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A First Time Feminization Short Story
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Nicholas’s bullying classmate transforms him from outcast nerd to hot, smouldering bimbo, ready to roughly use.
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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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