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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 second in a series that will see multiple women turned into bimbos, creating a harem of women around Damon. Josie will be the second woman to join Damon as a bimbo.

		

	
		

		Bimbo Harem: Josie

		

		Josie had watched in awe as Annabelle slowly changed. She had always been happy for the success her client experienced, both in the gym and elsewhere in life.

		It was a relationship that had even moved outside the gym, at least that had been the case after Annabelle quit her job and moved in with her boyfriend. Not having a job left her time more free for other activities, like working out and spending time with her friends, of which Josie had begun to think of herself as.

		“I don’t understand what happened,” Josie said to herself one night after having drinks with Annabelle and her boyfriend, Damon. These last few weeks had been especially strange, seeing how Annabelle had not just changed her body, getting a tattoo and breast implants, but mentally as well.

		Josie knew her friend was happy. That much was quite clear based on her ever present smile and her newly effervescent personality. And Josie was happy for her, although a bit jealous too. Yes, Josie loved working as a personal trainer at the gym, but she knew there was more to life than just working all the time. The time she spent in personal training sessions, as well as instructing fitness classes, always left her emotionally and physically drained by the end of the day. She had little time for social activities and she certainly had few leads.

		That was one of the nice things about her budding friendship with Annabelle. It was her one social outlet, even though it was technically still work related. After all, Annabelle was a client as well as a friend.

		But Josie had noticed other changes in her friend. She seemed less decisive than she had once been. She seemed easily overwhelmed by too much information or when required to make a decision. If Josie did not know any better, she would have thought Annabelle had actually gotten dumber in the time they had known each other. It was not a problem. They still enjoyed each other’s company, but Annabelle had become less mentally aware in recent weeks.

		Meeting Damon made for an interesting night. Annabelle seemed completely smitten with the man. And some of that was understandable. He was handsome, in a less than normal way. Josie could not put her finger on exactly what made him so different, but there was no doubt that he was a different sort of person. Still, he was kind and he treated Annabelle well. Then again, given some of the antics Annabelle had told her about, only a monster would consider treating Annabelle poorly.

		Suffice it to say, Josie knew her friend was a bimbo. It was obvious in the way she walked, in the way she talked, and especially in the way she dressed. Everything about her screamed “I don’t know what to think, so I dress sexy for you.” And it was a look that worked for her. She was the center of attention everywhere she went and if she ever ended up in a situation where she forgot her name, all she had to do was turn around and bend over to reveal her name tattooed across her lower back.

		It was several days after meeting Damon that a strange letter arrived in the mail. Josie had just tossed her keys into the basket she kept by the front door. She held the mail in her hands, sorting through it, separating the bills from the advertisements. But then there was this other envelope. The address was written with a fancy cursive penmanship, something Josie had never seen before. She would have thought the envelope’s arrival had been a mistake, something delivered to the wrong address. However, it had her name and address on it, making it clear it was for her.

		Josie set down all the other mail before she opened the envelope, sliding her finger beneath the flap, breaking the seal. Inside, rather than a regular letter, there was a note card. That was it. There was not even a return address on the envelope. It was impossible to track its origins, other than the fact it had a local post mark. It was local mail.

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

		“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Josie cried out as she realized the note card was giving her an order.

		For all her life, Josie had kept her hair its natural brown. She had never once considered dying it. It had even survived the peer pressure when the girls soccer team in high school all wanted to dye their hair in the school colors before the playoffs. Had they not gone on to win the state title, Josie was sure her teammates would blame her for the loss. She was the only one of them who held firm and did not dye her hair.

		And so it was with that in mind that Josie scoffed at the order printed on the note card. The printing showed the same flowing script at the address on the envelope, but that did nothing to tell her anything about the sender.

		Josie’s natural inclination was to ignore the card. What else should she have done? It was completely random and it made no sense.

		However, when Josie found herself making a hair appointment while she was on a break between clients the next day, she knew something was wrong. She had never anticipated a scenario where she would dye her hair, let alone a scenario where an anonymous note commanded her to dye her hair. Nonetheless, Josie only had three more days to call herself a brunette.

		“Wow, Josie, I love the hair,” said one of her coworkers at the gym when she arrived the day after having her hair dyed.

		“Thanks,” she said. “I figured it was time to try something new.”

		“Well, I hope you like it, because you look great.”

		The compliments made Josie smile. She was not someone who usually paid much attention to people’s hair, but the near platinum blonde color of her hair certainly garnered her compliments. Her coworker was not the first person to comment on her hair. And thus far, all of the comments had been positive.

		“O-M-G,” squealed Annabelle the next time she saw her trainer-friend. “You look amazing as a blonde. A little lighter and we’d have matching hair.”

		Josie thanked her friend for the compliment, but found herself wondering if she should have gone all the way as Annabelle already had. When Josie had been making the decision on her new hair color, the one thought she had was she did not want to go all the way to platinum. That seemed like too far at the time. Now, it seemed like a trivial matter. Maybe she would go the rest of the way when it was time to touch up her roots.

		Josie never did tell anyone about the note card she received. She kept it, filing it away in her records, just in case it was the first piece of contact from a stalker. However, Josie paid little attention to the fact she had followed through on the command to dye her hair. That seemed completely separate to her.

		However, when the next note card arrived, Josie paid more attention to her actions after she was told to get a healthy tan for her skin. It was only then that she completely put two and two together about her hair dye episode.

		It did not help that Josie had access to a spa. It was part of the benefits package from the gym she worked at. The employees, in an effort to keep them looking their best to better attract clients, were given free access to a nearby spa. Josie had never bothered to go, since she felt she did just fine on her own. And she did. Josie looked great, being able to show off her body however she wanted with no one complaining. After all, it would not have done to profess herself to be a fitness expert for her clients if she, herself, could not maintain her own fitness. And since she had non-stop access to the various fitness machines at the gym, she had no problem making sure she stayed fit.

		Again, Josie had planned to ignore the command from the note card. She filed it away with the first one, keeping the envelope just in case there was some way to track the sender. Josie remembered watching a crime show where the forensics experts lifted a finger print off the stamp of a piece of mail. There were reasons to keep the strange pieces of correspondence.

		Josie’s plan to ignore the notecard only lasted a day. She happened to be walking home from the gym, something she chose to do on nice days, when she passed by the salon that offered her and her coworkers free services. Before she knew it, she had stepped inside and inquired about her tanning options.

		There was a part of Josie that was screaming that all of this was wrong. However, that part of her never made it to the surface. Especially when she entered the spray tan booth completely naked. If she was going to go through with the tan, she knew she needed to avoid tan lines. The variations she had in her gym wear meant tan lines would almost always find some way of showing and she simply disliked the look on most women.

		“I can’t believe I just did that,” Josie said as she looked in her bathroom mirror at her tanned reflection when she got home. She pulled off her top and her bra, giving her a view of her tanned breasts. They looked good that way. And she liked how her deep tanned appearance contrasted with her blonde hair. It was only going to get better when she went in again and had her hair taken to the next level.

		“I love your look,” Annabelle said the next day during her training session.

		Josie’s blonde hair and tanned appearance was not all that different from Annabelle’s, although Annabelle had lighter hair and a slightly more pale complexion. The spray tan had taken her from much paler than Annabelle to definitely darker. It was getting hard to avoid stopping to look at herself in the mirror. However, Josie had to admit she liked what she saw.

		“Thanks,” Josie said. “I’m just trying something new.”

		If only that were all the truth. Outwardly, Josie tried to pass off both changes in her appearance as just her wanting to try something different. But it was so much more than that. The compulsion she felt after she received the note cards was off the scale. It was almost like she was an addict trying to feed her addiction. And that scared her. Josie was not used to feeling out of control. She had always wanted to be the one in charge, but she struggled to feel that way when it came to the note cards.

		By the time the third note card arrived, Josie had finally started to get used to her new appearance. She still stopped to look at herself in the mirror, but now it was more an appraisal rather than a surprise.

		“Get the following piercings,” Josie read before scanning down to see three images that appeared to be hand drawn. The detail was amazing, leaving her to wonder how long it had taken the artist to draw all three images.

		The nose was obvious and Josie had always considered getting her nose pierced. Although, at the time, she had been thinking about a septum piercings instead of a stud in her nostril. But over the last year, her interest had waned. She had seen the way people with septum piercings were viewed and it was not always positive. But a stud in her nostril could be cute, if done right.

		The other two were less interesting to Josie. The belly-button was a common place for women to have a piercing. And it could be cute too, but she had never felt the need to get it done. Even when faced with friends getting their navels pierced in their late teens, Josie had managed to avoid such a fate for herself.

		But the real problematic piercing shown on the note card was the tongue piercing. Josie could not imagine having a metal stud sticking through her tongue. What was the point? It was not as if she had ever given a blowjob. She had not even landed a boyfriend recently.

		No, this was not something Josie was willing to do. She refused and that was final.

		“Ooh,” Annabelle said the next time the two friends met up. This was outside of work, a lunch they had scheduled with each other. “I like the pink stud in your nose. It’s so cute.”

		Josie had not meant to get it. She had not meant to give into the demands of the mystery note cards. Yet there she sat with the first of the required three piercings. The small pink gem sitting in her nose was cute. It contrasted nicely with her tan skin. Between the blonde hair, the tan skin, and now the pink nose stud, Josie was more and more beginning to look like her appearance was all she cared about. The femininity of it was off the charts.

		“Um, thanks,” Josie said, still not sure if she liked her latest addition.

		Actually, that was wrong. She loved what she saw every time she looked in the mirror. She definitely had the cute girly look down and she liked it. The only problem was it felt like it had been forced on her. Yes, it was cute, but this was not who she was. This was not who she wanted to be.

		“Damon wants me to get my lips plumped up with filler,” Annabelle said. “I can’t wait.”

		“That could be nice,” Josie said. “I’m sure he’ll enjoy that.”

		As the new Annabelle had become the norm, Josie had noticed how much she seemed to defer to her boyfriend. Even this most recent change for her seemed directed by Damon. It was his idea and Annabelle simply accepted it. Josie could not remember the last time Annabelle had made a decision for herself. Half the time when Josie asked a question, the only response she got was something along the lines of “I’ll have to ask Damon.” It was as if he owned her.

		Not that Josie would ever complain about the relationship Annabelle had with Damon. They seemed like a great couple, even if Damon came off as a little strange. He had this dark and brooding thing going for him that Josie could never completely understand. Still, he had a hotness about him that she could get behind. Had it not been for Annabelle’s presence in his life, Josie would have been willing to at least go on a date with the guy, assuming she had the time. Her work schedule did not leave her with much time for socializing. Personal training was not a career for the lazy. It required hustle.

		“I can’t believe I just did that,” Josie told her reflection a week later. Looking in the mirror, she was once again topless, letting her blonde hair fall down over her shoulders and cover her small breasts. But that was not strictly the reason she was looking at her reflection, although she did like what she saw. Her disbelief came from the fact she now had a pink barbell in her belly-button. She had gotten the second of the three piercings from the note card.

		Josie had not even meant to do it. She had simply been walking home when she happened to pass by the piercing and tattoo shop where she got her nose stud. Looking through the window, she saw the woman who had helped her the first time sitting there, looking bored. The bell on the shop door was ringing a moment later as Josie entered. It did not take long and suddenly she sported the second of the three piercings.

		“At least it looks good,” Josie admitted. And there was a part of her that could not wait for the piercing to heal. She wanted to wear something more eye catching, like a series of pink gems that hung from her belly-button. She did not know why, but that seemed like a good goal to have. Again, it would look good against her tan skin.

		Given the nature of Josie’s work, she often found herself just wearing a sports bra for much of the day. She tried wearing longer athletic tops that would cover her midriff at first, but they always seemed to cause her pain. Her piercing was still healing and she found it difficult to wear tight tops over her midriff. Almost any midriff covering tops seemed to bother her.

		“At least I have the body for it,” Josie relented as she dressed for another day at work. Her boss certainly did not mind too much about what she wore to the gym. There were limits, but it was not as if she planned to show up to work wearing a thong instead of shorts or tights.

		By the time Josie relented and got her third piercing, she could not believe how far she had fallen. Every time she opened her mouth, her cheeks turned red from embarrassment. The pink stud through her tongue was painfully obvious. Her tongue was swollen in her mouth, making it hard to speak. And speaking brought its own pain, as certain movements and mouth positions left her unable to manage.

		“I sound like an idiot,” Josie said at another lunch date with Annabelle. She found herself over-pronouncing every word, having to slow down her rate of speaking to try and limit the effects of her lisp.

		“You sound just fine,” Annabelle said with a giggle. She had changed too in the last week. Her lips were now plump and juicy. It was clear what they were best suited for. With lips that size, it was not about style or fashion, it was about sex, especially oral sex. “And it looks super cute.” Annabelle finished her statement by licking her lips. She seemed to be doing that a lot more since she got the filler.

		The problem was that Josie agreed with her bimbo friend. She did look cute. Everything about her was cute. And girly. Josie could not avoid that comparison either. The blonde hair, the tan skin, and the pink from her new jewelry all screamed girly, especially the pink.

		“I still don’t like how all this has happened to me,” Josie said. “I can’t stop myself. I’m changing, but I can’t control it.”

		“You’re a hottie,” Annabelle cooed, trying to soothe her friend. “You don’t need to be in control. You just need to look sexy. And you definitely look sexy.”

		Was it that simple? Josie could not believe she was even thinking about it. Could she really just give in and enjoy what was happening to her? There was still the question of the note cards. Those were clearly the source, but there was no return address on the envelopes. Josie certainly did not have the means to hire some private eye to find out who was sending her the note cards.

		“Maybe you’re right,” Josie finally said, defeated. “Maybe I should just give in and enjoy myself more.”

		“Definitely,” Annabelle said. “Totes definitely.”

		Taking a few days off from work had been an important opportunity for Josie. It gave her tongue time to heal, which meant she was not lisping in front of her clients. But it also gave her the chance to enjoy the changes she had made in herself. Going out on a Saturday night meant she had plenty of male attention, when she wanted it. Josie was careful, not willing to jump into bed with just any man. Somehow she knew the right man was out there for her. She just needed to find him. Then everything would become clear.

		By the time Josie returned to work on Monday, she felt much better about herself. Annabelle had been a great help, pushing her to see the benefits of the recent transformation she had put herself through. No one seemed to mind everything she had done thus far and those who did notice seemed to approve.

		However, that evening when Josie returned home, she found another of the strange envelopes waiting for her in her mail.

		“Nope,” Josie said. “I’m done with these.”

		She dropped the envelope into the garbage, unopened, planning never to see or think about it ever again.

		However, as much as Josie wanted to push the possibility of another note card out of her mind, it had become completely lodged there. She was unable to keep her mind off of it. Still she tried, doing everything she could think of to ignore it. She even stayed up late watching movies to try and distract her.

		Josie’s attempts were short-lived. By morning, she had reached her last straw. She retrieved the envelope and then opened it, revealing its contents.

		“Always smile,” Josie read out loud.

		It was a simple command. It was the sort of thing that she would have probably told a coworker as a way to attract and keep clients. Keeping an upbeat and positive attitude was the most important step a personal trainer could make. A smile not only went a long way to keep others happy, it also had a personal psychological effect, making the person doing the smiling happier too.

		Without even realizing it, Josie’s lips turned up into a smile. There was nothing she could do to stop it. It just happened without her thinking about it. And even if she had understood what had just happened, she would have been unable to stop herself from smiling. Josie forever more would have a resting smile on her face.

		It was only later that day, after a full day of work, that Josie realized what had happened. Her day had been phenomenal—one of her best working days ever. Everyone she interacted with, whether it was clients, coworkers, or simply other people she happened to meet, reacted to her in a positive way. It was only later that she realized it had been because of her smile.

		“It can’t be all bad,” Josie said to herself as she looked in the mirror to see her smiling face staring back at her. “Maybe I don’t need complete control.”

		The next time Josie met up with Annabelle, Damon came along for the occasion. Josie did not mind Annabelle bringing her boyfriend. He was handsome, after all. It did highlight that Josie had no one she could consider as boyfriend material yet, but that seemed to be changing. Josie had been getting a lot more interest from men, especially once she sported an ever-present smile. Men were definitely showing interest and she was not even needing to try anymore.

		“You’re looking well,” Damon said, remaining polite.

		“Thanks,” Josie gushed. “I feel good. Life is good.”

		“Annabelle was telling me you were feeling out of control?”

		“I was, or I mean, I am,” Josie said, sounding confused with herself. “It’s weird. I’ve been going through some changes in my life, but I don’t feel responsible for them. Something or someone else seems to be leading me on. I didn’t think I’d like it, but I’m getting used to it, I guess. There’s a part of me that likes it though.”

		“Annabelle was like you once,” Damon said. Annabelle was practically glued to his arm, holding onto him as if she would be lost without him. Josie did not doubt that might be true. Her friend had changed a lot since she first met her and she did not seem as able to handle normal situations anymore. “But we made a deal. She wanted me to turn her into a bimbo and I did. Now she’s happy and loves giving up control to me.”

		Annabelle nodded her head proudly. The smile on her face was genuine. She did love it.

		“That explains a lot,” Josie said. “I wondered what happened, but I was afraid to ask.”

		“She challenged me to turn her into a bimbo and I did,” Damon explained. “She thought she wanted to get turned back to normal at first, but that’s not true anymore, is it?”

		Annabelle shook her head. “Nope. I love being a bimbo. I love being Damon’s bimbo.”

		“Why are you telling me all of this?” Josie asked. She simply did not understand what any of this had to do with her.

		“It was Annabelle’s idea to bring you into the fold,” Damon said. “She wants you to be a bimbo too. Just think about it. You could be like her. You wouldn’t have to worry about anything. All of your needs would be taken care of. You wouldn’t ever have to worry again. You could just be your happy and sexy self, just like Annabelle here.”

		Josie could feel the wetness building between her legs. She could not deny that she found the idea of being like Annabelle, of being a bimbo, of not having to worry about anything ever again to be attractive. She already looked so bimbo-esque, especially with the blonde hair and pink jewelry.

		“What would I have to do?” Josie finally asked, still intrigued.

		“The process is simple, but I should probably explain a few things,” Damon said. “If you were to go through with this and become a bimbo like Annabelle, it would mean you would be joining my harem. It was Annabelle’s idea that I should have more bimbos serving me, not just her. And I can’t really say no to that. In addition to giving up the control of your life to me, you would be required to perform sexual acts whenever and with whomever I designate. You would also be expected to use your knowledge and talents as a personal trainer to keep all of my budding harem in their best bimbo shape.”

		Josie listened to Damon’s words with rapt attention. She could not take her eyes off him, even as Annabelle distracted herself by playing with her long blonde hair.

		Normally, Josie would have taken hours, days, weeks, or even months to make such an important decision. But she had the sense that Damon’s offer would not last for long. If she were going to accept it, she would need to do it soon. She certainly could not walk away from the table they sat across from each other at and still expect the bimbo offer to remain. She needed to decide now.

		As she sat there thinking, Josie was already beginning to suspect that Annabelle and Damon were behind the changes she had thus far made to herself. She had received four note cards, each one giving her different instructions. And each one of them placed her more and more on the path toward becoming a bimbo.

		Oddly, that did not bother Josie. She knew how she looked and felt. She looked great and she had never been happier. Those four note cards, while not radically changing her life, certainly gave her life a boost. Nothing she had done so far were things she wished had never happened. The only disappointment she actually had was how she had to wait for her piercings to heal before she could swap out the jewelry for something more attention getting.

		“What happens if I say no?” Josie asked.

		Damon shrugged his shoulders. “Nothing. If you want, I can even arrange to have you go back to the way you were before all of this.”

		“And if I say yes?”

		Damon said nothing. He simply pulled an envelope out of his pocket and slid it across the table toward Josie.

		The moment Josie laid eyes on the familiar envelope, she knew her theory was confirmed, but that was not what she cared about. Seeing the envelope, she wanted to know what was inside. She wanted to read the note card and have the words printed on it come true. She wanted to give up her control and join Annabelle as a bimbo.

		Josie did not say yes. She let her actions speak for her. She quickly tore into the envelope as if she were a kid on Christmas morning ripping open the wrapping on a present.

		“Always say yes,” Josie read out loud from the note card.

		“Ooh, that’s a good one,” Annabelle said. “Because bimbos always say yes. And now you’re going to become one. Bimbos are the best.”

		Josie was not about to argue with Annabelle on that fact. She saw her future and it was as a bimbo. And as Annabelle said, bimbos always say yes. It was only fitting that she say yes to letting Damon bring her into his harem of bimbos.

		“Now what do you two say to taking this conversation home so the real fun can begin?” Damon asked.

		“Yes,” Annabelle and Josie said in unison, their agreement uncontrollable as they were both compelled to agree.

		It was less than an hour later that Josie found herself at Damon’s home. She was leaning over at the waist with Damon’s cock in her mouth. The stud in her tongue had found a purpose. It might have been her first blowjob, but she did not let anyone know that. Josie did everything she could to please Damon.

		Although it was difficult to remain focused on Damon’s cock. Annabelle was kneeling behind Josie with her tongue pushing into Josie’s well-lubricated slit. The new arrival had never what it would feel like to have another woman licking her pussy, but she certainly was not complaining at the moment, instead reveling in the orgasmic energy that flowed through her.

		When Damon finally came, erupting from his big cock into Josie’s waiting mouth, she had to struggle not to swallow it all. Damon’s load was big and thick, but Josie had other plans for it. She did not intend to swallow, at least right away.

		As soon as it was clear Damon was spent, Josie turned around and began to kiss Annabelle on the lips. She could taste her own juices on Annabelle’s lips, but she had other concerns in the moment. Tongues darted in and out of each other’s mouths as the large load of cum was split between the two women.

		Both women then dropped to their knees before Damon. They opened their mouths wide, showing off the load of cum each of them had. Then they swallowed before again opening their mouths to show him their empty mouths.

		“Wow,” Josie said later. “That was—“

		“Amazing?” Annabelle said excitedly. “Damon’s the best. I’m so happy you decided to join us.”

		Josie had a hard time finding fault in the bimbo’s words. They seemed so true. Yet, Josie knew she had acted impulsively. She had listened too closely to the need between her legs. She could now only hope everything worked out for her. Otherwise, she would be trapped.

		“I have another one for you,” Damon announced later that night.

		Josie took the offered envelope and quickly opened it. “Quit your job,” she said, reading the note card. She looked up at Damon’s face. “You want me to quit my job?”

		“You won’t be needing a job anymore,” Damon explained. “You’ll be moving in here with Annabelle and I. You won’t have to worry about a thing. I’ll figure out the details. You just plan your exit from work and be ready to become a full time bimbo.”

		“That sounds nice,” Josie said as she let her imagination wander. And it would be nice to finally ditch the rat race at the gym and start to enjoy her life more.

		It ended up taking two weeks for Josie to wrap up her position at the gym. She transitioned her clients to other trainers and found other people to finish out the various fitness classes she taught.

		Even though people clearly had questions about Josie’s sudden departure, no one seemed brave enough to ask about it. And that suited Josie just fine. She was afraid that if they asked, she would feel compelled to answer. It was hard enough believing herself that she had opted to join a harem of women as a bimbo. It would be even harder to admit that she would be the second woman serving a man who claimed to have magic powers. There was simply no way Josie would ever be able to explain and prove that it was all real.

		However, once everything had settled, with Josie leaving her job and her moving into Damon’s house, the process of turning her into a bimbo continued. The next note card she received told her to get a tattoo. The stamp with her name on it was to go on her lower back like a tramp stamp. In addition to spelling out her name, however, there would also be partially disguised words that would tell everyone who saw them that she was Damon’s bimbo.

		Annabelle went to the tattoo parlor with Josie to provide moral support. She held Josie’s hand as the artist went to work on the art that would forever brand her as Damon’s bimbo and permanently connect her to Annabelle, who sported a similar tattoo.

		The pain had been far worse than Josie had hoped for. She would have preferred several more piercings in intimate areas over the tattoo, but she realized each person had different pain thresholds. It did help, however, to have Annabelle there with her. They were developing a sisterly-like relationship where they would each support each other and look out for each other as they were united in a common sense of service to Damon as his bimbos.

		That tattoo had only just finished healing when Josie received her next note card. As she read it, she felt Damon pound her pussy from behind as he leaned over the kitchen table, wearing only a pair of high heels.

		Now that Josie was no longer a working woman, she had allowed Damon and Annabelle to dictate more of what she wore on a day to day basis. Heels were in, although she still wore trainers about half the time. The rest of her wardrobe changed too. She kept her fitness clothes, but her casual clothing was replaced with tight fitting and revealing items. She also created a whole new subsection of outfits that exclusively consisted of sexy lingerie.

		However, on this occasion, Josie only wore her heels as she was plowed from behind. Damon held her by the hips as he pistoned himself in and out of her pussy.

		Normally Josie would have been fully engaged with Damon as he fucked her hard from behind. But in this instance, her attention was torn between the incredible sensations of Damon’s cock in her pussy, but also on the card in front of her telling her she needed to get fake tits.

		Josie had never questioned whether she would have been able to avoid going under the knife as Annabelle had. She had always assumed it would happen. Josie had even wondered if she wanted to get implants after her personal training career was finished. She had spent years keeping herself in top physical shape, but that had meant she had never had much in the way of breasts.

		Now, however, her future was decided. And as nice as it was to imagine what she would look like with tits that rivaled Annabelle’s in size, she was thankful she would not need to decide. It would be Damon’s choice and his alone. She would not need to worry about any of it, instead knowing that it would turn out perfectly in the end. That was the joy of getting turned into a bimbo.

		With all of her thinking about having big tits, Josie failed to notice Damon pulling out of her pussy as he neared his point of no return. A moment later, he grunted as he came, shooting his seed all over her new tattoo.

		“Holy shit,” Josie cried out as she came. She had never expected Damon cumming on her tattoo could make her feel like that. Her vision turned white as the orgasmic energy of her climax flowed through her as if it were raging torrent. Her eyes went cross as she came, no longer able to focus on the note card in front of her face. It was a good thing she had the table to support her, because there was no way she could have held herself up as her body convulsed in pleasure.

		There was no way Josie could have stopped herself from blacking out. The pleasure was simply too immense. But when she did finally return to her senses, she felt the warm tongue of Annabelle licking up Damon’s cum from her back. Each tongue stroke across her tattoo created a new after shock to rock her body, making it even harder to stop herself from simply lying there and enjoying Annabelle’s ministrations.

		Josie saw the same surgeon who did Annabelle’s tits. She was happy to use his services, seeing how well Annabelle’s big tits turned out. And it appeared Damon wanted them both to match.

		All through the consultation, Josie kept her mouth shut. She let Damon do all the talking. If the doctor thought this strange, he certainly did not mention it. The physical exam went smoothly. Then, when it came to discussing the look she wanted, all Josie had to do was defer to Damon. The whole situation was made even easier with the rapport Damon and the surgeon had together. This was not their first time working together.

		“Is all this fine with you?” the surgeon asked at the end of the consultation.

		“Of course,” Josie said. “I can’t wait to have big tits like Annabelle.”

		“Yes,” the surgeon said. “I imagine they will look very similar when you are finished here.”

		However, it was a long two weeks before Josie’s surgery. In that time, she enjoyed joining Annabelle on her bimbo outings. There was so much shopping to do, not to mention they both needed to maintain their workouts. There was no way either of them could risk slacking off. It was their duties to keep their bodies in tip-top shape. Although Josie understood that her workout plans would be curtailed for a while after she went under the knife. But that was unavoidable and it would be worth it in the end.

		The living arrangements in Damon’s house had been decided upon. Each woman in Damon’s harem would have their own personal space, their own room. There was certainly room for that in the home. The number of bedrooms was large, as was the house. Damon did very well for himself and those women he had decided to bring into his life.

		Of course, the master bedroom featured a large bed that could sleep many people. It was a custom size, bigger than a king bed, so that Damon could spend the night with both of his women if he so chose. Most nights he did just that, but there were times when he wanted just one of them or he wanted to be alone.

		It was those nights that he wanted to be alone that Josie often found herself in Annabelle’s bed. She had never thought of herself as bisexual before, but as a budding bimbo, those boundaries were becoming blurry. And it was hard to deny how sexy Annabelle had become. The sexy little blonde with the big tits and big lips was just so much fun to be with. And those lips were especially great between Josie’s legs. She never failed to cum with Annabelle.

		When the day of the surgery finally arrived, Josie could hardly contain her excitement. She knew her wish for implants had been magically induced. If there was any question as to whether Damon had magical powers, the compulsions she felt from the note cards made it clear. For two whole weeks, Josie struggled to think of anything else. And now that the day had finally arrived, she practically bounced around the room with nervous energy.

		The surgeon and the rest of the staff at the clinic were fantastic. They got her ready and put under in short order. The whole time, Josie simply smiled and did as she was instructed. She even smiled as she slept, the idea of waking up with a proper set of big tits filtering over into her dream world.

		When Josie finally did wake up after the surgery, her smile only got wider seeing the two big mounds on her chest that were now her tits. It was like a dream come true, even if it had been a dream she had only wanted for a few weeks.

		The next few weeks, however, were hard for Josie. She needed to focus on healing and that meant less time spent having sex and doing sexy activities with Annabelle and Damon. It also meant she spent each night in her own bed.

		“Why can’t I sleep with you tonight?” she asked petulantly. “It’s been, like, forever.”

		“You’re not healed enough yet,” Damon answered firmly. “The doctor doesn’t think you’re ready yet.”

		Josie did not like the answer, but she was not about to disobey the rules that had been set out for her. She would be a good girl and say yes to whatever was asked of her. Even if she had a choice in the matter, she would not have gone against Damon. After all, he was taking care of her now. She had chosen this. She had chosen to join him as his bimbo, one of eventually many bimbos.

		Annabelle did play her role in nurse bimbo, helping to take care of her harem sister. She even wore a sexy nurse outfit as she cared for the woman who had become her best friend. It was all very cute and sexy, or at least Josie thought so. Damon simply laughed as he saw his two women caring for each other. It certainly brought Josie and Annabelle closer together, more than they had already been.

		It was only when Josie’s new tits began to drop and fluff to better match Annabelle’s impressive set that the restrictions were lifted for her. Not that she had done nothing in all that time. She had gone out shopping with Annabelle, buying new tops to fit around her tits. New lingerie was needed as well, since much of that had been fitted to her smaller breasts.

		Workouts proved difficult to start. Josie had always been able to count on her fitness and the knowledge about her body. After all, that had been a big part of her job before she quit. Now, however, it was not just that she had lost some fitness during her recovery. Her whole center of gravity had shifted due to the large implants that now resided in her tits.

		Not that she would have traded out her implants for a chance to go back. Josie was looking forward and not back. Her future was as a full-fledged bimbo, not as a personal trainer. Luckily, she had some experience in helping adjust workouts to a post-boob job life. After all, Annabelle had gone through the same situation a few months before. The only difference was it was Josie having to do all the work, both in planning the workouts and in completing them.

		But it was that first night back in Damon’s bed that Josie would remember for the rest of her life. It had started innocently enough, just some light petting as they kissed. When Damon’s hands found her tits and he began to squeeze them, it felt as if fireworks were going off behind her eyes. The sensitivity was amazing.

		That night would be memorable for more than discovery just how sensitive her new tits were. It was the night that Damon presented Josie with the final card.

		“Damon is to do your thinking for you as your owner and master,” Josie read out loud. And as soon as the words had escaped her lips, she felt as if a fog began to fill her mind, pushing out her thoughts and opinions. In only a matter of seconds, all that was left was what Damon wanted there to be, which was mostly fashion and sex related. The rest was about proper exercise planning and technique, part of her role in Damon’s future harem.

		“What are you?” Damon asked.

		“I’m your bimbo, Master,” Josie said with conviction. She felt she had never said anything more true than that in her life. It was burned into her, reaching her very core.

		“Yes, you are,” Damon said, bopping Josie on the nose. Her smile broadened in response. She would do anything he told her to do. She would think anything he told her to think. She was his to command however he wished.

		That night, as Damon fucked his latest bimbo, he thought about his luck. Josie actively worked her strong muscles to milk his cock for all it was worth. And all the while, there was Annabelle waiting in the wings to take over for his latest acquisition or clean them both up when they were finished. There were so many possibilities with two bimbos at his beck and call.

		This was more than he had ever imagined would be possible when he first began studying magic. His cock would never go wanting again. Nor would either of his two bimbos be left wanting. But there was still one question remaining. Who was next?
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