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  Sean sighed as he surveyed the storefront. He stood on the sidewalk, his back to the street, hands in his jacket pockets as he debated whether or not to step foot inside. By day, the store was a hipster coffee shop. He had been there once before and regretted it. Overpriced coffee, plaid-shirted baristas with man-buns and high opinions of themselves, indie folk music, the works. His date waited for him inside. A woman from one of the numerous dating apps installed on his phone. He already knew it wasn’t going to go well, but desperation forced him to “widen his scope” to someone he normally wouldn’t be interested in.


  He only made it two steps.


  The van screeched to a stop behind him. He turned just in time to see the side door slide open and two masked individuals leap out and grab him. A thick gloved hand covered his mouth, muffling any attempt to shout for help. There was a sharp prick in his neck, and the world went black.


   


  A bright white light greeted him as he opened his eyes. The fog that clouded his vision and mind vanished quickly when Sean discovered that not only was he bound a chair, but that he was also stark naked. It was a spreader chair—the kind someone would find in an OBGYN’s office; wrists, ankles, and waist all securely fastened. In the harsh glow of the spotlight, Sean made another unsettling realization: in addition to being naked, his skin was smooth as silk. Not a single strand of hair. Not even by his groin. The spotlight did little to reveal the room. For all he knew he was in some massive warehouse.


  “Hello! Anyone out there?!”


  “I see you’re awake,” a female voice said from the shadows.


  “Let me go! What the fuck is going on?”


  The click of high heels echoed in the chamber, and a moment later a woman stepped into Sean’s vision. She had brown hair with sleek black dress, arms folded as she surveyed his hairless body, incredibly attractive even with the look of displeasure she currently wore.


  “Who are you? Let me go you bitch!” Sean commanded.


  The woman feigned shock. “What a surprise.” She turned and looked back at something hidden in the shadows. “You weren’t kidding. He is a fucking asshole.”


  “Who are you calling an asshole you fucking whore!” He looked around, hoping to catch a glimpse at whoever else was there.


  The brunette laughed and Sean heard some more footsteps.


  “Oh, I wasn’t kidding,” a second, strangely familiar, female voice said. 


  Then a blonde woman wearing a similar black dress entered the circle of light and Sean’s eyes widened with recognition. “You! It’s you! The waitress!” He turned to the brunette. “You’re one of the strippers from the other night!”


  The brunette nodded.


  The blonde leaned over Sean and poked his forehead. “So, you aren’t all that brainless after all. Let’s fix that, shall we?”


  “What are you going—” Whatever else he had to say was lost as the brunette filled Sean’s mouth with a ball gag.


  “Ah, much better,” she smiled as she tightened the strap. “Can’t stand hearing him talk.”


  A week ago, Sean was minding his own business at the strip club bar, overindulging in the happy hour cocktail specials. He remembered the blonde waitress, and saying something to her, but whatever it was, he couldn’t recall. The waitress didn’t seem bothered by it either, as she walked off and Sean left not long after.


  Though based his current situation, maybe it was worse than he remembered.


  “You said some harsh things to me last week, so I figured I should teach you a lesson. My friend and I are going to help you experience a night you’ll never forget.”


  The brunette walked off and returned a moment later wheeling beside her a full-length mirror. She positioned it so Sean could see his entire body. Not only was all his body hair gone, but his face was clean shaven too! And they did something to his eyebrows!


  “Phase one,” said the blonde said. She walked behind him and returned with some sort of cart, but Sean couldn’t see what the contents were. She reached over and grabbed the first item. When he saw it, his eyes went wide. He struggled against his bonds, but they held firm. He cursed and shouted at the blonde, but all that came out were muffles.


  “My, my, what a vile creature,” the brunette said.


  “Which is why we need to restrain him,” the blonde replied.


  The two women laughed, but Sean couldn’t take his eyes off of the plastic chastity cage the woman held in her hand. She brought it down to his groin and he tried to pull away from her.


  “Now, now, you want to be very still while I’m putting this on you.” She looked up at him and winked. “Don’t want anything to happen to your precious manhood, wouldn’t you?”


  “It was that manhood that got him in this position in the first place,” the brunette said.


  The blonde waited patiently; eyes fixed on Sean. After a few moments, Sean closed his eyes and turned away. First, she slid his cock and balls through the ring before sliding the tube on. The plastic was cold, which made him shudder.


  “It’s so tiny,” the brunette said. “Are you sure you even need it?”


  “Definitely explains his macho, tough-guy attitude,” the blonde laughed.


  All Sean could do was grumble as he watched her secure the cage with a tiny padlock. He looked up at the dark ceiling and grunted in frustration after seeing the waitress dangle the little key in front of him.


  Just when he thought it couldn’t get any worse, the blonde wheeled the cart into view, and he laid his eyes on a pair of massive fake breasts.


  “I’ll bet you’re still wondering what we plan on doing to you,” the brunette said.


  Sean nodded sheepishly.


  “Consider it…” the blonde’s lips curled into a sadistic smile. “Payback. But also, a life lesson. What’s the saying? Walk a mile in their shoes?”


  The brunette took one of the fake breasts—which was about as big as a watermelon—and brushed a clear liquid on the flat surface.


  “Bimbos have very large boobs—like, mega huge.” The blonde cupped her breasts. “While mine aren’t small, they’re nothing compared to real bimbos. You do remember what you called me right? An air-headed bimbo.”


  Sean flinched as the brunette placed the fake breast on his chest. The material—and the adhesive she applied—were both very cold. He watched as the blonde applied adhesive to the other breast and handed it to her partner-in-crime. Sean titled his head in an attempt to see around his new breasts. The women applied some makeup to the seams making them vanish before his very eyes. It was as if they were really his!


  Sean grumbled, the anger reduced to a dull roar. If he could only get out of—


  “Now, for this next part, we’ll need you be a good little doll and not move,” the blonde said. “However, we don’t think you’ll behave, so we made some preparations.”


  Sean watched in wide-eyed horror as the brunette handed a syringe to the blonde. He pulled his neck away as best as he could, but all he could gain was a couple inches. The two women laughed as she pressed it to his skin and felt the sharp prick.


  Reminiscent of the anesthesia the dentist used to inject, Sean felt the tingling numbness spread out from his neck through his body. In a matter of moments Sean went numb from the tips of his toes, to the top of his head. Try as he might, all he could do was blink. His body was completely limp, completely unresponsive. At the mercy of his captors.


  The blonde reached down and flipped a switch and the chair that he was in repositioned itself until he was lying flat on his back. She paced around him. “While you don’t have much in the way of curves, you aren’t square as a board either.” She looked over at the brunette. “Onto the lingerie.”


  Sean wanted to scream, cry no! please no! But nothing came out. The only voice he had left, was the one in his head. With his vision limited to the ceiling, he couldn’t see what happened next as his legs were lifted into the air. Delicate fabric slid down his legs, then they lifted his waist until what he could only guess were panties gently caressed his caged cock and butt.


  “Adorable, don’t you think?” The blonde said to the brunette. She rubbed his cock through the underwear. The delicate fabric brought with it a new, strange feeling. It actually felt… good.


  “The pink suits him,” the brunette said. “Though I wish you had gone with a thong.”


  The blonde held up a pink lace bra. “I hope this will hold those massive tits you got there.”


  After some repositioning, the two women managed to get the bra on him. Then they disappeared, leaving Sean to contend with the thoughts in his head. What were they going to do with him? Haven’t they done enough already? Can’t he just apologize and be let go?


  When the two women eventually returned a minute or so later, they pressed a button under the table and Sean felt like Frankenstein’s monster as he went from lying flat to practically standing. In front of him stood the brunette and if Sean had control over his head, he would’ve shaken it in protest.


  In one hand was a tight, hot pink mini dress adorned with streaks of glittery rhinestones. In the other hand, she held up a pair of matching hot pink platform high heels that had a built-in locking ankle strap. Draped over her arm were white fishnet stockings.


  With some effort, they managed to pull the dress over him. It left nothing to the imagination and covered only the top half of his thighs. If he bent over, his panties would be exposed for all to see. After sliding the stay-up stockings, they slipped his feet into the heels and locked them.


  “Now comes the best part,” the blonde said as she reached up and removed the ballgag.


  Sean tried to speak, but all he could muster was a quiet mumble.


  “Makeover!” the two women screamed in unison. 


  Oh fuck. Oh FUCK!


  Sean watched helplessly as they went to work on his face, applying the whole gambit of cosmetics. Each item held up before him with what it was called, as if instructing him on how to do it himself. Then came the lipstick.


  The blonde held the tube before him. “Bright, glittery pink. It also contains a chemical that temporarily thickens your lips. Because every bimbo needs big, pink, pouty lips. Perfect for sucking cock!”


  They giggled as they showed him the last item: a platinum blonde wig. With the wig on, the transformation was complete. He’d woken up that morning an ordinary guy, but now he was sure he looked anything but. Sean looked over the brunette’s shoulder at the full length mirror. It was turned away from him, keeping his new appearance a mystery.


  The brunette smiled as she adjusted his wig. “We’re not done yet.”


  He was devastated. What else could they do to me? What more needs to be done!? I’ve learned my lesson, I promise!


  He got his answer seconds later. Gold hoop earrings, matching pink nail polish, gold bracelets and to top it all off, a diamond-studded choker with the word “BIMBO”—“To hide your Adam’s apple,” one of the ladies explained. 


  After a couple of puffs of perfume, the blonde clapped her hands together. “All done. The transformation is finished. Now onto phase two: training!”


  Sean felt some life in his body. “Training? He muttered.


  “Well, duh! If you’re gonna look the part, you gotta act it too.”


  The blonde flipped a switch and the table transformed back into a chair. They wheeled him over to several large computer screens and put a pair of over-the-ear headphones on him. The screens turned on, and they all said the same thing: “BEGIN TRAINING?” in bright pink letters on a black background.


  Oh fuck.


  The blonde turned toward Sean and grinned. “Ready to become that air-headed bimbo you were born to be?” 


  Before he could even muster some semblance of a response, she clicked “YES!”. All at once, Porn filled the screens laid out before him, filling his vision. They flickered and flashed, not staying on one for long enough. All close ups on the women as they sucked cock and got fucked by, more often then not, more than one guy. Their cries and moans filled his ears and after a minute or so of this erotic audiovisual bombardment, a woman’s voice began to speak to him.


  “You’re an air-headed bimbo. As you listen to my voice, your IQ lowers…”


  What the fuck is this shit!?


  Sean fought hard to resist the sensory overload. He could feel life in his limbs, but every part of him was tied down. He couldn’t turn his head away from the screens. Couldn’t take the headphones off.


  “Your favorite color is pink. You like fashion and makeup and cute things. You’re an air-headed bimbo. Your IQ lowers…”


  Must… resist!


  “You’re not a man. Your name isn’t Sean, it is Serena. You’re an air-headed bimbo…”


  No… I am not…


  He shivered, letting out a quiet moan.


  The visuals from the porn filled his mind and took over. He felt something inserted into him but couldn’t focus on what it was. All he could tell was that it was vibrating. His cock throbbed in its cage. He felt his body rock back and forth and his breasts bounce. His mouth opened and his tongue hung loose as he hungered for cock. Sean could smell sex in the air; a mix of sweat and bodily fluid as his body grew warm.


  Fuuuuck. This feels so…


  “Your name is Serena. You’re an air-headed bimbo. It’s getting hard for you to think. You like to giggle. You lust for men and their cocks. You crave cock. Your name is Serena, and you’re an air-headed bimbo…”


  So hard to…


  His mouth moved. “My… name… Se—”


  “Fashion. Makeup. Pink. Short dresses and high heels. You see women as competition. You want to suck cock and get fucked. Your name is Serena, and you’re an air-headed bimbo…”


  His head ached. There was a sharp pain, like a brain freeze but without the cold. He was getting dizzy. His body temperature rose as his vision clouded.


  “Serena… air-headed bimbo…” he mumbled.


  The voice continued. “You like to giggle and say ‘like’ and ‘totally’ and ‘oh-em-gee.’ All you can think about is sex, fashion, and men. Your name is Serena, and you’re and air-headed bimbo…”


  Can’t… think… straight…


  “My name… Serena… air-headed bimbo,” Sean mumbled. His cock pulsed. He felt something ooze out. His mouth hungered. He longed for something to fill it. “Cock. I want… cock.” He giggled.


  “On the count of three,” the voice said, “you’ll fall asleep. When you wake up, you’ll be Serena, the cock hungry bimbo. One… two…”


  “Serena. I am Ser—”


  “Three.”


  Sean’s head fell forward and his body went limp. 


   


  “Serena… Serena…” the voice called out. Sean opened his eyes and slowly sat up. He was in a small room, the only furniture was the twin bed he sat on.


  “What happened?” he muttered, his mind foggy. 


  Something happened. I was… kidnapped. Those women… they did something to—


  “You passed out Serena,” the female voice said, “I guess you were partying too hard. You’re such an air-headed bimbo.”


  There was a click inside his head and Sean faded away.


  “I, like, totally did,” Serena giggled, her voice airy and feminine. “I’m like, such a party animal!”


  The woman sat down next to her. “I know! You need to learn to control yourself. Do you remember anything from last night?”


  “Ummmm…” She thought hard, but nothing came to mind. All she could picture were men and their big, meaty cocks. “Nope.” She giggled again. “Why do you, like, know what I was doing last night?”


  The woman smiled. “You don’t remember?”


  “Nope!”


  “We were at this bar, and there were these two dudes…”


  “Oooh, were they, like, husky?”


  “Very.” She said, leading her on. “They were big, and muscular…”


  “I’ll bet they had big cocks,” she said wistfully. “Big… meaty… cocks.” She licked her thick pink lips. “Yum. I’d love to go for a meat popsicle right about now. Or like, two of them!”


  The woman laughed. “Serena, you’re such a slut!”


  “Hehe! I know!” She giggled. “I’m a big slut that wants some man-meat. I want to get fucked so badly!”


  “Good. I have a gift for you.” The woman stood up, walked toward the door, and smiled. She opened it, and two large and beefy men walked in. They were naked and erect.


  “Hello, boys,” Serena said seductively.


  “I’m going to leave the three of you alone,” the woman said.


  Serena’s eyes bulged. “Like, a threesome?! Oh-em-gee! This is, like, the best present, ever!”


  The woman closed the door and the two burly dudes smiled.


  Serena was ecstatic. She climbed off the bed and got onto her knees as the two men walked up to her. The hungry bimbo eagerly wrapped her pink lips around the first cock that she came into contact with. The two men stood side by side as she switched back and forth between the two of them, stroking the dick that wasn’t in her mouth.


  Eager, one of the men picked her up and put her back on the bed. One got in front of her and the other lined up behind her. He lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and after removing the butt plug, buried his cock into her.


  Serena moaned in pleasure, but she was cut off by the other man’s dick. He slid it into her mouth and she went to work on it. The man behind her slid back and forth, going deeper and deeper, occasionally smacking her smooth behind.


  Locked in a tiny cage, Serena’s manhood twitched.


  The man in front of her also picked up the pace, occasionally pulling out so she could get some air and lick his cock.


  After no time at all, both men grunted and blew their loads. Serena’s asshole was filled to the brim with man juice, while the man in front of her pulled out at the last minute and covered her face in cum. Her tongue wagged like a dog as she eagerly licked up the remaining cum on his dick.


  The two men high-fived and left, their lust satisfied. Serena laid on the bed. Cum dripped out of her anus and down her face.


  “Did you enjoy that, Serena?” The woman said over the intercom.


  “Totally! I, like, love sucking cock and getting fucked.”


  “What are you, Serena?”


  “I’m, like, an air-headed bimbo! Duh!”


  “Bimbo needs her rest.”


  At the utterance of the command phrase, Serena passed out, falling into a deep sleep.


   


  The car honking was like the alarm clock from hell. Sean came to on a park bench, his head throbbed. It was dark and a heavy mist shrouded the buildings and the park behind him. He was completely alone except for the taxi idling right in front of him. It honked three times and he climbed into the backseat. 


  It was moments after the car sped off, that he realized something was very, very wrong.


  Holy shit! What the fuck am I wearing?!?


  On the outside, he maintained a mask of calm composure, on the inside, he was freaking the fuck out. As subtle as he could, in spite of the fact that the taxi driver’s eyes spent more time on Sean then on the road, Sean inspected his entire body. The breasts, the mini dress, the blonde hair…


  What the hell?! Why am I dressed like a woman?!


  Then like a whirlwind it all came back to him; abducted on the sidewalk, kidnapped by those two women, dressed like…


  “That’ll be twelve-fifty, ma’am.”


  Sean looked around and found himself outside his apartment building.


  “Ma’am?” The driver turned around and looked at him expectantly.


  “Right! Hang on just a second,” he said in his best female voice. He dug around for his wallet, forgetting he was in a dress which had no pockets. He looked down and saw the pink purse next to him and opened it up.


  “Uh oh,” he muttered, discovering that his wallet was missing. Inside the purse was just a tube of lipstick, a couple of condoms, and his keys, but no wallet.


  “Miss?” The driver glared at him through the rearview mirror.


  “Umm…”


  “Can you not pay?” the driver asked, his tone switching from friendly to serious.


  “Unfortunately, no.” His voice slipped. He switched back to his awful attempt at a female voice. “I seemed to have misplaced my wallet.”


  Silence filled the cab. The driver said nothing as he turned the car back on and drove away from the building, backing up into the nearest alleyway. He turned the car off and climbed out of the driver’s seat, getting to the back seat next to Sean.


  “If you have no money, there is another way you can pay.”


  He stared at Sean while removing his pants. Sean looked down and saw the man’s erection bulging in his underwear


  Why is this happening to me?


  “You are a very beautiful woman,” he said.


  Sean, thinking he could escape, tried to open his door. But it was locked, and there was no way to unlock it.


  He turned back to the driver, who smiled and dangled the car keys in front of him. “I’ve driven many women like you home. I know you’re good for it and enjoy it.”


  Fuck.


  Sean realized that there was no way out of the situation other than the obvious.


  He reluctantly slid closer to the driver and leaned forward. The driver placed his hand on the back of Sean’s head and pulled him closer.


  Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!


  He wrapped his pink lips around the man’s dick and got to work. Sean slid up and down on the man’s penis, moans and groans from the man signaling his approval. He could feel the man tense up and tried to pull away, but the man held Sean’s head in place, and he blew his load into Sean’s mouth.


  With no other option, Sean swallowed the man’s seed, pulling his head away the moment the man released him. Sean slid away from the man, wiping his mouth on his arm. The salty taste was strong, but it faded.


  The cab driver looked Sean up and down. “That was some blowjob you gave me. I’ll give you a hundred bucks if you let me fuck you.”


  “W-what?!”


  The driver grabbed Sean’s purse and pulled one of the condoms out. “You know what I mean. Whatcha say? A hundred-fifty if you let me go bareback.”


  Sean was in complete and utter disbelief when he found his body moving on its own and got on his hands and knees.


  What the fuck am I doing?!


  It was a fairly large cab, which gave the two of them plenty of room to maneuver. The driver eagerly removed his underwear. Then he lined up behind Sean and lifted the dress. He pulled down Sean’s panties and smiled.


  “Well, well, it looks like you were expecting this,” the driver said as he removed the plug and set it on the seat. A tiny steam of cum flowed out of his asshole. “Damn! You’re a whore! Saving someone else’s juice for later, I see! And would you look at that. Not only are you a slut, but you’re also a man.” 


  The driver fondled Sean’s caged cock. “Pathetic, aren’t you?” He laughed as he slid his dick into Sean’s ass. Sean didn’t realize he had the plug in him, let alone another man’s cum. 


  What the fuck happened to me!?


  His train of thought was cut off by the thrusting of the driver. Sean had to place his hands on the window to prevent his head from bursting through. As hard as he tried to ignore what was happening to him, it proved too difficult. Especially with the pleasure that flowed through him.


  The entire cab shook as the driver furiously fucked Sean. He noticed his hips moved on their own, pushing back as the driver thrust forward, increasing the pleasure for both participants. The glass fogged over, but he didn’t need to see his reflection to know what he looked like. His mouth open and tongue hanging loose. He started panting, and his body craved more.


  What is going on?! Why does this feel so good!?


  “Ahhh, yes! Fuck me!” he cried. The driver smiled as he smacked Sean’s ass and increased his tempo. Girlish moans escaped Sean’s lips as he slipped into erotic ecstasy. “Ohhh yes! Yes! More!”


  The driver smiled as he fucked Sean with all his might, climaxing and blowing his load inside Sean. Spent, the driver pulled out and slipped the plug back in. “Gotta add mine to the collection,” he grinned. 


  He clicked a button on his remote and Sean heard the door unlock.


  The driver climbed out of the car and put his pants and underwear back on. He looked around suspiciously as he did, making sure that no one had witnessed the sexual act. Once he was satisfied that he was in the clear, he walked around and opened Sean’s door.


  Sean practically fell out of the backseat of the cab. By the time he had gotten his balance and stood up, the cab driver was already back in the driver’s seat. The engine revved to life and the mustard-yellow car peeled out of the alleyway.


  “You fucking asshole!” Sean screamed, remembering the man promising a hundred and fifty dollars. The sounds faded, and Sean found himself standing alone in the alleyway in the early dawn light. 


  “Fuck I need to get back to my apartment.” He picked up the purse and poked his head out of the alley. With no one in sight, he wobbled up to the entrance of his building. He pulled his keys out of his purse and unlocked the front door using the key fob. The lobby was empty, thankfully, but Sean still hustled—as best as he could in the locked stripper heels—toward the elevator and up to his floor.


  The elevator arrived at its destination. The doors opened, and he poked his head out into the hallway. Seeing it empty, he scurried to his door and wrestled with the lock. He managed to get the door open and he slipped into his apartment, thankful that no one he knew had seen him.


  Sean took two steps into his apartment before finding a strong urge to look through his purse. After a moment of digging, he found the business card with “Call me” scribbled on it. There was no name, no other information except a phone number. After a couple of rings, someone picked up.


  “Hello?” he said into the receiver.


  “Hello, Sean. My name is Melissa. I am responsible for your current situation and the “unfortunate” encounter with the cab driver. Your wallet, as well as a special package, will arrive at your place tomorrow. Everything you have on can be removed. Keep it. Consider it a gift. Let me part with these words: never insult a stranger, and most importantly, never call a woman a bimbo. Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.”


  There was a click, and then the sound of a dial tone filled his ears.


  “Hey, wait!” Sean said. He dialed the number again hurriedly.


  “Sorry, but the number you called has been dis—”


  He hung the phone up and sat down. After a moment or two of sulking, he stood up.


  “Why am I still dressed like this?!”


  He walked across his apartment, his pink heels clicking on the wooden floors. He entered his room and reached for the zipper on the back of his dress. As he struggled, he caught his appearance in the full-length mirror in his room. He stopped fidgeting and stared, his jaw dropped.


  If it weren’t for his obvious man-voice, anyone would believe what they saw was one-hundred-percent woman. This lady, Melissa, had done a marvelous job. Not a hint of Sean’s masculinity. Even his Adam’s Apple was covered by the rhinestone BIMBO choker. His makeup was flawless, with thick bubblegum pink lips covered with a clear shiny coat of gloss complementing his ensemble nicely.


  His curves were killer, and his massive breasts would make any straight man drool. No wonder the cab driver was so desperate to get a piece of Sean’s body.


  “I’m just so… sexy,” he said as he posed in front of the mirror.


  With one final pose, he blew a kiss at his reflection and searched for the zipper. He found it hidden within the fabric on the side and pulled it. In one swoop the fabric loosened and the dress came off effortlessly. While wrestling with the dress, he felt an awkward pressure in his butt and he remembered the plug.


  He bent over and removed his pink lace panties, exposing his caged manhood. As he stepped out of his underwear, he looked down at his heels and saw the tiny locks on the ankle straps and on the chastity cage.


  “I hope she gives me the keys for these.” 


  He walked into his bathroom and bent over. He pulled out the plug, tossed it into the sink, and as he straightened up, he felt a warm stream of fluid come out of his asshole. “Fuckkkkk…” he groaned. He turned and saw the remainder of the cum flow down his legs, absorbing into the white fishnet stockings.


  “I hope that’s the last of that,” he said as he tossed them.


  He walked back into his bedroom, removed the bra, and tossed it onto his bed next to the panties. He felt up his body, looking for the seams of the fake breasts. Finding one, he tugged at the material and peeled off the falsies like a band-aid, grunting in pain.


  “Damn good thing I’m completely shaved, otherwise this would’ve seriously hurt.” He tossed the fake breasts onto his bed.


  Sean stood naked in his bedroom, still wearing the wig, makeup, jewelry, stockings, heels, and cage. Remembering the key ring, he walked back into his living room and dug through his purse. He sat down on the couch, testing all the keys on the cage. None worked, but he was able to remove the high heels.


  “I guess this is part of the punishment,” he sighed, walking back into his bedroom.


  He tossed the heels, stockings and wig onto his bed before heading to the bathroom. A long, hot shower was necessary. For a long time, he just stood in the shower, letting the water flow and wash off the makeup, perfume and the smell of sex. 


  In his mind’s eye he attempted to replay the events of the last 24 hours. He cringed as he recalled the sex and the blowjob in the taxi, torn between feeling disgusted, yet so turned on. Sean couldn’t downplay just how amazing it felt, giving that man a blowjob and letting him fuck him in the back seat of a taxi. He rewinded back to the beginning, with the abduction and the makeover, but between that and waking up on the park bench, there was nothing. A gap in his memory that left him feeling… nervous.


  Eventually Sean stepped out of the shower, as clean as he was going to be. He tried to ignore how surprisingly wonderful the towel felt on his hairless skin before staggering to his bed and falling asleep.


  When he woke the next morning, the sun shone brightly. His apartment was quiet, and his body was sore. His manhood was still caged, but he ignored it. He was still too mentally drained to deal with that.


  He threw on some clothes and sat in front of his TV waiting for the mystery package to arrive. It wasn’t until around lunch when his doorbell rang.


  A man in a uniform stood in his doorway with a large brown box. “Package for you, sir,” the man said. He had no uniform. Just a suit and dark glasses.


  “Thanks,” Sean replied.


  “Have a good day!” The man smiled, nodded, and left.


  Sean closed the door and opened the package as he walked toward his couch. Sitting down, he poured the contents onto the table in front of him. Inside was a long and narrow pink women’s wallet, his own wallet, a tiny key ring, a large tube of adhesive, a makeup box, and two DVDs. One of the DVDs was pink and the other had the words ‘play me’ scribbled on them.


  He set the items aside and opened his wallet. All his cash and cards were still in there. He opened the pink wallet and found a set of credit and debit cards identical to his own, plus an ID. The picture on the ID was a woman with blonde hair and a big, silly grin.


  “Oh fuck, that’s…”


  The photo was, in fact, him from the night before. The address on the ID was his own, except the name on the ID was “Serena” instead of “Sean”. All the cards in the pink wallet had “Serena” on them also. There was no cash, but a strip of paper.


  Sean read the text on the paper. 


  Sean, the cards in this wallet are clones of your own. They are all linked to your bank accounts. Don’t worry; I didn’t keep the information. You can use them next time Serena is out on the town! Be sure to swing by the strip club, we’re always looking for more dancers!


  He frowned, putting the paper back in the wallet and tossed it onto the couch. He picked up the key ring with the tiny keys on them and used them to unlock his manhood, sighing with relief. He tossed the cage aside and held the pink DVD in his hands. He walked over to his TV and inserted the disc into his player.


  Security footage of a nondescript room played before him. After a couple of seconds of inactivity, he saw the door to the room open and watched as two women brought in his body and put it on the table. Then he watched as they not only dressed him up but hypnotized him as well. 


  Sean covered his mouth in shock. The footage cut out after his body collapsed. After a couple of seconds of static, the picture returned. This time he was sitting on a bed talking to a woman. He listened to the words that came out of his mouth.


  “I’m, like, an air-headed bimbo! Duh!”


  He watched the woman leave and two men enter the room. Then he watched as “Serena” eagerly got on her knees to pleasure the men.


  Sean wanted to stop the video, or fast-forward, but he couldn’t. Like watching a train wreck, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away.


  “Serena” passed out and the two men left. After a couple of seconds, the camera switched to a different view. The blonde ringleader had the camera trained on her.


  “Hello, Sean,” the woman said to the camera. “As you can see, you were submitted to a series of punishments,” she used air-quotes for the last word, “which is fitting, as you deserved to be punished. 


  “You see, my name is Mistress Melissa. I not only work as a waitress, but in my spare time I am a professional dominatrix, and thus have a variety of resources at my disposal. Your drunk ass called me a bimbo, and you refused to apologize or take it back. You should never insult strangers, especially when you don’t know what they’re capable of, so I taught you a lesson. Consider the clothes and fake breasts a gift. For I know it would be a lie for you to say that you didn’t enjoy any of it.”


  Sean quickly paused the video and rested his head in his hands. She was right. He did enjoy it. Not looking at the screen, he resumed the video.


  “Included in the package is a pink DVD with some additional goodies, like makeup instructional videos and how to improve your slutty strut. It also contains a single audio track that when listened to, will trigger your new inner bimbo. Only temporarily, as permanently turning you into a bimbo wouldn’t be as much fun. Au revoir!”


  The video ended, and blackness filled the TV screen. Sean remained seated and stared blankly at the TV. Shock, confusion, and fear filled his mind.


  After some time, he stood up and went straight to the bedroom. He threw open the door and reached for the pink dress that was still on his bed. Sean held it in his hands, hell bent on destroying the items.


  But he couldn’t. He just stood there, the dress in his hands, his fingers rubbing the soft fabric. All his hatred and anger vanished. His plan to get rid of the items faded away, replaced by curiosity; curiosity that turned into longing, and soon enough, craving.


  Sean set the dress down, removed his clothes, and reached for the adhesive. He applied a thin layer to the silicone breasts and pads and placed them on his chest and hips. Once dry, he put on the bra and panties, zipped up the dress, slipped on the heels, and donned the wig. He didn’t bother trying the makeup, only the lipstick. After decorating his body with the earrings and jewelry he sat down at his computer, put on his headphones, played the track, and closed his eyes.


  “My name is Serena, and I am an air-headed bimbo,” he giggled.


   


  THE END?




  AFTERWORD


   


  Thank you for reading Night of the Bimbo, I hope you enjoyed it! 


   


  For updates and more, follow me on Twitter @SashaDylena


cover.jpeg





nav.xhtml


  
  
    		Contents


    		Title Page


    		Night of the Bimbo


    		Afterword


  




  
  
    		Contents


    		start


    		Cover


  






