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

		

	
		

		Bimbo Harem: Tiana

		

		“W hat the hell, Jeff?” Tiana shouted. “You can’t slap my butt like that.”

		Jeff, who moments earlier was sharing an elevator with Tiana, had just stepped off.

		“What?” he said, making a mock sad face. “You know you liked it.”

		The elevator doors shut before she could respond. And she did want to respond. The only trouble was, Jeff was best friends with the partners of the law firm. Tiana was relatively new to the firm and she needed this job. Allen, Alan, & McAllen had been the only firm who offered her a position after law school.

		Tiana knew she was at the bottom of the food chain, but that did not mean she needed to put up with sexual harassment like that from Jeff or any other man at the firm. But it was more than Tiana just being a woman. She was a black woman, and the token black person at the firm.

		The first time Tiana showed up to work, one of her now coworkers handed her the wastepaper basket and scolded her for not taking it out the night before. That coworker became red-faced when he discovered Tiana was not part of the janitorial staff, but an actual lawyer.

		At least Tiana did not have to put up with Jeff most of the time. The firm was spread out across several floors of the office building. The rapid expansion of the firm had meant offices had been set up wherever there was space available, with an eye toward consolidation when the opportunity presented itself.

		That meant Tiana could spend most of her working hours in the privacy of her own office and away from the creeps and jackasses like Jeff. Usually the only times she saw her coworkers was during staff meetings and while riding the elevator. From that perspective, it was a good job.

		However, Tiana still kept searching elsewhere. There had to be a more open minded law firm that wanted her somewhere. At the very least, she was getting good experience, even if she was spending most of her time in the trenches, reading briefs and taking on the minor clients.

		The next time the elevator doors opened, Tiana stepped off and quickly walked down the hallway to her office. She had just come from lunch, having eaten another meal of fast food. She simply did not have time for a sit down meal at a proper restaurant and she had yet to get the scheduling down so that she could bring her own lunches to the office.

		Tiana was just sitting down and composing her thoughts when a knock came at her door.

		“Come in,” Tiana called out. She wished the secretaries would actually call her when she had clients on the way up. They seemed to only care about the lawyers who worked in the main office. And it would not have been hard to make the call. Her phone was tied into the main phone system. The secretaries just did not care.

		As the door to her office opened, Tiana grabbed the file off the top of a stack on the edge of her desk. She opened the folder to see that this was a simple power of attorney situation, although it was a bit odd in that one man was getting power of attorney over three different women.

		“Hello there,” Tiana said, standing up as four people stepped into her office. “I’m Tiana Marshall.”

		However, Tiana’s calm demeanor was nearly wrecked when she saw exactly who was entering her office. At the front was a handsome man, but there was something about him that she could not put her finger on. He was attractive, but there was a darkness to him that she could not properly understand.

		Behind the man were three women. All of them were scantily clad, all of them wearing heels, and all of them looking lovingly at the man, as if they were all hopelessly in love with him. Tiana could not understand that either.

		“Damon Sinclair,” the man introduced himself. “These women are Annabelle, Josie, and Nikki. We’re here about arranging power of attorney.”

		As Damon said each of the women’s names, they gave a little wave. They were all ridiculously stacked, with seemingly matching breasts. They had clearly seen the touch of a surgeon. And they were all blonde too, which was not anything crazy, but again, they all had the same shade of blonde. But it was Nikki who really took the cake. She had the fakest appearance Tiana had ever seen. Her entire face appeared like it had been plasticized. Her nose, her eyes, her jaw, all looked modified.

		Tiana could not help but look. She had never met anyone who had actually gone through with such invasive beauty procedures. She could not understand why a woman would do that to herself.

		Then again, Tiana knew she was no looker, at least no anymore. She used to have a great figure, but stress eating in law school followed by her poor diet and lack of time for the gym meant her body was nothing like it could be. She simply didn’t have the time or the energy to take care of herself as she should.

		“Yes, that’s what I have here in my file,” Tiana said. “And that’s easy to take care of. But I have to ask…”

		“Why?” Damon said. “You see, I have this special way with these women. They have given up their old lives for me and, in turn, they need me to care for them, financially and legally. The financial part I can handle, but the legal part is where you come in. If you have any ethical issues with this arrangement, I am sure we can take our business elsewhere.”

		“No,” Tiana said automatically. “No, I can do it. I just needed to understand your situation better. And I think I do now.”

		“We’re bimbos,” Annabelle offered. She seemed to be the leader of the threesome of women. And they all certainly looked like bimbos. Even the way they stood there, half posing, half staring off at nothing, gave off bimbo vibes.

		“That you are,” Damon agreed with Annabelle.

		Tiana did her best to ignore the three women and instead focus on Damon. He was clearly the one in charge, which was no surprise, given the reason for their visit. However, there was something about the interaction between all of them that Tiana could not fully comprehend.

		“You aren’t polygamists, are you?” Tiana finally asked as the paperwork had just about been completed. The hardest part had been getting the women to sign the documents. Between their bimbofied brains and their long nails, they were not the fastest document signers. Nikki in particular had issues, but she apparently struggled to remember whether to sign as Nikki or as Nicole, whatever that meant.

		“I guess you could say that, but I don’t think of us that way,” Damon explained. “It all started with Annabelle. She was doubting some of my abilities and challenged me to turn her into a bimbo. She didn’t think I could do it, which in hindsight was pretty silly of her, don’t you think?”

		“Um, I guess,” Tiana answered, unclear if she actually agreed with him or not.

		“And then she got the idea that she didn’t want to be my only bimbo. Josie here was Annabelle’s personal trainer, but she quickly fell in line and joined what I like to think of as a harem. Nikki lived next door and after a falling out with family decided she wanted to join my harem. It’s all a bit secret though, so that’s why she’s had so much plastic surgery. You wouldn’t recognize her anymore if you knew her before. I even had her forget about her family to help sever those ties completely.”

		“Wow, that’s, um, really crazy,” Tiana said. But as much as she wanted to end this meeting as soon as possible, she found herself intrigued. It was strange to think of herself in any of the three women’s shoes, but there was some strange appeal. Tiana would not have to deal with Jeff or any of the other bastards in the office. Sure, she would still be viewed as a sex object, but that would happen on her terms, not on someone else’s.

		“I try no to think about that,” Damon said.

		“But, how did you do it to them?” Tiana asked, her curiosity getting the better of her. “How did you turn them into bimbos?”

		Damon smiled. “Magic.”

		That was it. That was all he said. It was magic. Tiana did not understand, but she did not really want to understand. She wanted, no needed, for the meeting to end so she could file the paperwork and move onto her next assignment. She had hundreds of pages of case law and legal briefs to read.

		“I will file everything for you, Mr. Sinclair,” Tiana finally said. “I’ll send copies to you as soon as they are ready. You should have full durable power of attorney privileges by the end of the week.”

		“Thank you, Ms. Marshal,” Damon answered, reaching out to shake her hand. “And let me know if you are ever in need of my services.”

		Tiana said nothing as Damon ushered the three bimbos out of her office. No other words were spoken after Damon made his offer. And as she sat back down to begin reading the latest stack of legal documents, her mind began to wander, thinking about what it must be like to be a bimbo like those three women. They certainly seemed happy with their lives, as strange as that seemed. Tiana had always had to fight for everything so she could see the attraction of having someone else take charge.

		That all assumed that the person in charge was benevolent. In Tiana’s experience, few people were. However, from her short interaction with Damon, he seemed about as benevolent as one could be. He cared for his bimbos, at the very least. And none of them seemed neglected. In fact, they were some of the most attractive women Tiana had ever seen outside of television and magazines.

		The rest of the day went slowly for Tiana. Her job was boring. When she had first started law school, she had been under the impression that she would become some great prosecutor or defense attorney. She would become someone who could change the world with the cases she took on. Unfortunately, that dream had not yet come to fruition. Instead, she was stuck in an office by herself reading dry legal briefs that sometimes made her want to tear her hair out.

		The meeting with Damon and his bimbos proved to be a bright spot in Tiana’s day. Between the sexual harassment and the boring reading, she kept thinking back to her meeting with Damon and day dreaming about what would happen if she were part of his harem.

		The rest of the week did not go much better. Tiana managed to avoid Jeff and his hand smacking her ass, but that was little comfort when she spent the rest of the week reading and summarizing her research for her bosses only to have them throw her work out, because they apparently no longer needed it. Unfortunately, no one had bothered to tell Tiana that her work was no longer needed.

		That proved to be her last straw. She did not quit, although that would have been the natural step to take. Instead, as she sent off the final documents to Damon for his power of attorney, she included a brief note about whether he could help her improve her life.

		It was a rash move and completely unprofessional. However, as soon as Tiana dropped it in the mailbox, she knew it was too late to rescind her request. She would have to live with the repercussions when they came, assuming Damon paid any attention to her request. It was completely possible one of his bimbos would open the envelope first and lose the extra note before Damon had a chance to see it.

		It was the next Monday when Tiana found herself stopping by the company mailroom on her way out to lunch. There was rarely any mail for her, but she checked it at least daily, just in case. And on this particular occasion, there was a letter for her.

		“Hmm,” Tiana said as she walked out of the mailroom with her letter in hand. “No return address.”

		It was true. It was impossible for Tiana to know where the letter had originated, at least from the outside of the envelope. When she stepped onto the elevator, noting that she was alone, Tiana rode down as she opened the envelope.

		“A note card,” Tiana mumbled to herself. It was strange. Even more strange were the three words written on it. “Improve your diet,” Tiana mouthed, moving her lips but not actually speaking any words.

		As the elevator doors opened onto the lobby of the building, Tiana stepped off. She had planned to turn right when she exited the building. There was a fast food restaurant nearby that would provide a quick meal to carry her through the rest of the day. However, instead of turning right, she turned left and after a slightly longer walk found herself entering a completely different restaurant.

		That day for lunch, Tiana ate a salad. The meal was better than she had figured it would be and it did not take her that much longer to eat. It seemed that without even thinking about it, she had found a new lunch spot featuring food that was better for her. What was more, that salad satisfied her food cravings better than a fast food hamburger ever could have. Rather than feeling barely alive at the end of the workday, Tiana felt energized. It was a definite improvement.

		By the time Wednesday rolled around, Tiana was feeling better than ever. In only a few days, her diet had improved dramatically. She was finding she had so much more energy when she fueled her body with good food, not just whatever junk was easiest to shove into her mouth. Yes, it had only been a short time and there was a chance she might revert back to her old ways, but she did not want to.

		And so it was Wednesday evening when Tiana stopped off at the mailroom on her way home when she found a second letter, just like the one from Monday. Like before, there was just a note card inside. “Get fit at the gym or at home,” Tiana read as she made her way down to the lobby in the elevator.

		It was too late to go to the gym. Tiana had not planned for it, although as soon as she finished reading the note card, she felt a strong desire to stop at the gym on her way home. But without the proper attire, it simply did not make sense.

		What Tiana did instead was go for a brisk walk as soon as she got home. She changed into more casual clothes, an outfit she could move around in, as well as a pair of walking shoes. Then she hit the sidewalk, pushing her body to carry her at a brisk pace. She was walking with purpose, not to get someplace in particular, but simply to push her limits. It was a start.

		After finishing her walk and eating a nutritious dinner, Tiana logged onto her home computer and began researching local gyms, especially ones that were relatively close to her route to and from work. As soon as she found one, she signed up online, deciding she would stop in for a workout on her way to the office in the morning.

		Starting a workout routine is never easy and it was not easy for Tiana. That first morning at the gym was one of the hardest half hours of her life. She would have preferred sitting and taking the bar exam again rather than go through that. But the pain Tiana felt after her first gym workout did not stop her from returning again Friday.

		It was strange. Tiana knew that. The fact she had tried to get healthy in the past and always failed should have meant this would be similar. However, this time Tiana’s action felt more like a compulsion than a desire. She felt compelled to go to the gym. She felt compelled to eat healthier meals. There was something about those note cards that held some sway over her. If only she did not like the idea of the person she was becoming, she might have fought against the note cards’ influence.

		As Tiana shuffled out of the office Friday evening, her legs stiff and sore from her first two workouts, she found a third letter in her mailbox. This time she waited until she reached her car before she opened it. The elevator was full of people, including Jeff. Thankfully with so many people there, he did not make any moves on her. Then again, the way she held her body, she was certain she looked less attractive to him in the moment. Her hair was frizzy and her shoulders slumped. Tiana could not wait to get home and take a nice hot bubble bath.

		However, all thoughts of a bubble bath were initially forgotten once she was in her car and she had the chance to open her letter. As before, the envelope included no return address. And the stylized script used for both the address and the words on the note card inside made it clear that the sender had been the same.

		“Take care of your skin,” Tiana read out loud after opening the envelope.

		Tiana knew she could take better care of herself. Her skin was ashy in places. It had usually been easier to just cover up her less appealing areas of skin. The most prominent places were her knees and elbows, but there were various areas of her body that could use better care. Her dark skin was lacking and she knew it.

		There was nothing Tiana could do about her skin at the moment, although she did stop at a drug store on the way home from work that evening and buy a bottle of skin cream. But the more important step waited until Saturday morning when Tiana called a local spa about available appointments. Luck was on her side, as an opening had just become available for later in the day.

		It was with great relief that Tiana stepped into the spa that afternoon. She had already made a visit to the gym and completed a workout. Despite only being active for a few days, she was already feeling better about both her fitness and her body. She was making fast progress, faster than she should have, but Tiana did not complain. The results were what mattered and her body image had improved greatly.

		When Tiana arrived at work the following Monday, she did so with a smile on her face. For the first time in weeks, if not months, Tiana felt like she was finally on the right path in her life. She felt happy and not even an encounter with Jeff in the elevator could fully kill her mood. And in this case, when Jeff moved to smack her ass, she turned and caught hold of his hand before he could make contact.

		“I told you not to do that,” Tiana said, still smiling. “If you can’t respect me and my body, then we will have a problem. Do you understand?”

		Jeff said nothing, but he nodded his head. He had never had a woman stand up to him like that before. And despite Tiana’s smile, she intimidated him as both an attractive woman and as an angry black woman. He would not be bothering her again unless he showed up to work either drunk or stoned. Neither of the things were impossibilities. Jeff enjoyed his life and he did not let his work get in the way of that. After all, he was good friends with the partners. His job was protected as long as he did not get himself arrested and charged with a felony.

		When the fourth letter arrived, Tiana paid it little attention. It was not that she avoided it. She opened it right away and read its contents. However, she was already smiling. Her life had improved so quickly and so fundamentally that a smile had become her default expression. And if there was any concern over how others treated her now, she found such concerns unwarranted. Tiana found both her coworkers and her clients responded better to her when she smiled. And smiling had certainly helped her with her boss. He was less critical of her work and gave her better assignments and not just the bottom of the barrel cases that someone had to take care of but no one wanted to.

		After receiving four letters in such a short period of time, Tiana had expected them to continue appearing in similar intervals. Instead, however, the letters stopped appearing. At first Tiana feared the company mail clerk was holding them back. Or it could have even been the people at the post office. She had to figure sending letters without a return address was against the rules, although Tiana’s law specialties did not touch the postal code. If she wanted to find out, she could, but the research she would need to conduct would take away from the cases that paid her salary. There was limits to the kind of time she could spend on side projects. She was already spending considerable time and effort on improving her appearance and fitness. Those things took precedence.

		When the fifth letter finally did arrive, Tiana looked like a whole new woman. She wore new clothes, as her old outfits no longer fit her properly. They no longer looked professional on her, so she was forced to purchase an entirely new wardrobe. After all, her work clothes, her workout clothes, and her casual clothes had been purchased with an eye on fitting her old body. Her new and improved body could fit into her old clothes, but they hun off her making her look like she lacked style and class. Both those things were important in her job. As a black woman she needed to look her best for her clients to prevent racial stereotypes from coloring their impressions of her.

		“I need to pierce my belly-button,” Tiana said as she entered the piercing parlor that night. She was on her way home from work when she spotted the shop. The lights were on and it did not look busy.

		There were so many reasons for Tiana to talk herself out of getting her navel pierced. It was a slow piercing to heal and it could easily become irritated or infected. Nonetheless, she felt compelled to do as the note card had told her. Tiana was just happy she had not been asked to pierce her tongue. That would have left her colleagues questioning her judgement and professionalism, neither of which she wanted to place in jeopardy.

		The pain did not last long, although Tiana found herself wearing her blouse open on the drive home, making sure nothing touched the gold barbell in her belly-button.

		Later that night, as Tiana was getting ready for bed, she looked at her body in the mirror, having stripped down completely. She had made so much progress. She was beyond happy with the results of her improved diet and workout regime. Her weekly spa appointments had done wonders for her skin and even though she now always smiled, what she saw would have made her smile anyway, even more so now with her new jewelry. And at least no one at work would ever know.

		Unfortunately, the idea of her work colleagues never knowing about the full slate of changes she had instituted was about to change when Tiana received the sixth letter. Yes, her coworkers had noticed how she had shed pounds. They also noticed how much happier she seemed. For Jeff, he kept his distance, but his eyes seemed to follow Tiana wherever she went. If she was in eyeshot, Jeff was undoubtedly looking at her, staring. He seemed unable to help himself.

		“Get a boob job,” Tiana read as she sat in her car. She had grown more careful about where she opened the letters. After the last one provided a diagram of how her new piercing should look, she had taken extra precautions to be alone when opening the letters, without the chance of being interrupted. No more opening her mail in the elevator.

		And it was a good thing she had waited, because included in the envelope were snapshots of a pair of augmented breasts to use as inspiration with the surgeon.

		“Well, fuck,” Tiana said as she realized what this all meant. She was not completely against the idea of getting breast implants. She certainly thought the breasts of Damon’s three bimbos looked good, even if they were big on their frames. And after losing some of the fast food weight, Tiana did not feel thrilled with the way her breasts had shrunk too. It was good to lose the weight, but that was the one downside.

		But the big issue was what Tiana’s colleagues would think of her. She could afford the procedure. She made good money and remained relatively frugal in her living expenses. And Tiana could take the time off she needed to recover. That would be no problem. The problem was what everyone would think of her when she returned to work. They would all know why she had taken the time off. And she was certain Jeff would have a field day when he finally saw her expanded chest.

		However, those fears were not enough to prevent Tiana from making an appointment for a consultation. She even knew what surgeon to visit. The back of the photographs included the name and address of the surgeon she was supposed to use.

		“Ah, yes, those have been some of my best work,” the surgeon said after Tiana showed him the photos at her consultation. “And I do believe I can give you a matching pair. I assure you, you will love the new look. We just need to get you booked for a surgery date.”

		“How soon can you book me in?” Tiana asked with a combination of nervousness and excitement. This was such a big step, but she knew she wanted this. Then again, the influence of the note cards erased her ability to disagree. She wanted this because she was told to want it. And now she could only hope that it turned out how she hoped.

		It was the day before Tiana was booked for her surgery and she was finishing a final few pieces of paperwork that could not wait until after she returned. It was a Thursday afternoon and her surgery was scheduled for the following morning. Then she would have all of the next week off, giving her more than nine days to recover from the operation before returning to the office.

		A knock came at the door. Tiana glanced at her calendar and saw she had forgotten about an appointment, although she could not remember making it, nor had she written down who it was with.

		“Come in,” she called as she cleared her desk of her final item for the day. As soon as this appointment was done, she could go home.

		The door opened to reveal a familiar face. Damon stood in the doorway, taking in his lawyer’s appearance. He played it cool, not staring, just assessing.

		“Mr. Sinclair,” Tiana said, standing up and coming around her desk to shake Damon’s hand. “It’s nice to see you.”

		“And the same to you, Ms. Marshall,” Damon said, taking her hand firmly and shaking it.

		“Please, come in and take a seat.”

		Damon did as Tiana requested, sitting across from her at the desk. Tiana returned to her desk chair and leaned forward, resting her chin on her folded hands, propped up with her elbows on the desk.

		“What can I do for you?” Tiana asked. “I apologize, but I don’t seem to have your name or the reason for your appointment in my calendar. And I should also inform you that I will be out of the office for the next six business days, so please keep that in mind.”

		“That’s just fine,” Damon said calmly. “I actually came here to make you an offer.”

		“An offer?” Tiana asked, surprised.

		“I know you’ve been shopping around for another job,” Damon explained. “I know you aren’t happy here. So I guess you could say I’m here to offer you a job.”

		“Wait, what kind of job?” Tiana asked, growing skeptical. Yes, she wanted a new job, but she was in a delicate situation at the moment. The breast augmentation had recently taken precedence over her job hunt. It technically was not too late to cancel the surgery, but she was looking forward to waking up with a proper set of tits. She had gone through every bit of mental gymnastics to reach the point where she could tell herself that this was what she wanted. She wanted the boob job for herself and not because she received some magic note in the mail telling her to get it. Yes, the latter was true, but she had done everything she could to feel good about it.

		“I know you’ve been doing a lot to improve yourself lately,” Damon explained. “I was wondering if you wanted to take the final leap and go all the way.”

		“How do you know about all that?” Tiana asked, growing concerned that Damon was not the man she thought he was.

		“Because I have been sending you the cards,” Damon said as he reached into his jacket and pulled out an envelope just like the previous six she had received.

		“It was you?” Tiana asked, genuinely stunned.

		“You asked me to help,” Damon countered. “I’ve just been doing what you wanted.”

		Tiana thought back and remembered how she had sent the extra note along with the power of attorney documents. And it had been shortly after that she began receiving the note cards. The timeline made sense, even if she still struggled to understand how simply receiving and reading a note card could have such a strong effect on her.

		“By now you should be beginning to understand that I do indeed have some magic at my disposal,” Damon continued. “You asked for my help and I have given it. I assume your reason for being out of the office is because you are having a breast augmentation tomorrow. And the look you have selected is remarkably similar to my three bimbos.”

		Tiana was a lawyer and a good one at that. She had a quick mind and while she had never believed in magic before, she certainly was coming around to the fact that Damon could do what he said he could. There might be another answer, but she was not seeing it. But regardless of how Damon had pulled it off, his coming here could only mean one thing.

		“You are offering me a position in your harem,” Tiana said plainly.

		“That’s right,” Damon said, smiling. “If you take me up on my offer, we can negotiate what your role would be. You could continue to be a practicing lawyer for all I care. I just want you to be happy. And I think I can put you in a situation that would make you happy.”

		“How long do I have to decide?” Tiana asked before she could come up with a reason to say no.

		“You can have as much time as you like,” Damon said as he leaned forward and placed the envelope on the desk. “If you decide you want to experience some of what I have to offer you, all you need to do is open that envelope and read what is written on the note card. You already have my contact information, so you shouldn’t have a problem getting in touch with me.”

		“Just like that?” Tiana asked.

		“Just like that.”

		Tiana did not decide that day. She needed to think it over. So much of her life hung in the balance and she had other things to think about, such as her impending boon job.

		It was Monday when Tiana made her decision. Her surgery went off without a hitch. The surgeon, having already practiced on three other women, told her it was his best work yet, which she found hard to believe, but that was just a matter of the pain and bruising clouding her impressions. Spending the weekend at home and slowly weaning herself off the pain medication, Tiana made her decision.

		“Always say yes,” Tiana read off the card. It seemed like such a bimbo response. If a man asked something of her, of course she would say yes. That was what a bimbo did. If a man wanted a blowjob, the bimbo’s job was to drop to her knees and suck his cock. It was really that simple.

		Of course, Tiana could think of situations where a yes answer was inappropriate, but those instances did not seem to clash with her directive. The idea of saying yes is that Tiana would be up for anything. She would not let her personal issues get in the way of being the best bimbo she could be, especially when it came to Damon. That was what this was all about, after all.

		“Damon, it’s Tiana,” she said over the phone when Damon picked up Monday afternoon. “Yes.”

		That was all she needed to say. He knew what it meant, as did she. Tiana had just agreed to become Damon’s bimbo. She had just agreed to join his harem.

		In her short time as a lawyer, Tiana had never invited a client over to her home. That broke the rules as far as she was concerned. Professionalism was important to her. However, this was different. When Damon came to her home, he was no longer her client. She was his bimbo.

		“You seem to be healing nicely,” Damon said as he sat down across from Tiana at her kitchen table, two days after she opened the seventh envelope. She wore a surgical bra underneath a baggy t-shirt. Pajama pants and slippers completed the outfit. She was still recovering and did not feel the need to dress up for Damon. She might someday soon, especially if he ordered it of her, but for the moment, comfort was more important.

		“Thanks,” Tiana said, bowing her head in embarrassment.

		“Nothing to be ashamed about,” Damon said. “You look great, even dressed as you are. I wouldn’t have made my offer to you if I didn’t think you would make a great bimbo.”

		Tiana’s mood brightened after that. She had been smiling already, but now it grew wide, showing genuine happiness.

		“So let’s talk about what kind of bimbo you want to be,” Damon said.

		Tiana had a list, as it turned out. First and foremost, she wanted to remain a practicing lawyer. She had worked hard and spent a lot of money to get her degree and pass the bar exam. She did not want to give that up. Second on the list was the fact she would need help paying off her student loans from law school. She had made major headway in paying them off early, but she still had at least half of them still to go. She presumed her salary would drop as her harem duties picked up. Damon would need to help.

		Tiana had thought he might balk at those, but he agreed without any debate. She was surprised.

		“You really want me to join you?” Tiana said, still surprised by Damon’s offer.

		“I wouldn’t be sitting here if I didn’t,” Damon answered. “Don’t think I won’t get anything out of this deal. I am confident that we will both be happy about what happens next.”

		After those two big items, Tiana’s list felt less important, but she brought them up regardless. As a black woman, she did not want to be put in a situation where she was a slave and she refused to be involved in any race play. For her, the attraction of the bimbo lifestyle was largely a mental one, enjoying the idea of someone taking on the more strenuous mental tasks and leaving her to be happy. But she would still be a black woman and that brought with it a whole history of subjugation that she did not want to revisit.

		Again, Damon agreed without question. Tiana almost wondered if this whole situation might be a trap. It did not make sense that such a nice man would have a harem of bimbos. That seemed like something a bad person would have. And yet, all the evidence pointed to him being a good man, albeit a bit unconventional with the magic, among other oddities.

		“If there’s anything else you can think of, feel free to bring it up,” Damon said. “This isn’t a final negotiation. If you go through with this, you will still have all the agency you have now, even if you choose not to wield it.”

		“Then I agree to become your bimbo,” Tiana said.

		The pair shook hands. Even if Tiana had been up for sex, she doubted Damon would have pushed her for it. She had no doubt their relationship would eventually turn sexual, but she appreciated the fact he gave her time to build up to that point. And it would take time to come to terms with the fact she had just agreed to become a bimbo for a man she barely knew.

		“Look at you,” Jeff said after spotting Tiana on her first day back in the office. She had tried to hide her new assets, but they were of a size that made them difficult to hide. “You are looking gorgeous.”

		“Leave me alone,” Tiana said as she pushed by her coworker, trying to ignore him as best she could.

		“Wait, hold up,” Jeff said. It seemed like her earlier threats to him had worn off and he had returned to his obnoxious self. “There’s something different about you. Let’s see.” Jeff took a moment to pause as he size Tiana up. “Oh my god, someone got a boob job. How much to show me your tits?”

		Tiana’s hands clenched into fists, but she managed to hold back and prevent herself from hitting the man. She knew that no matter what he said to her, her hitting him would get her fired. And while she was no longer concerned about her job here at the firm, she was concerned such action might result in getting disbarred. It would be hard enough being a practicing lawyer and a bimbo, but she did not want to have to fight to get back in good standing while also being a bimbo.

		“Leave me alone,” Tiana said, before turning and walking away.

		The end of Tiana’s time at the law firm could not come soon enough. The deal she had worked out with Damon would mean that she could continue to practice law, although she would not work for a firm like Allen, Alan, & McAllen. She would have her own practice, although Damon was certain he could throw some work her way from his own business dealings. That was fine by her and definitely preferable to dealing with people like Jeff.

		Unfortunately, Damon had not given her permission to quit yet. She now found herself at his mercy when it came to how long she continued in her present position. While it was people like Jeff that made her want to quit immediately, she did understand the importance of not burning any bridges on her way out. It would have been easier if she felt confident Jeff would back off, but she had a feeling that seeing her expanded chest would only embolden him to be an even bigger jackass than he already was.

		As Tiana continued to heal from her surgery, her life did not change much. Her recovery was going well and the surgeon was happy with her progress. Other than that, she only had sporadic contact with Damon. He had promised to take care of the complex situation of getting her moved, when she was ready. Tiana would be moving in with Damon and the other bimbos. He had even promised her a room to herself. She would have her private space, should she need it, although he also made it clear that he had a large enough bed for multiple people to sleep in at once and that she would be expected to be part of that.

		It was a full month after her surgery when Tiana received her next letter from Damon. She was actually surprised to receive it at work. He now had access to every piece of information about her. He could have sent it to her home or requested that she come and pick it up from him. Yet he still sent it to her office, just like old times.

		“Get a tattoo,” the card read. Tiana had returned to her office to read the note card. She spent as much time holed up in her office as possible now, trying to avoid Jeff and other men like him. She had felt the increased attention on her since she returned from her surgery. And as she tried to re-enter her life, she found there were certain people who treated her differently. It seemed like there were suddenly more Jeffs in the office.

		Along with the note card was a hand drawing of the tattoo in question and a description of where she was to have it done.

		“He’s having me get a tramp stamp with my name on it,” she said out loud. “I guess that could look pretty good.”

		The old Tiana had never considered a tattoo, although she had to admit they could look good. They just had never before been for her. Now that was changing. She was vaguely aware that Damon’s other bimbos had similar tattoos. Damon had hinted at that, but she had never seen them. But given the fact he had selected matching breasts for her, she guessed the other girls had similar tattoos.

		Tiana waited until Friday night to get her tattoo. Unlike her belly-button piercing, which had healed nicely at his point, Tiana had made an appointment for her tattoo. Damon had recommended an artist, the same one who had done the tattoos of the other girls. She figured by getting it Friday night, she would have all weekend to let it heal and to get used to it before she returned to the office on Monday.

		Not that anyone would see the tattoo, especially not Jeff. She dressed in suits at the office, even when she knew she would not be seeing any clients that day. Tiana knew how much she had to overcome to reach her position and she did not want anyone to dock her points. It was so easy for people to force her into a double standard. She did not like it, but that was a fact of life in her experience.

		When Tiana got out of the shower Monday morning, she took a moment to examine herself in the mirror. Her time spent at the gym, as well as the improved diet, had paid off with her figure. Her tits, as she more frequently referred to them in her own mind, looked fantastic as well. With each passing day she was finding herself happier that she got them. The tattoo was still a bit red, but it appeared to be healing nicely, but it was bigger than she had expected. No one would miss that it spelled her name in a stylized script similar to that used on the note cards. But what was less easy to see were the words Damon’s Bimbo. Those were hidden within the design, but they were just as true as her name.

		“Yes,” Tiana said later that day. Another note card had arrived from Damon. This one was the one she had been waiting for. “Quit your job.” Those three words made her happier than she could have imagined.

		Of course, quitting was not that easy. She had active cases she was working on, although nothing that could not easily be handed over to another lawyer at the firm. But that would take time. Two weeks, as it turned out, which was perfect. That day, Tiana gave her two-weeks notice to her boss and began the process of finishing up her current assignments.

		As Tiana focused on ending her time working for Allen, Alan, & McAllen, Damon spent much of his free time arranging for Tiana to move into his house. He handled the lease on her apartment, as well as the actual moving. She could keep the furniture, clothes, and other items that she wanted, but what she did not want would either be donated or sold off. What got sold would help go toward her new wardrobe. After all, most of the time Tiana would not need to look like the professional lawyer she had made herself to be. She would spend the bulk of her time looking like the bimbo she was becoming.

		Tiana had been afraid the transition to living with Damon would be a difficult one. She had been afraid her new bimbo sisters would take time to warm up to her. After all, she was different from them, both in her appearance and in the fact she still had her wits. However, all of those fears turned out to be unfounded. She immediately felt at home in Damon’s house and the trio of Annabelle, Josie, and Nikki were more than welcoming. It actually turned out to be a huge relief that such a significant life change came with no hiccups whatsoever.

		Her final two weeks at work flew by even as her home life changed dramatically. However, it was no surprise that the firm did nothing to wish Tiana well on her new journey. It almost seemed as if her departure was a second thought, an end to a bad situation all around.

		“You’re leaving us?” Jeff asked on Tiana’s final day as he caught her in the break room retrieving the coffee cups she had brought to the office.

		“That’s right,” Tiana said happily. She was finally going to be rid of Jeff and his crude and sexist behavior.

		“I guess that means I won’t have to give you a pity fuck anymore,” Jeff said. He felt invincible against Tiana. After all, she was leaving the firm and he felt free to be his true self.

		“I could curse you out,” Tiana said. “I could report you to management. I could even call the cops on you for some of the stunts you’ve pulled. Instead, however, I’m just going to give you this.”

		Tiana held out an envelope. It looked identical to the envelopes Damon had sent her, except it was addressed to Jeff instead of her.

		Jeff took the envelope, not understanding its meaning, but thinking he had somehow won. He hurried to open it, sliding his finger under the adhesive flap and ripping the envelope open.

		For her part, Tiana had no idea what Jeff would find inside the envelope. Damon had given it to her in case she wanted to make Jeff pay for his harassment of her. Had Jeff allowed her to leave the firm without incident, she would have returned the envelope to Damon. But since Jeff decided to be even more cruel in his treatment of her, Tiana pulled out the envelope and gave it to him.

		“Your cock will never get hard again,” Jeff read out loud. He looked from the note card to Tiana, his mouth hanging open in confusion. “What the hell does this mean?”

		Tiana shrugged her shoulders as a smirk former on her face. That seemed like an apt punishment for a man who treated her with such disdain.

		“I don’t know, but I’d be careful with the next woman you try to fuck,” Tiana said. She never would have used such language before, but she no longer cared. It seemed doubtful that Jeff would say anything, especially after finding the command on the note card had come true. He never would be able to get hard again. He would never again feel the sexual pleasure from a woman or his own hands.

		That night, as Tiana arrived at her new home, she was greeted by her bimbo sisters. They pulled her inside and carefully stripped her of her work clothes. She would not be needing them anymore, at least not in the same capacity. Then they began to dress her with all new clothes that were better fitting her new station in life.

		From Tiana’s perspective, the attention she got from Annabelle, Josie, and Nikki was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. She felt cared for by them, knowing they would do everything they could to make her feel good. And to be honest, she felt sexy with them, something she never had really felt before.

		When Tiana next appeared in front of Damon, she looked dramatically different from the last time they were in the same room. Her modest heels she wore at the office had been replaced with towering platform heels. Her slacks had been replaced with a short pleated skirt that barely covered the curve of her ass. Almost any movement would be enough to reveal the fact she was not wearing any panties. Her blouse and jacket had been replaced with a cropped long sleeve top with a large cut across the front that revealed a significant amount of under-boob.

		Tiana looked like a slut, but she liked it. She had never felt this good about her appearance. Of course, it helped that her bimbo sisters were dressed in similar outfits that exposed their bodies to the utmost degree. After all, part of her life now as a member of Damon’s bimbo harem was to look and sometimes act like a sex object. It was only natural that she felt good about dressing like one.

		“You look perfect,” Damon said as soon as he saw his latest acquisition. “A perfect fit in my harem.”

		Tiana could feel her face burn from embarrassment. She had never taken compliments well, but she hoped that would change as she fell into her role within Damon’s household.

		“I believe it is time to finish your transformation,” Damon continued. “Let’s have you lean over the table.”

		Tiana did as she was beckoned. She bent at the hips, presenting her ass toward Damon as she leaned over the table. Her tattoo, expressing who and what she was, was on full display.

		She knew this was the moment. It had been a long time since she last had sex, but that was about to change. And it would be a permanent change. Sex would become a regular part of her life from now on. And that fact only made her smile all the more.

		Damon stepped up behind Tiana. His hands caressed her ass, pulling her flippy skirt down to her ankles. Tiana stepped out of it, spreading her legs to give Damon access to her most intimate place.

		A moment later and Tiana’s eyes went wide as Damon pushed his hard cock into her pussy. He split her open, stretching her unlike she had ever been stretched before. She had expected some pain, but there was only pleasure as Damon buried himself inside of her.

		It did not take long for Damon to begin to fuck Tiana properly, thrusting in and out of her tight pussy. She could only moan in response, her words already leaving her as the pleasure continued to mount. Each thrust pushing her forward, forcing her big tits to scrape against the table.

		Both Damon and Tiana were completely unaware that they had an audience. Annabelle, Josie, and Nikki were lined up along the far wall, watching, each of them with their hands at their tits and pussies, pleasuring themselves, waiting for the final moment when they could act.

		Tiana felt as if she had just become a sex doll. Her whole body vibrated with orgasmic energy, ready to be released. All that was needed was for Damon to finally push her over the edge.

		And then it happened. Damon’s cock twitched inside of her, telling her that he had passed his point of no return. No matter how hard he tried, he would soon be cumming.

		However, just as Tiana expected Damon to cum in her pussy, he pulled out. She was shocked and ready to scream in frustration until she felt him unload on the small of her back, painting her new tattoo with his hot white seed.

		“Fuck,” Tiana cried out as her climax arrived. It felt as if her whole body had exploded, releasing the pent up energy in a single instant, her entire body flooding with pleasure, both her nerves and her synapses firing at once. It was unlike anything Tiana had ever experienced before as her brain nearly shut down under the onslaught of pleasure.

		It was only when Damon had finished cumming, covering her backside in his seed, that Tiana found her senses returning to her. And it was then that she discovered there was a new note card in front of her. Staying where she was with her tits mashed under her against the table, her ass still sticking out behind her, invitingly, Tiana reached forward with her hands and picked up the note card.

		The letters swam in front of her eyes as she tried to focus.

		“Damon is to do your thinking for you as your owner and master,” Tiana read out loud. In that moment it felt as if a fog descended on her mind, smothering her thoughts. She was no longer a thinking person. Thinking was for Damon as her master.

		However, unlike her bimbo sisters, Tiana’s thoughts and memories were not completely shot. They remained, although the instances when she could access them were severely limited. They were only accessible when she needed to think like a lawyer. The rest of the time she would be just as brainless as the three women waiting in the wings for their part in Tiana’s initiation into their bimbo club.

		“What are you?” Damon asked.

		“I’m your bimbo, Master,” Tiana said with conviction. She knew it deep down to her very core. Her soul belonged here in his harem. He would take care of her and provide for her and she would be the best bimbo she could be for him.

		After Tiana admitted her new truth, the other girls rushed toward her. They licked the cum off her back, sending new shivers down her spine and making her wet all over again.

		Before that day, Tiana had never considered sex with another woman, but now that she was a bimbo in a harem, she could not imagine going more than a day at most without some sort of sexual fun with her new sisters. She could not wait to get her first taste of pussy.

		However, that would have to wait. There were more important items on the agenda, including ending the night with all four bimbos pleasing Damon in his huge bed. And he would make sure that Tiana took center stage as the latest addition to his bimbo harem.

		Tiana’s life had changed radically since she first met Damon and his bimbos. But now that she was among them, she knew that this was where she was meant to be. She was a bimbo and a lawyer, but she now understood the long neglected part of her life was most important. She was happy and the smile on her face was genuine. But the question remained whether she could find another woman to join Damon’s bimbo harem.
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