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Lori sat at home binge watching her new favorite television program staring at her phone while filling with anger. One of her guy friends from college liked a picture of a beautiful blonde-haired woman with a vapid stare with the hashtag #bimbo in her post description.

Like what the hell, Lori thought to herself. How could anyone find something as fake as this woman so attractive. Her lips and breasts were pumped up to proportions that looked comical. How could any self-respecting woman drag herself down to look like nothing more than a sex toy. Even worse, the comments were full of guys drooling over her. Is she nothing but a sex toy to them? Guys are disgusting pigs, Lori muttered under her breath before putting her phone down to binge watch the latest episode.

Thirty minutes later, Lori picked up her phone to check her messages and her social media when a banner ad appeared at the bottom of her app for the Bimbo Brainery, a preparatory school for those women desiring to lead and live the bimbo lifestyle.

Chances are she got the ad because she clicked on a post with the #bimbo hashtag. Lori wanted to throw her phone across the room, but before she could put the phone down her thumb slipped and clicked on the ad bringing up the website for the Bimbo Brainery.

When the site came up, there were beautiful women with fake breasts and pumped-up lips on the front page with one woman in particular in the center with her blonde hair up in a bun held in place with a pencil. The woman wore black glasses showing off what must have been L cups to the viewer. 

Lori fumed listening to the way the woman talked about becoming the perfect woman and how all of the students at the Bimbo Brainery were happy with a one hundred percent success rate.

With every tab and web page, Lori’s anger level increased. On every page, there were women who clearly had multiple surgeries looking like what she considered to be brain-dead fools. They were all talking about their experiences with before and after photos. 

Lori was seething with rage when she watched the videos. She just wanted to scream at each woman, telling them how they were degrading themselves.

After thirty minutes, Lori decided she was going to show them by exposing the Bimbo Brainery to everyone by going undercover as a woman who wanted to change her boring life.

A sense of irony washed over Lori, but was quickly pushed away, as she looked around her drab apartment. She had a roommate whom she rarely saw because she worked all the time, an eight-year-old car, and no steady boyfriend. Just a couple of convenience side guys.

Lori sent off an email with a picture of herself to the Bimbo Brainery. The picture was one of Lori out with friends a few weeks ago. There was nothing special about the photo, but Lori liked it for some reason. Her average brunette hair, nondescript top, and jeans. Plain old boring Lori, just the way she liked it. 

The next day, Lori received an email from the Bimbo Brainery with an invitation to come by the office for a free tour on Saturday.

Lori looked at the email with skepticism, but decided that if she was going to expose this scam then this was the way to do so. At the very least, it should go viral which would bring her more engagement and followers. Maybe even increase her Internet cred.

When Saturday came, Lori decided to wear the drabbest outfit she had in her closet, also one of her favorites. A simple brown top and blue jeans. The top was loose and since Lori was just a B cup this suited her fine. She never drew any glances from guys while wearing this outfit which, again, was fine by her.

Lori arrived on time and was greeted by the woman on the front page who went by the name of Candy, dressed in a navy blue business dress choosing to hide her massive breasts which must have been L cups. Lori wondered if the outfit was custom made because there were very few stores in the city that would specialize a top for women with breasts as large and fake as hers. Just like the photo, Candy had her blonde hair tied up in a bun with pencils holding her hair in place. She wore the same black glasses with impeccable makeup, navy blue eyeshadow to match the suit and professional red lipstick. If it was not for the large breasts and ass, Candy would be the perfect professional.

Candy greeted Lori speaking in a high-pitched submissive tone that bordered on whining yet every word was professional, greeting Lori with a firm handshake surprising Lori. They sat down in an office with two glasses of white wine waiting for them as they chatted for almost an hour.

Lori was extremely skeptical of all of Candy’s claims talking about how women were much happier after going through the school and every graduate went on to live a much happier life. For Lori, it was the way Candy talked in this whiny submissive voice while trying to do a sell job that bothered her the most. If there was one point Candy kept impressing on Lori, the point was that each woman has her own personal brand and that brand told the entire world what she was about. Lori thought it was silly thinking that Candy was a bit crazy with the talk about branding herself.

Candy offered to start the tour with Lori, leading her down a hallway and making a right turn where a row of windows waited. As they were about to begin, Candy stopped for a moment to face Lori and describe the tour for her.

‘Now Lori, let’s stop here for a minute. Don’t worry, all of these windows are one way. We can see our Bimbo Brainery trainees, but they cannot see us. On my tablet, I have before pictures of every woman here today,’ Candy said with a smile on her face, white teeth glistening through the glossy red lipstick.

‘Ok,’ Lori replied nervous about going undercover to expose this operation.

‘This station is what we call makeup. Simple, right?’

‘Well, yeah.’

‘Do you remember what I said in the beginning about building your personal brand?’

‘Yes.’

‘This is where it begins. Oh look, Cuddles is here. She is a great example for you. Here is Cuddles picture when she started at the Bimbo Brainery.’

Lori looked at a picture of an average brunette woman in her late-20’s with shoulder length hair. A couple of looks back and forth between the girl in the photo and the girl behind the window and Lori could see some resemblance chalking up the change to a different makeup routine except for her now DD breasts. In the photo, the smiling woman had what must have been B cups like Lori.

‘When Cuddles came to us, her husband divorced her after cheating on her with his secretary. What scum right?’

‘What a jerk.’

‘Well, Cuddles is about to graduate with honors and when she signs those divorce papers next week in the lawyer’s office the last sight her ex-husband sees of her in person will be the woman on the other side of the window. She is getting well into the six-figures as a settlement.’

‘Wow.’

‘Just think of what her husband and friends must think now. Before she walked through the door, her ex-husband was talking trash to all of their neighbors and friends dragging her name through the mud. Now look at her.’

Lori stared at the woman on the other side of the mirror doing her makeup. Where there should have been pain, only a beauty shining brighter than a thousand suns sat with a smile on her face.

The woman now had long, blonde hair cascading down her head exploding out of two hot pink scrunchies, one on each side of her head. Long, dark lashes were circled by black eyeshadow making her baby blue eyes shine even brighter. Her skin tone was flawless and her lipstick matched the scrunchies in her pigtails. The white top was short, ending just below her hard nipples which poked out a half inch. The word bimbo pasted in pink across the front of her shirt for everyone to see. Her smile was simple and pure as she finished putting on some finisher. 
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