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		"D ebbie is the best client I ever signed," Curran Finch said as he flipped through the latest financial printouts for Debbie Duke while listening to demo tapes that had been sent to his office. Her career had been meteoric since she first flashed on the scene. Not that it was a fluke. Curran had worked hard to create the sexy aura that Debbie now enjoyed.

		Too many agents and managers were looking for the quick score. They pushed their clients to sell out, alienating the fans. But with Debbie, there was no selling out. She was always authentically herself. She was a bimbo with a great set of pipes. That was basically her only skill beyond all the sex.

		And even when Debbie hit her end, when she was no longer relevant, Curran had a plan. That was when his little bimbo would start doing lewd modeling and even escorting. What man would not want to fuck a pop star? And if he played his cards right, Debbie could have a mid-life career revival.

		The best part was Curran maintained complete control. That was always his problem with musicians. They wanted control. And the more artistic they were, the less likely they were to succeed. Not that the artists were bad. They were needed to keep music evolving. But Curran had no interest in representing them. He was in this for the money. Music was a business and that was his strength.

		That was not to say that he was perfect, but with Debbie Duke, he had done well. He figured close to eighty percent of Debbie's songs ended up being hits. That was unheard of in the business. And the remaining songs were not duds either. They were solid performers.

		The problem was getting Debbie to tour. She needed to be constantly watched. And as much as Curran loved fucking his star, he could not travel with her. He had other clients. He had to run a business and that could not be done while schlepping from city to city for gigs. But Curran had curated a select set of body guards who he employed to keep Debbie on task and well fucked. He disliked having other men do it, but he could not be there. At least the money was really good.

		Curran flipped over to another demo track. He had little hope to get anything out of the random submissions, but he listened anyway, just in case he found a diamond in the rough. It seemed like a one in a million chance.

		But then the woman introduced herself. Mary Stein was her name. And she began to sing. The moment he heard her sing, Curran sat up and dropped the reports in his hand. She sang like a dream. It seemed so natural. No autotune or studio tricks here. Just pure talent.

		"I need to sign her right now."

		Curran looked at the submission information, noting all of Mary Stein's details. It was not enough to just call her or email. He assumed she had blindly submitted her demo to multiple agents and managers. If he wanted to win her over, he needed to talk to her face to face. He needed to show her how much he wanted to represent her.

		Picking up the phone, Curran pressed the intercom button. "Ginger, I need a plane ticket to Laramie for today. And if you can't swing that, get me to Denver and a rental car. I'll drive if I need to."

		Curran did not say more. He did not need to explain himself to his secretary. She was great at her job. She knew he would not randomly get on a plane unless he needed to. And that meant she would cancel or reschedule all of his meetings. Plus, she also knew that if she got out of line, she could find herself paying a visit to Dr. Warner. Ginger knew what had happened to Debbie. And while she was happy to do it, she did not want the same thing to happen to her.
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		It turned out to be fastest for Curran to fly to Denver and then rent a car and drive to Laramie. That was just how it worked out sometimes. But it also left Curran tired after over two hours behind the wheel when he got into Laramie. The sun had set shortly before and Curran was hungry, not having eaten since he had a snack on the plane.

		But Curran did not stop. Every moment he wasted was a moment when another agent could contact Mary. It was a moment she could sign a contract and he could lose the opportunity to turn her into a bimbo pop star. Her voice was perfect. And soon the rest of her would be as well.

		Curran rang the doorbell of the house that matched Mary's address. She had included it with her demo track submission. And while he was traveling, Ginger had collected a portfolio of information on Mary Stein, pulling her social media profiles and finding several pictures of her online. Curran was able to review it all while in the air. That meant he was prepared to actually meet Mary.

		The door opened and a doe-eyed redhead appeared from behind it.

		"Can I help you?" the woman said, her voice shaky. It was only then that Curran realized he was contacting a twenty-year-old woman after dark, unannounced.

		"I apologize for showing up like this, but my name is Curran Finch. Mary, I received your demo track and I want to sign you to a contract. I flew out to visit you, because I want to show you how serious I am. You have the voice of a star in the making."

		Mary opened her mouth to respond. But nothing came out. Her mind was reeling. This could not be real. It had to be a dream, a silly fantasy she had once imagined, but with nothing ever coming from it. She had made the demo track on a lark, on the encouragement of a friend. Yes, her friend was a music major, but Mary was a geology nerd. She spent her time digging in the dirt, not singing into a microphone.

		"You really should have called or emailed," Mary finally said. "I'm in the middle of studying for a test."

		"Sure, you can worry about your grade on that test. But Mary, that test won't mean a damn in six months when you're the hottest new singer in the world. I represent Debbie Duke and her career will look like a failure compared to you. Your voice is a once in a generation level talent."

		Mary looked torn. On the one hand, the idea of having a successful music career was attractive, but Mary had enough disappointments in her life to know she was not lucky. It was nearly certain it would all fall apart. And as much as Mary loved singing, she also loved geology. It was why she chose the University of Wyoming.

		"Look, Mr. Finch," Mary said. "I appreciate you making this offer, but now really isn't a good time."

		Mary moved to close the door, leaving Curran with one last chance.

		"Have you eaten yet?" Curran blurted it out, his stomach rumbling with hunger.

		"What?"

		"Have you eaten yet?"

		"Um," Mary said, trying to think when her last meal had been. She was someone he could get lost in studying and completely miss meals. "I guess I missed dinner. I was busy studying."

		"Okay then. Let me take you out to dinner, wherever you want. Someplace public. You need to eat and if you're dead set against pursuing singing, you get a free meal for nothing. But you have to listen to my pitch."

		Mary shifted her weight from foot to foot, trying to make up her mind. She was hungry. And as a college student, she appreciated free food.

		"I need a break anyway," Mary finally said. "Just let me grab my jacket. I'll be right back."

		The door shut, but it opened again a moment later. Mary reappeared wearing a light green jacket. It contrasted nicely with her red hair.

		"There's a diner that's open late just a couple blocks away," Mary said as she led the way.

		They did not get in Curran's car, but he was fine with that. He knew this was a make or break moment if he was going to represent Mary. He needed to persuade her to give up on her college ambitions and become the singer that he knew she could be. He had to discover her needs and wants so that he could exploit them.

		The diner was made up to look like an old box car with a retro decor. But it was bright and reasonably priced. Curran was used to spending far more on meals. He could buy every single item on the menu and it would still cost less than single meals he had at restaurants back at home.

		"Order whatever you want," Curran said as they sat down at a table in the middle of the diner. Mary was being careful, choosing places with bright lights and multiple eye lines, just in case Curran pulled anything. Not that he planned to.

		The waitress came over and they ordered. Mary opted for an omelet and hash browns and a chocolate milkshake. Curran ordered a Reuben sandwich, having once decided that he could judge every restaurant in the world by the quality of their Reuben sandwiches, assuming there was one on the menu. He also ordered coffee, figuring he would need to drive back to Denver in a few hours. He wanted to be awake for that.

		"So you really think I have a good singing voice?" Mary said after the waitress left.

		"Mary, you have the best voice I have ever heard. And I say that sincerely. I wouldn't have flown out here on short notice with the intention of signing you if I didn't think that. And the music business is my life."

		Mary fiddled with her fork as she considered Curran's passion. "What would happen if I sign with you? I'm just trying to figure out what my next step would be."

		"I'd fly you out so we could make concrete plans. I don't know if you have any experience with songwriting. It's just fine if you don't. I know a lot of songwriters and work with them regularly. Between their talents and my ability to spot quality, you would be working with top notch material."

		"Good, because I've never written a song in my life. I wouldn't even know where to begin. If you haven't looked me up already, I'm a geology nerd. I spend most of my free time with my hands in the dirt."

		"I don't want to take any of your other passions away from you," Curran lied. But he knew he needed to keep her interested. She needed to believe that she was going to be able to maintain parts of her current life. In reality, she would turn into another Debbie, although a bimbo with a better voice.

		"That's good to know," Mary said.

		The waitress returned with Mary's milkshake and Curran's coffee. They both sat back, giving her room to deposit the two drinks on the table.

		"If you need anything else, just holler," the waitress said. "I'll be back in a few with your food."

		"Now, there will be image and branding discussions we will need to have," Curran said as he poured cream into his coffee. "The goal is for your debut to have maximum impact. There's no sense in taking it slow and just spinning our wheels. You have a voice that everyone in the country will be hearing within a year."

		Mary's eyes bugged out as she sucked on the straw for her milkshake. She had no idea how much Curran said was true, but she had to admit, he was passionate and persuasive.

		By the time their food arrived, Mary had half a mind to accept Curran's management offer. She would want to read the contract, of course. She was not an idiot. Not that she was familiar with the legalese of contracts and the laws around them. But considering she lacked the money for a lawyer, being a college student, she had to rely on herself.

		As they ate, Curran decided his Reuben fell somewhere in the middle of his ranking system. But he figured that was pretty good for a random diner in Laramie, Wyoming.

		But as they ate, Mary kept playing everything that Curran had told her in her head, over and over again. And it was while listening to that replay in her mind that she started to come around to the idea that she wanted to try this. It might have been her friend pushing her to record that demo, but the idea of becoming a professional singer pulled sway with her. At the very least, it was something she could try and if she failed, she would return to school and finish her degree.

		"I'll want to read over your contract, but I'm definitely interested," Mary finally said as they were each almost finished with their meals. I have a couple stipulations though. I need to finish out the term. That's two more weeks. After that, it will be summer and we can give this a go, at least for a few months. If I don't like what's happening, I leave at the end of the summer and return to school. Got it?"

		Curran smiled, knowing what she would say come September. "I think that can all be arranged for. I left the contract in my car. We can go back to your house and finish the discussions."

		"This sounds like a plan."

		Even though they had yet to actually sign anything, Mary held her hand out over the table. They shook hands, cementing the beginning of their professional relationship.
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		Mary had two weeks to wonder if she had done the right thing by signing the representation contract with Curran. But once she had finished putting pen to paper, her fate was sealed. Not that she had a lot of time to think about it. She had finals to prepare for.

		However, once all of that was over, Mary only had a day to get ready to leave. She held onto her lease and left most of her possessions behind, only packing one suitcase for her trip. Mary still had her doubts, believing she would be returning to Laramie at the end of the summer. She had no idea what was in store for her.

		After the flight, flying first class for the first time in her life, Mary was picked up at the airport by a driver. He led her to a limousine, giving her a taste of luxury she had never experienced before.

		However, as Mary rode in the limousine, looking out the window at the scenery, she felt a sense of dread. Panic welled up inside her. And that only got worse when her breathing became restricted. Mary had never experienced an anxiety attack, but she imagined this was what one felt like. It was scary, especially on her first day as a professional singer.

		However, Mary said nothing to the driver. She tried to calm herself, believing she felt overwhelmed by her situation, not knowing this had all been planned in advance. The rear cabin of the limousine had an anxiety inducing drug seeping into the air from a hidden canister. And one of the extra effects was difficulty breathing, giving Mary what seemed to her to be anxiety induced asthma and a panic attack.

		Even when Mary reached Curran's office and she was free of the sinister drug, she still felt its effects, struggling to breathe and generally feeling overwhelmed.

		"Mary, it's great to see you," Curran said with a genuine smile the moment his newest client arrived. "I hope your trip was uneventful."

		Curran reached out to shake Mary's hand, but instead of returning the motion, Mary raised her hand to her mouth and coughed.

		"Oh dear, is everything all right?" Curran asked, hiding his real knowledge of what was happening to her.

		"I don't know," Mary said, not knowing how much of her symptoms she should disclose. "I've never felt like this before."

		"Let me see what I can do," Curran said as he took Mary by the elbow and led her into his office. He guided her into a chair in front of his desk. "It's your first day. You look tense. Let me call a doctor friend and see if he can fit you in. I want my new star fully ready to begin right away."

		Mary held herself, doing everything she could think of to calm herself as Curran made a phone call. She had no idea that all of this was planned in advance. Dr. Warner was waiting for the call. And as Mary tried to focus on herself, she did not listen to Curran as he spoke. She did not pick up on the familiarity he showed with the doctor on the other end of the line.

		"We're in luck," Curran said. "He can see us right away. It looks like your first day here isn't going as you'd hoped, but all will be right soon enough."

		Everything felt like a blur after that. Mary did not know what to do or say. She just followed along, feeling glad that Curran was there to take care of everything. She was surprised he did not just put her back on a plane and send her back to Wyoming.

		The trip to Dr. Warner's clinic was short. Curran took her in through a back door so that she never saw the sign on the front of the clinic. There was no reason for her to know that Dr. Warner was a plastic surgeon. Although his taste in surgery was a little extreme and experimental, just like the treatment that had already been devised for Mary. From Curran's perspective, everything was going to plan.

		Dr. Warner kindly introduced himself to Mary before he led her into an examination room. He had already removed or hidden every reference to cosmetic surgery, not wanting to alarm Mary any more than she already was.

		Mary did not notice how brief the examination was. He already knew his diagnosis.

		"It appears you have anxiety induced asthma," Dr. Warner finally said, announcing his diagnosis. I sense that most doctors would treat you for the asthma and hope the anxiety just went away on its own. However, the asthma is only a symptom, not the cause. And if I gave you asthma medication, that could dry out your vocal cords. I'm still going to prescribe you an inhaler, but it is designed to treat your anxiety, and will not hurt your cords."

		Mary nodded along, understanding what Dr. Warner told her.

		"I have a stock of inhalers on hand," he continued. "I'll put everything in writing, but I want you to take a puff immediately after waking in the morning. And then keep using it throughout the day whenever you start to feel overwhelmed. Do you think you can do that?"

		"Yes, thank you, Doctor," Mary said.

		And just like that, Mary had her inhaler. She immediately took a puff as soon as the doctor handed it to her. She had seen enough people use them to understand how they worked.

		"Whoa," Mary said as the drug hit her. It was almost instantaneous. Her anxiety completely disappeared, as did her difficulty breathing. It felt as if a massive weight was lifted off of her shoulders and every worry or concern she might have had just disappeared. It was oddly freeing, leaving Mary smiling as if there was nothing in the world wrong with her.

		"That's it," the doctor said. "Keep that inhaler with you always, just in case."

		"Sure thing, Doc," Mary said, her head light and thoughts struggling to make it through the resulting high.

		In reality, all of this had been planned out and the inhaler Mary had been given would leave her lightheaded and easily persuaded. Her thinking would be slowed and she would come across as giggly and gullible. And the effects would ultimately be cumulative. The longer she relied on the inhaler, the longer the effects would last until they became permanent. And that was the goal.

		Curran had it all planned out. He needed to keep leading Mary along. She was too smart and not devoted enough to her music career to do something drastic like he had with the bimbo now known as Debbie Duke. With Mary, he needed to take it slowly, nudging her along until he was ready to hit her with the big stuff.

		The big stuff was plastic surgery and a name change. Curran had not yet decided whether the mental reconditioning would be needed or if Mary would just go along with what he decided for her. In a few month's time, he fully expected her to be his creation, a bimbo eager to be a pop star, using her magnificent voice to make him millions.

		But for Mary, she knew none of that. She was happy to have found an apparent cure for her anxiety, never knowing it had been drug induced to begin with. And with what felt like a weight off her shoulders, she skipped out of the exam room and back to the waiting Curran, now excited to begin her first day with him as her manager.
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		Mary was not sure what was going on. There was so much of her life that she no longer understood. Everything confused her and she constantly felt giggly.

		Or, more accurately, she felt giggly whenever she took a puff from her inhaler. She felt dumb, too. There were geology blogs she liked to read, but those had become harder and harder for her to understand in the weeks since she started working with Curran.

		It did not help that she was not sure what she was supposed to be doing most of the time. Her voice only lasted so long when Curran put her in the studio to record. And the songs were nothing like what she listened to on her own. But everyone told her she was doing great and that always put a smile on her lips and made her giggle.

		"Curran, can I talk to you?" Mary asked one day, trying to pull her manager aside for a moment so she could ask him questions.

		"What is it?" Curran said. "I'm kind of busy around here."

		Curran had stopped using Mary's name when he talked to her. That seemed to be true of everyone she now worked with. But she was also kept isolated enough that there was never any confusion who they were talking to.

		"Something about this doesn't seem right," Mary said. "This music... It's not the kind of stuff I like. It's all pop and sex. I mean, I don't mind the sex, but I'm more of a rock or country girl, you know?"

		Mary could have stopped there, but it was so difficult to organize her thoughts these days. No one ever let her do anything for herself. She did not even carry a phone around with her anymore. There was always someone nearby to handle that. Her entire life was being micromanaged and she had lost all control. So she kept talking.

		"And I don't even know what's going on half the time. I go where I'm told to go. I do what I'm told to do. I sing what I'm told to sing. I don't feel like this is what I signed up for."

		"Listen to me," Curran said as he held Mary by the shoulders, looking down into her eyes. "You don't have to worry about anything. I'm here to make you a star. All you have to do is relax and sing. And even with your great voice, you're getting better. You can sing for longer. But it's clear to me that you're feeling anxious. All those swirling thoughts aren't good for a girl like you. So why don't you take a puff on your inhaler and then we can get back to work. Can you do that for me? I need you to do this for me."

		It was pure gaslighting, but Mary could not see it. She automatically reached into her pocket and pulled out her inhaler. And a moment after she took a puff, her eyes glazed over, the intelligence she had been demonstrating moments earlier. A giggle escaped her lips.

		"There, that's better," Curran said. "And remember, any time you feel yourself starting to think, you just take a puff on that inhaler. I'm your manager. I'm the one who is supposed to do the thinking for you. You just smile, giggle, and sing. I'll take care of everything else."

		Mary giggled again, happy to let Curran handle the hard part of life for her. He seemed like such a nice and smart man. And freed of her thoughts, Mary wandered back toward the recording booth where she was supposed to continue recording another song. She was so close to being done with her first album, or so Curran told her. Mary had no idea how many songs she had recorded. She lost track of it all so easily. She could memorize the songs, but keeping track of how many there actually were was mostly beyond her while she was high on her special inhaler.

		However, it was almost all done. Her first album was almost complete. And once it was done, Mary would be booked with Dr. Warner for a complete makeover. He planned to significantly upgrade her breasts and either transfer fat into her ass or install implants there as well. There was a nose job in the works and a round of filler and Botox injections. Plus, once Mary went under, her hair would be dyed. She would never see herself as anything but a blonde again while Curran managed her.

		When the day came, Mary was, as was an almost constant state for her now, confused. "What are we doing here again?"

		Curran sighed. He was accompanying her to the clinic for her big operation.

		"This is all a part of your image," Curran said. "You want to look sexy for your future fans. And when you've healed, we'll start filming videos for you to star in. We need you looking super sexy and hot in those videos to make sure they go viral. Your album is all ready. Your voice is better than ever."

		"Thanks," Mary said with a giggle.

		"But it's time to make sure your outside looks like the woman who's on the inside." Curran tapped his client on the forehead, eliciting another giggle from the airhead.

		Mary was still using the inhaler every morning, because she was good at following directions, but it had been at least a week since she had needed another puff during the day. The remaining fight, the questioning she had done before, was all gone. She lived her life in a constant state of unknowing. But that left her with no thoughts to impede on her, nothing to weigh her down, and without anything to concern her. Her mental transformation was almost complete.

		"Hey, I know you," Mary said, giggling when Dr. Warner came out to meet her. "I don't feel anxious anymore and it's all thanks to you, Doc."

		"I'm glad to hear it," he said, his voice filled with condescension. "Now if you'll just follow me, we'll get you situated. I just know you're going to love the way you look when we're done here. You won't even know how to do anything else. You're going to be such a sexy pop star very soon."

		Mary followed Dr. Warner into an exam room. It was there that he would mark her body with the changes he planned to make. The goals were already known, but he needed to see what he was working with more thoroughly than anything he could while she was fully clothed.

		And once that was complete, she was prepped for surgery. Beyond that, she would remember nothing. That was until she woke up.

		Just as Debbie had done before, she was placed in a nearly vertical bed apparatus that allowed for the multiple surgeries to heal without her putting weight on the augmented parts of her body. And even though it restricted her movement almost entirely, she found it all quite comfortable. It was comforting to have her body supported, just like Curran supported her mind, handling all those complex details that normal people could do easily, but which now befuddled her.

		"I know you can't see yourself right now," Dr. Warner said after she had woken up, "but you are an angel. And you're going to be a big star when all this is done, Mara."

		Mara? She wanted to question whether that was right, except even her name left her confused. The way no one had used it for weeks had been purposeful. With the inhaler, she forgot so many things. And considering how much she knew thinking was not for her, she decided it was best just to accept what Dr. Warner had said. If he called her Mara, that must have been her name.

		"And I know this recovery room or the special bed I have you in isn't fun or exciting, so I've brought in a television so you can watch your favorite programs. Curran told me how much you like to watch porn. You must be a very horny girl."

		Mara did not know what to say. Again, she was left with questions, but was unable to say them. So she just giggled and let Dr. Warner pull a screen over so she could watch. Then he turned it on. The screen came alive with a busty blonde woman sucking a man's cock. And even though Mary had never been turned on by watching a blowjob before, her pussy grew wet this time, all because of the doctor's words. If he told her something, she knew it must be true. And he called her a horny girl, so she became horny. It was that simple.

		The future of Mara, a bimbo pop icon, was nearly set.
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		"That was totally, like, amazing," Mara squealed, her whole body shaking with excitement as she walked off the stage. It was her first concert and it was an undeniable success. All the rehearsals had paid off, because Mara had both remembered all her dance moves and cues, as well as the lyrics of her songs.

		And the audience had been amazing. All those people had been there to see her perform, to see her shake her big tits and bubble butt on stage, with her dressed in itty bitty outfits that showed off her bimbo body to great effect. They cheered. They sang along at times with some of the catchier tunes. They screamed whenever Mara did something especially slutty on stage.

		Some performers might have been tired from a performance like that. Mara's body shined with a fine layer of perspiration from singing and dancing under the hot stage lights. But she was jazzed up, the adrenaline still pumping through her system. Her body hummed with energy.

		Ever since Mara had awoken from surgery all those weeks or even months ago, she had been fed a steady diet of porn. And not only had that left her constantly on edge, constantly horny, it had also sexualized her very being. The carefully curated collection she watched taught her how to move her body, turning men on in the process. Everything she did now was to perform that duty. She did not even have to think about it. All of it was ingrained in her bimbo brain, making it all seem so natural.

		"Now who's going to fuck me?" Mara screamed, her body aching for relief.

		Not only had Mara been fed a steady diet of porn, she had been given more than her share of hands-on experience. It had become a reward for a job well done. And this being her first concert, with everything going off without a hitch, at least from her perspective, Mara was horny as hell and in need of relief.

		"Great job tonight, Mara," Curran said, appearing at her side. He wrapped a hand around her shoulder and she automatically leaned into him, looking up into his eyes. "And I'll make sure you get nice and fucked."

		"You're, like, totally the best manager ever," Mara said in a sing-song voice.

		There was a hotel next door to the concert venue where Mara and all the crew were put up for the night. It was accessible through an underground tunnel that connected the two venues. Mara would make an appearance later, for those fans who had remained, hoping for a glimpse, a selfie, or an autograph, but first she needed sex.

		Mara had no idea where Curran was leading her. She simply minced along, doing her best to keep up in her sky-high heels. Her tits bounced and jiggled in her little red top. Her thong panties were soaked through, her pussy eager for cock. Under normal circumstances, Mara would not have even bothered with panties, but they were a requirement for her stage costumes, her short skirts making it far too easy to expose herself.

		As the pair rode up the service elevator in the hotel, Mara pushed her big tits into her manager's chest as she jumped his leg, desperate for attention. But Curran kept his composure, even though his cock was straining for a release of its own. He was well aware of the cameras that might catch him and he did not want to be seen taking advantage of his latest star.

		Curran took Mara's hand when the elevator doors opened and pulled her out into the hallway. The desperation she felt was etched on her face, her normally vapid expression replaced with one of unadulterated lust.

		Moments later, they were in a hotel room. Mara reached up and immediately untied her tiny top, releasing her big tits and their hard nipples to the cool air.

		"Fuck," Curran said huskily as he reached up and touched them. "I never get tired of those tits."

		Mara moaned, loving to feel hands that were not her own on her sensitive flesh. "They're your tits. You gave them to me. You made me."

		Curran might have been worried that Mara had become too aware of her situation, that she understood what he had done to her. But he knew there was nothing going on in Mara's head. She really was an idiot now. She learned through memorization now. If she ever encountered a situation she had not been prepared for, she would have shut down and reverted to the bimbo slut she was on the inside. She would offer her body, as it was the only commodity she could understand. She would suck a man's cock at the drop of a hat if she needed even the slightest bit of help, which was almost always. Mara was not a woman who could survive on her own anymore. She was extreme beauty personified, with little else to offer beyond her voice and her body.

		"I want those pouty lips around my cock," Curran said, taking charge of the encounter.

		"Mmm, yes sir," Mara moaned as she dropped gracefully to her knees. She then reached up with long-nailed fingers and freed Curran's cock.

		His cock was hard, standing out in front of him like a sword. It was long and thick, with a big mushroom shaped head that Mara had grown to love sucking. She knew how to work that head, using her tongue and lips to maximum effect.

		But for Mara, with Curran's cock in her mouth, she felt complete. She was still horny as hell and desperate to feel her manager's cock in her pussy, but there was something special about taking his cock into her mouth. It gave her a thrill to know she was pleasing him.

		"You suck cock like those whores in the porn you're always watching," Curran grunted.

		"You mean I suck cock good, sir?" Mara asked, pulling back and looking up at him with a lusty grin.

		"That's right," Curran said as he ran a hand through his hair, his cock twitching in anticipation of cumming in his bimbo's mouth. "You suck cock like a good bimbo should."

		A shiver of pleasure traveled up Mara's spine as she went back to sucking his cock. She loved being called a bimbo or a slut or compared to a whore. It gave her a sense of satisfaction. She loved that she was Curran's slut, the slut of her manager, who always took care of her.

		When Mara gave her first blowjob, she was passable at best. But over time, her skills had improved, both from practice and from the videos she watched. It only took minutes before Curran was ready to blow his load.

		"I'm going to cum," Curran announced, giving Mara warning. Not that she needed it. She was experienced enough now to know when he was about to do it.

		Mara did not acknowledge Curran's statement or stop to say anything. Instead, she redoubled her efforts, using her hands to reach the places her lips could not.

		"Fuck," Curran groaned as he came, firing his load into Mara's waiting mouth. She sucked him greedily, enjoying the taste of his seed on her tongue before she sucked it all down, swallowing every drop.

		"Yummy," Mara said afterward. "I love sucking cock. But when are you gonna, like, fuck me?"

		"I just need a moment," Curran said as she sat down on the bed. "Why don't you dance and strip for me to help get me hard again?"

		"Oh goodie," Mara squealed with a giggle. She jumped back to her feet, her big tits bouncing on her chest.

		Mara immediately moved into one of her dance routines from the concert. Except this time, she added moments where she stripped off the rest of her clothing. She was already topless, but her skirt came off first, revealing her red thong. And that came off eventually as well, leaving her only wearing her heels.

		Mara lived in heels and only took them off for sleeping. Her tendons had shortened, making walking barefoot difficult. When she did, she was perched on her toes, her heels unable to reach the ground beneath her. But it made walking in ridiculously high heels a breeze.

		Bit by bit, Curran's cock regained its hardness as he watched Mara dance for him. The way she grabbed her tits and bent at the waist, highlighting her augmented ass. Her body was perfect, obviously fake, but perfect nonetheless.

		Under normal circumstances, Mara and her predecessor, Debbie, might have struggled to build a fan base. There had been plenty of women like them who had come before and flamed out. But there was a difference between his two bimbo singers and all the rest. Mara was authentically a bimbo. She was the same woman she portrayed on stage. She giggled when asked questions. She used her body to distract from her lack of intelligence. Everyone saw her as a bimbo and knew she was not acting. This was who she was now.

		That meant no one complained that she had undergone plastic surgery. It was a part of who she had become. And no one knew who she had been before. It was a clean break. No one knew that Mary Stein had become Mara, the latest bimbo pop star. And even if she wanted to return to school, which the sexy little starlet had no interest in, she would struggle as soon as she arrived on campus, unable to recall anything that she had learned previously. She could barely read and write anymore.

		"Ooh, I see your cock is, like, getting hard again," Mara cooed as she continued to sensually dance for her manager. She ran her hands over her tight body, playing up her substantial curves.

		"It's all for you," Curran said. "Now get over here and ride me."

		"Yes, sir," Mara said with a giggle as she sashayed her hips back and forth, exaggerating the natural sway of her hips.

		Mara climbed onto the bed, straddling Curran. His cock was right there and still wet with her saliva from before. Even though she was on top, he was in charge. He was always in charge. That was what she loved about him so much. He was in charge so she could do what she did best, which was sing, dance, and fuck.

		Curran guided Mara down, helping her balance herself as she lowered her body onto his cock. His cock pushed into her pussy, filling her up.

		"Oh fuck, that, like, feels so good," Mara moaned as her pussy opened to his cock. She rocked her hips back and forth, grinding herself on Curran's cock, feeling the heat rise up in her body.

		Curran held onto Mara's hips as she rode him. He loved watching her ride him. She had such a slutty look on her face as she pleasured herself on his cock. It was blissful joy, a look he loved to see in his growing stable of bimbo pop stars.

		Mara ran her hands over her big tits. They stuck off her chest as if they had been bolted onto her frame. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as she played with her nipples, pinching and twisting them with her fingers. But even as she pleasured her sensitive tits, she still rode Curran's cock hard. She was a beast possessed, unable to stop herself. Sex was now all that mattered to her. The pleasure was all she responded to.

		"Fuck yes," Mara moaned as she felt the familiar tingling of her orgasm building inside her. It was always the same. Her body grew hot and flushed as a tingling sensation ran through her veins, culminating in a massive explosion of pleasure that washed over her entire body, leaving her in a daze as the spasms coursed through her body.

		Curran grunted as he felt his own orgasm building inside him. "You're so fucking hot," he groaned, trying to hold off as long as possible, wanting to enjoy his bimbo's tight pussy for as long as he could.

		But Mara's orgasm would wait. Even as turned on as she was, even as on edge as she had been since the concert, she could not yet cum. Not on her own. She needed a man to cum with. She needed Curran to reach his climax so that she could reach her own. Somehow, in all that time, starting during her recovery from surgery and then while training for her concert tour, she had also trained herself to only cum when a man did. It had not even been Curran's goal, but he certainly enjoyed the outcome, giving him one more way to control his client.

		"Oh fuck, here it comes," Curran groaned as his cock twitched inside Mara's wet and eager pussy.

		His cock surged with his seed, shooting straight into her pussy. And then Mara was cumming, too. She screamed out in erotic ecstasy as the pleasure crashed through her like a tsunami wave, destroying everything in its path. Her whole body shook as she came, her tits shaking as they bounced on her chest.

		"You're so fucking sexy," Curran groaned as his cock continued to pump load after load of cum into Mara's pussy.

		When Mara finally came back to reality, her breathing returned to normal and Curran's cock had softened inside her. Her pussy was still wet and slick from their coupling, but she no longer felt the heat of passion inside her. She was still horny. She was always horny. But now it was manageable.

		"Okay, little bimbo," Curran said, tapping one of her tits. "Time to get off. I need you dressed and ready to meet some fans."

		"Yes, sir," Mara said, giggling as she dismounted his impressive cock. She loved the sex. She had needed the sex. And now that she had cum, she could return to her duties. She would dress in clothing Curran provided for her. The stage costume would be cleaned so it could be used again at her next tour stop. And she would go outside, greeting her fans, excited to be famous and popular.

		When all of this began, Mary had been skeptical that any of this would work out. Having a music career was not something she had ever dreamed of. But now that she was Mara, she felt as if all of her dreams were coming true. She had everything she could ever want. And with Curran managing her career, she had full confidence she would always be a happy bimbo. There was nothing else she wanted more.
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