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		Introduction

		

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

		

	
		

		Bimbo Harem: Nikki

		

		“O h wow,” Nicole said as soon as the door opened. She stood on the porch, clutching a stack of resumés in her hands.

		The response to Nicole’s surprise was two sets of giggles. The women who had answered the door were scantily clad in the most simple of workout gear, having just been about to start their afternoon workout.

		But it was not just the women’s outfits that surprised her. It was their breasts. Each of them sported obviously fake tits. And from the looks on their faces, they were not the smartest women around either. Nicole honestly wondered if they were strippers, not that she had much knowledge about strippers. The blonde hair and big boobs thing just made her think of the stripper stereotype.

		Nicole’s purpose for ringing the doorbell had been to hand out her resume to her neighbors. She was home from college, having just graduated, and she was looking for work to keep her busy during the summer before she started law school.

		Normally, Nicole would have already had something lined up for herself at this point. She had worked hard for four years of college, ignoring most of the extracurriculars available to her, with the single mission to graduate with honors and get into law school.

		That had not actually been Nicole’s desire. It was her parents’ idea. Even at 22 years old, she was still being controlled by her parents.

		But the summer job Nicole had lined up for herself had fallen through. Having spent all her time as a shy and meek student, she had not been prepared for someone outgoing to supersede her and take her job out from under her.

		Not that it actually mattered to Nicole. She had not been thrilled with that job or any other she had come across. The problem was, Nicole lacked goals for herself. She had for so long just done as she was told that she had no idea of what she wanted. She was adrift and rudderless, her life only moving forward based on the strong winds that were her parents.

		Luckily for Nicole, however, she would not have to deal with her parents very often while home on her summer break. They were spending time away, traveling for business. The details had not been shared. All Nicole knew was she did not particularly want to work all summer and she planned to enjoy her time without her overbearing parents constantly nagging her and looking over her shoulder.

		“Um,” Nicole started to say, trying to remember the pitch she had memorized. “My name is Nicole Benson and I’m home for the summer. I live next door, actually. I’m going around to all the houses in the neighborhood, handing out my resume in case anyone knows of any jobs available before I start law school in the fall.”

		“You’re kind of cute,” one of the women said.

		“Yeah,” the other agreed.

		“She should meet Master,” the first woman said.

		“You should come with us,” the second woman said before both women reached out their hands and grabbed Nicole by the arms and pulled her into the house.

		Nicole had never paid much attention to her neighbor’s house. It was certainly big, however. And that became even more evident as the two women pulled her deeper inside.

		The truth was, Nicole knew little, if anything, about the residents of this house. She had not expected the two buxom blondes to answer the door. She vaguely recalled seeing a man leave the house once, but she had no idea who he was or what he had been doing there. Presumably he was the person the women called Master, but he could have been simply a visitor instead.

		“Master,” the two women called out in unison as they reached a room with a fireplace and several couches and chairs to sit in.

		“We found someone for you,” the first woman called out.

		A moment later there were footsteps on the hardwood floors approaching the room in which Nicole found herself being held. Both women held her arms tightly, preventing her from breaking free. Although Nicole was not exactly interested in getting away. The whole scenario felt impossible and there was a part of her that wanted to see what happened next. This was certainly more interesting than going door to door handing out her resumé.

		A man, the source of the footsteps, appeared in the doorway. He seemed slightly stunned by the sight before him, with Nicole being held hostage by the two women.

		“Annabelle, Josie, let this woman go,” the man commanded.

		There was no hesitation. Both women let go of Nicole’s arms and then moved toward the man, taking up position on either side of him. Really, the way they moved would more accurately be described as sashaying, as they swung their well-sculpted asses back and forth.

		For the first time Nicole saw the tattoos that decorated each of their backs. They had their names tattooed just above their asses, almost like a reminder of who they were. Annabelle had been the first woman to speak and the one who seemed to slightly more take charge. Josie was the other, although for the most part they appeared interchangeable.

		As soon as the two women took up beside the man, they grabbed onto the man’s arms, holding onto them as a sign of his ownership over them. It made sense to Nicole, as strange as it might be, given they had called him Master.

		“I’m really sorry about this,” the man said. “My name is Damon and these two girls are my bimbos. They sometimes get over-involved in searching out other women to join them.”

		Nicole could only watch as the two bimbos beamed about being talked about. They certainly had no qualms about being called bimbos. They almost seemed to take pride in it. For someone like Nicole who had always strived to be smart and intelligent, it seemed strange to see women who actively diminished their intellectual achievements like these two women. Sure, Nicole knew such women existed, but she had never met any of them in the flesh before.

		“I’m Nicole,” she finally said. “I just finished my college degree and am looking for work. I’m dropping my resumé off with neighbors in case they hear of anything or know of any openings.

		Damon looked Nicole up and down, trying to get a read on her. Like her, he had paid little attention to his neighbors in his years of living in this house. He had always liked the privacy his neighbors afforded him. Working in the occult was often looked down upon by people who did not understand. And that was most people. Still, he had to admit Nicole showed potential. He had half a mind to just take her right there, but that would not have been nearly as fun.

		“I’m certainly happy to pass along your resumé to anyone I hear is hiring,” Damon said, smiling. He had never been a man who smiled often, but then once he started accumulating bimbos, his lips curled up into a smile far more often. “What kind of position are you looking for?”

		“Something for the summer,” Nicole admitted. “I don’t actually need a job. I don’t even want one. But my parents are insisting, even though they are spending most of the summer away. I guess it would give me something to do before I start law school in the fall.”

		“Interesting,” Damon said. “You seem like a nice and capable young lady. I hope the best for you.”

		“Thanks,” Nicole said. She was about to turn to leave, when she paused, thinking. “Can I ask you a question?”

		“Certainly,” Damon said, without worry. He was not concerned about anything she might ask. He had nothing to hide, even though he did prefer his privacy

		“How did Annabelle and Josie become your bimbos?” Nicole asked, curious. These women were so unlike anyone she had ever met. They intrigued her, especially the way they seemed so happy. For Nicole, that was something she rarely felt. When she was not trying to please her parents, she still felt their gaze on her, judging her, making her feel as if she was not good enough.

		“Annabelle started it with a challenge,” Damon said. “You see, I deal in some of the darker arts, magic you might say. And after I turned my now sister-in-law into a bimbo as a wedding present for my brother, she challenged me to do it to her, thinking my magic wasn’t real.”

		“Of course it’s real, Master,” Annabelle cooed lovingly.

		“She thinks that now, of course, but the proof is before your eyes,” Damon said. “Annabelle is very much a bimbo. Then Josie got roped in as well. She was Annabelle’s personal trainer. She still is technically, but now her client list is just down to Annabelle until I add more girls to the roster.”

		“More girls?” Nicole said, swallowing hard. “What roster.”

		“It was Annabelle’s idea,” Damon explained. “She thought I should have a harem. I liked the idea and so here I am recruiting for more girls to join us.”

		Despite Nicole’s unfamiliarity with such matters, there was something inside of her that stirred at the idea of joining Annabelle and Josie. They were a bit strange, being bimbos and all, but Nicole still found them fascinating. And to be honest, their lack of intellectual properties seemed attractive after spending four years on a degree she really did not care about. College, law school, those were things her parents wanted for her. She simply did not have the ability to disagree and go her own way.

		“Hmm,” Nicole finally said. “Interesting. Well, thanks for talking with me and answering my questions.”

		“Not a problem,” Damon said. “Stop by anytime.”

		Nicole left Damon’s house, but instead of continuing her trek around the neighborhood to hand out her resumé, she returned home. Once there, she began to imagine what a life without responsibility might look like. Annabelle and Josie certainly seemed to have it figured out.

		It was the next day that Nicole found herself back on the front porch of her neighbor’s. Her reason for visiting was two-fold. One, she was bored at home. There was nothing to do and she did not want to spend more time trekking around the neighborhood looking for work. Two, she had spotted Annabelle and Josie working out in the backyard of their house and Nicole had wondered if she could join them.

		“Nicole,” Damon said, answering the door. “I didn’t expect to see you again so soon.”

		“I saw Annabelle and Josie working out in the backyard,” Nicole explained. “I was wondering if it would be all right if I joined them.”

		“You want to workout with them?” Damon asked. “Sure thing. Please, come in.”Nicole had prepared for this moment by dressing in a pair of sweatpants and a synthetic t-shirt she got for volunteering at a road race once. Working out had never been her thing. She had been too busy with her school work to visit the campus fitness center. However, she did have a penchant for long walks at night, which had helped keep off some of the weight college students normally gained.

		Nicole followed Damon inside the house as he led her toward the back. It was a large and modern looking home, completely different from what she expected a man who believed he could do magic would live in. She would have expected old and drafty, like in a horror movie.

		“Girls,” Damon announced when he stepped out onto the back deck. A few feet below him were Annabelle and Josie as they worked out wearing very similar clothes to the ones they had greeted Nicole wearing the day before. “Nicole would like to do your workout with you today. Please help her.”

		“Yes, sir,” the two bimbos said in unison. They would not have dared say no to Damon. No was simply not a part of their vocabulary. Bimbos said yes and as they were bimbos, they were always ready to agree to what others said, especially when those others were men.

		Nicole could not help but notice how Damon did not make his request as a question. He did not ask if she could join them. He told them to include her. It was refreshing, for once not being ordered about herself, to have that happen to someone else.

		“Welcome back,” Josie said. She wore a pink sports bra and blue spandex shorts that barely covered her body and fit tightly enough the seams looked about to burst. Her blonde hair had been braided into two parts, each falling down her back from just behind her ears.

		Nicole looked similar, although the colors of her sports bra and shorts were reversed from Josie, as if they had shared two sets between them. Her equally blonde hair was looser, hanging from a high ponytail. Both wore trainers on their feet, but the heels were elevated in each, neither of their heels being able to touch the ground when they tried to stand fast footed.

		“Thanks,” Nicole said. “I decided that I’m not interested in getting a job this summer. I’d much rather work on getting fit.”

		Annabelle clapped with her long nailed hands and cheered. “Yay. You’re gonna love it hanging out with us.”

		It did not take long for Josie to get Nicole brought into the fold. Within a couple minutes she was following along with both bimbos. Her abilities were lacking, not being as fit as her two counterparts, but she tried and that was what counted.

		“No pain, no champagne,” Josie said at the conclusion of the workout.

		Nicole was bent over, clutching her knees as she tried to catch her breath. Already, every part of her body seemed to hurt, but it was a good hurt. It was the kind of pain that signaled that improvements were on the way.

		“Champagne?” Nicole breathed out, her chest still heaving from the exertion.

		“Champagne is bubbly, just like us bimbos,” Annabelle answered, her smile growing even wider.

		“Hmm,” Nicole said, not entirely following that line of thinking, but she was not about to argue with it. At least it rhymed. That was a lot for a bimbo like Annabelle.”

		Spending more time with Annabelle and Josie had made clear to Nicole just how dumb the two women could be. Not that they were complete idiots, but it had become clear they did not actively use the intelligence they had available to them. Josie, for example, was clearly able to think about and design workouts for different goals. She had skills, but no interest in using those skills outside of her role as the fitness leader. In every other way, she was just another dumb slut.

		And Nicole had no doubt her two new friends were sluts. The way they dressed, the way they talked, the way they had hung on Damon’s arm the day before, told her all she needed to know. These women were not just bimbos. They enjoyed sex too much not to be sluts.

		For someone such as Nicole, who had steadfastly remained a virgin all through college, found herself growing jealous of her new friends. Everything about their lives seemed so much easier than her own. She very much wanted to spend more time with them this summer.

		However, the next day Nicole received a strange letter in the mail. It was addressed to her, which was a rarity. She almost never got any mail that was not school related and this definitely was not school mail. It lacked any of the college or law school logos she had come to expect on school related correspondence.

		Opening up the letter, Nicole found a simple note card inside. Written on the note card were the simple words, “Work on getting fit.”

		“That’s weird,” Nicole said as she considered what to do with the letter. She checked the envelope for a return address, but found none. The postmark, however, was from the local post office. It was a local letter delivery.

		The real concern for Nicole was whether someone was stalking her. Did she have a guy who was watching her, telling her how to live so that she would better meet his desires of her? She certainly hoped not.

		And without any logos or other business related information on the envelope and note card, Nicole knew it was not an advertisement for a gym. Instead, it was just those four words.

		“I better hold onto this,” Nicole told herself as she placed the note card and envelope in a drawer in her bedroom for safe keeping. Should something bad come of this or future letters, she wanted to have them on hand as evidence.

		However, as Nicole hung around the house that day, she began to grow antsy. Her body was sore and otherwise unhappy with her for all the effort she put in under Josie’s guidance. Yet, as she sat around the house, she found herself wanting to get up and move. She found herself wanting to go back and workout with her neighbors.

		The idea of spending her time with two bimbos was naturally ludicrous. Yet, for all of the vapidness of the two women, she did enjoy the fact she did not need to prove her intelligence when she was around them. They were fun and lighthearted. And there was no doubt they were both fit and very sexy. They wore their sexuality openly, happy to talk about the last time they sucked Damon’s cock or the last time he fucked one of them.

		That part was a bit over Nicole’s head. She had not even seen a man’s penis before, let alone sucked it or fucked it, as the two bimbos might have said. She simply had no sexual experience outside of a few poor attempts at masturbation that always seemed to leave her more frustrated than when she started.

		Simply put, Nicole was a complete novice when it came to matters of sex and sexuality. And spending time with Annabelle and Josie was like learning by osmosis. She simply had to listen to them speak and she would learn more about sex than she could hope to get from a book.

		It did not take long before Nicole was once again standing on Damon’s porch. She knocked, he answered and smiled, as if he knew something. “Could you let Josie know that I would like to have her train me, if she’s willing?” she asked.

		“Certainly,” Damon said. “Why don’t you come in and you can Josie can discuss this.”

		Before Nicole knew what had happened, she not only had a standing appointment to workout under Josie, but they had arranged for her to join in the group workouts the pair of bimbos participated in everyday. They even set her up with a gym membership, all of it paid for by Damon. Nicole was not responsible for a penny of it.

		As the days wore on, Nicole could feel herself making progress. It was hard to tell sometimes, but she was left less sore after each successive workout and she found herself able to go longer than when she first started. She was sweating less too, as her body adapted to the added effort of her workouts and the heat she generated.

		Not that anyone would have noticed the changes in Nicole’s body based on the way she dressed. Her clothes were beyond modest, always hiding her feminine shape. She had simply continued buying the same clothes her mother had early on insisted she wear. Her clothes might have gone out of style, but she kept on buying them anyway.

		It was in Nicole’s second week on summer break when she received a new letter. This one had the same flowing script as the first one, along with the same lack of a return address. At first, Nicole wondered if she should open it. The first letter could have been viewed as harassment. Yes, as Nicole stood there holding the envelope, the urge to open it grew and grew.

		Without even thinking about it, Nicole slid her finger under the flap and opened the envelope to discover another note card. “Improve the quality of your skin and get a tan,” she read out loud from the card.

		“This is really weird,” Nicole said, adding the note card and envelope with the other.

		A moment later she found herself staring at her reflection in a mirror. Her skin could have been better. Her face was dry, her lips a little chapped, there were a few bits of acne on her face, and she did look a bit pale. There was definitely room for improvement.

		The next time Nicole visited the neighbor’s house, she asked Annabelle and Josie what they thought about her face and skin. They had been kind enough not to say anything, but it was more than clear that her skin did not compare to theirs. They always looked perfect, with the help of makeup, of course, but she was aware she could not just cover up her blemishes. She needed to treat them first.

		As it turned out, Annabelle and Josie were more than happy to help. By the night she had been given a variety of products to use to clear up her face and make her skin both look better and darker. It all took time to take effect, but a week later, after daily applications, Nicole again began to see the improvements the note card had called for. Her workouts were going better too.

		When the third note card arrived, Nicole was no longer overly concerned about them. Every time she looked at her reflection, she could not help but notice how much better she looked. It was a good feeling after never feeling that way before. Nicole had never been encouraged to look pretty, let alone sexy. But she was beginning to feel both of those more with each passing day. Sure, it was hard to compare herself to her bimbo friends, but they were so supportive of her, it did not matter that they were light years ahead of her in attractiveness.

		“Always smile,” were the words on the card. As soon as she read them, a smile crept onto her face.

		It was not that Nicole never smiled. She did. But she had essentially trained herself not to smile, feeling that her parents always pushed her away from the activities that made her smile. They had a particular idea of how her life should be and smiling was apparently not a part of that idea.

		When Nicole arrived next-door for her next workout, her new friends, for that was what Annabelle and Josie had become to her, were both impressed by her appearance.

		“You look good,” Annabelle said.

		“Yeah, you look really happy,” Josie added.

		“Thanks,” Nicole said, blushing. “I guess I do feel better.”

		The truth was, just the simple act of smiling made Nicole happier. It obviously helped that her parents were probably more than a thousand miles away at that moment. It also helped that she was in the presence of two women who seemed to have near constant smiles on their faces as well. Rarely had she seen either of them without a smile on their faces.

		It was the fourth card when life for Nicole began to get weird. “Be an exhibitionist,” Nicole read out loud.

		It was no secret that Nicole was shy. The fact she had reached out to her neighbors to join them for workouts had been a big deal for her. It completely went against the grain of who she was.

		Admittedly, her decision to first ask about training with Josie was largely rooted in rebellion. Nicole had spent 22 years of her life doing exactly as she was told by her parents. She had given up everything she liked to do so that she could be their ideal daughter. But she was an adult now. She was more than that. She was a college graduate and she could do as she pleased, at least when they were not home to watch over her.

		It had always been part of Nicole’s style to be modest. She had never in her life worn a top that showed cleavage. She had never in her life been in a situation where she risked flashing her panties. Even as her body continued to improve, both in fitness and in appearance, Nicole still wore the same baggy t-shirts and sweatpants that she wore when she first joined Annabelle and Josie in their workouts.

		Sure, there had been times when the two bimbos teased her about her choice of outfits, but it was never done with ill intent. It had been more a commentary on the fact neither of them could get a good idea of the bodily improvements Nicole had made. She hid her results behind clothes that were designed to hide her figure, not show it off.

		Of course, given the fashion and style tendencies of the two bimbos, there was rarely a time when they were not showing skin. They both seemed to have an aversion to hiding their tattoos, each of them proudly displaying the name stamped on their lower backs. And by this point, Nicole had seen the almost hidden writing that named them both as Damon’s bimbos.

		Still, despite the normality of seeing lots of skin when she visited her friends, Nicole had never joined in the activity. Now, however, Nicole was beginning to feel differently about that fact. She was not sure the exact reason, but she suddenly felt much more comfortable showing off her body.

		Nicole stood in front of the mirror. She had stripped off her clothes and stared at her nude form. She even smacked her own ass, enjoying the sound of skin slapping skin.

		“I do look pretty good,” Nicole said. And that was definitely the truth. The pounds around her middle had melted away. Her arms and legs had become toned, her butt had grown in size, becoming a tight bubble. Even her face had thinned out slightly.

		The fact that this progress was unheard of after four weeks of workouts did not bother Nicole. She did not question her results. She simply enjoyed them and vowed to keep working until she looked as good as Annabelle and Josie.

		When Nicole walked next door to join her bimbo friends in that day’s workout, she opted for a slightly different outfit. Looking back on it, Nicole could only think it humorous how she had essentially been wearing a proper workout outfit underneath her t-shirt and sweatpants the whole time. She had always been wearing a sports bra and she always had a pair of shorts on underneath the pants. Now she was just giving up on wearing the baggy clothes.

		“Look at you,” Damon said when he answered the door. “The girls are waiting for you.”

		Nicole’s smile grew wider at Damon’s comment. The more she got to know him, the nicer he seemed. Also the more handsome he seemed. She was left wondering if her getting fitter and more comfortable with her body was finally opening her up to the idea of sexual experiences. Knowing the relationship Damon had with Annabelle and Josie, she wondered what it would be like to be added to the mix. It was an interesting thought, but one that was easily dismissed. After all, Nicole was there for a workout, not to seduce her neighbor.

		Once Nicole realized she wanted to start showing off her body more, she quickly found it necessary to do some shopping. There were a few clothing items that could be fixed with a pair of scissors. Some of her t-shirts could be cut off to form crop tops. Some of her jeans could be cut into shorts. However, a lot of her tops were simply too baggy to fit with her new found sense of fashion. For that, she would need new clothes.

		It was a Saturday afternoon and Nicole was in the middle of rearranging her closet, seeing that her old clothes needed to make way for her new purchases. She could not continue to live out of bags. She heard the door open downstairs and the sound of two people moving around.

		“Nicole?” came her father’s familiar voice.

		Without even thinking about it, Nicole bounced down the stairs to greet her parents. She might have resented living under their rules, but she still loved them. And after not seeing them since her college commencement ceremony, she was looking forward to seeing them again.

		“What the hell are you wearing?” screamed her mother as soon as she joined her parents in the kitchen.

		Nicole looked down to see herself wearing a pair of denim shorts and a v-neck top that left several inches of her midriff bare. This was how she preferred to dress now, at least when she was just hanging around the house. She found it comfortable.

		“Shorts and a top,” Nicole said, bracing for a fight. Her smile faltered, knowing what would happen next.

		“No daughter of mine will dress like a tramp,” her mother roared.

		A moment later Nicole’s father got in on the action. “March upstairs right now and change your clothes, young lady. While you live in my house you will dress like a proper woman.”

		It was bound to happen eventually. Nicole had been feeling more and more like her parents were holding her back. She was itching to strike out on her own, make her own choices. Or at least, she would look forward to having someone else make choices for her. She was tired of her parents trying to control her.

		“Fine,” Nicole screamed back, stomping her foot hard on the linoleum floor. “If you don’t like how I’m dressed, I’m out of here.”

		Nicole did indeed march back upstairs, making as much noise as she could manage. The moment she reached her room, she pulled out her suitcases from under her bed and started to fill them with her new clothes.

		“Stupid parents,” Nicole said to herself as she began packing. “Fuck law school and fuck them. I’d rather be a bimbo than some boring old lawyer.”

		Nicole had just managed to finish stuffing the last of her new clothes into a suitcase when there was a knock on the door.

		“What do you want?” Nicole practically hissed.

		The door opened to reveal her mother.

		“I thought you were going to change into something respectable,” her mother said, surprised her daughter was still dressed as she was. “They won’t let you dress like that in law school.”

		“You know what, Mom?” Nicole said, turning on her mother with fire in her eyes. “Fuck law school. And fuck you and Dad. I’m tired of being ordered around by you two. It’s not like you’re ever here for me anyway. You just expect me to do everything you day. I’m fucking 22, not a child. Like I said, I’m out of here.”

		Nicole picked up her two suitcases and pushed past her mother out into the hallway and then down the stairs.

		“Where will you go?” were the last words she heard from her mother. Her father was nowhere to be seen on her way out the door. He had apparently moved onto other interests, believing his daughter would meekly do as she was told. But that was the old Nicole. The new woman she had become had opened her eyes to other possibilities. She no longer wanted what her parents were offering.

		It only took a moment before Nicole decided where she would go. There was only one logical answer. She would go next door. She was sure Damon would at least take her in for a while. Once she cooled down from her fight with her parents, she was sure some good would come of it. Maybe they would finally lighten up and let her be her own person instead of demanding she conform to their vision of who she should be.

		It was only when Nicole climbed the steps of Damon’s front porch that she realized she was still barefoot. Not that she cared at the moment. She had shoes in her suitcases.

		“What’s the matter?” Damon asked as soon as he saw Nicole. Tears flowed openly from the corners of her eyes. She tried to fight them back, but she was past the point of no return.

		“I had a fight with my parents,” Nicole admitted as Damon wrapped her up in his strong arms. Over the past few weeks she had become impressed by Damon’s own physique. Of course, it only made sense given how he could apparently keep two sex-obsessed bimbos satisfied. He had both strength and stamina.

		“Tell me all about it,” Damon said, guiding his neighbor into the living room. He shooed out Annabelle and Josie. As much as they might have good intentions related to their friend, they were bimbos and might not have the emotional depth to help in this situation. They might do more harm than good with their simplistic outlook.

		Nicole let loose, telling Damon everything. The words just tumbled out of her mouth, unbidden and unrestrained. She had hinted repeatedly about what her parents were like, but he had no idea it might have been so severe. The final pieces were clicking into place. The picture was becoming clear. Damon understood both Nicole’s attraction to his girls and the reasons she had for craving a new life.

		There was a part of Damon that regretted sending Nicole those note cards. In a way, it was his fault that Nicole had gotten into a fight with her parents. It had been his magic that left her wanting to wear midriff baring tops and showing skin. She had not done that on her own. She had seemed repressed in that regard. But at the same time, he had seen her need to break out of her shell. She was a 22-year-old woman and she had never truly lived her own life. Her parents, even in their inattentiveness, controlled her life completely. She needed the help in breaking out of their control.

		Damon did not say anything for a long time. Even after Nicole finished talking, he just held her, giving her a physical shoulder to cry on, which she used to the fullest. It was only after Nicole seemed to cry herself out that he began to consider what he should say.

		“What can I do to help?” Damon started. “Do you want me to talk to them? You can stay here for as long as you want. I’m sure Annabelle and Josie would love to spend more time with you.”

		“I don’t know,” Nicole said. “Thanks for being here for me. I probably just need some time.”

		“Let’s get you set up in the guest bedroom,” Damon offered. “You can stay there for as long as you want. I’ll make sure the girls leave you alone unless you want them to join you. If you need anything, just let me know. I’ll be in my study for the rest of the day.”

		Damon helped Nicole with her suitcases and showed her the extra room she could use. There was no concern about space. Damon’s house had enough bedrooms for everyone. Even though it was common for Damon to sleep with both of his bimbos, they too had their own rooms for nights when they needed to be alone. After all, they were not just bimbos. They were humans too.

		Nicole never bothered to open her suitcases. She just curled up on the bed, sitting up with her back against the headboard and her knees pulled to her chest, thinking. In that moment, Nicole saw two possible futures for herself. She could go back to her parents and apologize. She could return to being the good student and the future law student. Or she could stay here, live her life how she wanted, but likely find herself joining Annabelle and Josie in more bimbo activities. It was hard to avoid them when spending so much time with her friends. They were bimbos through and through.

		As Nicole sat there, she could imagine how Annabelle and Josie felt a certain kind of freedom. They were always happy. They might not have been smart anymore, but they were happy. And they were always having fun. They even made working out fun, and Nicole had never found workouts fun before meeting them.

		There was also a part of Nicole that wanted to punish her parents. For four weeks they had left her alone to watch the house while they traveled. In that time they had rarely checked in. It felt like they did not really care about her. Yes, they wanted her to be a certain way, to do certain things, but they did not want to nurture her to do any of those things. They just expected it, unlovingly.

		Of course, Nicole knew what would make her parents even more angry. She saw two things she could do. She could either go get knocked up by a stranger, which she did not really want to do, or she could become a bimbo like Annabelle and Josie. That would show them, assuming she wanted to truly punish them.

		As the smells of a home cooked meal wafted up to Nicole’s bedroom, she began to realize what she wanted. Over the past month, she had come to almost idolize Annabelle and Josie. That was what she wanted. She wanted to be a bimbo like them. However, she did not want to punish her parents over it. She did not want to parade out in front of them a show off how much she had changed. Those changes were for herself.

		“Can I join you?” Nicole asked at dinner. Damon had cooked a wonderful meal, making more to account for Nicole’s presence.

		“As I said, you can stay here as long as you want,” Damon said.

		“No, I mean, I want to be a bimbo too.”

		Damon said nothing for several moments. Meanwhile, Annabelle and Josie kept looking from Nicole to each other, hoping to bring a new girl into their fold, but also knowing better than to say anything.

		“You know what being my bimbo means, right?” Damon said, cautious not to scare the woman he had been pushing toward this moment for the past several weeks.

		Nicole nodded her head. “As long as you don’t mind my inexperience. I’ve never, you know…”

		Damon had never actually asked, but he could guess from his experience. Nicole had shown no understanding of the sexual roles Annabelle and Josie played for him. Or at least, she had managed to largely ignore them. Even now, he usually would have had one of the girls kneeling under the table between his legs, sucking his cock. But because they had a guest, both girls were eating a more normal meal.

		“You will have to learn,” Damon warned.

		“I want to learn,” Nicole admitted. The words came out before she even knew what she wanted to say. But the truth was, she did want to learn. And given what she had learned about Damon, even though he was older than she was, he was handsome and kind and he stirred something in her that she had never felt for another man before.

		“What about your parents?” Damon asked. He needed to understand the full picture.

		“They can’t know. I’ll write to them. I’ll explain that I can’t live under their rule anymore. I can tell them that I’ve gone off to join a commune or something. It’s a white lie. I don’t want them to know that I’m living next door as a bimbo.”

		“That can be arranged,” Damon said. “I hadn’t thought of this place as a commune, but in a way, it’s fitting. But you should know before you fully accept this, that you will be trading one set of rules for another. In this house, my word is law. There are no exceptions.”

		Nicole swallowed hard. Could she do this? Did she want to do this? But as much as she wanted to question her decision, she found it easy to answer those questions. The answer was yes.

		“I understand,” Nicole said.

		“Very well,” Damon said. He waved his hand and all of a sudden there was an envelope in it. He placed it on the dining room table and slid it across the wooden surface toward Nicole. “Open that and your training will begin.”

		Nicole immediately recognized the envelope. It was the same kind that had contained the note cards that she had admittedly left behind in her bedroom.

		“You sent these?” Nicole asked, but she was in no mood to wait for an answer. She quickly ripped open the envelope to read the words printed on the note card.

		“Always say yes,” she read out loud for everyone to hear.

		“Annabelle and Josie both received that instruction,” Damon explained. “I’ve found it brings about a more bimbo way of thinking. Bimbos always say yes.”

		“Yes, Master,” Nicole said. She did not need to call him Master. He had not commanded her to do so, but it felt right. And if she was going to fit in with the other bimbos in Damon’s harem, she needed to call him what he now was to her, her master.

		Damon smiled, making Nicole’s smile all the wider.

		“I was thinking,” Damon said. “You can say no to this if you want. I give you that permission. But I was thinking that we might want to change your name. Nicole is nice, but it’s not a very good bimbo name. I was thinking Nikki might be more fitting.”

		“Yes,” Nicole agreed. “I like it. Call me Nikki, Master.”

		Damon smiled again. “Good. Now go write your letter to your parents. If you’d like, I can read it too.”

		“Thank you, sir, but I already know what I want to say.”

		Nikki excused herself from the table and returned to her bedroom. She found pen and paper in one of the bedside drawers. Then she set about saying good-bye to her parents. She knew they would never understand completely. There was a part of her that did not understand. But it had become clear that it was time to cut them out of her life. They had provided for her, yes, but they had also controlled her life in ways she would never have recovered from had she not met Damon and his bimbos.

		It was a heartfelt letter that nearly brought Nikki to tears again. She managed to hold them at bay and finish writing it. Her future was already becoming a part of her, as when she went to sign her name, she very nearly signed it Nikki, forgetting that for her parents, she would always be Nicole.

		There was a finality to the moment. Damon arranged for the letter to be sent, although it was unclear when her parents would receive the letter. It appeared her parents had already left again, to where she had no idea. The house simply looked empty. Nikki knew she had made the right choice.

		As it turned out, now that Nikki was living with Damon and his bimbos, her own bimbofication sped up considerably. She woke up with a note card on her bedside table that told her to dye her hair blonde. The trip to the salon had already been arranged. She traveled with Annabelle and Josie, who were scheduled to have their own blonde hair touched up.

		And it was several hours later when Nikki found herself with her blonde haired head bobbing up and down on Damon’s cock as he took a break from his work. He guided her gently, giving her simple instructions to follow as she slowly sucked his cock.

		“Good girl,” Damon said as he neared his end. “I’m going to cum now. Make sure to swallow it all like a good bimbo.”

		Nikki did just that. Suddenly her mouth was filled with spurt after spurt of hot white cum. She swallowed it down as fast as she could, afraid a single drop might escape her lips.

		“Let’s see how you did?” Damon asked once he had finished.

		Nikki pulled back, opened her mouth, and showed her owner how she had swallowed every drop of his cum.

		Damon patted her on the head and sent her off to visit with her bimbo sisters. It was not the best blowjob he ever had, but she showed promise. He hoped she would be on par with Annabelle and Josie by summer’s end.

		Soon after going blonde, Nikki found herself at a tattoo and piercing parlor. The tongue piercing was standard. So too was the belly-button piercing. It seemed Damon liked those. She also got her tattoo. Like her friend’s before her, her tattoo had her name, Nikki, and also labeled her as Damon’s Bimbo, on the small of her back.

		“Oh my god,” Nikki said several nights later as Damon took her virginity. She had been begging him to take it for days. After seeing Annabelle and Josie get fucked, and even participating on occasion, using her tongue or fingers, she had wanted to experience what seemed to be life shattering events for her bimbo sisters. But no matter what she did or said, Damon held off and waited.

		Now it was finally happening. Nikki had been bent over a table, the high heels she wore placing her pussy at the perfect height for Damon’s cock as she spread her legs and bent at the hips. This was not the moment she had imagined it would be. She had imagined it would be in Damon’s bed with her on her back and him on top of her. But despite the difference between her dream and her reality, the reality was better. Nikki could never have imagined how good it would feel to have her master’s cock inside of her. She felt not only filled, but fulfilled, as if she were finally serving her purpose.

		Damon thrust in and out of Nikki’s tight pussy, sending her closer and closer to orgasmic nirvana. However, when the time finally came. When his cock surged with his seed, he pulled out and came across Nikki’s new tattoo.

		As soon as his hot white cum touched her tattoo, Nikki was cumming, hard. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head and her vision turned white as all her other senses shut off. Pure orgasmic pleasure cascaded through her body, setting all her nerves alight with fire and ice. The combination left Nikki believing Damon had far more power than he liked to let on. The moment proved to be magical for her as she finally felt that she had earned her place among Damon’s bimbo harem.

		Of course, it was even better when Annabelle and Josie joined in, licking Nikki clean of their master’s cum. Once they were done, the trio collapsed into a sapphic orgy of their own, Nikki’s first, but certainly not her last.

		There had never been any question that Nikki would be visiting a plastic surgeon. Damon even told her he planned to give her tits identical to Annabelle and Josie. However, given Nikki’s unique situation, he decided on a more extreme course of action.

		Given the proximity to Nikki’s parents’ house, she largely stayed inside the house. The only time she was allowed out was when they were obviously gone. Simply put, Damon did not want his newest bimbo protege to have a run in with Mom and Dad.

		Damon had plans for how to fix the problem, however, First on the list was an extensive list of plastic surgery. In addition to matching tits, Nikki would be getting a full facial reconstruction. Her nose would be reshaped, her lips made bigger, her cheekbones made more prominent, and even the shape of her eyes altered. And there was further work to be done on her throat, tightening her vocal cords to change the pitch of her voice. When she was done and healed, there would be no way her parents would be able to recognize their daughter anymore.

		“You’re sure you want this?” Damon asked one last time before Nikki went into surgery. He wanted to give her one last chance to back out.

		“Yes, Master,” Nikki said obediently. It was one of the few moments she could have said no, but she decided against it. She wanted to live up to the tattoo on her back more than ever. She wanted to be Damon’s bimbo. And that meant she needed to do more than just get a new set of tits. She needed to get the works.

		It took weeks for Nikki to heal from her surgeries. Her face had remained bandaged long after the bandages came off her tits. With those, they ended up being the perfect match to her bimbo sisters’ tits. If she could have smiled with the bandaged face, she would have, knowing she was getting closer and closer to Damon’s ideal for her.

		When Nikki had finally healed completely, she could no longer recognize the woman she had once been. Her fake tits were pushed up in a tight crop top. Her well sculpted ass was hugged tightly by a short skirt. Her tattoo showed easily, contrasting nicely with her yellow outfit and her tan skin.

		However, it was Nikki’s face that left her in awe. Every imperfection had been erased. She looked as doll-like as she could imagine and she loved it.

		Nikki licked her lips seductively, letting her tongue study show from between her teeth. There was no question what her lips were best suited for. They were plumped up for the sole purpose of sucking cock.

		There was a part of Nikki that missed her former image, but that part of her was quickly fading. What she saw now was much more compelling. It made her smile.

		“I’m such a hot bimbo,” Nikki said, growing wet at her own image. But her voice had changed too. She no longer sounded the same, her voice higher pitched after the surgery on her vocal cords.

		When Damon presented the final card to Nikki, she practically squealed with delight. She had been waiting for this moment ever since she had first agreed to become Damon’s bimbo. Looking in the mirror, Nikki knew her body was perfect. Between the cards, her workouts, the girls at the salon, and her surgeon, Nikki looked every bit the bimbo that she wanted to be. However, she had one flaw, a spare part that was no longer needed.

		“Damon is to do your thinking for you as your owner and master,” Nikki read out loud. But there was more. “You have no other and never had any other family than this one.”

		Two facts came crashing down on Nikki simultaneously. First, she suddenly knew that she could no longer think for herself. Everything she learned in college felt like a distant memory that she would never need to retrieve. She was a simple-minded bimbo now.

		But the second fact was all the more powerful. Nikki lost every memory of her parents and her life before joining Damon and his harem. None of those memories mattered, but she was free of the guilt she experienced every time she looked out the window and saw her former home. This was her home now. This was her family. And nothing could change that without another magic card. But Nikki had read her last card. She was complete.

		“What are you?” Damon asked.

		“I’m your bimbo, Master,” Nikki said with conviction. She had never spoken truer words. Nikki might have given up life under someone’s thumb only to experience life under someone else’s thumb, but she was happy now. That was what mattered. Nikki was happy. And as Damon’s bimbo, she would always be happy.

		That night, Damon fucked Nikki in every one of her holes, making full use of his wet and willing bimbo. It was the first night of many for the young bimbo as she joined her bimbo sisters in serving the greatest man she could imagine.

		If any proof that Damon’s magic had worked was needed, Nikki was still known for liking to take evening walks around the neighborhood. She did so wearing high heels now and wearing outfits that always put her body on display, but she still did it. Nikki would even wave to her parents if she saw them out in the yard, although neither party knew who the other was. They were just neighbors now, because Nikki had found a new family that cared for her and supported her in all of her bimboness.

		But even as Nikki loved her life as part of Damon’s bimbo harem, she was always on the lookout for the next woman to bring into the fold. Who would be next?
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