

Embrace Her Inner Bimbo

By DeeDee Cupps

I looked over my client. Being a divorce lawyer, I’d seen all kinds of women in my office. Older women, betrayed by their cheating husbands. Younger women, abandoned by their immature husbands. Even one eighty year old, fed up with her husband. “If I have to spend one more day married to him, I’m going to kill him, and I’d rather not die in prison,” she told me, dead serious.

But the woman across my desk was something else. Everything about her was… basically a walking, talking stereotype. Bleached-blonde hair. Face like a model, covered in makeup like a Youtuber. Big, obviously fake breasts, showing as much cleavage as she could legally get away with. Long painted nails. Diamonds at her throat, earrings, and fingers, and a diamond anklet, something I’d never seen before. And every stitch of clothing on her was bright, Barbie pink, right down to her six-inch stiletto-heeled open-toe pumps. Her toenail polish matched her nail polish. Just a caricature of a bimbo. 

“So you’ll like, take my case or whatever?” she asked in a sing-song, airheaded voice. 

“Well Mrs. Williams, I’m happy to take the case, but-”

“Call me Candy,” she grinned. “I hate being called Mrs. anything.”

“No problem, Candy,” I continued smoothly, scooping my long brown hair behind my ear. I needed a haircut soon. It was getting annoying to deal with in court while maintaining a professional attitude. “We just need a reason for the papers.”

Candy sighed. “Like what?”

“Well, has he been unfaithful?”

She giggled. “Are you kidding? When he can have this?” She waved her hands at her admittedly impressive body. “Why would he ever look at another woman?”

“Well, that’s an excellent point,” I admitted. “But men have been known to have extramarital affairs, even those married to some of the world’s most beautiful women.”

“No, there’s no way Malcolm would go looking for any other woman. I’d know.”

“It can be a surprise to many women,” I said.

“Look, Amanda, can I call you Amanda? Thanks,” she said as I nodded. “My husband had no reason to look outside our marriage for sex because we had sex all the time. Three, four, sometimes five times a week.”

“For how long?”

“Since about a year before we got married?”

I glanced down at my notes. “You’ve been having sex three to five times a week for four years? So he’s a sex addict?”

“Oh it’s not him. I have sex whenever I want it.” She must have seen something in my expression because, mischievous twinkle in her eye, she added, “It would have been more but he needed to have some time to sleep.”

“Was he unsatisfactory in the bedroom?”

“Oh no, he was phenomenal in bed. Eight thick inches and a great imagination.”

I felt my cheeks redden and retreated into my notes.

“Oh my god you’re so cute when you blush,” she giggled. “How long’s it been, hon?”

“What?” I blurted, astonished how quickly I had lost control of the conversation.

“Come on, you can tell me,” Candy said, scooting her chair closer to my desk and reaching across to take my hand. “You’re on my case, we have to be able to trust each other completely. How long since you were well and truly dicked down?”

“I’m not sure-”

“Okay I’ll go first. I had sex yesterday. He started from behind me, then after he came I climbed on top and rode him until I had three orgasms.”

“Uh, that’s a little-”

“TMI? Hon, I’m all about TMI. There’s really no such thing.” She paused and I struggled to regain my composure. “Wait a minute,” she said, squeezing my hand. “Are you bi? Am I getting a little vibe between us? Is that why you haven’t been dicked down lately?” She put two fingers in the shape of a V to her obviously fillered lips, then flicked her tongue between them.

I must have looked completely shocked. I’d never had a client act like that in my office, ever. Not even the stripper who was leaving her drug dealer husband I’d taken on as a pro bono case, early in my career.

Candy just laughed. Not the little girl giggle she’d used before, but a full body laugh, low and calculating. When she spoke again, her voice had completely changed. Not the brainless immature breathy voice she’d been using the entire time, but a deeper, intelligent voice, coming from a bimbo’s mouth on a bimbo’s face with a bimbo’s body. “Councillor, let’s get one thing clear. I’m not the brainless stereotype you no doubt assumed I was when I walked in. I use my looks and my body and my act to get what I want, when I want it, how I want it. I have an art history and classics dual major from an Ivy League school. It got me nowhere. But my body got my student debt paid off in two years, okay?”

I couldn’t stop myself from asking, “But… I mean, why?”

“Why? Oh hon. Because men have allowed themselves to be conditioned into wanting women who look like me. Big fuckable lips, gigantic tits, a hot ass, and no brain. I only had the hot ass when I graduated from university. Now, ten years later, do I look 32? No, right? The magic of plastic surgery got me the body every man thinks he wants. So why not give them what they want as long as I’m getting what I want?”

“And what do you want?” I asked, my mind reeling. She was a bimbo… on purpose?

“The house, the car, and twenty grand a month,” she said.

“And your reason for leaving?”

“Oh god,” she said, almost slipping back into her bimbo act. “Mal is sweet, you know? A really great husband. But he’s been bugging me for a kid, and I’m not ready for that. He’s just...  boring. I’m only 32. I don’t want a kid yet. I figure I’ve got five, maybe eight more years to get everything I need to keep me going for the rest of my life.”

“You… want to retire at forty?” 

“Yeah, absolute latest,” she said, pulling out her phone. Her thumbs flew faster than I thought possible with those long nails, pulling up apps. She held it out to me. “I’ve calculated the rising interest rates and long-term yields on investments, and I’m about sixty percent there. With Mal’s alimony I’ll be eighty percent there in five years. So it’s really just a matter of finding some sugar daddy sometime in the next three or four years, putting up with him until I hit forty, and then boom! Retire to the islands, pina coladas, handsome horny twenty year olds who want to bang a MILF…”

“Your retirement plan is… to be a golddigger?”

She laughed again and slipped into her bimbo act to say “You say golddigger like it’s a bad thing!”

“What about love?”

Candy rolled her eyes. “Look, if it happens, that’s great. But counting on it as a plan? Brings nothing but pain. Let me ask you something. What’s your retirement plan?”

“I uh… I mean, I have investments,” I said, but honestly, I had no idea about retirement. I was focussed on getting through the day, week, month, year, and hopefully making partner before I was forty. 

“So no real plan,” she said sympathetically. “You’re what, 35?”

“Thirty.”

She looked embarrassed for me. “Oh. Sorry. Listen, you have a nice little body, you go to the gym, right? Three, four times a week? And you’re probably a bit of a workaholic, most lawyers are, and female lawyers have to work twice as hard to get half the credit, am I right?”

I laughed, more than just a little bit bitter at how right she was. “Yeah.”

“I bet there’s guys in this firm who are being fast-tracked right past you to partner.”

That sudden bloom of resentful anger? Yeah, that was right there inside me, all right.

“So you’re going to keep working hard, hoping to make partner by forty? Forty five? Unless you meet a guy and you get married and have a kid and have to give up your career because god knows he won’t give up his career, no way a man would, right?” She snorted and shook her head. “So really you’ve got: work like crazy for the next ten, fifteen years so that you can work even harder for twenty or more years after that, or rely on a man to provide for you after you’ve popped out a couple of kids and given up your career. Meanwhile, I’m on a beach sipping margaritas and getting hot studs to fuck my brains out well into my fifties.”

“When you put it that way…”

“Makes sense, right?” Candy laughed, then tapped one long nail to her temple. “Not a dummy. Don’t forget.”

“Never will again,” I promised.

“You wanna get outta here? Go get a drink?”

I glanced at my laptop screen, checking the time. “It’s barely four o’clock.”

“So? Margaritas on me.”

“I’ve got too much work to finish,” I said, honestly regretful at a chance to spend more time with Candy. Her attitude was so different from other women I’d known, especially women lawyers, who tended to be part shark and part bully, all to make it in a man’s business.

She looked at me like I was crazy. “But it’s Friday.”

“Yeah, I usually work until seven or so? Then come in tomorrow for a quick six, eight hours.”

Her bright blue eyes were as wide as her mouth was gaping. “You work six days a week?” 

“Seven, when there’s a big case coming up.”

“That’s it, you have to come out with me,” Candy said, reaching across the desk and squeezing my hand. “You need a drink more than I do.”

“Honestly, I’m fine, I really appreciate it, but…”

“No buts. I’m your client, right?” she said. “You’re gonna make a bundle from my case. And I’ll recommend all my rich friends to you. One night of drinks, okay?”

“I just… I have all this paperwork to file,” I hesitated. 

Candy shrugged, moving those massive breasts most impressively. I wasn’t into women, but I understood why men would be drawn to women who looked like Candy. “So get someone else to do it for you.”

I laughed at the thought of any of the other lawyers doing my work for me. “Yeah, right.”

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, lesson one: men always want to rescue women. It’s like, in their DNA or something. Big Protector Man help puny weak woman.” 

“Not lawyers,” I muttered. “They all want to see me drown.”

Candy raised an eyebrow at that, determination fierce on her face. Gone was the ditzy blonde bombshell. A warrior goddess had taken her place.

“You listen to me, and you’ll make partner by the end of the year,” she said, pointing one long nailed finger at me like a sword. “If you even want to make partner. What good is working hard to earn a shot to work even harder? With my tested and proven method, you can be a millionaire by the time you hit thirty three.”

“Three years?” I laughed. 

“You just listen to me and you’ll see. First, undo the top two buttons on your shirt.”

“What?!”

“No questions, just do it. Now, who’s the weakest link in the male lawyers?”

“Um,” I stalled, thinking about it as I undid the top two buttons on my sensible blouse, showing more cleavage than I had since my undergrad year. “Jerry, I guess. Not very motivated, came from money.”

“Party boy?”

“Not really,” I said. “Just no predator instinct.”

“Oh, one of those,” Candy said, nodding. “The nice guy.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Okay, go tell him I’m being a real bitch and insisting you come with me to meet with my witnesses or whatever legal blah blah you need, and you really need his help, and you’d really appreciate it if he could finish up your paperwork. And touch his arm.”

“That… that’s career suicide,” I said, shaking my head. “Admitting Jerry’s … superior to me? I’d lose all credibility. Might as well shoot me dead.”

“He’s not superior to you,” Candy said slyly. “You’re getting him to do the menial tasks that you’re too important to deal with. How many partners do that paperwork crap?”

“None.” 

“So why should you?”

I couldn’t believe how quickly this bleached-blonde bimbo had turned my entire world upside down. There wasn’t a single thing she said that didn’t make sense. Which is why I was at Jerry’s office five minutes later.

“Hey Jer,” I said, smiling my nice-girl-next-door smile. 

“Oh hey, Amanda,” he said, looking away from his laptop screen. He blinked his brown eyes behind his glasses. “What’s up?”

I stepped into his office, closing in towards his desk. “I have a new client in my office and she’s being a real… handful.”

“Oh yeah? Cheater or cheated?” he laughed. In our experience, the angrier and more demanding the client, the more likely infidelity was involved.

“Neither, but she wants me to meet her friends and relations to get corroborative testimony,” I lied. Lying comes so naturally to lawyers it’s amazing we believe anything any of us say.

“That’s weird,” he said. “So early in the case?”

“She really wants out, I guess.”

He shrugged and glanced back at his laptop, a tactic that implied he was too busy to talk to me. Candy had predicted it perfectly. Her words of advice came to me, and I followed them.

I took a deep breath, hands on hips, which spread open my blouse a little wider, looking away, sort of dejected, and sighed. “I don’t want to lose her, but she’s insisting I come with her right away, and I have so much paperwork to finish.”

Jerry, the nice guy, had taken the bait. With me looking away, and my shirt open, he was staring at my cleavage. I sighed a little huff of resignation, which jiggled my breasts a little, then crossed my arms beneath them, pressing them together, making them look bigger. Candy made me practice this move a dozen times to get it right.

“I just don’t know what to do,” I admitted, biting my lower lip.

“Oh hey,” Jerry almost stammered. “I could, you know, uh… Give you a hand. With the paperwork, I mean? Just shoot me an email and tell me which cases need closing and which have billables, you know, the usual.”

“Really?” I gave him my wide-eyed shocked and happy look. “Oh Jer, that’s so great of you!”

“Yeah, hey, no problem.”

I leaned across the desk and put one hand on his arm. My shirt was pretty much wide open. This plan of Candy’s had better work or I was absolutely done at this firm.

“I’ll make it up to you,” I said, looking him in the eyes. “I promise.”

“Uh…” His eyes couldn’t decide where to look - my face, promising him maybe something more than he had been led to believe possible, or my tits. He finally settled on his desk. “Yeah, no, no problem, sure.”

And ten minutes later Candy and I were leaving the office and heading for a bar she knew. After the bar, where five guys offered to buy us drinks, more than the maybe one or two I might expect, Candy arranged to meet some of her friends at a nearby restaurant where she somehow got three guys to buy our entire group dinner in exchange for three phone numbers. There were five of us, and I was the only one not wearing pink. Halfway through the night they started calling me Mandy, something I hadn’t been called since I was nine. Any other group, I would have insisted they call me Amanda. But with Candy’s girls, I felt included. 

After dinner we went to a club. I hadn’t been out dancing since I passed the bar. One of Candy’s girls, Sashay? I think? Got a tall, massive football player of a hunk to buy us shots… and that’s pretty much where things kind of black out for me.

Which explains how I woke up past noon on a Saturday, when normally I would have been up at seven, hit the gym, then gone into work. I was so hungover I wished quite simply to die. I refused to open my eyes, lying there until the world stopped hurting. When that emphatically failed to happen, I opened them just a crack.

Okay, good, I was in my own bed. I held my breath and listened. Couldn’t hear anyone else breathing, so that was also a good sign that I hadn’t done anything collosally stupid. I closed my eyes again and resumed breathing. I continued to fail to die, despite my sincere prayers to do so. An unfeeling or uncaring god must have been ignoring me.

My phone chimed a text notification. That tiny sound was enough to send icicles of pain into my brain. Why couldn’t I just die in peace? But my hand was already moving, traitor that it was, to find my phone.

	Hey Mandy! Are you up??, it read, followed by pink hearts and laughing face emojis 


It was Candy. She was in far too chipper a mood after poisoning me.

	Barely 



	Girl you said you didn’t party!!! 


“Oh god,” I whispered.

	What did I do? 



	Nothing you can’t be proud of 


And more laughing face emojis.

“What the hell does that mean?” I muttered. Then I noticed my nails.

Or at least, the fake nails on top of my own nails. They weren’t anything crazy, like Candy’s inch-long bright pink talons. Just a quarter-inch of French nails buffed to gleaming. Tasteful. Just… nothing I’d ever done before.

I closed my eyes, to minimize the pounding in my head, and slowly sat up. I pulled my knees up and rested my elbows on them, then rested my head in my hands. When everything stopped hurting, or at least became tolerable, I let my eyes open again. I immediately wished I hadn’t.

Not from the hangover. From the curtains of blonde hair to either side of my face.

“What the FUCK?!”

Shouting was a horrifically bad idea. Moving quickly, even worse. But I got out of bed, staggered to my bedroom mirror, and saw what Candy had been talking about. There was a hungover blonde in the mirror where a hungover brunette should have been.

“What the fuck,” I repeated, quietly. My lips were bright pink, a shade of lipstick I’d never bought in my entire life. I staggered back to my bed and grabbed my phone.

	What did we do last night? 

	Do you love it? It was your idea! 
	That’s not possible 

	Doll, check your phone pics 


I opened the camera app and went to the gallery. There I was with Candy and her girls. At the bar. At the restaurant. At the club. Group shots and hugging and shooters. All of us piled into an Uber. My face getting happier, and clearly drunker, as the night progressed. The time stamps showed the Uber pics were sometime around two in the morning. Then we were in a beauty salon. An all-night beauty salon? And a tattoo shop. Great. I quickly checked my entire body and found no tattoos, so there was that, at least.

Me hugging Candy. Me hugging Sashay. Me happily chatting with the stylist. Me in the stylist chair. Me getting my hair bleached blonde, cut, styled, while the nail technician gave me the acrylics, me grinning the whole time. When they were done with me, my blonde hair tumbled from my head in gentle curls and gorgeous waves. Then the ride home, hugs and kisses for all my new friends. Then a selfie taken by Candy, with my sleepy head on her shoulder. I was smiling in my sleep.

If asked under oath I would have to admit I hadn’t had that much fun in years. Maybe ever.

	ready? 
	For what? 

	We’re going shopping, remember? 
	I don’t think that’s a good idea 

	Too late I’m here already 


The doorbell rang. I grabbed my housecoat and went to answer it.

“Hey doll,” Candy said, handing me a latte as she entered, not giving me any choice in the matter. “Go shower and we’ll hit the shops.”

“Candy, I… I think maybe we went a little too far last night. This…” I scooped my blonde waves behind my ears. “This isn’t me.”

“Mandy, sweetie, you told me you’d say that, so I have to show you this,” Candy said, pulling out her phone and opening a video.

It was me, just outside the all-night beauty salon. Candy was standing right next to me. I looked straight into the camera. “Amanda!” I yelled at myself drunkenly. “Don’t you fuck this up for us! Don’t! I had more fun tonight than in the past twenty years. Or more! Better than the fucking pony party dad got me when I was nine. Better than ponies, Amanda! And you’re gonna fucking back out, now that I am gorgeous and fabulous and fucking powerful? I don’t think so. Don’t be such a chickenshit, Amanda. Now throw out all those fucking granny panties, bitch, because we are doing this! Okay peace out love you.”

“What the fuck,” I whispered. 

Candy took back her phone and smiled at the still image of me blowing myself a kiss. “Last night we let Mandy out to play. And you loved it! There’s nothing wrong with that, is there? Having fun with your friends and being a badass bitch?”

“It’s just… it’s not what…”

“You just never thought of yourself as a gorgeous blonde bimbo? You did really good in school, worked hard, dated some pimply boy from the what, the chess team?”

“Debate squad,” I said.

“Oh god, honey,” she said, moving to sit beside me on the couch. She took my hand. “They’re just the worst.”

“We ‘debated’ about everything,” I nodded. 

“And when you wouldn’t put out, he dumped you? Real asshole, huh?”

There was an incredible pressure inside me, this emotional pressure that I hadn’t even known I was holding back. All those years of hard work, all those years of sacrifice, of hiding behind books and sarcasm, of keeping my nose to the grindstone and still never, not once, getting the respect I earned. Being ‘smart for a girl’ and ‘she’d be prettier if she wore makeup’. Being treated like meat, even when I had the top grades in the class. Hit on by that professor, just like in Legally Blonde. Having to work twice as hard to earn half the respect I was due. 

And all that anger, all that frustration, all that loneliness and tension and stress came bursting out of me and I cried, cried hard. Great sobbing gasping weeping crying, beyond ugly crying and into utter destruction crying. 

Through it all, Candy just held me, patted my back, said soothing nonsense, and let me let it all out. Maybe it was ten minutes, or an hour, or a lifetime, but soon I had settled down to sniffles.

My face felt hot, my eyes swollen, my housecoat soaking. Candy handed me my latte. “Drink up. You’re dehydrated.”

The coffee had cooled and I drank half of it in a gulp.

Candy lifted my chin with her long perfectly-manicured nail. “Your whole life you’ve been underestimated for being a woman. No matter how hard you worked or how tough you withstood it.”

“Yeah.”

“And what’s all that got you? You don’t even have a cat.”

“No. Nothing.”

“All that hard work. All that playing yourself down, making yourself look serious, to be treated serious.”

“Yeah.”

“Do you even own clothes that aren’t brown, grey, or black?”

“I have a blue blouse,” I said, understanding how pathetic that sounded.

“You wild bitch,” Candy laughed. 

That got a smile out of me. 

“There’s my girl!” Candy grinned. “Okay, shower, but don’t get your hair wet, and then brunch and shopping.”

It sounded amazing. More than amazing. It sounded… perfect. Spend my Saturday working for the firm so some partner could get the credit? Why? For what?

I showered, put on a tshirt and jeans, my least conservative look, and we went out for brunch and shopping.

When I walked into the office at nine on Monday, two hours later than usual, I was a new woman. No more pants suits - pencil skirts, bright blouses, fitted jackets. Jewelry that didn’t sparkle was gone. Makeup like war paint, a war of the sexes. And blonde Veronica Lake waves. If I was going to be discriminated against for being a woman, let me at least be feminine doing it.

Jerry was the first to say anything, knocking on my office door to pop his head in. “Hey Amanda, uh… nice look.”

I gave him my best smile. “Thanks Jer. You got that paperwork done like I asked?”

“Yeah, no problem,” he said. He couldn’t stop staring at me.

“You’re the best,” I said. “Talk later?”

“Oh, sure,” he said, wandering off like a man stunned.

Over the rest of the week, I never walked into the office before nine. No more stupid early mornings! No one said a thing! And by Wednesday, Michael, one of the senior partners, asked me to have lunch with him. He was a happily married sixty year old with grandkids he doted on, so I thought I was safe with him.

We’d barely gotten past the salad course when he made his first clumsy pass at me.

“You know, a pretty girl such as yourself could go far in the firm,” he said, putting his hand over mine.

A pretty girl? I was fucking gorgeous and I knew it. But Candy had taught me how to handle this. Time for Mandy to have some fun. “Really? How?”

“Well, we can talk about that later,” he said, smiling patronizingly.

“Sure Michael, that would be great,” I said. “I’d love to learn from the best.”

“I don’t know about the best,” the smug jerk said. False modesty. What a fucking turn off. 

“Oh but all the girls think so,” I said, eyes wide. “In fact, if you weren’t a happily married man, with kids and grandkids and such a great reputation in the community, one of us would have scooped you up by now.”

That threw some ice water on his fire. “I, uh, really? How flattering.”

“Oh for sure!” I winked. “Who knows? Maybe even me.”

Having the tables turned on him turned him off real quick. “Well, that’s hardly-”

“So what’s good here, Mike?” I asked, switching gears and checking out the menu.

Of course I ordered the most expensive thing on the menu. And two twenty year old Scotches. Fuck that gross old asshole. Pretty girl? I’d show him.

Over the next three months my caseload nearly doubled as Candy brought me friend after friend. Not just divorces, either. And yet somehow my workload didn’t double, as I farmed out the paperwork and filing and all the rest of that bullshit to the other lawyers in the firm, asking favors and promising to make it up to them. What they imagined I was promising was their problem, not mine.

Amazingly, it worked. Bringing in more money in those three months than I had in three quarters prior sure got the partners’ attention. I didn’t have to pay for my lunches ever again. They were all taking me out, asking me how I’d handle their cases, asking me what my tricks were for getting more clients. Happy hour every day, never bought myself a single drink. When I wasn’t out with the partners I was out with Candy’s girls, which I soon came to think of as my girls. I didn’t quite have the knack of getting complete strangers to buy my dinners, but with Candy around it didn’t matter. And no more working on the weekends. Weekends were when Mandy came out to play!

One weekend about four or five months after meeting Candy, I was out with the girls for Sunday brunch. Crystal had just gotten her new breast implants and they looked amazing. 

“They’re still sore, but I think they’ll look amazing when everything settles,” Crystal said. 

“You went up two whole cup sizes?” I asked.

“I would have gone more but the doctors think 34G will get me what I want,” Crystal said.

“Girls, a toast,” Candy said, raising her mimosa. “To getting what we want!”

We all drank to that. The conversation changed to the weekly comparison of who had banged which hot guy. As usual, I didn’t have anything to report. I wasn’t quite there yet. But the girls didn’t judge, didn’t mock, didn’t taunt. They let me have my space and find my own pace. 

Near the end of the meal, I asked Crystal for her plastic surgeon’s number.

“You want to get something done, Mandy?” she asked, grinning.

I nodded slowly. “I think… yeah, I think I do.”

“Tired of being the smallest at the table?” Crystal said, and there was no mockery in it, just honest sympathy. I just nodded.

A month later I’d gone from a 34B to a 36D, the biggest I felt comfortable going. “I’ve never had a patient say I made them too big. You can always go bigger once your skin has a chance to stretch,” Rafael, the hunky Brazilian doctor, had said. His little accent was such a turn on. He’d also given me lip fillers, and collagen around my eyes and forehead. “Let me know if you change your mind about the buttocks. I could sculpt you into a goddess!”

I’m not going to lie, he filled my sexual fantasies for a few weeks, imagining those strong, refined hands on my body, making me into whatever he wanted, turning me into another Candy. I wondered what his penis tasted like, and sucked my own juices from my fingers. When I told Candy, she told me how to get him. I made an appointment the next day.

A week later I was on my knees in front of him, sucking his cock. It made me so fucking horny to be his dirty slut. His delicate fingers twined in my hair, pushing me down further and further, deeper and deeper into my throat. When he came, those hot spurts shot right down my throat and I swallowed every last drop. I whined seductively as he pulled out of my mouth, but he didn’t disappoint, bending me over his desk and pounding my pussy hard enough for me to come three times.

That’s how Rafael and I started dating. He was fantastically wealthy, extraordinarily gentlemanly in public, considerate and charming, and a fucking dynamo in the sack. He pounded my every hole, and I thanked him for it. I moved in after two months. He convinced me to get my ass implants a month later. I had more sex over the next year than I’d had my entire life. Was it love? Not really. But it was fucking amazing.

By the end of that year, I’d made partner. Not that I was really into being a lawyer all that much any more. I’d wander into the office around ten or eleven, make a few calls, have two hour lunches with the other partners, then head out for drinks around four - sometimes with a client, sometimes with Rafael, but always at least once a week with Candy.

And I’d gone up another cup size, to a double DD. I was still the smallest at our weekly brunches, but at least I looked like I belonged with Candy’s girls.

In a year I’d gone from mousy workaholic to gorgeous goddess, badass bitch, making serious bank, dating a rich stud, with a crew of goddesses I would ride or die for, who would ride or die for me. And all I had to do was embrace my inner bimbo.
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