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Hi, my name is Sindy. You can spell it with either a C or S, it all depends on what I want. Let's be honest for a moment, you can either come out of school with tens of thousands in debt and a degree with the opportunity to work in a dead end job or you can be a bimbo.

Being a bimbo is a lot more fun, you get all the hot guys, nice gifts, and great promotions just by giggling. 

It took me a couple of years to figure that out but since then it has been all roses, gifts, and nice things. Those prudes that think hard work gets you to the top end up kissing my ass and smelling my roses in the end. 

The truth is being a bimbo is more work that you realize. It's tough and expensive keeping up with all the hot fashions, lingerie, makeup, and other bimbo toys. 

That is why you need a sugar or two or three. It depends on your tastes and the more expensive the tastes the more sugar you add. 

The key to being the best bimbo is to giggle, always giggle. Guys melt with a good giggle and a great giggle will get you anything you want. Try it sometime.

So, when did it all start? Two years, maybe three. Honestly, who cares? A 2000cc boob surgery, 35th story condo, new luxury car, paid off student loans, and a Brazilian butt lift later and I am one happy bimbo.

You should see some of the places my former friends live and they are always moaning about their boyfriends. You have a choice, duh. Just because you dated a guy for a year it does not mean you owe him anything. Did he buy you a car? Did he pay for your surgery? Oh, you don't have either one well then why are you with him? 

Sometimes it just boggles my mind why a pretty woman would waste her time trying to change a guy. Hello, it never works. You are not going to create that movie star boyfriend. He does not exist and if he does he is gay. You might as well live in la-tee-da land.

No wonder half the marriages end in divorce. Honey if you put in the effort you could do a lot better than the low hanging fruit.

Oh yeah, how it all started. Giggle giggle, watch me shake my tits. Even better, watch me shake my tits while I giggle. Who says I can't do two things at once?

Anyway, I was sitting at my desk one day slaving over some stupid reports about sales in the Midwestern territory when Erica walked by my desk. She wiped a finger in the corner of her mouth smiling, smelling of sex, and humming a tune. Five minutes later, my boss Nate comes by and tells me that I need to pick up some additional workload from Erica who is swamped at the moment.

My eyes shot wide open, it was bad enough that I was working nine hours a day but now had to pick up her work as well? 

One Friday a couple of weeks later, Erica came into work with an oversized bag instead of her usual tiny, designer purse. I was in a bad mood that day; my boyfriend at the time decided he wanted a drunken booty call and it was as sexually unsatisfying as it gets. I went to sleep with cum on my stomach and the stench of booze and cigarette's filling my bedroom.

He was texting me all day about going to dinner and the bar tonight but my interest was lost the moment the text arrived.

Word got around that Erica was leaving early and that was the final straw, I was about to blow. In a fit of feminine rage I walked over to her cubicle to find her missing with her smartphone on her desk. It was buzzing with a number and an app was beeping.

One glance and I memorized the number and the name of the app, Kandee Stick. Still angry I stomped off in the direction of the ladies room. When I entered it was empty except for one stall which was closed. A pair of lace stockings hung over the top along with a pink micro skirt.

Before I could say anything Erica's voice said hello and the clothing quickly disappeared into the stall. I carefully walked into the stall next to her and shut the door.

She said hello a couple of times before going back to what sounded like a change of clothes. As I sat on the toilet seat thoughts raced through my mind. What was Erica doing? Today she wore a long flowing skirt and a loose top but I could see the skirt on the floor. Maybe she was going to slut it up at happy hour, not that it was any of my business, but I remembered the number and name of the app.

The toilet next to me flushed and Erica left. I snuck a glance through the crack of the door and could see the skirt pulled up to expose the stockings and a micro skirt that did not cover her ass.

I sat back in the cubicle stunned at Erica's outfit. She was clearly going to slut it up at happy hour and this gave me some ammunition during office gossip time.

When I arrived back at my desk I wrote down the name of the app and did a quick search on the phone number. Nothing came up but a little search engine mojo led me to a website that specialized in finding out hidden phone numbers. 

The cost was $9.99 but the ability to throw it back in Erica's face was more than worth the cost. You can imagine my shock when I discovered that the phone number was that of the CEO of a major hotel chain.

I dropped my phone into my lap as I typed the name of the app into the application store on my smartphone.

My hands started to shake when I saw that it was an erotic dating app. Bingo!!! I had all the ammunition I needed to tear Erica to shreds in the office.

I messaged my boyfriend, ‘lol, my Aunt Flow came early and I was out of action tonight.’ He sounded pissed with his reply text but I was the one who should be pissed having to wash the sheets to get the smell of sex, booze, and smoke out of them.

That night I did my research on the app Kandee Stick discovering that it was an erotic dating website that placed sugar daddies and girls together.

It took me a half hour of search engine fu to realize what Erica was been doing. She was going out with older men and having them pay for everything from clothing to dinner to her apartment. I wondered how she could afford all the luxury stuff on her salary.

Fifteen minutes later my curiosity got the best of me and I setup a profile under a fake email account. It was mind blowing to say the least. Guys left and right were willing to be sugar daddies for women. Some women wanted expensive lingerie, new boobs, bills paid, etc. My mind melted part out of curiosity and part out of revulsion. 

My first thoughts were what and why. A little searching found a few guys that looked hot if I was older and not too many guys my age but then realized that was the point. Like there would be multi-millionaires at my age, twenty-five. 

Anyway, I was ready to logout when someone sent me a lollipop which was a sign of interest. I thought it strange since my profile was only half complete and did not have a photo attached but whatever. 

His profile indicated that he had a net worth in the nine figure range and developed three apps which were sold to larger companies. I recognized two of the apps immediately and had them on my phone. He was divorced and in his 40's with two kids. 
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