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Sandy sat in her hotel room, staring out the window as the alarm clock rang in the background. She looked at her reflection in the mirror reflecting on her day yesterday. 

Today was the bonus round. Exactly twenty-four hours ago she was going to go on the program Bimbo Dice where she would have a chance to transform her life forever. She walked out of the program with M cup breasts, a massive ass that put any girl to shame, a habit of multiple partners, and a fetish for having sex outside. Her new clothing sat splayed all over the hotel room as she tried on everything twice after returning to her hotel room after having sex at Bimb’s last night.

The reflection was a complete one-eighty from what Sandy looked like the day before. She could turn back to her old body after the online show today or remove any fetish or habit but did she want to?

Sandy looked down on the park across the street letting a sigh emerge from her lips. Last night, she wanted to try out her fetish for having sex outdoors and grabbed a cute guy from the hotel bar pulling him across the street for a quickie.

The guy was cute enough and the sex was just average, but having sex outside while staring at the stars above made her cum multiple times from a simple missionary position. No, the sex was great, Sandy thought to herself before looking at her reflection in the window.

The breasts and ass were definitely staying, Sandy thought to herself. Sex outside was amazing; better than the session in Bimb’s. 

Today she learned what her new hair color would be. Rays of Sunshine, Punk, or Inferno. Rays of Sunshine must mean blonde. Inferno should be red hair. Punk could be anything like purple, blue, black, or a mohawk. 

Sandy wondered what Patty was telling everyone, but she did not have to worry about her roommate anymore. Patty would be on episode twelve so Sandy would have the final say.

As for going back to her dumpy apartment and dead end job. LOL. Student loans were paid off with a brand new car and money in the bank. That Art History degree would have play out here, Sandy thought to herself. She could impress a rich suitor with that degree and lock him down in the bedroom. Sandy was definitely moving out here after the show. If what she heard about the other contestants was correct, once the show was over you were a hot commodity. Rich guys wanted a bimbo sex machine and after the show there was a line of suitors.

Sandy looked at her reflection in the mirror with a smile. Oh yes, there would be a lot of suitors for a body like this. Men will be knocking down her door for tits and ass like hers.

Today’s program would be different, the risks were greater along with bigger prizes. A condo in Singapore. She thought an Asian man would go crazy over her body. Maybe a condo in Tokyo so she could get a rich Japanese businessman to fawn over her. She could dress up like an anime goddess.

What would happen if she decided to go full blown transformation and throw some of the dice games? Think about it for a moment, if she wanted a new look she could throw a guess or two and just accept what the audience chose for her knowing she could change it back after the show. Something to consider, but she would lose out on a prize as well and she did win a brand new luxury car yesterday. No, Sandy thought to herself. If I win enough money to set myself up for life, then I am taking the money and never looking back. A condo overseas would be the top prize. I could move and attract a rich foreign businessman, get knocked up, and live the good life.

Sandy walked over to the bathroom having gotten used to walking with her new breasts and ass. The walk was more difficult trying to put one foot in front of the other because these new assets had a shake all of their own.

Sandy turned the water on and stepped into the shower looking one last time at her new body in the bathroom mirror. She stood for a moment, staring at her new figure, focusing for a moment on her breasts and ass. They were huge and her brunette hair made her figure look a bit frumpy leaving Sandy to wonder how much the new hair color would be an improvement. 

The water felt great as did washing her new body, letting her hands roam all over her new accoutrements. The soap suds felt wonderful as her hands moved over and under her breasts.

Sandy reached down to touch her pussy but her new breasts got in the way, causing Sandy to move her hand around a breast to the side.

One hand touched her little bean as the other hand lifted her breast to suck on it for a moment. This would take some getting used to but it was fun having big tits and a huge ass. All eyes would be on her and men would certainly be falling head over heels for her. A few minutes of playtime was all Sandy needed before getting herself off thinking about how much her life changed from the day before. Gone was the frumpy and introverted Sandy. In her place was a beautiful and more confident woman who would have no problem landing a man.

When Sandy stepped out of the shower, she noted that she needed a washing stick to reach places that were now too large to clean by hand.

Sandy stared at her reflection in the mirror for a moment before tossing her head from side to side, sending her wet hair flying across her body.

‘I am just pure sex. Look at me. Big tits. Fat ass. I am going to get me a nice husband with a hard cock. Who cares about the cock? I just want a rich husband and pump out babies. Someone to take me to art exhibits. Buy me art. Have sex under a Monet painting while I dream of being in those fields. A cultured and refined man with money. That is what I need.’

Sandy rubbed her hands all over her body, staring at her reflection in the mirror.

‘Limo will be here in thirty minutes. I have to get dressed. Maybe later I can play with my body. I need to time alone to check out the new additions.’

Thirty minutes later, Sandy strutted through the lobby wearing sunglasses full of confidence. She could feel all eyes on her as she walked out the door into the waiting limousine. I can get used to this lifestyle, Sandy thought to herself, as the limo headed off to the studio.

When Sandy walked in the door an assistant brought her into a conference room where they went over the show for today. The producers asked Sandy if she changed her mind regarding any of her changes from the show before. Sandy answered no and the producers told her that if she wanted to make any changes there was a seven day window and it was all up to her. Sandy nodded thinking that there was no way she planned on giving up any part of her changes.

After the meeting, Sandy was whisked off to makeup where Wink was sitting down getting his makeup done. Wink was in the middle of a rant about his divorce finalizing last week as Sandy sat down next to him. Wink was talking about how he made the mistake of not finding someone who had things in common. 

Wink told the makeup person that things were getting better and he was back to spending time in the local museums checking out numerous new art exhibits; things he used to do before he met his ex-wife.

Sandy listened to the conversation thinking about her art degree and how little use it had post-graduation. When Wink brought up the new contemporary exhibit at the art museum Sandy could not hold her tongue any longer.

Sandy started peppering Wink with questions about the new exhibit leaning on her art history degree. Wink responded a little surprised forgetting that Sandy had an art history degree.

Soon the two were immersed in a deep conversation about their favorite Impressionist and Contemporary artists and paintings going deep into their respective knowledge banks.

The conversation continued even after Wink’s makeup was finished as he sat in the chair talking with Sandy, whose eyes were stealing glances in the mirror.

Inside of Sandy’s mind, she was thinking about Wink in a whole new way. The culture, air of class, that salt and pepper hair. Wink was the kind of man on Sandy’s radar. Three times Wink’s assistant came in to pull him away, but he waved her off content to sit and discuss art with Sandy.

When Wink finally got up to leave, he thanked Sandy for the conversation. In the last year, going through his divorce, it was hard to find someone to discuss the things that made him happy inside. This conversation made Wink feel great bringing back a lot of fond memories from going to exhibitions and the like. Sandy thanked Wink for the conversation as well. She loved talking about art and finding anyone with her interests and age was difficult, if not impossible.
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