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Prologue

The early 21st century was a time of crisis. Birth rates had fallen to an all time low. Studies found that women valued careers over children and did not want to risk their job in order to mother a family.

With there being real concern that there may not be a next generation the government stepped in with a new agenda; bimbo schools.

Bimbo schools would be free schools which would serve as an alternative to the already in place higher education system for students. While those valuing careers in the future could go to traditional universities, those who failed to make the cut, couldn’t afford the fees or simply had other ambitions could enroll free of charge into a bimbo school.

While normal schools educated students on subjects such as maths, english and science; bimbo schools instead taught students all the necessary lessons they’d need to become a full fledged bimbo in society.

Bimbo school lessons included familiar lessons like home economics but also produced a completely new and unique curriculum, such as sexual technique.

Thanks to a strong campaign produced by the government, encouraging students to enroll in order to save the next generation, bimbo schools were a great success. It hadn’t even been ten years and already the birth race had recovered greatly.

Now that the bimbo school network was in place future generations were secure and such a crisis was averted from happening again in the future.


Bad Girl

Since its founding The Bubblegum Meadows Bimbo School had a one hundred percent pass rate. That was eight years of every single student leaving the course with their official bimbo degree. However that record was in jeopardy all thanks to one student.

Skyler was a student who had been forced into the school due to her disciplinary record. Due to the strong success rate of bimbo schools for molding young minds they were often used as a way to tame young offenders and troublemakers. They were harder to manage than those who couldn’t afford a better education, and a lot harder than those too dumb to learn anywhere else, but it was still a task that hadn’t been too much for them previously.

This particular girl though had been a problem for her entire stay at the school. She’d been disruptive, arrogant, manipulative. She constantly skipped class and harassed other students. She’d never even properly taken to the education. She even refused to wear the school uniform.

She didn’t even look anything close to a bimbo outfit aside either. She had short black hair, a slightly pudgy figure which she refused to exercise away as asked and even had a skull tattoo on her arm; she was out of control.

Every other student walked around in a matching white mini skirt with a pink crop top with the school logo on the front, complete with socks and heels of their choosing. Skyler continued to waltz around in jeans, jackets and hooded tops; it was a disgrace. If the school wasn’t so determined to keep their record in tact they’d have thrown her out a long time ago.

It was almost the end of three years and she was no better than she had been at the start. If the school didn’t manage to change her behaviour quickly they were going to lose their perfect record for making quality bimbos. They had to resort to using their wildcard.

“So I gotta do what?” Skyler complained, slowly chewing a piece of gum in the corner of her mouth.

She’d been called into the principal's office to find a solution to her current situation, not that she saw it as a problem. She got forced to come here and only stayed for the free accommodation. Failing the course was no issue for her.

Skyler also hated the principal of the school, Mr. Spencer. He was a complete creep, the kind of guy you’d expect to be running a school like this. Middle aged, slimy, probably sniffs his daughter’s panties before they get washed. There was only one reason a man would want this job.

“All we need for you is to complete your end of year essay with our assistance, that’s all. I presume you haven’t started it yet.”

“Of course I haven’t started, and I don’t plan on starting it. Basically though you wanna try and cheat me through this course don’t you?”

“N-no, nothing like that.”

“Oh admit it,” Skyler sighed out. This facade was boring to her. “You wanna keep that pass record you’re proud of so you want to cheat me through the test.”

“We just want to give our students all the help we can.”

“Hey imagine if this somehow got into the papers. Top bimbo school cheating their way to exam results. Wouldn’t that be a story?”

“If you could just be serious for one moment Miss. Skyler…”

“This is me being serious.”

The principal rubbed his temple. He knew she was tough work but he at least expected to be able to talk some sense into her rather than having her jump down his throat. Luckily he had an ace in the hole for such an occasion.

“Of course we weren’t planning on letting you go home empty handed for all the inconvenience we’d be causing you.”

“Oh?” That suddenly peeked her interest as she leaned over, resting onto his desk on her elbows. “Go on.”

“The school is willing to pay you one thousand dollars for your assistance.”

Skyler recoiled in her seat from the shock of such a figure. Was he being serious?

“A thousand dollars? Damn now I am interested. You must really be desperate for me me to do this, right?”

He nodded his head frantically, “Of course. We both know that there is no way you’ll be able to pass through… conventional means.”

Skyler rubbed his chin in thought, “Double it.”

“Excuse me?”

“Double it. Make it two thousand and I’ll do it.”

“Well then we have a-”

“Actually add another five hundred on top of that. Make it a nice number.”

“Deal,” he sighed out. This bitch was going to milk him dry.

“Awesome. So let’s get this over with.”

Skyler grinned from ear to ear. All she had to do was write some boring paper and she was walking around with two and a half thousand kay. These guys were complete suckers; she had them right where she wanted them.


Essay Writing

The principal had clearly left out a few details about the essay during negotiations. It was sold to her as all she had to do was write a paper but there was another part to their plan, mainly what they expected her to wear during the work. It wasn’t quite as awful as that outfit they’d been insisting she had to wear for the last three years but it was still stupid. It was a long, blonde, wig.

“Really? You expect me to wear this?”

“Allow me to explain!” the principal quickly interjected, “It’s simply to do with some research we would like to test. There is a theory going around that looking more like a bimbo puts students in a better mindset and therefore improves results.”

“You aren’t really expecting me to pass just because of a wig?”

“I-I didn’t say pass. We just want to see possible improvements.”

She pulled a scowling face as she held the wig by its locks, dangling it upside down.

“So you ain’t gonna give me the wonga if I don’t wear it?”

“That’s right. It’s a necessary part of the examination.”

She sighed out visibly. She didn’t really like indulging any of the sick fantasies of this school or one iota of this bimbo crap but for that sort of money? It was still chumps work.

“Fine. Just make sure nobody sees me like this or there will be help to pay.”

The wig easily fitted over her head, taking away the sight of her short black locks and replacing them with a long flow of bleached blonde hair. It was almost enough to make her feel sick.

“Thank you Miss. Skyler. Now if you’ll just sit and you can get started on the paper.”

She’d been taken to an empty classroom to do the paper. She slumped herself down at the desk which had been provided to her; complete with paper, pen and even a bottle of water. She picked up the pen with a look of disgust on her face. It was pink, it was chunky and it had a big butterfly prop at the end.

“Really?”

“It’s just for the mindset Miss. Skyler, don’t let it worry you. You may now begin the paper, I will be back later to check up on you.”

The principal took his leave and left Skyler all alone with the paper. She hated writing these kind of things and had spent her school time either not doing them or writing insults to the teacher but now she had to try and do one properly. Not properly as in well, she just had to write enough. If they thought she was actually going to give them the answers they wanted they had another thing coming.

Written on the blackboard at the front of the class was the question Skyler was being tasked with writing an essay about, “How I can be a good bimbo”. If they were hoping for Skyler to suddenly fill the pages about drivel about cooking and cleaning they had another thing coming.

“Might as well get this over and done with,” she sighed to herself as she began her essay.

‘I have no interest in being a good bimbo’ she began with, a touching start in her eyes. ‘I only agreed to write this essay in the first place because I’m being paid too. I will never be a bimbo.’

Skyler was already snickering to herself. This could actually be a lot more fun than she was imagining.

‘I hate this school, everybody in this school and everything this school stands for. I hate the school’s name. I hate the logo. I hate the mascot. I hate the uniform. I hate the lessons. I hate the sex lessons. I hate the obedience lessons. I hate the fashion lessons. I hate the cooking lessons.’

She actually mulled back over her last sentence once she’d written it down. All the others lessons could go to hell but she supposes she didn’t actually mind cooking as much. After all cooking wasn’t something that was just exclusive to bimbos.

‘Okay I guess cooking isn’t that bad. I suppose knowing how to cook can be quite useful in case I ever want to make myself some nice food. I didn’t know how to many anything other than microwave meals before my lessons but now I can even make fairy cakes.’

Fairy cakes? The hell was she writing about fairy cakes for? She scribbled that bit out it made her sound like one of those dumb ditzes she resented so much.

It was right though, the cooking had been useful. She’d actually knew how to use an oven now and could make herself some hot food that wasn’t signaled with a ping. Now that she was thinking about it the cleaning lessons weren’t exactly the most illogical things either. She barely knew how to use a vacuum cleaner before starting school which was an issue living alone.

Just like at most universities there were campuses that the students could stay at. Skyler had been forced to stay at one of them. Initially she had a roommate but her behaviour soon put an end to that. Since then she’s lived alone and the cooking and cleaning lessons sure have helped.

‘Being taught to clean and cook was helpful for me as I live alone and didn’t know how to do stuff like that before. Not I can cook all my own food and clean the place myself.’

So she could admit that there were actually two useful lessons, that didn’t change the fact that the rest of her time here was completely awful. Being talked down to by all of those teachers who wanted to treat her like a bimbo; it was horrid. At least none of the other students talked to her that way.

Yeah now that she thinks about it they may have been dumb as a bag of frogs and might have been tarted up like a bunch of hookers but the girls were never actually nasty to her. She didn’t like their look or their desires but she couldn’t be too critical about them over all.

‘The teachers suck but the other girls aren’t too bad. For a bunch of bimbos I guess most of them are actually pretty cool. I guess they’re pretty good looking to. I’m not a lesbian or anything but I wouldn’t mind…’

Wait where did her mind wander then? Skyler gasped and shook her head sharply from side to side, the long locks of the blonde wig swinging around.

“Ah! What was I just thinking about?” she wailed out in disgust, slapping her palm against the side of her head. Sure she didn’t mind the other girls but she didn’t want to be having sexy thoughts about them. She was no dyke. “Come on brain no thoughts like that, that’s not cool.”

Skyler took a drink of the water on her desk in an effort to calm herself down so she could get back to thinking rationally and properly slandering this school like it deserved. So far she’d been far too generous, actually giving them the small bits of credit it’d earned; now it was time to twist the knife.

‘Still the girls might not be bad but they’re forced to dress like total sluts. We’re basically teens and you’re putting us in the same outfits strippers work in. It’s fucking disgusting. Worst of all spending three fucking years trying to make me wear that uniform too. There was no chance. Why the hell would I want to wear something so slutty and revealing? I don’t have the body for it at all. Compared to the other girls I’m so out of shape.’

She caught herself doing it again! She was getting distracted and then she was starting to ramble about something else. Skyler had no idea what had gotten into herself, a fever maybe? Checking herself there was no temperature rise. She felt normal just scatterbrained and it was turning her words to rambles. For one she wasn’t even that out of shape.

Okay compared to the other girls at the school who had the body of models she was definitely out of sorts but that didn’t mean her body was somehow worse than any of theirs. Yeah that’s right, her body is fine the way it is.

‘So what if I’m fatter than the other girls? Not everybody needs to look like some stick figure who hasn’t had a decent meal all year. Mrs. Nash’s beauty class is a total sham, just because she’s a former model doesn’t mean she’s right and I’m wrong. Yes she looks good and probably better than me but she’s a former model, it’s natural. Compared to most of the other students I’m well hotter, just like…’

Just like. Just like. Skyler was running her mind over every female teacher and all the students of the school trying to think of one who she was hotter than. Every girl was a total beauty. Well groomed; fit bodies; pampered and maintained. She couldn’t honestly think of one girl she’d call herself prettier than. It was nothing to do with the fact that she was ugly, everyone else was just better.

“So what if I’m not a pretty girl,” she huffed out to herself in a bout of self assurance, “There is more to life than being a pretty girl. Like cooking and cleaning.”

Yeah she may not have been the most beautiful girl in the school but her room was a lot tidier than it used to be and she could make a mean pasta.

‘Being pretty isn’t even the most important thing anyway. I can do lots of things like cooking and cleaning that the other girls can’t do.’

A little voice sparked up in the back of her head with an annoying reminder. In both cooking and cleaning she was bottom of her class. Bottom behind all those morons

‘I might be bottom of my classes but grades aren’t everything. Besides I’m top of the class in…’

She racked her brain again for the answer to her own question. Just what was she top of her class in? Cooking, bottom. Cleaning, bottom. Mothering, bottom. Beauty, bottom. Fashion, bottom. Manners, bottom. Obedience, bottom. Sex, bottom.

A small panic washed over Skyler. She was bottom of every single class she was taking. How could she be inferior to all of those brain dead bimbos?

Her palms slapping against her cheeks snapped her out of that weak willed moment. What should she have to worry about failing a bunch of classes designed for bimbos? Why the hell would she want to be passing lessons about pleasing men anyway? To save the next generation? Get real.

Skyler was real glad they left her a bottle of water with the amount she was getting herself worked up over nothing. It was a great way to sooth her mind and get her on the right track.

‘It doesn’t matter if I’m failing my classes or if I fail this school. I don’t care I don’t want to be a bimbo anyway. Once I finish this paper I’m getting paid and I can do whatever I want.’

What was she gonna do once the money dried up though? She’d probably have to go and find a job but most places require you to have some qualifications. What talents did she have anyway? She could do some cooking and cleaning but the bimbos were much better at that than her. She could always try and get a service job as unappealing as a life working at cheque outs sounded.

“Stupid school”, she whined out, placing her head down onto the table as worries about a future sitting behind a shop counter for her whole working life flooded her head. “Why couldn’t you teach me anything useful?”

The only things the school had really taught her was how to be a good wife for a husband. Most of the girls in this school would probably end up married to some rich businessmen or bankers. They’d be sorted for life after all and would never have to worry about money or getting a job, their man would do all the work for them.

All those lucky pretty girls not having to go and do a real job. Why should Skyler have to go and get a job while everyone else can just let something else worry about the money? It’s not fair.

“Why do I have to worry about a job and not them? There is nothing wrong with me.”

She remembered what she’d been taught in those silly lessons for the last three years. Every woman can look a lot better as long as they put on the right makeup and clothing. Mrs. Nash was already in her thirties but still she looked like a teenager and Mrs. Burton always looked sexy. Could Skyler really also look that good?

Skyler shook her head from side to side again. What was she doing? Thinking about things like makeup and girly clothing, she was a tomboy, a bad girl, not a bimbo princess type.

Those bimbo princess types sure were pretty though and most of them would get easy lives once they left school. It’d be so cool to have somebody to earn and worry all about the money for you.

At the back of every classroom in the school was a mirror. Due to how important it was for bimbos to look good they were plentifully distributed around the school to promote self maintenance.

Skyler found herself drawn to the mirror in the particular classroom she’d been stationed. She didn’t look that bad did she? There should be no reason every other girl in the school could look good and she couldn’t. She looked into the mirror and expected to see her usual gloomy self but she was taken by surprise; she’d forgotten all about the pretty blonde wig she’d been made to wear, it made a world of difference.

Simply by flanking her face with long blonde locks instead of leaving it fully exposed by that dark, boyish, haircut she already looked a lot more appealing. It wasn't complete but she definitely looked better.

Her eyes caught sight of some left over bits of makeup which had been left around the mirror. All the students and teachers wear makeup all the time and all look so beautiful, could she look that good as well?

Skyler slowly rolled the lipstick out of its container, revealing the hot, pink stick. Apart from cooking and cleaning she was completely failing every lesson, she hadn’t really paid much attention to the lessons which couldn’t benefit her so this action wasn’t in her comfort zone but still she went on. She puckered her lips together and moved to apply the lipstick.

Suddenly she gasped and dropped the stick down. No this wasn’t like her at all. She wasn’t jealous of those girls, she was happy with herself, she didn’t need any makeup. Quickly she rushed her way across the classroom like she was trying to escape a guilty conscience, getting back into her lipstick while praying nobody had seen her. 

“Keep it together girl, keep it together. Don’t go crazy on me.”

Again she talked to herself in an effort to reassure. Her hands were shaking as she grasped at that bottle of water and chugged the whole remainder in one go. She was totally freaking out she needed all the help she could get.

Drinking the water made her feel more relaxed, more clear headed; it allowed her to calmly sit back for a moment without worry.

Yeah this was better, it was so clear now. She had no reason to feel worried, so what if somebody saw her? She was a girl, it was only natural for girls to wear makeup. There was nothing to feel ashamed about.

She’d gotten distracted from her paper though by her little panic attack. See now that was something to be embarrassed about, not being a girl who wanted to wear makeup. Maybe a girl not knowing how to apply it was embarrassing but she had more pressing matters.

Skyler looked back up to the board. “How I can be a good bimbo” was the title of her essay. She knew already that she was definitely not a good bimbo but by being aware she was not that meant that she must know what it takes to be a good bimbo after all and she was simply refusing to act that way. She could do this after all.

‘I think I could be just as pretty as the other girls in the school as long as I put some work in. If I had listened to my teachers more I could probably be a pretty girl as well.

Mrs. Nash always looks so stunning. I’d be happy if I could look half as good as her. I should have listened more in class.

Mrs. Burton looks so sexy in her outfits. I wish my wardrobe had clothes nearly as nice as hers.’

She didn’t understand why she’d been refusing to go along with it sooner. What’s wrong with wanting to look pretty, put on makeup and wear nice clothing? All the other girls looked nice and happy, why couldn’t she be as well?

‘I think I would have enjoyed my time at school more if I’d listened in lessons and been pretty with all the other girls. Then I could have had lots of gal pals and not have to be alone all the time.’

Yeah that was right, it’d been so lonely over these last three years. She had no friends and she didn’t speak to any of the other girls. Why not? She could have been so popular and so happy.

‘If I’d just listened in class I could have been the best bimbo in the school, I just know it. Then I wouldn’t have to worry about work or money or anything like that and could concentrate on important things like being pretty and housework.’

The more she wrote the more it all started to make sense to her. It was like all her inner thoughts, the ones trapped in the back of her mind she didn’t know where there were now all flowing free onto the page. Why had she been fighting for a brat for these last three years when she could have accepted it all and had an easy, fun, time? It didn’t make any sense.

‘I don’t have any chance at a career in the future but that doesn’t mean I can’t be a bimbo. I’m sure if I worked super hard I could be the biggest bimbo in the whole school.

I need to work hard on my cooking.

I need to work hard on my cleaning.

I need to work hard on my appearance.

I need to work hard on my manners.

I need to work hard on my sexual technique.

I need to work hard on being obedient.’

Skyler found her head nodding along as the words came from nowhere but were absorbed into her mind like a sponge. All those lessons she’d been ignoring, if she worked hard on them now she was sure she could still become the best bimbo in the school.

‘From now on I’m gonna work hard to be the best bimbo I can be. I’m going to work extra hard in all of my lessons. I might even take extra lessons so I can catch up to the other girls. I don’t want to let the school down by failing. I wouldn’t want to disappoint Mr. Spencer.’

“Wait, why would I care about the principal?” Skyler muttered to herself. Didn’t she hate that slimeball?

‘Mr. Spencer is such a nice man after all. He’s so smart and funny and handsome.’

No, of course she didn’t. How could she hate such a generous, thoughtful and good looking man who had looked after her for all these years? Mr. Spencer was a great man.

‘Mr. Spencer is so handsome, he’s like a model. If I could choose any man to be my husband I think it’d be him. He’s so dreamy, I think I love him.’

Oh how could she not notice it for all those years? He was so handsome, so sexy. God Skyler would do anything to become his wife.

‘I’d do anything to be his wife. From now on I’m going to take all my lessons seriously and I’m going to do my best to become a woman fit to be his wife.

All that matters to me now is becoming a bimbo. I’m going to learn how to do my makeup and clothing. I’m going to work out so I’m super fit like all the other girls and then I’m going to become pretty just like them.

I’m going to learn how to do lots more cooking and cleaning so I can do all the housework for my man why he goes out and earns the money like a good provider.

I’m going to learn all the sexy words and mannerisms that men like. I’m going to stop acting smart and be dumb and obedient like men like. I’m going to become a good girl.

I’m going to learn how to make my man feel really good. A sexy wife’s main duty is to satisfy her man sexually. I’m going to learn lots of ways to use my body so that my man will never be left dissatisfied with my body.’

Every letter, word, sentence, paragraph, they all burned the truth of the world deeper and deeper into her mind. All she had to do was pay attention and the school could make her into the bimbo she was destined to be. She shouldn’t have thought this for so long, it was why she was here, it was the natural order.

‘I’m going to be a good bimbo from now on. Becoming anything but a bimbo would be a disappointment. I need to become a bimbo so that I become a good wife and make my man happy. If Mr. Spencer became my man I would be so happy.’

Skyler found herself sitting there, fantasizing about her principal and serving him as his loving wife when there was a knock on the door. It was him, it was that dreamy hunk of a man, it was Mr. Spencer, coming to check up on her.

“Skyler? Are you finished with your essay?”

She felt her cheeks burning up. He was talking directly to her, he was looking at her. She feared her heart was about to burst from her chest it was beating that quickly. Her entire body was on fire.

“Erm… well… maybe. I… erm…”

She found herself unable to even get her words out as he moved closer to her. Her entire body was shaking uncontrollably!

He lifted her paper from the desk and looked over it, his head slowly nodding as he observed her words.

“Yes this looks good. I’m sure you must want your money now then.”

It was only when he said that she remembered that she was only doing the essay to begin with for the money.

“Yes sir!”

“I mean if you want it. It’ll be coming out of my finances though and I’d really prefer not to have to give up so much money.”

Suddenly, guilt. It was his money? How could she ask him to give her money for that? He was such a generous, loving, hunky man and she was going to steal money from him? She could never do that.

“Just joking sir!”

He chuckled out, “That was funny Skyler. Yeah, I’m sure you’d rather go to class wouldn’t you?”

“Would I ever!”

“Then get going. I’m sure if you’re quick you’ll be able to catch the end of Mrs. Burton’s fashion class.” She darted up from her seat but was stopped by his sudden prompt. “Wait just a second Skyler, let me take this off you. A shame, you look prettier with long hair.”

He reached over and plucked the blonde wig from her head, exposing her short, black, hair. Suddenly she felt so ugly. How would she ever be loved if she had such short, hideous hair? From now on she was going to grow her hair long and become pretty so men, like Mr. Spencer, would love her.


To Bimbo

Skyler pulled the tray out of the oven and took a big whiff of the pleasant scent spreading through the air.

“My muffins are done,” she cheerfully giggled out, placing them safely onto the heating tray.

It’d only been a few weeks since her intervention but in that time she’d gone through a drastic change in both appearance and personality.

For three years she’d been a short haired tomboy who’d always made an effort to wear baggy, boyish clothing; as far from the bimbo ideal as possible. Now she was wearing the regulation uniform and showing off the trimmed body she’d been working so hard on in the school gym and had even started to grow her hair out, which had now been lightened down to a soft brunette colour.

She’d also started wearing makeup, covering that natural, uncared for skin with a beautiful mix of subtle colours in just the right locations to emphasize the very finest features of her face. In the context of the school she now looked like a bimbo.

Her attitude had also changed since the essay. She’d been more cheerful, more eager and had worked hard in lessons, including all the extra lessons she’d been given to help her catch up to the other girls.

Mrs. Muffet, the teacher for the cooking class, cheerfully clapped her hands at the beautiful tray of muffins that Skyler had managed to bake.

“Those look wonderful Sky, and I’m sure they taste just as good as they look.”

Before Skyler would have snapped it anybody had dared to shorten her name to the moniker of Sky but now she just giggled happily and curled her lips into a big, cheery smile.

“I sure hope so Mrs, I did my very bestest!”

“Mrs. Muffet?” There was a knock from the open door. It was the school’s president, Mr. Spencer. “Is Skyler here? I’d like to borrow her for a moment.”

Sky beamed happily as she was called over, skipping towards the principal. She had such a huge crush on him it wasn’t even funny. Just being so close to him got her cheeks glowing all pretty and pink, not that she hadn’t already blushed them like that with makeup.

Mr. Spencer wasn’t alone though. In the corridor with him was another man in a suit. He looked a little bit younger than the principal but he just couldn’t get anywhere close to him in hotness.

“So this is the girl?” the suited stranger asked.

“Sure is. Just a month ago she was a loud mouthed, tomboy bully who we’d been unable to correct for three years but just look at her now.”

The two of them both stared at Skyler who had completely no idea what was going on, the blushing teenager squirming around on the spot in her revealing uniform while the men looked over her body.

“So our products worked then?”

“Like a treat. She never caught onto there being a radio in that wig of hers. She really believed all of those things she was hearing where inside her own head and that all those things she was writing where her ideas too. A pen which could guide the user’s hand on its own? What a genius invention.”

“Are you sure you should be saying all of this in front of her?”

“It’s fine. You don’t have any idea what we’re talking about, do you Skyler?”

He was bang on the money. She’d been confused about their discussion for the entire duration, having been watching with a blank look on her face.

“Nope, no idea sir. Do I need to know?”

“It’s fine, it’s probably better if you didn’t know. It’d probably just confuse that small brain of yours.”

“Okay sir,” she giggled happily. The principal was so kind, always looking out for her, “I’ll do just that.”

“See what did I tell you? That wig and pen really put the thoughts right into her head and now she’s a proper bimbo.”

“What about that experimental water? Did she drink it?”

“The whole thing. It really did the trick. She chugged the whole thing in one go and suddenly she’s happily writing about wanting wear makeup and be pretty.”

“So it made her more susceptible to suggestions as planned? Brilliant. Thank you for helping us test out our new products.”

“No no thank you, really. Thanks to your products my school's reputation is saved; plus I managed to get myself a little bonus as well. Oh Skyler?” Mr. Spencer looked back to the confused girl who’d been waiting patiently for the conversation to end.

“Yes sir?”

“How would you like to become my wife? Of course first I’ll need you to pass all of your exams so that you can become an approved bimbo but once you get your degree I’ll happily take you as my lover.”

Was she dreaming right now? She had to be dreaming? Her becoming the wife of the most handsome man she’d ever known? He was handsome, smart and funny; completely perfect. Skyler could hardly contain her excitement.

“I want to be your wife so bad sir! You’d make me the happiest bimbo in the world!”

“I know I will Skyler. You can cook and clean for me everyday and service me every night. Could there be anything better than that?”

“No sir, nothing sir.”

She wasn’t lying either, it was her ideal; he was her ideal. It was the happiest day of her life.

“Then be a good girl and go and ace those exams.”

“Will do!”

Skyler turned around and raced back into the kitchen on those high heels she’d quickly got adjusted to wearing. There was only a week to go until her final exams and with her sweetheart waiting for her there was no way she was going to fail them.
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