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      This book was inspired by a woman named Brooke and the blog story Pink Room, written by Avaro 56.

      Brooke can be found on Tumblr under the username findingmywayforever (https://findingmywayforever.tumblr.com/). She is also active on Twitter and Instagram using the same name.

      Avaro 56 has an active Deviant Art page, including a link to the Pink Room (https://www.deviantart.com/avaro56).

      Both Brooke and Avaro 56 have Patreon campaigns, should you wish to support them.

      This book was written with permission from both parties and both contributed in it. Brooke helped choose the path her character takes in the story, including the mental and physical traits she takes on. Avaro 56 requested that the story remain as realistic as possible. I hope I have done exactly that.
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      Day 1 - Brooke

      I don’t know what’s happened to me.

      My name is Brooke and I have been kidnapped. I haven’t seen my captor or captors, whoever they may be. There has been no communication from them.

      I woke up in this strange room today and don’t know where I am. My last memories, they are fuzzy. I figure I must have been kidnapped, but I don’t remember any of the details. It seems like one minute I was home and the next I woke up here with a couple blurred and indistinct images in between.

      Normally I wouldn’t be writing this. I mean, I’ve been kidnapped. This is bad. But I’ve spent hours trying to figure out how to get out of here, but I appear to be locked in. There is nothing left for me to try. In the meantime, I might as well start a record of everything that happens to me since I have been provided a means to write.

      The room I’m being held in is pleasant enough, but the pink walls are a bit much. Still, the bed is comfortable and the room is warm enough so I don’t need any extra layers. The table I am sitting at right now, writing, is more like a vanity table, although there is no makeup or other beauty products available.

      There’s a bathroom with basic facilities, but there’s no kitchen. There also hasn’t been any food offered to me yet. I don’t know what to expect on that front. What does one feed a kidnapped woman? Either way, I’m starting to get hungry. I can hear my stomach growling.

      Ugh. I don’t even want to think about this. The only reason I’m not crying my eyes out is I’m too scared about what will happen next. Where am I? Why am I here? And while those are important questions, I just can’t even comprehend this whole situation.

      Please help me!

      One Year Ago

      Brooke drunkenly swayed back and forth as she tried to insert her key into the lock. It had been a fun night of celebrating. She was finally finished with school, having earned her degree in journalism.

      “You can do it,” her friend said encouragingly.

      Brooke giggled as the thought of the key being a little cock and the door lock being a little pussy. It was an image she couldn’t describe, but it worked. It helped her get the key in the lock, which in turn, allowed her to open the door.

      “Thanks for walking me home,” Brooke said. “Do you want to come in?”

      “Just to make sure you don’t hurt yourself in your state,” he replied.

      “You’re a good friend,” Brooke countered, smiling as she tumbled into her apartment, just barely holding herself up by the doorknob.

      “Come on,” her friend said, pulling Brooke to her feet and half walking her and half carrying her over to the couch.

      Brooke flopped down on the couch and looked up at her friend. She smiled. Her thoughts were a million miles away from her academic accomplishments and her career goals. Instead, her mind focused on something far less acceptable.

      “You know what I want?” Brooke suddenly said, her mind doing a poor job of filtering her thoughts before they reached her mouth.

      “What do you want?” her friend asked as he sat down in a nearby chair.

      “I want to be a bimbo.”

      It was the kind of statement that Brooke never would have made when sober, even though she thought about it often. But she wanted more than to be a bimbo. For her, being a bimbo was merely a stepping stone toward her bigger goal of being a bimbo housewife, not dissimilar to a Stepford wife.

      It had long been a fantasy, especially when she felt overwhelmed with her school work, adulthood, or simply life in general. Brooke’s academic life was at an end, but that did little to tamp down her fears and worries about the future. In so many ways, the end of her academic career meant she would have to face the realities of the world, no longer shielded by college bubbles and similar safe spaces.

      Brooke’s future would open her up to the real world for the first time in her life and it scared her. How was she supposed to react when something went wrong? Her track record was not good, even when it involved relatively minor events, like a class project or simply making decisions about how she wanted to spend her summer vacations.

      Not that summer vacations would be of any help now. School was done and the working world awaited.

      “You want to be a bimbo?” Her friend asked, wanting to be clear he heard his friend correctly. He was familiar with the term, but he had never known anyone to want that for themselves. He had always thought it was an insult.

      “Yeah, you know, like a bimbo housewife from Stepford,” Brooke said, unable to stop the words from flowing from her lips. “I wouldn’t have to think for myself. There’d be nothing to worry about. It would be fun. I wish someone would turn me into that. I wish someone would force me to do it.”

      The force aspect had been another part of Brooke’s fantasies. It wasn’t enough for her to want to do those things on her own. Knowing her, she never would. She would become too overwhelmed by just making the decision to attempt it. She would never have the courage to follow through with it.

      That was why she needed to be forced. She wanted it, but she never would have been able to make it a reality on her own. She did not have the discipline to make it happen, even if she could get past the social stigmas of subjecting herself to such a fate. As an educated woman, she was not supposed to want a life of submission. She was supposed to be a leader and any deviation from such a life felt like a betrayal of all she had worked for.

      Brooke continued to babble on about her fantasy, although her statements became increasingly nonsensical. At least that was how it would have seemed to an impartial observer. However, her friend had experienced drunk Brooke before and he had a sense of what she was saying.

      Brooke’s friend took all that information in and saved it, wanting to remember it for the future, because Brooke had given him an idea. He had always liked her, maybe more than she realized, but he had stood by her side, being the friend she needed as opposed to the potential suitor that she did not need, at least for now.

      Eventually he put Brooke to bed. She was fading fast. When he tucked her in, she was still wearing her favorite black dress, but he had removed her heels. He did not know how women could stand walking in them, but he was not going to complain about the effect heels had on women’s posture.

      Brooke’s friend let himself out. He arranged for a rideshare to take him home, himself being too intoxicated to get behind the wheel. However, he was sober enough to begin thinking about how he could make his friend’s dream a reality. He had to admit, the idea of turning his friend into the woman she had described to him turned him on. Yes, he wanted this as much as Brooke did. Now he just had to figure out how to make it happen.

      Day 2 - Brooke

      It’s the second day, I think. I really don’t know. There are no windows and no clocks to tell me the time. It could be the middle of the night right now and I wouldn’t know.

      At least they are feeding me. That’s most of the reason why I think this is the second day. I was fed three meals yesterday and, after a long pause, I’ve been fed another meal today. Based on that logic, it would likely be the morning of Day 2.

      As for the food, well, that is another matter. All I can say is at least they are feeding me. The quality, on the other hand, is... well it’s awful. The taste is bad enough, but I feel like each meal only leaves me hungrier than before.

      I don’t know why they can’t feed me a proper meal. How about some vegetables? Instead, it’s always the same brown sludge. It doesn’t even look good.

      Then there’s the boredom. After spending hours trying to figure out where I am and how I might be able to escape, there has been nothing to do. My mind will probably atrophy after just a few days of this.

      I just don’t know what I’m going to do. I need to get out of here, but how? Even the feeding mechanism seems full proof. A slot in the wall opens and food is presented to me. As far as I can tell, there isn’t an obvious human on the other side of the slot. There could be a robot controlling things for all I know.

      If it were a robot, that could explain the taste. The blandness is killing me. If I weren’t always so hungry, I wouldn’t be able to stomach it. I honestly don’t know how long I can keep this up for. It’s bad.

      I guess I’ll just go back to twiddling my thumbs. There’s nothing else to do around here. What I wouldn’t give for a little television. Having something like HGTV playing all day wouldn’t be a bad way to spend my time. Instead, I’m just bored.

      The plan

      It had taken Brooke’s friend a year to devise a plan and put it into action. He did not understand exactly why he wanted to make Brooke’s fantasy a reality, but the idea of it unleashed a dark side of himself that he had never seen before. There were times when he would recoil from his own thoughts and actions, but then he would feel the longing to continue in his loins and he knew there was no turning back.

      Much of Brooke’s memories from that celebratory night were lost in an alcohol induced haze. As far as she could remember, that night had been fun, but she was definitely paying for it the following day. The vodka, she had been fine with. It was when they switched to tequila that the night got out of hand. She remembered nothing of her conversation in her apartment.

      Luckily, there was her friend to take her home and tuck her into bed. She texted him the next day, thanking him for the help. Little did Brooke know he was already hard at work on a plan to turn her into the perfect bimbo housewife.

      As the year progressed, Brooke remained oblivious to everything her friend had set up for her. She dated here or there. Had she found the man or woman she wanted to be with, he would have called it all off. He was not cruel. Nor was he under some delusion that he would get to keep her when it was all over, that she would be his bimbo housewife.

      Nonetheless, he continued planning, using his spare time from a job that paid him far more than he had ever imagined. He not only had the desire to give Brooke her dream, but he had the means to do it as well.

      Devising the Bimbo Room had taken several months to take it from the planning stage to making it a reality. Little did Brooke realize the complexity of everything that had been created for her. Every need of hers would be cared for. It would take time, but Brooke would eventually be allowed into more of the facility than her single bedroom currently allowed. But those new rooms would not immediately be made available. They would need to be earned.

      However, before Brooke could even begin opening up new opportunities for herself in the facility that had been built for her, she needed to be broken first. That was the entire purpose of Phase One. Brooke needed to break, to have her give up any hope of escape and of any future beyond the monotony of her captive existence.

      In many ways, this first phase had required the most research. While the Bimbo Room was being built, her friend immersed himself in research, some of it very dark. He read about how cult leaders used food to keep their followers pacified. He even read academic papers about which enzymes, amino acids, and neurotransmitters were needed to be administered or denied to place Brooke into the proper state of mind.

      There were times when he had to remind himself that this wasn’t purely academic. He was planning to use these techniques on a person. Worse, that person was his friend. But he also had to remember that Brooke wanted this. She might not have admitted it out loud in normal situations, but deep down, she wanted this.

      The hardest part of enacting his plan had been finding a way to take Brooke out of the world without anyone questioning it. Her trip to Europe had been his opportunity. He had stayed behind, as the trip was more of a girls trip. That was a group to which he did not belong.

      Not that it mattered. He had too much work to do to get the Bimbo Room ready. However, it was easy enough to make it seem that she was running off to reunite with someone she had met there. He even paid for her passport to be scanned through customs, making it clear for anyone who wanted to check that she had left the country and disappeared abroad.

      After that, it was easy enough to send her employer a resignation letter. If all went to plan, Brooke would no longer be a working woman anyway. Her place would be in the home, not in a workplace. An immediate resignation would burn no bridges that mattered.

      As he sat in the control station for the Bimbo Room, he watched Brooke on a series of different monitors, each one showing him a different angle from hidden cameras positioned throughout the facility. He did not expect Brooke to break easily, but once she did, he could start Phase Two, which would be the first steps toward building Brooke into the bimbo housewife she dreamed about.

      Day 7 - Brooke

      I am so bored. I don’t even know how long I’ve been here anymore. Has it been a week? It feels like it’s been longer, but I’m not sure.

      The food is the same everyday. Brown sludge for breakfast, brown sludge for lunch, and brown sludge for dinner. In between, I basically sleep all the time. There’s nothing else to do here.

      I’ve tried coming up with puzzles to solve. I figured it would be something I could do to occupy my time. Except, I can’t seem to think clearly. I’ll come up with something to do or try to solve, but when I actually try to do it, I lose all energy.

      It’s not that I don’t have energy. With the food, even though it leaves me feeling less than full after every meal, I know it’s doing something for me. Despite the hunger pangs not ever really going away, I still get energy from it. That energy just doesn’t make it to my brain it seems.

      I did give meditating a try, along with yoga. That seemed like the perfect thing to do during this weird time. My body responds just fine to it, but my mind can’t seem to stay focused.

      I’m beginning to worry that something is wrong with me. Obviously there’s nothing I can do about my situation. I’ve already tried every idea I could come up with to try and escape. Whoever built this place and put me in it knew what they were doing. They’ve trapped me in here and seemingly thrown away the key.

      If it weren’t for the fact they keep feeding me, I would wonder if they even knew I was here. Not that I know how I got to be here. My memories from my kidnapping are still missing. Did they drug me?

      As far as I can tell, I’m uninjured. So I doubt they hurt me in the process.

      Then there’s my clothes. All I have to wear is this thin cotton dress. To be honest, it makes me think of a nightgown more than anything else. This is all I have to wear, so I’ve been making sure to keep it clean. I just have the one item, which isn’t exactly great as far as maintaining a hygiene routine.

      At least I have access to a shower. That is much appreciated. I still feel tired, but at least a hot shower helps bring some life back into me.

      I don’t know how much more of this I can take. Something must happen eventually. What’s the point of kidnapping me if all they’re going to do is feed me that sludge? It doesn’t make any sense.

      Phase One Continues

      It was hard to watch as the Brooke everyone knew slowly ceased to be. With each passing day, she became less and less interested in anything. Even her trips to the bathroom became less frequent, with Brooke taking less interest in her appearance and hygiene.

      However, Brooke’s friend continued to sit at the monitors everyday, observing his ward, looking for the various clues that she had been broken.

      Brooke had not reached that point yet. She had been beaten down, that much was for sure, but she had not yet been broken. She had not resigned herself to her fate. Only when that happened could the next phase begin.

      Despite Brooke’s inactivity, the food she ate at every meal did interesting things to her brain. The lack of certain amino acids meant Brooke would find it harder and harder to concentrate. That was a part of where her listlessness came from. Her cognitive function had been decreasing by the day, leaving her mind slow and unable to follow complex thoughts.

      Thus far, no permanent damage had been done. In fact, none would be done. However, all of this was but a preparation for future aspects of Brooke’s training. She would come to learn that her mind was not needed in the same way that it once was. It would atrophy and based on the plans created for her, Brooke’s mind would not return to its previous state.

      What was more, however, was how the nutrient deficient food was having an effect on Brooke’s body. She had always been petite, but her body had begun to eat itself, first working through her fat reserves before moving onto other food sources.

      This was the hard part to figure out. Brooke’s meals could only be so calorie deficient before long term damage was done. Her weight and body mass were carefully calculated and recorded, providing important data about what happened to her the longer she spent in the Bimbo Room.

      Quite a bit of thought had been put into how to collect data about Brooke as she stayed in the Bimbo Room. Her friend wanted to stay out of sight. He did not want her feelings to get in the way of her transformation. Finding a connection between her past and current selves was not an option he risked taking. Such an encounter could ruin everything.

      Measuring Brooke’s weight was actually easy. Her bed was used as a scale. Her body mass could be determined through other means, but her weight gave a good idea of the trajectory of her body.

      It was not just that Brooke’s daily food was deficient of certain amino acids and other enzymes to affect her cognitive function. It was generally nutrient deficient too. This was especially true when it came to calories consumed. There was no snacking in the Bimbo Room. The only way food was administered was through the slot in the wall.

      The result was, even with Brooke’s listless state, she was losing weight. Not that Brooke noticed any of this. For her, she rarely looked at her own body. All she saw was the increasingly dirty nightgown she wore. She had access to nothing else.

      The room was kept warm enough where Brooke would have been comfortable wearing nothing at all, but she was not ready for such a change. She would instead continue to wear the nightgown and not realize her body was quickly shedding the weight she had put on while in school.

      Day 15 - Brooke

      All the days are running into each other. I spend so much time asleep, or nearly asleep, I don’t know what day it is anymore.

      I’m beginning to wonder if this is all on purpose. Why? I don’t know. I’m just tired all the time. Even writing this is getting to be hard. I haven’t had anyone to talk to since I got here. At first, I talked to myself all the time. If I didn’t have anyone else to talk to, I might as well talk to myself to try and stay sane.

      But now, I hardly ever talk to myself. Not that I have much to say anymore. My routine is so simple. I wake up, I eat food, I go back to sleep. Or if I don’t sleep, I just close my eyes and pretend like I am.

      At this point, there isn’t much difference between sleeping and not sleeping. I wouldn’t even get up out of bed if I didn’t need to get my food from the wall slot.

      I keep telling myself that I should get up and shower, but I’ve given up on that. Who cares what I look like, or smell like, when there’s no one here but me? I certainly don’t care.

      I don’t even know why I’m bothering writing this. It’s not like anyone but my captors will read this probably. And thus far they seemed to have shown no interest in me. I honestly don’t know why they bothered to kidnap me.

      That’s everything on my mind right now. I guess it’s time to go back to sleep until the next meal.

      Nearing an End

      Brooke’s condition deteriorated more each day. After her mid-month diary entry, she did not go near the vanity again. More and more, she simply laid in bed all day, only getting up to get food or use the bathroom. And the latter was only for necessities.

      Watching from the control room, Brooke’s friend knew the time was approaching. He was not certain what he expected to see from her, but he knew Brooke did not have much time left before she was completely devoid of thought and energy.

      It was also becoming increasingly clear that Brooke’s sleep patterns were completely off. At first, her body had more or less followed the pattern of sleeping at night, even if she had no idea if it was night or not. Her meal schedule had been kept consistent to the actual time of day, even if she never saw the sun to confirm that.

      However, with each passing day, her sleep cycles simply occurred at random. Rather than sleep through the night, it was more like she was taking a series of naps each day. While the difference between laying in bed with her eyes closed and actually sleeping were minor, such irregularities did pose problems for when he needed to gain access to the Bimbo Room.

      What Brooke did not realize was how she was visited by her captor each night. He entered the room through a hidden doorway near the food slot in the wall. It was during these incursions that he would read her diary entries and take other measurements that he could not otherwise.

      As much as the point of the first phase was to break Brooke, there was still concern for her health and safety. Her health might be temporarily compromised by the nutrient poor food she was given, but once she had reached an appropriate mental state, everything would change.

      Using the sophisticated sensors, the computer determined Brooke had just entered a REM sleep cycle. He hurried out of the control room, knowing he had limited time before she might next wake. Thankfully Brooke had always been a heavy sleeper, even now. When she slept, that is. Her sleep cycles might have been disturbed by her current situation, but the depth she fell to when asleep had remained strong.

      The moment he walked into the room, he was inundated with the smell. That was an unfortunate side effect of this first stage and Brooke’s increasing despondency. Her lack of showering was noticeable.

      That would all change soon. From every indication, Brooke was ready for Phase Two. Then everything would change and Brooke would become an active participant in the rebuilding process. It was time.
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      Introducing Phase Two

      Brooke woke up to the sound of the food slot opening. She had become attuned to that sound, knowing that it meant it was time to eat. Not that Brooke was excited by her food options. It was always the same bland sludge.

      Nonetheless, food was important. It helped to chase away some of the hunger, even if it never completely satisfied her. And as uninteresting as the food was to her, it was the most interesting part of her day. All she ever did was eat and sleep.

      Brooke pushed herself up and climbed off the bed. Her bare feet hit the warm tile and she began her shuffle over to the food dispenser.

      She stopped and stared, her mind not understanding what it was seeing. There was no food. Instead, there was a note.

      Brooke simply stood there, her mind unwilling to accept the deviation of her routine. Where was the food? That’s all her mind could think.

      All of this was watched from the control room. There was some concern that Brooke had been in Phase One for too long. A month is a long time to go without human contact and without any stimulation. Would her mind be able to snap back at all? If not, other actions would need to be taken, a new mixture for her food, reversing some of the cognitive decline.

      Eventually, however, Brooke seemed to understand. Something was different and different was good.

      Brooke picked up the note and began to read. It was slow going at first, but she eventually started to understand what was on the page in front of her.

      
        
        Welcome to the Bimbo Room. You may not have chosen to be here, but this is what you want. You want to be a bimbo housewife. Your stay in the Bimbo Room will make that a reality. You can cooperate and everything will go swimmingly. Or you can fight this and your stay in the Bimbo Room will be longer than you could imagine. But there is a single truth about the Bimbo Room. Only a bimbo can leave.

        

      

      Brooke read the note again and again. Her sluggish mind felt like it was racing as she tried to remember who she had told about her fantasy. That’s all it had been, just a fantasy. But at the same time, Brooke had always known the truth. It was actually more than a fantasy. It was a dream. It was a dream she never thought could come true.

      That was why she had devised a plan of her own. Brooke knew she would never have the guts to go bimbo. It was something that would need to be forced upon her. And from everything she could tell, that was this. The Bimbo Room would force her to be the bimbo she always had dreamed of.

      “I’ll do it,” Brooke called out, now certain that someone was watching her. She had been broken, but now she had been shown the light. Brooke had no idea what her future would require of her, but in that moment, she made the decision to do her best to follow through. If it came down to life alone and listless or to be the bimbo of her dreams, then she was going to choose being a bimbo.

      The man controlling everything in the control room smiled. He had built all of this as Brooke’s friend, but now their relationship had shifted. At first he was doing this for her own good, but now he was to be Brooke’s bimbo trainer.

      For Brooke’s part, she had made her decision, but she was nowhere near ready to act. Her mind, after weeks of isolation and nutrient deficient food, was in no shape to do anything complex. In her current state, she could barely remember her bimbo fantasies. They felt far off and almost impossible to fully recall.

      Brooke could not do this all on her own. She was going to need guidance. She looked at the note again, trying to see if there was a further instruction for her to take.

      That was when Brooke saw there was writing on the backside of the note. She flipped it over and began to read.

      
        
        To take your first step as a bimbo, take a shower, scrub your body clean, wash your hair. Leave your dress behind. When you return fully cleaned, you will find new clothes and new food.

        

      

      Brooke wasted no time in following the directions. The moment she was in the bathroom, she stripped off her dress and climbed into the shower, not caring that the water was still heating up.

      For the first time in weeks, Brooke acted with energy. Her body moved slower than she would have liked, but she was finally happy to have something to do. There was more to her life than simply eating and sleeping.

      And despite her sluggishness, Brooke had to admit that she felt a million times better after scrubbing off all the dirt and grime she had collected on her body. Her skin nearly turned red from the effort as she worked diligently to clean every inch of her body.

      Unfortunately, despite Brooke’s excitement, washing her hair took time. She had not cared for it properly, and it showed. The tangled black mess had been matted to her scalp, neck, and shoulders. Slowly, after much effort, she managed to untangle her hair and give it new life.

      When Brooke returned to the main room, she practically glowed. She looked down to see how much thinner she had become. She looked like a new woman, although she still did not look like a bimbo.

      Brooke had no idea what was planned for her or how long it would take. She did not even understand how long she had been in the Bimbo Room thus far. All she knew was she was now on a path toward her secret dreams and to leaving.

      As Brooke approached the food slot, it opened and presented her with a new set of clothes and a plate of what looked like real food. For the first time since entering the Bimbo Room, she was going to eat real food. And none of it was brown like the sludge she had been served for weeks.

      Despite still being naked, Brooke reached for the food first. She was hungry. She could not remember not being hungry anymore. After all her time spent eating the unsatisfying sludge, she craved real food.

      Brooke did not even bother with the fork as she picked up the food with her hands and shoveled it into her mouth. It was not exactly bimbo-like, but she was hungry.

      Observing this from the control room, there was some cause for concern. This was not the kind of behavior Brooke should be exhibiting if she wanted to remain on good food. However, the decision was made to wait, understanding a month of sludge could drive any normal person to strange behaviors when they were first given what would feel like freedom.

      Thankfully, as soon as Brooke had finished her food, having nearly inhaled it, she returned to the bathroom to wash her hands and face. She understood what she needed to do. It was only then, after once again cleaning herself up, that Brooke returned and donned her new outfit.

      The tank top and capri pants were simple. They were almost like workout gear, the way they clung to her body. And that was after she had lost weight from her month eating the sludge. Even then, however, the clothes seemed a size too small, especially the top, which left a band of skin bare above the waistband of her capris.

      There were still no shoes, but with the heated floors, shoes were not exactly needed. The constant temperature of the Bimbo Room meant she would always be comfortable, even when she was in the nude.

      Day 31 - Brooke

      I got to eat real food today!

      I don’t know how long I’ve been here, but now I know where I am. I’m in the Bimbo Room. I’d never heard of it before, but I guess I’m going to get turned into a bimbo before I can leave.

      So, I don’t remember telling anyone this before, but I have always had a bimbo fantasy. It would just be so much easier to be pretty and sexy and not have to worry about anything. I don’t know how I’m supposed to become that, but I feel so much better after eating real food.

      I had to get cleaned up before I could have the food. I hadn’t realized how far I had let myself go. I looked like a complete mess. After my shower I was given a real meal and some new clothes.

      I was so hungry I kind of overdid it with eating. I just picked up the plate and started shoving food in my mouth with my hands. I made a bit of a mess, but after eating nothing but that sludge for so long, I was just happy to have real food.

      The meal wasn’t anything special. There was mashed potatoes and broccoli. Not really high in protein, but I’m not going to complain. After I cleaned myself up again, since I made a bit of a mess with my food, I put on my new clothes.

      I didn’t realize how much weight I’ve lost. My waist is tiny now. And I didn’t even do anything. The sludge, whatever it was, seemed to do wonders. I didn’t even have to exercise to lose weight.

      Gosh, I feel so bubbly since eating that meal. I keep jumping up with energy I haven’t felt like this in a long time. It’s too bad there’s nothing to do here. I finally have energy, but there’s no way to spend it.

      At least I can feel my mind clearing. I was in a horrible funk before. As nice as the sludge was for my figure, it was awful for my mind. But now I can think again.

      There’s no telling what will happen next. I don’t know who is behind all this, but I would do almost anything to get out of here. If that means I have to act like a bimbo to make it happen, that’s what I’ll do.

      Ooh, I know. I can spend my free time by working out a little. I’m sure all that time spent in bed wasn’t good for my muscles. I can’t really tell, but I don’t exactly feel very strong at the moment. So that’s something I can do. I can start trying to get stronger.

      The Real Purpose Behind Phase Two

      As the morning continued, Brooke’s actions were watched carefully from the control room. Every action, every movement was analyzed, trying to determine if she was truly ready to continue.

      The way Brooke ate her first real meal in a month caused some concern. She had dived in like an animal. Then again, how else would one expect someone to behave after being subjected to all that Brooke had been subjected to for the past month.

      The fact Brooke had sat down to write was a positive sign. She had gone more than two weeks since her last diary entry. That was to be expected, given the condition her mind had been placed in. Now, she had been presented with an escape route and only time would tell whether she did as she was told.

      Following her diary writing, Brooke found an open spot on the floor and began to exercise. The hard floor could not have been comfortable, but Brooke showed no signs of pain as she started performing crunches.

      It did not take long for her to tire out. Brooke had lost her stamina over the course of the last month. It would take time to rebuild it.

      After getting tired with the crunches, she turned over and started trying to do push ups. She was shaky doing one. After that, she let herself collapse on the floor, her breathing heavy.

      “I’m so out of shape,” Brooke commented between heavy breaths. “Not that I was ever very fit before.”

      Brooke had always been active, but she had never been truly fit before. That would need to change, as being a bimbo required a certain degree of fitness that she had never had before. And it made sense that her core still retained a little strength from before. Riding horses had required a certain amount of core strength.

      Horses had always been a joy for Brooke. Even through college, she had continued to ride when she could find the time and when she could afford it. It was tough being a college student in Los Angeles, given the costs of living there. Adding horseback riding to the list and Brooke’s finances had always been stretched.

      Now, however, Brooke did not know what her future would look like. Would she still care about horses when all this was over, or would she have that part of her drilled out, replaced by some other bimbo quality? A part of her did not want to know.

      Just as Brooke’s stomach started to grumble at needing another meal, the meal slot opened on the wall. Brooke pushed herself up to her feet and walked over. However, instead of a meal, there was another note.

      
        
        A bimbo needs to put the pleasure of others before her own pleasure. Access to food will now require giving pleasure first.

        

      

      Brooke read through the note twice, not entirely getting the meaning behind it. Brooke had an active sex life, although she had yet to find someone to fill that role on a semi-permanent basis. She was certainly not afraid to try different things and she would have been the first to admit she had a strong submissive side to her. Maybe that was what had attracted her to bimbos so much.

      There was only a limited time for Brooke to think about what the note said, because a moment later part of the wall slid upward, revealing a male mannequin  standing there with a realistic looking cock.

      Brooke studied the mannequin for a moment. He wore no clothes, revealing his naked form. His cock hung normally between his legs. From her experience, it seemed to be roughly normal sized.

      “I have to pleasure it?” Brooke posited as she considered the mannequin and his lifelike cock.

      After another moment of consideration, Brooke shrugged her shoulders and reached out. Her fingers found the mannequin’s cock. It was soft, almost fleshy, like a real cock would be. It was even warm, roughly body temperature.

      The cock responded to Brooke’s touch. It started to grow, getting harder and rising until it stuck out horizontally, no longer succumbing to gravity.

      Brooke giggled at what she was doing. This was so strange and probably wrong. However, she was hungry and she knew if she wanted to eat, she would need to give the mannequin pleasure.

      Wrapping her hand and fingers around the mannequin cock, Brooke decided a hand job would be reasonable. She began to gently stroke the cock, letting her hand slide up and down its length. Petite as she was, the cock more than filled her hand, leaving several inches free.

      Brooke stopped at the sound of the food slot closing. She stood there for a moment, her hand still holding the mannequin’s cock, wondering if the slot would reopen. Had she done enough?

      However, after several moments, it had become clear that if Brooke wanted to eat, she would need to do more. She dropped to her knees, bringing the mannequin’s cock to nearly eye level. This time, she used both hands as she restarted stroking the cock in her hands.

      Brooke could imagine herself from above. She looked silly on her knees stroking the fake cock of a mannequin. And yet, it was kind of fun. Brooke’s sexual life, while active, had also seemed limited in so many ways. Sure, she had given hand jobs before, but it had never been like this.

      Usually they happened in a car or other confined place. Yes, there was the one time she had jacked off a guy in a movie theater, his cock hidden by a coat and a large tub of popcorn. It had been kind of fun, although Brooke remembered little of the movie. Then again, her mind had been so thoroughly broken, many of her past memories were disjointed and hazy.

      But those memories no longer mattered. If she was going to make it out of the Bimbo Room, she would need to be willing to cast off her past and embrace whatever was in store for her. Her future was up to the person running the show. It was only through their actions that she would ever be free. And if she did gain her freedom, she would be the bimbo she had always dreamed of.

      As Brooke got lost in her thoughts, she continued to stroke the mannequin’s cock. She nearly jumped when it happened. Suddenly the cock twitched in her hand, making it seem far more lifelike that she had imagined. A moment later, it shot a milky white substance onto her hands.

      Brooke stared at the thick white goo that coated her hand. It was an unexpected result, leaving her confused.

      However, the state of her hand quickly became forgotten when the food slot opened. Brooke looked into the slot to see her food sitting there, ready for her to eat. She smiled, realizing how giving the mannequin a hand job worked at getting her what she needed. It seemed like a small price to pay.

      Brooke took the plate of food and stepped back from the wall. The opening that had revealed the mannequin closed, returning her world to the one she had come to know. If anything, the only signal that the mannequin had been there at all was the white substance on her hand.

      “I can’t eat with this stuff on my hand,” Brooke commented to herself, her monologue beginning to return after the weeks of mental starvation.

      Brooke set her plate of food down for a moment and scurried off to the bathroom to clean up. When she returned, she hungrily began to eat, her stomach thanking her for the nourishment and her brain thanking her controller for giving her something to eat that had actual flavor.

      Unfortunately, despite the improved experiences with her food, Brooke still felt starved for entertainment. There was little to occupy her mind.

      Every so often Brooke would find an open patch of floor and try her hand at some exercises. She had never had a strict exercise program before, making it difficult to guess at what she should do. Still, a series of push ups and crunches every so often did help to break up the monotony.

      Day 32 - Brooke

      It’s so nice getting to have real food again. I can’t even remember the last time I had food like this. The flavors are all amazing, but then again, I’ve been eating the sludge for so long that everything probably tastes good.

      I’ve started working out, trying to add some fitness into my daily routine. There isn’t much else to occupy myself with.

      One thing that does occupy me before meal times is a mannequin. He, and I say he, because this mannequin has a penis, is revealed to me before every meal. I have to pleasure him before I’m allowed to eat myself.

      It’s not bad. In fact, it’s nice to have something else to do than eat, sleep, and work out. And so far, I’ve been able to get away with giving the mannequin a hand job. The whole thing is pretty silly, but there’s a level of realism with the way the mannequin cums.

      I’m starting to worry that more and more will be required of me to get the food I need everyday. I’ve come to terms with where I am and what’s happening to me. In fact, it’s quite hot.

      Last night, after I gave the mannequin a second hand job of the day so I could have my dinner, I found myself getting turned on. It wasn’t the act of giving the hand job that turned me on. It’s what I’m doing here, being forced to become a bimbo.

      My past memories are still pretty hazy. It’s hard to think about specifics from before I arrived here, but I know being forced to turn into a bimbo was a fantasy of mine. And so last night, after dinner, I found myself getting hot as I thought about what was happening to me.

      I couldn’t help it. I let my fingers wander down under my waistband and I started to touch myself. I couldn’t remember the last time my fingers had touched me there, but it felt exquisite.

      It was easy to get my motor going. I hadn’t even realized I was so high strung, the sexual tension filling the room, stifling me. One my fingers found my clit, there was nothing that could have stopped me. I was going to cum and that was that.

      Afterward, I realized how much of a show I must have put on. I know someone up there is watching me. I’m sure I have no privacy in here. That’s why it was a good thing that I had my top and pants on.

      After that first orgasm, I thought about pushing toward a second, but I decided against it. I had already given my captor a big enough view of that side of me.

      However, the whole time I played with myself, I pictured myself as the bimbo I dreamed to be, the bimbo presumably I was being turned into. And while that felt great, there was a part of me that feared what was to become of me.

      As much as I had a deep longing for the bimbo lifestyle, I also had deep shame for it too. This was not the experience I ever expected. As much as I have fantasized about this, I never thought it would really happen. Now that it is, I’m torn between joy and deep shame. I shouldn’t want this. And yet, I do.

      Phase Two Continues

      It did not last long before Brooke was required to do more to get her daily meals. A hand job was nice and all, but it was not enough if she was going to be a full-fledged bimbo. She needed to do more.

      “Why won’t you get hard?” Brooke demanded as she pumped the flaccid cock of the mannequin. Her mere touch had been enough to bring it to hardness before. Now, she seemed to have no affect on it.

      Even using two hands seemed to do nothing. Brooke’s frustration only grew as her stomach rumbled. She was hungry. She was very hungry. Despite the tasty food being provided to her, it did not seem to be enough. She was always starving again when the next mealtime approached.

      After five minutes of unsuccessful pumping, Brooke was close to giving up. But then she had an idea. Her hands weren’t working, but she had other tools at her disposal. Her cheeks turned crimson as she leaned forward, letting her eyes fo cross-eyed as she kept the cock in her sight.

      The moment Brooke’s tongue touched the tip of the mannequin cock, it snapped to attention. Brooke nearly giggled at the reaction.

      This was not Brooke’s first time giving a blowjob, but it had never been something she liked to do. Going down on a man seemed so degrading, especially because she got nothing in return.

      The mannequin seemed to like the feel of Brooke’s tongue. It liked it even more when Brooke wrapped her lips around the head and started to bob her head on the fake cock.

      It only took a few moments that first time. The mannequin shot its load, quickly filling Brooke’s mouth with the same milky white substance she had received from the mannequin every day since that first hand job. However, this time it shot its load into her mouth, rather than onto her hand.

      Brooke’s first response was to gag. She had always hated the taste and texture of cum. This time, however, it was different. The flavor of the substance danced across her tongue, leaving her surprised at how good it tasted.

      Unfortunately, Brooke found herself racing to the bathroom to spit out the mannequin cum out of habit. She had never swallowed in her life, unable to get past the taste and the consistency of a man’s seed.

      When Brooke returned, however, rather than find her meal waiting for her, she was faced with another bowl of the brown sludge that had so ruined the first part of her stay in the Bimbo Room.

      “No,” Brooke whined as she stared at the ugly and tasteless food she had been given. “I want real food.”

      Brooke nearly turned her back on the food, wanting to go without rather than eat that dreck again. But the moment she felt another grumble in her stomach, a reminder of how hungry she was, Brooke gave in and grabbed the bowl.

      However, there was a note left underneath the bowl. Before Brooke had begun to eat, she picked up the small piece of paper and read it.

      
        
        That which is given must be consumed.

        

      

      Brooke looked at the note for a long time, knowing the sludge would taste no better cold than warm. She knew that much. But what did the note mean?

      “Ugh,” Brooke said when she finally understood the meaning of the note. She needed to swallow. That sounded disgusting, no matter how much she had liked the taste of the mannequin cum. Still, putting up with that was better than eating the drivel she had been given instead.

      This was the first time Brooke learned there were consequences for her actions. That which had been given to her, such as improved food, could be taken away. Whoever had put all of this together was taking it seriously.

      “A bimbo always swallows,” Brooke told herself as she slowly ate the sludge in her bowl.

      It did not take long for Brooke’s listlessness to return after eating the sludge. It had enough calories to help sustain her, but it had little else that was beneficial. Her mind had still been recovering from the deficiencies of the first phase of the program. A single meal was enough to send her back several steps, leaving her mind slow and her interest in everything waning.

      However, when it was time for her next meal, Brooke immediately jumped into action. She had learned her lesson. A bimbo always swallows. Despite her listlessness, that mantra had played over and over again in her head, her lips mouthing it for hours.

      Brooke happily started to suck on the mannequin’s cock, knowing that pleasing the cock meant she would get good food to eat. It was important to avoid that sludge.

      When the mannequin finally came, Brooke wasted no time in sucking down its cum. She found herself savoring the flavor as it crossed her tongue. She grimaced slightly as it slid down her throat, but she already knew her dislike of the texture was something she would have to endure.

      And much to her satisfaction and delight, when the foot slot opened, there was real food waiting for her and not the sludge she had been subjected to as punishment for spitting out the mannequin cum. She had learned her lesson and understood what was required of her.

      Day 37 - Brooke

      I’m finding myself accepting what is being done to me. I don’t know how to explain it, but whoever set this up for me sure has known how to get me to do what they want.

      A couple days ago I had to switch from giving the mannequin a hand job to giving it a blowjob. To be honest, I was not surprised by the change. Unfortunately, while I have no problem with giving them, I have always hated the taste and texture of a man’s cum. It’s always made me want to gag.

      That was true that first time, but after I returned from spitting it out, I found I had been given the sludge instead of real food. Talk about a let down. I ate it, because I was so hungry, but it left me in a funk for the rest of the day. But I learned my lesson. A bimbo always swallows. I’m not sure where I heard that, but it keeps randomly popping into my head.

      The good news is I think I’m getting over my revulsion to cum. Whatever the mannequin shoots out actually tastes good, so that’s helpful. But I’m not even grimacing anymore after I swallow. Whatever my hangup had always been, I think I’m getting over it. I guess that’s a good thing, since a bimbo always swallows and I’m getting turned into a bimbo.

      Fuck. I’ve been really horny lately. I don’t know what it is, but whenever I think the words “A bimbo always swallows,” I get really hot. I can even feel it after writing it.

      I’ve been way more active lately with masturbating. I just can’t seem to help myself. There’s a part of me that wants to fight all this, what they are doing to me, but a bigger part of me just wants to give in. If I just do what I’m told, I can be a happy little bimbo. The funny thing is, both sides of that argument turn me on. The part of me that wants to fight turns me on, I think because I love the fact this has all been forced onto me. And the part of me that wants to be a bimbo, well, that should be pretty self explanatory, even though I know wanting to be a bimbo is wrong. It’s just that it feels so good.

      When I’m not eating, sleeping, or playing with myself, I’m spending my free time trying to get fitter. My stamina was awful when I started. It’s only moderately better, but better is better. I can actually do more than a handful of the different exercises on the plan I created for myself.

      The push ups and crunches are obvious, but I’ve added squats to the list too, wanting to keep my legs involved somehow. It’s not like there’s much else I can do. I only have access to body weight exercises and it’s not exactly like I know which ones to do. I’ve just been doing my best to guess.

      Okay, as much fun as this has been to write for a few minutes, I’m getting horny from what I wrote earlier. Time to go get myself off.

      Moving Beyond Blowjobs

      Brooke settled into a nice little routine as the days turned into weeks. She quickly got past her aversion to swallowing cum. Even her blowjob technique was improving. But a bimbo needed more than a talented tongue if she was to be the best bimbo she could be.

      When Brooke first saw the mannequin on his knees, she was confused. All the time before, they had always been standing. It was perfect for her to drop to her knees, but that was clearly not the answer to the latest test.

      “What am I supposed to do?” Brooke asked herself out loud as she stared down at the mannequin’s semi-hard cock. Clearly, more was needed from her than a simple blowjob.

      Brooke thought about the problem, and as she did so, her fingers traced down her body and slipped beneath her capris. A moment later, the familiar pleasure from her pussy and clit emanated up through her body, leaving her eyes closed and a rapturous smile on her face.

      Suddenly Brooke’s eyes snapped open. She knew the answer.

      The logistics seemed tricky at first, but it did not take Brooke long before she realized the genius of the plan. The mannequin’s height was absolutely perfect.

      Brooke’s lips opened wide as her eyes rolled into the back of her head as she pushed back against the mannequin. Her body shivered and shook as the cock entered her, splitting her pussy lips open.

      The cock was not huge, but it still did a good job of filling her.

      “That’s it,” Brooke said as she started to rock back and forth, enjoying the feel of a cock inside her at the simplest of levels. Nothing else seemed to matter as her body quaked with pleasure.

      The twitch she had felt that first time with the mannequin was still there. She felt it this time and a moment later the cock was filling her pussy with its seed.

      Brooke screamed as she came, unable to remain quiet. Her body shook and shivered as orgasmic pleasure rolled through her, exciting every nerve in her body. She had been coming on her own for days, but nothing compared to the orgasm she received from the mannequin. It affirmed everything she had done, every degrading act she had performed so she could have her daily meals. The incredible pleasure that washed over her confirmed that she was making the right choice in letting herself be turned into a bimbo.

      After that first time, Brooke found herself not minding what position the mannequin was in when she found it before each meal. Yes, she was still willing to suck the cock, but she more and more found creative ways to have that cock fill her pussy.

      Within days of that first experience, she had ridden the mannequin, both in cowgirl and reverse cowgirl positions, she had fucked it doggy-style, as well as standing upright, but bending over at the waist. That last one had been tricky, since she had to do all the work.

      From Brooke’s perspective, she was simply having a little fun. The creativity was a natural outlet for the growing amount of energy she always seemed to have.

      Not only that, but Brooke never found herself unready. Her pussy was always wet, her desires always activated. There was never a moment when she needed to wait. It was almost as if she had connected the hunger she naturally felt before a meal with a state of arousal.

      Brooke could be plenty aroused other times of the day, however. She regularly had her hands between her legs as she sat there. Her needs were almost always present. She could cum as often as she wanted, yet she found herself holding off more and more with each passing day. She would drive herself right up to the edge and then hold herself there, her fingers doing just enough to keep her on the edge without ever pushing herself over.

      Brooke was turning herself into a horny mess. There were no doubts about that. Even she recognized that fact. She was no dummy. She knew what was happening to her, how she was making herself more sexual.

      And if Brooke had any qualms about what she was doing, she certainly did not show it. She even found that if she could keep herself on edge between meals, without cumming, the resulting orgasm that occurred when the mannequin finally came was bigger than anything she could have ever imagined before. All Brooke knew was her orgasms felt amazing, leaving her almost too spent to eat her actual meal.

      It did not take long before Brooke fell into a routine. She would usually give the mannequin a blowjob to get her breakfast. It was a good way to keep working on her oral skills. It also allowed her to edge for a while before her first fuck of the day to get her lunch.

      From an outside perspective, Brooke had come further in her transformation than could have initially been dreamed of. She had become an active participant in her own bimbofication. And from all signals, she was enjoying herself, even if she had few other distractions. Brooke was well on her way, but there was still so much more to do.

      Day 45 - Brooke

      I have no idea how long I’ve been here. That shouldn’t be a surprise. I have no idea how long I sat around all day eating that stupid sludge.

      But even after all of that, I’ve lost track of how long I’ve been here since I started getting real food. At first, it seemed easy. I could keep track of the days in my head. But sometime around the last time I wrote in this, I simply lost track of the days.

      Not that I’m complaining about anything. After switching from blowjobs for every meal to fucking for some of them, I’ve been cumming like crazy everyday. It’s amazing. It feels so good. I can’t even remember why I didn’t do this before.

      I start my day by showering and then once I’m dressed, I go and blow the mannequin to get my breakfast. I know I used to hate swallowing, but the mannequin cum tastes so good. I love eating it, almost wishing I could eat it for a meal.

      After breakfast, I go through a few exercises. I’m not very good with these kinds of things, but I feel pretty good that I’m getting stronger. I can do more push ups and crunches than I ever could and I’m even getting some good squats in.

      By the time I’m done working out, I usually start feelings a bit horny. I’ve stopped even trying to stop myself. I simply shuck off my pants and start playing with myself. Except, as I simply sit there playing with my clit and my pussy, I don’t cum. I push myself right until I’m about to cum and then just try and keep myself there.

      I feel it’s a bit like torturing myself, but when I finally get to cum, when I fuck the mannequin for lunch, I cum like a freight train. It feels so good. There have been a couple times when I’m pretty sure I’ve blacked out for a few moments. My orgasms have gotten so intense. I love it.

      I basically repeat myself in the afternoon, doing a few fitness exercises and then I play with myself until it’s time for dinner.

      The other thing is I think I’ve started to associate the feeling of hunger with arousal. I get hornier the closer I get to a meal. It’s a weird association to have, but since I have to perform to get my meals, I’m not complaining. It’s actually really fun, since I get to cum so much and so hard.

      The one thing I am absolutely certain of now is that I’m always wet, I’m always ready. If they added another meal to my schedule, I would have been excited at what that could mean for my fun.

      Even as I sit here writing this with my right hand, my left hand is between my legs, playing with my pussy. I just can’t help myself. Even when I’m doing interesting things like writing this entry, I find myself rubbing my clit and pussy. It’s habit now and, to be honest, I’m happier than I’ve ever been before. I just feel so bubbly. It’s great.

      The Final Hole

      Brooke had just cum for her lunchtime meal, having ridden the mannequin for all her worth. The orgasm was a big one. They kept getting bigger for her, each day, taking more and more out of her, leaving her spent.

      After collapsing on the mannequin’s chest, Brooke slowly lifted herself up, still enjoying the sensations of the mannequin cock inside of her. Her black hair hung in her face as she wiggled to feel just a little bit more of the cock, tickling her insides, enjoying the fulfilling sensations of having a cock inside of her.

      When Brooke finally got to her feet, she looked over at the slot in the wall. As expected, her lunch was there. But there was more. There was a note and a tube of some sort.

      Brooke picked up the note and quickly read it.

      
        
        Some holes need a little extra help. Be ready for your next meal.

        

      

      Brooke stared at the note, trying to comprehend what it meant, but with no success. Deep down, she knew she was not the smart college graduate she had once been. Her mind had been broken, but even with the improved conditions she found herself in, her mind no longer had the full power it once had.

      The reasons were simple, but twofold. It had been nearly two months and Brooke’s brain had begun to atrophy. The lack of intellectual stimulus had not taxed her mind, leaving her less able to think critically and dynamically.

      But what was more, as Brooke embraced the bimbo transformation process, she bought into the idea that she did not need to use her mind. And thus far, it had worked. All she had to think about was some light workouts and sex. Everything else had been taken care of for her.

      It was only after picking up the tube and seeing the word lubrication on it that she began to understand. She already sucked cock and fucked it with her pussy. Now it was time to start training her ass.

      Brooke had never been someone interested in anal. There had been a few times when something small, like the tip of a finger had been pushed up her ass, but there had never been anything like a cock inside it before.

      She found herself almost ignoring her food as she shivered, thinking about what the mannequin’s cock in her ass might feel like. It was a scary thought, one that she had not even considered as the bimbofication process had started.

      Eventually Brooke took her food and ate it quietly, all the while eyeing got note and the tube of lube. She had no idea what she was supposed to do, although she could guess that she needed to use the lube on herself to prepare.

      Looking back, Brooke thought it seemed silly that she had ever considered not swallowing the cum during that first blowjob. Any dislikes she had long ago gotten over, leaving her with an excitement when she was finally given the opportunity to suck a cock. Even though it was a daily ritual now, Brooke still loved it. It was a perfect way to start her days.

      Brooke went about her day as usual, trying to ignore the lube and the order it came with. After a light workout, she gave herself over to the pleasure of having her fingers play between her legs. Her mind cleared as she lost herself in the moment, a blissful smile forming on her face.

      It was only when Brooke started to get hungry that she managed to snap out of her orgasmic revery. Her body had been primed. She wanted to cum. But first there was the matter of the lube.

      “Here goes nothing,” Brooke said as she took the tube of lube to the bathroom with her. She hoped the mirrors there would help her get ready for the next step.

      When Brooke returned to the main room, she found the doorway that revealed the mannequin already waiting for her. It was sitting, a rare position for the mannequin in most instances. Brooke had ridden the mannequin in this position before, but it had been an unusual event.

      Brooke stood there, looking at the hard cock sticking up from the mannequin’s legs. She licked her lips as her pussy pulsed. She would have happily given herself over to fucking or sucking the mannequin if it meant she did not need to take this next step.

      However, as much as Brooke would have preferred giving pleasure to the mannequin in any other way, she was not about to disobey the order she had been given. It was clear what her next task was to be. She needed to learn to be fully available. As pleasurable as she found her life now, she knew there was more to it than the sucking and fucking she had been enjoying thus far. She needed to go deeper if she was to continue her journey into bimbodom.

      Wanting to make sure her first time occurred without issue, Brooke stepped forward and kneeled in front of the mannequin. Her mouth watered at the idea of reaching out with her tongue and pulling the cock inside her mouth. It had only been a few hours since her last load of cum in her mouth.

      Brooke’s pussy twitched as she took a dollop of lube in her hand and began to rub it up and down on the mannequin’s shaft. The cock grew harder as she did this, her hand growing slippery from the lubrication.

      “Here goes nothing,” Brooke said as she stood up and straddled the mannequin. A moment later, she started to sink down, guiding the now hard shaft toward her rear entrance.

      Brooke’s eyes went wide as she penetrated herself. She took it slow, dropping down inch by inch as the cock slowly began to fill her ass.

      When Brooke finally found herself sitting on the mannequin’s lap, she did not dare move. There had been no pain, only slight discomfort. And even that quickly began to shift from one of discomfort to a simple feeling of fullness.

      Brooke rubbed her clit with her hand, trying to maintain her arousal. That might not have been necessary, what with how turned on Brooke seemed to be these days as a default. And then, very slowly at first, Brooke began to move up and down on the mannequin’s cock.

      Before Brooke knew it, she was bouncing on the cock almost as if it were in her pussy. It did not feel the same as when her pussy was filled. This was different. There was pleasure, yes, but it was buried deep in a cavern that seemed so hard to reach

      “Come on,” Brooke said, trying to offer herself encouragement. She wanted this moment to feel good. It did feel good, but it was nothing like when she got to use her pussy.

      However, despite her trepidations, Brooke slowly started to get into it. She bounced on the cock with harder and faster strokes. The lube made this all possible and for that she was becoming increasingly thankful.

      When Brooke came, she did not know what hit her. The orgasm was like nothing she had ever felt before. She did not even realize she was that horny or that she could cum from such stimulation.

      But cum, she did. It started in her belly and slowly rolled out in waves through the rest of her body.

      Brooke was taken completely by surprise. It was only later, after she had started to come down from the orgasmic high that she realized the mannequin had cum inside of her. She vaguely wondered if the mannequin’s cum was the magic ingredient that brought her to orgasm.

      It was different from what she was used to. It did not have the same all-consuming power to it. Instead, it was as if that same amount of power was released over a much longer period, never overwhelming her, but feeling good all the while.

      Day 55 - Brooke

      I’m not an anal virgin anymore.

      I never thought I would say that, but I just traded my anal cherry for dinner.

      The scary thing is I liked it. I liked it a lot.

      I don’t know how often I’ll be able to do that. It seemed like a lot of work, but I definitely want to do it again.

      Somehow, now that I’m using so much of my body to give the mannequin pleasure, I have a feeling I’m nearing the end of something. I don’t know if I can do much more with the mannequin than I already have.

      I briefly considered what it would be like to fuck the mannequin with my boobs, but I simply don’t have enough boob to do that. It’s sad really, because I think that might be fun. I wouldn’t get to cum like I do when I use my pussy or my ass, but considering how much I’ve come to enjoy blowjobs, I have a feeling I’ll like using other parts of my body.

      I am beginning to wonder when I’ll have a chance to get my boobs done. I kind of need to if I’m going to be a bimbo. I know, technically, a bimbo doesn’t need a boob job, but it just feels right.

      It’s not that I feel the size of my boobs is an indication of whether I’m a bimbo or not. It’s that I need a more feminine appearance and big boobs are definitely feminine.

      Then there’s the fact that getting a boob job is a sign of commitment. I bet every woman would get her boobs done if it didn’t require surgery, at least to see what it was like. I definitely would. But considering the risks and the costs, I never expected that to happen.

      But now that I’m on this path, it seems like part of the ultimate conclusion. I will need to have my boobs done if I’m going to be able to call myself a proper bimbo.
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      Introducing Phase Three

      Brooke was completely unaware that she had passed the second phase of her training. She had been broken down and now had allowed herself to be turned into a more sexual being. For her, sex had become a part of everyday life. It was something she did not even have to think about. She simply responded to her urges and the situation at hand.

      However, the morning Brooke woke up to start Phase Three, she immediately knew something had happened. She raised her hand to her neck, feeling the tightness around it, finding a hard collar around her neck, flush to the skin.

      Without a moment’s hesitation, Brooke jumped up from her bed and raced across the room to her vanity with its large mirror. In the mirror, she saw her familiar face and slim body. Her light workouts had helped keep her thin. But what she saw below her face, wrapped around her neck, confirmed what she had felt, but also left her with a sense of dread.

      To start, Brooke had no recollection of how the collar came to be around her neck. Someone had to have been in the room as she slept, installing the collar. It was the only thing that made sense.

      Brooke was under no illusion that she was alone. She figured she was being watched constantly. She did not even bother to try and hide herself from the cameras, wherever they might be. In the end, the idea of being watched did not matter as there was nothing Brooke could do about it. Knowing that had actually emboldened her to be more free with her body, allowing it to be seen as she fucked and sucked the mannequin or even just sat on her bed idly playing with her pussy throughout the day.

      However, knowing that someone had come into the room to put the collar on her gave her pause. It was harder for her to put the idea that people were watching her out of her head. There was still a sense of modesty residing inside her mind. And that modesty was brought to the surface by the discovery that someone had entered the room as she slept.

      Brooke had long been a heavy sleeper, but she had a tendency to wake up between sleep cycles when she was nervous. It came with her worrying nature. The anxiety of her future had always left her waking in the middle of the night, fearing that she would miss something. Sometimes even setting an alarm was enough to keep her up at night, afraid that she would sleep through the alarm.

      But ever since Brooke had come to the Bimbo Room, her sleeping habits had changed. As first, while she was in Phase One, the difference between sleep and wakefulness was so minor that she never noticed the difference. In Phase Two, Brooke had settled into a more regular sleep schedule. She easily slept through the night, never waking until she had completed five or six full sleep cycles.

      Now, however, Brooke’s trust in her ability to sleep had been shaken. She examined the collar in the mirror. There were no obvious clasps.

      Brooke pulled at the collar, trying to get her fingers between her neck and the collar, but with no success. For all of her pulling and prodding, she could not get it to budge.

      “What is this thing?” Brooke asked her reflection. The black metal actually looked good around her neck. It was thin enough not to stand out, making it look more like an accessory than, well, anything else.

      The truth was, Brooke had no clue what the collar was supposed to do. And as odd as it was to have something like it around her neck, it was not uncomfortable. However, its presence could not go unnoticed. It was always there, just barely intruding on her perceptions. She could always sense it, even though it did not seem to do anything.

      The sound of the door opening to reveal the mannequin tore Brooke’s eyes and thoughts away from the collar. She licked her lips as she began to salivate over the first part of her breakfast. Further consideration of the collar could wait. She had more important tasks to perform. Brooke could not keep herself from her morning ritual.

      Day 61 - Brooke

      I’ve been collared.

      I don’t know what my collar is exactly or what it’s for, but it’s there, ever present, tight on my neck.

      At this point, there’s no way for me to guess why I’m wearing it. The fact that they can come into my room as I sleep and put a collar on me without waking me up is concerning, but there’s nothing I can do about it.

      If it wasn’t clear before, I am at their complete mercy. They can do with me as they please.

      Fuck, that’s hot.

      Sorry. My mind started to wander there. There’s so much that has happened to me that turns me on. I know all of this shouldn’t, but fuck. Just the fact that I have been forced to wear a collar gets my insides all squishy. It doesn’t help that I spend most of my days now masturbating. I don’t even cum that much, only when I’m fucking the mannequin for meals, and it’s not always a constant there. The morning blowjob, as much fun as it is, only leaves me hungry for more.

      It’s the dinner fuck that can be the most frustrating. I can cum from anal sex, but not consistently. Every once in a while I just can’t cum. It’s super frustrating, but it just leaves me hungrier and hornier the next day.

      Oh god. I just had a thought about my collar. What if it’s there to shock me if I’m bad? I hadn’t thought of that before. Worse, the idea of wearing a shock collar turns me on even more.

      Sorry, as much as I want to write more, I need to go masturbate for a while. I can’t concentrate on this right now while I’m so horny.

      Punishment

      As Brooke climbed up onto her bed, pulling off the shorts she had been wearing so she could have access to her most intimate area, a voice sounded through the room.

      “It is time to clean the floor,” the artificial voice of a computer said.

      Brooke nearly leapt out of bed at the sound of the voice. In all her time in the Bimbo Room, her only communication with anyone on the outside of the room had come through notes in the wall slot where her meals appeared. There had never been a voice involved before.

      The door with the mannequin slid open, revealing the alcove. The mannequin was gone. In his place was a broom, a bucket, a sponge, and some soap.

      “What the?” Brooke said. Her fingers remained between her legs, gently rubbing her clit, operating independently of her mind.

      Eventually Brooke got up to investigate more closely. She pouted for a moment when she realized she had to stop her fingers and pull up her shorts. There was no additional information about her required task. All she knew was what the voice had told her, that she needed to clean the floor.

      Cleaning rooms like that was not exactly Brooke’s strong suit. The few times she had needed to do significant cleaning, she usually arranged for someone else to do it, like the last time she moved apartments. Rather than spend hours or even days cleaning everything, it was easier to have a portion of her deposit go to a professional cleaning crew. Brooke was not a fan of getting her hands dirty when she did not need to.

      Brooke took a few minutes to examine the different items. The bucket and sponge made perfect sense. So too did the broom. The soap, on the other hand, seemed to be of the variety that came in a super concentrated form and required cutting with water based on the amount of soap and the size of the room being cleaned.

      Not being against cleaning, Brooke gathered up the supplies and pulled them out of the alcove. As soon as she was clear, the door closed, leaving her to her work.

      After two months, there were areas of the room that definitely needed additional cleaning. Some cleaning had been done for her, while she slept, whether she noticed or not. But after two months, some of which was spent quite slovenly, the whole space was in need of a deep clean. Brooke was going to be responsible for doing that cleaning.

      Sweeping was easy. That was where Brooke started. She swept every room available to her. But once she was done cleaning up the dust, she started to grow tired of cleaning. Her pussy ached for attention, calling out to her with each and every pulse of blood flowing through her body. Brooke’s body did not want to clean. It wanted to fuck, whether that was with her fingers, a toy, or the cock of a real man.

      Rather than begin washing the floors, Brooke ignored the bucket, the sponge, and the soap. She returned to her bed and once again removed her shorts. Her playtime had been interrupted. Now she needed to make up for lost time.

      Suddenly Brooke screamed out as she collapsed onto the bed. Great pain erupted from around her neck, feeling like spikes were flowing up into her head from her neck, as well as down into her shoulders.

      It was the collar. Brooke had been correct in her estimation of her new accessory. It was a shock collar, designed to inflict pain whenever Brooke disobeyed.

      Luckily, before Brooke could hurt herself from her thrashing, her arms and legs responding to the pain and the electric shock by thrashing around, the shock collar stopped. Brooke lay there, breathing heavily, her chest heaving as if she had just run several miles all out. It was the worst pain she could ever remember. And as someone who had never had a high tolerance for pain, she simply had no coping mechanisms to handle it.

      Brooke rolled up into a ball on the bed and sat there for several minutes as she tried to come to grips with what had just happened. She had been right. The collar was a shock collar. And as hot as that was, the size of the shock had been more than she could bear. It was not just a teaching aid, a mild shock to remind her who was boss. It was a punishment device far more powerful than she could have imagined.

      “It is time to clean the floor,” the voice repeated. They were the same words from before. However, this time Brooke was not going to disobey. She would finish cleaning the floor before further playing with herself, as hard as that seemed to be for her.

      Brooke was careful to do everything the voice told her after that. She filled the provided bucket with warm soapy water. She then went on to scrub the hard floors.

      It was backbreaking work. Brooke had never been one for manual labor, but she knew it could have been worse. As she worked, she began to realize that she wished it was easier to multitask. Her pussy was still crying out for attention. It wanted nothing more than to get Brooke to start rubbing again, even through her shorts.

      However, as Brooke made her way across the room, scrubbing every inch of exposed hard flooring she could reach, a sense of calmness came over her. As much as Brooke disliked the task of cleaning the floor, she did like how her mind seemed to clear of everything. As long as she focused on doing a good job of cleaning, there was nothing to worry about. She had been given a mindless task. Rather than grow bored by it, she embraced it, knowing it was important or she would not have been asked to do it.

      And when Brooke finally finished, having returned the cleaning supplies to the alcove where she had first retrieved them, she was finally given the chance to do what she had been aching to do the whole time. She finally had the opportunity to play with her pussy.

      Day 62 - Brooke

      I found out what the collar is for yesterday. It’s a shock collar designed to punish me if I’m bad.

      Why do I know it’s a shock collar? Because I did something bad yesterday.

      The people holding me here have changed the way they communicate with me. At first, they just left notes, when they communicated at all. That’s how I learned to fuck the mannequin. They left notes for me, telling me what to do. Now, however, they are using a computerized voice to command me. I ignored their commands yesterday and got punished for it.

      The shock is awful. I wouldn’t wish it on anyone and I vow to do everything I can to avoid getting shocked again. When it happened, I collapsed and rolled up into a ball. It was bad.

      Now I know that when the voice tells me to do something, I need to do it. It’s that simple. When the voice tells me to clean the floor, I need to clean the floor. I can’t argue my case or talk back. I just need to do what I’m told.

      Fuck.

      I just realized what they’re training me to do. They’re training me to obey mindlessly. I’d be absolutely terrified if it wasn’t so hot. I can imagine it now. All I have to do is be sitting there, probably rubbing myself like I do with most of my free time, and the voice suddenly gives me an order. As soon as I hear it, I start doing it. There’s no conscious thought there, directing me to do it. I just react, obeying on instinct.

      I have to wonder what I’m going to be like when I finally get out of here. I couldn’t even tell you how long I have been here. It could be weeks, months, or even years at this point. My days are so similar, it’s hard to tell them apart. Weekdays, weekends, they’re all the same. I don’t even know what time of day it is. For all I know, they have me up all night and sleeping during the day. There is no window to give me any natural light.

      Today’s order was to clean the bathroom. To be honest, it needed it. I guess that tells me I’ve been here for a pretty long time. I wonder if anyone misses me on the outside. I guess if I ever see my friends again, I will be a bimbo designed to be a housewife. Again, that’s both scary and hot. This is like a dream come true, but bringing my fantasy into the real world hadn’t been my plan. Still, everything about my situation is designed to keep me compliant and growing into the bimbo housewife I and they want me to be.

      Cooking

      For over two months, Brooke’s food had been provided for her. There were multiple reasons for that. Her diet had been strictly controlled, including various food additives and deficiencies, as well as portion control.

      Food had been a primary driver in breaking Brooke down. With that breakdown complete, she needed to be rebuilt. The second phase of Brooke’s time in the Bimbo Room had been all about sexualizing herself. It was about forcing her to regularly commit sexual acts and to grow her sexual skillset. Once again, food had been the primary driver, giving Brooke food full of the nutrients she craved in exchange for sexual favors.

      The third phase added a new form of punishment into the mix. It was no longer enough to deprive her of the food her body craved for sustenance. She needed proper boundaries set with a physical pain she would never want to endure after her first dose.

      The reason for creating a new style of punishment also came about because of new freedoms Brooke would be given. She needed to clean her own room, which made perfect sense, but she would also begin to cook for herself.

      When Brooke woke up on her third day wearing the collar, she had no idea what her day had in store for her. She started, as she always did, by sucking the cock of the mannequin. She may not have realized it, but her skills had markedly improved over the course of the last month. Where before, she would have been hard pressed to fully satisfy a man with a real cock, now she was adept enough to even deep throat, ensuring that there would be complete satisfaction given.

      However, unlike all those other days when successfully sucking on the mannequin’s cock and swallowing the delicious milky fluid it gave her, the slot in the wall where her meal usually arrived did not open. Instead, a new doorway appeared.

      “You must make your own breakfast,” the voice said.

      Brooke thought the request odd, having not needed to make her own breakfast since she had arrived in the Bimbo Room, but she was not about to disobey the voice. She had already learned that lesson.

      But Brooke was also happy about the opportunity to expand her space. The doorway revealed a full-sized kitchen, which significantly expanded the space she had to move about in. It was easy to forget how little actual space she had for herself, especially when considering the fact she could not leave.

      Brooke happily found ingredients for oatmeal left out for her. She was not about to argue with the people in charge about her meal. The fact they provided her with a full complement of foods to add to her oatmeal made it all the better. There would be no brown sludge for breakfast, even though oatmeal and the sludge had some similarities.

      “Huh,” Brooke said as she started to read the instructions on the oatmeal container. She had not actually made real oatmeal before, only instant.

      As her stomach growled with hunger and her pussy making itself known as well, Brooke set about making her breakfast. Staying on task, however, proved difficult at times. Brooke was horny and she could barely stand at the stove stirring the oatmeal as it cooked without also using her free hand to rub between her legs. And that extra attention to her pussy made her task all the harder. It was so easy to let her mind go blank and sink into the sensations her free hand provided. Brooke wanted nothing more than to just dive in and eat and then do what she really wanted, which was to play. Her pussy was practically demanding that.

      Eventually the oatmeal had cooked and Brooke happily spooned it all into a bowl. The people in charge had only given Brooke enough oatmeal for a single serving. She took her time adding fruits, nuts, and a little brown sugar to her breakfast, adding extra flavor as well as additional nutrients.

      Brooke only needed one hand to eat as she sat at the kitchen table. Her free hand this time slipped under her waistband and rubbed her clit without any fabric getting in the way. As far as she was concerned, Brooke had it made. She could eat and play at the same time.

      Once Brooke’s hunger had been satisfied, she planned to spend the rest of her morning satisfying her other hunger, the one she gave her long days over to and indulged freely. After all, what else had there been to do for the past month?

      Brooke placed her used bowl in the kitchen sink and returned to her bed where it would be easier to satisfy her carnal urges. She was happy to have the chance to make her own food, helping her to fill her days with something more, but after weeks of creating a schedule for herself, she had a hard time breaking.

      “You must clean up your breakfast,” the voice said.

      Brooke knew she needed to do as it said. She had figured that out already. However, for whatever reason, her ability to reason had been silenced. Instead of dutifully doing as she was told, Brooke pulled her shorts down around her ankles and let her fingers have full access to her pussy and clit. That was what she needed, not to clean up after breakfast.

      “Oh fuck,” Brooke said, this time in pain as the shock collar activated. The pain was intense and long lasting. Brooke curled up into a ball on the bed as tears came to her eyes.

      The whole world seemed to disappear as the only thing she could feel was the pain from her collar.

      Even after the shock ceased, after the direct pain ended, Brooke’s body still ached from her muscles contracting from the electricity that passed through her body. Her chest heaved as she continued to lay there, her mind stuck trying to process what had just happened to it.

      “You must clean up your breakfast,” the voice repeated as Brooke finally caught her breath and managed to push herself up onto her hands and knees.

      “Fine,” Brooke pouted, disliking this order. She had no problem with cleaning the kitchen after she cooked and ate, but she did not want to do it right then. She wanted time to feed her other hunger.

      Brooke was grumpy for the rest of the morning. It did not help matters that she seemed even more turned on than usual. It was as if a part of her got off on the punishment, as if her subconscious found the punishments she had received arousing.

      It was something Brooke had never really considered before, the pain involved in training a bimbo. Brooke had been given plenty of carrots to do what was wanted of her. The prospect of good food had turned her into a nymphomaniac. She had come to love sex, training herself to make herself sexually available for the things she needed and wanted.

      Before the shock collar had been added to the mix, Brooke had been perfectly happy trading sexual pleasure, both for her and others, in exchange for those things she needed to survive, namely food. The food was the carrot and she had done whatever was needed of her to keep getting the food that tasted good and left her with enough energy not to be a zombie all day.

      But with the addition of the collar, a new training phase had begun. Brooke would have given in more easily if she knew what was expected of her. Then again, not knowing only served to turn her on more. Not knowing meant she had to always be ready to obey or else she would face punishment. She could only guess how far this all would go.

      Day 70 - Brooke

      I hate this stupid collar. I hate having to wear it all the time. I hate how tight it fits against my neck. And most of all, I hate the shock it provides when I disobey or do something wrong.

      First it was cleaning. Then it was cooking. I swear, now all it takes is me hesitating about something before the pain returns.

      I found out the hard way what the collar can do on my first day wearing it. That was also when they started giving me voice commands instead of written commands. I’m not sure why, unless they want to transition me away from reading.

      The problem is, with my knowledge in the kitchen, I’m stuck reading recipes, because I just don’t know what to do. I supposed they could take that away from me if they simply read the recipe to me as I worked, but that seems like a lot of work.

      At least I’m learning. That is actually one nice thing about all of this. I’m learning to cook. I’m learning other things too, like not to disobey an order. Hopefully all this cooking will mean I get better at it. I’ve never been at home in the kitchen, but I suppose that is changing. Nor have I been the leanest person out there, but that is changing too.

      I’m learning my new schedule and it all seems pretty reasonable. Yes, I have to clean up right after I finish cooking a meal. That could be worse and if I think about it, I should be doing that anyway. It’s only because I was lazy that I ever let dirty dishes stack up in the sink.

      It’s weird. Now that I’m cooking for myself, all three meals everyday, I’m realizing that despite the freedom I seem to have, I’m even more under the thumb of the people in charge. It feels like freedom, even though it isn’t freedom. But in a way, it’s nice. I get the appearance of freedom without all the worry that comes along with it. You have no idea how much worry and fear of the unknown gnaws at me. It’s always been my biggest fault.

      So on the one hand, I don’t like the fact that my life isn’t mine anymore, but at the same time, everything is easier this way. I don’t need to worry. I don’t need to be anxious. I don’t need to think, really. And that last part may be the nicest of all.

      The whole bimbo thing stems from my worrying and overthinking everything. Here in the Bimbo Room, none of that matters. So from my perspective, this almost feels better, I think.

      So here I am training to become a bimbo. It’s not just enough for me to think and worry less. It’s about being sexier, about being better in the house, about making myself as feminine as I can. I may not have the freewill I once had. But you know what? I think I’m happier this way.

      Developing a Routine

      Brooke worked hard over the following days. She worked hard in the kitchen, cooking whatever had been left for her to make. Not every meal was a success, but she was improving.

      Cleaning up, both her room and the kitchen became more routine. She even started to dance as she worked, swaying her ass to a beat only she could hear.

      There were occasional moments of punishment, but they grew less and less frequent. Brooke learned her lessons early on and did not want to repeat the same mistakes. Yet mistakes still did happen. After all, Brooke was becoming more and more of a bimbo with each passing day.

      The biggest change came when Brooke fully accepted what was happening to her. Even as she declared herself wanting what the Bimbo Room was supposed to train her to become, there were still moments where her old personality would surface. She would worry and start thinking about what she was doing, what she was allowing to happen to her.

      It was in those moments when Brooke found herself at odds with the trainers. She could not see them, but she knew when she displeased them. After all, they could speak to her and punish her when she did wrong.

      Sometimes doing wrong included questioning the meal she had been tasked with preparing. Other times it was a delay in cleaning up after a meal. There were times when Brooke simply wanted to rest after standing over the hot stove for more than an hour. But she eventually managed to push past her own desires.

      As a bimbo, Brooke’s desires were not what came first. She was there to serve. She had no idea what her future held, but she knew she would marry someday and as a bimbo housewife, she would be responsible for cooking for her husband and cleaning the house. And then, after all of that, she would be expected to pleasure him with her body in whatever way he wanted.

      Luckily, that latter part was not an issue for Brooke. She had already given herself up to the sexual animal that resided inside of her. Sex had become an indelible part of her life and she could never see herself giving up all the time she managed to spend fucking, sucking, and otherwise playing with herself.

      Even though there was no directive for fitness, Brooke maintained her small workout regimen. The strength training, combined with her weight loss that began in the first phase of her Bimbo Room stay, left her feeling better about her body. She even put more emphasis on the bodyweight squats in her routine to help build additional fitness. Although, in Brooke’s eyes, the reason for adding the squats was simply aesthetic. She had always been disappointed with the size of her ass. This was an opportunity to change that. There were already some early signs that it was working.

      As the days wore on, Brooke always seemed to have a smile on her face. She felt good. She knew she was improving in multiple aspects of her life. And as long as she did not look at things too closely, she felt a kind of freedom she had never had before. For the first time in her life, she felt like there were no pressures of the adult world placed on her. She could simply ignore the few worries and anxieties that remained, knowing they did not matter. As long as she kept doing as she was told, everything would be fine. That was how Brooke wanted it.

      Day 87 - Brooke

      I completely forgot about writing stuff down.

      Oops. Sorry about that. I don’t even remember when the last time I wrote anything. It seems like so long ago.

      I don’t really know what to write anymore. Things are good. I’m getting better in the kitchen. It’s not just that I’m able to make more complex recipes, which is about all my brain can handle sometimes. It’s that the food actually tastes better. I can’t wait until someone else gets to taste my cooking.

      I know I wasn’t someone who cooked much before. And I certainly wasn’t someone who liked cooking for other people. That’s just because I wasn’t very good at it. But now that I’m getting better, it’s all so much nicer. I’m really looking forward to actually cooking for someone sometime. It could be a boyfriend, a husband, or anyone else, I guess. Either way, I’m looking forward to having someone else actually eat the food I prepare.

      Actually, it would be pretty hot to make dinner for a guy, but as soon as his meal is placed before him, I slide down to my knees and crawl under the table and start to suck his cock. I would need more than just cum to eat for my meal, but it would be a great way to start the meal. I’m sure the guy would like it. Who wouldn’t want a hot little piece of ass like me to suck him off while he ate his dinner? I get wet just thinking about it.

      And speaking of getting wet, I don’t know what it is, but I can’t stop thinking about sex. I remember hearing about how guys think about sex every ten seconds or something ridiculous like that. I don’t know if it’s true, but I’m pretty sure I could give men a run for their money on how much I think about sex. It’s practically constant.

      Even when I’m cooking or cleaning or working out, sex is always on my mind. I feel like it would be so easy for a guy to just bend me over and start fucking me from behind. Even though I mostly wear shorts and capris here in the Bimbo Room, they are thin enough any strong man could just rip them off my body. And trust me, that idea gets me even hotter.

      I’m really not sure what’s next for me. I’m doing my best to follow directions. Sometimes I screw up, but I never do it on purpose. Sometimes, when the voice tells me to do something, I start doing it before I even think about it. It’s like my body is cutting out my conscious mind from the decision making process and just does what it’s told without me thinking about it.

      That’s actually been really nice. All my life I’ve tried to think and be responsible. I’m learning how wrong that was. I don’t need to think if there’s someone in charge and guiding me. I just need to do what I’m told and try to feel good when I do it. And can you blame me that sex feels so good. The mannequin is nice, but I can’t wait until I get to fuck a real man. I can just imagine feeling his hard cock in my pussy, thrusting in and out, using my body as his own personal cum dumpster. Fuck, that’s hot.

      Okay, I think I need to go rub my clit for a bit. I was going to start a workout, but that can wait. My pussy needs me.
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      Challenge Number One

      Brooke had fully come to terms with who she was becoming and embraced her growing bimboness. Her intellectual qualities were fading, being replaced by obedience and a sexuality that she could not hope to control.

      However, as the fourth month of Brooke’s stay in the Bimbo Room began, she entered a new phase of training. This next phase would take longer than anything she had experienced before and would consist of four sets of challenges, each with an important reward at the end.

      “It is time for a Bimbo Challenge,” the voice sassed when Brooke woke up on the first day of the next phase.

      “Bimbo Challenge?” Brooke whispered, talking to no one in particular. More and more Brooke had begun to vocalize her thoughts, speaking whatever came to her mind, her old filters worn away by her new routines and her lack of company. With no one to talk to, she more or less talked to herself, which largely fit her new bimbo-like demeanor.

      “Your first challenge is a cooking challenge,” the voice continued. “In exchange for successfully completing the challenge, you will be given a new dildo and a new outfit to wear.”

      Brooke’s expression brightened when she learned about the reward. A new dildo? She would do anything for that. There were times when she had considered withholding an item of food from whichever recipe she was cooking so that she could use it as a makeshift dildo instead. This, however, was a much better proposition.

      Before Brooke could enter the kitchen, she still needed to suck off the mannequin. That much had not changed. She had come to enjoy every encounter with the mannequin, loving the feel of him inside of her. And as for her morning ritual blowjob, she had come to cherish the white spunk its shot into her mouth when it came.

      Over time, the consistency and flavor of the mannequin’s cum had changed, but Brooke paid no attention to that. She enjoyed it just as much as she always had, not realizing that the synthetic cum had been slowly replaced by the real thing.

      As soon as Brooke gained access to the kitchen, she set to work. The challenge quickly became clear to her. She needed to make a passable breakfast from the food items on hand. The stock was eclectic, but after a little deliberation to decide what to make, she created a passable breakfast.

      After finishing making the meal, Brooke sat down at the kitchen table to eat it. As she did so, the door separating the kitchen from the bedroom slid closed.

      Brooke looked up in curiosity and confusion. “Am I stuck here?” she pondered out loud. In all her time in the Bimbo Room, she had never before been shut off from the bedroom.

      However, despite Brooke’s confusion, she did not let the closed door stop her from continuing to eat. And when she finished her meal, she happily set about washing dishes and cleaning the kitchen, humming a tune only she knew.

      When Brooke finished cleaning up after the morning meal, the door slid open again, allowing her to return to the bedroom. The moment she walked into the bedroom, Brooke knew something had changed.

      First and foremost, Brooke’s eyes were drawn toward the small table beside her bed. On it lay a bright pink jelly dildo. It was soft, but big, perfect for any number of ways to play. Before Brooke even realized she was doing it, she raced across the room and picked up the jelly dildo. She brought it up to her lips and began to push it into her mouth. Brooke’s eyes rolled up into the beck of her head as she imagined the cock was real as she filled her mouth.

      When she ran out of room in her mouth, she opened her throat and pushed the dildo deeper into her, letting it slide down her throat. It was an impressive feat, one that Brooke never would have been able to do before her admittance to the Bimbo Room.

      Once Brooke was satisfied with her deep throating skills, she pulled the dildo out and then quickly shed her clothes. A moment later she had positioned herself on the bed and was pushing the still wet dildo into her pussy.

      Again, Brooke’s eyes rolled up into her head, this time from the actual pleasure of filling her pussy. It was only moments before she was on the precipice of orgasm. Over the past two months, Brooke had developed a hair trigger when it came to her arousal. The slightest touch could be enough to push her over the edge. And yet, she had become remarkably disciplined, saving those precious orgasms for those moments with the mannequin. Even now, she had hardwired herself not to cum without a real cock—or at least as real a cock as existed in the Bimbo Room.

      It was only after nearly an hour of Brooke keeping herself on the precipice of an orgasm that it even occurred to her to look for the new outfit that had been provided. She was already loopy from her own unquenched lust, but the moment she laid eyes on the new clothes, she knew she needed to try them on immediately.

      Brooke nearly left the dildo in her pussy as she began to pull on her new outfit, but holding a long dildo in her pussy proved too much for her coordination. The outfit in question was nothing special. It was simply a light weight tank top and a soft miniskirt. But for Brooke, after three months wearing nearly the same thing all the time, the opportunity to wear something else was readily accepted.

      Not remembering the last time she wore a skirt, Brooke took several minutes looking over her body in the mirror. She liked what she saw. There had been no way she could have worn such an outfit before she arrived in the Bimbo Room. Brooke had always been petite, but there had been weight to lose when she arrived before she could look her best. Not that Brooke had paid much attention to that at the time. Now, however, she was ecstatic about her results.

      “There are shoes too?” Brooke said when she spotted a pair of high-heeled sandals beside her bed.

      In all her time in the Bimbo Room before that moment, Brooke had not been wearing shoes. It was not that she had avoided them. Shoes had simply not been provided to her.

      The shoes were higher than anything Brooke could remember wearing before, but that did not matter in the moment. She was too excited about the prospect of shoes to care.

      Although Brooke found herself of mixed emotion when she finished doing up the straps of the sandals and she rose to her feet. Her first thought was how small everything looked. Brooke was not a tall woman, but adding several inches to her height in a matter of seconds could change one’s perspective. For the first time in Brooke’s life, she thought she had a sense of what it was like to be tall. It was nice, even if no amount of high heel could ever make her rise above others. She was simply too short for that.

      However, Brooke also felt an uneasiness about the pretty sandals encasing her feet. After months without wearing footwear of any kind, it would take time for her body to adapt to not only shoes, but high heels. Brooke felt unsteady on her feet, but that was not reason enough to take them off. No, they looked too good on her feet to worry about a little thing like balance.

      That first meal challenge turned into there being at least one meal challenge per day. And each time she was successful, Brooke was awarded with new toys and an expanding wardrobe. Both kinds of winnings made Brooke happy. More and more she could begin to dress how she felt, namely sexy.

      There had been times in Brooke’s past when she felt sexy. There had been times when she had dressed to impress. Then there was that Halloween party several years earlier where she went as a sexy cat, wearing a cute leopard-print jacket and cat ears. The costume had gone over well. Or at least she thought it had gone over well. The long night of drinking had made the whole evening a bit hazy.

      Not that any of that mattered now. If the Bimbo Room had a Halloween party—whenever said Halloween party was, since Brooke had no idea when it was—Brooke would not only want to try the costume again, but she would want to make it even sexier. Half the point of Halloween was so women could dress up in sexy and slutty costumes. That seemed ideal now that Brooke was on her way toward Bimbodom.

      Not every challenge was won. There were times when Brooke was nearly brought to tears when she found herself unable to complete the cooking task given to her.

      “Have you considered asking for help?” the voice asked one day when Brooke was at a loss about how to make a dinner as part of the most recent challenge.

      “Can you help me?” Brooke answered, almost automatically. “I don’t know what to do.”

      And to Brooke’s surprise, the voice provided her with instructions. She completed the challenge and was awarded a new pair of shoes for her hard work and willingness to ask for help.

      However, realizing how she could circumvent the challenges and still win, Brooke asked for help again on her next cooking challenge, one that was remarkably similar to a challenge she had previously passed. This time, there was no help forthcoming.

      “You know what to do,” the voice replied.

      When Brooke pressed the issue, saying, “Please, help me,” there was no further reply. Instead, the shock collar she still wore activated. Brooke learned her lesson that day. She was only to ask for help when she really needed it, not when she was being lazy. Laziness was punishable. And if it was not already clear, bimbos were not lazy. They could not be lazy and still do all that they did, especially when they were bimbo housewives like Brooke would someday be.

      In the few moments when Brooke stopped to think about herself and what she was becoming, she had to admit the training was working. She rarely thought for herself anymore. She simply followed her routine. The challenges she had faced were not necessarily difficult. They did not require much creativity. It was more about putting the pieces together, growing to become more than she already was.

      And it certainly did not hurt that the new challenges Brooke was set came with tangible rewards. Her collection of new clothes gave her a near infinite selection of possibilities with different pairings for her tops and bottoms. The shoes too gave her a new sense of style. Brooke was no longer held captive in the same way she had to start. She had a certain freedom of choice.

      And it was with that freedom of choice that Brooke often elected to wear the most restrictive of shoes and clothing, wanting to highlight her body. No one would ever think she was smart after all of this. Brooke herself saw no future with her intelligence. It was time to fully embrace the fact no one would care what went on in her head. All they would care about was what she looked like, how well she could cook and clean, and possibly most important, how well she could fuck.

      Brooke was making great strides in all of those areas. But she knew that her appearance, although superficial, was how she would be judged first. Therefore, it was important that she do everything to highlight her body and make it clear that she was a bimbo, inside and out.

      However, it was not just clothes that Brooke was rewarded with. Like the dildo on the first day, Brooke’s collection of sex toys slowly grew until there was no way she could hide it away. There were dildos, vibrators, nipple clamps, and many more. The ben wa balls were especially fun as Brooke would try to keep them inside her pussy as she went about her day, cooking and cleaning. She knew the longer she managed to keep them inside her, the stronger her pussy would get. She could only imagine how a man would react to her improved sexual abilities.

      Brooke could not wait to use her newfound sills, but as the cooking challenges continued, she knew she still had a long way to go before she could leave the Bimbo Room. She was definitely a bimbo now, but she knew she was not bimbo enough. Leaving now would only allow her to return to her old way of life. She needed to stay in the Bimbo Room until there was no hope of the old Brooke reappearing.

      Challenge Number Two

      A month of cooking challenges had given Brooke a large sex toy collection and an even larger wardrobe of potential outfits. However, there was still so much for Brooke to do.

      There was also a need to help Brooke see the larger picture. The cooking challenges always had an immediate reward. Being a bimbo required discipline. It required patience. And so Brooke’s next challenge came with an enticing reward, but also a timeframe that would test Brooke’s abilities to focus on her broader bimbo goals.

      “As a bimbo you want big juicy lips,” the voice said first thing on the day of the second challenge.

      Brooke thought about that statement for a moment. Did she want big juicy lips? It was not something she had thought much about, but now that the voice had told her she wanted it, she found the voice to have spoken the truth. She did want big lips, or at least bigger.

      Looking in the mirror, Brooke was disappointed at the size of her lips. They were thin and disappeared too easily. She could just imagine what she would look like with larger lips wrapped around a cock. She was certain bigger lips would also improve her blowjob skills. Such things were important for a bimbo like her. Bigger lips would both enhance her appearance and provide greater pleasure to others. That seemed like a win-win.

      “What do I need to do to get them?” Brooke asked, already determined to succeed.

      “You’ll find out soon enough,” the voice said.

      Brooke did not know what that meant. She would find out? How? When? She wanted big juicy lips, just like the voice said. She needed them. She would not be complete without them. Why were they keeping her from being the best bimbo she could be?

      It turned out that Brooke did not have long to wait before she was faced with a new challenge. Expecting to give her usual morning blowjob so she could begin making breakfast, she was instead presented with two mannequins instead of the usual one.

      This did not particularly bother Brooke. She would be happy to suck off two mannequins if that was what was needed of her. However, the positioning of the mannequins made Brooke wonder if something more was being asked of her. They were facing each other, not particularly far apart, only a couple feet separating them.

      Brooke was not sure where the idea came from, but the idea of pleasuring them both at the same time began to fill her head. And once that image was there, it was impossible to push it away.

      Brooke happily bounced up to the two mannequins, letting her long hair flow behind her. After months in the Bimbo Room, her hair had grown out, lengthening to the point it frequently got in her way. However, Brooke was not deterred by her long hair, nor was she interested in cutting it. Bimbos frequently had long hair. It was a sacrifice she was willing to make.

      It took a moment for Brooke to position herself between the two mannequins. She bent over at the waist, presenting herself to her usual friend while finding her face mere inches from the new mannequin’s cock. Pulling her hair to the side to keep it out of her way, Brooke first backed up toward her well-known friend. She had done this part before, fucking herself on his cock while she wore a pair of heels.

      This time was no different, except Brooke needed to do more than just fuck the mannequin as it stood behind her. She would need to concentrate so she could also pleasure the second mannequin with her mouth and talented tongue.

      Brooke nearly lost her composure when she felt the mannequin cock press into her. It was uncommon for her to start the day with a proper fuck, but her sexual needs had grown so great that she needed no time to prepare. Brooke was always ready, always willing.

      A moment later, she took the second cock into her mouth. This was more familiar, but still different. Oddly, the taste of the second mannequin was a little different from the first. Not bad, just different, making Brooke realize that like the mannequins, different men would feel and taste different.

      Brooke had never set out to be a slut when all this started. However, as her sexual needs grew, it became clear that she would not only be a bimbo, but a slut as well. What started as a way to spend her time, avoiding boredom, had become a highlight of her day. And now that Brooke was faced with multiple cocks, she felt even better. This was who she was destined to be. Not only would she provide sexual pleasure to her future husband, but also to anyone else he would want to share her with. A business deal needed closing before he could be promoted? Count her in.

      Bouncing back and forth, Brooke took her time trying to give both cocks as much attention as she could muster. The new cock, the one in her mouth, pushed down her throat as she pulled away from the cock in her pussy. The head always stayed inside of her, but she made sure to use the entire length of her pussy and as much of her throat as was needed to get what she needed from the two cocks. She would only be finished when they had both cum inside of her, one in her pussy and the other in her mouth.

      To Brooke’s great surprise, the two mannequins came at the same time, filling her pussy with hot white seed while simultaneously filling her mouth with a similar concoction. The cum tasted different too, but Brooke paid that no mind in the moment. That was because she was cumming too, her own orgasm firing off after successfully pleasuring two cocks and getting full doses of cum in two of her holes.

      “Yum,” Brooke said as she licked her lips after swallowing down the second mannequin’s cum. She squatted down between them and looked up. She felt small in their presence, but also content. This was her place. She was not expected to make hard decisions or do any serious thinking. Her only expectations were to cook and clean, to look pretty and sexy, and to provide as much pleasure as was desired of her, in any way asked of her.

      Before Brooke finished with the mannequins, however, she took a moment to lick both of their softening cocks, making sure both had been cleaned of their collective juices. This was not the first time Brooke had tasted herself. But it was the first time that she realized she tasted almost as good as the cum she had just swallowed, further cementing her place as a submissive servant to other, more important, people, namely men.

      However, much to Brooke’s dissatisfaction, her first encounter with multiple mannequins did not result in the lips she wanted. In fact, there was no change at all. Instead, she went about her day as usual. The only difference was she found herself pleasuring multiple mannequins, not just the one.

      The days wore on, leaving Brooke wondering if the people in charge had forgotten about the challenge. She did not know what she needed to do to get their attention. Then again, the more often that she was presented with mannequin cock, the more often she forgot all about the challenge. She simply reacted. For her, cocks meant one thing. She was to use her body however possible to get them to cum. If she came, great. If not, that was okay too.

      But Brooke’s sexual activities did not end at the threesome she experienced that first day. It was not long before she had a whole line of mannequins to service before she could continue with her day. Other times she faced a situation that left both her pussy and ass filled with cock.

      Then there was the pole. Brooke did not know what it was at first. She did not even understand how it had been installed without her waking up. One morning, it was there. So too was a mannequin in a position to watch the pole.

      Brooke sat there thoughtfully for longer than she would want to admit. She knew her brain was atrophying from a lack of use. Or more specifically, it was atrophying from specific deficiencies in her day-to-day life. Brooke hardly had to think anymore. She just reacted. And when she did think, she found her thoughts took longer to form, like they were swimming upstream in a river of molasses. But as worrying as her mental struggles could have been, she instead found contentment, knowing she did not need to struggle like that. Her efforts only needed to be physical. And the physical not only brought her pleasure, but based on the reactions from the mannequins, she knew she would bring others pleasure too.

      Eventually Brooke realized the pole was a stripper pole. She had never been to a strip club before. She had been invited with a group of friends a couple times, but she had always had some excuse to avoid it. Brooke could only imagine what one could actually do with a pole, but when she saw the flaccid cock of the accompanying mannequin, she knew its erection would be her guide. If the mannequin got hard, she was doing a good job.

      Without even thinking about it, Brooke stepped up to the pole and wrapped her fingers around it. Her small hand could not reach all the way around, but that would not matter, she was certain. To her surprise, however, the pole spun. Brooke imagined various movie scenes she could barely remember that involved strippers and the way they spun around the poles made so much more sense.

      Brooke imagined music playing as she began to dance around the pole. It was early in the day, but she might as well get started on the fun. She could only hope that she would get to suck off the mannequin once she had succeeded in making it hard.

      However, before Brooke could get very far into her first routine, the alcove opened, presenting her with her normal mannequin. She stood there, confused, unsure what to do. There were two mannequins now, but they were on opposite sides of the room from each other. She could not pleasure them both at the same time.

      It was only then that Brooke started to realize. The mannequin in the alcove was for now. The mannequin and the stripper pole were for later.

      And just like that, Brooke continued her day, moving on the much more familiar track of giving a blowjob before she made breakfast.

      It was later in the day, once Brooke had finished cooking and cleaning for the time being, that she found herself deciding the best way to start with pole dancing. She took her time putting on a sexy outfit. It was revealing, leaving little to the imagination. But Brooke knew it would be easy to take off. It would be easy to remove while she danced, leaving her naked other than her shoes.

      As for her shoes, Brooke chose her tallest pair she owned. She did not have the classic stripper heels, the ones with several inches of platform under the toe, although those would be nice from the standpoint of height. Brooke could do many things to improve her body, but she would never be able to grow taller. Her only hope of ever gaining height was through her footwear or by using a gallon of hairspray.

      After those first pair of high heels arrived, Brooke had taken to wearing them as often as possible. She knew how they made her look. She knew how heels would make her butt stand out more, as well as make her legs look better. High heels were always going to be a given. She might as well get used to wearing them sooner, rather than later.

      Still, when Brooke stepped up to the pole for a second time, she still felt a little unsteady in her shoes. Their height forced her higher onto her toes, making it feel like her feet were nearly vertical. Brooke knew they looked good, but she still felt off balance. But it was her hope that practicing dancing in them would make her feel more at home in them.

      Brooke started slowly, moving her body to the music in her head. She had hoped to get an immediate rise out of the mannequin, but there was nothing. For a moment she thought she saw it twitch, but it remained sadly limp thereafter.

      “Come on,” Brooke begged as she spun around the pole, but to no avail.

      Next, Brooke started a stripping routine, slowly removing her clothes, first her top and then her skirt. Still nothing.

      That first day left Brooke disheartened. Did she read the situation incorrectly? The voice had not said anything to her, nor had she been punished by the collar she still wore. She had been left to figure things out on her own. That was never a good place for a bimbo.

      However, Brooke refused to give up. Each day she did her best to turn the mannequin on by her dancing and stripping. Eventually she became bold enough to ride the pole, letting herself spin around with her feet completely off the ground.

      After a week, Brooke finally found success. She was not sure exactly what did it, but she was happy to see the erection grow on the mannequin as she danced around the pole. And as soon as the mannequin had grown to full mast, she was on her knees in front of it, sucking on the cock as if her life depended on it.

      What Brooke had failed to see in herself as the time wore on was how desperate she had become to please the mannequins. She wanted to see those cocks get hard. She wanted to suck on them. She wanted to fuck them. No level of depravity was too low for her to reach down and fulfill the desires of others. It had become a growing sense of purpose. Her responsibility was to do as she was told and to get cocks hard.

      Of course, Brooke’s new purpose did not come without perks. The more mannequin cocks she got hard, the more orgasms she received, as well as mouthfuls of delicious cum. Those were rewards enough, but she knew she was becoming the complete package. And that package would only get better when she had her lips inflated.

      It took a whole month before the people in charge decided Brooke had completed the sex challenge. By then, she had nearly forgotten about the challenge. She was too caught up in the moment, enjoying the various sexual acts she regularly took part in. And so it was with great delight that Brooke woke up one morning and looked in the mirror.

      It had happened overnight as she slept. How they had performed the procedure on her without waking her, she did not know. Not that she cared, however. All that mattered was the result.

      Brooke’s new lips stuck out from her face, adding projection she had never had before. They were not overly thick. If anything, her new lips simply accentuated the original contours of her lips, only making them plumper and creating a natural pout.

      Before all of this, Brooke had never imagined she would get lip filler. It had never really been on her radar. However, now it was a different story. She loved what she saw in her reflection, taking a long time posing and creating different expressions in the mirror, watching her reflection with rapt attention.

      “Time for breakfast,” the voice said.

      Brooke looked away from the mirror and then giggled. She had been so caught up in her posing practice that she had not even noticed the line of three mannequins she needed to suck off if she was going to have any breakfast.

      She practically bounced across the room with giddy excitement, wanting nothing more than to put her new lips to work. As good as they looked, the other half of her reason to want them was to improve her blowjobs. And it was just her luck to have three mannequins to test them out on right away.

      Brooke’s blowjob technique had come a long way since she first began using her lips on the mannequin cocks. Now it was even better with her plump lips providing additional surface area to create a better and more pleasurable seal. Her hard work had finally paid off and now Brooke was reaping the rewards. It took much less time than usual for her to suck all three mannequin cocks dry.

      Challenge Number Three

      Brooke only had one day with her new lips before the voice returned to issue its third challenge. She bounced around the room, happy with her current life. She was not yet free, but she was happy. She felt sexy and the various mannequins both liked her new lips and her growing skills on the stripper pole.

      “You want long blonde hair,” the voice said.

      It was a simple command, but one that Brooke failed to get out of her head as soon as the words were spoken.

      “My hair?” Brooke asked as she looked at her reflection in the mirror. She was still growing used to the different look of her face, her pouty lips drawing in her eyes. They were impossible to ignore, big enough to assume she had work done, but not so big that they dominated her face.

      The truth was, Brooke had always been proud of her black hair. It had grown out during her stay in the Bimbo Room, at times becoming unruly, but she could not bring herself to cut it. Bimbos were known for their long hair and if Brooke was going to be a bimbo, it only made sense to keep her hair long.

      Of course, bimbos were best known for being blonde, but Brooke did not let that idea control her. However, hearing the voice tell her she wanted long blonde hair was too easy to accept. The voice had influence over her. This she knew and had accepted. It was probably for the best that it had influence over her and that it took charge of her development.

      Brooke wanted to be her bimbo best. If that meant dying her hair blonde, then so be it. She was willing to risk the health of her hair to make herself look better. That much was clear.

      “Yes, I want long blonde hair,” Brooke eventually repeated. As soon as the words flowed from her mouth, she knew it was true. It had to be. Brooke now spoke nearly every thought she had, so if she said it, it meant she was thinking it.

      “To get long blonde hair, you must improve your style,” the voice continued. “Makeup and fashion accessories will be provided.”

      Brooke’s mind started to turn as she pictured herself dancing around the stripper pole with her face made up, large hoop earrings dangling from her ears, wearing a skimpy outfit with obscenely tall heels. Her hair whipped around her face, long and bright blonde. She looked every bit the bimbo that Brooke wanted to be, that she knew she would eventually become.

      “I’ll do it,” Brooke announced, knowing what she wanted with her future. Dying her hair blonde was the next logical step.

      The paper and pens that once dominated the vanity were gone. Brooke had not even considered writing anything down in weeks. She had nothing worth saying anyway. No one wanted to read the stupid little thoughts of a bimbo, unless they wanted to laugh at her. Brooke was fine with being the butt of jokes like that. She had to admit, they made her want to giggle. But with it just being her in the Bimbo Room, there was no use committing the few cogent thoughts she still had to a measure of permanence. Her thoughts were just fluff and only served to delay the inevitable and Brooke had no intention of letting that happen. She had set herself on a course and she was going to keep down that path until she was the bimbo she knew she could be.

      On her first day, Brooke took more care in arranging her appearance. She had done a better job of it as of late, what with wanting to get the mannequins hard, but she knew she still had room to grow. She started with her hair. It was still black and would remain so until she completed this latest challenge. But unlike her more normal routine where Brooke put it up in a ponytail, she took the time to let it down so it better framed her face.

      Brooke had no access to makeup, at least not yet, but taking care of her hair was a logical first step. She could not wait until she was able to use actual makeup. It had been so long since she had used it. It had been so long that Brooke could not even remember the occasion that had caused her to use makeup. It all seemed so long ago, her memories foggy of anytime before the Bimbo Room. And even her early memories of the Bimbo Room were lost in a foggy maze. Not that Brooke wanted to think about the past. She was looking toward the future. That was all that mattered now. The past meant nothing anymore.

      It was Brooke’s second day with her new challenge that she found her first bit of makeup in her vanity. That was good, because it would take her a long time to develop the necessary skills to hone her bimbo look.

      What was more, she had newfound access to a computer. It was more like a tablet that sat beside her vanity mirror. Brooke was hesitant at first, afraid that it might have accidentally been left by whoever gave her the makeup. However, her curiosity eventually got the better of her. She turned on the screen and discovered the tablet was full of videos about how to apply makeup.

      Brooke practically squealed when she realized what the tablet was meant for. It was there to help make her better, to give her the tools to improve her style. This was better than she had ever hoped for.

      Brooke’s days quickly began to change. Each day she woke up with additional products in her vanity and additional videos available on the tablet. When she was not cooking, cleaning, dancing on the pole or otherwise engaging with the mannequins, Brooke spent her time watching makeup tutorials and other videos to help her improve her craft.

      As a bimbo, it was Brooke’s job to look her best. That was what she was judged on. Therefore she needed to turn all of her remaining intellect, what little there seemed left, toward looking her best. It was not enough to just make herself up for special occasions, but to make it a daily ritual in which Brooke would always look the best she possibly could.

      After the first week, Brooke had her lipstick game down solid. She did not even need to look in a mirror anymore as she applied it. She could do it all by feel and have it come out looking perfect.

      After the second week, Brooke had become an expert at applying false eyelashes. She had to admit they looked good on her, adding a deeper dimension to her eyes, making them pop more. This was also when Brooke began wearing earrings regularly. She had yet to be given the hoops from her fantasy, but she had lots of options to try on and enjoy. The accompanying jewelry box was a must if she was going to keep her new accessories organized.

      As Brooke continued her learning quest, some of her clothing choices changed too. She was becoming much more confident with her body. The time on the pole certainly helped that. Her fitness was improving too, making it easier to reveal more skin in the outfits she wore.

      Brooke was still disappointed in her breasts. They were so small, even on her petite frame. But she knew someday that would be fixed. She did not know when, but she was certain it would happen eventually. In the meantime she could use her newly learned contouring skills to at least give the appearance that she had more cleavage than she really did. Even with no one but the mannequins to show off to, Brooke found it increasingly difficult to take it easy on her appearance. More and more, she felt it necessary to dial it up to eleven, all with the hope of soon having a blonde head of hair.

      The morning after Brooke completed her challenge, she woke up to a surprise. Sleeping on her side, Brooke woke up to find her hair in her eyes. This, by itself, was not unusual. The longer her hair grew, the more easily it became unruly at night. However, this time, rather than be faced with her usual black hair, she was faced with blonde hair.

      Brooke sat up in surprise, a gigantic smile on her face. This was what she wanted, almost more than anything. She practically leapt out of bed, jumping and bouncing toward her vanity and its mirror with excitement and purpose.

      The woman Brooke saw staring back at her form the mirror held only a passing resemblance to the woman she had been before. The blonde hair was perfect and helped make it clear that she was not a woman who should be relied upon or asked hard questions. It was the look of a carefree woman who had only a limited number of things on her mind, namely looking pretty, cleaning and cooking, and sex.

      Brooke had never had any experience with other women, but looking at her own reflection was enough to turn her on. That by itself was no surprise. Brooke could be turned on by the simplest of things. However, she had never been turned on by her own reflection.

      After several minutes of admiring her new hair, running her fingers through her blonde locks, she realized she needed to get ready for her day. Another challenge was complete, but others were still possible.

      When Brooke found herself kneeling at the feet of a mannequin, ready to take its cock into her mouth so she could make breakfast for herself, she was dressed up in her bimbo best. She wore a summer dress, something that would not have been too out of place on an old sitcom like Leave It To Beaver. Although she doubted the women in the show were wearing a lacy thong under their dresses. Brooke’s hair was down, now framing her face with loose waves of blonde hair. Her lips were full, her makeup contouring her face and chests to make her eyes and her breasts pop. Her eyes were themselves framed by fake eyelashes, giving her an almost doll-like appearance.

      This was a Brooke that had never existed before. She had gone from a normal young woman into an attractive blonde bimbo. No one would assume Brooke had much to say and they would have been right. More cocks went into her mouth than full sentences came out. And as far as Brooke was concerned, that was perfect. Her mind continued to atrophy in all things outside her current bimbo worldview. All those things that had worried her in the past, all those things that had caused anxiety, were gone. In their place was a happy and carefree bimbo.

      Even if Brooke had wanted to return to the woman she was, it seemed doubtful that it would be possible. She had crossed the point of no return. However, there was one thing left that could fully cement Brooke as the bimbo she now fully appeared to be. But that would require another challenge.

      Challenge Number Four

      “You want to be fit,” the voice told Brooke the day after she woke up with blonde hair.

      “Of course I do,” Brooke automatically agreed.

      It might not have been obvious to Brooke, since she had grown inconsistent with her regular workouts in recent weeks. Filling her days watching makeup tutorials limited the time she spent on her basic fitness.

      However, despite that inconsistency, the pole that Brooke regularly danced on proved to be her saving grace. That had become her primary workout, giving her newfound core strength and generally improving her cardiovascular system. But that was not enough for Brooke. She needed more. She needed guidance.

      Brooke had never been a consistent exerciser. She would try for a while, but something would eventually get in her way. That had even been true in the Bimbo Room. But those days were about to be over.

      “You will exercise before breakfast,” the voice ordered.

      Brooke did not think much of the order. She was perfectly happy to follow that order.

      It was even better when Brooke found a workout outfit had been placed out for her on her vanity table. If there was one place to place something to grab Brooke’s attention, it was on her vanity. She spent hours there everyday, making her appearance perfect.

      The sports bra and spandex shots were a tight fit, hugging Brooke’s body like a glove. That was perfectly fine. Brooke had grown used to wearing such clothes, although not ones that had been specifically designed to aid her in athletic pursuits. The shoes were a bit different from what she normally wore, but that was to be expected. When Brooke slid her feet into them and discovered they were trainers with a bit of a raised heel, Brooke realized she could not remember the last time her heels had naturally touched the ground. More and more, if she was barefoot, she had been walking on her toes, a result of her frequent wearing of high heels.

      Brooke took her time getting ready. Putting on her new outfit was fun. She loved how the shorts barely covered her ass cheeks and how the fabric hugged her small ass. Despite Brooke’s occasional bodyweight squats, her butt had changed little since she had arrived. Brooke even added waterproof makeup to her look, wanting to look pretty, but also keep the makeup from running as she sweat.

      Once Brooke had finished getting ready, a new door slid open. In the doorway stood a mannequin. To make it clear what she needed to do, the mannequin’s cock stood at attention. As had become the norm, Brooke gracefully slid to her knees and took the mannequin cock into her mouth. She used every skill and technique she had learned during her stay in the Bimbo Room to get the mannequin off in record time.

      After the mannequin came in Brooke’s mouth, giving her time to swallow its load, the mannequin swung aside, giving Brooke entrance into a new room.

      The lights flashed on, revealing a large private gym. There were cardio machines, weight machines, free weights, and even bar weights. It was a complete facility and it was all there for her.

      Brooke smiled, knowing what this gym would mean for her fitness, and most importantly, her ass. Despite her lackluster attempts to get fit, even adding bodyweight squats to her routine at various points, she knew her butt was the one place certain exercises would make the most difference. Unfortunately, finding herself in a room among all this equipment left Brooke growing anxious. She knew what she generally needed to do, but she did not know how. How was she supposed to get fit and grow her butt into something a bimbo like her could be proud of?

      “Start on the treadmill,” the voice ordered.

      Brooke was not about to argue with the voice. She still wore the collar, just in case she got out of line. Brooke could not remember the last time she had been punished, but she felt its presence and knew what it could do to her.

      Stepping up to the treadmill, Brooke jumped in surprise when it activated.

      “Step on and the treadmill will begin,” the voice said.

      Again, Brooke did as she was told. She stepped up onto the treadmill. A moment later the belt started to move, forcing her to step forward to remain in place.

      Brooke’s morning proved to be long with her being ordered around between various pieces of equipment. This first workout seemed to be more about gauging her strength and overall fitness, rather than performing exercises to improve her fitness. Still, when Brooke finished in the gym, she felt exhausted, her arm and leg muscles close to giving out.

      After that, Brooke’s day returned to normal. She showered and reapplied her makeup before she ate breakfast. Then her day moved along as expected. Brooke was a bit tired in the afternoon from her workout, but that did not stop her from practicing on the pole. She was thirsty and wanted to taste some of the mannequin spunk.

      It was the second day of this new era when Brooke was finally given her challenge.

      “If you build up your butt, you will be given bigger breasts,” the voice said.

      Brooke squealed at hearing that. The first part did not matter to her. Yes, a bigger butt would be nice, but it was the breasts she cared about. She would do anything to have bigger breasts. That was her last remaining dream. She needed bimbo tits to fit in with the rest of her.

      Of course, building a bigger butt is no easy task. Some women manage to do it through surgical procedures, but this avenue was not open to Brooke. She needed to do it the hard way. She had been tasked with putting in the work in the gym to sculpt her body and make it all but perfect for the bimbo she was becoming.

      For Brooke, she jumped in with gusto. She still did not know what to do exactly, beyond the most basic squats. However, she did not need to know. Brooke was told everything she needed by the voice. She was instructed how to perform each exercise. She was told how many reps to perform, how many sets to perform and when it came to her cardio work, how many minutes and at what intensity. It was perfect, further emphasizing Brooke’s obedience. She could not even imagine disagreeing with the voice now. What it said was always true.

      Unfortunately, going the hard way meant Brooke had to remain patient. She wanted nothing more than to wake up one morning with breast implants on her chest, the surgery being performed in her sleep. Even in the Bimbo Room, that was not possible. At least it was not possible yet. The only thing Brooke could do was to keep working.

      Each day, Brooke spent time in front of her mirror, trying to decide what kind of progress she was making. It did not help that she never had a point of reference. It would be easier if she could keep track of time, especially what day it was, but those tracking skills had long since disappeared. Brooke could not even explain what happened the day before, let alone what happened the week before. Time had lost all meaning to her and her past experiences seemed to wash together into a single memory entity.

      However, while Brooke could not see it, she was indeed making progress. It was slow progress, which was to be expected, but the exercises she had been given slowly began to work. Brooke’s energy levels improved, which made for even more exciting fun when it came to the mannequins. Her flexibility and stamina came into play like nothing else before. She had even come to enjoy wearing her ben wa balls while on the treadmill, elliptical, or bike, feeling them inside of her as she worked.

      Although unlike the previous three challenges, which all took roughly a month to complete, a month came and went in Brooke’s fourth challenge with nothing happening. Not that Brooke especially noticed, but there were times when she began to doubt herself. Her desire for bigger breasts kept her going, but it was frustrating to know she was not yet ready for them.

      Yet, at the same time, Brooke was indeed making progress, even if she could not see it by examining her body everyday. At such small intervals of time, she did not notice how her midriff became toned, how her arms and legs gained the definition of a dancer, how her stamina had increased considerably, or how her butt had slowly expanded in size, gaining a plumpness that was oh so close to a bubble butt.

      As Brooke reached the middle of her second month of hard work, she began to grow despondent. Not being able to see the long term progress she had made, she began to doubt whether she would ever be good enough for the breast implants she so desperately desired.

      “I’m not good enough,” Brooke said one afternoon as she collapsed onto her bed. She had just finished a routine on the pole and had happily sucked on the mannequin cock when she had gotten it hard. She could still taste the white fluid it had shot into her mouth.

      Yet despite all the progress she had made, she could not see it. All she could see was what she wanted to be and it felt like that Brooke was a million miles away. That was an unreachable distance. How would she ever be allowed to leave the Bimbo Room? She was beginning to doubt that was a possibility, that she would waste away inside, cut off from everyone, with only the mannequins to please.

      “You are so close,” the voice called out in answer to Brooke’s desperation.

      “I can’t do it,” Brooke countered. As much as she had bought into being the happy little bimbo who obeyed every order and worked hard not to think of herself, there remained a small part of the original Brooke deep down inside. She had gone dormant after the first stage broke her, but that Brooke had awoken, seeing the desperation as a path to return. Bimbo Brooke was unable to handle this new assertive part of her, finding herself unable to ignore it. The old Brooke pounced on the inadequacy and tried to inflate it, turning her path away from the bimbo ideal she had been working toward.

      “Of courses you can,” the voice said encouragingly. “Look at the tablet on your vanity. Pictures have been uploaded.”

      Brooke did not know what the voice meant exactly, but she could still follow directions. Not even the small amount of old Brooke that remained could keep the real Brooke from following such a simple order.

      When Brooke turned on the screen she was greeted with photos that had been taken of her at various points while she worked out, performed various sex acts on the mannequins, and danced on the pole. Each photo, when shown in order, showed the progress she had already made.

      “That’s so cool,” Brooke said before she turned her head and looked down at her ass. According to the pictures, she really had been making progress.

      The realization that pictures were being taken of her and saved did not bother her in the slightest. Nor did the remaining old Brooke manage to take advantage of that knowledge. In fact, seeing the progress she had made was enough to force the old Brooke back down and allow the bimbo to regain full control.

      Now that Brooke knew she was making progress in her fitness, she no longer worried about her day-to-day progress. She remained patient, as hard as that was, and kept working out each day, trying to get better so that she could eventually have the bigger tits she needed to complete her bimbo look.

      As Brooke’s fitness challenge stretched into its third month, she no longer had issue with the progress she had made. She happily and readily showed off her body, loving every aspect of it. Even her small breasts were nice in their own way. She wanted them to be bigger, yes, but she could see the value in their small size. They were not particularly sexy, but they did not get in her way while working out either. There were pluses and minuses to everything. And as a bimbo, Brooke elected to focus on the pluses as much as possible.

      Little did Brooke realize that there were preparations being made behind the scene for the final physical change she would undergo. She had twice been visited by a surgeon while she slept, unaware. Measurements had been taken, skin elasticity had been recorded, and size and shape decided upon.

      “You are ready,” the voice said one night as Brooke climbed into bed.

      Brooke said nothing in return. She simply smiled as she drifted off to sleep, happy to know that she was ready, not knowing that the preparations had been made and she would wake up in the morning with breast implants.

      “Ugh,” Brooke gasped as she woke up the next morning. Her mind felt slow and loopy, which was not unpleasant, just unexpected. There was pain, however, Worse, it felt like there was a boulder sitting on her chest.

      Brooke raised her head and was greeted by two small mountains on her chest, covered in bandages. She was surprised to see them, but then she started to smile. She had succeeded in the challenge and the people in charge had given her the tits she needed. Now she was complete. No one would ever doubt she was a bimbo now. The old Brooke could not return now. It was too late. This was permanent. Brooke was a bimbo and she had the tits to prove it.
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      Recovery

      Recovery from surgery was slow for Brooke. It was painful too, made worse by the fact she had no one to directly help her. Despite the pain, she still managed to return to her routine within a day, although her workouts and pole dancing had been removed from her schedule. Still, she managed to cook and clean, as well as properly care for all of the mannequins.

      Brooke found herself sucking more cock than usual. That was partly based on the difficulty she had in obtaining certain positions while she was still bandaged. She could not wait to take the bandages off. She wanted to see her new tits in all their glory, but she knew to wait until they were removed for her or the voice told her to do it.

      When Brooke finally did get permission to remove her bandages, she did so excitedly. She could tell her breasts were bigger, but she wanted to see them for herself.

      “Those are nice,” were the first words out of Brooke’s mouth when she saw her naked torso with her new tits. They were certainly large and attention getting. They were also clearly fake. Even though Brooke had not thought about it before, she was glad for the rounded look, not wanting them to look saggy.

      Brooke spent the rest of the day topless, unwilling to cover her new tits after they had been smothered under bandages since the surgery. She knew there were people watching her. If she was not certain about the cameras before, she was now that she had been shown photographs of herself. But the fact people were watching her walk around the Bimbo Room without a top on only served to turn her on.

      As the days wore on, Brooke continued to recover and she began to return to her previous routine. She returned to the gym, wanting to keep the gains she made, including making sure her ass remained in the bubble butt category. That was important, as Brooke wanted to keep her upper and lower halves in balance. She had big tits now so she needed a big butt to match.

      Within a month of the surgery, the only sign she had ever had surgery was the size of her tits. She loved them and would play with them whenever she had the opportunity. Now, when she wanted to play, she would position one hand on whatever toy she had in her pussy and the other played with her tits. She especially liked pinching and twisting her nipples. Since the surgery they had become more sensitive.

      But the real surprise came when one morning Brooke woke up and no longer felt the tight collar around her neck. She had not been shocked in a long time. She did not need to be anymore. There was no thought of rebellion or disobedience in her mind. It was that moment when she knew the truth.

      Brooke had finally become complete. She was obedient, she could cook and clean, she could sexually satisfy anyone she needed to, she was a bimbo. However, little did she know that her remaining days in the Bimbo Room was numbered.

      The Auction

      When the whole Bimbo Room was created for Brooke, it had been done out of kindness. This was what she wanted, even if she had not been confident enough to pursue it on her own.

      The problem had been that all the planning had gone into training and transforming Brooke into the bimbo of her dreams. No thought went into what would happen after the fact.

      When all this had begun, it was a friend who had set this up for her. He had used almost all his money and devoted the bulk of his time to turning her into a bimbo. However, not everything could be done himself. Through the contractors he brought in, he was connected with a group of people who liked their women a certain way, much as Brooke now was. They liked their women molded and controlled, transformed from a less than ideal state into their own visions of perfection.

      It was a simple business proposition. He would keep his Bimbo Room facility operational after Brooke’s transformation was complete and they would provide other women for him to turn into better versions of themselves. It was a whole new line of work and it would pay handsomely.

      The only problem that remained was what to do with Brooke. Her now former friend did not see himself capable of keeping her. He knew all the intimate details of her transformation. For him, he no longer saw her as a person, but an object. And as much as he found her attractive, he knew he could never love her, even if she developed genuine feelings for him.

      “We can set up an auction,” one of his new colleagues offered. “We do it all the time. We set a minimum, the amount you need to reimburse you for your expenses. The auction house takes a cut, of course, but then after that, you see profit.”

      He did not know what to think of the offer, but he knew it would solve his problems. Brooke needed someplace to go where she could be happy. She needed a man who was virile enough to take care of her sexual needs, but also wealthy enough to give her the life she was designed for. He was certain Brooke’s shoe habit would be an expensive one.

      “Send me the details and we can work something out,” he finally said, agreeing to the auction proposal.

      It was nearly a month later when everything was ready. The importance of discreteness caused various delays. During that time, Brooke maintained her life in the Bimbo Room, unaware of the plans for her future taking shape.

      “It’s time to leave the Bimbo Room,” the voice said one day.

      Brooke’s demeanor brightened even further at those words. She took a moment to assess herself, but she knew she was ready. There was no doubt she was a bimbo. She believed it to her core. Her past life was but a distant memory, unimportant in her current role. She did not know what her future held, but she had little doubt she would be the best bimbo housewife she could be.

      A new door slid open. For the first time since Brooke could remember, the door did not reveal a mannequin. Quite the opposite, actually. Instead of a nude mannequin stood two men in black suits. These were the first people Brooke had seen in a year. There was a large part of her that felt compelled to kneel in front of the two men and to fish out their cocks. That was what she did most naturally when faced with such a situation, although never before with real people. However, Brooke held herself back, no matter how much her mouth watered at the thought of having a cock in her mouth.

      “Come with us,” one of the men said.

      Brooke, wearing a low-cut summer dress and high wedge-heeled sandals, did as she was told. She stepped forward, making sure to sway her hips and move as sexily as possible. She followed them through the doorway and into a hallway as they led her away from the Bimbo Room, her home for the past year.

      As much as Brooke wanted to look back, as much as she felt trepidation in leaving the confines of the Bimbo Room, she smiled and walked with her head held high. She had finally done it. Only a bimbo could leave the Bimbo Room. Her leaving meant she was a bimbo through and through. Her transformation was complete.

      “We’re sending you out on stage,” the same man spoke. “There are men here looking to purchase you. It’s an auction. The winner will take you home with him. If you’re lucky, he will make you his wife. If not, you’ll still get all the cock you can want, as well as the chance to cook and clean. It all depends on who gets you.”

      Brooke took all this information in and filed it away. Had she still been the old Brooke, she would have been worried and scared. She would have done anything to avoid such a humiliating fate. Could she really be auctioned off like that? It seemed cruel and inhumane.

      However, this new Brooke did not have it in her to be worried or scared. Her carefree attitude could not be overcome. She was certain, no matter what happened to her, she would come out just fine. That was half the reason to be a bimbo right there. There was a confidence in the world that everything would be just fine.

      The two men led Brooke through a door into a small room with a curtain for one of its walls. She could hear noise coming from the other side of the curtain, people talking, but nothing distinct. Then the voices grew quiet.

      “And welcome everyone to tonight’s auction,” came an amplified voice from the other side of the curtain. “We have just one lot on the docket for the night. She would call herself a bimbo and she can play the role of both goddess in the kitchen and slut in the bedroom. Please welcome the possibly perfect Stepford bimbo named Brooke to the stage.”

      Brooke felt the two men nudge her forward through the narrow gap in the curtains. The lights on stage were bright, making it difficult for her to see anyone there. She had no idea how many people were out there, looking at her. But she knew they were looking, so she stood up tall and pulled her shoulders back, which in turn caused her new tits to thrust out enticingly.

      “Gentleman,” the man at the microphone continued. “You have her stats in front of you. Here you can see her in the flesh. Let’s get the bidding started.”

      Brooke stood there almost expressionless as the men bid on her. She quickly lost track of the numbers being thrown out. The man leading the way spoke so fast that Brooke had a hard time understanding what he said. But since she knew he was not speaking to her, she did not ask him to slow down, despite the fact that surely would have gotten a laugh from the audience. For all she knew, that might make someone pay more.

      “And sold to the gentleman in the back,” the auctioneer declared as he banged his gavel. He said a number that Brooke found hard to comprehend. She shook her head for a moment, wondering if she was not thinking clearly, before remembering that as a bimbo she was not expected to ever think clearly, if at all. A smile returned to her face as she giggled at her silliness.

      Brooke continued to stand there as people got up and started milling about. She could not see them with the bright lights in her eyes, but she could hear them. They all ignored her, like she was an object on display. Oddly, that did not bother her in the slightest, however, she was looking forward to meeting the man who had purchased her.

      “Hello, my dear,” said an attractive man in a perfectly tailored suit as he stepped up on stage and into the lights. “My name is Adam Knight. It looks like you and I will be getting to know each other better.”

      “You’re the winner?” Brooke asked excitedly. Looking the man up and down, she felt instantly attracted to him. Then again, she had only seen three men in the past year and this was the first one who was available to her.

      “That is correct,” the man said. “And please, call me Sir. I’m sure we will be getting to know each other very well over the coming days, weeks, months, and even years.”

      Brooke’s heart swooned at the response. This was the man who now owned her. This was the man she was set to serve. This was the man who might one day call her his wife. She could not be happier.
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      A New Kind of Freedom

      “Honey, I’m home,” Adam called as he walked in the door.

      Brooke came mincing into the foyer in her high heels and apron. She wore nothing else.

      “Good evening, Sir,” Brooke said as she gracefully sank to her knees. “I was so busy in the kitchen I didn’t hear your car.”

      Before Adam had a chance to say anything, Brooke had already freed his cock from the confines of his pants and wrapped her plump lips around it. This had become their routine. She gave him a blowjob every night as soon as he arrived home. It was important to give him some relief after a long day at the office. Publishing companies did not run themselves and Adam was a hard worker, always putting in as much or more work than he asked of his employees.

      Brooke’s transition into Adam’s home had been a smooth one. From the moment she arrived at his large house on the edge of town, she had felt at home, knowing that she was serving her purpose. She had complete autonomy in the home, but she always deferred to the man of the house. She cooked, she cleaned, she obeyed, and she fucked and sucked like her life depended on it. For Brooke, she quickly fell for the man who had purchased her. He was genuine and caring and she wanted to lavish him with all the attention she could muster.

      Since then, Adam seemed to have fallen for Brooke just as much as she had fallen for him. To demonstrate the growing love he had for her, he had given her a ring. The large diamond on her left hand reflected the light from the overhead chandelier as she efficiently sucked Adam’s cock. This was merely the opening course. There would be more time to take things slowly and prolong the pleasure after dinner.

      Every lesson Brooke had learned in the Bimbo Room continued to guide her actions. She ran the house splendidly, organizing the kitchen and the cleaning. She did not even need outside help, although Brooke preferred having the groceries delivered instead of going to the store to shop herself. She still felt a little overwhelmed when she was in a crowd. Brooke could manage when Adam was by her side, but alone, it was too much.

      That was the only lasting negative of Brooke’s time in the Bimbo Room. She struggled around lots of people when she did not have someone by her side, comforting her. But she did not mind. It took very little time before Adam had been imprinted on her. She would do anything for the man. He was like a god in her eyes and there was nothing she enjoyed more than dressing up in a pretty dress that highlighted her tight body and her big tits as she hung on his arm at a major event.

      However, tonight was not a night for going out. It was a night for staying in, which Brooke enjoyed almost as much.

      The apron she wore did little to actually cover her body. She had started removing her clothing before she cooked, just wearing an apron, because sometimes Adam liked to sneak in and fuck her from behind as soon as he arrived home. Brooke was only too happy to make that a possibility. She could have worn a dress that easily would have flipped up over her well-sculpted ass, but even that could get in the way sometimes. Wearing nothing but heels and an apron was much preferable.

      “How’s my little bimbo fiancée doing tonight?” Adam asked after he came in Brooke’s mouth.

      She swallowed his cum down like it was the best tasting treat she had ever had before answering, “I’m horny for you, Sir.”

      “You’re always horny for me,” Adam countered.

      Brooke simply giggled.

      “Why don’t you go finish dinner while I make us drinks?” Adam said as he helped guide Brooke back to her feet.

      She would have been perfectly happy to make them drinks herself, but Adam said he preferred to make his own. He fancied himself a mixologist, always looking to create new drinks.

      Brooke did not dare argue with Adam. He had a gentle soul and a kind manner, but he was the king of his castle. It would have been wrong of her to argue against him. Brooke knew her role. She was to serve. That was what gave her the most pride. And she loved serving Adam more than anything else she could imagine.

      That night, after they had eaten dinner and both had put back several of Adam’s latest cocktail concoctions, the couple retired to the den for a quiet night at home.

      There was a movie playing on the television, but neither of them were watching it any longer. It had started with Brooke rubbing her pussy. She basically did that whenever her hands were not otherwise occupied and she was at home. Her little moans as she slowly built herself up had a consequence, however.

      “Come here,” Adam said after a while. He pulled Brooke onto his lap. Moments later, his cock was out and she was happily bouncing up and down on it, as it slid in and out of her slick pussy.

      It was a slow fuck. It was a passionate fuck. It was the kind of coupling Brooke loved. She liked it hard and fast too, but there was nothing quite like a long slow fuck in the evening that always left her ready to fall asleep that night and be fully energized when she awoke the following morning.

      “You’re my perfect bimbo,” Adam said as he came in Brooke, pushing her over the edge into her own orgasm.

      As Brooke collapsed against Adam’s chest, she said nothing. There was nothing more to say to his comment, because she knew it was true. And Brooke could not be happier. Each and every day, Brooke gave thanks to both Adam for purchasing her and for the people behind the Bimbo Room for giving her the life she could have only dreamed of before. It really was a dream come true.
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PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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