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		The Perfect Girlfriend

		

		It was our last night together. In the morning, we would make our drives back home, each of us going our separate ways. Every year the four of us got together for a long weekend at the beach. Three nights of drinking, games, and general debauchery. And the one rule we all lived by while we were together was no men. That meant no boyfriends, no fiancés, no husbands, and definitely no hookups. It was girl time.

		It was still early in the season and warm nights on the beach were rare, but the weather had cooperated for our final night. We got a nice fire going as we sat on logs around it, drinking, talking, and laughing. It was a reminder of our younger days together, when we were all in college together.

		Mercedes was the outgoing one. She was always pushing us to do things together. This beach trip, which had become an annual event, had been her idea originally.

		Paula was the sporty one. She always seemed to have exercise on her mind with running being her favorite. She had dragged each of us to a charity race at least once.

		Wendy was the music aficionado, with a specific taste for rock bands. She had enough band t-shirts to wear a different one every day of the year. And I had seen her collection, backing up her claim.

		And then there was me, Sofia. I was the quiet one, usually with my head buried in a book. Even with this trip being about companionship and spending our time together communally, I had still managed to finish a book and I was excited to start a new one. It was not uncommon for me to read anywhere from three to six books per week.

		However, this was one moment when I did not have a book out in front of me. It was sitting back in the cabin we were all staying in, just a little ways up the beach, waiting for me to start into it before I went to bed.

		“Hey, do you see that light?” Mercedes asked as she looked up, pointing with her finger skyward.

		We all followed her gaze, seeing a bright light in the sky.

		“Pretty,” Paula said. “I wonder what it is. Do you think it’s a meteor?”

		“It reminds me of a disco ball,” Wendy added.

		“Um, girls, I think it’s falling this way,” I said, suddenly growing worried. The light was growing in size, but not really moving through the night sky. My quick calculations told me that meant we were roughly in its line of travel.

		“What should we do?” Paula asked, her voice now quaking in fear.

		A rumble started to fill the air. It was hard to hear over the crash of the ocean waves, but as the light grew bigger in the sky, so too did the rumble. Whatever it was, it was causing a significant disruption to the atmosphere.

		“Duck and cover,” I shouted as I dove behind the log I had been sitting on and nearly buried my head in the sand. I crouched down in the fetal position and covered the back of my neck and head with my arms and hands, just like during the earthquake drills I had done in elementary school. Or, I imagined, like my parents had done for nuclear attack drills years ago.

		As I dove off my log, I could sense my friends doing the same, using the same skills we had all learned as youths.

		The rumble grew louder until it completely overwhelmed the roar of the ocean. I squeezed my arms against the side of my head, trying to blot out the noise. Then the rumble was joined with a new sound, a whistle, much like the sound effect used for falling bombs in the movies. I did not dare look up, afraid that whatever object had been sent our way would miss us.

		Then in a sudden crash, our fire exploded as sparks flew up into the air. Then everything grew quiet and dark. Whatever was happening had just finished.

		“Is everyone okay?” came the shaky voice of Mercedes. She was as rattled as I was.

		“I’m okay,” I said as I lifted my head up and peered over the log I had previously been sitting on. The fire was nearly out. Only a few small embers still glowed. I could see Mercedes on the other side of the fire pit, also peeking over a log that she had previously been sitting on.

		“Me too,” said Paula.

		“Me three,” Wendy said a moment later.

		“What the hell was that?” Mercedes asked as she tried to remove some of the sand from her arms.

		I stood up and pulled out my phone, using the flashlight to get a better look at what had landed. I was sure something had landed. That bright fireball in the sky had been on a collision course with our area. And since we had witnessed an explosion of sorts, it seemed as if whatever had fallen from the sky had landed in our fire.

		“It looks like a jagged piece of metal,” Wendy said, pulling out her phone to create some additional light.

		Paula started to reach out toward it.

		“Don’t touch it,” Mercedes shouted. “It’s probably hot.”

		“What do you think it is?” Paula asked.

		“Some sort of space debris, I’m guessing,” I answered. “I heard about a rocket breaking up and creating a big show a few months back. A piece of it landed in some farmer’s field. The rocket company showed up to retrieve it.”

		“Is this a piece of a rocket, do you think?” Wendy asked.

		“Or a piece of a satellite,” I added.

		“We should keep it,” Mercedes said. “We can put it in a bucket of water to cool it off.”

		Paula jumped up and grabbed the bucket we had brought down to the beach with us, just in case our fire got out of hand. With the ocean so close by, we weren’t worried about having it filled. And we were confident we could pour water or sand on the fire to help put it out. And as Paula retrieved the water, Wendy started digging around in our pile of sticks we had collected as firewood to see if she could find any that could be used to pick up the object. It was not large, just a few inches across. I figured most of it had burned up on its descent. It looked like there were scorch marks on it, but it was hard to tell with only a few cell phone lights to illuminate it.

		Paula returned a minute later, carrying a bucket full of seawater. By then Wendy had picked out two sticks to use and was in the process of trying to scoop up the object onto a long flat piece of wood. It was a good thing none of us had tried to touch it, because I could see where the heat from the object was turning the wood black. It was still far too hot to touch.

		“Here goes nothing,” Wendy said as she lifted the object out of the fire pit and moved it slowly toward the bucket.

		“Stand back,” I said. I remembered reading about the dangers of steam and if the object was hot enough. Water could flash to steam in an instant, burning anyone who got too close.

		Wendy tilted the piece of wood supporting the object and it slid into the water. Steam immediately erupted from the bucket as the heat from the object caused the water to boil.

		“Whoa,” Mercedes said. “It’s like that time I visited a blacksmith’s shop at a ren faire.”

		After several moments, the steam began to clear, revealing the object sticking slightly out of the water, which now stood at about half full. That much water had boiled off.

		“Is it safe to touch yet?” Paula asked yet, looking to Mercedes and me for an answer.

		“I’d wait,” I said. “Just because the water isn’t actively boiling doesn’t mean you want to touch it.”

		Eventually we set our space debris find aside and started cleaning up from our fire. It was earlier than we usually would have turned in, but none of us were interested in a night spent out around a fire. We were more interested in going inside so we could examine our souvenir in better light. It was only later, once our fire was completely out and buried in nearly a foot of sand that I tested the water in the bucket. I held my hand over the opening. I could feel some heat, but nothing more than if it had just been a bowl of soup. I figured it was safe to transport.

		That job was left up to Paula. She was the strongest one of us, what with all her working out.

		Once back inside our cabin, I had Paula dump the bucket into the kitchen sink. I figured it would be able to handle any remaining heat. I didn’t want to melt whatever surface we placed it on, just in case I was wrong about how hot it still was.

		However, seeing it in the bright kitchen lights, it didn’t look all that impressive. There were no markings on it. It was just a jagged and scorched piece of metal. It was all that survived reentry.

		We looked at it for a while, all of us huddled around the kitchen sink. The problem was, it just wasn’t that interesting. It was more fun to talk about how it could have killed one or more of us. The odds of space debris striking a person had always been low, but the fact it had hit our campfire with all of us within arms reach was pure luck. There was no other way to put it. We were lucky to be alive.

		Eventually we started retiring to the bunk room to go to bed. The cabin was small, with a single bedroom featuring two sets of bunk beds. It was perfect for our needs, although I was sure it hurt the ability to rent the place out at times. But as we were just renters for a weekend, that fact did not bother us. It was a feature rather than a fault.

		Paula decided she wanted to bring the space debris into the bunk room with us. She put it on the nightstand below the window that separated the two sides of the room. At least it had cooled down enough not to be a problem. Or so we thought. The temperature might have cooled, but none of us considered the prospect of cosmic radiation it had absorbed and was now emitting. We were all exposed.

		The only warning we got came the next morning when a group of men in black suits came knocking on the cabin door. Mercedes answered the door. It was early and we were all still in our pajamas. Except for Paula. She was out for an early morning run on the beach.

		“Did you happen to find a piece of debris that fell from the sky last night?” asked the head man at the door.

		“Um, yeah,” Mercedes answered. “We have it over here.”

		“It is government property and we need it returned immediately.”

		Mercedes stood there for a moment, looking clueless. She had not yet had her morning coffee and could be a little slow on the uptake until she had her daily dose of caffeine.

		The man pushed past Mercedes and entered the house. We had moved the piece of metal onto the dining table that sat in the corner of the main living area. Counting the bathroom, the cabin was a three-room building. It was very communal.

		Two other men joined the first, each of them wearing gloves.

		“Is this all of it?” the man asked.

		“Yeah, that’s all of it,” I answered.

		“Good,” the man said as he pulled out a card from his wallet. The other two men carefully picked up the object and carried it out of the cabin. “If anything strange happens, call the number on the card.”

		“It’s not dangerous, is it?” I asked as I took the card from the man.

		“Of course not,” the man dead panned. “There’s no danger at all. Have a nice day.”

		And with that, the man swept out of the cabin and the black SUVs they had arrived in drive away.

		“I think we just had a Men in Black experience,” I said. The other girls agreed with me. I knew Paula would be disappointed when she returned from her run, but there was nothing we could do about that now. And besides, we needed to clean up the cabin before we returned to the city and the rest of our lives. Until next year, that is.
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		“Hey, Sof,” Micheal called out after I walked in the door. “How was your trip?”

		It was good to be back home. As much as I loved my girls, spending a whole long weekend with them could do a number on me mentally.

		“It was good, but I’m glad to be home,” I answered as I dropped my bags by the front door and made my way to the second bedroom which acted as our office and computer room. I was not surprised to see Micheal on his computer, probably killing zombies or something like that.

		I dropped into my computer chair and spun around, letting out a sigh. He looked up briefly and smiled. I smiled back, but his eyes had already returned to his game. I didn’t mind the sense of inattentiveness. He was in the middle of an online game and couldn’t just pause it without causing problems. But I knew that as soon as he finished his current game, he would pause it and we could talk.

		Sitting there, watching him focus on the computer screen, I began to think how truly lucky I was. Michael was a great guy. He was kind and always looking to make my life better. He pushed me to be my best self, which I appreciated. Yet, I couldn’t help but think that I could be better for him. He gave me so much and I sometimes wondered if I gave enough to him in return. Our efforts in our relationship needed to be equal, but I wondered if that was really the case. Were our romantic and relationship efforts equal? Maybe I could be better for him.

		“I was thinking,” I said.

		“Just one moment,” Michael cut in. “I’m almost done.”

		I waited, not wanting to interrupt. He could not control when I returned from my trip. It was Monday afternoon. It would be dinnertime soon enough. I could have returned home at any time within a window of several hours. I couldn’t expect him to drop everything on such short notice just so we could talk.

		“There,” Michael finally said, looking up. “What were you thinking about?”

		He gave me his undivided attention. His face remained lit from the light of the monitor, but he paid it no attention. The entirety of his gaze was on me.

		“I was just wondering if there was something more I could do in our relationship,” I said. “Is there anything that I could do to be better for you. You give me so much and sometimes I wonder if I’m giving enough back in return.”

		“I don’t know,” Michael said thoughtfully. “I always thought we had a pretty equal relationship.”

		“Humor me,” I pressed. “If I wanted to be your perfect girlfriend, what would you want from me? And there are no wrong answers. This isn’t some trap. I really want to know.”

		It was hard to understand why I wanted to know these things. Why did I want to know what Michael’s perfect girlfriend would be like? I was asking for his personal fantasies. Not that I didn’t want to know what his fantasies were, but I figured most people had fantasies that their partners could never hope to live up to. That was the nature of the imagination, always looking for new and creative things in life.

		However, there was something about this moment that felt like it was more than asking Michael about his fantasies. I felt compelled to know about them. I felt a need that I could not explain. It wasn’t that Michael’s fantasies had never mattered to me before, but it was almost like I was in a position to actually make them come true. But there was no way to actually do that without me broaching the subject in the first place.

		“Okay, sure,” Micheal said, still figuring this was a joke. “Let’s see. I mean I like you a lot as you are, but everyone could be improved, I guess.”

		“That’s the spirit,” I said encouragingly as I held out my arms. “Improve me.”

		“Let’s start with something easy. I know you’re a big reader, but sometimes I wish you were more wild and outgoing. I wish you were more interested in going to parties and clubs, with or without me. I wish you were the sort of person who would try everything at least once.”

		I swallowed as I let his words flow over me. Could I be that sort of person? Could I be the outgoing type? Could I be a party girl? I honestly didn’t know. But I had to admit that it sounded fun. Who wouldn’t want to be able to dress up and go out every night? It actually sounded fun.

		“If that’s what you want from me, I guess I could do that,” I said. “What else?”

		I couldn’t believe I was asking these questions. I couldn’t believe I was considering becoming a party girl for my boyfriend. And I couldn’t believe I was asking for more. However, I couldn’t help but want to be perfect for Michael. It wasn’t just a curiosity. It was a need. I needed to be perfect. And it was his evaluation of me that mattered the most for some unexplained reason. It made no sense, but I supposed it didn’t need to make sense. It was happening whether I understood it or not.

		“I don’t know,” Michael said uncomfortably. I could tell that he was not prepared for this line of questioning. I couldn’t blame him, but I also couldn’t just stop there.

		“Let’s talk about how I could physically be better for you,” I said. “How could my body be perfect for you?”

		I watched as Michael’s eyes lit up. My probing had struck on something in him.

		“You promise you won’t get mad at me?” he asked. “I know you won’t trap me, but I don’t want you to get mad at me.”

		I chuckled. “No, I won’t get mad at you. I couldn’t get mad at you. It’s all just hypothetical anyway.” As those words came out of my mouth, I was shocked. I couldn’t get mad at Michael? That had to be a lie. I had been mad at him plenty of times. We might be boyfriend and girlfriend, but we also lived together and that alone was enough to cause some friction sometimes. But as soon as I said it, I knew there was no way I could get mad at Micheal, no matter what he said. I felt different. The possibility of anger simply wasn’t in me anymore, at least as it came to him.

		Worse, I had a feeling that this conversation was not actually hypothetical as I said it was. Nothing had changed, but I had the distinct impression that I was about to go out and party a lot more often than I used to. I didn’t identify as a woman who partied or went clubbing regularly, but I could now see the appeal. Just the idea of staying in on a Friday night and reading a book no longer appealed to me. Something had changed inside of me. I just didn’t know what it was. Nor could I articulate what the issue was, not even to Michael.

		“I’ve always loved your hair,” Michael said, immediately making me feel better. “I know a lot of guys like blondes, but I’ve already preferred dark hair like yours. But I suppose it could be longer. And I think it would be hot if you kept it in a bit of a wild style to fit a party style.”

		“I can see that,” I said. Now the image in my head of the party girl he wanted me to be involved a style that made it look like I had been out clubbing for several hours. I supposed it could be a slightly trashy style, but I preferred to think about it as a lived in style.

		“But to make it all work, I think you’d need to be nice and fit,” Michael continued. “I’d especially like you to regularly wear midriff baring outfits, showing off your almost defined abs. But that would only be part of it, because I’d also love it if you had bigger breasts. With how fit you would be, that would probably need to be fake. And if they’re fake, they might as well look fake too, being nice and round, unnaturally so. They don’t need to be huge or anything. I would want them to fit your frame. I just think they should be tight and round.”

		I sat there, aghast at Michael’s description of what changes he would make to me. Bigger breasts weren’t a huge surprise, or at least they shouldn’t have been, but I had not been expecting his exact description. He had a thing for those fake party girls. How had I never known that about him before?

		But as I considered all that, I had to admit it sounded hot. It would be so much fun to go out looking as Michael described, my tight body put on display by a cropped top with a plunging neckline, paired with a short and tight skirt and a set of high heels. My hair would be flowing around my head as I danced to the beat of some club music, grinding up against Michael. I could do that. And everyone would know what an awesome guy he was based on me being with him.

		“That makes sense,” I said. In any other instance I would have been angry, but that wasn’t what this was about. I was trying to figure out how I could be better for him, how I could fulfill his fantasies, how I could become his perfect girlfriend. But there were so many details to get it right. “What else? What else would you like to see in a perfect girlfriend?”

		“To be honest, I kind of like the idea of my girlfriend not having to work,” Michael answered. “I’ve never mentioned this before, but I can more than take care of the both of us financially. And I like the idea of my girlfriend being dependent on me for money, not as a means of control, but as a way to care for her and provide for her. It would free up her time to be her wild and sexy self.”

		I nodded along as he spoke. There was a part of me that liked the idea of not having to work, of being provided for. And it certainly would give me more time to devote to him. There were advantages to a more traditional relationship, even if Michael’s ideas of a perfect girlfriend did not line up with the housewife stereotype.

		“But since she doesn’t have to work,” Michael continued, “she doesn’t need to be that smart. At least not book smart. She’ll need to be street smart, but I don’t care if she graduated college or not. I don’t even care if she graduated high school. All I care about is that she is devoted to me and her wild and party lifestyle. I could never take that away from her. She might be dependent on me, but I know I couldn’t tame her completely. She has needs and outlets that I can’t provide. She wouldn’t have sex with other men, but I’d be open to her fooling around with other women, especially if she brought them home to share with me. I suppose that would make her bi.”

		Sexy and dumb. That was what Michael wanted. And I couldn’t blame him. I could see a picture of his perfect girlfriend in my mind and she was hot. There were no doubts about it. I could almost see myself in those shoes. I would have to ignore the fact that I was primarily a shy bookworm and not the fantasy woman Michael dreamed about. But his fantasy made sense. It was not entirely what I had expected, but I felt like it was workable. Not that I understood how I could even begin to make his fantasy a reality, but that didn’t actually matter. It was just important that we discuss our fantasies. And I was happy to know what Michael found most attractive. It was part of a healthy relationship.

		“I should add that if she worked, she would work at one of those breastaurants or at a club as a bottle girl,” Michael said. “Basically, she would choose a job. That didn’t tax her intellectually and where her best asset would be her body. Who knows, maybe that’s even where we meet.”

		“Funny,” I said, trying to remember back to how Michael and I met. For whatever reason it wasn’t coming to me. That in and of itself was weird, but at the same time, I had a hard time being bothered with my troublesome memory. All that really mattered was that we were together. I did love Michael. Maybe we would get married someday. But in the meantime, I figured there was no problem in us enjoying ourselves.

		“Why don’t you go unpack from your trip?” Michael offered. “I’ll get dinner started.”

		“Sure, that would be great,” I answered. I stood up and walked around the desk to give Michael a peck on the cheek. He really was a great guy.
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		Waking up the next morning, I felt strange. I looked beside me in bed to see Michael’s empty spot. He had already gotten up and gone to work.

		For a moment, I was afraid that I had forgotten to get up so I could go to work, but then I chuckled to myself. Me working? That was laughable on its own. Michael took care of the both of us. He handled the pesky stuff like money and I handled the more fun stuff, like sex. Of course. That was how it was supposed to be. That was how it had always been.

		I slid out from under the covers and pushed myself onto my feet. The first thing I noticed was the weight of my breasts. They were prominent on my chest, sticking straight out like balls that had been bolted onto my chest. Something about that did not seem right. I didn’t have implants, did I?

		Again I started chuckling to myself. How could I forget spending all that tip money I had collected working at the restaurant on a boob job? There was a reason I worked at that restaurant. All the waitresses were encouraged to dress up in revealing and even slutty outfits for work. The sluttier the outfit, usually the higher the tips, especially if I didn’t mind getting manhandled a little bit. And let me tell you, I didn’t mind guys grabbing my ass or asking me to sit on their laps as they ordered.

		Although I was a little short when it came down to it. Luckily, Michael offered to help me cover the rest of the cost for the surgery. He really was a sweet guy. We actually met at the restaurant. His buddy was having a bachelor party and they started out the night at my table. Michael didn’t actually do anything that night. He was too good for that. But he did manage to get my number out of me. He could talk real smooth when he wanted to. I had been putty in his hands ever since. He had me quit my job at the restaurant and move in with him. And that all happened before our third date. We just clicked.

		“Weird,” I said as I made my way into the bathroom to start my shower. For the life of me, I couldn’t understand why I was wearing clothes. It wasn’t that I never wore clothes anymore, but I certainly didn’t sleep in them. That was assuming I didn’t crash after getting home from the club and passing out before I had a chance to strip bare. That happened occasionally, especially on nights when Michael didn’t stay up to fuck me when I got home or if he had to be up early for work the next morning and couldn’t wake up for some quick fun.

		Not that I was complaining about wearing a tank top and panties, but they didn’t exactly match my style. The tank top didn’t show off my tits or my tummy. What was the point in being fit and having fake tits if I didn’t show them off? As for the panties, I was surprised I owned a pair of full-cut panties to begin with. That was definitely not my style. I always went with the sexiest option available. That usually meant thongs and g-strings and even more revealing underwear.

		I stripped off the tank top and panties and tossed them into the garbage can under the sink. I wouldn’t be wearing them again. Then I stepped into the shower.

		The hot spray felt wonderful against my sensitive skin. I could feel my arousal building quickly along with the heat in the small enclosed space. One hand drifted to my tits and started squeezing them. My eyes rolled up into my head when my other hand found my clit. Before I knew it, I had three fingers pumping in and out of my pussy as my thumb circled my clit teasingly.

		I bit my lip as I came, not wanting the neighbors to hear me scream. I could be quite vocal when it came to sex and orgasms. There was no sense in causing too much distress to my neighbors. It was bad enough when Michael fucked me. Then I couldn’t control myself and keep quiet. I was a screamer and when his cock was inside of me, there was nothing I could do about the noises I made.

		After my orgasm and shower, I set about getting myself ready for the day. However, I quickly discovered that my makeup supply needed a major overhaul. I hadn’t realized I was down to the dregs. Sure, I had makeup that I could use to look passably sexy, but this wasn’t something I could manage long term. Luckily, it had an easy solution. I just needed to go shopping.

		With my hair and makeup looking as good as I could make it, wanting to keep my over-sexed and wild vibe that I knew made Michael crazy with lust, I set about trying to figure out what I was going to wear. However, the moment I opened my closet, I knew something was wrong. None of my clothes matched my style. There was nothing sexy there. I didn’t understand what had changed.

		Perplexed by my situation, I sat down on the bed and tried to think about what had happened. The trouble was, I had never been much of a thinker. But I forced myself to think about that past couple days. I remembered the girls weekend at the beach. I didn’t even understand how I had been drawn into that outing, but I remembered being there. We had the campfire on the beach and then something fell out of the sky. After that, everything was different.

		I remembered asking Michael about his perfect girlfriend, but when I looked in the mirror, that’s who I saw. I was his perfect girlfriend. And I mean, how could I not be. He liked the idea of dating a wild and sexy party girl and that’s exactly who I was. I went out every night that I could, with or without him, just so I could get my fix. Sometimes I hooked up with a hot girl there and sometimes I came home to fuck Michael after dancing the night away. Sometimes the girls I hooked up with were into guys too and I would bring them home and Michael would fuck both of us. Those nights were probably my favorite.

		Something had changed and that something seemed to be me. I had changed. My makeup and wardrobe should have been proof of that. Not that I understood how it had happened or why. The truth was, I couldn’t imagine going back to the person I must have been in the past. This was me now and I loved it. And it wasn’t like Michael would be upset either. He would love this me. I was his perfect girlfriend now.

		“Definitely going shopping,” I said as I started picking through the clothes hanging in my closet, looking for something I could wear to the mall.

		And in the end, I chose a dress from the back of my closet that I had probably thought was too small before. Now I thought it was too big, but it was the best option available. It wasn’t tight enough around my waist or across my chest. It was too long and the neckline was too high. The dress was black. It had probably been my little black dress before I became the woman I now was.

		Even the shoes were boring, but at least they were high heels. They could have been higher, but I wasn’t about to complain. They fit and I could buy new ones.

		“Hey, baby,” I said over bluetooth on my drive to the mall.

		“Sofia?” Michael asked. “Why are you calling me at work? Where are you?”

		“As your perfect girlfriend I wanted to tell you that I’m going shopping and I’m using your credit card. And I’m going out tonight. If you want to join me, you can. Otherwise, you better be ready to fuck me when I get back, because I’ll be a horny mess when I get home tonight.”

		“Wait,” Michael said. “Is this a joke?”

		“No joke, babe,” I answered. “Something happened last night. I woke up with big fake tits and love for parties. If you’re worried about the money, you can always sell that book collection I used to care about. I don’t need that shit anymore. Who wants to read when we can fuck or get fucked up instead?”

		“I…” Michael said, but trailed off. His mind was probably going one hundred miles an hour trying to figure out what happened. Been there, done that. I’d rather go shop so I can act like the hot slut and then come back to my boyfriend so he can nail me from behind. Hell, he could tie me up if he wanted. That could be fun. If he was interested, of course. I’d do anything for that man.

		“Look, baby,” I said, breaking the silence. “I’m pulling up to the mall now. I’ll send you pictures if you want. Would you like to see what your perfect girlfriend is buying with your money?”

		Michael cleared his throat. “Yeah, that’s great Sofia. You do that. I’m looking forward to it. But I’ve got to go now. Lots of work to do.”

		Just before he hung up the phone, I thought I heard the voice of Michael’s boss in the background. I was sure there was about to be an awkward conversation in Michael’s office. I smiled as I imagined Michael trying to hide his erection from his boss as they talked. His boss would have no clue.

		Shopping for a new wardrobe and to fill out my makeup collection was an exhilarating experience. I had never cared much for shopping before, unless it was for books. Clothes shopping was the worst. Now it was the opposite. The only hard part was finding lingerie that fit my enhanced tits. Companies generally didn’t make bras for skinny girls with big round tits.

		As I shopped, I didn’t bother looking at price tags. It was more important that I got properly fitting clothes that were both attractive and sexy. Sexiness was a big part of my sense of style now. I mean, why wear clothes that didn’t enhance my sex appeal when I had a great body and a killer rack? Most of the clothes I bought were tight and revealing, although there were some that only fit one of those categories.

		Take for example the outfit I wore home from the mall. The black shorts were tight and left all of my legs on display. Coupled with a tall pair of ankle boots, I looked amazing. But it was my top that I felt made the outfit. It was a jacket, the kind I might wear with a suit. It was black and ended right at the top of my shorts. Raising my arms would mean it would ride up and reveal a part of my taut midriff. But since I wasn’t wearing anything under the jacket, it left a huge amount of cleavage on display. I used a couple pieces of double-sided tape to keep the jacket in place. Leaning over too far could mean flashing my tits to anyone within sight. Not that I minded people seeing my tits, but I didn’t want to get kicked out of the mall. The gold necklace that hung between my tits helped complete the look and made sure people stared at my chest. There was little point in getting big fake tits unless I wanted people to look.

		It was a perfect outfit to wear around during the day. With the addition of my bold makeup, I looked like I had just gotten fucked and that I was ready to go again. To me, that was the perfect way to be.

		Shopping took much of my day. I not only filled the trunk of my car with my purchases, but I had them stacked in the back seat and even a few in the passenger seat. And the rest of my afternoon was spent reorganizing my closet and dresser. By the time everything was put away, I not only had a full closet with all my new clothes, but I had several bags of old clothes to donate to charity. Someone else could wear that shit. I was done being conservative and hiding my body. From now on, if at least one person who wasn’t Michael didn’t discover what color panties I was wearing, it would be a wasted day. That, of course, assumed I was wearing panties at all that day. Given my new proclivities, that was not guaranteed.

		Michael texted me that he was working late. Apparently the pictures I sent him while I was shopping badly affected his productivity. He was staying late to make up for the several trips he had to make to the bathroom to jack off. I knew he liked it when I teased him about my sexual desires and modeled my new outfits for him, but having him jack off seemed like such a waste. I vowed to make a trip to his office when I could for a conjugal visit. We might not be married, but we were in a committed relationship.

		But Michael working late meant we wouldn’t be able to go out together. That, by itself, didn’t bother me. I knew this was a new part of our relationship, one we hadn’t explored before, but I also knew he liked the idea of me going out, dancing and getting a little drunk, and then coming home so he could fuck my brains out. And trust me, that sounded like a great way to spend my time. What dumb slut wouldn’t love that kind of relationship with her man? I know I did.

		The only hard part about going out was deciding what to wear. I had all these new clothes to choose from. For most people, much of my closet now contained what could be called clubwear, but I had different definitions than most people. What many people might consider clubwear, I simply called casual wear. Clubwear required dialing everything up to at least nine, if not higher.

		In the end, I narrowed it down to two choices. There was the bright pink strapless dress with holes like polka dots in it. I’d have to wear a bra and panties with it if I wanted to be street legal, let alone be let into the club. The other option was a black backless dress with a hemline that fell just below the curve of my ass and several significant cutouts on the front, leaving a great deal of cleavage on display, as well as sizable portions of my torso. I had the shoes for both, pink to match the pink of the dress, and black with red bottoms to match the black dress. Both pairs of heels were ridiculously high, but that just fit with my style now.

		“Which should I wear to the Lucky Seven?” I asked Michael via text, including a picture of me wearing both outfits.

		The wait for him to respond felt like an eternity, all made worse by the three blinking dots to indicate he was writing a message. It turned out I had lost much of the patience that had previously defined me. I needed instant gratification and the wait for his answer was almost unbearable.

		“I like the pink, but the black is sexier,” Michael finally texted back. I read the text out loud and smiled. I agreed. The black dress was sexier.

		“The black dress it is,” I texted. “And I won’t be wearing underwear. You better fuck me good and hard when I get home.”

		Michael responded with several emojis that told me he and his cock were looking forward to it. That made me giggle.

		I ordered a rideshare to take me to the club. The driver kept checking me out in the rearview mirror as he drove. I had half a mind to give him a little show, to help add to his tip, but that seemed too much for such a short trip. The drive to the club was probably only about ten minutes. There really wasn’t enough time to give him a proper show. However, when we arrived, he hopped out of the car to help me out. I pushed my tits into him as I stood up out of the car, giving him a good feel before I wiggled off toward the entrance. I stopped for just a moment and turned my upper body. He was still standing there, watching me. I blew him a kiss and gave him a wink. It was my way of saying thanks.

		For a Tuesday night, the line to get into the club wasn’t long, but there was still a line. But I didn’t worry about the line. I walked straight up to the bouncer. Seeing I was showing up solo, and given how hot I looked in my dress, he let me right in. The time between me getting out of the car and me walking into the club couldn’t have been more than half a minute.

		Once inside, I let the deep base of the music fill my body. Soon I was out on the dance floor, giving myself over to the music, dancing and grinding away. Men approached and I would always give them at least part of a dance. The cute or hot guys got to buy me a drink. Not having a ring on my finger meant I got hit on by plenty of guys, but it was understood with Michael that I wouldn’t sleep with any man but him.

		Women, on the other hand, were fair game. And I had my share of female attention too. I even started making out with one girl. I never learned her name, but she was hot. She looked a lot like me, but her hair was lighter and she had small boobs. Still, she was hot and I loved feeling her plump lips against my own.

		By the time I left the Lucky Seven that night, I had collected several phone numbers, from both men and women, and I had consumed enough alcohol that I was more than a bit tipsy as I drunkenly swayed toward my waiting car. This time, I couldn’t stop myself from fondling my tits as my driver watched me in the rearview mirror. I was so hot, so horny. If I didn’t know that Michael was waiting up for me, I might have been tempted to see if my driver wanted to fuck me. If I didn’t have patience anymore after becoming Michael’s perfect girlfriend, I had even less now that I was drunk.

		Nothing happened, however, and I was soon returned home. The lights were on, but Micheal had already set himself up in the bedroom. He was waiting for me.

		“Hey, sexy,” he said as I paused and posed myself in the doorway. “You look like you had a good night. I’m here for you if you need me, but you look pretty tired. I’d understand if you just want to turn in.”

		“Please, fuck me,” I begged. “I’m so horny. I need you to fuck my brains out.”

		“I think that can be arranged,” Michael said with a smile.

		Before I knew it, I was on my hands and knees. My dress was on the floor. The only part of my outfit I was still wearing were my heels. Those didn’t need to get removed to get properly fucked. And properly fucked was just what Micheal planned to do to me.

		The moment Micheal pushed himself inside me, I felt a sense of relief. This was what I had needed all night. If it weren’t for Michael, I probably would have fucked some random guy at the club. But knowing I had his cock to come home to keep me honest. It kept me focused, letting me fully enjoy myself both then and now.

		“Harder,” I begged him.

		Michael responded to my request, fucking me with greater speed and force. He pounded into me from behind, his cock pushing into places I didn’t even know I had. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as the pleasure mounted. My tits wobbled beneath me as my body recoiled in response to each of his thrusts. I had never felt this good before in my life, but I knew this was only the beginning.

		My mind emptied out as the pleasure continued to grow. Even if I had been able to focus my eyes, I doubted I would have been up for reading. I could barely speak coherently. My cries and moans were the only sounds coming out of my mouth.

		And then it happened. At the same time that Michael’s cock surged with cum, my body reacted with the biggest orgasm I had ever experienced before. My whole body shook as a cascade of pleasure flowed through me. His cock erupted with a torrent of cum, filling me with his seed. My arms gave out and I face-planted into the covers on the bed, no longer able to support myself.

		I couldn’t see, I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t think. My mind was clear of everything, my thoughts getting burned away by the pleasure. And yet, a smile came to my face. I was happy. This had proven to be the best day of my life. I got to buy lots of sexy clothes and makeup, I got to go out clubbing, and then I got fucked hard by my boyfriend, completing it all.

		“You’re so sexy like that,” Michael said. “You’re a slut and a bit of a bimbo. And you’re my perfect girlfriend. I don’t know what happened, but you’ve just made me the happiest man in the world.”

		I just laid there with my ass presented to him. His cock was still inside of me. He had softened, but I could feel him growing inside me once again. Like him, I didn’t understand what had happened to me, but I wasn’t about to complain when he was getting ready to fuck me for a second time. Whatever happened to me, I considered myself the luckiest woman in the world. How many women can honestly say they are the perfect girlfriend for their man?

		“Fuck me again,” I moaned.

		“I love you,” Michael responded before he started again.

		“I love you too.”
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