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B-I-M-B-O-E. No that is not right. B-I-M-B-O-W. Who cares how it is spelled, it is what I am.

My name is Sindy, with an S when I am naughty and a C when I am nice. Giggle, giggle.

Let's be honest, being a bimbo looks easy but boy is it tough. You would think that walking around brainless and horny would be easy but the reality is quite the opposite. 

You have to work at being a bimbo. The sex part is easy when you have a great lover but you need to keep him interested and that is hard work. 

Take it from someone with a minor in Theater; it is hard work.

Everyone has read the Karma Sutra but that is just a starting point because what are you supposed to do when you have tried all of the positions? 

You can add outfits, fetishes, and fantasies but most guys are going off what they see online. A real bimbo is creative in the bedroom. She is a trendsetter so that her man thinks about her 24 hours a day.

In terms of outfits pink is your primary color and every outfit is centered on the color pink.

...and boobs.

Every self-respecting bimbo has big boobs and with big boobs comes a big booty so that you do not have back problems. The booty is the stabilizer.

You have no idea how many times my man Ted get horny when I bend over in front of him. I often do it for no reason at all but it is our unspoken call to get the festivities started.

After I got rid of Erica I pulled Ted into my moist pussy trap. As for Erica, who cares? I did hear this rumor that she went out one night and hooked up with a guy who knocked her up. Imagine that, the girl who was having sex with multiple CEO’s got knocked up by some low class trash. When I heard the news I laughed myself horny and swallowed every drop of cum from Ted's body. Here is a protip from your bimbo, if you want to keep your man then suck every drop of cum from his body at least once a week, seriously.

As for my ex-boyfriend, who was he again? My friends would tell me about how he bragged that we were getting back together and I would just crack my gum until they stopped talking about him.

Cracking my gum annoys them but it annoys me when I have to hear about him. Do you know how many times he would watch porn, beat off, come over, and then expect me to give him a blowjob when he would not have the common courtesy to clean his dirty junk?

Men expect us to shave down there and are not willing to keep their own junk properly tended? Women know what I am talking about. Protip for the guys, keep it clean and manscape according to what she wants. You win in the end.

Anyway, there is nothing better than seeing your man sexually exhausted on the bed panting and staring at the ceiling knowing that tomorrow he will want more.

Guys love that. They love to know that they are the king of the household and leaving them sexually exhausted is the best way. When their friends ask why they are exhausted they can brag about how their girlfriend wore them out the night before.

Now for some tricks of my trade. 

First, when your man enters your house or condo make sure you have a yoga tape on and are on all fours with your ass facing him. Trust me; there is nothing that solves all of his problems like seeing my ass when the door opens. 

In our condo, when he opens the door it opens into the living room and every day the first thing he sees when that door opens is me in a pink top and grey yoga pants showing off my ass and cameltoe. 

When his friends get a look they stiffen up and stumble over every sentence. I think he brings them home on purpose to show me off and you know what? It works, I drain him of cum and he goes to sleep a happy man.

Second tip, I love big tips. You know what I mean girls. ;)

Third tip, always giggle. A good giggle will get you anything you want. When we are in the lingerie shop and I want something expensive I giggle loud enough for everyone to stare and point at what I want. You have no idea how angry the women get and how wide their guys’ eyes open. Ted then walks up to the counter with a smile on his face as I exclaim how excited I am to wear that tonight.

Fourth tip, boobs; which are the focus of this story. 

We all know guys love breasts and that it comes from being breast fed as a child. Seriously, how else do you explain it?

Anyway, I used to be an itty bitty B cup which was nice but in terms of being a bimbo I was at the bottom of the bimbo ladder. I might as well be a slut rather than a bimbo and trust me there is a difference.

So we start this story a week or so after I got my 2000 cc breasts. You have no idea how great they felt. It was like having two cannons on my chest for the entire world to see. 

Stare guys; stare because there is no way you are getting a piece. I remember the first time Ted and I went out to eat and every guy was staring at my breasts in the restaurant.

‘You will need new shirts’

‘Really? I was going to just cut a bit at the top to show off my cleavage.’

‘The fabric is stretching to the point where I think I can see through them.’

‘Then maybe some cuts to show off some side boob or my pink bras.’

‘Go ahead, your boobs look fantastic.’

‘Thank you Ted, they like you as well.’

‘I know and they are beautiful.’

‘Here suck, have a taste. I licked them last night and they taste delicious.’

‘Let's wait until we get home.’

‘Ok, if you insist although since that night we hooked up in the bathroom of a five star restaurant, mmmmm. I get horny every time I step foot into a restaurant.’

‘Are you serious?’

‘Yes.’

‘Waiter, check and two bags for our food please.’

On the ride home I discovered one problem with my new breasts. It was impossible for me to thank Ted by giving him a blowjob so we both had to settle for me jerking him off while I played with myself. At every red light I offered him a taste of my pussy juice and he happily accepted my dessert.
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