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      Nia felt down. She felt run down. And it was all made worse by checking her bank balance on her phone before leaving work that day.

      Life always felt like one series of challenges after another. And the end of a pay period was just another reminder of how little she was making, and how far she had to go to reach her goal. Her dream, to open her own hair salon, felt as if it was getting further from her reach, rather than closer. It was a dream that had been years in the making, and it would still take years more.

      It did not take a math genius to run the numbers. Nia was nowhere close to achieving her dream. And, at her current rate, she might never succeed, her passing coming before she ever had the opportunity to open her own business. It all felt like too much.

      The drive home from work was usually a time when Nia could decompress, a chance to turn up her music and belt out a tune. She was no songbird, but she could carry a tune well enough to feel good about it. Not today, though. There was no music. Only the silence of the drive, giving her ample time to think, to really consider her life situation and to wonder if it was really worth it to keep trying. But what else was there?

      Nia did not know. There were always other options, but her ambition would not leave her be. Her destiny was clear, even if she could not yet achieve it.

      After what seemed like a longer drive than usual, Nia pulled her old car into Paradise Valley Trailer Park. This place had been a cheap place to live while she saved money for her dreams. But there was something not right about the place. Multiple things not right about it. One had been around since she moved in, the sense of otherness. Anyone who looked at Nia would know she was different. Her skin was dark, her hair braided. The town was a conservative place, and that meant that many people were always suspicious of her. She was used to it, but that did not make it any better.

      However, more recently, something had changed. The women of the trailer park, and just the trailer park as opposed to the larger community, had changed. They had transformed, seemingly one by one. Nia did not know what had happened. She could blame her lack of awareness on being so focused on her work at a salon across town. But the results were obvious. The women of Paradise Valley Trailer Park were turning into bimbos.

      It was weird. Nia could tell that the women had changed. Their bodies were not the same. Their personalities had altered. And their appearance, with heavy makeup, skimpy clothes, and big hair, all spoke to a new direction for the women of the park. Nia did not understand why or how. But whenever there were more than two women together, the giggles could be heard across the park. And then there were the orgasmic screams of pleasure, day and night. Some of the women in the park had certainly become more active in the bedroom. And their neighbors were not being quiet about it. Nia often went to bed to the sounds of another woman, or even multiple women, screaming in ecstasy.

      Despite the sexual noises and the gossiping bimbos making up most of the female population, the trailer park did not feel any less safe. In fact, it felt safer. Everyone seemed happier. Hornier, too, but definitely happier. It was a strange paradox that Nia did not entirely understand. Strong and independent women seemed to have given up their autonomy so that they could be sexy idiots. Nia could never connect with those women, not willing to give up on her dream.

      As she pulled her car into the open space in front of her trailer home, her thoughts were a flurry of activity. Her mind was always busy, but there was so much going on that it felt like too much sometimes. She was sure there were some in her life that would say she was overthinking things, but Nia kept her thoughts to herself. No one ever needed to know what she was thinking about. Not that she was a closed book. One look at the cover and everyone knew that she struggled with the challenges that kept cropping up in her life. Saving money was hard, especially when there were so many unexpected expenses in her life. She just could not get ahead.

      Candy watched as Nia pulled up in front of her trailer. She saw the continued struggle in her neighbor, the lines on her face, the perpetual sadness in her eyes. Candy wanted to help. She wanted to help just like she had helped so many other women in the Paradise Valley Trailer Park before her. But Nia was a special case. She was different from the average woman in the park. Nia had ambition to do something and no amount of conditioning could erase that. But where Candy had been able to divert the interests of the other women into trashy fashion and sex, Nia would need some extra help, a new outlet, and maybe even a path to making her real dreams come true.

      "Nia, honey," Candy called out as she approached her trailer. Nia had just stepped out of her car and the sadness was evident on her face. "I was wondering if you could come over in a few for some tea. You look like you could use some cheering up."

      Nia looked down her nose at the woman who approached her. Candy was well known in the trailer park. It was not often one encountered a retired porn star. And while Candy might have retired from her work in front of a camera, she had not given up the look. Big, fake tits dominated her frame. Her blonde hair that framed her face was obviously dyed. And Candy had undergone enough other plastic surgery, getting fillers and lifts that it was impossible to tell her real age, but she looked like someone in her forties trying to look like she was in her early twenties, but not entirely succeeding given the obvious age gap.

      It did not help that Nia could not remember ever speaking to Candy before this moment. Until recently, Candy had been a bit of a pariah, without any friends and without any real social status. But as the women of Paradise Valley began to transform, that all changed. Now, they would come by regularly, spending long periods of time inside Candy's trailer. Nia had no idea what they did in there, and she did not want to know. Nia was an attractive woman, but she was no sexual deviant. And she did not trust someone like Candy, who had lived an entire lifetime with her body as her business.

      "I think I'm fine," Nia said. "Thanks for asking."

      "Oh, sweetie, I'm sure you're tired after a hard day at work. I can make some tea and we can talk over what's bothering you. I'm sure we can find a solution that will help you out." There was a certain sincerity in Candy's voice that made it impossible for Nia to turn her down. This was a strange moment in her life, but Nia found herself nodding her head. "Great. Come on by when you're ready."

      Candy turned and left, but not before Nia got a good look at her swinging hips and bouncing bubble butt. If the blonde had anything natural, that butt might not be the first place to look. But Nia could not deny that it had a nice shape.

      It did not take long before Nia had freshened up and had changed into a pair of jeans and a loose-fitting top. Unlike the bimbos who now dominated the park, she had no interest in showing off her body in such a public way. She liked to look professional and presentable, not like a common slut. And it was that appearance that would serve her well when she finally opened her own salon. She had been working in a similar setting for years. She knew exactly what she needed to do to succeed. All she needed was the means to make her dream come true.
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      Nia felt silly as she stepped across the dry grass that separated her trailer from Candy's. It felt like a waste of time, but there was a certain sincerity in Candy's offer of tea that Nia could not ignore. The thought of a nice cup of tea after a long day at work was a bit too tempting, and she soon found herself at the door to Candy's trailer, knocking quietly. She was nervous. She was unsure of her choice. But before she could change her mind, the door opened.

      "Well, look who it is," Candy said as she answered, her voice sweet and bubbly, just like her tits and ass. "Come on in, honey. The water's almost ready. We'll make you a nice cup of tea and see if we can't help you feel a little bit better."

      Candy stepped back and Nia stepped forward, entering the trailer for the first time. It looked like any other trailer, with the exception of the kitchen table, which was covered in what looked like a dusty window curtain, instead of a table cloth, and a crystal ball. But Candy ignored the table and led Nia to the adjoining living room area where there was a couch and small television.

      "Have a seat, Nia. I'll have your tea ready in a jiffy."

      Nia did not know why she was trusting Candy so easily, but she did sit down, making herself comfortable as best as she could. Candy's trailer was not that different from her own, but knowing it belonged to a retired porn star made the hairdresser somehow nervous and uneasy. But she had already made the decision to follow Candy's lead. It was too late to change her mind now.

      "I appreciate the offer," Nia said. "I'll admit, I don't have a lot of friends around here. I've always felt like I am different."

      Nia did not need to directly reference her dark skin. As a Black woman moving into a predominantly white trailer park, located in a predominately white town, she stood out. And that fact made her an easy target for prejudice, suspicion, and the simple act of people gawking. There were plenty in town who did not approve of Nia's mere presence. It was a big part of why Nia did not bother to get to know her neighbors. She did not want to be burned.

      However, Candy's smile seemed so genuine. And it had been a rough day. Nia had to admit to herself that even if she just had one cup of tea and then left, it was probably better than anything else she might do this evening. It was not like she had anything else to do, anyway.

      Candy returned with two steaming cups of tea. She handed one to Nia and then sat down beside her on the couch. Nia noted that the color of their two teas were different, but she thought nothing of it. She just figured that Candy had particular taste in tea, unusual enough taste to differentiate from what was served to others.

      "Drink up and then we'll talk more about how I can help you," Candy said reassuringly. "I promise, I'll take care of you."

      Again, the sincerity in Candy's voice was enough to make Nia feel a little more at ease. The hot tea felt good as it ran down her throat, the warm liquid filling her body. It was a simple moment of pleasure that brought a smile to Nia's face, which had been a rare sight as of late.

      The tea was quite tasty, certainly better than any tea she had ever made for herself. Nia found herself drinking down the hot liquid quickly, not even realizing that Candy had only taken a few small sips of her own, slower to enjoy her own drink.

      When Nia was finished, Candy took the empty cup and placed it on the small coffee table in front of them. Then she turned toward Nia, her smile almost predatory.

      "Now, let's talk about what's bothering you. It's so much easier to work things out when you have someone to talk to, don't you think?"

      Nia nodded. It had been a long time since she had really opened up to anyone, but there was something about Candy, something about this moment that made her want to spill all of her hopes, fears, and dreams. It was almost like she did not have a choice in the matter. The words just came to her, and then they came tumbling out of her mouth.

      Nia talked about it all, how she wanted to open her own salon, how she had no friends, how every time she thought she was finally saving up some money, an unexpected expense hit her, leaving her cash strapped and stuck. It was a sad story, but also one that all too many people had in common with her.

      And all the while, Candy listened. She asked the occasional follow-up question, wanting to understand the totality of Nia's situation. And as Candy listened, she smiled, knowing that her plan for this young woman would both make her feel better and would also serve her needs of adding another bimbo to her growing collection of bubble-headed beauties.

      After talking for what felt like an hour, Nia stopped, her voice finally giving out on her. But for what Candy had planned next, Nia did not need a voice. She only needed to be able to listen.

      "I want to help you, Nia," Candy said, placing her hand on Nia's denim covered knee. "And I bet your dream is closer to becoming a reality than you think. Let me read your fortune and you'll see. Will you do that for me? Will you let me read your fortune?"

      Nia did not believe in fortune telling. She thought it was a sham or even a scam. But Candy had been so good to her so far. She could at least do this for her.

      "Okay, sure," Nia agreed. Candy's face lit up.

      "Oh my, you'll be so glad you did." The busty blonde jumped off the couch and pulled Nia to her feet. "Come with me. Let's go to the table. I'll need to use my crystal ball to see what's in your future."

      Candy sat Nia down at the table, positioning her in front of the crystal ball. Then she reached out, taking Nia's hands, and placed them on the ball itself.

      The moment Nia touched the crystal ball, she felt as if there were magnets holding her hands in place. She could not let go, at least not without significant force. But no panic washed over her. Nia remained completely calm. She was in the safe hands of her new friend, having no idea what Candy had planned for her.

      "There, that's better," Candy said. "Now, let's talk about your dream. You seem to think it's really far away, but really, it's closer than you think. You've been thinking too big. But you haven't considered the local need for the services you offer. The women here at Paradise Valley need their hair styled just like the women in the town. There's been a growing need. And while the girls here can't pay much, you'll have such low overhead working from home, it won't matter. You'll have your business and the girls in the trailer park will have big and sexy hair every week."

      Candy's words seemed so reasonable. Nia had not considered how close her dreams were. She had thought about having to work and save enough money to open a salon in the middle of town. It never occurred to her that she could begin with a small version of her salon at home. The thought never occurred to her before Candy mentioned it, and it made complete sense.

      "And even if you can't come up with the money for supplies, I know some people who can help. It won't be top of the line equipment, but no one expects that when you're working out of your trailer. But I want you to be able to start as soon as possible. Wouldn't that be nice? Of course it would."

      Nia knew she should say something, but her thoughts were a jumbled mess, her tongue tied in a knot. Instead, she simply nodded, agreeing with every word Candy said. It was so much easier to just agree. Candy's words just seemed so right.

      "But most important of all, you're going to want to keep coming back to me to have your fortune read. You need to. It will feel like a compulsion. After all, I have the means to make all your dreams come true. I'll always make you feel better. You understand that, don't you?"

      Again, Nia nodded. She understood. And she was not scared. She was not even nervous. Nia had never felt calmer in her life. She was at peace with herself and with her future. Candy would be there to help her along the way.

      "You're doing so good, Nia," Candy said, finishing the reading. "And things are only going to get better from here on out."

      Nia could not help but agree.
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      With the new goal of opening her own business at home, even if it was small and low key, it had taken less than a day to turn her trailer's living room space into a small salon. She could wheel the used salon chair into the kitchen to take advantage of the sink. The rest of the time, it would sit in what used to be her small living room space. The linoleum floor was perfect for collecting hair clippings that fell, and she had space to store all of the products she would need.

      It all happened so quickly, but Nia already had her first customer. Somehow, it seemed fitting that her first customer was Jenny. She was the first woman in the trailer park to go bimbo, following Candy's lead, even if Candy herself was no bimbo. She just looked like one.

      "Like, hi, Nia," Jenny said when Nia opened the door for her. Nia stepped aside and allowed Jenny to pass. "I can't believe we're gonna, like, be able to get our hair did right here at home. This is, like, gonna be so great. I love it. And you have a totally cute place too. Like, I can't believe all this time we've been, like, practically right next to each other, but we've never, like, hung out. That's crazy, isn't it?"

      Jenny continued to babble, using lots of words, but struggling to ever get to the point. It was bimbo-speak at its finest. Nia just let her talk. She was happy to see that she was not the only person who spoke too much when she was nervous, or in Jenny's case, all the time.

      "So is there something particular you wanted me to do?" Nia asked, getting her first customer into the chair.

      "Um, I want, like, big and sexy hair," Jenny replied. "You know, the kind that, like, turns heads and stuff."

      Nia did not have to think too hard to know what Jenny was looking for. She had spent a lot of time in her life studying hairstyles and techniques. She knew what would look good on the buxom blonde, and how to best accentuate her features. Big hair would certainly be part of it, but Nia had to admit that it would come off as trashy, especially with how Jenny always chose to dress, showing off her body without a thought given to modesty.

      "Sure, I can do that," Nia said. "But are you sure you don't want something less dramatic? Something more subtle might fit your facial structure better. You know, something a little less extreme."

      "Like, no," Jenny countered. "I want big, sexy, eye-catching hair. The bigger, the better. You, like, can do that, can't you?"

      "Of course, I can do that. It'll take some time, but I'm sure we'll both be satisfied with the results. Just relax and I can make it happen."

      "You're the best, Nia," Jenny gushed.

      As Nia went to work, Jenny chattered away. It did not seem like she was specifically talking to Nia. It was more like she just needed to voice every thought that popped into her head. And given how quickly Jenny's mind seemed to move from one topic to the next, she spoke very quickly and very often. She rarely completed a thought before jumping to something else.

      At first, Nia tried to listen to everything the young woman said, but it all came at her so fast and so chaotically, Nia could barely keep up. The more she heard, the harder time she had understanding any of it. Jenny was definitely a bimbo in every sense of the word, and she proved it with every word she said, and with every gesture and expression that she made. She might have been smart once, but those days were long gone. And even if it was a bit of an assumption, it did not seem that Jenny missed her former self, embracing the dumb bimbo within her now.

      When the two hours were over, Jenny's hair was completely different. Her blonde locks were bigger and seemingly brighter, styled to a size and shape that accentuated the blonde's sexiness. As well as her trashy sluttiness, Nia had to admit.

      "Like, oh my god, girl," Jenny said. "I can't believe how hot I am. You are, like, the best hairdresser in the world, Nia. Like, totally awesome. This is gonna drive the men wild. Everyone's gonna love it. We should totally hang out sometime. Like, soon."

      There was a pause while Jenny thought. She tilted her head, her quizzical expression almost comical. "Ooh, I know. We should totally go to the mall and stuff. Shopping is, like, the best. And, no offense, but you could totally use a new look. All the girls here like looking sexy and you'll totally fit in better and stuff if you, like, look the part, you know?"

      Jenny spoke the last with a little uncertainty in her voice. It was clear that she meant well, even if her words did not really match the intention behind them. But after all the time they had spent together that day, Nia felt comfortable shooting down Jenny's idea. She was proud of her work on Jenny, but she did not want to end up like her.

      "I appreciate the offer, Jenny, but I like my style. I'm trying to be professional. And while you have a sexy style, it doesn't really fit with what I'm trying to do. Okay?"

      "Oh, sure, whatever," Jenny said, still smiling. "Like, here's the money for giving me super sexy hair."

      Jenny handed over a wad of bills as Nia led her first customer back out the door, excited to finally be living the dream.
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      Nia did not understand how she got to the mall. She remembered the drive, but she could not remember why she had decided to take Jenny up on her offer. She did not want to change her style and she was not a big fan of shopping. And yet, here she was. Somehow.

      It all seemed to happen after her last visit with Candy. Getting her fortune told had been so enjoyable the first time, so she had returned. And afterward, she ran into Jenny, which led to her accepting the idea of a shopping trip with the bimbo.

      However, Nia was not just shopping with Jenny. Deanna, another bimbo from the trailer park, had joined them. Deanna was also a customer of hers, having gotten her own hair styled by Nia in the small salon inside her trailer. And now, the two women had sandwiched her and were dragging her between shops in the mall, holding her arms, and moving way too quickly.

      "Oh, like, girl, you totally gotta try on that top," Jenny said.

      "And those shorts," Deanna added. "They'll totally make that ass pop."

      Nia did not know what was happening, and yet she had no interest in stopping it. Everything was so new to her, and she was being tag teamed by two bimbos who seemed insistent on dressing her as a fellow bimbo. She did not want to accept that role in life, and yet, she did not stop the pair. She did not turn away from them. No, she allowed them to drag her wherever they wanted. She did not even complain when they put outfits together, finding one that would fit her. They even brought her into a fitting room to try everything on.

      The first time, the idea was laughable. She looked like a fool in the tight clothing. She was not made to wear slutty clothes. She was not built for such a purpose.

      "Girl, like, you have to buy that," Deanna insisted, referring to a purple crop top.

      "You're, like, so hot," Jenny added. "And purple is totally your color and stuff."

      "Yeah, super hot," Deanna agreed. "You'll totally rock that look."

      Nia was dumbstruck. The image she saw in the mirror was so different from what her two companions were saying. And yet, it seemed that was how they saw her. Was this what it felt like, to have friends and not just casual acquaintances? Nia was uncertain. She had not had many real friends in her life. She had always been too focused on her dreams, and she had always felt like an outcast in social situations. But these two women seemed to be intent on helping her, even if they were just a pair of bimbos.

      "I don't know," Nia said, still unsure. "Is that even appropriate?"

      Deanna just laughed, but it was Jenny who stepped up with a serious answer, or as serious as she was capable of being. "Like, you're so funny, Nia. Appropriate is, like, overrated and stuff. You should have fun with life. And dressing hot is totally fun."

      It was exactly what Nia needed to hear. Somehow, in the back of her mind, it was clear that the words were coming from a fellow woman who knew her life and her situation. She was just not sure where those thoughts were coming from, but she could not deny the logic. And as she looked at herself in the mirror one more time, something was definitely different about the way she viewed herself.

      Suddenly, Nia was looking forward to trying on a few more options. Something about how she saw herself was changing. She did not yet understand it, but it was exciting. It was like a fresh new perspective on her own life.

      "Oh my god, girl," Deanna said, squealing as Nia walked out in a new outfit, this time in a pair of tight, low rise denim shorts and a cropped button-up top. The shorts were short, showing off her long legs and thick thighs, as well as just a hint of booty. Her top was cut high enough to show off more than a flash of her midriff, a sight she had revealed before.

      "Like, super hot," Jenny added.

      Nia blushed. It was the only response she had at the moment. But she was proud of herself, not just because of the compliments from her friends, but because she had friends in general. It felt so new and so right. The only snag was how the pair of women were obvious bimbos, too obsessed with sex and their bodies for Nia's tastes, but this was a step forward.

      Before long, the trio of women had filled Nia's arms with new clothing. She would never have discovered such outfits without the help of her two new friends. But the best part was they were cheap, definitely in line with Nia's budget.

      When they were done shopping, Nia had not been the only one to make purchases. The two bimbos had added to their own collection of slutty and trashy outfits, filling their bags to the brim.

      On the drive home, Nia was happy. It had been a long time since she felt this content. She had good friends, she was living the dream, and her life seemed to be falling into place. And while she would not have changed her style for most people, it was nice knowing that there were people who appreciated and supported her. That was what mattered. Nia finally felt a sense of community building with her new friends, and the Paradise Valley Trailer Park as a whole. It was a step in the right direction.
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      Nia's business was booming. Just the women in the trailer park kept her busy. While they did not have a lot of money, her customers quickly became regulars, always coming in for a new style or just a blowout for a big date or other activity.

      However, any business requires money, and that meant Nia had to balance her books on a regular basis. It was something she had never had to do before, but she had always assumed she was smart enough to deal with it.

      "Ugh, why won't these numbers add up?" Nia asked as she looked down at her kitchen table. It was covered in papers, each of them with more numbers on them than she could keep track of. "This wasn't always so hard."

      When Nia first started, bookkeeping was easy. Now, just the thought of working with numbers made her head spin. She knew that she needed to deal with it. After all, those numbers were how she stayed afloat, how she paid her bills. It was a necessary evil.

      "It's like I'm suddenly dumb and stuff," Nia added as she grew more frustrated.

      Even though Nia tried to ignore the change in her intelligence, she knew she was no longer as smart as she used to be. She spent so much time around the bimbos of Paradise Valley Trailer Park that she had come to believe they were rubbing off on her. She did not even think this could be Candy's influence. If it was not for Candy, she never would have been running her own salon, even if it was out of her trailer.

      Nia found herself loving her work more and more every week. Chatting with her customers had become a highlight of every day. And the gossip was so juicy, finding out which residents were fucking each other, who was caught cheating, and how often. It was a whirlwind of activity and excitement. Nia was glad to be a part of the community.

      "Maybe I, like, need a break to clear my head and stuff," Nia said, pushing herself away from the table. As far as she was concerned, she was finished looking at numbers for the moment. Maybe after a break, she would be able to see the problems she was missing, and make corrections.

      Knowing she needed a break, Nia walked outside, stretching her arms and legs as she stepped out. It had been a hot summer, which allowed Nia to explain away her change in attire. Crop tops had become her normal. So, too, had short shorts and high heels, no matter how inconvenient the latter sometimes were. But dressed as she was, she fit in more with her clientele, and the trailer park in general.

      At that moment, a man walked by. Nia recognized him immediately. Roger Smith was the manager for the trailer park. He mostly handled maintenance tasks, but he was known as a generally helpful guy. And what Nia knew right then was that she needed help. It seemed even more fitting that Roger was a man. Men were good at numbers, and this was the perfect opportunity to take advantage of his expertise and experience.

      "Um, hey, Mr. Smith," Nia said as she walked over to him, putting a bit of a sway in her step as she did so.

      "Hey there," he answered, smiling broadly at the dark-skinned beauty approaching him.

      Roger was a big guy. He was tall and fit, with broad shoulders. He looked like the sort of man who could lift a woman up and carry her to the bedroom, if that was what was called for. Nia found herself unexplainably attracted to the man, even though she had always found him a little sketchy before. But that did not matter now.

      "Um, like, I'm having an issue with my bookkeeping and stuff. And, like, I was wondering if you could maybe, like, help me out, because I'm not good at math and numbers and stuff like that."

      There was a time when Nia would have cringed at the way she spoke, but she had been inundated by bimbo babble for weeks now. She was used to hearing it from others, and had started to adopt their speech and mannerisms without realizing it.

      Roger took a moment to look Nia up and down. He had always remembered the Black woman as a smart and independent person. Her sudden change in appearance and attitude was obvious. And while he had avoided her in the past, now she seemed much more pleasing to the eyes and ears. She looked like she was finally starting to fit in with the other women of the trailer park.

      It was impossible for Roger to fully keep the lecherous grin off of his face, but he tried. He was not even that good at math, but he could not turn down Nia's invitation. She was a damsel in distress, and he could easily imagine himself getting a reward from the woman, a trade of sexual favors for help with her accounting. The more he thought about it, the better the idea became in his mind.

      "Yeah, I can take a look at it," Roger said, trying to keep his voice level. "I've got a few minutes to spare."

      "Yay," Nia chirped. "Like, follow me."

      Nia led Roger into her trailer. In the past, this was something she never would have avoided, even if it meant doing the repairs herself. But in her current state, she wanted him there. There was something so comforting about having a masculine presence take care of a problem.

      Roger sat down at the kitchen table, trying to make sense of the numbers before him. Meanwhile, Nia went straight to the fridge, pulling out a jug of sweet tea, wanting Roger to feel welcome, and to see that she appreciated his help.

      "Okay, I think I understand all of this. You want me to record everything, right? You want the records for tax time, I'm guessing."

      "Yeah," Nia said as she stepped up behind Roger. Her hands moved to his shoulders, slowly rubbing them. She did not want to be distracting, but she felt a need to maintain contact with this man. He was in her trailer, after all. It felt wrong to ignore him.

      "Sure, this will only take a couple minutes. But I'll need to come back every month to help you out."

      "Thank you so much, Mr. Smith," Nia said, her voice dripping with seduction. She did not even mean to come off as sexual, but it was so hard when every woman in the trailer park seemed to be obsessed with their looks and their bodies, using them to get their way. Nia wanted that too, and she wanted it now.

      "Sure thing, but I might want something from you next time, if you know what I mean."

      Nia was not sure what he meant, but she agreed anyway. While her sexuality was blooming, she remained naive to much of it, at least when it concerned her own sex life. She might have enjoyed the gossip about the women in the trailer park, but she did not think what went into the actual fucking. And that led her to agree to a future rendezvous without a clear idea of what she was agreeing to. But she was relieved to have it all taken care of so she did not have to keep thinking about numbers. If anything, too much thinking in general left her head hurting.

      "Thanks, Mr. Smith."

      "Any time. And, hey, call me Roger. Everyone else does."

      Roger stood up, towering over Nia. The Black woman looked up at him in awe. She was really impressed that he had finished so quickly, and with such a big smile on his face. She had really struggled to work her way through the numbers. But now she did not need to worry about them. Roger was there to save her, just like a man should.
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      With her bookkeeping issues solved, Nia was able to focus on what mattered most, making her clients' hair look as good as possible. It was a neverending task, but one that she loved, especially as she got to hang out and talk with the many women in the trailer park, almost all of them bimbos. Bimbos very similar to herself.

      Nia had not always identified as a bimbo, but the truth had become more and more obvious with each passing week. Her clothes, her smile, her struggle with anything remotely academic, and her increased interest in sex all added up to one conclusion. She was a bimbo, and now that she accepted that fact, it was easy to accept her new life and her role as a stylist for a community of bimbo sluts.

      "What are you thinking you want to do this week, Deanna?" Nia asked. It was Deanna's turn for her weekly appointment. The big-boobed bimbo housewife had become one of Nia's closest friends, after Jenny, who seemed to be everyone's best friend.

      "Well, I don't know yet," Deanna replied, her hand moving to her chin to stroke it as she tried to come up with an idea for a change to her hairstyle. "I was maybe thinking we could, like, try bangs. What do you think? You're, like, totally the expert and stuff."

      It was true, Nia was an expert, but in this case, she was not sure how much expertise was needed to make the right decision. Bangs would certainly change Deanna's appearance. It would make her look different. But bangs were such a polarizing style. People either seemed to love them or hate them.

      "What does your husband think of them?" Nia asked, knowing that Deanna put the opinions of Frank above her own. She was very much a follower, a follower of her husband. In that way, it was like Deanna was his property. That was the sort of woman he wanted, and that was exactly what he had. And as much as Nia's feminist mind balked at that arrangement, her bimbo brain saw the wisdom in that choice. Men were better decision makers. They were the ones who knew what was best.

      "Oh, Frank loves the idea of me getting bangs," Deanna said, beaming. "He, like, wants to see my face better when I'm giving him head and stuff. Like, my hair will be out of my face, you know."

      Nia nodded her head. She did not have much personal experience in the sexual arts, but she did have plenty of second-hand experience from her clients and the lurid stories they shared.

      "Great," Nia said, already imagining how to best style the bimbo's hair to accommodate the addition of bangs. It would be simple in theory, but with Dianna's large volume of hair, it would take considerable time to complete the whole look. It was not just about cutting her bangs, but about styling the rest of her hair to match.

      And as Nia got to work, Deanna's mind flitted from topic to topic. But the one thing that stood out was last night's sexual escapades with Frank.

      "Frank wanted to fuck my tits last night," Deanna explained. "And I totally did it for him. I wrapped my big boobs around his cock and rubbed and jerked him until he came all over my chest. It was sooo hot."

      Nia did her best to listen to Deanna without paying too much attention to the explicit details. She had heard enough sex stories to have written a novel, but that did not make her comfortable listening to them. Still, she would not have ever called out one of her clients for what they were saying.

      "I just love my titties so much," Deanna continued. She reached up and cupped the undersides of her impressive tits through the salon cape she wore. "Part of me wonders if I should, like, go bigger. I need to remember to ask Frank, but you know me. I'm just always so forgetful and stuff."

      Nia could not help but notice the way Deanna's tits bulged against the salon cape. She had a good idea of how big Deanna was, what with how tight and revealing the bimbo's outfits always were. And Deanna was not the only bimbo in the trailer park with big, fake tits. One by one, all of the women had gotten upgrades. Nia actually felt out of place with her natural boobs. She was the one woman who had not bought into the boob job frenzy that had struck the community.

      Her hands kept working as she considered the idea of a boob job. It had never occurred to her that she might want one. But now, she found herself seriously considering the idea of a breast enhancement. And her envy only grew as Deanna continued to babble on about her tits and their size.

      "You know, you'd look totally hot with a set of fake tits," Deanna added, shifting the conversation onto Nia. "Candy knows the doctor who did mine. You should, like, talk to her about it."

      Nia had never mentioned her boob envy. She had not even noticed it until now. But there was something inside of her that craved to further her bimbo transformation, to look on the outside how she felt on the inside.

      "I'll think about it," Nia said truthfully.

      "And maybe Dr. Johnson can give you big lips and a big ass, too. He's, like, totally magic and stuff. He's, like, an artist. I'm totally serious."

      Nia smiled at the praise for the doctor, but it was not as if she needed any convincing. The more she saw of the trailer park bimbos, the more her envy grew. They were all just so beautiful, and the plastic surgery definitely helped them all in their looks.

      "I'll talk to Candy," Nia promised, and that was what she planned to do.
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      The hardest part about Nia's recovery from surgery was not being able to style the trailer park bimbos' hair. It was only a week before she returned to work, but it felt like such a long week to be without her usual gossip and girl talk with her friends.

      But now, Nia felt like the woman she had always meant to be. She was no longer the girl who wanted to work in a salon in a nice part of town, with a fancy degree and fancy clientele. She was a bimbo, plain and simple, and that was how she would live her life. And now that she had the body to match, everything was perfect.

      Not that Nia flawlessly adapted to her new body. Her tits were big, sticking straight off of her chest as if they had been bolted on. They were so big that they tended to get in the way, especially when she was looking down. Nia could no longer see her feet when standing. Even her lap was mostly hidden from her view when sitting. But that was fine with her. They looked so good.

      It also helped that the doctor had expanded Nia's ass to match. When she did sit down, it was on a round and juicy bubble butt. Her ass jutted out behind her, swaying back and forth with each and every step she took. While she had once forced herself to walk with an exaggerated gate, now it just came naturally to her. She did it without thinking.

      But it was not just Nia's tits and ass that had been enhanced by Dr. Johnson. He had plumped up her lips to the point that no one would look at her and think her lips were meant for anything other than sucking cock. Nia's new cock cushions made her feel sexy. Everything now made her feel sexy. And she was more than just a hot piece of ass. She was the whole bimbo package. Dumb and sexy, just how she wanted to be.

      And now that Nia had recovered, she was able to return to her normal life, but now as a proper bimbo, inside and out. When she was not babbling away with her customers, which were more like friends now, she often fantasized about all the sex she was going to have now that she had been perfected. Or, when she was not even doing that, she could be found staring blankly into space while sucking on a long, thin object, simply anything to satisfy her growing oral fixation. She did not even know she was doing it. It was instinct, a part of her new bimbo life.

      It was not lost on Nia that her life had changed. Her dreams had changed. But she also believed it was all for the better. Who wanted to do all that work to be successful when she could just be a bimbo hairdresser in the happiest trailer park she could imagine.

      However, what really made Nia happy at the moment was knowing that Roger was soon to arrive. He had promised to keep doing her bookkeeping, but he also hinted at a future payment. And now that Nia was fully a bimbo, she knew just what kind of payment a man like Roger deserved. Nia's nipples were hard and her pussy had never been wetter, all in anticipation for the man's arrival.

      Nia's eyes lit up when she answered the door and saw the man waiting. Roger was dressed in jeans, work boots, and a stained t-shirt that highlighted his bulging muscles. She could see the hunger in his eyes. That was what men who looked at her were supposed to see. She had always had good looks, but now that she had a bimbo body to match the rest of the bimbos in the trailer park, her sex appeal had risen considerably.

      Her hair was done up in braids that went all the way to her scalp. She wore a purple crop top that showed off acres of cleavage and a wide swath of her midriff. Her silver shorts sat low on her hips and had almost no hem length to speak of, with her juicy ass hanging out the back. The high heels almost completed the look, what with them being trashy stripper heels.

      Except that Nia was not done with the overtly sexual trashy look. She upped her game by wearing a thong with its straps pulled up over her hips, placing her skimpy underwear on display. Nia was a bimbo who knew she looked sexy and wanted to make sure everyone knew that she was an easy lay. And today she would prove that to Roger by letting him fuck her as part of his payment.

      "Hello, Mr. Smith," Nia said slowly as she let her big, puffy lips wrap around the name. She had to spend a lot more brain power on enunciation, and even then, she still made mistakes, unable to completely remove the slight lisp her new lips gave her.

      "Hello, Nia," Roger replied, trying to keep his eyes on her face, and not the ample cleavage on display. He had never had such a struggle in his life.

      "I have the books for you," Nia said. "I left them on the table. I hope you can, like, understand all that stuff, because I'm, like, totally lost. Numbers have always been sooo hard for me."

      It was not that long ago when numbers had not been hard for Nia. Math had always been one of her better subjects. But now, the only math she knew how to do involved counting on her fingers. She usually forgot she could go past ten by using her toes, making the whole exercise even more futile.

      "You know, I'm gonna need a little more from this partnership than I've been getting," Roger said as he sat down at the table.

      "Yes, sir," Nia said, nodding her head understandingly. "And I think I have just the thing for a man like you to have."

      Nia stepped up behind Roger and put her hands on the back of his shoulders. He was big and strong, his muscles bulging in his arms and his chest. It had been impossible for Nia not to notice. Just feeling the power of his back and his shoulders had her dripping with wetness and anticipation of feeling him inside of her. Her body was made for sex. She might as well take advantage of that.

      Roger felt his cock grow in his pants. Nia was making the moves on him. Even the dumb bimbos of Paradise Valley Trailer Park knew what a man like him wanted. And he loved how the women here were so easy to get into the sack. Nia was not his first bimbo conquest, but he was glad that she would become a regular part of his rotation. Adding up a few numbers for him was a small price to pay for access to such a smoking hot body.

      "Light work this month," Roger said when he finished tallying up Nia's business numbers. "I guess that's what happens when you miss a week for upgrades."

      "Do you like my upgrades, sir?" Nia asked, cupping the underside of her tits, lifting them, almost presenting them to Roger.

      "Very much," Roger said. "I think it's time I claim my payment."

      "Yes, sir."

      Roger turned around in the seat and took the initiative. He pushed his hands under Nia's crop top and pushed it up, releasing her tits as the material rolled up over them.

      Nia's boobs bounced free, still firm enough to keep their shape, while retaining the perfect amount of bounce to make them fun to play with and look at. Roger smiled as he started to paw at her breasts.

      "God, these things are so big," he said, kneading one of them with his hand. His hand could not hope to contain their size. "So much better than before. You made the right call."

      "Thank you, sir," Nia said.

      "Mmm, I like that," Roger added. "You're a bimbo who knows her place. That's a good girl. You should get on your knees and wrap your cock sucker lips around my cock. I know you've been dying to do that since I got here. You can't resist me."

      "No, sir, I can't," Nia said, a big smile on her face. She was proud of herself for being a good bimbo girl, and she would continue to be a good girl, doing whatever the big man wanted her to do.

      Nia dropped gracefully to her knees before Roger, reaching out with long-nailed fingers to free his straining cock from his pants. It did not take her long. She licked her lips as it sprang into view, bigger than she had imagined, and she had a very active imagination. She had practiced her oral skills on a thick jelly dildo, but she could already tell that this would be different from that. There was a different sense of accomplishment and pride in pleasuring a man's cock compared to a dildo. The dildo could not reward her with a man's cum. That was what she needed to aim for.

      Nia reached forward and wrapped her slender fingers around his cock. It was so thick. His size made her hand look so small. But she was a bimbo and she was going to pleasure this big dick.

      "Mmm, you're so big," Nia purred. She started to stroke him slowly, trying to draw more of a reaction from the big man.

      "You haven't seen anything yet, babygirl," Roger said, putting a hand on her head, holding it, making sure he had her attention. He then slowly pushed her down.

      Nia parted her lips, accepting Roger's cock into her mouth. Her mouth opened as wide as possible, her cock cushions stretching to accommodate him. And once they were wrapped around his shaft, he kept pushing, diving in as deep as she could handle, until his tip hit the back of her throat.

      "Good girl," Roger whispered, a grin of pleasure crossing his face.

      Nia did not have a gag reflex. She had used that jelly dildo for practice, removing the one barrier left to taking cock in any of her three holes, but the dildo was nothing compared to the real thing. And even with the lack of gag reflex, there was something about the feel of a man's cock hitting the back of her throat that had her wanting to push her own buttons. She wanted to test the limits of her new body. What was the point of having big bimbo cocksucker lips if they weren't used to suck cock?

      "Fuck, that feels good," Roger groaned as Nia's neck bulged from his cock pushing down her throat.

      While Nia had practiced her cocksucking skills, this was not cock sucking in the classic sense. This was getting her face fucked. Roger was in control. He was holding Nia's head still, using her mouth and her throat, taking his payment in the form of sexual satisfaction.

      Roger pulled his cock out, a smile of amusement crossing his face as he heard Nia suck in air. Her eyes were wide and her mouth hung open as she gasped, her breathing ragged from the rough treatment. Her lips were wet, a line of spit running down her chin.

      "That was amazing," Roger said, filling Nia with pride from his praise. "But I'm not satisfied with just your mouth. I wanted the full deal from you. You got that?"

      "Yes, sir," Nia said, her voice quiet and a little raspy.

      "Good."

      Roger pulled Nia off of the floor. He turned her around and pushed her across the table, leaving her vulnerable from behind. He pushed Nia's shorts down and smiled when he saw the tiny thong she wore. That would only take a moment to pull to the side, which he did, and then his hand found its way to her wet pussy. She was soaked, her juices dripping all over his fingers as he explored the contours of her slit.

      Nia moaned as he touched her. His strong hands felt so good on her. And as his fingers parted her labia, the pleasure only intensified. Roger's fingers were much bigger than her own, and they felt better. So much better.

      However, Roger was not interested in Nia's pleasure. He was simply sampling the hole he most wanted to use, making sure it was wet and ready for his cock. He needed a hole to bury his cock in and Nia was only too happy to offer up her pussy for the cause.

      "Fuck, baby girl, your cunt is so wet for me," Roger said. "I like that. You bimbos always want cock, and I'm more than willing to give it to you."

      Nia simply moaned in response, her power of speech lost in the pleasure of the moment. All she cared about was the feeling of his fingers inside of her, but that was not the same as his cock, and that was what she really wanted.

      Her moans only got louder, her voice only got higher pitched, and her arousal only grew when Roger took his hand off of her pussy and placed his cock at her entrance. Nia's body tensed in anticipation. She was not just wet. She was dripping. Her juices ran down the insides of her thighs. There was no doubt she was ready to take him, to be fucked.

      "Fuck," Roger groaned as he pressed the tip of his cock against the entrance of her pussy, the wetness of it making it all too easy to press forward and slip inside of her.

      And as he did, he felt both a welcoming and a resistance. Nia's pussy gripped him, but not in an effort to push him out. It seemed to want him deeper. She was just so tight that he had to use significant effort to fully enter her.

      Roger was more than happy to give Nia what she so clearly wanted. He pressed his hips forward, pushing his cock deeper. His goal was to go balls deep. Nothing less would be acceptable. His hands grabbed hold of her hips, his thumbs sinking into the meat of her juicy ass.

      "Oh, fuck," Roger grunted as he began to move. He had entered her to the hilt on his first thrust. Now it was time to enjoy the ride, to fuck her like there was no tomorrow. Like he would never have a chance to fuck this beautiful Black bimbo ever again, even though he planned to make this a regular occurrence.

      Roger did not hold back. He fucked her hard and fast, his cock plunging into her over and over again. He had no intention of stopping or slowing down. This was his payment, after all. The kitchen table shook beneath them as he thrust in and out, his movements growing more erratic as the pleasure around his cock grew and grew, pushing him toward his orgasm. He would not last long, and nor would Nia.

      The bimbo's moans filled the trailer, growing louder and louder until she started to scream. Her fingers gripped the edges of the table, trying to ride out the waves of orgasmic energy crashing through her body, but she had no real hope of controlling the effects on her body. It was simply too powerful. She screamed in pleasure as she came hard, her pussy squeezing Roger's big cock.

      "Fuck, yes, baby girl," Roger cried out, moments before his cock exploded, shooting rope after rope of hot, white cum deep into Nia's pussy, the two of them climaxing together, both reaching their highest peaks at the same time.

      As the last few drops of cum leaked out of his cock, Roger pulled out, letting his cock fall limp between his legs. Nia, for her part, sagged across the table, spent and satisfied. Her face was one of contentment, having been fucked into a state of blissful happiness.

      Roger let himself out, leaving the well-fucked bimbo still face down on the table, her big tits bulging out from either side of her. Nia was happy. She had finally experienced all that it was to be a Paradise Valley Trailer Park bimbo. And she was addicted to it, to the sex, to the pleasure, the blissful ignorance that came from being entirely focused on being the sexiest set of tits and ass she could be.

      Nia had once had dreams of success outside of the trailer park, but through Candy's intervention and help, she had found a happiness she had never imagined, all because of the magic of the trailer park and its community of bimbos. Nia might have been a late addition, but there was no doubt that she belonged, and would forever more, among them. She had finally found a home, a purpose in life, and a happiness she had never experienced before. That was worth more than anything.

      And outside, Candy heard every moan and scream, finally satisfied by her work. She had converted all of the women of the trailer park into cock hungry bimbos. But what was more important was the community she had built and the happiness that now exuded from every trailer. Paradise Valley Trailer Park was no longer a contradiction. It had become paradise for its residents, men and women alike. But while Candy was satisfied with her work, she knew it would never truly end. Residents came and went. There would be new women to bimbofy in the future. The bimbo culture of the trailer park needed to be maintained or the sadness and despair that had previously existed would return. That was her duty to her community, and it was one that she would happily maintain for years to come. No one would call the place she lived miserable ever again. Not on her watch.
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