

My Bimbo Bestie

by Deedee Cupps

“She didn't mean anything, babe! It was just a one time thing!”

I consider myself an intelligent woman. I should have seen this coming. Brad was tall, lean, hunky – dark hair and dark eyes. Just absolute dreamboat territory. He worked at a gym as a physical trainer – which is how we met – and sparks had flown between us from the beginning. The sex was amazing and he genuinely seemed to care about me... but he cheated. And that was one thing I could not forgive.

My job at the local magick shop had taught me a few things. Yes, I may be a short, slightly overweight brunette with glasses, tattoos, and piercings – totally not Brad's usual type – but anyone wronging me would learn the error of their ways.

Brad was still talking. “She was just some bimbo. She was nothing to me!”

“Just some bimbo?” I asked, anger cutting through my traitorous tears. “Just some bimbo? Does she know that's what you think of her? Is that how you got into her size two pants?”

“Yeah, you're right,” he said with what he probably thought was a charming smile. It really wasn't. “She didn't have much junk in the trunk. Not like you, babe.”

“Really? That's what you took from that?” I shook my head. “I had no idea what an asshole you are. Neither did she, I bet. You just go around treating women like bimbos, like we're nothing to you. You're horrible.”

“Oh come on,” he said. “Don't be so dramatic.”

“Don't gaslight me, Brad! We're done.”

“Whatever,” he said, standing. “In a week you'll be begging me to come back.”

“Oh no, you don't get to just walk out,” I said. “There's consequences to your actions, Brad.”

He snorted and laughed. “What are you gonna do? Tell my mom? Pssh.”

I stood and went to my altar, lighting three candles. “Aphrodite, goddess of love. Themis, goddess of justice. Nemesis, goddess of revenge,” I intoned as the candles took flame. “Hear my plea! Deliver your divine retribution on this sorry excuse for a man! Let him know what it is to be treated as he treats your daughters!”

Brad just laughed harder. “You're nuts, babe! What is that, a curse?” His voice filled with mockery. “What are you, a witch?”

“Yes,” I snarled, casting the spell at him.

There weren't any fancy fireworks or lightning bolts blasting from my fingertips, but the lights in the room dimmed and flickered, and Brad doubled over like I'd punched him in the gut.

“What the FUUUUUUUUHHH!!!” he yelled, his voice going higher and higher. He fell over onto his hands and knees, and I strode over to him to watch.

His arms and legs thinned and softened. His normally flat butt inflated in his jeans, filling out and growing rounder and rounder. His waist narrowed, his hands shrank and got slender, his fingernails lengthening and developing a coat of hot pink nail polish. His feet became petite little things, his toenails done in the same hot pink polish. A gold anklet circled his delicate ankle. 

His brown hair grew out, long and golden blonde with streaks of platinum highlights, cascading down his shoulders as he jerked back to land on his newly bulbous ass with an almost sexual moan. He panted harder and harder as breasts grew on his chest, pushing against his button-down shirt until the buttons popped off against the strain of holding in his new massive mammaries. The spell, I knew, would transform him into his idea of the perfect bimbo, and apparently his ideal wore a G-cup bra.

As he – or I should say, she – sat there, panting, her face changed. Brad's scruffy beard disappeared, his jaw softened and narrowed, his cheekbones rose, his brow flattened. Her eyebrows were perfectly plucked, her wide eyes went from muddy brown to bright blue, her nose thinned and grew dare I say pert, cute, button-like. But her lips thickened and puffed out, a “perfect cocksucker's mouth” I once heard him mutter about Angelina Jolie. Well, he – she – would have a chance to put that to the test. A coat of hot pink lipstick and flawless makeup covered her face. The final part of the spell changed her clothes from Brad's office casual to sexy, skimpy clubwear – a tiny, shimmery dress that showcased her generous cleavage, barely covering up the black thong panties she wore underneath. By the door to my apartment, I saw Brad's basic black shoes transform into six-inch silver stilettos. The wallet and keys he always dumped on the table beside the door turned into a tiny clutch purse covered in sequins.

“Lily?” she asked, her voice high and girlish. She blinked her big blue eyes at me, confusion and trust warring in them. “Girl, how drunk was I last night?”

“What?” I asked, confused myself.

“I don't even remember how I got here,” the bimbo before me admitted, reaching out one delicate, feminine hand to be helped to her feet.

“Uh...” My mind raced, trying to figure out what had happened to her. My spell wasn't supposed to change her memories at all! I clasped her hand and helped her up.

“Thanks for letting me crash,” she said as I hauled, then bumped into me with her huge boobs, grabbing my waist with her other arm, our faces almost too close together. “Oops!” she giggled, flirtatiously, biting her lower lip. Then she sighed. “I wish you were bi,” she whined, but her eyes sparkled with mischief. “I'd be able to thank you properly.”

I was bisexual, but I had never told Brad that, because I suspected his instinct would have been to try and set up a threesome. “I... uh... didn't think I was your type.”

She slapped her manicured hand playfully against my shoulder. “Of course you are, silly!” She gave a sexy little shimmy, which did all kinds of ripply movements in her dress. “Everyone and anyone is my type.”

I stepped back from her and gave her some space. “Very complimentary, thanks.”

She rolled her eyes and giggled again. “Oh, don't be like that.” She danced a little dance across the room to her clutch, pulling out a compact and checking her makeup. It was flawless, of course, the spell made it exactly the way Brad would want it on his 'perfect bimbo' – which was, apparently, dark wine red lips and perfect winged eyeliner. She snapped her compact shut and put it back into her clutch, then pulled out a rose-gold sequined cell phone. She tapped in her pass code with her long nail, checked her messages, texting a few texts, ignoring me completely. Exactly how Brad always complained about women doing.

Texting done, she looked up at me. “So are you coming or what?”

“Coming?” I repeated. I suspect I was stunned by how well the spell had worked.

She giggled. “To the club?”

“Oh, uh… was that tonight?”

She shrugged, causing something almost seismic in her dress as her breasts lifted and dropped and bounced and jiggled. “Every night is club night for me, you know that.”

“Can you text me the address again?” I said, pulling my phone out of my back pocket.

She rolled her eyes but her thumbs flew over her phone’s screen, tapping furiously. Seconds later a notification appeared from ‘Brandi’ – it was Brad’s number, I had seen it enough times, but the name had changed. The spell really covered everything!

“Anyway, since I’m here we can split an Uber,” Brandi said, tossing her phone at her clutch. “But you gotta get changed.”

“Sure,” I said, heading towards my closet. An hour later my hair was done up, my makeup was on point, my little black dress was clinging to me appropriately, my jewelry was blingy and Brandi was itching to get going.

“Let’s go girl!” she said, fully four inches taller than me in her stilettoes. Even in my heels.

Brandi grabbed my hand and led me out the door, off into the street with a triumphant shout of glee. “We’re gonna partaaaaaaaaay!”

The Uber driver was a nice middle-aged lady who told us stories about going clubbing back in the 90s. I made sure we tipped her really well and gave her a great review. I headed towards the back of the line waiting to get into the club, but Brandi just grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the door. She seemed to have her own kind of magic as she rubbed up against the bouncer and he grinned and let us in.

Inside, the music was so loud I was sure my heart would stop, but Brandi’s eyes widened. “I love this song!” she shouted in my ear, shoving her purse into my hands. I barely heard her. “Get us some drinks, I have to dance!”

And she left me. Off she went onto the dance floor, disappearing into the sweaty, bumping, grinding crowd. I headed to the bar, ordered two espresso martinis and waited for Brandi to find me when the song changed.

When she didn’t show up for three more songs I went looking for her.

And found her.

On her knees, in front of some guy, in an out of the way corner of the club. His fingers were fisted in her hair as her head bobbed up and down in his lap. He licked his lips, watching her suck his cock.

I was so shocked I just watched, too. Watched my boyfriend blowing some stranger he just met, thick cock parting those plump, luscious lips. Watched the stranger’s eyes roll back, watched him grab Brandi’s head in both hands, holding her down as his features contorted into his O face and he pumped his cum into Brandi’s hot, wet, mouth. When he was done his hands slid to the side and Brandi licked his long thick cock clean, then leaned away from him to let him put his shrinking cock away.

Brandi kissed him hard, once, then got up and walked away. I rushed over, grabbing her wrist.

“What the fuck was that?” I yelled into her ear.

“What?” Brandi asked, giggling.

“I turn my back and you’re sucking some dude’s cock?”

“I just needed to let off some steam, and a blowjob is the fastest way to do that,” she said. “It makes me feel soooo good, being a dirty cocksucking slut.”

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I shouted.

“Are you jealous?” she asked, obviously confused. “Do you want me to find you a stud to fuck?”

“What? No! It’s just…”

“You are acting way weird, girl,” Brandi said, pulling her cell out of her clutch to check her makeup. She rubbed at where her lipstick had smeared a little, then blew a kiss to herself. Putting away her phone she said, “C’mon, I’ll make it up to you. You won’t have to buy any drinks tonight. In fact, everything will be on me.”

“What? How?”

She grabbed my hand and dragged me towards the stairs to the VIP area. I’d never been up there. Girls like me never get invited up. I’m not bad looking, not at all, but I don’t have the right attitude for the rich guys up there, with the table service girls. I’m just not a party girl, I guess.

“Brandi, come on,” I protested.

“I promise you won’t have to do anything you don’t want,” she said, mischievous smile playing across those luscious lips. “In fact, the minute you want to leave we’ll go.”

I gave her a doubtful look but followed along. When we got to the stairs, the bouncer turned out to be the guy Brandi had just blown. He gave her a grin and unclipped the red rope, letting us through. I shook my head in dismay, but Brandi just laughed and pulled me up the stairs.

With her looks and attitude it didn’t take us long to find a bunch of bros and hoes to party with. The guys had on suits that probably cost more than my rent and watches that definitely cost more than my car. At first the girls they had with them didn’t appreciate us trying to crash the good thing they had going on but Brandi smooth-talked them all, cracking jokes and flirting with everyone and anyone that came along, so completely unlike my boyfriend, who usually stood at the bar nursing a beer when we’d go out. Pretty soon we were all laughing and drinking and the guys paid for everything. Watching Brandi work the table was like watching an expert pool player lining up shot after shot, sinking ball after ball. She had everyone right in the palm of her hand, keeping the guys distracted with a touch here and a flirt there and a glimpse of ample tit whenever they seemed like their attention was waning. With the girls, it was more like making jokes that went over the guys’ heads but every woman present got. Brandi was incredible.

Normally when I went out clubbing I would cast a little spell on myself to prevent me from getting too drunk or worse, roofied. But I’d been so distracted with my boyfriend the utter bimbo that I’d forgotten, so I got much drunker than I normally would. So drunk, in fact, that at one point I was dancing on the table in the center of our little party, grinding and twerking with one of the other girls, while Brandi was making out with one of the guys, the hot one with the solid gold credit card. I’d never even heard of a solid gold credit card.

I couldn't stop watching Brandi. Watching as the guy's hand slid up her side to scoop her huge, soft breast, squeezing it as he kissed down her throat. Brandi's face was pure, mindless bliss, a grin spreading her thick, glistening lips. She bit down on her lower lip as the guy's attentions dove lower, from her throat, along her collar bone, then into her glorious canyon of cleavage.

The girl I was dancing with reached over and turned my face away from them. My head reeled and my heart pounded. I panted, rapid and shallow, and I knew from the heat between my legs I was hornier than I had been in a long, long time. She was a tall, slender, dark-haired hottie with a face that belonged on the covers of magazines and a body that would be perfect in anything she wore. When she stepped closer to me, put her hands on my waist and pulled me up against her, I let her. I wanted her to kiss me, and she did  not disappoint.

We made out for a bit, thumping and bumping to the music as we kissed, our hands exploring each other's bodies, right there on the table. She was wonderfully talented, her sharp little teeth nipping at my tongue and my lips just enough to get me hungrier for more. Her hands gripped my ass and I felt her long nails clawing against my upper thigh, sending shivers deeper inside me. I was so wet my panties were soaking. Everything else disappeared around me, just her and I, her hands on my body, my hands on hers. Her small breasts in my hands were firm, pert, everything mine weren't, but she didn't seem to care, giving mine just the right amount of attention, cupping them, squeezing, her thumbs flicking playfully over my rock-hard nipples. When she slid her leg between mine and rubbed her thigh against my mound, I nearly came.

“Woo girl get some!” Brandi cheered, breaking through my lust-filled daze. I blinked, realizing we were putting on a show for everyone, the entire crowd in our VIP section watching us. Some of the guys had obvious erections, including Brandi's prey. Her hand slid up his thigh and stroked his hard cock through his pants. She leaned in and said something into his ear, and he grinned and nodded.

“Shots!” he yelled, and the server girls poured shots of Johnnie Walker Blue for everyone.

Normally, I would savour such a fine whisky. I would roll each sip over my tongue, breath in slowly through my lips to allow the fumes, heated by my mouth, fill my senses. At $300 a bottle, retail? Here in the bar it was probably $50 a shot. Normally, I would have nursed that drink for hours.

But with everyone tossing back their drinks and cheering, I followed along, feeling good and loving it. And that's pretty much the last thing I remember until the limo.

I have never, in my life, been blackout drunk before. Waking up, or sobering up, or whatever, was made all the weirder because first of all, the sensation of moving wasn’t from the alcohol spinning the room around me. I absolutely could not figure out where I was. I knew I was sitting, but I was moving. Backwards. On a… couch? And across the room… compartment… wherever I was, Brandi was straddled on some guy’s lap, dress hiked up over her hips. His thick fingers were clawing her supple ass as she slowly rode up and down his massive cock, mashing her huge breasts into his eager face.

“Oh goooooooood,” she moaned. “Oh baby, oh god, yes, just like that!”

“Hey, your friend’s finally awake,” some guy said. The voice was right next to me.

It took a lot of effort to turn my head. I didn’t recognize him at all. I did, however, recognize that look in his eye.

“Oh baby, yes, baby YES,” Brandi moaned as she rocked the other dude’s cock, going faster and faster. “Oh god yes, don’t stop, oh yes!”

I felt a hand on my neck, pulling me toward the guy next to me’s face. I pulled away.

“Hey, don’t be like that!” he complained.

Brandi turned towards us, looking over her shoulder at me, saw the look on my face. “Uhn uhn uhn, hey stud? Get over here. Mmm yeah baby oh god. I have uhn uhn uhn an idea, oh god, I always wanted to yes yes oh ooh wanted to try.”

“I don’t want sloppy seconds,” the guy next to me said. Charming.

“No stud, uhn uhn I need you, oh yes, in my mmmmm mouth,” Brandi said. “Slow down baby, that’s so good, oh baby yes, I want you both! RIGHT. NOW.”

The guy next to me slid across the compartment as Brandi and the guy fucking her repositioned themselves on the limo seat. The guy who had been next to me shoved his pants down and his long, hard cock sprang free.

Brandi made a noise I can only describe as a squeal of lustful delight and dove her head into his lap as her first partner slammed his thick cock into her soaking wet cunt. The second guy’s cock slid into her mouth and he grabbed a fistful of her messy blonde curls. With each thrust from Number One, Number Two’s cock slammed into Brandi’s eager mouth. Her steady stream of appreciative comments were muffled into moans and groans that got louder and louder. Her huge titties swayed under her with each pounding of Number One’s cock, her sweet thick ass rippling with the force of each thrust.

Fuck she was so fucking hot.

I couldn’t stop myself. My hand slid between my thighs. Found my wetness, felt the heat bloom.

Long cock in her juicy lips. Thick cock in her wet pussy. Huge boobs swinging. So hot. So fuckable. Such a dirty bimbo slut.

Brandi looked at me out of the corner of her eye. Saw me. Saw what I was doing. And smiled.

She held eye contact with me as she rode one cock and sucked another. Double-penetrated, threesomed, middle of a fuck sandwich.

This slut was doing all this … for ME. Putting on a show, for ME to enjoy, for ME to get off. Brandi was performing for me, and me alone. The two dudes might as well have been props in a porn movie.

My own orgasm hit me, so hard, so fast, like never before. I twitched and gasped, silently, shivering with my fingers deep inside my slit, and Brandi screamed out her own orgasm. I assume the guys came too, but I couldn’t care less, deep in my own dizzying orgasm.

I must have blacked out again, because the next thing I knew I woke up in my bed, next to Brandi, snuggled up to each other, a tangle of arms and legs and breasts and hair. Naked, both of us. My head pounding, I slowly pulled myself free from her, stumbled to the bathroom, peed and drank so much water I nearly needed to pee again. Cast a quick spell to get rid of my hangover and felt immediately better. Almost back to normal, even.

Except my cheating boyfriend Brad was still a fucking scorching hot bimbo slut, asleep in my bed. And I didn’t know if I wanted him to change back. It was supposed to be a punishment for cheating on me. I wanted him to hurt, the way he’d hurt me. But Brandi was so much better than Brad. In every way. More fun, a better friend. Gorgeous in every way.

I slid back under the covers, trying not to wake her up. I just watched her, sunlight on her smooth skin, glints of gold in her hair. She rolled over and her eyes flickered open. Even half-asleep after a hard night of fucking and sucking, she looked amazing.

“Hey babe,” she murmured, snuggling over to me and cuddling against my side. She was so warm, so soft, so perfect against my skin.

She nuzzled against my neck, then I felt her kiss, a soft, flickering thing where my neck met my shoulder.

“Oh,” I breathed, immediately hot between my legs.

“Mmm you like that?” she whispered. She slid her hand down my side. “Wouldn’t we be great together?” Her hand slid back from my hip to cup my breast, one finger gently circling my hardening nipple. “You can’t tell me you haven’t wanted this,” she continued between kisses along my throat and collarbone.

“No. I… I mean, yes, oh, oh yes.”

This wasn’t just fucking. I felt emotions explode in me, like a flood of water held behind a dam, far too long. Yes, I wanted her. Yes, I knew, finally, why every experience I’d ever had with a man had felt empty, unfulfilling. The orgasms I’d had in the past were just my… meat… reacting to their stimulus. This, whatever this was that was happening, this was going to be so… much… more.

I let my hands explore her, from giant breasts to shapely thighs and then between them, found her heat, her wetness as complete as my own. My mouth longed to kiss her, and I did, our lips pressed together, soft and inviting and hungry. Her tongue spread my lips, not thrusting and invasive, gently probing into my mouth, tentative almost, tasting me, and my tongue responded likewise.

She broke away from the kiss and trailed her tongue down the line of my jaw, kissing my throat, down my collarbone to my cleavage, her hot breath warming the shallow valley between my breasts. I shivered as she kissed there, then moved from one breast to the other, licking and sucking my hard nipples. My eyes rolled back in my head, eyelids flickering shut as I surrendered to pure sensation. I felt her hand caress my hip as her mouth worked on my titties. She lifted herself off the bed and with a thrust of her knee she spread my legs and moved herself between them. The morning air on my hot, wet, spread pussy brought a gasp from my lips.

Brandi moved her huge, gorgeous boobs down my soft, quivering tummy, trailing the hardness of her nipples between my willing, waiting thighs as I panted in anticipation. Her tongue flickered into my belly button, just once, and I giggled at the tickling sensation. Then she nuzzled my mound of pubic hair, which I’d always kept trimmed, not for Brad but for my own sake, and her hot breath against the warm lips of my wet pussy brought goosebumps across my entire body.

Brad had never done this. Not once in the entire time we’d been together. But Brandi was an expert. She was slow and deliberate, gentle and caring, testing my consent with each careful kiss, each probe of her tongue. I lay there quivering, wordlessly agreeing to every action, whimpers and moans and gasps escaping my lips as she licked and sucked and teased my pussy into soaking wet sensation of desire, waves of pleasure rippling from that central source. I could feel my orgasm building, building, but Brandi seemed to sense it and moved from inner thigh to inner thigh, kissing and letting me cool down just enough. She wanted to wring every bit of pleasure from this and with a masterful skill she worked my orgasm for everything it could give.

My fingers clawed at the sheets and my hips moved up to meet her thick wet lips. I begged her to let me come as she finally slid a finger inside my pussy, then another, and finally the tiniest tip of her pinkie finger toyed and tickled my asshole. I panted so hard I thought I was going to black out, moaning beyond words, beyond thought, as she stimulated my insides, licking and sucking my pussy, tickling my thighs with her curly blonde hair, a goddess of pleasure giving me the best orgasm of my entire life.

It was fireworks. Explosions. Waves crashing against the rocks, rising high into the sky. An earthquake of sensation that shook my entire body, from the tips of my toes to the top of my head. I’d had orgasms before, usually self-directed but even with Brad a few times, but nothing like this. I literally saw stars bloom behind my closed eyes as I moaned loudly. Brandi pried one of my hands from the tangle of sheets and took it in hers, our fingers intertwined. That one act, not sexual, not erotic, but purely of connection, her saying ‘I’m here, we’re together, stay with me and I’ll stay with you’, shook me into yet another orgasm, right away and I yelled her name as I came and came and came.

The next thing I was aware of was Brandi kissing my neck, my jaw, gently, softly, our bodies intertwined, tangled together. She still held my hand as I shivered and quivered as aftershock orgasms hit me. Once I stopped panting and was able to breathe normally, she kissed my lips. She tasted salty, her face covered in my pussy juices. We stay there, kissing softly, gently, our hands held together, in each other’s arms, for hours, days, an eternity. Gradually the aftershocks faded, leaving me feeling heavy, exhausted, the soft steady thrum of warm sensation between my thighs radiating pure pleasure, the flood of endorphins overwhelming me with pure joy.

“Did you like that?” Brandi asked quietly. Her brilliant eyes were wide, simply genuine. She wasn’t trying to tease me, since it would have been obvious to the entire city that I had liked every second of what she’d done to me.

“Yes,” I answered, replying genuinely, openly, honestly. “Very, very much.”

The grin she gave then was like watching a sunrise, her lips, still slick and glistening from my pussy, spreading wide.

“So I can stay?” Brandi asked, kissing the hand she still held.

“Stay?” I asked, confused.

She looked me in the eyes, and I saw worry there, the first I’d ever seen on her. “Stay Brandi.”

That shook the lingering effects of our morning sex off me as effectively as having a glass of cold water thrown in my face. “What?!”

Brandi hid her face behind her tangled blonde curls. “It’s… kind of? Coming back. That I used to be… someone else. Someone who didn’t like themselves very much. So much unhappiness. And it’s… not someone I want to be. Not anymore. Not ever again.”

When she looked up again, pushing her hair across her face, she must have seen the shock on my face. “I don’t want to be them. I want to be me. I want to be Brandi. Forever. I want to stay here, with you, like this, forever.”

When I cast the spell to transform my cheating boyfriend into the type of bimbo he scorned so deeply, I knew it had been a temporary thing. I never imagined he would want to remain as a she. In that moment of rage I’d thought only of inflicting pain. Instead, I’d offered him something I never knew he wanted – something I suspect he never knew, either.

And now, here he was, choosing to stay the blonde bimbo I’d turned him into. And I found I wanted her to stay, as well.

“Yes,” I grinned. “Yes, you can stay. I want you to stay.”

“Yay!” Brandi shouted, kissing me.

She got up off the bed and hauled me to my feet. “So: First a shower, then brunch, then…”

I raised an eyebrow as she led the way to my – to our – bathroom. “Then?”

“Shopping!” she sang triumphantly.

“And then more sex?”

“Of course, silly!”

Oh Brandi. You really are my bimbo bestie.
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