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Preface

 


The themes and
events in this short story are not only unrealistic, but distinctly
misogynistic. It’s important that these themes are framed from a
point of view of catharsis and not endorsement. Whether you have
similar thoughts or are a victim of them, this story is meant as a
safe way to explore this prevalent attitude. This method of coping
is not for everybody, so indulge accordingly. Enjoy.
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​​ Chapter 1:
Paul, Mike, and Wendy

 


“I’m, like, really really allowed
to?”

 


“I don’t say things I don’t
mean. Now get to work.”

 


The expression on Molly’s doll-like face
transitioned from shocked to grateful to hungry. She looked like
she might even ask if she was really, really, really allowed to,
but then she thought better and dropped to her knees in front of
the sharply-dressed executive. Her heavy creamy breasts crashed
around inside her overworked pink tank top and she parted her plump
wet lips and leaned forward into the man’s crotch.

 


“Paul! You in there?!”

 


Paul jolted up from his slouched
position in his gaming chair and stuffed his hard cock back into
his black jeans. He closed the tab with the Bimbo porn and pulled
his headphones off. Had he really lost that much track of
time?

 


“Yeah, what’s up?!” He called back to
his roommate Mike who was rattling the door handle. Paul had no
idea why Mike had to be so aggressive all the time.

 


Paul unlocked the door to his room and
Mike practically fell through.

 


“Why do you keep this locked in the
middle of the day, man?” He asked and looked around Paul’s room
like he was a detective. “You watching porn or
something?”

 


“Oh yeah, just jerking it at 3pm,”
Paul said. He knew his best chance of avoiding the truth was to
hide it in plain sight.

 


“Oh man, imagine how lame you’d have
to be? Anyway, you ready to go?”

 


“Yeah, let’s get moving.”

 


Paul knew it was useless to try and have a
conversation with Mike about boundaries. Mike had only been a
casual acquaintance before Paul moved into the house on 35 Bartlett
with three other guys including Mike, but the pair had become fast
friends. Paul was an intuitive guy and so he knew what Mike was and
wasn’t good at and although Mike was fun and genuine, he wasn’t
very self-aware. Paul could deal with Mike being a little much
sometimes if it meant staying friends. It wasn’t like Mike crossed
any real boundaries; he was just a little clueless
sometimes.

 


The pair took no time at all getting
out to Mike’s car.

 


“I really hope your strategy works,”
Mike said. “I have a feeling that we’re going to get knocked out in
the first round.”

 


“Trust me, it’s just like studying for
a test. We’ve had tons of practice and taking two days off means
that we’re going to be rested with a fresh perspective.”

 


“Yeah, we’ll see. But hey, did you
hear that Craig got a Bimbo?”

 


Paul stiffened up. The term wasn’t as
taboo as it used to be now that Pink Industries had done so much
work to normalize Bimbofication, but it still wasn’t a household
topic for everybody and it was the first time Paul had heard Mike
bring it up.

 


“What do you mean ‘got’ a Bimbo?” Paul
answered carefully.

 


“I dunno, he just told me that the
tournament was so successful last time that he put some of the
proceeds into one,” Mike answered casually and pulled out of the
driveway.

 


“Well you don’t just buy a Bimbo,
Mike. Somebody has to decide to become one,” Paul
answered.

 


“So he probably bought some pills for
Wendy, I dunno,” Mike said, referencing Craig’s girlfriend. “Who
cares? I just hope I’m not too distracted. I see them on the street
all the time these days, but I’ve never actually been in a room
with one.”

 


“Me neither,” said Paul. His heart was
racing. Ever since Bimbofication was just an underground rumour he
had been completely obsessed with it. He started by jerking off to
stories about Bimbos and once they become more popular he spent
hours each day on Bimbo-dedicated porn sites. Paul used to be good
with women and had been a serial monogamist, but once his Bimbo
obsession started, that part of his life had tapered
off.

 


Despite his obsession, Paul avoided
Bimbos in real life. He sometimes crossed the street when he would
see one in public and he had never been inside a Pink Industries
store. He hadn’t really thought about why he was that way about it
but he wasn’t concerned either. He didn’t see any problems with the
way he lived his life.

 


Craig didn’t live far and soon Paul
and Mike were ringing his doorbell.

 


When the door opened it became immediately
clear that Wendy had indeed been Bimbofied. Despite how similar
most Pink Industries Bimbos looked - thick long blonde hair, plump
pouty lips, tapered waists, round juicy asses, and massive bouncy
tits - they all also kept their identities of who they had been
before they Turned. Wendy’s freckles remained and so did her bright
green eyes and her lopsided brand of smiling.

 


“Wow! Like, did you guys get, like,
extra handsome or something?”

 


Paul couldn’t help it. The way her new
bubbly personality expressed itself through her lilting voice and
over-expressive bouncy gestures caused him to start to get erect.
He had always liked Wendy. She was sarcastic and sharp and
beautiful. But for some reason seeing her now as an empty-headed
horny Bimbo gave him a sense of power and lust.
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