar and ask them for their specialty cocktail. They might pretend they don’t know what you’re asking for, but just keep insisting.”

Esther leaned in closer and suddenly I felt her hand on my leg, which immediately made me aroused…

As she spoke, she crept her graceful hand under the blanket I had on my lap and gave my cock a squeeze.

I felt like my blood was boiling with arousal.

Then she removed her hand.

I gulped, feeling the power of her words coursing through me and my imagination lighting up with possibilities.

“That must be some cocktail,” I joked. “Well, if every woman there is as hot as you are, I’ll take that recommendation… And then some!”

Esther sat back in her seat, her flat stomach looking deletable with the way it was exposed.

“They all are,” She said, winking again gracefully and starting to tie her blonde hair up in a ponytail as we started to experience a little turbulence.

FemBar, I thought to myself.

I opened my phone and made sure to write down the name before I forgot… Somehow I had a feeling that the place was going to stick in my mind without any need for the note though.

I napped on and off throughout the rest of the flight, hoping to get some more hand action from Esther, but she also seemed conked out, trying to adjust to the time difference.

When we finally landed, we deplaned and I picked up my luggage and set off to my hotel…

About to begin the greatest adventure of my life.




Chapter 2

I had been in Aruba for five days before I took Esther’s recommendation to go to FemBar.

Those first days were some of the best days of my life in recent memory, though.

I suntanned and lounged on the beach, watching tons of hot women and men frolicking in barely any clothing.

I took a couple surfing lessons, failing miserably but enjoying the try.

I ate wonderfully fresh seafood for cheap prices, and got so thoroughly drunk on most nights that I barely made it back to my hotel room.

And each night, I usually ended up jerking off in my hotel room watching porn on my phone.

After another night of unsuccessfully trying to hook up with woman after woman and coming back to my room to jerk my cock while I watched some hot lesbian oral action, I remembered Esther’s recommendation.

Okay, it wasn’t like I had forgotten.

More like I had been putting it off. Esther had talked about it like it was a life changing experience, so I hadn’t wanted to immediately go for the epiphany within 48 hours of landing…

But after those five days of relaxation I felt like I was ready.

I looked up FemBar on the maps on my phone, and I was happily surprised to find that it was only a ten minute walk from my hotel room.

“FemBar… Specialty cocktail,” I reminded myself as I set off in just a loose white shirt and shorts, enjoying the scorching rays of the sun as they beat down on my shoulders.

It was early evening, but everyone was already out drinking, so I joined the crowd.

When I finally got to FemBar, I was a little… surprised to see what it looked like.

It was a bright pink establishment, like an outside tiki bar, except everything was so pink it was almost an assault on my male eyeballs.

I took a seat on a bejeweled cushion that was raised off the floor like a stool, waiting for the bartender to notice me.

The bartender was a rough, handsome guy in a rakish kind of way.

“Hi,” I said. “I’d like to order your specialty drink.”

The bartender didn’t look at me as he scooped ice into a cup for a woman further down the bar.

“Sorry, sold out,” He said, and he walked away to give a Mai Tai to a hot, bimbo looking younger woman who gave him a big kiss on his cheek when he put the drink into her hand.

That pissed me off for some reason.

How dare he pay attention to some younger slut? I was here first, and even if I didn’t look like her… I still had the money for drinks, and I wanted to have one in me, stat.

“Hey,” I said. “I’m not joking. I’d really like to order the specialty drink. I know you’re not sold out.”

This time the bartender looked at me directly.

He seemed to size me up and down, before he went to go give a beer to a different slutty looking brunette with gigantic tits who had just walked up after I did.

“Can’t do that,” he said when he came back.

I was getting pretty frustrated. It was like I was envious of the women who had priority for this younger, hot male bartender’s attention…

But that didn't make sense, so I ignored my instincts.

“Hey,” I said. “I’ve got money, what do you want, a bigger tip? I’ve got it.”

The bartender stopped in front of me now and looked around.

The hot younger women had left the bar and it was just me and him now.

His stubble set off his masculine facial features attractively, and I put a hand to my own clean shaven chin with a little self consciousness on my part.

“You know what you’re asking for?” He said.

I stared him down. “Yeah. I know it’s a life changing experience,” I said, using the words that Esther had said. “And I want it. So you going to give it to me or not?”

The bartender’s face finally broke out into a smile. “Damn, you got me. Okay… If you’re sure. One specialty drink coming right up… What’s your name?”

“I’m Jason,” I said.

“Shane,” He said, “Yeah… I’m going to give it to you, alright.”

He mixed the drink while I asked him what he meant, and he just shrugged and continued to pour pink and frothy substances into the shaker.

He reached for a black and pink bottle that was hidden in his shirt pocket and dumped a good amount of a clear but shimmering pink liquid into the silver container before giving it a good shake.

“What’s that?” I asked him.

“That’s what makes it special,” He said. “That’s what makes FemBar a very special place for people like you.”

He set the drink down in front of me in a beautifully fancy glass.

The liquid was pink and shimmering like that bottle with the strange substance in it.

There was a slice of a red fruit, probably a blood orange or something on the side, and it looked so girly and feminine that I almost wondered if I should be embarrassed.

I picked the glass up and started to drink through the pink metal straw.

Who cared? I was on vacation, and besides, girly drinks had always looked delicious to me… I’d just avoided them before because of what people might think about me if I ordered a Cosmo.

The liquid felt almost soft as it dripped down the back of my throat.

It was intoxicating and sweet, so sweet it was almost too saccharine for me, but it was at the right breakpoint that I still enjoyed it.

I drank it almost too fast.

I was almost done in a few minutes.

It was as if I had been waiting to experience something like that for my entire life…

Avoiding girly feminine drinks and chugging disgusting beers…

And now I was learning that I loved pink drinks.

Could I ever drink anything else again?

The bartender looked at me. “You okay there?” He said.

“I’ll have another,” I said boldly.

I heard my voice come out almost higher than I expected.

It was like the drink had coated my vocal cords, or maybe taken something away, I didn’t know how my voice box worked but my voice sounded almost… a little feminine to myself now.

Maybe it was just the rush of vacation, the beach, the hot bartender (Why did I think that?) and the delicious pink drink.

Shane looked at me for a second. The bar was empty, so he shrugged and started to mix another one up.

*

A few hours later, I was drinking my… fourth pink drink.

Or was it my eighth?

I couldn’t remember.

Either way I was best friends with Shane now.

“So what do you do for work?” He was asking me.

I crossed my legs, feeling like my white shorts were strangely loose now.

“I, um, work for…” I started to say, when my mind went a little blank. “Oh, right. I work for a firm, you’ve probably heard of it. I, like, manage a lot of people, and my boss is a total asshole…”

Shane chuckled at me, and I felt strangely flattered.

It was nice to have him actually paying attention to me after he had ignored me so thoroughly when I walked in.

“You should fuck him,” Shane said. “You should fuck your boss, and he’ll like you a lot more after that. Then you can do whatever you want.”

“Oh my god!” I said. “I cannot believe you just said that…”

But I was laughing at Shane’s funny joke.

It didn’t make any sense…

“My boss is a man,” I emphasized. “He’s straight.”

Shane shrugged, his signature move. “So what? What’s the problem with that?”

I furrowed my brow, trying to think of the answer to Shane’s question…

There had to be a problem with what he’d said. My boss was straight, so why would he have sex with me? A manager?

I felt like my shirt was tighter than before, and it felt so hot outside in the sweltering night…

When did it get to be nighttime?

I started to unbutton my shirt, but Shane reached out and put his hand on my arm after I undid the first two top buttons.

“Whoa there,” He said. “This is a public bar, you can’t just show off those big titties like that to everyone… Even if you know I want to see them,” He grinned.

“What?” I said.

I realized that my voice really, truly was high and feminine now.

I sounded exactly like a woman.

Had my voice always been like that? Surely not. Right?

“Look down at your chest,” Shane said. “Do it.”

I looked down.

And my jaw fell open in shock.

Because stretching out the fabric of my white shirt, and now exposed because of the buttons I’d undone…

I now had two large, round, gigantic breasts attached to my chest.

Those hadn’t been there when I woke up this morning and got dressed.

“Oh my god…”




Chapter 3

“What the fuck…” I said. “Oh my god!”

My breasts were stretching my shirt out so far that it was almost like the buttons were going to burst.

I looked down and instead of seeing a flat, male, slightly flabby chest, there were those two massive orbs of titflesh.

My nipples were clearly visible in the shirt, because of course I wasn’t wearing a bra…

I had never owned a bra!

Shane whistled.

“I see you’re going to be the slutty type of woman,” He said. “Trying to take those clothes off the first chance you get.”

“What are you… What are you talking about,” I said. “Wait, Shane… Where is the bathroom?”

I realized that I hadn’t used the bathroom in the entire time that I’d sat here having those pink specialty drinks… and now I really, really needed to go.

“Here,” Shane said, and I saw him walk out from behind the bar. “Let me show you…”

“Thanks,” I said, and when I stood up I noticed that I felt a little wobbly.

And also, shorter?

When I saw Shane standing in front of me I noticed how tall, masculine and imposing he was, in comparison to my short height.

I’d never been the tallest guy at 5’9’’, but now I swore that I’d lost at least six inches. It was like I was 5’3’’ and Shane was 6 feet tall.

I stumbled for a second, even though I didn’t feel drunk at all. It was like my feet had shrunk, and my legs were smaller…

And there were those two massive beachball tits on my chest, throwing off my weight!

Shane said, “Hey, take my hand. I’ll walk you there.”

I grabbed his hand and noticed how warm and large it felt in comparison to my soft, feminine one.

As he walked me there, I realized that I was a different person in so many ways than the image that I’d had of myself.

I was smaller, more feminine, weaker… I had even grown a pair of juicy round tits and my shirt was just hanging off of them, my waist shrinking to become even sexier.

I wasn’t a strong, alpha male businessperson who closed accounts and tried to flirt with women.

No, I was on vacation…

And being led by an actual masculine guy to the bathrooms.

As we showed up I saw two single stall restrooms, one male and one female.

Shane opened one of the doors and led me inside, walking through the door with me and locking it behind us before I realized what was happening.

“Hey wait Shane, isn’t this the female restroom? I thought I saw it was for women only…”

Shane took hold of my shoulders and pushed me in front of the mirror, where he stood right behind me.

As I looked in the mirror I let out a very, unmistakably feminine shriek.

Because I wasn’t Jason anymore…

My face had been transformed, so subtly, but it was clear to anyone who would look at me.

That I was not male.

I was female.




Chapter 4

Not only was my face female, but it was stunningly hot.

I had blue eyes, same as my old color but more piercing and pretty.

My lips were full, just like Esther’s had been, and they were pink and plump, like I was ready to kiss or suck a thick, hard masculine cock.

And my hair was a beautiful, rich dark brown color.

It was long and wavy, falling down my shoulders.

“Hey,” Shane said. “Can you feel that?”

He pressed his crotch against my ass, and I felt his thick, rigid rod of a big cock pressing against my thick, round female ass.

I felt aroused, but…

It was different too.

I pushed my hand into my loose white shorts, and realized why they were so loose.

Because my penis had been replaced… By a soft, wet cunt and a little nub of a tiny aroused clit.

“You are so fucking hot,” Shane said, and he put his hands up to my breasts and squeezed them. “Is this everything you wanted, babe?”

I gulped, feeling a huge tornado of mixed emotions whirling around in my head.

I wasn’t a guy… I had never been a guy…

My face, my body, my genitals… They were all transformed.

I was a hot, slutty-looking woman who looked ready to go fuck a million guys on the beach in Aruba.

“Yes,” I said before I could think about it anymore. “Yes, this is what I wanted…”

It must have been.

I must have known what Esther, who had also been a man transformed into a hot woman, had been through at FemBar.

And decided to take it for myself.

To make a real, lasting decision about my own life.

“Good,” Shane said. “I knew it… I knew you were a slut all along, I just had to help you along. Speaking of which… I got you some new clothes, brought ‘em with me.”

He handed me two pieces of fabric:

A white-and-blue patterned, absolutely teeny-tiny, two-piece string swimsuit.

“Get dressed,” He said to me, and I felt my heart pounding with anticipation and arousal.

*

Fifteen minutes later I was in the tiny blue and white bikini, on my knees in that bathroom, sucking off Shane, the bartender.

“Good girl,” He said while he grinned as he fucked my face hard.

I could feel his thick cock pounding at the back of my throat, and it made me feel so submissive and feminine I could barely stand it.

My big boobs were stretching the string bikini top to its limit, looking big, round like watermelons in the top.

My ass was similar sticking out, round and full and jiggling up and down with the force that Shane was fucking his huge cock into my mouth with.

He was grabbing onto my thick wavy brunette hair to make me take his cock down my new, nubile throat.

I was rubbing my pussy, and it felt so overwhelming with pleasure.

It wasn’t long before I used my cocksucking lips and tight little new female throat to make him cum down my throat.

The taste of cum seemed to ignite my female sexual desires more than ever…

I was like a new person now.

I knew that I could never go back to my old corporate job now.

I was more like Lindsey, my big boobed redhead whore coworker than I thought…

So when Shane asked me if I wanted to have sex on the beach, I knew he wasn’t talking about making me another drink.

I smiled with my pert, sexy female lips and agreed with him.

Thoroughly.




Epilogue

I woke up the next morning with Shane the bartender sleeping next to me in bed.

Although we had barely slept, fucking on every surface and area of the beach possible…

Him grabbing and spanking my hot, slutty ass and my big titties like he couldn’t get enough of them.

Me, moaning in my high, slutty female voice and begging for more as I had my very first female orgasm, and overall best orgasm of my life.

But Shane had taught me more than that.

As I ducked under the blanket to wake him up with a morning blowjob, using my cocksucking lips and my wet, tight throat, I realized…

I had been used to depending on only myself in life.

But Esther and Shane, with their combined advice and help, had truly taught me about what I needed to do…

Live only for myself.

As the beautiful, slutty woman I was meant to be.

Shane made me realize that there was nothing better in life for me than to be a seductive little whore for thick, hard cock.

He gave me a new name, too:

Jacqueline.

Not Jason.

I loved being called that now, it made me forget all the previous stressors of my boring, tedious office job as I sucked his cock and made him hard and leaking precum until he was awake.

When he finally woke up, we went out to the balcony and I looked out on the beautiful white sandy beaches of Aruba, and the wide, blue ocean.

It was beautiful…

And with Shane fucking my tight little female cunt and cumming in my tight pussy as he yelled out my female name, as I bent over the balcony railing, I thought that I had reached the pinnacle of life.

I would never go back.

I turned around to kiss him and invite him to fuck me again.

Aruba, Esther, Shane --

This was truly the best life for me.

I had never been happier.


Transformed:

From Guy To Goth Girlfriend

Leith Freeman

A mysterious pill transforms Will from office worker to hot goth girlfriend: pale, pushed up breasts, dark hair, and naughty teasing attitude.

He’s the goth girlfriend of his own wet dreams.

Ready to tease and please with his dark lipsticked mouth, new, feminine bimbo breasts and round curvy butt.


Prologue

I didn’t know why, but goths had always held a strange fascination for me, arousing me as much as they confused my cock.

What was it about goth girls? Maybe it was their pale skin, or the dark but sometimes multi-colored hair… The big, pushed up tits that they loved to show off while glaring at me, or the slutty chokers around their necks, or the fishnet stockings and tights that showed off pale, lean legs.

And they were supposed to be amazing at blowjobs, deepthroating and sloppy sucking.

It was pretty much a pop culture sensation at this point, an internet meme, but for me, it was a real thing. Nothing like looking at a picture of a hot, big boobed pale bimbo wearing a strappy lingerie set while she pouted with pale or blood-red lips to get my blood rushing to my big, thick cock…

As I browsed the internet at my desk.

What can I say? I was done with my work for the day, and I sat with my back to the wall, which meant that no one could peer over my shoulder in my cubicle and check out my monitor filled with black-haired, pale-skinned chicks that looked ready to get laid.

Strange, but I had the feeling that I wasn’t the only one slacking off on a Tuesday afternoon. I wondered if I was the only dude in the office who was looking at big titty goth girls online, too.

It seemed like the world was fascinated with goths, but no one I knew in real life wanted to admit their cravings to shove they cocks into the deep cleavage of a pale-skinned slut.

I almost made a noise when a pop-up window blinked at me from my computer, showing one of the hottest women I had ever seen in my life.

Pale skin, check. Dark, black hair flowing down her shoulders.

Death metal T-Shirt that was ripped to show off a tight, pale stomach, and so tight…

Tight enough to show off her curvy, big pair of tits. Her face was steeped in dark eyeliner rimming her gorgeous, seductive eyes.

The pop-up said:

Get your perfect goth girlfriend right here.

I was clicking on the window despite my better judgement. And when it asked me to make a payment, I gave into my horniness and chuckled.

I could afford a stupid, novelty present.

I didn’t think it would work. Except, I wasn’t dating anyone because of the stupid amount of time that dating apps took, and I was really only interested in goth sluts, so…

Why not?

I took out my credit card.

I spent so much overtime at work that I could easily afford the payment.

One goth girlfriend, coming right up.

Little did I know…

That the goth girlfriend wasn’t going to be coming up to me on the street.

No, she was already here.

I just didn’t know it yet, but my transformation was about to begin.


Chapter 1

I felt a pit in my stomach, waiting for my package to come that would somehow get me a big breasted slutty goth girlfriend.

What if I’d made a huge mistake?

What if something else was going to show up on my doorstep entirely?

I threw away my misgivings and drummed my thumbs against the doorframe as I waited for some kind of sexy present to arrive.

I was living on my own in my first real, full-time job after college, and sometimes it was a little lonely.

There was a knock on the door, and I sprang up to get it, and once I had the package in my hands I sat on the floor and opened it with my keys, anticipating greatly.

What fell out was a bottle with a couple small pills in it, and a booklet of instructions, accompanied by a magazine that had the same hot, slutty goth girl on the cover that I had seen in the pop-up ad.

“Whoa, what is this…” I muttered to myself.

The booklet was labeled “Instructions for a Goth Bimbo” in big, bold letters, so I started reading.

It was a short booklet, so why did it feel like it took me hours to read?

*

By the time that I looked up from the strange booklet, it was dark outside, with the moon covered by clouds.

Words were floating through my head… Things I didn’t understand.

Goth… Sluts… Big Titties… Chokers… Black… Blowjobs… Piercings… Anal… Fishnet Stockings…

These were all words that I thought about when I masturbated to goth chicks, looking at their big, juicy titties held up in those black, lacy, slutty bras, but something was different now.

I looked down at the remains of the package and was super surprised to see that the pills weren’t in the container bottle anymore.

Okay, so I guess I took them while I was reading?

The pills must have been some kind of confidence booster, meant to help me get goth girlfriends flocking to my side… right?

Then I looked down at my body.

With shock, I noticed that my clothes had changed drastically, and I almost screamed in horror, like a man.

I was wearing a ripped T-shirt that was falling off my shoulder, and it was black and a little tight on me.

Below that, I had on a pair of tight black jean shorts and… to put the cherry on top, fishnet stockings on my legs, which looked paler than usual, and below that, my feet were clad in giant combat boots.

“Did I go shopping?” I asked myself out loud.

Yes, I remembered now… I had gone shopping the previous weekend at the mall and gotten a series of clothes that my future goth girlfriend could wear.

Except, I guess that I just got too excited and decided to try them on myself.

“I need to sleep,” I said to myself again.

Because I found that something about the way that I looked, my pale, skinny legs in the fishnets, was comforting… It was almost like having my own, real goth girlfriend by my side.

If only I had the curves to fill it out…

I went up to my room to go to sleep, but before I did, I had to do one thing, of course, like any guy would.

I jerked off. But this time I felt like my cock never got fully hard, even though I loved the feeling of jerking off while I looked at that slutty goth magazine I’d gotten in the package.

Big pale tits… Choker around her neck… Giving blowjobs to all the men she worked with…

It made me so horny I almost felt like I was out of my mind.

I kept on the T-shirt, which was nice and cool, even if it was too small for my body.

And also…

I kept on the fishnet stockings.

Something about that layered, almost BDSM-looking material covering my legs was just an extra turn on.

It made it easier to visualize a slutty girl in fishnet leggings begging for anal sex right in front of me.

After I came all over my hand, I fell asleep, barely dreaming at all, except of the goth girlfriend that I knew I deserved.




Chapter 2

I woke up in the morning feeling just as horny as when I went to sleep, it was probably the effect of feeling those fishnet stockings on my legs first thing.

But I didn’t have time to jerk off, because I’d somehow slept through my alarm and I was running late!

I went to my closet to check out my potential outfits, looking for the khaki pants and men’s button-down shirts that I usually wore, only to be greeted by a shocking sight.

My old clothes were gone!

They had been replaced by a wardrobe that looked mostly black, some of it lacy and some of it tight, but all of it was distinctly… feminine looking.

It looked like the kind of wardrobe that a goth girl would wear.

Short crop tops, black bikini tops with underwire padding to show off a pair of big, giant tits, and tight blacks skirts combined with lacy, slutty tights and black boots or stiletto heeled combat shoes or just plain converse sneakers.

Is this what those pills and that booklet in the package had done? Had I really gone to the mall and replaced all my guy clothes with slutty goth girl stuff?

I felt myself start to get aroused, except… Except that felt different too.

I looked down at myself, wearing just that pair of fishnet stockings that I’d managed to fall asleep in…

And it was all different too.

My body, I mean…

My cock wasn’t there anymore.

Instead I reached down and felt that I was wet between my legs, and there was a new hole there, and a small bump that felt so much pleasure when I touched it.

I thought I would explode with how good it felt.

That was my clit, I guessed…

I rubbed my hands up the sides of my body, starting to feel so irresistible and sexy, like the only thing I needed was to get sex in any way possible to soothe my aching cunt.

Fuck. My waist was so small and tight now, and I really… Did I really have breasts now?

I rubbed my hands over my chest and looked down at the new, round, beach balls sitting on my chest, bouncing as I moved from foot to foot, shifting my weight.

They were like inflatable balloons, they were so massive sitting on my chest.

I had no clue that big tits weighed so much…

I frantically looked for something that I could wear to work, in my closet.

It never occurred to me that I’d draw more attention due to my changed appearance than anything else, instead I was just worried about keeping up appearances at my job!

I palmed through most of the outfits in my closet, noticing that most of it was well, pretty slutty honestly, but I didn’t have that many choices, so I settled…

I put on a bra with difficulty, it was big and lacy and had an underwire, which was needed to hold up my milky, gigantic goth boobs now.

I kept my pair of fishnet stockings on, not bothering to add on any panties to my look… I just couldn’t find any while I was tearing apart my closet in my hurry!

I pulled on a black sweater that had the word “GOTH” on it in bright white lettering, it was long-sleeved, so I thought it was more appropriate for the office…

Despite the fact that it was also tight-fitting and clung to my giant boobs like a second skin, and it was also cropped and showed off my new tight, pale stomach.

Then I pulled on a black jean skirt, short but at least it covered me a little more than the pair of tiny shorts that I guessed that I’d bought yesterday.

I threw on a pair of combat boots and I was all ready to go.

Wait! I needed a few more things…

I walked into the bathroom to brush my teeth and saw an assortment of jewelry, as well as a ton of makeup.

I threw on a pair of black bangles on each arm, as well as clipping on some stupid, moon and star earrings onto my ears. I would have to get them pierced very soon, and maybe my nose as well.

Next, I put on the final touch for accessorizing: The goth girl’s staple piece, the stretchy black choker.

I was surprised at the visceral sexual reactions hat I had when I put on that choker. It really did squeeze my neck just a little bit in the right way.

It was like a reminder that I needed to start sucking cock like the perfect goth girlfriend should do.

Next, I applied just a little bit of makeup… Maybe I was too much of a natural with it, because I ended up looking so, so hot, it was almost inappropriate for the workplace.

My face was different now, too. It was like it was still recognizably me, but it was just… as if I had a feminine persona that had taken over.

My nose was still my nose, but it was smaller, more feminine and cute.

My lips were wetter, thicker, and I applied a coat of shiny black lipstick to them.

The rest of my makeup just served to emphasize my paleness while also giving attention to my strong cheekbones and contours of my hot, goth face.

Goth was mainstream now, and I needed to look the part to be accepted as a goth girl… and also as an office worker.

Thanks to my past self’s decisions, I was all equipped to be the star of the office in the morning.

In fact, I couldn’t wait to see the reactions of my male boss and all my masculine co-workers!

I hit the door running in my high-heeled combat boots and jumped in my car, ready to show off my big breasts and tight ass at work, as the new goth girl assistant.




Chapter 3

When I got to work, I stepped in the door confident but a little anxious.

I needed to be extra helpful today because I was running late.

“Hey, anybody seen Will today?” I heard my boss, Jack, saying when I was walking in my combat boots and fishnet stockings.

I froze. That was my old name… But I guess that no one could tell that it was me behind the big tits, the goth look, the fishnet stockings and short black skirt.

“Hey there,” Jack said to me, when he caught sight of me in the doorway. “Are you lost?”

He looked me up and down the way that a wolf looks at his prey.

I was astonished.

I’d never been looked at this way before, with a guy staring at me naked desire in his eyes, like he wanted to just throw me down to the ground and fuck me, hard, in the ass.

I looked around the office and had another shocking moment.

Lots of guys were looking at me the exact same way.

Like they wanted to see my mouth sealed around their cocks with my black lipstick shining in a ring…

Or my big boobs sandwiching their dicks in between my pale, humongous titties.

“Um,” I said. “Will can’t come in, I’m filling in for him today… My name is… Willow,” I finished with a pause, but confidently.

“Willow,” Jack said. “Well, it is a pleasure to meet you. Temp agency, I assume?”

“Yes,” I said lamely, thrusting my chest out on accident. My boobs were just so big, I couldn’t help pushing them out in my tight long-sleeved black sweater.

Jack tried to be a gentleman, but he wasn’t that much older than I was, just in his late twenties, and his eyes zoomed in to my massive sweater meat.

“Willow, I’ll take you on a private tour if you want to come into my office, we can start here.”

He beckoned me with a hand and I eagerly followed him into his office, barely noticing as he winked to all the guys outside his door before he slammed the door shut.

*

Twenty minutes later I was still in Jack’s office, gasping for air as he fucked my slutty pale goth throat.

I must have read some strong instructions in that package that I bought on the internet… Because I was a natural at sucking big, thick cock.

Just like all goth girls probably were, now I was one of them, trying my best to throat Jack’s huge cock while my ringed pale fingers came up to grasp at his thighs with no avail.

I slurped and slobbered all over that thick meaty cock, almost gagging myself on the flow of slimy spit that was coming from my own slutty, pale throat.

Which still had the choker in place, intact, except for how Jack was pulling on it with one strong, masculine hand.

“Good goth girl,” He panted out. “You better take my load down your throat…”

I heard a noise that sounded like the door to his office opening.

“Sorry boss, are we too early? Oh fuck…” I heard a voice, or maybe two or more male voices, echoing from the doorway as Jack started to cum inside my sexy pale goth throat.

I had never felt more like a feminine goth girl that when I was swallowing down his load.

He held onto my long, dark hair as he pushed his thick cock all the way into my pale throat and I gulped down a load of sweet and salty white cum, slurping loudly.

“Yeah, you love taking cock,” Jack said. “If you want a good review, all you need to do is keep showing off those slutty goth skills… To every guy here.”

I looked up with my black-lipsticked mouth gaping widely from the thick cock that had been inside.

My eyes almost crossed with the pleasure I had gotten just from sucking.

My new little cunt was a virgin, but I was dripping down my fishnet legs.

There were so many guys… I was going to have a wonderfully slutty time as a goth girl from now on.

It would take me days or weeks to suck them all off or feel them in my tight new cunt and asshole… But I was determined.

A few guys started towards me, pushing up my skirt and one of them started to finger my asshole.

“Look at this goth slut,” one of them said, I forgot his name. “She’s not even wearing any panties! She knew what she wanted as soon as she came in the door.”

Jack looked at me and smiled, crossing his arms in a masculine power pose while he looked down at me.

“You want to go on a date sometime?” He asked me. “I could use a mouth like yours on my cock all the time, actually, if you wanted to go out for real and be my girlfriend and shit…”

I gasped as I felt my ass get skewered on another big cock, and someone else pushing me down so I had another cock in my little tight virgin pussy.

I was going to take all of their loads from them today.

I just knew it.

But first, I had to respond to Jack’s offer.

I felt my sweater being stripped off my body, and several guys whistled as they saw my big, bouncing boobs exposed in my slutty black bra for the first time.

“Jack…” I said, almost moaning. His cum had tasted so good.

I was addicted to him already. He was my boss, and he was the first guy that I’d ever hooked up with in my new, slutty goth girl body.

And he wanted me to be his goth girlfriend.

The internet purchase I’d made had really come true now.

I had gotten the goth girlfriend that I always desired…

Big, pale titties. Small, flat stomach. Tight slutty ass. Sweet, blowjob lips and eyes, ready to suck. Loves anal. Wears chokers, black clothes, and loves to tease and show off her sexy, curvy body.

The goth girlfriend had been me all along.

All I needed to do was accept Jack’s offer and I would be set for life.

I pouted my slutty lips at Jack and smiled as much as I could while getting roughly pounded in my ass and pussy.

“Yes, Jack! I’d love to be your goth girlfriend!”

I almost screamed out at the top of my lungs.

My wish had come true, and I didn’t care who knew it anymore.

I wasn’t Will anymore.

I was Willow.

The perfect, slutty, teasing goth girlfriend with round, big tits.

Willow.


Body Swapped Holiday:

From Santa to Mrs. Claus

Leith Freeman

Santa transforms from aging, older man to a hot, younger bimbo Mrs. Claus.

A plate of magic cookies and milk unexpectedly transforms Santa’s aging male body into a teasing, busty woman.

But Santa still has to deliver gifts… And some adult men are going to receive the naughtiest sexy present, personally delivered by the bimbo of their dreams!


Prologue

My normal name is Santa, but just for tonight… You can call me Mrs. Claus.

It’s Christmas Eve, and I’m currently naked, my large breasts and full, round ass exposed to the man of the house that I’m delivering presents to.

I came down the chimney a man an hour ago, but now…

I’m fully female. My cunt is aching for a good, hard fucking, and my face went from a grizzled old man to a hot, younger woman, with pretty eyes and lips good for cocksucking.

My age lost quite a few decades in the transformation, and I transformed from near a centenarian all the way down to a hot, twenty-something woman.

I say in my coquettish, girly voice, “I’m here to deliver your present, sir…”

I see the older man’s eyes light up, just like the garlands of lights on his family’s Christmas tree.

Rubbing my new, younger cunt and my big tits jiggling up and down, I prepare to give the man who’s been good for the year the naughtiest present of all…

Full access to all of my bimbo cunt holes.

Santa’s a slut now.

I’m going to prove it.

As the man approaches me, I almost forget how I got here… Especially when he starts to unzip his pants and reveal a nice, hard cock all for me, Mrs. Claus.

Let me think back on how I came to be in this taboo, naughty situation…




Chapter 1

One hour earlier

Just an hour ago, I had still been in the form of the old jolly Mr. Santa Claus.

My older, aching bones didn’t like the climb onto my sleigh and whipping the reins to the reindeer, but I persevered as I always did, looking to bring joy to the men and women of the world.

I yearned to be at home in a way, sleeping sounding in a comfortable bed with my wife, who was the same age as me, but I had a duty.

To make all the men and women of the world happy.

And so I scurried down the chimneys, dropping presents in front of trees, until I reached the one house that would change everything for me.

It looked like an ordinary house.

With heaviness, I walked over to the tree in my red suit, my black buckle clamped around my stomach.

Near the tree, which was bushy and bright, I saw the plate of cookies and milk.

It also looked perfectly ordinary.

Little did I know…

But as I approached the tree, I was struck by the coziness of the red and green ornaments adorning it, the gold star at the top of the tree’s apex.

It was soothing.

At the same time, I felt tired. I felt my breath wheezing in my throat.

The plate of cookies and milk looked very appetizing. The cookies were the sugary kind, white and frosted with Christmas colors and sprinkles.

I couldn’t help it. I was tempted by the sugary treats.

I dropped the presents under the tree, making several trips back to the fireplace.

As my reward, I decided to have a cookie.

Just one couldn’t hurt me, right?

So I felt the cookie’s delicious, sweet crumbs touch my tongue, and the euphoria of the sweetness made my body forget that I was old, and stumbling and overweight.

In fact… I felt something happening to my body.

I figured it had to be the effects of the sugar rush.

I was thirsty suddenly - so thirsty.

The glass of milk- cold, creamy milk - looked like the most appetizing thing in the world now.

So I picked it up in my large hand and started to drink down the cold, creamy fluid.

It tasted like the most pleasurable, refreshing thing in the world.

As I swallowed down on it, I felt something in my body start to react, almost like a tingling feeling that wouldn’t stop.

It was so strange and mysterious feeling, an odd shrinking and at the same time, an expanding.

My body started to feel hot and cold all over, a whirling, odd feeling that I couldn’t get rid off.

I felt my vision become cloudy for a minute, just like the milk I had swallowed down with such vigor only moments earlier.

When I opened my eyes I saw a man standing in front of me, an older, but still handsome and fit type.

“You’re not supposed to see me,” I blurted out, only to clap a hand over my mouth.

My voice was different. It was higher, and feminine. A woman’s voice.

My body was different.

Everything had changed.




Chapter 2

I raised my eyes to the man’s face. The ceiling was spinning. I was on the ground.

He had a slight stubble going on, which I suddenly realized was making my body feel hot.

My voice still sounded different when I talked but I couldn’t get over anything except the extreme heat I was feeling.

It was unbearable. Especially in the furry red suit that I was currently wearing.

My body felt like it was drowning in the large, warm suit, so hot I thought I would catch on fire.

I quickly unzipped my suit and pulled myself out of it, not hearing when the man next to me gasped and his eyes went wide.

“Oh my god… It’s too hot, I think I’m burning up, I have a fever… I need to get back to my sleigh.”

The man looked at me with consternation.

“Your sleigh?” He said skeptically.

I looked at him, trying to imbue my voice with the essence of truthfulness.

“I’m not lying. I’m Santa Claus… and I need to get to my reindeer so they can fly me over the rest of the world, stat.”

The man snorted.

“You’re Santa? More like Mrs. Claus…” He said, and there was a strange intonation to his voice as he raised his eyebrows, and a flush crept over his cheeks.

It almost looked like he was aroused, but that was impossible.

“Help me,” I said.

He said, “No, I have a riddle for you. Why would a hot bimbo break into my house and then strip naked in front of me unless there was a very good reason for her coming here?”

“Bimbo?” I said.

I was utterly flummoxed.

The man snorted.

“Just look at yourself,” He said. “You look like a tight little piece of ass… You can’t tell me that you aren’t begging for it. You’re practically naked!”

My body felt so hot, even hotter and almost…. Wet between my legs when I heard the man call me a slut and a bimbo.

What was going on?

The world finally stopped spinning and got into its rightful place and I looked down at my body just as the man pinned me against the floor.

I was about to scream, but he placed his strong, masculine hand against my mouth, and simultaneously I noticed what was different about me.

It wasn’t just my voice that had changed.

It was my whole entire body.

I looked down at myself with the older man lying on top of me, starting to kiss my chest…

And I realized that I had an enormous, slutty pair of breasts now.

I had ripped off my Santa suit, and what lay beneath was not my older, well-traveled, slightly overweight male body…

Instead, I possessed a hot, younger female body.

I could see my flat stomach, and the man was grinding his hard cock into me, clearly making his intentions known.

“What kind of little homewrecking slut breaks into my house on Christmas Eve?” He breathed into my ear.

“I don’t know…” I said back in a high, innocent voice. “I was just delivering presents to your house, I don’t know what happened, I just drank the milk.”

The man’s face changed, like a realization was dawning on him all of a sudden.

“Must be something in the milk…” He said. “I knew I’d get a present for Christmas, but I had no idea that it would be the thing that I wanted most of all… A tight, slutty pussy to fuck right under the Christmas tree. I’ll have to thank my wife for this one, she must have put her pills into the milk.”

I could barely parse what he said as my body started to feel so, so good.

Inside and outside, I was experiencing waves of pleasure as the older man pushed his hard cock against my younger, hot female body.

“You can call me Mrs. Claus, I guess,” I said to him softly.

It was my duty to give everyone in the world their rightful present.

That meant that I was going to satisfy this man in front of me. It was so clear, so apparent to me that I was the thing that he really wanted to get for his present.

As the bringer of joy to the world… I knew my duty.

Lying on my back, with a flat stomach and big tits and ass, and my blonde hair trickling down my shoulders in loose, shiny waves, I told the man:

“You can do anything you want with me. You’re right. I’m your present tonight.”

He grinned with happiness and pulled his cock out through the flap in his boxers.

He was so impatient, and so big and hard that he just shoved it into me while I lay on top of my discarded furry suit.

“Fuck that young pussy…” He said. “You little cumslut, I know you need it inside you.”

“Oh my god!” I yelled out, hoping that I would wake his wife, and she could see what a wonderful present she had ensured for her husband. “It feels so good when you take me like this…”

I had not partaken in the sins of the flesh in years, and never had it felt like this even when I was sexually active…

It was like a hard, thick log burning up my insides in the best way possible, making me feel like I was getting closer and closer to cumming from my new tight cunt alone.

The man clearly loved it, and he pounded my pussy like he hadn’t had sex like this in years.

After a little while, I remembered my duty to the world, and I tried to make the man cum as fast as possible.

He had his hands grabbing my heavy, juicy tits and I squeezed down on his cock with my little cunt.

“Please cum in me sir… I need to service many houses tonight, give all of mankind the gifts that they crave…” I said to him, blinking my eyes innocently at him.

That seemed to spur him on faster, and he quickly started to pump his load into my tight cunt.

“You’re a real slut!” He said. “Damn, it feel so good to be pumping that cunt full of cum. Going to be the first to claim your pussy today, you hot bimbo!”

I loved it, having already squeezed my cunt around him when orgasmed on his thick, hard cock.

Once he was completely spent, he spanked me on the ass, which jiggled pleasantly, and he headed back upstairs to bed, thanking me for his Christmas gift.

I knew that I had many more houses to see tonight.

I picked up my clothes and the set of red lingerie that the man had gifted to me, which made me very special indeed, and I headed back up the chimney to my sleigh.

It was time to bring the next horny adult man his present, and the next one, and the next one.

With my slutty tits, tight cunt and ass, I knew that I could satisfy the whole world tonight.

I might not be Santa anymore, but I could do my job as Mrs. Claus just fine.




Chapter 3

Hours later, I headed back to my sleigh, happy and physically wrecked many times over.

My cunt was full of hundreds of men’s cum.

My body was covered in hot, white cum.

I had swallowed so many loads I couldn’t count them any more.

My face was sticky, and my suit was sticky as well, because I’d used it to wipe off the hot, slutty facials that I had gotten over the night of Christmas Eve.

Every single adult man that I met had been happy to use my slutty, female body.

The body of the new Mrs. Claus, which belonged to me.

I knew that I could never go back now.

It had felt so good, and I’d had so many orgasms in my efforts to get every household all over the world serviced in time.

I barely made it back to my sleigh by dawn.

I had no idea how good it could feel to be using my brand new big tits to titfuck men, or groups of guys who lived in the same house.

Or how it felt to get my holes plugged up with cock, having three in my body at once.

My mouth, ass, and pussy.

They were all so tight and sucking, I’d received countless compliments throughout the night about how hot and tight my female body was.

Somehow, no one seemed to question that fact that a hot, twenty-something woman had showed up at their house to fuck their brains out.

It was a miracle of Christmas.

That was my job and duty.

I licked cum off of my lips.

I had a lot of special, naughty toys to make over the next 365 days.

I couldn’t wait until next year, when my annual Christmas fuckfest would become a reality once again.


From Boss to Bimbo: The New Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing, Office

Leith Freeman

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

Christian’s going to learn a sissy’s true place in the office… bent over to show off a tight, round ass and on her knees sucking off anyone who asks.


Chapter 1

Christian

I sat on my king-size bed in my luxurious apartment, contemplating the delivery package that I’d received in front of me.

I knew what was inside it, and something inside me was stopping me from opening it.

My palms were sweaty, and my heart was racing at the thought of my secret obsession.

Inside the package, there was an expensive lingerie set, lacy and red.

I felt my breath quickening and my little cock starting to get hard at just the thought of unwrapping the goodies from the brown cardboard package, so small and square lying on the bed…

The red bra was lacy and push-up, and the crimson underwear was a slutty thong.

I hoped that they would fit me despite my masculine physique, and I felt a sense of wonder and dread at the same time while I tried to steel myself to finally open it up.

You never would have known from looking at me that I held this long-standing secret, that I’d never told anyone about…

You see, I was the CEO and founder of Alpha Industries, Inc.

I wore a suit to work every day, and my company had grown to over 5,000 workers in the crystallized, skyline-touching corporate building that I could almost call home, I spent so much time there.

To all of my employees, I must have seemed like the image of manhood:

Broader shoulders, immaculately shaved and sculpted, my hair in a classic crew cut. I was in my mid-to-late thirties, and the picture of a successful man.

My assistant, Andrew, who looked similar to me but just a little taller, a little broader and more muscular, would have been the most shocked of all.

I had to admit, I was an asshole to him at work, but he needed to stop prying into my personal life with those gleaming, friendly eyes, and so I kept piling the work onto him in the orders I barked out.

If only he knew about my secret desire to wear women’s clothing and lingerie…

The only thing missing is a wife and home, but I just can’t do it… And it’s all the fault of my deviant secret.

Which brings me back to the arousal I was experiencing while looking at the package with the red lingerie…

In a smooth, sudden motion I leapt towards the package and started ripping it apart.

Cardboard flew everywhere in shreds, as I ripped it through with my fingernails, tearing away the plastic tape as fast as I could, getting it over with.

My cock was bulging in my pants as I started to see the lingerie in the plastic, clear wrapping, which I dug my nails into and pulled apart as well.

I had recently gone out of town for business and dared to go to a nail parlour, so my fingernails were pointy and shiny.

I hadn’t dared to get a color other than clear polish, but it made me feel naughty and feminine.

Like a CEO businessman who was hiding a small secret beneath my exterior…

Or maybe a very large one.

I stripped off my clothes, barely bothering to look at myself naked in the mirror with all of my attention focused on the prize:

Red bra. Red panties. And they were mine, all mine.

I stood naked and slowly stepped into the pair of red panties, the lace feeling ticklish and girly against my legs.

My legs were slim, a small mercy for the panties that stretched around my hips.

They were up to my knees now, and I kept pulling them up, tickling my thighs and ass cheeks…

At least I didn’t have any leg hair anymore. I had secretly shaved that off too, knowing that no one at work or in my private life was going to see me naked any time soon.

Not when I needed to be wearing women’s underwear to even get an erection, however small, anymore…

So I pulled the panties up quickly and rushedly but with care, finally making it up the curve of my ass, which I’d been doing workouts for to make it look bigger and sexier, until I felt the relief of snapping them into place around my hips.

Next was the bra, which I put on with care as well, feeling the scratchiness of the lace and the smoothness of the straps in a heady physical feeling.

It was cool to my skin, but I felt the fabric warming as I began to inhabit it as my true self.

I filled out the bra only a little bit, being an A-cup right now, but I could always pretend hard enough that it was almost real.

I looked down at my body with pleasure finally, the brown packaging all but forgotten as I basked in the feeling of the red lacy bra and red thong cupping themselves to my body.

I flung myself down on the bed, forgetting all about the authoritative, masculine persona that I had to put on at work, all business and no pleasure.

I saw the small nub of my hard cock in the panties and started to rub myself gently, savoring the feeling of the scratchy yet soft and pleasing lace on my cock.

If everyone at work knew that I had a small cock, they’d never respect me anymore.

I had to hide all of this from everyone… My secret desire to be taken in the office and pushed down and fucked with the slutty lingerie on just like a bimbo woman would be in my position.

It was not long before I started to cum, being very careful not to get any of it on the panties, which I needed to save for as long as possible.

After all, I tended to go through them very quickly…

I opened my walk-in closet after I cleaned up, and hung the red lingerie set up in the back corner, behind all of the black and navy blue men’s suits.

That was the tenth lingerie set I had purchased that month.

Hundreds more bras and panties and thongs and boyshorts were hidden in bags at the very back of my walk-in closet.

Like I said… It was an obsession.

And I thought that no one would ever find out… until he did.




Chapter 2

Andrew

My boss, Christian was the hugest fucking asshole that I had ever met in my life.

He made my life hell every day. Sure, I was his assistant, but he didn’t have to treat me like trash, right?

I had just graduated from college and was grateful to get the job as personal assistant to the CEO of Alpha Industries, Inc., one of the rising corporate mega-giants that everyone was talking about all the time.

Okay, I had kind of slacked through college on an athletics scholarship, playing basketball for my university. So I was appreciative of the opportunity at first.

Not many bosses were giving a slacker, masculine, muscled athlete like myself the chance to get involved in corporate business.

For some reason, they tended to assume that I was some kind of alpha male jerk whose only interests were drinking beer and picking up slutty women at bars.

I mean, they weren’t exactly wrong, but there was more to me than just my gigantic cock, okay?

If only they knew that the boss in charge, Christian, was a maniacal jerk with control freak level issues, maybe they’d think twice about investing.

Until then, I had to keep my head down and work, but secretly I was growing more and more dissatisfied every day with the way that he treated me, and I was looking for any opening to take him down.

He once threw coffee all over my suit when I dared to bring him his coffee with a touch too much cream, instead of practically black with only a little sprinkling of skim milk in it.

He fucking ruined my suit!

That happened last week, and it was the last straw for me. But I wasn’t going to quit. No, I was going to keep myself right by his side until I learned exactly how to take him down.

It started with putting together a few observations that I had noticed in my months of working there.

Christian never had a girlfriend. At least, no one serious, although the tabloids tried to stalk him and make up rumors about him and this famous slutty celebrity, or that reality TV star with huge fake boobs, but as far as I could tell, none of it was real.

And he never brought anyone home at night, even though with his wealth and looks he could have fucked pretty much any shallow woman in the entire city.

I realized that Christian simply did not have sex. Which was fucking weird for a guy in his thirties…

At first, I had a theory that he was gay. But that was put to rest pretty quickly, because even though I was straight, I had pretty good gaydar, and if he were gay, there was no reason not to fuck or come out or whatever.

I knew him well enough, even if he still didn’t give two shits about me, to know that my boss wasn’t gay… But…

There was something else that was weird about him, sexually.

His eyebrows were a little too manicured, and I swore that one time I saw him sit down at his desk and one of his socks had fallen down and his pants leg rode up, and his leg was basically hairless. It was freaky.

I had just sat down at my desk that morning when Christian came in and dropped a mountain of files on my desk.

“I need those proofread ASAP, get my travel plans squared away for Norway, call Leticiana for hair appointment and renew my standing inventory order, do not speak to me again until all of that is completed. Which I expect should take you one hour.”

He barely looked at me as he strode directly past me to his own office, just one door in further.

I slammed my fist down on my desk. Fuck that guy, there was no way I could get everything done in an hour and he knew it.

As he passed by me, though, I noticed something… The CEO was scratching his shoulder underneath his shirt.

I had 20-20 vision, and I leaned forward so fast, before he could catch me, that I almost felt my heart leap into my throat with what I saw.

There was definitely a red strap beneath his white collared shirt, under his suit jacket.

What the fuck…

Suddenly all of the pieces came together in my mind as I put together the puzzle that was my stupidly strict, uptight boss.

The shaved legs, the manicured eyebrows, and had he really gotten his nails done that one time? That was definitely a bra strap that I just saw, a red one and lacy too… The kind that a properly expensive whore wears to bed with her clients.

I knew what was up my boss’s ass.

I knew how to get whatever I wanted from him… money, sex, a promotion, anything…

He was pretending to be this alpha male CEO, he’d even named his company Alpha Industries in a false pretense at developing his exterior image, but he was really just a sissy bimbo.

A sissy bimbo who needed to be transformed.

I was the man who could do it, turn out my boss from a secretive, uptight, man into a slutty, sissified, feminized bimbo.

I could feel my blood boiling, my heart racing, and my cock hardening just thinking about my boss down on their knees, sucking my cock with lipstick red slutty bimbo lips…

I would set my plan into motion immediately.




Chapter 3

Christian

I got back to my desk after lunch with another CEO, where I’d had to verbally ream him out in front of an entire room. It had been stressful and exhausting, and all I needed was to come back to my desk and relax a little.

It hadn’t helped that I’d made the stupid, short sighted decision to wear my red lingerie set underneath my suit that day, and it just made me feel so sensitive, so feminine and weak that I had almost caved into the aggressive, belligerant man’s demands on the spot.

Something about a real alpha male, not a fake sissy one like me, yelling at me did something to my body that just made me want to obey.

I logged onto my computer and immediately lost track of time.

The screen went black, and it seemed to penetrate into my eyeballs, making my body get very, very cold, frozen to my command chair and then hot all over.

“Andrew?” I said, or at least I tried to yell out and say, but maybe it came out more as a whisper or a shout, I could not tell with my eyes frozen on the screen of my computer monitor.

I started to see words appearing in my mind.

Become

Sissy

Bimbo

Obey

They were on the computer screen, but they were also on my mind.

They were everywhere, actually… Traveling through my body like live electric wires, heating me up, and my red bra and panties were on fire like I was so aroused I could barely move anymore.

The computer screen was black, but it was also full of swirling colors that made my body feel all funny and swirly and confused too.

It was getting harder to think, and my body was starting to feel so, so good that I couldn’t do it anymore!

But I was forced to keep watching, and the thrill of arousal kept traveling from my nipples to my groin and my ass, and my swollen clit…

That’s right, it was my big swollen clit, not my penis…

You

Are

Sissy

Bimbo

For

Master

It felt so confusing, like there were millions of words streaming into my mind but I could only understand a few of them, that kept repeating again and again, infiltrating my mind and senses so fast and powerfully that I didn't understand what was going on at all.

It seemed like I was looking at the screen and traveling in space for hours, I had no idea about any meetings or phone calls that I was missing, or the stress of the work day…

It was so relaxing not to think…

To just… Become.

Become

Sissy

Bimbo

I closed my eyes with relief, knowing the full thrust of my own existence now.

But when I woke up, I had forgotten all of the things that I had watched.

“You all right in there, boss?”

I heard a voice speaking from right behind me and almost jumped out of my skin.

I looked behind me and saw Andrew, who looked bigger and more powerful and muscular in his own tailored suit than I’d seen him before.

He was looking at me, not with the concern that he should have, but with something like pleasure and triumph… It made me quiver.

It felt so wrong but so right.

I tried to speak, but my throat felt different, tight and raw like it was new.

Instead, Andrew spoke.

“Look at you,” he said in a deep voice. Had it always been so deep? “You undressed and got ready for me already. Good job.”

I felt a knee-jerk reaction, something like how dare he speak to me that way when I’m his boss?

Followed by a second, stronger reaction, telling me that I must…

Obey.

Sissy.

Bimbo.

I looked back at him and then back to my own body, and I realized… that I was naked.

I felt shocked, but I was nude, in my own office chair, except for my red bra and lingerie set.

The red bra looked more filled out than it had yesterday, too, almost like I had started to grow female breast buds to fill out the lacy, sexy material.

My cock looked even smaller than usual, too, even though, I realized with a shock, that I was aroused and a little hard.

I felt a pair of strong, masculine hands on my shoulders start to massage me, pressing my lingerie straps into my body.

“You’ve been working hard, you should take a break,” said Andrew to me commandingly. “Why don’t you sit on the ground for a while and be a good girl?”

Good girl. Good bimbo. Good slut.

I could not barely move, at least that was what I thought, but my body, clad in red slutty lingerie in front of my muscled, masculine assistant, moved on its own.

I blinked and suddenly I realized that Andrew was sitting in my chair, the CEO chair, and he was unzipping his pants and taking out his cock.

Oh my god.

This was something that I had only dreamed about when I wasn’t conscious, when I was hiding this part of myself from myself unfairly…

His cock was so big. All my thoughts stopped and I just started to physically react, to boggle at the size of it.

It had length and girth, like a massive, huge sausage that I was about to devour and suck on.

Because nothing was more natural for a bimbo sissy to suck on thick cocks that were right in front of their faces, right?

I opened my mouth in a trance and felt the soft head tickle my lips when Andrew thrust his hips forward and forced the cock into my mouth.

By instinct I started to suck.

It was heady and wonderful, tasting like sweat and masculine scent.

It fit into my mouth easily and naturally, which definitely meant that I was a real bimbo slut…

My tongue laved around the head and I let it slide into my throat, only choking a little bit on the huge cock.

I couldn’t get it all the way into my mouth, not yet…

“Don’t worry,” Andrew said. “I’ll cock train you to deepthroat another day. Just try to suck it and leave those nice lipstick prints all over my thick cock.”

With a shock, I realized that there were lipstick markings all over the thick, massive cock that I was sucking.

They had to be mine.

Which meant that I was wearing lipstick.

Oh my god, I was such a slutty fuckdoll, sucking my assistant’s cock with bright red lipstick on and red lingerie to match…

Andrew seemed to like the way I was sucking his cock, and he grunted encouragements as he shoved it further and further into my mouth until he seemed to reach a fever pitch where he suddenly pulled that nice big cock from my mouth.

“You got me too horny, now bend over the desk so I don’t get blue balls, sissy bimbo,” He told me.

My little clit jumped when I heard his authoritative, masculine voice ordering me what to do.

My body moved on its own again, and I felt the blissful pleasure of not having to think for myself, in a peaceful trance full of arousal and slutty happiness as I bent over the desk.

I felt Andrew groping my tits, which seemed to be growing as he did so… Getting bigger and rounder, and sluttier and sexier, just for him…

Then he started to slap my ass, telling me that I was such a sissy bimbo slut for him, he was going to make my tits and ass grow until everyone in the office knew that I was top shelf, A-list fuckmeat.

“This is my desk now,” He snarled as he boxed me in with his arms, and I felt that huge cock start rubbing forcefully against my ass. “Isn’t that right, sissy slut?”

It’s mine, I thought at first, before I realized that that was a stupid little thought. No, wait, Andrew is right… This is his desk. 
 

“Yes, you’re right,” I whispered, loving how high and feminine my voice sounded when I spoke so quietly. “This is your desk… sir.”

Andrew loved that, and he pushed my panties to the side and started spearing the head of his cock on my tight little hole.

“Going to take your virgin hole,” He told me. “Fuck you so hard that you’ll know your true place in this office, as my assistant…”

“Yes,” I moaned out, loving how high and girly and sissy I sounded. “Take my virgin slut hole please…”

I felt it like a massive invasion as it started.

His cock was so girthy, so thick that it could barely make it in, but then I felt myself start to loosen up a little and let him in like he needed.

I was his sissy bimbo, and obeying him meant opening up my tight little hole and letting him fuck me whenever he wanted…

You are a Sissy Bimbo.

I knew it was true as Andrew started to fuck my hole, my red lingerie thong pushed to the side like the true slut that I was, I could feel that he still had his full suit on as he fucked his new sissy bimbo.

I loved the feeling so much. It felt like I was so full that I could explode, and my growing boobs were on fire with arousal and my nipples were so hard, pressing out on my bra so much.

My bra seemed like it was going to rip and tear because my breasts were growing so fast, and my stomach was changing too, getting flatter so that my hips looked even curvier and thicker.

“Good slut,” Andrew said. “Always knew you had to be a sissy bitch… Now let’s make those tits grow so much your bra snaps off, slut… Take my cock and cum!”

Two things started to happen at once, arousing me more than ever before in my life as a sissy bimbo.

His cock started cumming inside my hole, and I felt the creamy liquid dripping into me like I was just his slutty breeding sissy bitch, and he was my owner and master.

And my breasts got so round and juicy and full that my red bra snapped off, falling to the ground as my tits sprang free, and I could see that I had grown at least C-cups and they were on their way to being double DD’s, and just that sight made me feel like I was cumming, my little clit making me wet all over the front of my little red panties as I had my first sissy orgasm with my new Master.

I felt like I was drained of all my energy and simultaneously re-energized, my orgasm making me feel like I was floating and feminine and angelic in the strong arms of my Master, being held up.

“Good sissy bimbo,” I heard Andrew say from behind me, where he was slapping my ass with his cock, getting all of his sperm out onto his new breeding bitch.

“Thank you…” I whispered with my broken voice.

I was truly grateful, and Andrew seemed to know what I meant.

“That’s right,” Andrew said. “I’ll tell you what to do from now on, sissy, so you don’t have to anymore… and you can be the new assistant to the CEO.”

I blinked at him, feeling confused.

He grinned at me, his cock looking massive and swollen hanging out of his pants, and I just wanted to suck it once again.

“I’m the new CEO,” He said. “It will be announced tomorrow that command of Alpha Industries, Incorporated, has been passed to a true alpha male: Me. You agree with that, don’t you sissy?”

I nodded mutely, feeling such relief washing over me.

I could feel his cum dripping out of my hole, and I felt like such a little slutty sissy, it was wonderful.

I had nothing to worry about anymore.

It was all thanks to Andrew.

I put my hands around my big, bouncy tits and jiggled them to show him how much I wanted to thank him.

“You want to give me a titfuck?” He smiled at me. “Good sissy. Actually, I thought of a new name for you: Christina. You like it, don’t you?”

I smiled at him and jiggled my big slutty tits up and down even more.

I loved my new body and my new name. I couldn’t wait for Andrew to transform me even further, into Christina…

The sissy bimbo that I was meant to be my entire life.

It was the dream I didn’t know that I’d had, finally come true.

I loved my life.


Bimbo for a Night (Transformed MTF)

Leith Freeman

Arthur pretends to be his roommate’s bimbo girlfriend, just for one night… Right?

He’s not prepared for his new body, with big breasts and curvy ass like a forbidden wet dream. 


Prologue

“I don’t care what you say Jack… I am not going to transform into some slutty bimbo and pretend to be in a relationship with you for an entire evening!”

I folded my arms and stared at my roommate and best friend Jack, daring him to reply.

He had just told me that he really needed a smoking hot date to his formal dinner function at the end of the week, and maybe I could just take the GSwap Pill and help him out by coming with him as his slutty, hot girlfriend?

“Come on, Arthur” Jack said, his low voice sending shivers down his spine. “I’ll do all the chores in the apartment for a week, I really need a date to this dinner and all the women I know already turned me down or are totally ugly.”

I sighed, putting my hands into my jeans pockets.

“This is a stupid idea,” I said, but I was thinking about it carefully.

I knew what the GSwap pill would do to me, even if I’d never taken it myself, I’d seen the commercials.

The GSwap Pill…

It stood for GenderSwap.

If I took it, I would transform from my natural male body, into that of a hot, slutty girl, with big, busty tits and a juicy, round ass.

At least, that’s what would probably happen, but on some level it was a dice roll.

My face would change from my nerdy, but unmistakably male face to a woman’s face… Kind of like mine, but as if I were a girl.

I shivered at that thought, uncomfortable and itching all over when I thought about my dick retreating into my body and a warm, wet cunt hole appearing to take its place.

“Okay, I’ll do it… But you’re doing a month of chores, okay? One. Month.”

Finally I said that, and it seemed like my fate was imminent now.

Jack grinned at me and held out his fist, and we bumped fists.

“You’ve got yourself a deal,” he said. “I’ll get the pills ready… and the female outfits.”

I gulped.

What had I gotten myself into, now that I’d agreed to be a bimbo for a day?




Chapter 1

I wasn’t totally sold on why we need to do a “test run” or a “dress rehearsal” as Jack kept calling it, but he insisted on it, and this was his gig so…

I agreed to take the pill twice.

He was buying it for me, of course, so it wasn’t a huge hardship for me.

We were both seniors in college, about to graduate, and he had a few job offers and wanted to lock one down in particular with a huge Fortune 500 company.

He said that it was huge for his image to have a trophy, hot girlfriend on his arm when he showed up to their recruitment formal dinner on Saturday night.

Knowing how much it meant to him, how could I not go along with it and do what he wanted?

Jack was always the more alpha, the more masculine of the two of us, even though we’d been best friends and roommates for years.

So I agreed to test out the pill on Friday night, the day before I was going to make my public debut on Saturday night…

Jack got home from his internship in the evening, when I had already cooked up some basic tacos for us to eat.

But when he came in, he had a few shopping bags under his arm, and I couldn’t help it…

I was really going to become a bimbo.

Those must have been the sexy clothes I was going to wear.

I wanted to find out sooner than later, so we rushed through eating.

I could tell that Jack was feeling the same kind of anticipation that I was.

“So do you have it?” I said, breaking the awkward silence at an uncharacteristically empty dinner table conversation.

“Yeah, I got it Arthur… Did you want to take it right now, since we’re eating?”

I pushed my plate away, having finished eating.

“Yeah, I’m done so just give it to me now. I’ll take it in the bathroom.”

“Aw, you mean I don’t get to watch?” Jack said.

I wasn’t sure if he was teasing me or not, but I started to blush, weirdly enough.

“Just give me the pill,” I said impatiently, and as soon as it was in my palm I looked down.

It was pink and had the letter ‘G’ emblazoned on it in fancy script.

I walked into the bathroom, feeling a strange feeling of foreboding.

My heart was beating in my chest so hard, I thought I might be having an allergic reaction.

I looked at myself in the mirror and saw:

My plain brown hair in a standard guy’s haircut, my oddly soft facial features and my loose T-shirt on my unmuscled, skinny body.

Then I took the pill.

I closed my eyes and swallowed it, feeling it start the long journey down my esophagus.

I waited and waited for something to change, and all that I felt was something like a new warmth, a kind of pleasure drifting through my body.

It was traveling from my head to my toes and back up.

It was like a spiritual experience, even though I wasn’t into that kind of thing usually, you know.

But then I felt something brushing my cheek and the side of my neck, almost itching.

I felt my T-Shirt start to feel tight around my chest and loose at my waist.

My jeans felt like they were barely holding up anymore, and I suddenly felt a little unsteady on my feet.

I opened my eyes.

And screamed…




Chapter 2

Immediately I heard Jack run to the door and start pounding on it.

“Are you okay? Buddy, you alright?”

I heard his voice, and it was like I responded as if in a trance.

“Yes,” I said, and just like the scream, it was almost like the voice spoke from inside me but it was totally disconnected from the idea that I had of myself.

It was a high and feminine voice.

A little bit musical, kind of sexy sounding at the same time.

And it was definitely, distinctly, without doubt… A female voice.

To match the new face that I had, and the new, hot feminine body.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

It was my face… Kind of. If all of the imperfections had been smoothed out, and of course, if I had been born female in the first place.

My eyes looked blue and mesmerizing, my eyebrows framing my face perfectly, and my cheeks were smooth and rosy.

My brown hair was shinier, seemingly highlighted, and it was so long it was tickling my neck and shoulders through my thin T-shirt.

Speaking of my shirt…

“Jack!” I called through the bathroom door. “Can you hand me some of those clothes you bought?”

He laughed. “So you noticed, huh… Yeah, I’ll get them. I want to see what you look like as a chick!”

I heard his footsteps echoing as he went to get the new girl clothes for me.

I boggled at myself in the mirror.

When I opened my mouth, the girl I was looking at in the mirror, she opened her mouth, so pink and wet that it looked like she was going out to suck cock immediately.

...Like I was going out to suck cock.

There was a knock on the door.

“Don’t come in!” I squeaked.

I opened the door just a little bit and Jack threw in the bag of clothes.

He laughed again.

“You sound cute,” He said. “I hope so… Since you’re my girlfriend now, and everything.”

I snorted at him, which managed to also come out feminine sounding.

I looked at the bag on the ground and pulled out…

A dress.

It was red and slinky, and it had a zipper at the back.

I started to pull it up over my legs and ass, which seemed to have gotten bigger and rounder, while my legs were slim and toned.

It was so weird, like putting on a really tiny, long shirt…

I finally managed to get it up around my waist.

It felt like I was breathing hard. The red dress was pulling all over my skin, not uncomfortably.

Just unfamiliarly.

And when I tried to pull it up further, it wouldn’t go.

I realized that I had to put my arms through the sleeves, and this presented another new obstacle for me, not being used to wearing female clothes.

My boobs were too big.

They would barely fit as I tried to pull the garment up.

After a minute of struggling and pushing at my big breasts and the fabric of the satiny red dress, I managed to get my sleeves through, and the dress was pulled up.

Now the next problem was the zipper…

I reached behind me, the zipper almost went down to my butt. So I could pull it up to my waist, but it didn’t go all the way up because it was such an awkward angle!

How did girls do it?

Oh right, they probably… asked for help.

Slowly, gently, I unlocked the bathroom door and  peeked my head out.

I could feel my hair falling down my back, it was so weird and unfamiliar.

I walked out of the bathroom to see that Jack was sitting on the couch watching porn.

“Hey!” I said. “I need help with this zipper… Will you do me?”

I could see that Jack was watching a gym porno scene, with a big, muscular guy that looked kind of like him, fucking a big-titted brunette pornstar with a nice, bouncy ass.

That porn star…

Did she look kind of like me?

I shook my head. I could see that Jack was wearing jeans, and his boner looked huge.

Sometimes we watched porn together, not doing anything gay, just sitting there and getting horny, and so I was used to seeing his boner and uncomfortably looking away.

What I wasn’t used to…

Was feeling aroused by it.

Is this what it felt like to get turned on as a woman?

Jack turned his head, his eyes looking glazed over, his whole body projecting horniness in a huge aura.

“Holy shit,” He said. “Come over here…”

I walked over to him, standing in front of him, so that I was facing the porno with my back to Jack.

“Wow,” He said. “You’re not even wearing a bra… What a slut,” He laughed.

“Hey, whose fault is that?” I joked with him, feeling how my entire female body shivered when he called me a slut. What was happening to me? “You didn’t give me any bra… or any underwear…”

He whistled, and I felt his warm hand on the zipper at my back.

“So you’re telling me you’re not wearing panties, either? Seems like you really are a true slut, a real cumslut… Hey, just joking, haha, you get it.”

I squirmed under him, not knowing or understanding why I started to sweat when he called me a cumslut.

I felt the zipper start to pull up to me, and I instinctively pulled my shiny long hair free of the zipper.

It was like my female body had its own instincts and I was a slave to following along.

“All zipped,” He said, his voice thick. “Damn, I have to say… You look better that I even imagined, so hot…”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling a little off my guard. “Well it works so…”

“So…” Jack said, echoing me.

The pornslut on the screen was yelling about how she needed to get fucked harder and harder, and the guy was pounding her and pulling her long brown hair back in doggy style.

“Yeah, this will work,” Jack finally said, and I could almost see his giant cock throbbing in his jeans. “That dress is like, way too slutty for tomorrow, but it’s hot… I got a better one that will be good for the dinner, and of course you’ll have to wear a bra and panties tomorrow, because you need to pretend that you aren’t a gigantic, slutty cumbucket… It will be awesome.”

I could feel my sensitive nipples rubbing bare against the dress, and I had never felt so turned on.

“Okay,” I said, obeying my instinct to listen to Jack and his low, masculine voice.

He made me want to do whatever he told me to.

“Yeah, I’ve got to take care of this now,” He said, gesturing to his erection in his jeans. “Unless… You want to help?”

He looked at me expectantly.

My mind and body filled with hot thoughts and images.

Me on my knees, using my slutty female mouth and face to get skullfucked by Jack’s hard cock…

Me riding him cowgirl with that thick, hard dick plugging up my virgin tight pussy…

Getting fucked doggy style on this couch, with his cock sliding all the way in my tight female round ass…

I shook my head.

It was too overwhelming.

Did I have the courage?

“Um,” I said. “Not tonight… I guess? I’m sorry, I know that I made it really hard for you--”

Jack cut me off. “Don’t worry, I was just joking… But I’ll definitely be thinking about your big titties while I jerk off tonight.” He gave me a sideways smile, full of confidence. “Oh, and think of a name for the dinner tomorrow. I can’t be calling you Arthur, you know?”

And he walked away to his room, taking that huge erection in his pants with him.

I felt my body tense up and then relax, almost like I was disappointed. I just didn’t realize it yet.

A name…

Yeah, that was right.

Arthur seemed like something of the past, even though I knew that I would wake up tomorrow as a guy again.

I walked dreamily to my own room, where I knew that I was going to play with my new female body until I had my very own first female orgasm as well…

And then, it was Saturday.

The day of the party.

The true day of my full, public bimbo transformation.




Chapter 3

When I woke up the next morning… I was still a girl.

But it wore off throughout the day, staying true to its 12-hour performance schedule.

It was weird and something like a letdown when I was back in my male body.

I thought of a name for my female self:

Anastasia.

It was fancy and pretty sounding, and I thought that Jack would appreciate it, since it sounded like the name of a hot, rich girlfriend.

But right now, as I waited for Jack to get home so we could get ready for his formal dinner together, I was just…

Arthur. Plain, boring, averagely attractive guy.

I could deal with it, I mean, I’d been doing it my whole life.

But now that I knew there was something more out there it made me want to just keep going. See what else was out there.

I had had screaming multiple orgasms when I played with my pussy and tits last night.

How could I not want to experience that again?

After Jack arrived at our apartment, I quickly took the pill and went into the bathroom.

I knew that he could have watched the transformation, but something about it just seemed too… private.

Too intimate for another guy to watch me turning from an average guy into a hot bimbo.

Because when I emerged from the bathroom, I was just as hot as I had been yesterday, my face already looking fully made up, my hair and nails well manicured and shiny, and my body…

My body was like the epitome of womanhood, with fertile hips and a nice round ass, and that big pair of breasts that honestly felt kind of heavy to me, sitting on my chest.

“So… what should I wear?” I asked Jack tentatively, wanting to hear him tell me what to do again.

And send that shiver down my back.

Jack replied, as he started to undress and get into his suit, that he had set out my outfit for me in my room.

“Oh my god, thank you so much!” I heard myself spout, like some kind of basic college girl, but it just sounded right coming from my mouth.

I went to my room and quickly pulled on the clothes and underwear he had set gingerly on my bed.

First, there was a lacy black bra, and a pair of panties… as well as a pair of translucent, lacy-ish black stockings.

I pulled them on quickly, wanting to hurry up as much as possible so we wouldn’t be late for the dinner.

My body looked amazing in the lingerie. My thighs were juicy and toned, the bare skin sticking out above the stockings hot as hell, and my big, gigantic beachball tits were almost splitting the bra.

I was a hot, slutty bimbo, and I was Jack’s girlfriend for the night.

Anastasia.

That was me.

And then there were some pieces of black lacy clothing that I didn’t know what to do with them…

At that moment, Jack walked into the room.

The sight of him in his sharp, black suit took my breath away.

His broad shoulders, those toned legs, his masculine face…

It had never before made an impact on me, but today, it made my cunt immediately start getting wet.

He looked at me and stared long and hard.

Then finally his mask broke and he chuckled a little.

“Here, let me help,” He said.

With his help, I learned so many things in the next hour.

The black items of clothing…

There was a lacy garter belt and skirt that went on under my dress itself.

He described it as a naughty surprise for whatever guy undressed my hot body that night.

And then he showed me the dress, which was another black, A-line skirt line, but with a lower cut top to show off my boobs without being too risque.

Finally, he made me put on a pair of black high heels, a classic style.

Until it was time to leave for the party, he made me practice walking back and forth.

It was so stupidly wobbly!

I felt empathy for all the women out there skittering around in high heels every day because boy, was it not easy.

But after I had walked back and forth in the hallway time after time, Jack finally pronounced me passable, both as a woman and as a high heel expert, and we left for the event.

He offered me his arm, and he was so much taller than me that the high heels helped me to reach him.

When I took it, I really felt just like a girl… Going to my first dance, or on my first date with a really hot guy.

I took his arm, and he asked me, “What should I call you tonight, babe?”

I blushed.

And I told him:

“Anastasia.”




Epilogue

The formal dinner was a piece of cake.

Jack was right; all of the businessmen were staring at me, admiring how much personal confidence and power that Jack had, to pull in a hot, slutty bimbo for a girlfriend like me.

He didn’t know it yet, but that night cinched his job offer post-graduation.

I was happy to play along, watching as all of the men tried not to stare at my huge boobs and cleavage in front of their wives.

But the real party started when we came home again that night.

Jack and I fucked like wild rabbits all night.

He groped my big tits while he pulled my hair and spanked me, forcing me to leave on the garter belt and stockings while he pushed my panties to the side and shoved in his huge, hard cock.

I was in ecstasy.

I learned how to suck his big, thick cock, and how to worship it in my little slutty mouth.

I learned so many things that I could only have experienced and enjoyed as a woman.

I was a hot twenty-one-year old slut… and I was just beginning to understand that power.

I couldn’t go back now.

Finally, after a night of pure, slutty, unadulterated passion and lust, Jack confessed to me that he had more GSwap pills that I could take… If I wanted to.

I agreed instantly.

I was having more fun as Anastasia in two days than I ever had as Arthur!

And I knew that over time, the GSwap pills would start to make the changes permanent…

My body would stay fertile, curvy and hot, no matter what.

My breasts would stay big and firm and bouncy.

My ass would stay prime and round.

And my face would stay beautiful, seductive and pretty, with a pair of nice cocksucking lips.

Jack and I couldn’t have been happier.

I really owed it all to him.

To repay him, I was planning to fuck and suck his big, thick cock every single day…

And I was totally overjoyed by my plan.

Everything fell together once I became Anastasia.

It was all thanks to the GSwap Pill.

I hope you can try it out too, someday.


Becoming Female:

Genderswapping the Professor

Leith Freeman

Male professor of Women’s Studies gets transformed into the big chested, naughty woman he’s always dreamed of…

When a rebellious, disrespectful jock student in Shawn’s class decides to teach him a transformation lesson he’ll never forget:

Some men are better off as women.

Interested in more? To be notified when I release hot new stories, sign up for my newsletter right here.


Prologue

At the beginning of every new college semester, my students were shocked to find out that I was a man teaching a Women’s Studies course.

“You’re Shawn Smith?” One of them asked me, a huge jock-type who I couldn’t believe was already nineteen years old and a freshman in university.

He was much taller than I was, and much bigger as well, weighing in at least thirty pounds more than I did - and all of it pure muscle.

Clearly an athlete, probably football.

He had a girl on his arm, one of the slutty sorority types with large breasts and a pretty face immaculately powdered and lipsticked with makeup.

I couldn’t help but imagine them having sex, how his thick, big cock would probably pound into her hot, young sorority cunt and make her feel ecstatic pleasure…

While he used her curvy body however he wanted.

There was a strange feeling that I got in the pit of my stomach when I looked at both of them together, but I just attributed it to feeling uncomfortable with such an obvious display of the patriarchy…

That was what my studies had told me. Right. I shifted on my feet, aware of the height difference between me and Tom, even though we were both men.

I said, with emphasis, “That’s Dr. Shawn Smith to you, Mister…?”

“Elliot,” He said, looking at me with a shit-eating grin that despite my years of teaching, made me feel small. “But you can call me Tom,” He added.

“Welcome to Women’s Studies,” I said. “Day one: Making assumptions. Although Shawn can be a female name, it can also be a male one.”

Tom shrugged his large shoulders and whispered something to his hot girlfriend, who tittered and laughed behind a manicured hand.

“Something wrong, Mr. Elliot?” I asked.

“Nope,” He said impudently.

“You sure?” I said skeptically. I was one of the younger professors at the university, still being in my twenties, and sometimes the students thought that that meant they could get away with more mischief and trouble in my classes.

“Just surprised,” He said. “I thought you were a girl when I first saw you, that’s all, so it wasn’t until you said you were a ‘dude,’” He made air quotations with his hands like he didn’t believe me. “That I got the picture, all right.”

I flushed.

So I had long hair for a guy, and it was held back in a ponytail. It wasn’t the first time that someone had questioned my gender, and I knew it wouldn’t be the last…

But it made me feel uncomfortable all the same.

Hot and itchy and strange.

I nodded at Tom, hiding my trepidation that I felt…




Chapter 1

To understand where I was coming from, you have to know a few things about me first.

Dr. Shawn Smith, Assistant Professor of Women’s Studies. Twenty-seven years old.

And ostensibly, a man.

I had always been a weaker, nerdy type of guy, all throughout high school and college and graduate school, and including now, as I entered my second year of teaching.

Maybe that was what had drawn me to Women’s Studies in the first place; there was something that I identified with there.

The women in the program that I worked with, my teaching and graduate assistants, and the professors and students who were majoring in Women’s Studies, some of them looked at me strangely when I introduced myself as Shawn Smith, a man, but I knew from experience that they would get over it in time.

Tom Elliot was shaping up to be a special case, though.

From Day 1 of my class in the fall semester, he proved to be a raucous, troublemaking jock.

He wasn’t that mean, although sometimes the comments he said under his breath really sucked for me.

He’d mutter things about how feminine men were ruining the country, how a man shouldn’t be teaching a Women’s Studies course…

Shit like that. Totally inappropriate.

But I couldn’t stop him from doing it.

Something caught in my throat and made me unable to verbalize the admonishments that I knew he needed, to stop asserting his toxic masculinity and privilege in my classroom…

And yet I found myself powerless.

He made sure to sit in the front row of class, after that first day, with a series of beautiful, hot female students sitting next to him.

He went through them quickly.

I couldn’t help but imagine how he would fuck them… He probably had a huge cock.

He just looked like the type. He swaggered, he had attitude, and he was huge in terms of his musculature, so he probably was also in possession of a thick dick.

Not that I had experience with that…

My own body was certainly lacking in comparison to Tom Elliot’s.

I stepped into the shower at my house.

I lived alone in an apartment that wasn’t too far from the university or my classroom building.

As the hot water poured down my body. I felt a sense of strange disconnect when I looked down to see my limp, small cock lying there flat between my legs.

I knew that Tom’s cock must have been much bigger than mine… even flaccid, I would bet my life on it.

And my arms and legs looked so skinny when I got out of the shower, it was hard to believe that I was likely at least seven years older than Tom.

My butt, though…

It was embarrassing, but I’d always had a girly, round ass.

It was round and supple, and it was a bubble butt, so it stuck out when I wore jeans, or even my teaching khaki pants.

And of course, Tom had to comment on it… frequently.

He would whistle when I walked past him to hand out assignments or handout sheets.

Or sometimes he would put his hand up and mime spanking me on the ass.

He even told me that I had the ass of a woman… So maybe that was why I was teaching Women’s Studies.

Because of my sexy ass.

Oh.

I looked down and saw that now, my cock was hard… But it was still little.

I heard the doorbell ring over the sound of the bathroom fan and hurried to dry myself off, ignoring my stupid erection.

It would go away eventually. Even my sex drive was lower than a typical man’s, I thought.

The doorbell rang again and again, and I hurried to my room to throw on a small pair of sweatpants that fit my skinny male frame, and a shirt.

I opened the door, starting to apologize for my wet hair and clothes, but…

There was no one there.

Instead, I found just a present, and it was a bright pink, gaudy wrapping.

I picked up the note attached to it, and it said:

TO MY FAVORITE PROFESSOR

On the gift tag that was attached.

I frowned. It was a small package, and I brought it into the house to open, hoping that it wasn’t something inappropriate or creepy.

What I found was just a small bracelet inside.

It was actually… exactly my style.

As a professor of Women’s Studies, I knew that wearing jewelry wasn’t indicative of gender at all.

So even though some people would have said that the jeweled, shiny black bracelet looked like something a woman would wear.

They had to be wrong.

That was a thoughtful gift, and it seemed to be from someone who knew me well.

Potentially a past student who had graduated?

Either way, I looked at the bracelet with expensive lust in my eyes.

I picked it up and clasped it around my wrist.

I didn’t know it, but it was an important moment in my life.

I had locked myself into the first step of my transformation.




Chapter 2

As Tom Elliot was leaving class the next day, he walked to the front of the room just as I was packing up to clear the room for the next Women’s Studies professor.

“Hey,” He said. “Something different today, prof?”

“That’s ‘Professor’ to you, Tom,” I said gingerly.

He was standing so close to me I could feel his body heat, and he was definitely at least six inches taller, so he towered over me as well.

He suddenly grabbed my hand in a violent gesture due to his huge size.

“Excuse me,” I said, in an offended voice.

He ignored me and soon I realized that he was staring at the bracelet on my arm.

“Looks nice,” He told me. “I like it… It suits you, like you were a hot chick or something.”

I snatched my hand away from him - or at least, I tried to.

But all he did was grab my arm tighter, though he showed no signs of exertion.

He was just that much stronger than I was.

He had total control of my arm and hand and body, and he wasn’t even putting in any physical effort.

Maybe I really was that physically weak…

He laughed at me.

“Here you go,” He said, letting go of my arm. “Now you take care, Shawn… Take care of yourself and that bracelet.”

I glared at him and snatched my arm away successfully this time.

“You’re failing my class,” I snapped at him as he was leaving. “Look forward to an F, Mr. Elliot.”

He walked backwards through the door, making a face at me and winking.

“We’ll see about that, Shawn…”

“That’s Professor!” I yelled at him, almost losing control of myself, realizing that I was breathing hard.

My heartbeat was rapid, and I felt like I might pass out.

I could feel my long hair tickling the back of my neck, and I pulled it free of my ponytail so it hung loose on my shoulders.

That felt much better.

I pouted my lips, feeling shoved to the side by Tom.

Why was he paying attention to me like this?

He had been making out with another hot younger sorority bimbo in class, barely paying attention to my lecture.

So why this sudden attention?

Unless…

No. It couldn’t be.

I packed up my papers and laptop and went home to grade assignments.

Later that night, I was grading with a glass of red wine in my hand… No judgement, it was tedious to grade a hundred or so assignments in a row, and it wasn’t like I was going to be any worse at judging multiple choice with a little buzz in my system.

And finally, like my mind and body had been anticipating it…

I heard another knock at the door.

*

This time, the present was a necklace.

It was studded with diamonds, probably fake, and it almost looked like a collar.

I had to stand in front of the bathroom mirror to put it on, and it again, fit snugly around my neck, just like the bracelet.

It felt weighty and heavy when I first put it on, but as soon as I snapped it closed I felt like it was weightless.

I barely noticed it on me when I undressed and prepared to take a shower, wanting to shower off the day’s grime from interacting with students all day long.

“Oh! My bracelet,” I said to myself.

I wanted to remove it before I took a shower, in case it was susceptible to water damage.

I pulled at the bracelet, trying to force it over my wrist, but it just wasn’t working.

I sighed and frowned at myself in desperation.

Was my strength really so puny and weak?

I couldn’t even take off this damned bracelet.

Even if it was pretty…

And I really, really didn’t want to ruin it in the water.

I pulled and pried at the clasp for a little longer. It had a silver metal clasp on the side of it, which looked like it would open if I put the right kind of emphasis on it, but it just… wasn’t going.

I made a face at myself in the mirror. I was truly disappointed in myself… What kind of man was I, if I couldn’t even remove a simple gaudy bracelet?

I sighed again and resigned myself to getting in the shower.

If it was meant to be, then it would happen.

That was a good mantra for life, and so I left the hot bracelet into the hands of fate.

I stepped into the hot stream of water and basked in how good it felt.

When I finally got out of the shower, I dried myself off carefully and looked at the bracelet on my hand…

It looked unchanged.

If I believed in magic, I might have said that there was something otherworldly, strange, and suspicious about it…

But instead I just squealed with delight.

It was a strangely high and feminine sound, and I clapped my hand over my mouth when I realized how I sounded.

But I was just so happy that the bracelet was okay, that I couldn’t help myself.

It was a sign of things to come.


Chapter 3

Over the next few weeks, I received quite a few more pieces of beautiful jewelry at my doorstep.

Each time was as exciting as the next one, when I opened the boxes to find shimmering pieces glowing, waiting for me.

Soon, I was the proud owner of bracelets on each arm, and a necklace around my neck, and a headband that I used to keep back my hair, which I was now wearing down my shoulders.

That hairstyles honestly didn’t do very much to help me with my issues…

Of being mistaken for a woman.

In fact, over these last few weeks, people had started to mistake me for female even more often than normal.

I was being called “ma’am” when I went into the coffeeshop, or even when I ordered my lunch over the phone…

It was like I was changing slowly, incrementally, but surely.

And over those weeks, those changes built up…

My eyebrows became groomed.

My lips and mouth became pouty.

I started to use a little bit of makeup on my face, just to hide the dark circles… and mascara for my eyelashes…

And my body was changing, too.

I didn’t know what to do about it.

My butt was so big it almost didn’t fit into any of my pairs of pants of jeans or anything anymore.

In fact… I had started to wear only a certain pair of jeans most of the time, one that my ex-girlfriend had left with me when we broke up.

Okay, I know it sounded weird…

But that female pair of jeans was the only one that fit my ass anymore.

I had to admit, when I looked at myself in the mirror, wearing all of my expensive gifted jewelry, all of it from my secret admirer in my class, that the jeans did give me a certain… Feminine shape.

Not that that meant that I was female.

But it was like the jeans made my ass curvy and round, and my legs were so slim but toned in them, it definitely made sense to me why men, especially, were starting to cat-call me from the street.

I mean, I had long hair, makeup on, a pretty face that was getting even prettier, and long legs and an ass that just wouldn’t quit…

The only thing I was missing were the boobs, and well…

Something was happening to my chest.

It started the day after I got this beautiful pendant in the mail, from my secret admirer again.

He - or she - but I had the notion that it was a man sending me these things for some reason, clearly had taken a liking to me wearing the jewelry he sent to me.

After I started to wear this beautiful, pink jeweled teardrop pendant, I started to notice something in my chest, like a feeling of stretching almost, not painful but something strange and euphoric.

Each day after that that I looked in the mirror, my chest was bigger.

Oh no, not like muscular. Just the thought of getting a muscular physique like my student Tom Elliot, was repulsive to me.

It worked for his super male, alpha frame, but for me…

I was slowly starting to accept that I was a wimp. I was a weak, lowly male who would probably be better off if I had been born as a woman instead.

Teaching Women’s Studies, was it really any surprise that I was starting to develop breasts?

You see, each day, my breasts… My chest… These lumps on my chest were growing, but it seemed just like the growth of big, round, bouncy boobs.

It was so exciting!

I didn’t know what was happening to me, though, so it was frightening at the same time.

Where were the hormones that were doing this to me?

Who was behind it?

I had to start hiding my chest by wearing a tight tank top underneath my collared shirts, but I wasn’t sure if it was working…

Because as they got bigger and bigger, Tom Elliot, that jerky jock student who always sat in the front row, was staring more and more at my chest with each passing day.

It felt like his stare was burning holes in my shirt.

I knew that I had to do something.

But I didn’t get the chance.

It was the week before final exams for my class, and before I could say anything to Tom…

He came to me.

He marched right up to my podium desk with confidence and leaned over it, taking over my space.

He still towered over little old me, and he said:

“Shawn, I’ve got something I need to discuss with you. Have you been receiving my gifts?”

And then he grinned with triumph.




Chapter 4

My eyes went wide, and I felt my heart thumping in my chest like I’d been betrayed…

And at the same time, like I’d been truly given a miraculous gift.

“Shawn,” Tom said. “You love my gifts, don’t you? I knew that you were never a guy. You were begging for it, weren’t you. You can’t fool me… I knew that you were a hot slut begging to get out, the entire time…”

I gasped, and my eyes went wide.

I touched my bracelets, my necklaces, my anklets.

I touched my earrings. I had gotten my ears pierced at the mall like a teenager, just so that I could wear the beautiful silver studs that I’d received…

From Tom.

Had he really liked me all along?

I started to feel very flattered, as Tom kept speaking.

It was like he had cast a spell over me, but I knew… I knew that in reality, it was just my true, female instincts breaking through.

Finally. After years of repression.

“You’re ready now, aren’t you?” Tom said to me, a smug smile dancing over his face.

He hadn’t brought a girl to class today.

I realized, as Tom took hold of my hands and guided me to my knees for the very first time… And I could see his hard thick cock bulging out of his tight jeans…

That today, I was that girl for him.




Epilogue

I did everything that Tom asked of me from that day forward.

I sucked his cock, his balls, and learned how to deepthroat him.

I rode his cock, and I made sure to squeeze him tight as he pumped his white creamy thick loads into my tight wetness.

Things were changing in my body, and soon, with the powers of the jewelry infused with strong doses of hormones that Tom was giving me, and continued to gift me…

Soon I’d be the absolute perfect woman for him, with a wet cunt hole and a nice tight asshole too.

I loved doing anal for Tom as well, and he said that none of his past girlfriends were as naughty as I was.

Yes, I was now one of the hottest women at school, and people could barely believe that I was really a Women’s Studies professor because I dressed so slutty and sexy all the time.

Everything about my life had fallen into place.

How could I not please Tom whenever possible?

He wasn’t my student anymore, having moved past Women’s Studies in his academic career…

Because he knew it all.

Exactly how to make me realize that I wasn’t an inferior beta male…

I was the hottest, most desirable slut within ten miles of campus.

Tom and I lived together now, and we fucked constantly.

He couldn’t get enough of my new hot female body…

And neither could I.

My true inner desire had been unlocked, and I was never going back.

I kept the jewelry that he gave me, every piece of it adorning my body, and I wanted it to be forever.

Tom named me Shawna, not Shawn…

And even though I reminded him that Shawn was also a girl’s name, I knew that he was right.

I was Shawna. Not Shawn.

And I had never been happier to say that in my life.

All thanks to a few naughty, bejeweled presents…

And Tom, the muscular student athlete of my most secret, fertile dreams.

Keep reading for a bonus genderswap story...


Transformed: From Nerd To Bimbo

Leith Freeman

Nicholas’s bullying classmate transforms him from outcast nerd to hot, smouldering bimbo, ready to roughly use.


Prologue

I had high hopes for my freshman year of college.

I hoped that my old reputation of being boring, nerdy and anti-social wouldn’t follow me around, and I’d have the chance for a new beginning: to become a new Nicholas.

I’d gotten into a school that was in a totally different area than where I grew up, so it didn’t seem like too much to ask for.

Having heard so much about college girls as well, and how they were simultaneously hotter, sluttier, and easier to pull than the lame girls I’d been in high school with, I couldn’t help but imagine what my life could become.

I was nineteen years old, and it was like my life was just beginning.

I imagined going to college parties, hooking up with brunette bimbos with curvy, fertile hips, or blondes with huge, slutty tits and tight skirts on display.

Little did I know that my role in that scenario was going to the opposite of what I dreamed about:

Not the man, but the woman.

Annd my past was going to catch up with me soon, because my high school bully had followed me to college, and he was going to show me exactly the kind of person that I was.

Again - not the masculine, nerdy guy that I thought I was, but a hotter, sluttier, more confident bimbo than any other chick at school.

It was going to happen soon, and I had no idea what I was in for.

As I unpacked my bags into my new freshman dorm room, I took a deep breath of relief, because I didn’t know yet what was about to happen on my first day of classes.




Chapter 1

It all started on the very first day of college for me, when I walked into the equivalent of basic Communications 101 to see Lance sitting in the back row.

My breath caught in my throat and I felt like my eyes were going to squeeze out of my head.

How…. What… How could he be here, too?

You see, Lance was the guy who had bullied me in high school. Like, embarrassing me when I tried to ask people out on dates, or calling me gay, or elbowing me so subtly that he’d never get caught by any of the faculty.

And somehow… He was here, too.

I couldn’t mistake the shape of his developed, muscular body and tight haircut, or his handsome face that usually had chicks flocking to him like the second coming of a celebrity.

I didn’t viscerally understand the hype, but I could see how a woman might find him attractive.

No matter, it was still the same awful, rude, stupid guy that I’d known for years.

We were the same age, nineteen, but somehow he looked like he was already in his twenties. That was the effect of hulking out on sports, I guessed, rather than video games.

I finally noticed that I’d stopped in the doorway of the classroom - and that Lance was staring at me with a laser focus.

“Hey, Nicholas,” He said, somehow managing to sneer his greeting at me. “Why don’t you come sit next to me, buddy?”

I walked a few more steps into the classroom. I was early - surprisingly, Lance was too - so the people in the room were looking at us curiously.

“N-no,” I said, cursing my stutter. “I like to sit up front…”

He said, “Come on, Nicholas, you going to keep up that same shit? Don’t be lame.”

He was, of course, in the very back row of the classroom, his leg draped over the desks in front of him and next to him, lazing around like a posed photograph of a hot model.

I wanted to try standing up for myself this time. It was my time to shine, I was in college now and I could do it.

So why did my body betray me?

It was something about hearing his authoritative, demanding voice that made me want to obey him.

My body moved with my mind screaming at me not to go.

I thought that I could do it, but this was the crucial turning point --

And I couldn’t make myself go away from him.

I walked over to him, while he looked around the room with a grin.

“Nicholas and I go way back, don’t we buddy?” He said to the room, as more college students filtered into the classroom.

“Kind of, Lance…” I muttered in my higher voice, willing him to just stop talking.

But as I slid into the seat next to my bully, obeying him and caving to his wishes once again, I found myself reveling just a little in the comfort of it all.

There was something scary about living in a new town, away from everyone that I knew or thought I knew, and seeing Lance there…

Throughout the class, I barely paid attention. It was just a stupid required course, and I could do the homework in my sleep.

Instead I pondered how weirdly comfortable, familiar it was to be with someone that I knew, in the midst of a new environment.

Lance, himself, was a little nicer to me than he had been in the past. He asked me a couple questions during the class, and I had the strange feeling that I was getting tested for something that I didn't know about its significance.

He seemed to be satisfied, a large grin overtaking his face after class.

“What do you think of the professor, nerd? Pretty hot, isn’t she?” He smirked at me.

As if we were friends now or something.

I had noticed that the professor was hot, it was true, in kind of a MILF-y way. Her boobs were definitely on show, that deep cleavage in her white, sexy top making it plain to see that she liked to show off for us undergraduate students.

“Sure,” I said timidly. I wasn’t used to talking about women with other guys.

“I mean, those tits and ass… It makes you just want to grab her and hold her down and fuck her in all her holes, right buddy?”

Lance’s handsome face gleamed with energy as he looked at me, daring me to agree.

“Yeah, I guess…” I said. Hearing that description turned me on a little, and I felt my small cock perking up in my pants. “If she’s your type.”

Lance shook his head. We were standing in the hallway of the building now.

“Not really,” he said. “What’s yours?”

He smacked me on the shoulder when I didn’t answer right away, and I jolted upright.

“I guess, if I have to say.” I paused, and decided to answer truthfully. “My type is like a typical hot girl? Blonde hair, nice mouth, big boobs… and ass… Good legs… you know. You know, right?”

Lance looked at me studiously, more serious than I’d seen him before, and then he smacked me on the shoulder again, his arm somehow managing to brush my ass.

“Okay,” He said. “I think I can do that.”

I looked at him quizzically, a half-frown on my face. “Huh?”

He rolled back his shoulders and cracked his neck, which was thick and veined and hot. “Blonde, tits, ass, legs. Got it. Height? About your height, right?”

I rolled my eyes a little. So what if I was a little short for a dude. I was under the average height, but not by too much… right?

“Sure,” I said. “Yeah, whatever. I know most girls are around my height. But what do you mean, you can do it?”

“I’ll get you a girl.” He just said it plainly, like it wasn’t a big deal. “Come hang out at my place on Friday, I’ll have a party.”

I didn’t know if I trusted this new Lance… but what choice did I have?

As if he could read my mind, he said, “What other chance does a dude … like you have to nab hot chicks? Come on, it’ll be fun and shit.”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Okay,” I said.

I didn’t yet know, but I’d just agreed to something that would change my entire life - physically and mentally - forever.




Chapter 2

Honestly, it felt like the weekend took forever to arrive, while at the same time I was dreading it and postponing my feelings about Lance’s party as much as possible.

My classes, which were mostly engineering with a couple required courses thrown in there, weren’t too hard, but I did find a lot of my time absorbed by the details of figuring out which buildings were where, and how long it took to walk there and stuff.

Again, the unfamiliar atmosphere was throwing me off balance.

I did have the opportunity to be a new version of myself, but it seemed like no one was interested. Or maybe no one noticed?

Lance was the only one who seemed to talk to me in our mutually shared class, which took place twice a week, so I only saw him once more before it was the weekend.

I wore a nice, clean shirt and headed out of my dorm to Lance’s place.

He was already way too cool for a freshman, having his own place that he shared with a roommate or two only a couple blocks away from campus.

The walk in the night air was chilling but welcome, the days shorter now so that it was already kind of dark when I got to his place at 10pm.

The music was bumping, echoing out from his house and doubtlessly causing a few noise complaints from his neighbors.

There was a sign out front that said “Transform within,” and it was blocky and looked very amateurly made. I guessed that it was some kind of house motto, like a fraternity or sorority, and didn’t think about it again.

But when I got there, right on time like I usually was, there actually weren’t very many people there.

There was Lance, and his two roommates, whose names I immediately forgot, and a couple of insanely hot girls hanging out on the couch.

Lance got up to say hi, and I saw one of his roommates, who also looked like muscled gym rats, start feeling up one of the brunette bimbos on the couch.

I looked away, my cheeks getting red.

Lance said, “Hey guys, this is Nicholas. You know - the one I’ve been telling you about. What do you think?”

I had the sudden crawling sensation of everyone in the room looking at me at once.

The hot, masculine, tall guys and the shorter, feminine, dressed up in tight clothing, women.

I couldn’t move, frozen to the spot. I was suddenly aware of my thin, scrawny body, my small height, and the glasses littering my face.

My small hands came up to push my glasses further up my nose, and one of the girls laughed.

“Isn’t he cute!” She said.

Maybe, just maybe I had a chance with her, I thought.

*

It was soon apparent, once more people showed up to the house around midnight, that she didn’t like me in that way, but she did seem interested in my background.

I was also a little bit loosened up by that time of night, which Lance had done his best to help with, of course.

He gave me a few drinks, most of them kind of pink and frilly. I was a little offended that he kept giving me “girl drinks,” but then when I actually drank them I had to admit that they tasted better than the beer that I’d tried a couple times a year ago.

The girl, unfortunately a brunette and not a blonde, also had the pink drinks in her hand and was encouraging me to drink, telling me about how much I would like the results.

Even though she was becoming less and less my type the more that she chattered on inanely about super boring subjects, I still couldn’t stop staring at her big, heavy tits in her tight, slutty dress.

Her dress was red and skin tight, clinging to her ass and waist and tits, and when Lance came up to us I distinctly saw him grab a handful of both of them as he ground his hips and cock against her ass through their clothes.

I was jealous, but against my will, I started to yawn.

It was past my bedtime, and here I was, at a college party held by my college bully…

Lance suddenly grabbed my hand, and I felt the masculine, warm energy coming off of his body.

He raised it in the air, and introduced me to everyone.

“To Nicholas, and his new beginning!”

The party cheered.

After another hour though, I knew that I had to retire and sleep, but the walk back to my dorm sounded almost unbearable.

Lance seemed to read my mind.

He was shirtless now, and my jaw dropped when I saw how muscular and developed his body was, from all those years of wrestling and football and basketball. Fuck.

“What happened to the hot blonde bimbo you were going to bring me,” I said sleepily.

Lance said, “She’s coming. You only have to wait a lil’ longer, haha.”

I shrugged, tired as hell amongst the chaos of the party.

He whispered in my ear, and his hot breath tickled me.

“Come up to my room, I’ll let you sleep there,” he said. “No reason to struggle home, just relax here and it’ll all work out.”

Again, his voice had an almost hypnotic quality to it, and I was so full of the pink drink that it was just easier to acquiesce and agree with my former bully.

I walked up the stairs to Lance’s room and passed out.

He had a gigantic grin on his face as he looked at me.

He was the last person ever to see me in my old, nerdy male body, as Nicholas, before I woke up the next morning as someone else entirely.




Chapter 3

I woke up with a headache, in an unfamiliar bed.

Everywhere was unfamiliar to me, this week, though, and Lance’s bed was no exception.

I rolled over, only to slam into a hard rock of muscle:

It was Lance.

My eyes boggled at realizing that Lance and I had slept in the same bed.

It’s not gay, right? I said to myself. Definitely not.

When I rolled over, I thought that I probably woke up Lance, because he turned over and I watched him slowly open his eyes to see me looking at him.

He smiled, and it sent shivers down my spine.

“Well, hellooooooo, sweetheart,” He said.

I saw that there was a tent in the sheets, and realized that it must have been Lance’s rock-hard morning wood.

It was huge, tenting and sticking up like a log.

I was surprised to see that I wasn’t making any such shape in the blankets. Lance was really more of a man than I was… But I struck that stupid thought from my mind.

Only to have my entire world thrown upside down when I felt Lance grab my small body and lie down on top of me, revealing quickly that we were both entirely, completely, naked.

I screamed, and the sound that came out of my mouth was high-pitched and feminine.

Lance had his morning wood, his hard, masculine erection pressed against my small, weak thigh.

And I felt my body reacting… it felt so, so, undeniably good.

It felt right.

But I still screamed, because I didn’t know what had happened yet.

“Oh my god, Lance, get off of me,” I said to him in a hurried voice.

And it was high-pitched and feminine too. A female voice, coming out of my body.

“What’s wrong with my voice?” I said to him.

Lance’s face looked like it was wearing the most shit-eating grin in history.

“It’s yours now,” he said. “I brought you the woman that you wanted. Check it,” and with that he thrust his hard cock against my thigh.

I let out a gasp this time, against my will.

I sounded high-pitched, breathy, feminine and aroused.

And my body reacted by feeling good, and getting… wet.

I felt a trickle of wetness on my inner thigh and managed to break my eyes away from Lance’s masculine, intense face to look further down below.

His chest was pressed against mine, but it wasn’t guy-on-guy at all. In fact, it was exactly the opposite -

It was Lance on me, but I was new and different. I was…

I looked down and saw that sitting high on my chest, pressed against Lance’s muscular pecs, were a pair of the biggest, hottest tits that I’d ever seen.

Attached to me.

Me! A huge nerd who had always been bullied by guys like Lance…

And now he was looking at me with raw, animalistic desire in his eyes.

I moved my hand down my body slowly…

Lance interrupted me roughly, batting it away.

“You’re too slow, as usual, Nick - or should I say Nikki?”

He moved his own hand down my body, replacing mine with his, and I felt as incredibly, his fingers rubbed down my flat, taut stomach… brushing over a special, hot place that felt so good when he touched it…

And then entering an opening in my body, wet and flushed with arousal.

He had his large, masculine fingers in my pussy.

I knew without a doubt that this was what was happening.

I turned my head and felt that I had more hair now, brushing the sides of my ears and continuing down my body.

It was so long - I could even feel the tips of it tickling my breasts! It was so much long, luscious hair.

And the color was the perfect blonde.

“This is…” My new voice shocked me too much to continue, especially with Lance’s fingers in my tight, new pussy.

I was being fingered by my high school bully, and we were both now truly ourselves in college.

Fuck. Now that I knew about myself…

I looked down at my body with equal parts horror, fascination, and arousal.

I put my hands over my breasts and squeezed.

They were like perfectly round, supple bowling balls, huge on my thin frame and soft and squeezable.

I had dreamed of tits like these, it was true… And now they were on my body.

It suited me more than the lack of muscle, thin male nerd that I had been before.

I had long, blonde hair, a big pair of tits and a tiny waist, and a tiny, wet pussy that my bully was fingering now with his rough hands.

He pressed his big, thick cock against me and I felt my body continue heating up, like it was going to keep building and going until the point of exhaustion, or something even better happened.

The feeling of arousal was all throughout my body now, whereas before it had been concentrated in my small nerdy cock.

It just felt… more right like this now.

Not necessarily better, but just more right and correct in the world.

Lance seemed to know what I meant when I explained it to him and when he flipped me over and held me down to pound that big, thick masculine cock into me it also felt more right than ever before.

I learned through this that I had a nice, hot ass as well, or as Lance called it while he fucked me, a “spankable bubble butt, like a true bimbo.”

And he spanked me hard and fucked me roughly until I knew it in my bones and in my hot, tight new pussy.

God. It just felt so new and unexpected.

I almost felt ashamed of how much I liked it. Not because of my new body… but because it was Lance. My old bully.

At the same time, he was treating me nicer and better than he ever had before. Who knew that all I needed to do was transform into a hot, fertile young woman for this hot jock to stop bullying me and starting fucking me until I moaned?

Lying on my front, I pushed my hands up into that classic doggy style position.

I almost felt like I was a pornstar, starring in my very own personal porno.

I could feel my tits shaking back and forth, and my ass was wiggling and bouncing against Lance’s raging hot erection and hitting the bottom of his developed six-pack ab muscles.

He slapped my ass.

“You like that, don’t you Nikki?” He taunted me almost. “You like having a thick, fat cock inside your tight little pussy, don’t you? You’re not a nerd anymore with a body that hot, you know that all my friends want to fuck you now too, right?”

I moaned and felt him pounding into my new, tight little fertile hole that was my female cunt.

I had a clit now, and it was everything I had when I moved my hand back to rub at the tiny, tight little nub.

“Yes,” I said. “I love having my tight pussy fucked by you, Lance… Please, keep pounding me, make me feel like the woman that I am. Let me help you feel good!”

I felt like such a bimbo slut as I called out my dirtiest, most taboo thoughts and emotions while getting reamed hard in doggy style by my masculine, tough bully.

Lance did his part to help me feel comfortable, even if it involved the roughest treatment of my new female body.

I loved everything he did, though.

He fucked me in a few more positions, had me suck him, taking him down my tight throat, with my blonde hair fanned out long and shiny over my shoulders while I was lying on my back as he fucked my face.

But it was in the classic missionary position that I first felt him breed me.

We had been working up to it for years, and now he was going to take what he owned and had created for himself:

My hot, female, bimbo body.

I spread my legs like it meant the world to me as he shoved his hot, rigid cock deep in my little new cunt and started to cum, setting off the first of many of my own female orgasms.

Nothing had ever felt like this before. Nothing could compare.

He plunged deep, deep into my cunt and I could feel him spurting as I clenched down around his cock rhythmically and uncontrollably.

He growled at me, “Take it, take it all in that slutty female cunt of yours, Nikki,” and I could swear I felt my entire body throbbing with arousal.

My body was experiencing the highest pleasure as I clenched down on him, my inner cunt walls feeling amazingly pleasurable, filled and touched roughly and appropriately for the bimbo body that I now possessed.

I was still me… but at the same time, I wasn’t.

Both of us were still holding each other, swimming on the top of the post-orgasm glow, when there was a knock at the door and Lance’s obnoxious muscled roommates came in the door to see us.

“Holy shit,” one of them said. “Can I get in on this action?”

I smiled at them with my pretty new female face.

“You can,” I said. “Hi, I think we met last night but… I’m Nikki now. And you can do whatever you want to my bimbo body!”

Lance grinned at me. “Atta girl,” he said, and I felt my pride light up with satisfaction.

I was Nikki now, and Nikki wanted to please as many men as she could.




Epilogue

As Nikki, I had a lot to do to get my life in order, but it wasn’t too bad in the end.

In between all-night fuckfests and rushing at the hottest, sluttiest sorority at the university, I was able to change all of my school records.

Clearly, I was meant to be a female all along. When I showed up at the registrar’s office to tell them that there had been a mistake and I was Nikki, not Nicholas, the male associate there barely blinked as he stared at my deep cleavage and granted my request.

Oh! And my clothes… Those were new too.

You see, Lance had so many female friends that were like me, former weak, un-masculine nerds or outcasts who just needed to be feminized into women, the hottest women, in order to be popular and accepted by society.

And they were more than willing to loan me or just outright gift me all of their best outfits!

Which did usually involve showing a lot of skin. But who cared about that? I grew comfortable way too fast at walking in platform heels designed for heel newbies like myself, and exposing most of my cleavage and legs when I was attending classes.

I didn’t mind the stares from most of the male classmates and professors. More opportunities to have sex, of course!

And my female body loved sex of all kinds, even when I didn’t get off myself it was enough to satisfy me just to jerk off or suck off or ride men until they spent their orgasms. Preferably all over my slutty body.

I loved getting cum all over me and inside me, you see. I hoped that I wasn’t going to get pregnant just yet, because I wanted to save that for after graduation - but how could I help it, when it was so fucking hot to just go bare all the time? No guy was complaining about it.

I experienced a facial, getting a man’s hot cum sprayed all over my face. I felt them cum all over my tits.

I even swallowed. I loved the feeling of hot, fertile sperm soaking down my throat as a guy grabbed my blonde hair, which I liked to wear in pigtails just for this reason.

And naturally, I was gaining more experiencing at taking creampies and anal creampies, too!

It just felt so amazingly good to receive cum. It was like the validation from my peers that I’d always craved but never received as a guy.

Now I felt validated, comforted, appreciated, and noticed all the time as a woman. The noticing was huge.

Before, it was like no one knew I existed, and now, I couldn’t take anyone’s eyes off of me when I entered a room with my bright blonde long hair, my winning smile and deep blue eyes on a gorgeous face, my big, buxom tits, tiny waist and fertile hips, round ass, long legs, and high-heeled feet.

Attending a university had started out uncomfortable and foreign to me… But after becoming Nikki, it was like entering a familiar universe and receiving my wildest dreams, on a casual, daily basis.

So everyday life continued, a little easier and more comfortable, and I went to my classes. Some of them seemed a little harder than usual in all the homework they gave and the difficult lectures, or maybe I was just distracted from staring at my own cleavage all day long!

Not to mention the constant flirting - I got attention from athletes, nerds, players, fraternity dudes, even the occasional teacher’s assistant or professor himself…

And of course I serviced all of them with my hands, mouth, pussy and ass. But it did make it harder to concentrate in class, and my studies suffered just a little bit until some of the smartest guys agreed to tutor me!

The reactions from female classmates were a little weird though, ranging from jealous glares to admiration to lust. But I was learning to get over it, not let it get to me so much. After all, this was just one of the small prices to pay for getting the bimbo body of my dreams.

I finally was in possession of it; Lance had really fulfilled his promise to me.

I looked at myself in the mirror each morning. I was learning how to put on makeup, thanks to the help of Lance’s other bimbo friends.

I applied bright pink lipstick to my slutty mouth, wondering how many guys I could suck off today.

My eyelashes were long and mascara’d, and my cheekbones were contoured with the perfect amount of blush and bronzer.

I put on my high heels, tight skirt and low-cut top to show off my big, bouncy tits, and I strode out of my dorm.

I was ready to take on the world as Nikki now.

I couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.
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