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		Stacy looked out her window overlooking the street below. She saw a group of women walking down the sidewalk, being loud and laughing. They were dressed for a night out, wearing short dresses and high heels. Their faces were heavily painted with makeup and they looked like sex on heels.

		This particular group was extra sexy with what Stacy was sure were enhanced features. That was a surprise, because those sorts of women were not known to hang around the area. The local culture was too hipster for big fake tits and other major enhancements. And the bar downstairs was definitely more of a hipster joint. Or at least it had been when Stacy first moved into her apartment. She stopped in once, just to check it out, but she had not been back since. It was not her scene.

		However, as Stacy watched the group of women below her window, she felt a longing toward them. They stopped and started chatting up a group of hot guys. The problem was the men in question were definitely Stacy’s type. Not that she ever acted on her impulses to ask men like that out. They were way out of league. Stacy was a shy used bookstore clerk. She was a nerd and sadly, the men she found most attractive were not into bookish nerds like her. At least that had been her past experience.

		“I wish I was like them.”

		The words slipped out of Stacy’s mouth before she was even aware she had thought them. But once they escaped her lips, there was no taking them back. They hung in the air, almost as if a spell had been cast. It made no sense. Sure, Stacy enjoyed reading books about magic and fairies and all of that, but she certainly did not believe in such things. It was escapist fantasy at its finest. That was it.

		However, it was only moments later when a strange buzzing sounded. It started low, but far away. And as it neared, the pitch grew higher and higher. And then the buzzing stopped.

		Stacy barely had the chance to process the noise before she watched a small human looking creature land on her windowsill. It was a woman. That much was clear from her exaggerated feminine form, although she was only about six inches tall, with fairy wings sprouting from her back.

		“You wished?” the tiny woman asked, her voice high pitched and seemingly straight out of a movie. She followed her question with a girlish giggle that completely fit with her small, but busty, appearance.

		It took Stacy several seconds to respond to the sudden appearance of the humanoid creature on her windowsill. When she finally did react, she jumped back in shock and surprise. It was not so much the fact that something landed on her windowsill, but that the object in question looked like a tiny woman and actually spoke.

		“What are you?” Stacy nearly screamed as she continued to backpedal away from the window. The people down on the street were pushed from her mind by the fantastical sight before her. Was this creature real or was she hallucinating?

		The creature giggled again. “I’m a fairy here to grant you your wish.” She sounded cute and silly, which further threw Stacy off. “My name is Penelope Flirtybottom, but you can just call me Penelope.”

		Stacy found herself nodding her head, although the fairy’s words did not actually register with her. The whole situation was too much to fully grasp and feel that she had remained sane.

		“And I heard your wish and decided to come and make it a reality,” Penelope continued. “I just know you’re gonna, like, totally love the new you.”

		She gave a little shimmy, her whole body shaking and her tits, which were provocatively displayed in a low-cut strapless dress, jiggling. She looked like a little bimbo with pointy ears. Then she stepped forward and jumped into the air. But instead of falling back down, her wings started to flap, buzzing ever so slightly, and she floated in mid air, slowly closing down the distance between herself and Stacy.

		“But fairies aren’t real.”

		That was all Stacy was able to grab onto. Her mind raced from one idea to the next, but she could not comprehend what her senses were telling her. She knew fairies were not real. Yet her eyes and ears were telling her otherwise. She was stuck in a thought loop, going back and forth between believing her senses and believing everything she had learned and read. Fairies were not supposed to be real, but Penelope called herself a fairy and she looked like one, too. Could she have been wrong?

		Penelope giggled. It was cute and bordered on sexy. Considering she was only six inches tall, it was hard to call her actions sexy, but there was a definite sexual side to Penelope that could not be ignored. And with a last name like Flirtybottom, it kind of fit.

		“Of course fairies are real. We just don’t make a big splash around humans. But I heard your wish and I just knew that I had to help a sad girl like you.”

		“Give me a moment,” Stacy said as she closed her eyes and tried to focus. For the moment, it seemed prudent to accept that fairies were real. Penelope was possible proof of that fact. But then there was the wish. But Stacy did not even really remember what she had wished for anymore. The arrival of Penelope and pushed that wish from Stacy’s mind, sending it into the ether, lost forever. At least that was how it felt to Stacy.

		“Take your time and stuff.” Penelope did not seem to be in a hurry to start granting the wish Stacy no longer remembered. That was helpful.

		Stacy felt her anxiety rising. There was a reason she felt more at home among books and her few nerdy friends. There was a reason she rarely went out. The party scene was not her scene, because she could not handle the noise and all those strangers. She could not really handle random men hitting on her. She needed to get to know them before she considered anything romantic entered her mind.

		Stacy punched the bridge of her nose with one hand. With the other, she held up a finger, but her eyes remained closed. “So you’re telling me you’re a fairy and you’re here to grant a wish?”

		“Uh huh,” Penelope agreed, nodding her head. It did not help that the fairy presented herself as a bit of a bimbo. She was energetic and definitely oozed sex appeal, but she did not seem overly bright either. Her verbal tics, adding likes, totallys, and more were signals of that. Not that Stacy could pick and choose which fairies came to visit her.

		“And what exactly was that wish again? I forgot. Your arrival has thrown me for a loop.”

		Penelope giggled. She did that a lot. “I, like, totally get that. Stuff like that happens to me, like, all the time. You have no idea. It’s super annoying, but what can I do about it? I just gotta keep being me and it all works out anyway.”

		Stacy nodded her head, trying to follow the fairy’s words. However, it seemed Penelope did not actually answer the question. She was just being chatty.

		“The question?” Stacy asked. She opened her eyes and focused on the fairy. She really did look sexy, similar to the women Stacy had seen down on the street. But Penelope did not need to answer. Stacy pieced it all back together again. Her wish had been about being like the women down on the street who always seemed to get the cool and hot guys.

		“Now you remember. I love it when that happens. It’s like learning something new for the first time, only on repeat.”

		“But I don’t actually want that.” Stacy sounded panicked. Her voice wobbled and she backed away from the still hovering fairy. “I didn’t really mean it. I didn’t even mean to say it.”

		Penelope ignored Stacy’s protests. Instead, she reached into her pocket and grabbed a handful of fairy dust. She threw the dust up into the air over her head, letting it fall over her body. A moment later, Penelope’s body began to grow. Her body remained just as stacked and sexy as it had been, but she went from standing at about six inches to growing until she was approximately five feet tall. And with the high heels on her feet, she nearly added another six inches to her height, making her a couple inches taller than Stacy.

		“That’s better,” Penelope said as she stretched her neck, rolling her head around on her shoulders.

		Stacy’s face turned to unprocessed fear, her jaw slack, but terror in her eyes. If there was any indication that Penelope could do what she said she could do, the sudden growth under the magic of fairy dust seemed to confirm it. And it had been one thing to see Penelope when she could easily stand in the palm of Stacy’s hand, but now that she was full-sized, Stacy simply did not know how to react.

		“So let’s get this wish stuff started, you know?” Penelope said, posing her statement as a question, but without any interest in hearing further protests from Stacy. Not that Stacy was in the right frame of mind to protest. Her brain was still working out the whole fairy being real issue. She thought she had worked it out, but seeing a full-sized Penelope made that much more difficult. “First, we need to get rid of those ugly glasses.”

		It would have been easy for Penelope to simply reach out and pull Stacy’s glasses off her face. But that would leave Stacy nearly blind. It was unclear if Penelope knew that, but it did not matter. Instead, the fairy reached into the same pocket as before and pulled out another bit of fairy dust. This time it was just a pinch. She held it up in her palm, her hand open. Then she blew the dust toward Stacy’s face.

		Stacy started to cough as the dust hit her in the face. She could not help it. The fairy dust got into her mouth and her nose, at least a little bit of it did. Not that it did anything to those orifices. Instead, the bulk of the fairy dust focused on her glasses and eyes. The glasses simply dissolved from her face, disappearing into thin air. And for the briefest of moments, Stacy was left blind. She could not see more than general shapes. Penelope looked like a gold and green blob somewhere in the distance.

		“Hey,” Stacy complained. “I need those to see. I can’t do my job without glasses. I can’t read.”

		Penelope scoffed. “As if you need to worry yourself with, like, reading and stuff after this. You’re gonna be super popular and totally too busy for reading.”

		“But I work at a bookstore,” Stacy continued to argue. But as she did, her vision began to return to her. Where once she had eyesight so poor that she needed thick glasses just to walk down the street, now she could see the room and Penelope in crystal clear detail. “I need to read for my job.” However, her complaints were less forceful now that she could see better. Her vision was even better than what her glasses were able to provide for her. It was a miracle.

		“I definitely like those bright blue eyes,” Penelope commented. “So much better than the gray eyes you had before. You’re gonna be such a sexy woman when you head downstairs to party.”

		Stacy wanted to argue that she did not want to party, that she had no interest in the kind of life that would see her be like those other women she spotted down on the street, who lived their lives focused on their next hookup. That was not Stacy. However, her focus was instead drawn to the room around her. She had never seen this well in her life. It was as if a whole new world had been opened up to her. It was amazing. Even her bedroom, which was generally basic and had piles of books everywhere, looked all new to her.

		The most amazing thing was Stacy could now read the book titles from across the room. She used to have to look closely, even with her glasses, to see them before. But now she could stand across the room and make out the majority of book titles from the covers and spines. This was one change she could definitely get behind. A smile graced Stacy’s lips at the thought.

		“I knew you were a party girl at heart.” Penelope completely ignored Stacy’s real motivations and instead focused in on what she saw as her purpose. She wanted to fulfill the wish, even if that wish had been made as more of an off the cuff remark, a stray thought given voice in an inopportune moment. “And what’s a better party girl hair color than blonde?”

		Again, it was a question, but it was rhetorical in nature. Penelope expected no answer and Stacy was not even really listening. She was still caught up with looking around the room, seeing everything in a whole new light. But because Stacy was distracted, she missed the fairy again reaching into her pocket and withdrawing more fairy dust.

		This time, when Penelope blew the dust toward Stacy, it flew up into the air above Stacy’s head. Then it rained down on her. There was no coughing fit. None of the dust missed its mark. Instead, it landed in Stacy’s hair, allowing it to perform its magic straight away.

		Everywhere the dust touched, every hair fiber that was struck, began to change color. At first it looked like her hair was being leeched of color. The brown that she had sported all her life disappeared in place of what eventually became platinum blonde. And the strands of hair that did not make contact with the fairy dust were no less affected. The magic flowed through her hair, moving from strand to strand until her hair sported a solid blonde sheen.

		However, the magic was not yet done. Yes, Stacy would now have to call herself a blonde rather than a brunette, but her formerly short hair began to grow at a prodigious rate. In the span of a minute, her blonde locks had lengthened from her previously short cut until they flowed down her back in loose waves and reached the top of her butt.

		“That’s much better,” Penelope said, smiling. “And I bet you’ll soon learn that blondes really do have more fun.”

		“Wait, I’m not blonde.” Stacy tried to counter the fairy’s words, but her head had already turned toward the mirror. And with her enhanced eyesight, she could see plain as day that she was not only blonde but her hair was longer than it had ever been in her life.

		“You are now. And it’s, like, permanent. I guess you could cut your hair and dye it, but I don’t think that’s gonna be your style when you’re downstairs partying it up and stuff.”

		Permanent. That was a significant word. This was her life now. Gone were the days of being the bookish nerd, or at least automatically looking that way with her short brown hair and thick glasses. The glasses were gone and so too was her previous hairstyle. But Penelope was right. She could always cut her hair and dye it. The question was whether she would want to when this was all over. Stacy had no idea, because she did not know what else the fairy had in store for her.

		As it happened, Penelope was only just getting started in the fulfillment of Stacy’s ill-conceived wish. Sure, getting rid of Stacy’s glasses and giving her long blonde hair did wonders for the young woman, but they were just a starting salvo in a much larger arsenal of magic. And there were so many options. Stacy was reasonably attractive naturally, in a nerdy kind of way, but she lacked the sexual appeal that her wish required. There was a fake quality that was needed, which was how Penelope settled on Stacy’s lips.

		“It’s time to pucker up,” Penelope said as she reached into her pocket for another dose of fairy dust. This time when she blew the dust toward Stacy, it went right into her face.

		Stacy coughed as she accidentally breathed some of the dust in. Little did she realize that breathing the fairy dust this time would have an effect on her, although more understated and harder to understand until after her lips had fully grown in size.

		The transformation started simply enough. Stacy’s naturally thin lips began to plump up. At first it looked like she had received a little bit of filler. It was impossible to know for certain. A single injection rarely did much. But with each passing moment, it became clear that Stacy was the kind of person who kept going back for more, never waiting for the last injection to wear off before getting another.

		From Stacy’s perspective, it was difficult to tell that anything had changed at first. The truth was, she had nearly missed her hair color changing. It was only when she felt the added weight of her now long hair that she realized anything had changed at all. However, this time, Stacy was already looking in the mirror and she saw first hand as her lips continued to grow plumper and thicker, turning into a pout that would draw looks and comments.

		“Those are turning into a proper set of DSLs,” Penelope comments.

		Stacy licked her expanded lips and had to agree. Just the wetting of her lips had turned into a sexual act. With her eyes already changed, it looked like she was trying to seduce her reflection. Not that there was a cock in the room to suck on, but it was clear that her lips were meant to be wrapped around cock. Everyone who saw her would know it too. And even if they did not automatically think that, they would not expect anything intelligent to come out of her mouth.

		Her lips, combined with her blonde hair, left her in a situation where no one would expect intelligence from her. Even if Penelope left now, leaving the rest of her body unchanged, Stacy doubted she would be able to continue at the bookstore long term. The customers would not take her seriously. Not that Stacy knew what she would be able to do. She did know, however, that she could probably make decent money giving blowjobs in the back rooms of bars, like the one downstairs. It did not matter what kind of bar. Men were men.

		But that was where the fairy dust that Stacy had breathed in came into play. It coated her throat, removing her gag reflex entirely. It did not matter what kind of cock she tried to take, if it was human, she would be able to fit it in her throat. And not just that. Blowjobs from now on would be pleasurable. New parts of Stacy’s body had been turned into erogenous zones, making it theoretically possible that Stacy could cum from sucking cock alone.

		The final change came in a thick coat of pink lipgloss appearing on Stacy’s lips. She licked her lips once more and tasted strawberries. She had never been a fan of lipstick or lipgloss before. It had seemed overkill, especially when she generally avoided makeup in general. But now it not only felt natural to keep her lips painted, but preferable.

		“Wow,” Stacy said as she took in the final change to her appearance. The pink lipgloss fit perfectly with the blonde hair. Her final form was already obvious, even if Penelope was just getting started. What was more, Stacy could sense the slight lisp her enlarged lips caused. There would be some sounds that would be difficult to pronounce. It would be worse trying to figure out which ones would be problematic. It would either require her to over-enunciate or she would just get used to misspeaking most of the time. Or she would find ways to avoid the lisp all together, changing what words she used.

		“Wow is right, girlfriend. But we’re just getting started. Your face looks so sexy, but we’ve got to get your body up to, you know, standard and stuff. And that means we need to get rid of those awful clothes you’re wearing.”

		Stacy turned to complain, but she was hit with a blast of fairy dust that stopped her in her tracks. It got everywhere, completely coating the front of her body and face. The dust she breathed in collected in her throat, attacking her vocal cords. That had not really been the plan, but there was good reason for it and Penelope was well practiced in performing these sorts of transformations. They were her specialty.

		However, Stacy did not notice the tightening of her vocal cords that would permanently raise and soften her voice. Instead, she turned back to the mirror to see her clothes slowly dissolve. It started with her top and pants. They were simple clothes, a bit baggy on her slender frame, but they were such that leering men would not think to hit on her under most situations. Considering Stacy was jealous of the sluts down on the street, she dressed like a nun in comparison and that would never do to entice the kind of man she found attractive.

		“What boring underwear,” Penelope commented before Stacy’s cotton bra and full-cut panties dissolved away as well.

		Stacy shrugged her shoulders at the latest comment. They were boring. They were also functional and comfortable. Bras in particular were so often problematic when it came to comfort. No, she did not feel the need to make her small breasts look bigger. And there was no way Stacy was going to wear thongs or other kinds of sexy underwear. A previous boyfriend had once bought her lingerie for Valentine’s Day. That was one reason he was a former boyfriend. Sexy underwear just was not her style.

		As soon as her panties were gone, Stacy moved her hands to cover her nudity. She held one hand in front of her pussy and her other arm covered her breasts.

		Penelope huffed. “Your modesty is not as enchanting as you think it is. And trust me, girl, I’ve seen it all.”

		Stacy had no intention of letting her arms return to her sides, but they did it anyway. It was like she did not have full control over her own body. There was enough lingering fairy dust in Stacy’s system to force her change in position, or at least to strongly hint to her brain that she should comply. Stacy remained in control, to a degree, but with everything else going on, she did not have the mental energy to fight back.

		“That’s, like, totally better. And now I can see what I’m working with. You almost had a sexy figure without even trying. A little effort, a little money, and you wouldn’t have needed to make the wish. But no worries. I’m gonna fix you up and you’ll never have to think about this kind of stuff again.”

		First and foremost on Penelope’s list of parts of Stacy’s body that needed changing was her waist. Sitting and reading had let a little extra body mass to form around Stacy’s middle. The kind of woman Penelope envisioned Stacy would become needed a tight midriff that she could show off with cropped tops and figure-hugging dresses. In fact, it was even more than that. Stacy had the potential to have one of those itty bitty waists that people thought could only come from severe corset training. Penelope had other methods.

		Another dose of fairy dust came flying at Stacy before she had time to think beyond the fact she was exposing herself to the fairy. This time the dust floated around her middle, surrounding her body in a circle. Then that circle started to get smaller and smaller. When it made contact with her skin, Stacy could feel the effects. It felt like her midriff was stuck in a vice, her belly getting sucked in.

		However, the fairy dust was not just constricting her waist, it was rearranging her insides, making sure none of her internal organs were damaged. But even more than that, the fairy dust attacked her ribs, removing her lower rib on each side, thus allowing for an even smaller possible waist. It would have gone even further and removed the second floating rib, but given her body’s anatomy, the fairy dust determined that would be unsafe. The ribs were there for a reason.

		“Whoa,” Stacy said when the fairy dust had finished. While it had been squeezing her, she had not been able to speak. She had barely been able to breathe. Now that she could again, she did not know what to think. Her waist was tiny, wasp-like in the classical sense. But hearing her new voice for the first time caused Stacy to slap her hand across her inflated lips, another surprise being discovered.

		“What are you doing to me?” It was a simple question, but an important one. Not that Stacy was blind to the direction of changes being made to her. Penelope was fulfilling her wish, turning her into an ultimate example of the women she had spotted outside her window. And from what had been done to her already, she would have no problem getting any man in that bar that she wanted, probably more than one if she was up for it.

		“Just doing what you wished for, babe. And you’re gonna be such a babe when I’m finished with you. You’re just gonna have to, like, trust me and stuff. I’m super excited about what we got cooking with you. But I think I’m gonna move onto your legs now. Those could use some work after we narrowed your waist down.”

		More fairy dust floated Stacy’s way. And it wasn’t just her legs that got the treatment. She got coated from the waist down. The reason for that had multiple reasons, but the highest order included the fact that Stacy was not the kind of woman who liked shaving. Her legs were hairy and so too was her bush. It had clearly been a while since she had even considered trimming things down there.

		And all that changed. The hair on her body simply dissolved. A shudder went up Stacy’s body as the magic flowed upward, making sure her arms were bare as well. And she would be forever bare in that regard. The loss of body hair was permanent. No more shaving, no waxing. It was all about the smooth skin from now on, always having the sensitivity of freshly shaved skin.

		On top of the body hair was also a subtle reshaping of Stacy’s legs and feet. She always had a bit of a squat appearance, her legs were long enough, but their size made her look shorter. In mere moments, her legs were transformed to become long and svelte, further enhancing her already hourglass appearance. She might not have actually been taller, but her legs now made her look that way.

		But apparent height was about to change a whole lot more, because the fairy magic still was not done. Suddenly Stacy found herself rising up onto her toes. She was barefoot. She had been from the start. But now as she stood there, her heels rose up off the ground, adding to her already long appearing legs.

		“That’s different,” Stacy commented. She had seen women who walked on their toes before. Some just did so naturally. Others, she knew, did so after years of wearing high heels. Their tendons had shortened to the point they could not stand flat-footed without a bit of pain. Now it seemed she fell into the latter category, at least as far as the pain was concerned. She tried to lower her heels to the ground, but the flare of pain through her calves quickly stopped her.

		“No more flats for you.” Penelope giggled, as if wearing heels was supposed to be a good thing.

		Stacy did not agree, but she was unable to change her circumstances. She could not get away from Penelope, even if she wanted to. And there was a part of her that wanted to see what would happen when all this was over. Yes, she had been jealous of those women on the street. Her wish was ill-spoken, but not completely unwanted. Stacy wanted to know what those women’s lives were like. She just wished there was an easy way back to her real self. She doubted Penelope would take any of this back.

		As Stacy looked in the mirror, she had to admit, she looked good. She had runway model looks now, although she was a little on the short side for true runway perfection. Those women were unnaturally tall, but she otherwise fit the bill. Maybe except for the lips, but she was sure that would not stop someone from having her walk down a runway.

		However, while Stacy continued to appraise the changes Penelope had made, the fairy was already beginning to prepare for what came next. And where nature had been stingy when it came to Stacy’s chest, Penelope planned to be magnanimous. Penelope reached into her pocket and withdrew more fairy dust. This time all of it ended up striking Stacy in the chest. The force was enough to knock Stacy back a step. She had been unprepared for the huge amount of fairy dust striking in a relatively small area.

		But that amount of fairy dust was needed. Stacy’s small breasts were paltry compared to what Penelope thought she needed. And as a member of the big bust club, Penelope had a good eye for boobs. They were her second favorite feature on a woman and she always enjoyed giving a big boost to those who needed it. And Stacy needed it. She needed it badly.

		The fairy dust magic only took a second to begin taking effect. Stacy started by looking down and watching as her little bee stings of breasts began to swell, growing bigger. And they did not just stop at a slight bump. They kept going, growing bigger and rounder with every passing second.

		It only took 10 seconds to realize that these new breasts were of the fake variety. Stacy was no expert on the natural versus fake debate, but she could tell when boobs lost their natural shape. Not that fake boobs were bad. It was just that they looked distinct and that distinctive appearance now graced her own set of boobs. But just because they now looked fake did not mean they had stopped growing.

		“Whoa,” Stacy said as she lost sight of her feet. Given that she was standing on her toes, that was an easy feat, the profile of her feet below her being small on the ground, but it remained a surprise.

		In fact, Stacy found herself changing her view, looking at her reflection in the mirror instead of simply looking down. All she saw when she looked down was rounded boob flesh. The mirror gave her a better overall idea of what her new chest looked like. And what a chest it was. Big round tits soon graced her chest, showing no hint whatsoever to the idea of gravity. It was like they did not even acknowledge the existence of Isaac Newton.

		Nonetheless, Stacy’s new tits were impressive, both in their size and shape, but also in their sensitivity. Even without using her hands, Stacy could tell that her nipples were aching to be touched. A gust of air blew in through the window and tickled her tits, nearly bringing her to her knees as arousal shot through her body.

		“That’s much better,” Penelope said, a broad smile on her face. “I wonder who’s bigger.”

		Stacy looked away from the mirror and assessed Penelope’s own impressive pair of tits. It was hard to tell, especially given how Penelope was allowed to wear clothes through all of this and Stacy was not. Not that Stacy had any clothes that could possibly fit her chest anymore. Her whole body had been transformed and she had no idea what else could be done.

		However, Penelope had said boobs were her second favorite part of the process. What was at the top of the list? But then Stacy figured out the answer. It was the butt. The fairy was named Penelope Flirtybottom after all. Of course she liked giving women big asses.

		And that was exactly what Penelope did. She shifted around until she was behind Stacy and gave her another dose of fairy dust. This time, Stacy stepped forward, struggling to maintain her balance. It was not easy while standing on her toes. And with the added weight of her now huge tits, it was easy to risk falling on her face. Luckily, there was nothing in front of Stacy to keep her from catching her balance, but until her body was properly balanced again, she would struggle to remain upright.

		Luckily, that was one reason for giving Stacy a nice big and round ass. The magic went straight to work, taking Stacy from completely flat to something that she could have achieved with a lot of work and determination in the gym. Before she knew it, she had a nice bubble butt. However, it kept going, pushing past that point. After all, her big tits needed to be balanced out with a properly sized ass.

		“You’re gonna love it,” Penelope said, clearly excited over her favorite transformation object. “You’re gonna wiggle and jiggle down the street and all those hot guys are gonna want to fuck you. How great is that? Perfect life if you ask me.”

		Stacy had not asked and she was still unclear about how this new life of hers was going to work. It seemed unlikely that she would last for much longer at the bookstore. Where else could she work? There was no way that she was going to turn to sex work. Stacy had always tried to be supportive of women who chose those careers, but it was not for her. Not that such work looked the same anymore. She could already imagine getting paid to suck cock. Was fucking, either on screen or out in the world, all that different?

		“That’s it,” Penelope said as Stacy’s ass finally stopped growing. It had achieved an impressive size, being big without looking fat. The fairy magic ensured there were no stretch marks or other abnormalities. Stacy’s skin had never looked better. Her body had never looked better. Yes, it had clearly been enhanced, but it still looked good. Only the most frustrated straight man would actually find fault with the prospect of a night with her.

		Stacy took a moment to pace around the room, exploring what it felt like to move in her new body. It was different, that was for sure. Her ass wobbled back and forth a bit with each step, her hips swaying naturally. She could not even stop them from swaying if she wanted to. That was simply how they moved now. Her tits bounced and jiggled too. That could not be controlled either. However, their movements were less noticeable, at least from Stacy’s perspective. They stayed put, making it easier to move around without a bra containing them.

		“How long do I have to stay like this until you’ll turn me back?” Stacy asked. Yes, she was interested in exploring what this new life would be like, but she wanted an end date, a time or day when she would go back to being the nerdy girl she had been before all of this. Technically, she was still a nerd. These changes had only been superficial. And she might even decide to keep a few of them, maybe tone down a few others, but she wanted an end date.

		“That’s not how this works,” Penelope muttered, but she did not belabor the point. Instead, she decided it was time to find some new clothes for the budding bimbo to be. “Time to get dressed to go out.”

		Stacy looked from her reflection to the room at large. Her closet was not going to be a help. There was nothing in there that could fit the new her. Yes, she had shoes that would fit, but none of them had heels tall enough to satisfy her transformed legs and feet. And if she had a top that would somehow fit her incredible bust line, it would hang like a tent over her waist. It would make her look fat, without question.

		But where there is a fairy, almost anything is possible. And with a little bit of fairy dust, it was only moments before Stacy was wearing the tiniest pair of panties she could have imagined. They were incredibly low-cut, barely rising above her clit in the front. The wispy straps managed to wrap around to the rear, coming together to then travel down between the cheeks of her ass.

		Stacy had never worn anything resembling these panties before. She had never worn a thong, let alone whatever name had been devised for this pair. It was mostly a couple strings with a bit of fabric covering her pussy. And yet, as she stood there, looking at her reflection, she had to admit the tiny pair of panties looked good on her. They looked sexy. And more than that, they felt surprisingly natural, as if she had been wearing panties like this all her life. And with the fairy magic still circulating through her, that was how her body saw things.

		“And now for the outfit,” Penelope added with another handful of fairy dust.

		“What? No bra?”

		Penelope scoffed. “Your girls don’t need one unless you’re planning to go for a run.”

		Stacy doubted a body like this could actually run without hurting itself. Her big tits would bounce everywhere, either bouncing up and hitting her in the chin or ripping through her skin. Of course, that might have been true if her tits had come through more natural means, like through surgery, but this was magic and that made anything possible. Her skin was not stretched thin over her tits. There were no concerns about her health and safety with her new body.

		The fairy dust wrapped around Stacy, going around and around. It was a magical tornado that rather than change her body or remove her clothing, it added clothing. When it was done, Stacy was decked out in pink to match her lips. The top was barely more than a strip of fabric covering the bottom half of her tits, tied behind her back like a bikini. Her incredibly thin waist was bare, but her lower half was covered by a long low-slung skirt with a long slit up the side, showing off her leg and giving a hint that she might not be wearing panties.

		But the pink ensemble was not complete there. Her feet were encased in tall heels that put Penelope’s to shame. The stiletto heel and thick platform added nearly eight inches to Stacy’s height. And the pink theme was maintained all the way.

		Stacy stepped forward, her ass swaying, and her stride felt completely natural. In comparison, walking on her toes had been uncomfortable. This was how she was supposed to move. And it was not so much a walk, but a strut, a sexy, swaying strut that would make sure that every eye was on her perfect body.

		“Wow,” Stacy said. If she was not dressed like a complete slut, she would have been happy. Unfortunately, despite the naturalness with which she now moved, feeling more at home in this body than she ever had before, there was still the problem of dressing like a slut. “But this isn’t what I want to wear.”

		Stacy held up her hand, pointing toward Penelope, wanting to launch into the fairy about her poor taste in outfits, but she became distracted by the long nails that now stuck off the ends of her fingertips. They were of such a length that there was no way she could type on a keyboard with any kind of speed. Even if she tried to change careers, her body, every bit of it, would make that difficult. Whole swaths of the workforce were not cut off from her.

		“You look smoking hot, girl,” Penelope said. “I’m actually kinda jealous. I have to wear this dress. I can’t show off my body like you get to show off yours now.”

		Stacy tried to stomp her foot in protest, but the movement only caused her body to shake and jiggle. Not that such movements were unwelcome, but they were distracting. Somehow it started to turn Stacy on, her arousal building as she felt her body move in the sexiest of ways.

		“But—“

		Stacy did not get to finish her protest. Penelope blew one last bit of fairy dust, this time straight into Stacy’s face. The newly transformed woman sputtered as the fairy dust got into her mouth, nose, and eyes. But it did not hurt her. It fixed her. Penelope knew there was only one thing keeping the young woman from fully enjoying herself. Her brain was getting in the way. She could not remove Stacy’s brain, nor could she replace it, but she could make a few wholesale changes to her mind.

		When Stacy’s eyes fluttered open again, they were still bright, but they were glassy, as if she was no longer all there. That was a good way of putting it. Her mind, once active and always learning, had been curtailed to the point that there were hardly any thoughts that managed to get through the molasses that was left behind.

		Stacy smiled, not really sure what was going on. She knew who Penelope was though. She was the fairy that made her hot and sexy. And since Stacy was now about as smart as a pile of bricks, she needed a hot body to get by in life. She was not good for much else. She was a hot bimbo who loved sex and having men tell her what to do. That was all there was for her now, but she smiled anyway, loving the new deck that life had handed her.

		“I’ll be going now, but first, I think we need to make your apartment fit the new you better.”

		As Penelope moved back toward the window, she emptied out the rest of her fairy dust and threw it out into the room. It ignored Stacy, who had already been fully changed by the magic. Instead, the fairy dust tackled the room itself. The stacks of books disappeared. In their place were shopping bags full of new and sexy clothes. Stacy’s closet now appeared to be bursting at the seams with clothing, all of it sexy and revealing, perfectly fitting her bimbofied body.

		The bed transformed as well. Instead of the full-sized bed with a simple beige comforter, it was now a king-sized bed with a pink comforter and leopard print sheets. The one thing that remained unchanged was the bookcase, although the books that had once graced its shelves had been replaced with sex toys and jewelry. As Penelope had promised, Stacy was no longer the reading type. It was unclear if she could read at all. But if she struggled, she knew there was always likely to be a man nearby who was willing to help her.

		“Bye, Stacy,” Penelope said as she shrunk back down to her six-inch fairy size. She then zoomed out of the window, returning to her home base so that she could fill her pockets with fairy dust again. Stacy had required her to use all of her magic, such was the severity of the transformation.

		“Bye, Penelope,” Stacy called back in her bimbo voice.

		Stacy then stood there for several minutes, not sure what to do. Her mind was a complete blank. However, the sounds from the street down below finally reached the newly created bimbo. Stacy smiled and headed off, intent on spending her night partying it up like only a hot and sexy bimbo like her could do.

		It did not take long for Stacy to find her way out onto the street below her apartment. She headed straight for the bar, finding it to be a very different experience than when she first stepped inside. Then again, the new Stacy did not really remember the old one. She loosely understood that she had been a nerd in her past, but all of that had been replaced by dumb and sexy fun.

		“Hey, girls,” Stacy said as she joined a group of similarly dressed women to herself. “Sorry I’m late. I, like, couldn’t decide what to wear.”

		The bevy of bimbos already on site giggled their understanding as Stacy joined them. The same women who she had been jealous of earlier were now her friends. But this was no girls’ night out. Each and every one of them had plans to find a hot guy to hook up with. And as the chief bimbo of the group, Stacy got first pick.

		She surveyed the bar, scoping out the potential for the evening. If she did not find someone she liked, she would have opened up the floor for the others to take their shots. But as the queen bimbo, Stacy got first dibs.

		And as luck would have it, Stacy found just such a man. He was tall and well-muscled, with broad shoulders and a strong jaw. He leaned against the bar, a pint of beer in his hand. He was exactly that kind of man Stacy liked. Oddly enough, her taste in men had not changed, only her ability to land those men had improved with her new body and new outlook on life.

		“He’s mine,” Stacy said, pointing out her intended target with a long-nailed finger.

		“Go get him, girlfriend,” one of the other bimbos said. Stacy vaguely remembered that her name was Brandi. They were like best friends, both of them sporting big fake tits and enhanced asses. Only Stacy was even higher up the bimbo food chain with her tiny waist and orgasm-on-demand capability.

		Stacy approached the man, making a beeline for him. There was no subtlety to her actions. She licked her lips as she approached, his eyes focusing solely on her. The rest of the bar disappeared for the pair as their eyes met.

		“I’m Aidan,” the man said. “Can I buy you a drink?”

		“Please.” That was all Stacy had to say. And before she knew it, she and Aidan had tossed back several drinks. The inebriation simply fit the moment. Stacy was a party bimbo at heart. Her favorite activities included drinking, dancing, and fucking, often happening in that order. They hit the dance floor for several songs, but that dancing was little more than dry humping as the pair tore up the dance floor with their erotic moves. And Aidan had moves. He moved his body almost better than Stacy could move her own.

		It was little surprise when the pair ended up in Stacy’s apartment upstairs. Half the fun of living above a bar like that was picking up guys to fuck. There had been several times when Stacy had started early enough that she went back for seconds, changing her outfit so that she looked like a different person. Not that anyone was fooled by her change of outfits, but as a bimbo, Stacy was not exactly the brightest person in the room.

		Before she knew it, Stacy found herself in bed with Aidan. His cock was huge as he pounded her pussy, her on her back and him on top of her. His hands played with her tits as he thrust in and out of her. Her hands roamed over his muscular body, enjoying every moment as she traced the cut lines of his musculature.

		And Stacy was in heaven. Her body had been flooded with pleasure. This was what she had been created for. This was her life. For the newly bimbofied Stacy, sex was an almost religious experience. The pleasure cascades through her body just kept getting better and better until finally the dam broke. Aidan’s cock surged inside of her, releasing a torrent of his hot white seed.

		Stacy screamed out in orgasm, making no secret to anyone who happened to be listening through her open window from the street below. She was cumming and she did not care who knew it. Aidan’s big cock and all that cum being pumped into her body set her off like a firecracker, her whole body shaking with orgasmic energy. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head, her vision turning white as her orgasm crested, giving her the much needed relief that a sex-addict like herself needed.

		“That was something,” Aidan said afterward. He laid next to her, his chest rising and falling with his heavy breaths. That had been a workout for him, but a very pleasurable one. He had never been with someone quite like Stacy before.

		However, before Stacy could say anything, she was hit with a moment of lucidity. It was as if the fairy dust that had bimbofied her mind had worn off, leaving her able to think clearly as the old Stacy for the first time since Penelope left. But the fact was, Stacy laid there, her chest still heaving, cum dripping form her well-fucked pussy, and all she wanted was to do it again.

		“It was indeed,” she answered before the bimbo fog returned to her. She had made her choice. This was the life she wanted to live. Stacy had no idea what tomorrow would bring, but somehow she knew it would all work out. She would go shopping or do some other fun bimbo activity and then she would go out to the bar or to another night club and find a man to fuck. And then she would let him fuck her brains out.

		Stacy never knew how much better the bimbo life was, but only a couple hours as a bimbo told her all she needed to know. This was the life for her. And with her bimbo body and her bimbo mind, there was nothing that was going to stop her. She was a happy and sexy bimbo, all thanks to Penelope Flirtybottom. She could only hope that the fairy managed to help other women discover the true bliss of being a bimbo. Stacy had and she planned to never look back.
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