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The stale air of the Bimbo Farm clung to my overalls, a mix of cheap cleaning fluid and the lingering perfume of a thousand orgasms. I was just the janitor, the invisible man who cleaned up the messes left behind by the beautiful people. Or so I thought. Tonight, things were different. Tonight, I was going to make my own mess. I'd been watching Sheila since she arrived, a fresh-faced lawyer turned into a glistening, vacant-eyed bimbo. The transformation was fascinating, repulsive, and undeniably arousing. The way she moved, the way her lips perpetually hung slightly open, the way her eyes glazed over with a mixture of pleasure and confusion – it was all intoxicating. Tonight, she was alone in one of the velvet-draped rooms, kneeling on a plush rug, her silk negligee barely concealing her swollen nipples. The air hummed with anticipation, a silent invitation that I couldn't ignore.

I pushed the door open, the hinges whispering in protest. "Evenin', Sheila," I said, my voice rough, unused to speaking in these hallowed halls.

Her head tilted, her eyes struggling to focus. "Cumslut," she breathed, the word a practiced response, a conditioned reflex. "Master?"

"No master here, darlin'," I chuckled, stepping into the room, the mop and bucket clanging softly behind me. "Just a humble janitor with a proposition."

Her brow furrowed, a flicker of her old self struggling to break through the haze. "Proposition?"

"That's right," I said, dropping the mop and bucket with a thud. 

"I've been watchin' you, Sheila. Watchin' you get turned into somethin'... different. And I gotta say, I'm intrigued."

I knelt before her, my calloused hand reaching out to trace the curve of her breast, the silk of her negligee doing little to hide her arousal. 

"You're a beautiful woman, Sheila. But I wanna see what's underneath all this... bimbo bullshit."

Her breath hitched, her eyes widening slightly. "I... I don't understand."

"I think you do," I said, my voice dropping to a husky whisper. 

"I wanna see the lawyer again. The woman who used to argue cases, who used to think for herself. I wanna see if she's still in there, buried under all this... pleasure."

I leaned closer, my lips brushing against her ear. 

"And I'm gonna find her, Sheila. I'm gonna fuck her back into existence."

I stood up and pulled her up with me. Her legs were wobbly, but she didn't resist. I led her to the center of the room, where a small table held an assortment of toys ,  vibrators, dildos, whips. The tools of her transformation.

"These are your weapons now, ain't they?" I said, picking up a sleek, black vibrator. "Used to be your mind, your words. Now it's just... this."

I switched on the vibrator, the low hum filling the room. I pressed it against her clit, watching as her eyes fluttered shut, her body trembling.

"Tell me your name," I demanded, my voice harsh.

"Sheila," she moaned, the word barely audible.

"Tell me what you used to do," I pressed, increasing the pressure of the vibrator.

"Lawyer," she gasped, her hips starting to grind against my hand. "I... I argued cases."

"Argue for me, Sheila," I said, my fingers tightening around the vibrator. 

"Argue for why I shouldn't fuck you senseless right here, right now."

Her eyes snapped open, a spark of defiance flickering within them. 

"I... I can't," she stammered. "I'm... I'm a cumslut. I'm supposed to... to please."

"Please me by thinkin'," I growled, pushing the vibrator harder against her clit. 

"Please me by rememberin' who you used to be."

Her body bucked against the vibrator, her moans growing louder, more desperate. 

"I... I remember... I was smart... I was strong..."

"That's right," I said, my voice softening slightly. "You still are, Sheila. You're just buried under a lot of... conditioning."

I lowered the vibrator, letting her catch her breath. 

"Now, I'm gonna give you a choice. You can keep bein' a good little cumslut, or you can fight back. You can reclaim your mind, your body, your self."

Her eyes met mine, a glimmer of hope shining through the haze. "How?" she whispered.

"By lettin' me fuck you," I said, my voice raw. 

"By lettin' me use you, abuse you, push you to your limits. By lettin' me remind you that you're more than just a pretty face and a willing body."

I grabbed her hand and placed it on my crotch, my hard cock straining against my overalls. 

"This is your weapon now, Sheila. Use it. Use it to fight back."

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned my pants, her eyes never leaving mine. She pulled out my cock, her touch hesitant, unsure.

"Suck it, Sheila," I commanded. "Suck it like you used to argue a case. Suck it like your life depends on it."

She hesitated for a moment, then she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. Her lips were soft, tentative at first, but then she started to suck with a newfound ferocity, her tongue dancing around my glans, her throat working rhythmically. I groaned, my hands gripping her hair, pulling her closer. 

"That's it, Sheila," I said, my voice thick with lust. 

"Suck it like you mean it. Suck it like you're tryin' to reclaim your soul."

She sucked harder, deeper, her moans muffled against my cock. I felt myself getting closer, my body trembling with anticipation. I pulled her away, my breath coming in ragged gasps. 

"Not yet," I said, my eyes burning into hers. "We're not done yet."

I pushed her onto the bed, her silk negligee bunching up around her waist. I straddled her, my knees pinning her arms to the headboard.

"Now, I'm gonna fuck you, Sheila," I said, my voice low and dangerous. "I'm gonna fuck you until you scream, until you beg, until you remember who you really are."

I plunged into her, my cock stretching her tight, wet cunt. She gasped, her eyes widening in surprise.

"That's it," I said, thrusting deeper. "Feel it, Sheila. Feel the pain, feel the pleasure, feel the power." grabbing Sheila by the hair and yanking her head back. 

"You're nothin' but a hole to be filled. A cum dumpster for the world to use."

I spat on her face, the saliva mixing with her tears. "Look at you," I sneered. 

"A lawyer, reduced to this. Begging for cock, craving the touch of a man who sees you as nothin' more than a piece of meat."

I slammed into her again, my cock ramming deep into her cunt, stretching her wider with each thrust. "You like that, don't you?" I taunted. "You like being used, being degraded, being turned into a mindless fucktoy."

She whimpered, her body trembling beneath me. "Please," she begged, her voice barely audible. "Please stop."

"Stop?" I laughed, my voice harsh and cruel. "Why would I stop? You're finally being honest with yourself. You're finally admitting that this is what you want, what you crave."

I grabbed her hips, lifting her off the rug and slamming her back down with each thrust. "You're a breeding mare, Sheila. Nothin' more. And I'm gonna fill you with my seed until you're overflowing."

I fucked her harder, faster, my body transforming into a relentless machine of pleasure and pain, each thrust a brutal testament to my control. My hips slammed against hers with a savage rhythm, the force shaking her entire frame, her body jolting with every impact as if she were a
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