
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: Fame]
		

	
		 

		
			[image: Fame]
		

		

	
		 

		FAME

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		A BIMBO TRANSFORMATION STORY

		 

		SADIE THATCHER

		

	
		 

		Copyright © 2022 by Sadie Thatcher

		 

		All rights reserved.

		 

		No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

		 

		 

		 Created with Vellum

		

	
		 

		CONTENTS

		 

		
			Fame
		

		 

		
			About the Author
		

		 

		
			Also by Sadie Thatcher
		

		

	
		 

		FAME

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		“I wish I was famous.”

		Mercedes gazed at the latest valuation of a piece of art that she felt was fully within her capability of creating. The only difference between her and the artist who was about to add a million dollars to his bank account was that he was famous and she was not. That was the only difference that she felt separated them.

		Reputation in the art world was huge. Everyone knew it. What made masterpieces so great? Yes, they were fantastic pieces of art, but the artist also had made a name for themselves already. Sure, some artists found acclaim after they died, but that did not help them in the moment. It was just a sad story after the fact. Mercedes wanted to be an artist of renown now. She did not want to live a poor life and only gain recognition after she had passed away.

		Mercedes’ utterance was not the sort of thing anyone else heard as she perused the art gallery. There was a new exhibit opening that night and people from all over town were expected. Mercedes had not yet reached the point where she could make a living from her art. Instead, she worked at the gallery and made art in her spare time. She was an accomplished painter and sculptor, but she had yet to even be able to use her connections at the gallery to put her work up for sale.

		However, her wish was the sort of thing she said under her breath, making sure no one else could hear her. After all, it was not a public desire to be famous. Mercedes was just being honest with herself. She knew that it would be easier to sell her art and to actually make a living from it if she was already famous. Not that she wanted to do any of the things that normally made someone famous.

		Yes, Mercedes knew that if she made a spectacle of herself somehow, she could turn her 15 minutes of fame into a lasting career. After all, she already had art ready to go, ready to be sold. All it would take was a couple of wealthy buyers and she would be set. But there was nothing that Mercedes wanted to do that could garner her that fame. She was not going to prostitute herself on reality television to try and hock her art.

		Her boss knew she made good content. She had shown him her work. But it was not the right fit for the gallery. The fact that her boss did not give her a chance seemed to be par for the course. He had complimented her work, but he refused to display any of it. In his words, her name was not yet enough to sell any art so he did not want to carry it. That and since she worked there, he was afraid that she would push people to buy her art, knowing she would get paid extra, both for the piece and her hourly wage.

		However, the moment the wish escaped her lips, Mercedes felt a strange charge in the air. There was a static that made the hair on her arms stand up.

		“What’s going on?” That was her question as she tried to figure out if something was wrong. But none of the current guests of the gallery had shown any indication that they felt something out of sorts. Still, Mercedes felt the need to investigate. She felt pulled toward a backroom, a small lounge that the gallery owner had set up as a break room. With the gallery owner busy making small talk with potential buyers, Mercedes knew the room would be empty.

		Shaking off the static in the air, she retreated out of the main gallery. She was not expected to actually engage with guests during special events, but her boss liked her to be around, just in case he needed her for something. But he was busy chatting up some wealthy billionaire who was in the middle of trying to repair his public image by investing in the arts. He had money to spare, but he had more than once hurt his image with very public displays of opulence and a general disregard for the working people in the world.

		Mercedes slipped into the back room, already finding some relief from the tension in the main gallery. It was quieter too, without the din of people talking, of food and drink being served. What was a special gallery event without wine and food? She sagged back against the now closed door and sighed.

		“You must be Mercedes,” came an unexpected voice.

		Mercedes looked around the room, trying to find the source of the voice. However, she was looking for a person, not a flying fairy that was only about six inches tall. However, the moment Mercedes’ gaze fell on Penelope Flirtybottom, her eyes nearly bugged out of her head.

		“What the hell are you?”

		Fear gripped Mercedes. She was not afraid of the diminutive figure before her, even though the wings keeping the small busty woman suspended in midair was frightening, but she was afraid that she had just lost her sanity. She worried that she was going crazy, seeing things. There was no history of such issues in Mercedes’ family, but it seemed common enough in the art world for her to fear that she had gone over into the deep end.

		The small figure giggled. “I’m Penelope Flirtybottom. I’m the fairy that is about to grant you your wish.”

		As Penelope introduced herself, she reached into her pocket and withdrew a handful of fairy dust. She then tossed it up into the air over her head and let it rain down over her. Using the magic of the fairy dust, Penelope started to grow in size. Her feet grew down toward the floor as her body got bigger. Soon she was standing instead of flying, her height reaching about five feet high, taller given the incredible height of her heels.

		And now that Penelope was full-sized, it was obvious that her body had more curves than most human women. Her breasts were gigantic on her tiny frame, barely contained in her small green dress. The deep valley of cleavage she left on display would have been enough to keep any male gaze fixated on her tits rather than on her face or even her wings, which were a normal oddity for someone who looked relatively human.

		“But I didn’t wish for anything,” Mercedes countered. She held her hands up, trying to keep space between herself and Penelope, but her back was against the door. There was nowhere for her to go.

		“Sure you did,” Penelope insisted, her voice high pitched and excited. “You wished to be famous. And that’s what I’m here to do. I’m going to make you famous. But first we need to get you out of those boring clothes.”

		Mercedes looked down at her black dress. Even she would agree that it was boring. It was not a little black dress. That would have been inappropriate for her status at the event. Instead, she wore a black dress with a long pleated skirt and a neckline that hugged her neck as if there was a legitimate fear that she might somehow expose her pale skin to sunlight. The dress covered her from neck to ankle, with long sleeves that pooled slightly around her wrists.

		“But—“

		“No buts,” Penelope interrupted. “You think you’re the only woman who needs my help tonight? But I’ll admit, you probably should have made your wish before tonight, because if you were dealing with any other fairy, this would be a five alarm wish response. You need some serious help.”

		Before Mercedes could do or say anything else, Penelope grabbed a handful of fairy dust from her pocket and blew it toward her. The dust wrapped around Mercedes, flowing through her dark hair and even sweeping up the hem of her skirt ever so slightly. It continued to swirl, but as it did, Mercedes was shocked to see her clothing slowly disappearing. It was like it was just fading away into nothingness.

		The dress was the first thing to go. Then her block shoes were next. And it was clear that Mercedes rarely made it outside without covering nearly every inch of her skin. She was paler than pale, looking almost sickly. That certainly would not do in her quest to become famous. Finally, her bra and panties disappeared, leaving the young budding artist completely bare.

		However, despite the fact that Mercedes hated the appearance of her body, she did nothing to cover herself from Penelope’s eyes. She simply stood there, standing now slightly away from the door behind her. Not that she was about to leave the room now. There was no way she was going to go back out into the gallery in the nude. She shuddered to think what would happen if her boss came to find her. What would he think seeing her naked and with this strange busty blonde with wings sticking out of her back? Nothing good.

		“Not bad,” Penelope said. “I’ve definitely seen worse before. Your legs are a little short, making you look squat. That’s okay. I can fix that. You’re gonna need a tan and stuff too, but that will probably appear naturally as the magic takes effect. And I like your bone structure, especially for your face. So much potential. It’s too bad you’ve been hiding yourself away all this time.”

		“What do you mean by potential?” Mercedes asked. There was so much she did not understand.

		“You don’t expect to be famous without looking hot and sexy, do you?” Penelope said, her tone making it sound like such a statement should have been obvious. She made Mercedes feel as if it was her fault she had not taken the steps to make herself look more appealing.

		“I’ve been kind of busy making art in my free time. That’s why I want to be famous. I want to have a name that can make me money.”

		Penelope smiled knowingly. “Oh, you’ll definitely have a name that people connect with wealth. At least more so than being named Mercedes.”

		She knew what her name represented. It was not her fault that she had been named after a German luxury automaker. But it did make her feel that she was not living up to her potential. She was not rich and did not live a life of luxury. She did not even want that for herself. At least, she did not think she wanted that for herself. Sure, some luxury would be nice, but she really just wanted to make art.

		“I want to start with your hair,” Penelope continued. “I feel that helps set the tone for everything that follows.”

		Before Mercedes could protest and try to explain that she liked her dark hair, Penelope pulled out her fairy dust and blew it toward her. Mercedes had liked that her hair never really fit one description. It was not black, or not completely black at least. And it was not really brown either. It was some color in between that no one could ever fully identify. But that did not help with the fact that she so often wore black and therefore her whole appearance could come across as gothic, even though she did not subscribe to that sub-culture.

		The fairy dust settled onto Mercedes’ head, soaking into her scalp as it went. Her hair had been braided and sat across her back, but the magic of the fairy dust completely did away with the braid, replacing it with free flowing hair.

		The first signal that a change was occurring, however, was when her dark hair started to fade in color. There was a weird moment where the color started to leach away, leaving her with quickly graying hair, before another color asserted itself.

		“Blonde?” Mercedes asked, accusingly and annoyed. “You’re making me blonde?”

		Penelope giggled. “Blondes have more fun.” That was all she said, as if blondes having more fun was an acceptable reason for changing her hair color from something unique to a bottle blonde that seemed incredibly clichéd.

		However, as Mercedes’ hair slowly changed in color and began to lengthen down her back, she looked over at a mirror on the wall and watched the transformation of her reflection. Even Mercedes had to admit, the blonde looked good on her. Then again, with Penelope’s fairy magic driving the transformation, she was going to end up looking good, no matter what.

		Nonetheless, the hair transformation was a radical change. The color was drastically different as the magic took her from almost jet black to a platinum blonde. No amount of bleach and hair dye could make such a giant change possible, but this was magic and not normal reality. But it was not just the color change that was important to note. The length of Mercedes’ hair increased dramatically, flowing down her back in loose waves until the perfect ends tickled the top of her ass.

		“This is going to take some getting used to,” Mercedes said as she ran a hand through her now long hair. The mass and volume were both significantly higher. She could feel the added weight on her head, although she knew it would only take a day or so to get used to that change. Hair did not weigh that much, but for the moment, it was noticeable.

		“You’re already looking better,” Penelope said. Her encouragement definitely helped Mercedes accept this new version of herself. “But we’ve got a long ways to go before you’re ready for the world as your new and famous self.”

		Before Mercedes could comment further or possibly complain that further changes were not needed, Penelope had another handful of fairy dust in her hand. She blew it straight into her subject’s face. Mercedes coughed as she accidentally breathed some of the fairy dust in. It coated her mouth and throat in addition to plastering itself to her face.

		“What was that for?” Mercedes struggled to say, her voice coming out in fits and bursts as the magic took effect.

		“Just a few important upgrades.” Penelope giggled again, making it clear that she was fully enjoying herself. There was a part of Mercedes who was enjoying herself too, but that part was small compared to the part that completely feared what was happening to her. Change was hard, no matter how it came about. And this was such a radical change that even the part of her that liked what had happened still wanted to fight back, only she was powerless to do anything.

		Mercedes turned to the mirror and watched as her lips became lush pads, complete with a keyhole pout that revealed just a hint of white teeth. Her lips did not actually close naturally anymore. She had to purse her lips together to get them to close completely. Mercedes had seen lips like the ones she now sported before, back when she had once visited a strip club with her now ex-boyfriend. He thought they were being kinky. She thought he was a pig and ended it shortly after.

		However, now that the lips were on her own face, Mercedes was much more accepting of them. Even though she had to admit they looked good, they still dominated her face, making it clear what the best use for her mouth really was. Not that Mercedes had any experience sucking cock. She had always thought it demeaning. She still did, even though it was now clear how her lips could be best put to use.

		While Mercedes was focused on her lips, she failed to notice the other slight changes made to her face and throat. On the facial front, her skin cleared, the acne scars of her younger years completely disappearing. Her nose slimmed ever so slightly and turned up just a little at the end, giving her a perfectly created button nose. But it was her eyes that would draw people’s attention after her lips. Her eyes became bigger and more expressive, as well as her eyelashes lengthened to the point she would always look like she was wearing extensions.

		“This really isn’t—“ Mercedes clapped her hand over her mouth at the new sound of her voice. She had not noticed how her vocal cords tightened, giving her a higher pitched and softer voice. She would still be able to scream, but yelling was a bit beyond her capabilities now. But it was not just her vocal cords that had changed. Little did she realize that her gag reflex had been removed. Mercedes might not have ever given a blowjob before, but with her lips and ability to deep throat, she was going to be viewed as a pro very soon.

		“You sound so much better this way,” Penelope commented. “Guys are gonna love you.”

		Mercedes stamped her foot on the ground, her fear being replaced with anger. “You have no right to do this to me. I was happy before and now I look like some sort of, I don’t know, a slut or something.”

		Penelope just giggled in response as she pulled another handful of fairy dust out of her pocket. Mercedes stomping in anger had brought attention to her legs and feet. If there was one problem with Mercedes’ body, it was her legs. They were out of proportion with the rest of her body. From the hips up, Mercedes looked like a tall and regal woman. But her legs belied that appearance, making her shorter and even making her appear like she had been squished down unnaturally. Luckily, there was magic that could fix it.

		Ignoring Mercedes’ complaints, Penelope blew more fairy dust toward her subject. This time the fairy dust flowed around and between her legs, reaching every inch of her from her hips down to her toes.

		“Whoa,” Mercedes called out as her perspective suddenly changed. Her legs were growing, making her taller. She swung her arms to keep her balance as her head rose several inches.

		The increase in height was not a lot, but the effect on her appearance was substantial. Mercedes went from appearing short and squat to looking tall and elegant, her legs gaining a long svelte-like appearance. It also made the whole room look a little smaller now that Mercedes had a new view of it.

		However, the magic was not done there. Yes, Mercedes now looked properly proportioned for the first time in her life, but there was still more to be done. The fairy dust focused on her feet, ankles and lower legs. Suddenly Mercedes experienced another growth spurt, but this was not her actually getting taller but her calves and tendons tightening, forcing her up onto her toes. From now on, the only way Mercedes would put her weight on her heels was if she was wearing high-heeled shoes. Otherwise, she was left to stand on her toes.

		“That’s much better,” Penelope comments with a knowing smile. She had very specific thoughts on how a woman should look after being granted a wish and Mercedes was starting to look the part. Although there were still a few important areas where improvement was needed, by the time Penelope left Mercedes, everything would be right as rain.

		“Why can’t I lower my heels?” Mercedes asked, both perplexed and annoyed by the sudden change. That was something that made no sense to her. Why was it preferable that she walk around on her toes? As someone who almost never wore heels, she had no idea what kind of effect they could have on her appearance. It was something she had never paid attention to. She never got past the fact that heels supposedly hurt her feet.

		“You’ll understand by the end,” Penelope answered, although she did not actually answer the question. The non-answer irked Mercedes, but she knew there was nothing she could do about it. It was not like she could escape the room. Her nudity prevented her from walking out the door behind her and back into the gallery. “But now that I’ve fixed up the foundation, it’s time to get started on the trim.”

		Mercedes had no idea what Penelope was talking about, but she did not argue. She only watched as the fairy reached into her pocket, withdrew a handful of fairy dust, and then blew it in her direction. This time it hit Mercedes right in the chest. She stepped back, her back hitting the door with a thud. She was still not used to the dramatically decreased area that now held all of her weight.

		“What now?” Mercedes asked. However, the moment she looked down, she no longer needed an answer to her question. All she could do was watch as her breasts began to balloon out in front of her.

		Before Penelope used her magical fairy dust on Mercedes, the young artist had small breasts that sagged a little lower than they should have. They looked slightly deflated, which had never bothered her any, since she always covered them up around other people. But there was no sag with the new growth she experienced. There was no consolation to gravity as they pushed straight off her rib cage, looking like they had been bolted on.

		Normally sudden growth like this would have thinned the skin as it stretched across the new mass or it would have created stretch marks. But with the magic doing all the work, perfection was completely achievable, even as implants developed under the skin. And the best part of all was that there was no need for scarring. It was all magic.

		However, Mercedes was not the sort of person to take a sudden growth spurt in her breasts lying down. Her hands came up to try and hold her new tits, trying to push them back. Her hands were dwarfed by the size of her new tits, her nipples hard as diamonds as they poked into her palms. Oddly, that pressure only seemed to turn her on, igniting a fire in her belly that was rooted in a new normal as far as her libido was concerned. All that fairy dust had a side effect that grew stronger with accumulated use.

		“What the fuck?” Mercedes wanted to yell, although it came much softer than she intended. Anger had become more difficult to express since the change to her voice. “You gave me soccer ball tits.”

		Penelope giggled once again. It was her standard response. “Those aren’t soccer balls, but they’re close. But don’t they just look amazing. Look in the mirror. Tell me you don’t look sexy with those big tits sticking off your chest.”

		Mercedes did as Penelope beckoned, looking into the mirror. She automatically turned her body, dropping her hands from her tits so she could get a better look. The moment she saw herself, she wanted to scoff, but that fire in her belly grew hotter as she looked at herself. Just the sight of her tight body and big tits was enough to turn her on. She looked hot. And she knew it too.

		However, there was one thing missing. Even Mercedes could see that. She looked unbalanced. She had the tits on a stick thing going, which was great, but her tits so completely dominated her frame, even her plump and juicy lips were no match to draw the eye away.

		“What about my butt?” Mercedes asked, turning around and sticking out what was an otherwise plain and flat ass. Such things had never mattered to her before, but that was prior to the large changes that had been made to her body. And even Mercedes would have admitted now that she found a certain attraction to her own reflection, spurred by her increased libido.

		“My specialty,” Penelope cheered with a big smile on her face. “There’s a reason they call me Penelope Flirtybottom.”

		Mercedes was still processing the fairy’s words, while still checking out her new assets, and did not notice Penelope once again reach into her pocket for another handful of fairy dust. Mercedes’ transformation was coming down to the final stages. Soon her body would be completely done. That only left a few remaining details to deal with. After all, an improved body would not be enough to make Mercedes famous, although it would help her build a following. To be truly famous, a few additional steps would be needed.

		When the fairy dust struck Mercedes in the ass, she fell forward, crashing into the mirror. Her big tits cushioned her fall. No glass was broken. After all, that sort of thing would have been bad luck. However, it only took a few moments before the magic started to show its effects. Mercedes pushed herself away from the mirror and turned so that she could watch it all happen over her shoulder.

		Where Mercedes had thought she ended up with huge tits, Penelope had been more than magnanimous with the ass. It grew out in almost every direction. It had to, since the magic added such an impressive amount of mass. Mercedes could feel as her center of gravity shifted. She no longer felt as if she was at risk for tipping forward. She still was, since her tits sat so high and prominent on her chest, but her ass helped to hold her back, at least a little bit.

		And with her new ass came widened hips. The whole picture was one of a perfect hourglass figure. There were women who spent hundreds of thousands of dollars to look this good and Mercedes got it all for free, just because she happened to make an ill-fated wish. But maybe it was not so ill-fated.

		Mercedes ran a hand down her flank, enjoying the new curves her body now sported. Her whole body felt alive in a way she had never experienced before. Her baseline arousal had been turned up to such a high level, sex would always be near the forefront of her mind. And given how her body had basically been redesigned with sex in mind, Mercedes was never going to be left wanting. Her body was designed to turn on the men around her.

		Facing away from the mirror, Mercedes bent at the waist and put her hands on her knees. It was a little awkward since she was still perched on her toes, but she managed. Her big tits tried to pull her down, but she had gained the strength necessary to keep her upright. But what Mercedes wanted to do was push her now big ass out and twerk. She had seen slutty girls doing that on social media, but had never had the confidence to try it for herself. Now though, everything was different.

		“You go, girl,” Penelope cheered as Mercedes watched her ass over her shoulder, trying to watch herself in the mirror. Just the act of putting herself on display, even to only herself and Penelope, was enough to turn her on even more.

		Mercedes was completely caught up in her new body to notice that once again Penelope was reaching into her pocket for more fairy dust. And this time it was not enough to just blow the fairy dust in Mercedes’ direction. Penelope tossed it up into the air, letting it fill the room.

		The first thing that Mercedes noticed was how shoes suddenly appeared on her feet. They were tall stiletto heels, white with red soles. Her heels once again carried her weight, which after the last few minutes felt strange. Although it was definitely welcomed. Mercedes felt much more steady.

		Next, Mercedes’ skin developed a deep tan, making it clear that she either regularly hit the tanning booth or she got a natural appearing spray tan. Either way, it was clear that she did not have any tan lines. Her body was perfectly sculpted and bronzed.

		Not that tan lines would have been noticeable once the dress appeared on her body. And calling it a dress was not exactly accurate. It was a gown. It was white, to match her shoes, but definitely not a wedding gown. It was clear from the outset that this was no wedding gown. This was a gown that exuded class and wealth, paired with a wide-brimmed hat to keep the sun off her face. Not that there was any sun, either indoors or at night, but it would have kept the sun off her face had there been any sun.

		The gown was cut to highlight Mercedes’ best assets. The neckline was low to show off the top of her round breasts. There was no need for a bra with her big tits holding themselves up. Her nipples dented the tight fabric, giving some measure of notice of how turned on she was. The slit up the leg was revealing in how tantalizingly close it came to reveal the fact she was wearing no panties.

		Finally an array of jewelry appeared on Mercedes’ body. There was a gold necklace that dipped into her cleavage, enhancing the way the eye was already naturally drawn to the deep valley between her tits. The large diamond earrings were impressive and likely cost more than Mercedes had made in her previous life. The rings, bracelets, and other accoutrements all pointed to a level of wealth that Mercedes could only have imagined before.

		But then again, the ring on her left ring finger told a specific story. In this newly adapted world, Mercedes was a married woman. Her husband was out in the gallery, speaking with the owner, Mercedes’ former boss.

		New facts slotted into her mind as the magic wormed its way through her life. It rewrote her past to match her new wish. She was no flash in the pan reality television starlet. She was the woman who had tamed the billionaire playboy. And she had traded a normal life as an artist to be the woman on his arm. The only difference was she still had her brain. She was no bimbo and she never planned to give into that desire of Cecil Rhodes. Mercedes Rhodes was no pushover. She might have gone under the knife to turn her body into his fantasy, but he could not tame her mind, no matter how much he desired to do so.

		“I believe you are famous now,” Penelope said. She sounded sad, almost resigned to the fact that her job was done without the payoff she so desired.

		“And that means I can help Cecil both purchase art for us, invest in the arts to repair his damaged name, and sell art myself for a greatly enhanced price.”

		Mercedes rubbed her hands together, her eyes almost looking like dollar signs. Not that she needed the money anymore. She was married to a billionaire. He could buy anything he wanted and, by proxy, so could she.

		“I know Cecil wished I was a bimbo, but I can only give him my body. He doesn’t get my brain.”

		Penelope’s near pout turned into a smile at hearing those words. She understood what needed to happen now.

		Mercedes was too busy planning her next art sale to notice Penelope reach into her pocket for one last handful of fairy dust. And when it hit her in the face, she did not even react to it right away. Her startled reaction was comically delayed. Mercedes gave Penelope a questioning look once she recovered, but that was the last thing she was able to do before the magic took effect.

		It started with her thoughts draining away. All those plans to make and sell art left her mind. Her interest in art was at an end. In some ways, losing Mercedes as an artist was a loss, but the world more than made up for it by turning her into a hot piece of ass that loved to show off her carefully sculpted body and flaunt her over-sexed life to anyone and everyone. If anything, she was more famous than her husband, even though it was his money that funded her lifestyle.

		Mercedes stood there, smiling vapidly. Her eyes, once intelligent and intellectual, were now empty pools, showing no sign that there was anything of note happening behind them. Her position shifted subtly, her hip pushed out, a hand stationed there. She pulled her shoulders back to further highlight her impressive chest. And lastly she added a little extra curve to her back, pushing her ass out to emphasize that even more. She was a vision to behold, perfect in every way, and without a thought in her head to hold her back from bimbo perfection.

		“It looks like my work here is done,” Penelope said. She specialized in bimbos and was glad that Mercedes had given her the opportunity to take the once budding artist all the way into bimbohood.

		“You’re leaving and stuff?” Mercedes asked. She reached up and started to twirl a lock of her platinum blonde hair around her finger. She could not help herself. She probably did not even know she was doing it. So many of Mercedes’ actions now were involuntary, simple reactions to the world around her. But given the way she looked and how she presented herself to the world, no one cared that she was as dumb as a bag of rocks. What mattered was she was hot and she could fuck like no one else. That was what made her special.

		“I’ve got other people to help,” Penelope lamented. “But I think you’re all set to get on with your life.”

		“Thank you super lots,” Mercedes said. And she meant it. Her mind could not process much, but she understood gratitude. She had a vague recollection that she had once been boring and smart. She much preferred being hot, rich, and dumb. It was just better that way. Not that Mercedes had any idea of what her life could have been if Penelope had held off from using that last bit of fairy dust. But as it stood now, she knew that thinking too much hurt her head. That meant it was better just to avoid thinking and let other people tell her what to do.

		“It was a pleasure,” Penelope said as she took one last bit of fairy dust and tossed it over her head. Soon the fairy was shrinking back down to her previous size.

		Mercedes watched in awe as it happened, unable to understand the mechanics of it or even knowing what the fairy dust was capable of anymore. That last dose had done a real number on her mind, leaving her about as dumb as could be. At least all that fairy dust had turned her on to the point that all of the few thoughts she now had revolved around sex. That was who she was now. She was a sex object to be used however her billionaire husband wished.

		“If you’re wondering how to get back to the party, you need to go through that door,” the little Penelope said, pointing to the door that Mercedes had come through to start everything off.

		“Oh, yeah, thanks,” Mercedes said. She turned and opened the door, revealing the party going on in the gallery. She looked over her shoulder toward where Penelope had been, but the fairy was gone.

		“There you are,” came Cecil’s strong and commanding voice. Just hearing him was enough to make her wet. If she was not careful, her juices would be flowing down her leg. She was not wearing any panties. She never did anymore. They just got in the way. The only time her pussy was truly covered was when she wore a bikini. And even then she often tried to get away with just a sarong and no actual bikini bottoms. “What were you doing in the back room?”

		Mercedes looked up stupidly at her husband and smiled. “I don’t know. I guess I, like, got lost or something.”

		“Well, never mind,” Cecil said. “It’s time to go. I’ve made my purchase and connected with the right people. I’ve already called for the limo to meet us out front.”

		Mercedes sighed as Cecil pressed her into his side. He guided her out, going slow so that she could keep pace with him in her high heels.

		The bite of the cool even air hit Mercedes’ exposed skin, but she paid it no attention. She was used to that, dressing as she always did. In her mind, she always wanted to wear the least amount of clothes possible for the occasion. She would walk around in only a pair of heels if she could get away with it, but even Cecil’s money did not allow for that. Not that the exposure to the cold would last for long. The warm limo was waiting right in front of the gallery. The driver opened the door and Cecil helped his bimbo wife into the back.

		As soon as the door was closed, Mercedes started to strip. She pulled the top of her gown down to reveal her big round tits. In her mind, this was a common occurrence. In reality, this was her first time performing the action. Not that anyone complained. Cecil looked on with lust as he watched his wife slowly remove her clothes, revealing the body he now remembered paying for. Every inch of her had been meticulously sculpted to perfection, turning her into his perfect bimbo. That was why he married her.

		The limo was well underway when Mercedes finished disrobing. She only left her heels on. Those stayed on her feet all the time. She even had heels she wore in the shower. But now, otherwise naked, she climbed into her husband’s lap, wrapping her arms around the back of his neck and pushing her big tits into his face. He had always enjoyed that and she lived to please him. It was all she really wanted to do. Luckily, acting like a sex-obsessed bimbo pleased him, making their union nearly perfect.

		Cecil had already freed his big hard cock. He had been gracefully well endowed that way. Mercedes then lowered herself onto his pole, taking him into her pussy with a lust filled sigh.

		“You’re my real art,” Cecil said of Mercedes as she began to slowly buck and grind with his cock inside of her.

		However, his words simply washed over her. If there was one thing Mercedes focused on completely, it was sex. This was how she displayed her artistic skill. Where before she had been an accomplished painter and sculptor, now those skills had been redirected toward sex. She was a sight to behold, she knew, and she thanked her lucky stars that she had caught Cecil’s eye. They made for a perfect couple.

		Mercedes had no idea how long their ride would last, so she did not waste time trying to prolong anything. She milked his cock for everything it was worth, making sure to use everything her body could do to get him off. She craved to have his seed fill her insides, painting her pussy white.

		When it finally happened, when Cecil grabbed her by the hips and held her down as his cock surged with cum, Mercedes screamed out in orgasm, joining him in the erotic moment. This was her true purpose. She was a sex toy, only really useful for turning men on and then milking their cocks for everything they could provide her. But since marrying Cecil, she was all his, focusing on his cock only. And she could not have asked for a better cock to direct her focus upon.

		Once they were done, Mercedes climbed off her husband’s lap and dropped to her knees on the floor of the limo. She leaned forward, pressing her big tits into his knees as she took his cock into her mouth, cleaning him before he put himself away. As his bimbo wife, that was her job. He took care of her so she had to take care of his cock. It worked surprisingly well.

		After that, she joined him on the seat, pressing her nubile body into his, letting her platinum blonde crowned head rest on his shoulder. His hand dropped to her knee, then slowly moved up her thigh until he gently fingered her. This was Mercedes’ life now and she could not be more pleased. She might not have understood what she had lost when she made her wish, but considering she had graced the covers of every tabloid in the country, she was definitely famous now. And she was as happy as a bimbo could be. And it was all thanks to a wish she had not meant to make.
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