
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Magic Box: Becoming A Bimbo

Gender Swap, First Time Feminization

Leith Freeman

The mysterious box in the mail transforms him from average guy to blonde bombshell.

How far will he take his horny, sexy transformation experience? Can he resist becoming a bimbo?

And who sent him this mysterious box--what could they want from a gorgeous, male-to-female blonde bimbo?
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Prologue

I received the bimbo box on my doorstep on a Monday after work, having no idea what the hell the very large, tall package was.

It was heavy, and I lugged it through my front door and the hallway, finally letting it rest in my den. It was taped up heavily, and I looked to make sure that it was really sent to me and not my neighbor, Jordan. He seemed like the kind of guy who shops at IKEA and has the tools to put together the furniture himself, all by himself.

But when I looked at the label, it was my name: Max Foster. And my address, too. I shrugged and almost swore as I smelled smoke and my dinner burned on the stovetop.

After I ate my serviceable food, I sat on the couch and turned on the TV, thinking about watching some porn to relax. I was in love with jacking off to blonde, slutty goddesses lately, with big porn tits and hot, thick asses.

The way that they danced and twerked on the screen in front of me was almost hypnotic. I thought about how fucking hot it must be to be a female pornstar, knowing that the entire world is jerking off to you. So desired.

Yeah, I’d been going through a bit of a dry spell lately, not able to catch any women’s eyes with my plain, nice guy looks. I came into my fist and spread my load into a Kleenex, almost anti-climatically, if that were possible.

The box called my attention when I turned off the TV.

I stood it up on its side so it was tall, and I had to use one hand to stabilize it. It was somehow very heavy, and it was almost as tall as me. Actually, wait, weirdly enough it was exactly my height.

Almost like it was made for me.

I laid it down on its side again and used a pair of scissors to cut it open, suddenly getting a rush of excitement like a kid at the holidays, dying to open a present.

I opened the box and my jaw dropped at the incredibly odd, strange items that were lying at the bottom, and I pulled out a pamphlet of instructions that said, in large letters:

YOU ARE THE PROUD OWNER OF A BRAND-NEW BIMBO BOX.

READ ME BEFORE USING.

Now, what the hell was that supposed to mean?




Chapter 1

I stared at the so-called instructions, and the black print that announced I was now the proud owner of a “Bimbo Box.”

Yeah, I definitely had not, in my wildest dreams, ordered this.

It sounded like it was meant to be the name of a blow-up doll company, but inside the box there was nothing resembling that.

I didn’t understand why the box had been so heavy when the things within it were so small.

I noticed inside the box, among other things:

●    A pair of handcuffs

●    A shit-ton of makeup, pink lipstick tubs and mascara and those pencils that girls use on their eyes, and other things like weird sponges

●    A lacy white and pink bra

●    A matching lacy white and pink and nude pair of panties

●    High heels, a large pair of stripper-like nude platforms

●    A long, platinum blonde wig

●    Condoms

●    And many other trinkets that I couldn’t parse for the life of me.

I had picked up the blonde wig in my hands and dropped it like it was made of wildfire.

What the hell was this, a practical joke?

I wondered what my neighbor, Jordan, would think if he had seen me carrying these items into my house. He was a big, burly guy, the kind of jock who puts on a little weight after graduating from college. We’d gone to the same university, apparently, judging from his college sweatshirts, but our paths never crossed while we were there.

He seemed like the type of guy who would be into this kind of kinky shit. I just got the feeling about him, and I was known for being able to read people well.

At the same time, I had no clue what I was feeling right now.

My face was heating up and my whole body felt like it was developing a fever.

I knew that I was turning red, just like my hair that I loathed so much. Good thing I was alone in my own apartment.

I wasn’t some kind of pervert who would order this box for myself. I wasn’t even into bimbos in real life… It was a strictly porn kind of thing for me.

I dropped the wig and the shoes and the makeup back into the box and decided it was time to have a beer and then go straight to bed.

Once I got into bed, I realized that my cock was hard, for no reason at all.

With shame, I pulled the pair of panties from the box and brought them into bed with me, where I wrapped that silky, lacy material around my hard, throbbing cock and jerked off while moaning late into the night. 


Chapter 2

In the morning, I woke up with a hard cock covered in lacy panties.

What the hell?

I mean, I was wearing the panties. What was wrong with me? I was a guy, so why was my natural reaction while I slept to wear the pair of silky nude-colored panties and stretch them out on my male body.

Like right now. My cock was tenting the fuck out of these silky, slutty panties. If I saw these on a hot girl, I’d want to bend her over and pound her, hard, in doggy, right away.

Fuck. My erection was just getting worse.

I guessed that I should just take care of it before I went to work. I started jerking off, barely realizing in my conscious mind that I left the panties on.

When I started to cum, the panties were the perfect place to catch my load.

I discarded them as quickly as possible when I realized that I was late to work, and I didn’t think about it again until my work day was over and I retreated back to the kitchen to make dinner again.

There was a loud thump! in the other room and I ran to see what the matter was.

What I saw totally surprised me.

The box wasn’t lying on the floor anymore. It was standing up on its side, and the naughty, slutty little feminine toys and clothes and makeup were lined up in front of it.

The box was open, as if it was beckoning me in.

I stepped forward and knelt down to pick up just one thing, one little thing that I’d been dying to touch ever since I saw it yesterday.

The big pink bra, with large cups like it was meant for a double D-sized chick with huge knockers.

I had to confess that it wasn’t the first time that I had put a bra on. When I lived with my ex-girlfriend, her bras and panties were fair game for me to use whenever she went out of town for work. I never knew if she found out, but I certainly loved feeling those soft, silky feminine materials against my cock and rough male skin.

This time was different. I was all alone and there was no one who might barge in and disturb me.

I lifted the bra to my chest and fastened those three little tiny delicate hooks. It looked like I could so easily destroy this piece of flimsy fabric and its shining metal hooks, but I just wound it around my chest and somehow, it was a perfect fit.

It fit me like a glove.

I realized that inside the box there was a mirror. Had that always been there? Was I really so unobservant?

I walked closer and realized that the box was pretty huge too, as a matter of fact.

It was not “almost” my height, I realized as I stepped closer.

It was exactly my height.

How spooky.

As I looked in the mirror I walked forwards, squinting at my reflection. It wasn’t well lit, so it wasn’t until I got closer that I noticed how sad and flat my chest was right now.

How much it would have looked better if I had big tits that filled out the cute, feminine bra that I had on.

As I looked at myself in that mirror, stepping fully inside the cardboard box that seemed made for me, for a doll, a life-size one or a blow-up bimbo, I noticed that something was happening to my chest. 


Chapter 3

Maybe it was like a fun-house mirror, where everything about yourself looks topsy-turvy and you don’t know what’s real or not.

You don’t even know who is real or not.

But when I looked into this mirror, it actually looked like my chest started to fill out the bra!

That’s right. I looked in the mirror, not down at myself, and I just saw that the material was filling out, all of those soft cups lacy exterior hard underwire.

It was getting pushed out by my… breasts.

They were budding, and growing just a little bit bigger the longer that I stared.

Now I had to be at least a B-cup, a modest one at that, but it was certainly a change.

I started to get turned on. I pushed my hand to my cock, realizing that it was a little bit smaller than I was used to, maybe, and the pair of panties was suddenly in the box with me.

They were clean and washed, but I knew that I had left a load of cum inside them earlier today and last night.

But I just didn’t care.

This was my fantasy. It was secret, and just for me, and now this strange, mysterious box was making them all come true.

I was inside the Bimbo Box, and I belonged to it now.

It felt so good as I touched myself, staring open-mouthed like a young slut as I rubbed myself, looking at those pretty tits I had.

I couldn’t take my eyes off myself, like a perverted Narcissus… with big, growing breasts.

As soon as I came I realized that I hadn’t squirted very much semen like I usually did. I backed out of the box, barely knowing what i had just done or what had happened to me.

What the hell was that?

Did I really have tits now, like a proper woman?

When I took off the bra later that night to shower, I realized that the growth on my chest… It was here to stay.

My small boobs rested on my chest, jiggly and firm, just like a real woman’s would.

Rather than being horrified, I couldn’t stop cumming and being turned on.

This was one of my most shameful dreams, to be honest… But it was real for me now.

It was enough to make me call in sick to work the next day.

When I woke up I ate a banana but couldn’t concentrate on doing anything, making my bed or cleaning the house or whatever.

I was already thirty years old, a functioning adult.

Max, what are you thinking?

Before I knew it I had stepped inside the box again, and this time I was wearing the panties and the bra at the same time.

Over it, I slipped on a tight, slutty skirt that I knew would have made men point and stare at me on the street if they could have seen me, if I left the comfort of my own apartment.

That day was just like the previous one.

My breasts were growing larger and larger, and my little cock was shrinking.

When I put on the skirt, I could almost feel my ass growing out to meet the fabric. I hoped that I looked like an apple-bottomed slut. Just like the women in the pornos that I loved to watch.

I wanted to be just as hot as them, no, even hotter.

I wasn’t a used-up porn slut. I was myself, a guy, who seemed to be somehow transforming into a horny young bimbo.

My ass was round in the tight skirt, and when I looked over my shoulder at myself in the mirror in that box, the one that seemed just made for me to stay inside, I ran my hand over its shape.

My ass was rounder and thicker, muscular but with just the right amount of jiggle.

I spanked my ass and it made my little cock jump under the skirt, and I heaved a sigh and started to fondle my breasts - now up to a C-cup - and my tight hole underneath my skirt.

I was constantly horny, and the box wasn’t helping me with any of my taboo, secret desires.

But I still hadn’t taken the very last step, and it was the main source of my fears.

My face. 


Chapter 4

It was silly. I knew that.

The box had already changed my breasts and my ass, making them womanly and seductive and feminine.

My legs, too, changed once I put on the pantyhose that slipped over my legs like silken water and flowed over my muscles, leaning them out.

Undoing years of failed bodybuilding efforts in just a few hours.

The longer I stayed in the box the sweeter it smelled.

I didn’t know what was causing that foreign, feminine scent, but it was intoxicating.

Who was to say that the box couldn’t work its magic on my face as well?

I knew already that I had a kind of wimpy face for a guy. I could admit that. Back when I grew my hair out long, people would tell me, Max, I barely recognized you!

I knew that they meant they had mistaken me for a chick with my hair back in a bun or ponytail.

It hadn’t been a good look on me, so I was looking at the blonde wig now with serious trepidation, okay?

I was so nervous I could feel my hands shaking - and were my hands shrinking too, or was it just their reflection in the box mirror?

The blonde wig, perfect and shining and bountiful, looked back at me.

No.

First things first.

I pulled open the makeup box, and it was like getting candy on Halloween.

Especially because there were such a multitude of things I didn’t recognize!

I pulled open a tube of pink lipstick and pushed my face towards the mirror, frowning at myself, and how my face didn’t yet match the seductive bombshell bimbo body that I had.

My breasts were large and juicy, just like my sizable, hot, ass, but my face needed some work to catch up.

Hopefully the makeup could help with that.

I pushed my lips out into a kiss face, trying to apply the lipstick carefully before I realized that it worked better if I relaxed my lips a little.

The coat of pink lipstick looked like a ribbon on a present.

My lips seemed to burn and swell. Getting bigger and fuller, more like a woman’s lips.

Next I tried to use the eyeliner, picking up a black pencil and trying to rim my eyes like I was coloring in a picture book, something I hadn’t done in years.

This, too, was difficult, but it was almost as if… the mirror was guiding my strokes.

I know it sounds ridiculous, but it was like my hand’s motions were being directed and controlled by my reflection.

I ended up with a perfect thin lining around both eyes, once I realized how to keep one eye open and one eye closed at the same time. Hey, it’s more difficult than it sounds.

I looked at the eyelash curler, shying away from it as if it were a torture device.

“Okay, box,” I said to myself in a murmur, wondering if my pitch was changing as well. “Here we go…” 


Chapter 5

Miraculously, I ended up with a full face of makeup and no injuries.

I stared at myself in the mirror of the box, long beyond being a non-believer.

Whoever sent me this box had done so for a reason.

I took a deep breath.

My reflection was almost flawless, but there was one thing that I’d been avoiding.

The blonde hair lying on the floor, shimmering and beckoning me to it.

I picked it up with one hand and brought it into the box with me.

I looked down at it, knowing how different it looked from my current short, red crew-cut male hair cut.

With two trembling hands I set the wig upon my head.

I gasped.

It fit perfectly. Of course it did, I didn’t know why I was so surprised.

Everything in the box seemed custom made for me, just for me.

I was wearing a light, see-through blouse now, and it was making my stomach flatter and thinner, more of an hourglass shape to my body.

The wig seemed to mold to my head. I felt a current of something rushing through my scalp, almost like an electrical current through my brain, but it wore off and I quickly forgot all about it.

Just then, my doorbell rang.

“Oh shit!” I said worriedly.

Whoever it was, they started knocking on the door too.

What if it was another delivery, just for me?

I checked my reflection in the mirror, needing to look at myself for the longest moment possible before I - maybe- would go to answer the door.

My face looked perfect.

My eyes had always been a green-blue color, but between the eyeshadow I’d applied, a dusky rust color, and the mascara, and the blush on my cheeks, they really popped.

My hair, blonde, set off my skin tone much better than my natural red.

But who was to say what was natural, anyways? We lived in an era of celebrating the fantastical. The unnatural was hot now, just look at celebrities these days. They were practically indistinguishable from porn stars in my mind.

And now I looked like one of them.

With my long blonde hair, I looked like a perfect model bimbo.

The kind of blonde bimbo slut that every man wants to fuck, and every woman becomes strangely jealous over.

Knock knock knock.

Someone was really pounding on the door.

I was wearing high heels, so the trek to the door was, well… difficult.

But my legs, so slim and toned, looked so perfect that I couldn’t bear to take them off. I needed to watch out before I became too vain, I giggled (!) to myself.

When I opened the door it was the last person I expected to see.

My neighbor, Jordan, the burly former jock, was standing there with a piece of mail in his hands.

“Hey,” He said. “Oh. Holy shit.”

I gulped.

I was so, so fucked. 


Chapter 6

He’s going to catch me. He knows who I am.

I felt a rush of fear in my heart. Sure, I looked like a tall, leggy blonde bimbo right now, but surely Jordan knew what was going on. He knew that I was Max, his dorky next door neighbor.

“Oh, hey…” Jordan said to me. “Sorry about that. I was just, uh, not expecting this.”

I blinked back at him and realized…

He had no idea who I am.

“Ummm….” I said, in my best higher voice. “Can I, like, help you?”

Jordan shook his head back and forth. He was staring at my tits, which were now blooming up to a D-cup to my satisfaction and his pleasure.

“Yeah, uh… I got some mail for Max.”

He thrust a letter out at me.

“Okay, um, thanks…” I said, trying to imitate how a woman would speak. “Thanks a lot, like… Max will be so happy. Do you want to come inside?”

That was a normal, friendly thing to say, right?

Jordan’s eyes lit up, and he stomped inside, just inviting himself in basically.

He plopped himself down on the couch.

“Yo, uh… what’s with the box?” He said.

We’d been sitting there awkwardly for about fifteen minutes while I turned on sports on the TV, but neither of us was really watching it.

“It’s just a present I got,” I said nervously.

Jordan moved closer to me, his dark eyes looking at me suspiciously.

Fuck. What did I say wrong.

“Then why does it say Max’s name on the box?” Jordan said.

“Does it?” I said, pretending to not understand.

“Yeah it does,” Jordan said. “Is Max here right now?”

“I don’t know about the box-” I said. “I swear. Um.”

Jordan was looking at me so weirdly, like he knew something I didn’t, and I could not let him bust me or worse, call the police on me like I was some intruder in my own house.

I did the only thing I could think of to distract him.

I flung my body forward on him, pushing him down onto the couch.

I pressed my soft, feminine lips to his rough, masculine mouth and kissed him passionately. 


Chapter 7

“Oh fuck…” Jordan groaned, sitting on my couch, only ten minutes later while I sat on my slutty knees in front of him.

I was sucking his cock, and I knew that he was going to cum in my mouth for me, I was such a good girl.

I had to know for sure. “Am I a good girl?” I said in a cute voice, pulling off his cock to jerk him off.

It was so weird sucking cock for the first time, but I was totally enjoying it.

I knew exactly how to make a guy feel good. I bet that I was way better at it than any of my ex-girlfriends. They hadn’t known how to please a man, but I knew exactly what guys liked.

I slapped his cock on my slutty tongue, letting my pretty face look up at him with wide, innocent eyes.

God, I felt just like a slutty porn star, showing off for the burly man in front of me.

He seemed to be loving it.

“Fuck…” He said. “I have to fuck you.”

That made me pause for just a second.

I was so horny. My cock shrank every time I was in the box, but I hadn’t gotten far enough to get rid of it completely yet, transform it into a nice little sweet clit.

Would he find out that I used to be a guy?

I couldn’t let that happen. I wanted to preserve the fantasy of being his hot, blonde bombshell whore, sucking his cock on the couch like a common bitch.

I moaned and said, “Yes, please… fuck me standing up, Jordan!”

“How did you know my name?” He said, mumbling, and I felt my blood freeze, but his cock was taking up all his attention.

I walked over to the box in my high heels and dropped my panties to the ground, but I left my skirt on.

I bent over, leaning on the sturdy box for balance. I was part way inside the bimbo box now, just like I was meant to be.

“Please, Jordan…” I whined. “Fuck me standing up like this.”

I didn’t need to ask twice.

Jordan walked over to me with a dark, hungry, aggressive look on his face as he stalked closer like I was his prey.

So this was how it felt to be truly desired, like a woman should be…

He pushed me forward.

“Please, put it in my ass…” I said. “I’m on my period, but you can fuck me like this if you want.”

“Holy shit,” He said. “I never knew you would be such a slut…”

But we only met half an hour ago? I thought to myself, but I couldn’t think either once I felt that long, thick meat stick of his starting to spear my ass wide open.

I moaned so loudly, I knew that the neighbors on the other side would complain about the slutty whore getting pounded so hard.

The cock sliding in… It was my first time, and I was giving it up to my masculine neighbor.

I could feel my small cock’s excitement, rubbing against the front of my skirt like the naughty bitch that I was.

Jordan seemed to love fucking me, even though my skirt was still on.

He ripped off my flimsy shirt and pushed me forward against the mirror as he grabbed my big tits and held my arms so I couldn’t even move or resist him anymore.

“Fucking bitch,” He said. “Fucking slut… You’re an anal whore, aren’t you slut…”

“Yeeeeeeeeeesssssssss,” I moaned out. “Yes, yes I am, I’m your slutty little bimbo, please cum in my ass!”

“I’m going to, you horny slut… Get ready for a man’s cum in your tight round ass!”

He grunted out loudly as he held my hips and shoved his thick, massive cock all the way in.

“Cumming,” He said in my ear. “Take it all, take it… Max.”

I couldn’t move.

He’d said my name.

He knew who I was, and he was still cumming in my tight feminine rear.

Without another hesitation, my body forced me full throttle into my own orgasm, when I first felt a man’s semen pumping into my tight round female ass.

I stared at myself in the mirror, barely able to keep my eyes open, and my feminine face looked so fucking ecstatic and sexy as I had my first female orgasm.

I shook and clenched down on Jordan’s cock.

My blonde hair was a total mess, and my lipstick was smeared on the mirror, my breasts pressed into the mirror, squashing out like huge beach balls.

I was totally fucked, and I loved every single sensation of it.

Jordan’s hands were tight around my hips and he left his cock in as he softened, finally, that thick hard rod leaving my ass with difficulty from how tight and hot I was.

“Damn, that was good,” Jordan said to me with a wink. “Same time tomorrow, buddy?”

“What…” I said, suddenly remembering how he had said my name as he came. “Oh my god,” I continued. “Did you… Did you?”

Jordan flopped back onto the couch and started stroking his cock again absentmindedly.

“Did I send you the bimbo box?” Jordan asked, and a wicked grin spread over his face. “Hell yeah I did. I didn’t know you’d actually open it though, and act like such a total slut. Never knew you’d go so far. It was just a prank, but this… This is way better.”

I looked at him, and then, more importantly, at my reflection in the mirror.

My breasts were high and full, big, juicy D-cups. My ass was round and fertile, and my body was a perfect hourglass shape.

My face was as gorgeous as any swimsuit model, and my long, blonde hair was the cherry on top of the cake.

“I feel like I should curse you out… But instead all I can do is thank you,” I said sheepishly. “I don’t know how you knew about me, but… yeah. Thanks.”

Jordan just shrugged and smiled at me, a little more kindly.

“Is there anything I can do to repay you?” I asked him in a seductive manner, dropping to my knees and starting to crawl towards him on the couch.

“Yeah, I can think of a few ways…” Jordan said with a big grin spreading over his face.

I smiled

As I crawled towards him, I left the box behind me. I didn’t need it anymore.

The bimbo box had truly worked its magic. But it had done all it could do for me.

The rest was up to me now.
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