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		Introduction

		

		This book began as an idea for a follow-up to The Wedding Gift, a story about how a woman finds herself changed by the magic of her soon-to-be brother-in-law into a bimbo as a wedding gift.

		This story is the beginning of a series that will see multiple women turned into bimbos, creating a harem of women around Damon. Annabelle will be the first woman to join Damon as a bimbo.

		

	
		

		Bimbo Harem: Annabelle

		

		“Y our brother and his wife look great together,” Annabelle said as she perused a series of honeymoon photos from Damon’s brother. She was an on again-off again sexual partner of Damon’s although there were times when she wanted more from him.

		Their’s was an odd relationship, largely stemming from the oddities of Damon himself. He was an amazing man and an even more amazing lover, at least in Annabelle’s eyes, but there were times when he seemed to get lost in his own little world. It was during those times when their relationship seemed to switch to the off position.

		But no matter how many times Damon seemed to disappear on her, she always came back to him. Annabelle had found him to be an acquired taste, but now that she had developed a taste for him, she found it impossible to turn him away. Luckily, it had been several months since his last disappearing act and she fully planned to stick around for the long haul.

		“But why is your brother thanking you for this?” Annabelle asked, not understanding what Damon had done for his brother. “You said yourself you weren’t taking him a wedding gift. Did you do something else for him?”

		Damon smiled as he wrapped his arms around Annabelle’s middle from behind. He nuzzled his face in her hair and allowed his hard cock to press into her butt.

		“She was my gift,” he finally said.

		“What do you mean? I don’t get it.”

		“You know about my studies,” Damon said, knowing his mentioning his studies might turn Annabelle against him, at least for the moment. She generally disapproved of his occult leanings.

		“I know you fancy yourself a warlock, but that doesn’t explain anything. Magic isn’t real.”

		“She’s proof that it is,” Damon countered. “Let me see if I can find a before photo from the engagement announcement.”

		Damon shuffled off to look for a photograph. He did not know why he bothered. He doubted Annabelle would believe him. He doubted she would believe that he was responsible for turning his now sister-in-law into a bimbo. But a photo would help, at least a little bit.

		“Here we go, “Damon said a moment later as he grabbed a photograph off the mantle that showed Sara and James together before she had gone about turning herself into a bimbo. She smiled out of the photograph, her brown hair tied up in a ponytail and her small breasts hidden behind a flannel top. The two photos showed the same woman, but they were in stark contrast in terms of the type of woman displayed in each.

		“It can’t be,” Annabelle said. “Oh my god, it is her.”

		“See,” Damon said. “I used my powers to do that. James always wanted a bimbo as a wife, although he had rarely confessed such truths. Bimbos are not exactly politically correct.”

		“How?” Annabelle asked, still unsure what Damon could have done to his now sister-in-law.

		“I used what I learned from my studies,” Damon answered.

		Annabelle had learned early on what Damon’s studies really were. He was interested in the occult, specifically the magic that allowed him to call himself a warlock. Not that she believed any of it. It was just one of Damon’s oddities, but she liked his oddities.

		“So if you can do this to her, could you do something similar to me?”

		This was the first time Annabelle asked something like this of Damon. She had always steered clear of his magic practice, not wanting to spoil his fun when it was clear it didn’t work. Anyway, Annabelle had more important things to do with her time. She had turned herself into quite the gym addict. She went everyday, constantly working to improve her fitness. For his part, Damon had never worried about her lack of interest in his magic. He had been just fine with it.

		“Sure I could,” Damon said. “But you probably don’t want that. I mean, bimbos are pretty extreme.”

		“I’m not letting you off the hook that easy, mister.” Annabelle turned around and pushed her finger into Damon’s chest, accusingly. “No, you either do this to me or you can forget about me sucking your cock later.”

		Annabelle knew her threat was hollow. She had wanted to come up with something better, but she couldn’t think of anything in the moment. The truth was, she had come to depend on Damon to satisfy her own needs. It was excruciatingly difficult when Damon did one of his disappearing acts, because it meant she didn’t have access to him anymore. The truth was, she would happily suck his cock later, whether he indulged her curiosity or not.

		“Fine then,” Damon said grudgingly. “I’ll do it.”

		“I’m waiting,” Annabelle said a moment later.

		“Hold your horses woman. I can’t do it instantly.”

		Annabelle dropped the tops for the time being, but she did wonder when she would start to see changes in herself. Her plan was to get Damon to turn her back before it was all over. She did not want to actually be a bimbo in real life, but it sounded like it might be fun to try here or there.

		With Damon agreeing to work his magic on her and prove that he could do what he claimed, Annabelle went about her normal life, nearly forgetting about the recent encounter with her boyfriend. And when it came to their sexual escapades later that day, she happily sucked his cock before he turned her around and fucked her from behind. It was a good day.

		However, it was only a few days later when Annabelle began to realize just what she had gotten herself into. It all started with a letter. Or at least, it looked like a letter from the outside. It was addressed to her with a flowing script she had never seen before.

		Opening the envelope, Annabelle discovered a simple note card inside. On the note card was a simple order.

		“Dye your hair blonde,” Annabelle read out loud.

		She took hold of her ponytail and held it up in front of her face. She had not colored her hair in a long time. There had been a time when she had regularly dyed her hair different colors. She had been blonde at one point, but that had been a long time ago. Annabelle had stopped dying her hair when she got a real job working in an office. She did not want to stand out as too outside the norm and brightly colored hair would certainly do that.

		“I’m not going to give you the satisfaction,” Annabelle said to Damon, even though he was not there. Little did she know the compulsion that would be set by the cards he sent her.

		In the end, Annabelle made it two days before she visited a salon to have her hair dyed. Actually, that had not been her original intent. She had meant to simply get a trim. The appointment had been on her calendar for a week, but in the end it did not matter. Since she was already there, she figured there would be no harm in trying out coloring her hair again.

		“Platinum blonde looks good on you,” Damon said later that night when Annabelle visited him for dinner.

		“I don’t know how you did it, but I can’t believe how much I like it.”

		Annabelle instantly fell in love with her new hair color. And within days she had a hard time remembering ever having different colored hair. Her coworkers certainly did not mind seeing her with blonde hair, although Annabelle did notice an uptick in the number of blonde jokes she happened to overhear. Not that she paid them much attention. What was important was she liked the color of her hair and she certainly did just that. She loved it and foresaw regularly dying her hair again. After all, her roots would eventually show through again.

		When the second letter arrived, Annabelle opened the envelope immediately and read the card inside. “Always smile,” it read.

		Without even thinking about it, Annabelle’s lips turned up into a smile. It was an instant boost to her mood too. She had no idea smiling could feel so good.

		Everyone seemed to enjoy Annabelle’s new hair color and her tendency to smile. Her coworkers were kinder to her and the people at the gym she frequented treated her more nicely than before. Not that they treated her poorly before, but all it took was a smile for the desk clerk to practically trip over himself to check her in or help with whatever problem she was having.

		What was more, Damon’s treatment of her had changed as well. Her blonde hair had been a welcome change in his eyes and he more and more frequently showered her with compliments. And those compliments seemed to lead to more sex, although they already had an active sex life.

		But it was the smiling that seemed to kick everything into high gear. Suddenly everyone wanted to be helpful. Everyone wanted to make sure Annabelle could find everything she needed at the grocery store and made sure her next weight machine at the gym had been cleaned and made available to her. She had never experienced anything like it before. If Annabelle had any regrets, she did not mention them to anyone.

		All that changed, however, when Annabelle received the third letter. She happened to notice it while she grabbed the mail before she headed over to Damon’s house. She always preferred to visit him rather than the other way around. Her apartment was simply too small to do much hosting.

		“Always say yes,” Annabelle read out loud.

		The mental block in her mind went up immediately. The word no had been removed from her vocabulary. Annabelle still understood the reasons why someone would say no, to deny themselves or someone else of some piece of information, food, or object. That was to be expected, but this was different. Her inability to say no meant she could no longer prevent herself from getting steamrolled by other people. And her abilities to decide the language she used would be put to work that night.

		“Hey, babe,” Damon said, greeting his steadily improving girlfriend. He was very much looking forward to testing the results from the latest note. “Why don’t you come in here and suck my cock?”

		Damon was sitting and waiting for Annabelle in the family room. While it was not uncommon to find Damon waiting in the family room for her, she did not usually start their nights together with a blowjob. It had happened only once before and that time she had already been drunk.

		This time, however, Annabelle was entirely sober. And yet, she stood there for only a moment before she entered the family room herself, dropped gracefully to her knees in front of him. With deft fingers, Annabelle freed Damon’s cock and then she took him into her mouth.

		Afterwards Annabelle had been beside herself. This was not like her, but in each and every interaction she had with people Annabelle needed to be able to say no. She needed to be able to stick up for herself. Yet no matter what she did, her answer was always yes.

		“Annabelle, can you head up our new diversity project?” her boss asked one afternoon. It was the end of the day and she had been about to go home after spending the entire day in a series of exhausting meetings.

		“Sure thing,” Annabelle answered automatically. Of course, this new project would add a significant amount of work to her already full schedule and would not come with additional money. Still, she had agreed to it, because she found herself unable to turn anyone down.

		However, her workload seemed the last of her worries when she was with Damon. He seemed to have taken a more dominant role in their relationship. She tried to tell him how hard it was at work, but he always seemed to silence her.

		“This is what you wanted,” Damon said with a wide smile. It didn’t help that Annabelle was smiling too. And the previous orders she had received had been fun. “You just need to give yourself time to adapt.”

		“Is that it?” Annabelle wanted to say. She was tired and grumpy, no matter what her expression conveyed. However, she said nothing. Questioning Damon felt too close to saying no and there was no way she could let herself do that.

		Back at work, Annabelle did her best to get all her work done. But as the diversity project grew, she found herself needing to hand off some of her more regular duties to other people, sharing the load. Of course, she found the whole concept of her leading a diversity project at the company to be either sad or laughable. Still, she pressed on, getting compliments from her boss and other people in management.

		As the days wore on, Annabelle began to wonder if Damon had forgotten about her challenge to him. She had received nothing in the mail that related to the note cards.

		“Did you forget about me?” Annabelle asked Damon one night. She sensed that he was distracted by something, but she did not know what it might be.

		“Of course not,” Damon said. “Why don’t you get yourself ready to ride me. That always makes you feel better.”

		It was true. Annabelle, in addition to sucking Damon’s cock regularly, had found it enjoyable to fuck Damon with her on top. It gave her more control. She could buck her hips and prolong the moment, ensuring they both came together. And orgasms with Damon’s cock inside of her always seemed to make her feel better. It was a great source of stress relief, especially when work was weighing on her mind a lot.

		“I’m ready now,” Annabelle announced. She did not know what it was, but she had been wetter than usual. Often she needed to get her motor going a little bit, performing a little pre-sex masturbation to get her juices flowing. However, with Damon being more dominant in their relationship, she was finding herself ready more often.

		That is not to say that Damon ignored foreplay, but there were times when his focus was elsewhere. That seemed more and more true lately with him spending his time in his study, a room Annabelle was not allowed in.

		Early in their relationship, she had assumed he locked himself away to watch porn. It was only later that she learned he was studying magic. There had been times she wished it had been the former, but she had few doubts about his magic now. The compulsions she felt, not just to follow the orders not he note cards he sent her, but also to immediately open the envelopes they came in, told her all she needed to know. To experience his magic directed at her was something she could not put into words, but she was already a believer.

		Annabelle straddled Damon, her lithe body already sensitive to his touch. He ran his fingers down her body until he found her hips. He grabbed hold of her and pulled her closer.

		“Kiss me,” he said.

		Annabelle did not argue. Her lips met his as they kissed deeply. Their tongues darted in and out of each other’s mouths. Annabelle felt her body growing hotter and hotter. She felt as if she might melt.

		When it came time for her to ride him, Annabelle sank down onto his cock, enjoying how his length and girth filled her. She had never experienced a cock as good as his. It seemed to fit her just right, pushing all of her buttons at once.

		“I love your cock,” Annabelle moaned as she slowly gyrated her hips, bucking up and down, turning side to side, as she slowly fucked him.

		It was a slow sensual moment. They each moaned and groaned between hot, passionate kisses. Annabelle’s hands roamed across Damon’s surprisingly muscular chest. She had never seen him workout, but he always seemed so fit, although he hid that fact under dark clothing most of the time. It was these moments that she lived for, these moments when his cock was inside of her and she could lose herself in the act of love and lust.

		When Damon finally came, Annabelle came with him. Her vision turned white as she came, her upper body collapsing against his. Her orgasms had always been enjoyable, but that had been another part of why she had come to need Damon. No other man could do what he could do to her. No other man could make her cum like he could.

		It was only later, after Annabelle and managed to roll off Damon so that he could return to his study to continue his work that she began to wonder how far his magical talents really went. She had no doubt about the magic of the note cards. Why he felt the need to mail them to her, she did not know. But more importantly, she began to wonder if he had used his magic to ensnare her before this bimbo magic with the note cards began. She had no doubts about how good sex with him was. He did not even seem to need to try and he could have her crying out for more in mere seconds.

		“But does it matter?” Annabelle whispered to herself. Sure, it was possible that Damon had made him the perfect lover for her. It was possible she had been living under the effect of his magic since they first met. None of that changed the fact she loved him, at least she loved the way he made her feel. Magic or not, she was not about to leave him.

		As it turned out, the next note card arrived the very next day. Annabelle returned home from work and the gym to find the familiar flowing script on an envelope. She ripped it open immediately, wondering what her next order would be.

		“Get a tattoo?” Annabelle asked as she read the order out loud.

		In all her life, Annabelle had never been someone who liked tattoos. She was not against them per se, but she had never thought of anything that she wanted permanently marker on her skin. Yes, technically tattoos could be removed, but it was expensive and there was no promise that it could be done. Annabelle had heard horror stories about people who got tattoos with cheap ink that could not be removed.

		What was more, however, Damon had specified what tattoo she should get and even described the placement.

		“He wants me to get a tramp stamp with my name and his,” she scoffed as she looked closely at the design. Her name would be in large flowing script. At first glance, people would just see that it said Annabelle. It would only be on closer inspection that they would see the additional words Damon’s Bimbo.

		Annabelle knew she was in a jam. She already felt compelled to start researching tattoo artists, but she also felt unable to even complain to Damon about his latest order. Everything that had happened so far had been fun, at least to a degree. She had begun to adapt to always saying yes to people. It really was not that bad, although she had obviously agreed to take on more work than she felt appropriate at the office.

		However, Annabelle had always thought this bimbo thing would be temporary. She had plans to ask Damon to change her back. A tattoo felt awfully permanent to her. It felt too permanent, unless he had the means to erase the tattoo with magic. That was the only solution she could think of that made all of this reasonable.

		As Annabelle sat down to dinner that night, one of the rare nights she did not spend with Damon, she began to pull up reviews of local tattoo shops. Something like this would probably require an appointment, taking more time than dying her hair had. In that case, she already had the appointment waiting for her. This time, she did not have previous plans to get a tattoo.

		“Can you use magic to remove a tattoo?” Annabelle asked Damon a few nights later. After a night of research and several phone calls to talk to various artists on her lunch break, she had settled on an artist and had an appointment for tomorrow.

		“Is there a tattoo I don’t know about that you want removed?” Damon asked, as if he did not know Annabelle’s true meaning for her question.

		“No, I’m just wondering what would happen if this bimbo thing doesn’t work out,” she answered. “What if you were to change me back? Could you remove the tattoo that says I’m your bimbo?”

		“I’m sure it could be done,” Damon said.

		“What do you mean by that?” Annabelle said, worry creeping into her voice.

		“I haven’t studied it, but I doubt it would be a problem. You’ve got nothing to worry about. Besides, I think you’re going to like your new tattoo.”

		Annabelle was not so sure about that, but that did not stop her from bending over the couch and letting Damon fuck her from behind.

		“Yes,” she cried out. “Come on, harder.”

		Annabelle had not noticed how she had changed in recent weeks. Ever since the first note card, she had become more vocal during sex. Sometimes that just meant her moans were louder. Other times, she would actively encourage Damon to fuck her harder or faster, to be more rough with her.

		Damon certainly noticed the change in his girlfriend. She might not be a bimbo yet, but was certainly on her way in his mind. He had the whole thing planned out and to his surprise, Annabelle’s bimbofication would take less time than Sara’s had. His sister-in-law had required roughly the length of her engagement. Annabelle could be ready in half that time. Then again, Damon was far more experienced with this kind of magic now. It was easier to perform and he knew what steps he needed to take.

		Annabelle’s first day with her new tattoo saw her wearing a dress to avoid the waist of her usual work slacks from rubbing against her sensitive skin. The area around the tattoo was red and swollen, but the artist had been able to complete the entire piece in one sitting. Not that Annabelle had done any sitting during the process. She had been on her front, her shirt pulled halfway up her back and her pants and panties pushed down over her butt. The pain had been intense, but she had no choice.

		The dress definitely brought a few looks from her coworkers. She had always worn pants to the office before. That change in routine did not go unnoticed. Then again, her blonde hair had been well received and it did not take long for Annabelle to put the extra looks out of her mind.

		“If only they knew the truth,” she said to herself as she sat down to begin her work. No one else in the office knew how she had spent her weekend or how her boyfriend was using magic to turn her into a bimbo.

		“I like it,” Damon said when Annabelle first showed him her new tattoo. Of course, he had been the one who designed it. He knew what it would say and what it would look like, but he had yet to see the finished product.

		The skin was still a little red, but Annabelle had been doing everything the artist had instructed her on caring for it until it had finished healing. Although she found even the touch of cloth from her dresses were enough to irritate the skin further.

		“You know what I’d like to see you in?” Damon said as he continued to survey Annabelle’s latest addition. “I’d like to see you wear clothes that really help show off your ink. You should be proud of it. I mean, it looks fantastic.”

		Even before Annabelle showed Damon the tattoo, she was already coming to the conclusion that she liked it. However, the idea of showing it off still worried her.

		“Are you sure I should do that?” Annabelle asked. “You don’t want to keep my tattoo just between us?”

		“No, I definitely want you showing it off, when appropriate of course,” Damon answered. “Now let’s have you bend over so I can fuck your pussy and look at your tattoo at the same time.”

		Annabelle couldn’t help herself. Before she knew it she had stripped down so that she was only wearing a pair of heels. After all, a dress required heels.

		The moment Damon’s cock entered her, she could think of nothing else. The pain in her lower back from the still healing tattoo disappeared. Instead, all she could feel was Damon’s cock as he thrusted in and out of her.

		From Damon’s perspective, everything was going according to plan. Annabelle had been trapped in his magic and now he got to enjoy looking down at the truth whenever he fucked her from behind. She had not only labeled herself with her name, but also labeled herself as belonging to him. And if there was any question of what kind of woman she was going to be, it was written on her tattoo.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Damon announced as he approached his climax. He had plans to someday cum on Annabelle’s tattoo, but it needed more time to heal. Still, it was that image that he held in his head as he pushed himself toward the end.

		“Do it,” Annabelle called back. “Cum in my fucking pussy. Make me cum like a bitch.”

		And when Damon finally came, so too did Annabelle.

		It was several days before Annabelle saw Damon again. Unlike most days when it had something to do with Damon’s schedule, this time it was because Annabelle had certain needs she needed to take care of. She had been told that Damon wanted to see her in clothes that showed off her tattoo. That meant shopping. And it turned out she got a little carried away with it, replacing a good amount of her wardrobe.

		“Wow,” Damon said as Annabelle walked into his house. She wore a cropped sweater that left part of her midriff bare. She had a nicely toned belly, making it all the better. Of course, the real reason she had gone with a cropped top was to show off her tattoo.

		What was more, Annabelle had replaced most of her pants with low rise versions to avoid covering the bottom portion of the tattoo. Luckily, her workouts had given her a physique well suited to such styles. Few women could pull it off, but she was one of them.

		“You wanted to see me show off my tattoo,” Annabelle said with a smile. She stopped in front of him and completed a slow turn, making sure he saw her tattoo. “And to be honest, I kind of like it. It’s almost like I don’t need to wear a name tag.”

		And it was true. Annabelle was growing to like her tattoo. She still felt weird wearing clothing that revealed so much of her body, but at least she had a body worth showing off. Even when all this was over, Annabelle was beginning to think the only part of the tattoo she would change would be the small bit that called her Damon’s bimbo. Obviously, that was not true, or it would not be when Damon reversed his magic.

		It was that night when Damon fulfilled his desire. He again fucked Annabelle from behind. She began moaning and talking dirty from the start, begging him to cum in her pussy. But that was not his plan. He had positioned her up on the bed on her hands and knees. He had come up behind her, finding just the right angle to fuck her.

		Damon had come to really enjoy Annabelle’s pussy. Really, all of her holes were well liked by him. She had a talented tongue and she was not afraid to let him fuck her in the ass on occasion. But it was her pussy that he most enjoyed, as if it had been tailor-made for his cock.

		Sometimes magic worked in strange ways. There were times when he had complete control. Those times included his use of the note cards to first transform his sister-in-law into a bimbo and now to transform Annabelle into a bimbo. But there were other times when the magic seemed to work on its own, without any predetermined plan. Oddly, it was those magical surprises that seemed to lead to the most fun.

		Damon had little doubt that his magic had changed them both. The way they fit together was too big a coincidence, especially as that compatibility had not always been present. It was something that had formed over time. Not that either one of them would complain about that fact. It only heightened the pleasure they received from each other.

		This time, however, in a rare change of routine, Damon chose not to cum in Annabelle’s pussy. This was his moment to mark her, to cum on her tattoo. It had been his plan all along, although he may have failed to tell Annabelle. When he pulled out and prepared himself to cum on her tattoo, Annabelle looked back in worry. She had never failed to cum herself when he let loose inside her pussy. She was horny and needed to cum too.

		But the moment Damon’s seed hit her tattoo, any worry about going deprived was lost on her, because through Damon’s own magic, she came as soon as his seed began to paint her backside.

		“Oh fuck,” Annabelle said as she bit her lower lip. Her arms gave out as the orgasm rocked her body, sending wave after wave of pleasure through her.

		“That was fun,” Damon said when it was all over.

		“You didn’t tell me…” Annabelle started to say as she sat up smiling. “But damn.”

		Annabelle was as surprised at her response as Damon was, although neither of them minded the connection they had developed. Neither of them would ever complain about the sexual relationship they had developed. It was what had helped foster a closer emotional relationship as well, especially now that Damon was taking an active role in Annabelle’s life. She may not have felt like a bimbo, even with some of her new traits and proclivities, but she found herself bonding with Damon more and more. He was becoming more than just a boyfriend, although she was not yet ready to name exactly what he was to her. But she knew that would come eventually.

		The next letter arrived on a Saturday. Annabelle was lounging around her apartment, wearing just a bra and a pair of low-rise leather pants. Damon had made a comment about liking her in more form fitting clothing and Annabelle had been unable to stop herself from making another shopping trip. She was not even planning to see Damon for several hours, but she could not help herself from indulging. It turned out she liked wearing the tight and revealing clothing as much as he liked to see her in it.

		However, the moment Annabelle read the note card, she was furious. The tattoo had been one thing, but this was too much. This she could not hide from people at work. And that was not even considering the time she would need to take off to recover. No, it was too much.

		“You want me to get a boob job?” she screamed as soon as she had stepped through the door into Damon’s house that night. It did not matter that he was in his study. He could hear her shouting from the foyer.

		“Hey, babe,” Damon said with a smile as he greeted her. She still stood at the door, looking ravishing in her cropped vest and leather pants. Adding the heels made it all the better, lengthening her legs and giving her butt a nice pop. “What’s that matter?”

		“This,” Annabelle said, holding up the note card which was crumpled in her hand. “This is what’s the matter.”

		“You wanted me to turn you into a bimbo,” Damon said with a shrug. “This is just the next step.”

		Annabelle wanted to scream more and even hit Damon, but she felt herself struggle to emote all of that. It was her stupid smile. Even as angry as she was, she was still smiling, completely destroying her point.

		It did not help that Damon was correct. This had all been a challenge Annabelle had given him. She wanted him to turn her into a bimbo with his magic. He was doing that. Annabelle just did not realize how he would do it.

		“Yes, but couldn’t you just make my boobs bigger with magic?”

		“That’s not how this works,” Damon said. “But just think about it. Wouldn’t be nice to be a little bigger. You’d fill out your tops more and you’d definitely give the guys at the office and the gym something to look at. I bet that sounds nice.”

		Annabelle would have said no if she could, but that had been taken away from her. But the more that she thought about it, the less she wanted to say no. Damon was right. She could imagine herself with a slightly bigger bust. It would look good on her.

		“I guess I could go for something small,” Annabelle agreed. “My breasts stay small because of my workouts. Some guys like that, but I’m sure most would love to see me show off some cleavage.”

		“I know I would,” Damon said. “Don’t get me wrong. I like you as you are, but I mean, you know you’d look better with a bigger rack.”

		“I’ll do some research and make some calls,” Annabelle finally agreed, her smile getting wider. It did feel good to agree. And it felt good knowing that she was making herself more attractive. That was the point of a breast augmentation. It was about making herself more attractive.

		“And just so you know,” Damon added. “I’ll pay for it.”

		That really got Annabelle smiling. It also got her wet. There was something about Damon paying for her new boobs that turned her on, almost as if he would own them. It was not long before she had her lips wrapped around Damon’s cock. In her mind, however, she was thinking how nice it would be to have her boobs wrapped around his cock. That was one part of their sex life that had never come to fruition. She simply was not big enough for it, for now.

		When Annabelle went in for her consultation, she brought Damon with her. She wanted the moral support as well as his approval, since he was the one paying for the operation. The surgeon seemed completely at ease with having the both of them present. Clearly this was a common occurrence.

		The consultation started with a physical examination. This part Damon was not needed for. It was just Annabelle and the doctor.

		In the past, Annabelle might have been embarrassed by letting the doctor see her tattoo, but she had already become accustomed to wearing clothing that revealed it to anyone who wanted to see it. She had actually become quite proud of it, even when people looked close enough to see the hidden words that defined who she was becoming.

		After the examination, Annabelle and the surgeon were joined by Damon for the discussion of what Annabelle wanted done. The trio looked through examples of some of the doctor’s past work, as well as other possible looks the doctor thought could be achieved given Annabelle’s body. No two surgeries were alike when it came to final results.

		At first, Annabelle gravitated toward the smaller sizes. The note card had only told her to get implants. It did not tell her what size to get. And at first, both the surgeon and Damon seemed on board with a small model, giving Annabelle a small boost while still making it seem her breasts were within the realm of natural possibility. But then Damon had an idea.

		“Why don’t we look at some more attention getting styles?” he said. “I’d like to at least see the options.”

		Suddenly it was as if a switch had been flipped inside of Annabelle. She looked at the smaller sizes she had been considering and could no longer see them as an option. Why bother with surgery if the effect was going to be so small? It was better to go big or go home.

		After that, the consultation got away from Annabelle a little. Technically she was still in charge. The surgeon would do as she requested, but she could not say no to Damon. If he wanted her with big tits, then that was what she was going to get. He was paying for them, after all.

		Annabelle ended up needing to wait a week before her surgery. That gave her time to prepare a few things, including arrange for the time off work she would need to recover. Given what she was about to do, everyone would know why she had taken a week off of work when she returned. Everyone would know that she had made the decision to pump her tits full of plastic. After all, at the size she would be at the end, there was no way she could call her breasts anything but tits. They would be that big.

		The week before the surgery also gave Annabelle the chance to do a little shopping. She was going to need tops that could stretch around her new chest. The tops needed to be stretchy so that they would fit her new tits, but also still fit her thin frame.

		“Fuck that makes me horny,” Annabelle said one night as she looked at her reflection in the mirror. She could imagine her new body. She would be tits on a stick. No one would believe she had grown her tits naturally. They could have only come from a surgeon’s hand. But there was something about that which made it all the hotter.

		She was transforming her body for Damon. She would not only have the tiny waist and well defined ass she had gained in the gym, as well as the blonde hair, but the big tits that would define her as a bimbo. There would be no turning back. This was who she would be until Damon decided to change her back. That was, assuming he would want to change her back. As it stood, Annabelle found the idea of being a bimbo for Damon more attractive than ever. What had started as a challenge had become a way of life. But there were still steps to take. She was not complete yet.

		The surgery went off without a hitch. Annabelle had gone under the anesthesia and woken up with a chest which she could only have imagined before. The weight was certainly more than she had imagined. It felt as if a giant boulder had been placed on her chest as she lay in bed. The pain was significant, made worse by the knowledge that her body had been opened up and implants had been stuffed inside of her.

		Still, even as she laid there in the recovery room, she could raise her head enough to see the two large mounds that were now her tits. She had already been smiling, but that smile got bigger as she realized what she had done. The pain did not matter. The sensation that someone was sitting on her chest did not matter. What mattered was she would have the tits that would make her a better bimbo for Damon. That was what mattered now.

		“You look perfect,” Damon said after he had brought Annabelle home with him. He had arranged to have her stay at his house while she recovered so that he could take care of her. She was going to miss her apartment, but she spent so much time at Damon’s house anyway, it was not that big of a deal.

		“Thanks,” Annabelle said groggily as she struggled to speak through the mental effects of the pain medication the doctor had put her on. There would be time for fun, but in the moment, she was more interested in sleeping than thinking about how she looked or anything related to her status as a bimbo.

		Damon had set her up in a spare room. He wanted her someplace where he could keep an eye on her, but also someplace where he could ensure she was comfortable. He understood completely the steps she had taken for him. If he had not already seen what had happened to his sister-in-law, he never would have believed Annabelle would get this far.

		Even as Annabelle slept, Damon found himself standing in the doorway to her room, watching her, appreciating her new form. Yes, she looked like a mess, but that was to be expected after everything she had just gone through. But Damon knew it would be worth it.

		After that first day at Damon’s home, Annabelle’s recovery took on a much faster pace. Before she knew it, she was up and about. Her new tits dropped and fluffed as expected, but in record time. At the end of the week, when she returned for a followup appointment with the surgeon, even he was surprised by Annabelle’s rate of recovery. There was a part of him that wished he had pushed her to go even bigger, just to test her limits. However, he said nothing of this to his patient.

		When Annabelle returned to work, she did so with a big smile. Her cleavage was well on display, the buttons on her blouse unable to fully close around her new tits. They bounced and bounded in the open after she chose not to replace her work outfits.

		The men in the office were like a moth attracted to a flame. Even if Annabelle had wanted to get her work done upon her return, the men in the office kept dropping by, distracting her. It was not her fault, at least in the beginning. The men had real requests they made of her. But as time went on, the needs of the various men in the office became less and less work related and more about them simply wanting to get a look down Annabelle’s cleavage. Not that she minded. She actually found the extra attention she received because of her tits to be fun.

		Annabelle found herself twirling her hair and giggling at the various men who paid her visits at work. Coupled with her radiant smile, she definitely did not appear to be the same hard worker that had previously defined her career.

		There was still a part of Annabelle that was bothered by that. She had changed so much. But at the same time, she could not deny it felt good to be the center of attention. She could walk into a conference room for a meeting and every set of eyes would be on her and her cleavage. She looked smoking hot and her first day saw half a dozen men ask her out on dates. Then there was the female secretary who slipped Annabelle her number, wanting a date as well.

		“You wanted to see me?” Annabelle asked her boss at the end of her first week back at work.

		“Yes,” he said, his eyes doing what everyone else’s in the office now did, staring intently at her chest. Annabelle could not remember the last time someone other than Damon looked her in the eyes. As annoying as she thought she would find the chest gaze she received, she kind of liked it. It somehow made her feel more powerful.

		Annabelle sat down across from her boss, his gaze following her cleavage. She had switched up wearing a skirt instead of her usual slacks. Had someone looked from behind, they would have seen her blouse slide up as she sat, revealing part of her tattoo. That was partly a function of the added stress her breasts put on the blouse. It simply could not cover everything, making it so bending and sitting revealed the ink she now sported above her ass.

		“It’s come to my attention that you have become a bit of a, um, distraction in the office,” her boss continued. It was clear he was as distracted by her appearance as everyone else in the office. “I wanted to warn you that this kind of situation cannot be tolerated.”

		Annabelle could see where this was going and she had the perfect response already thought out, all because of the next note card that had arrived in the mail the day before.

		“I agree,” Annabelle said. “Would you like me to give you my two week’s notice, or would you prefer if I were out at the end of the day?”

		The new note card had been a simple one. It had told Annabelle to quit her job. To be honest, she knew the writing was already on the wall. She knew she could not continue in her current role with all the changes she had made. It might not have been so bad if she had not been the glutton for attention that she now was. Annabelle loved it when men came to visit her. She loved it when they lavished her with attention, even if she made it clear she was not available. But she also understood that she could not be paid to distract the male members of the office. She was not getting her work done and the men were not getting their work done while they were spending time with her. It was a situation that could not continue.

		Once the note card had arrived, Annabelle visited Damon, wanting to make a plan. If she was not working, it meant she could not keep the lease on her apartment. She would need to move in with him to make it work. Damon had agreed wholeheartedly. He had even arranged to have her belongings moved. Some items would go to his house. Others would find their way into storage until a more permanent plan was made.

		With that decision made, it left Annabelle planning her exit at work. She had been planning to give her two-week notice that day, but getting called into her boss’ office made it all the easier.

		“If you’re out by the end of the day, I’ll give you a bonus,” her boss said. “The less distraction we have here the more work that can get done.”

		“It’s a deal,” Annabelle said, leaning forward to shake her boss’ hand. As he reached out his hand to shake hers, he got an even greater look down her blouse, his eyes getting lost in her cleavage. It was only when she stood up that the spell was broken.

		Annabelle spent the rest of her day cleaning out her workspace. She did visit a few of her coworkers, explaining her departure and catching them up on a few of her assignments. The diversity project would go to someone else. Annabelle’s only hope was the project would go to someone who had a more diverse background. She still thought it strange that they had chosen her for it. But none of that mattered anymore. Annabelle was happily jobless.

		That night, Annabelle slept at her own apartment for the last time. She would be moving into Damon’s house the next day. It was a big step, but one that she was happy with. She would certainly have more time for the activities she enjoyed. First, she would not need to worry about fitting her time at the gym around work. She could take her time and spend a proper amount of time there to get her fitness where she wanted it to be.

		The gym had become a difficulty since the surgery. She was limited on what she could do with tits as big as hers now were, but that only meant she needed to get creative. She had met with a trainer friend of hers to develop a new fitness plan. The new plan would keep her active and continue to make gains while still taking into account the fact she had added several pounds to her chest.

		The extra time also meant she would have more time to spend with Damon. He worked from home, so she was certain she would be helping him relieve tension during the day. She could just imagine her happily sucking on his cock while he took part in online video chat meetings. No one would know she was kneeling between his legs with his cock in her mouth. The idea of it made her wet.

		There were a lot of things that made Annabelle wet now. Just getting dressed in the morning was enough to turn her on. And without even realizing it, her thoughts had become more sexual as of late, which again, always served to turn her on. As Annabelle went through her apartment to decide what furniture she wanted to bring to Damon’s house, she found herself considering each item’s potential as an apparatus for sex. Was the kitchen table the right height for Damon to bend her over and fuck her from behind? What if she climbed up onto the coffee table on her hands and knees? There were so many options and each one made her feel a need to have Damon’s cock inside of her.

		It was moving day when the final note card arrived. The mail was delivered just before Annabelle and Damon left in the moving van. She happily received the mail directly from the mailman, letting him get a look down her top as she did so, and told him she was moving.

		“I got another note card,” Annabelle said after she hopped into the passenger seat of the moving truck.

		“Hmm, I wonder what it could say?” Damon said with a knowing smirk. Of course he knew. He had created the cards, but Annabelle paid that no notice.

		Instead, she ripped into the envelope, excited to discover what she would find inside.

		“Damon is to do your thinking for you as your owner and master,” Annabelle read aloud.

		Damon watched with fascination as Annabelle’s intelligence seemed to drain before his eyes. It was a sight to behold and one that he wanted to remember forever. He had never seen anything as arousing.

		For Annabelle, she felt as if a fog descended on her mind as soon as the words escaped her lips. Her thinking? That was not her job anymore. Thinking was hard. It was better to let Damon handle that. He could make the hard choices for her. She just needed to focus on being his sexy bimbo. After all, as her tattoo said, she was Annabelle, Damon’s bimbo.

		As Damon pulled the truck out into traffic to drive to his house, Annabelle did the only thing she could think to do while she was in a confined space with the man who owned her. She leaned over and deftly fished Damon’s cock free of his pants. It was already hard, having watched her complete her bimbo transformation. Once her lips were wrapped around his cock, everything seemed to make sense. This was what was supposed to happen.

		It did not take long for Annabelle to adjust to her new life living as Damon’s bimbo. She spent her days wearing skimpy clothing, sometimes never making it past the lingerie stage. She was perfectly happy to do whatever Damon asked of her, whether that was sucking his cock while sitting under his desk, or giving him a strip tease before she wrapped her big tits around his cock and fucked him until they both came.

		Annabelle never noticed how her orgasms were linked to Damon’s orgasms. They always came together, a symphony of sexuality. But that was just a function of Annabelle being a dumb bimbo.

		She still went to the gym most days. There was little from her old life she could not still do. Some of her higher brain functions from the past were no longer available to her. Math was a concept she simply could not understand. But she could write well enough to sign her name or fill out a form. From an outside perspective, Annabelle was simply a functioning person in society, although just barely. Anything complex would require a call to Damon or her to wait until she could talk to him in person.

		And if there was any remaining interest in Annabelle returning to her former life, to have Damon reverse the bimbo magic he had placed on her, she never voiced it. Annabelle was happy as a bimbo. She had a fun and sexy life and she was owned by a man she loved with all her heart. She simply could not imagine a better life.

		That is, until one day when Annabelle got to thinking, which she rarely was able to manage anymore. “Master,” she said as she rested her head on Damon’s lap as they watched a movie on the couch. “Wouldn’t it be fun if you had more bimbos?”

		Damon was shocked enough to pause the movie and look down at Annabelle. She showed no signs that she had said something significant or thoughtful. But when the picture stopped, she turned her head to look up at Damon’s face.

		“Would you like that?” Damon said. “Would you like a bimbo friend to serve with? It would mean you would have to share me.”

		Annabelle tried to look thoughtful, but she broke out into a fit of giggles instead before she finally answered, “Yeah, it would be fun. And you could fuck both of us.”

		Damon’s shock turned into a smile. “Do you have anyone in mind?”

		Annabelle was already smiling, but her smile grew wider when she realized she knew the perfect woman to join her in happy bimbo servitude.

		It was that moment when the idea of creating a bimbo harem was born.
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