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		The Perfect Engagement

		

		Icouldn’t get the events of the past 18 hours out of my head. First a jagged piece of space debris fell out of the sky and nearly killed me. Then a bunch of men from the government, men in black if I’d ever seen them, had shown up at our beach cabin and demanded the scrap of metal be returned to them, calling it government property.

		Really, if anything, it was the falling space debris that should have had me worried. It had landed only feet in front of me. I never would have imagined that could have happened. Of all the debris and meteors that fall to earth each year, virtually none of it ever hits anything of note. I remembered the big meteor that blew up over Russia a few years before. The rock that had reached the surface crashed into an ice covered lake. It was pure chance that the meteor strike happened to get caught on film. And even then, it was hard to see.

		This, however, was a bit more personal than a random meteor strike in rural Russia. This felt personal, since it landed so close to me and my friends. Sofia had been surprisingly calm about it all. She might be shy and nerdy, but there was no way we would have gotten through that without her.

		I couldn’t wait to tell Martin about it all. He was my boyfriend, but the trajectory of our relationship pointed to something more substantial. We were already living together. It was just easier that way. But we had also started discussing life together long term, including marriage. It was exciting and scary, in many ways similar to the falling space debris and the encounter with the men in black, although for different reasons.

		Driving back from the beach left me wondering what the piece of metal that fell from the sky belonged to. Chances are it had been part of a satellite or rocket, probably something spy related. I doubted random government agents would be showing up at our door otherwise. If it was spy equipment, then that would explain their hurry and the secrecy involved. However, I couldn’t help but wonder if there was something else to it. What if the space debris had been exposed to some kind of radiation or if it was part of some space ship, either alien or manmade? Whatever it was, the government entity those men had worked for wanted it back. There was a reason I worked in advertising and not government secrets. I couldn’t stand the cloak and dagger stuff.

		Outside of the mystery metal and the men in black, it had been a good trip to the beach. Even though we now found ourselves on different life paths, it was always good to catch up and spend time with my old college friends. Not that I wanted to think that any of us was old. It wasn’t that long ago that we were graduating. But it had been long enough where we each had our own careers and were moving into the next phases of our lives, from young adult to full and responsible adult. Although Paula was already there. She was the first of us to get hitched and it looked like I might be next.

		I was looking forward to seeing Martin again. I hadn’t realized how even just one long weekend apart could make me miss him so much. I considered myself lucky to have him. He was kind and caring. And he tolerated my go get ‘em attitude. There was no doubt that I was the social leader in our relationship, always pushing us to go to parties and other social events. It wasn’t that Martin didn’t want to go to those events, but he needed a little extra persuading much of the time.

		It was the same way with the girls. I always seemed to be the one organizing our trips and any other gatherings we participated in. That meant I booked the cabin for the weekend and even did the meal planning, making sure we had enough food to last us for the whole weekend. The most important part of the meal planning, at least to me, was making sure we had a steady supply of coffee. I really struggled when I didn’t have a cup of coffee first thing in the morning. It was like I needed it to properly wake up and be a functional human being.

		Martin sometimes gave me a hard time about my coffee habit. At least I didn’t feel the need to spend loads of money on my coffee habit. I didn’t regularly buy coffee from coffee shops and I didn’t even need one of those fancy single serving machines. I just needed a good ground coffee every morning. Although lately, I’d found it necessary to drink a second or even third cup to make it through the day. That was a little worrisome. And the strange part was I was getting plenty of sleep. But I still found myself crashing during the afternoon without a second, or as I said, third cup.

		Whenever Martin teased me about my love of coffee, I always countered with the fact there could have been so many other habits I could have picked up instead. I wasn’t a drug user and my alcohol intake was limited. The amount I drank this past weekend with the girls was probably about the same amount I would drink over the course of the next six months. It could have been so much more.

		It didn’t help that Martin seemed to have no vices at all. He was perfect as far as I could tell. He was fit and energetic. He was smart and successful. I honestly could not imagine him being any more perfect than he already was.

		And it was that perfection that I had found to love about him. He was my perfect mate. I honestly viewed him as my soul mate. Not that I strictly believed in that sort of thing. I wasn’t particularly religious or even spiritual, but Martin had always struck me as the perfect man for me. But there were times when I felt like he was out of my league, like I couldn’t understand why he was with me. I didn’t see myself as all that special, at least in comparison to him. I felt like I didn’t live up to his status. It was ridiculous, but there were some feelings I couldn’t fully control. It was how it was.
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		Despite it being a holiday weekend, I knew Martin spent it at the office. There was always work to be done. He was a busy man and the workload could be unbearable sometimes. Luckily, his job paid very well. Technically, I didn’t need to work. He could support us both, but I felt it necessary to contribute in some fashion. That was my job in marketing and advertising was so important to me. I might not be winning awards with my work, but I could at least contribute to the monthly budget.

		I knew as soon as I pulled into the driveway that Martin was gone. I knew he would be, but seeing his car missing made me sure of it. That at least gave me time to unpack. That is, after I texted Martin that I had arrived home and would be waiting for him.

		“I need you,” I added at the end. It was mostly a joke, but I couldn’t deny that it would be nice to have done something a little more intimate. After spending a weekend with a bunch of other girls, I was in need of some personal time with a person who had copious amounts of testosterone running through his system. And briefly meeting the man from the government did not count as personal time with a man.

		“I could never leave you wanting,” Martin texted back. I assumed that meant he was cutting his time at the office short and would return shortly. I couldn’t wait for him to hold me in his big strong arms.

		Martin was not the sort of guy I would have gone out with when I was back in college. He was tall and athletic, which was nice, but he looked like the type of guy who would have played football, and that wasn’t my style at all. The jocks on campus were always so full of themselves, even when they played on teams with abysmal records. They weren’t even good and they were cocky about it.

		However, despite Martin’s size and athleticism, he was not a typical jock. For one, he was probably the smartest man I knew. That counted for a lot and it helped allay my fears when I first met him. For him, he just generally liked to stay in shape and have fun. He played pickup basketball down at the gym every Friday morning before work. It wasn’t serious, although I was certain he used those morning basketball games as a way to work off some of his competitive energy, or at least take the edge off of it so he could be a more balanced man in the office.

		Basically, Martin had the body of a jock, but he had the mind of a professor. And he had the wherewithal to choose a career that actually made money. Technically I had done the same, but it felt different. I had no doubts my career would lead nowhere. I wasn’t good enough at marketing to climb the career ladder. I wasn’t someone who was going to run my own firm or move into a management position. I was always going to be working for someone with few, if any, people working under me. That was just how it was.

		I had just finished unpacking when I heard the familiar noise of the garage door opening. It was silence after that. Martin, in addition to being smart, attractive, and successful, also had a bit of a green streak. He had recently replaced his old car, a somewhat flashy luxury car, with an electric. It had cost more, but it was better for the environment. I certainly wasn’t complaining. I loved when he drove us places in it.

		“Honey, I’m home,” Martin called out as he came in from the garage. We sometimes played a game where we pretended to be a married couple from tv. Not that either of us watched those old sitcoms anymore. We rarely watched tv at all these days. There simply wasn’t need when we had each other.

		“Welcome home, sweetie,” I said, hurrying down the stairs to greet him. I gave Martin a kiss as he wrapped his big arms around me, pulling me close. I closed my eyes and just enjoyed the moment. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to have him. And to think we really were considering getting married. He hadn’t popped the question, but I was certain he would soon. I could only presume he was talking to my father, being all noble and chivalrous about it, asking him before he actually asked me. Sure, it was old fashioned to do things that way, but it was also kind of sweet too.

		“How was your trip?” he asked after we broke our kiss.

		“It was good,” I said. “But I should warn you. I almost died. All four of us, actually.”

		“What happened?” Martin asked, suddenly concerned.

		We moved to the living room so we could both sit. Martin shrugged off his leather jacket and laid it down over the back of the couch. He sat down and then I sat down next to him, curling my feet up beside me and leaning on his shoulder.

		“A piece of space junk fell out of the sky while we were having a campfire on the beach,” I explained. “It landed right in the fire, throwing up a huge shower of sparks. No one got hurt, but it landed only a few feet in front of me. Paula went and filled a bucket with seawater and we doused it in that. It was really hot. Then this morning, after we brought it back to the cabin, some men from the government showed up and demanded it back.”

		“You gave it to them, I presume?”

		“Of course. I wasn’t going to mess with the government over some jagged piece of metal. We gave it back to them and they left. Then we cleaned up the cabin and came home. It’s been a weird few hours though. But Paula seemed kind of attached to it. She brought it into the bunk room where we all slept, I guess so she could be closer to it or something. And she wasn’t happy when she got back from her run this morning. She missed the whole men in black incident.”

		“I can imagine,” Martin said with a chuckle. He had met all of my friends on several occasions. He found many of them to be humorous in their own way. “It sounds like you had quite an adventure. If I didn’t know better, I would have said it was the perfect weekend for you.”

		I wouldn’t have said as much, but that wasn’t what caught my ear from what he said. Him using the word perfect resonated with me in a way I couldn’t describe. All of a sudden I had the strangest desire to learn about Martin’s fantasies, about his perfect woman. Coming from someone who often felt he was out of my league, finding out about what he wished for in a partner, at least on the level of fantasy, was a bit weird. But still, I had to know.

		“Speaking of perfect,” I said. “We were having a discussion about our perfect partners this weekend.” This was a lie, but it was a harmless one. I could already say that Martin was my perfect man. He had every quality I valued, while having no qualities that turned me off. He was already my perfect man. “And I’m curious, what your perfect woman is. If you could completely edit me to better fit your desires, what would you do? Who would I be if I were your ideal mate?”

		Martin tilted his head back and looked up at the ceiling. It was his thinking pose. He only did it when he was with someone he trusted. There was no way he would do that while meeting with a client or in some sort of conference meeting.

		“Hmm,” he said thoughtfully. “That’s an interesting question. I suppose I can’t get away with just saying that you’re already my perfect woman?”

		I shook my head to say no. Even though that was my answer, if I had been asked. I mean, I might change his hair a little bit, making it a little darker, but that was just nitpicking.

		“Okay, fine,” Martin said. “I’ll give you my fantasy woman. First off, she’s blonde.”

		That wasn’t really a surprise. I had seen pictures of many of the women Martin had dated in the past and they almost always had something in common. They were all blondes. Whether real or fake, it didn’t matter. There was the one redhead from England he dated for a few months, but the rest always had blonde hair in their photos. Not that I was far off from being blonde myself. I had been blonde growing up, but my hair started to darken in college. It didn’t darken a lot, but it was enough where I couldn’t call myself a blonde anymore. I was solidly, although barely, in the brunette category now.

		“I can see that,” I said, nodding my head.

		“You’ve seen my old photo album,” Martin added. There were a lot of things we shared with each other during our relationship. Our past relationships had been a part of that, laying ourselves bare, so to speak. And old photo albums certainly helped with that. I wasn’t bothered in the slightest that Martin kept pictures of him with past girlfriends. Despite me not always feeling like I was enough for him, I was never threatened by his past. It was always his future that scared me.

		“Keep going,” I prodded. I needed to know more. It felt like a compulsion to learn more about Martin’s perfect woman.

		“I like women to be tall, but not too tall, and thin, especially around the waist,” he continued. “Almost modelesque, but without being overly skinny. I like to see a certain amount of athleticism, but that’s impossible if she’s too thin.”

		“Thin, but not too thin. Got it. What else?”

		“If I’m being honest, I’d like her to be feminine. And I mean overly feminine, stereotypically feminine. She’s afraid to do some things because she doesn’t want to ruin her makeup or break a nail. And I wouldn’t even mind if she was a little bitchy about it too, not understanding how women could ever want to be anything but perfect examples of femininity.”

		That shocked me a little bit. I mean, I had always sensed that Martin wanted me to play up my femininity. He always offered to buy me jewelry and perfume when we were out shopping together. And he never invited me to play basketball with his buddies at the gym. From my understanding, they had a few women who played, but he never invited me to join him. There were times when we both went to the gym, but while he went to play basketball, I ended up attending a yoga class or I just worked out on the machines. So, in hindsight, his wish for a more feminine partner made sense, at least on a basic level.

		“Okay,” I said, swallowing hard. “What else do you have for me?”

		“Hmm, let’s see,” Martin said, thinking harder on the subject. “To be honest, I’ve always had this thing for dumb girls. They have to be submissive to get anywhere, always using their looks to get by, knowing that their mind simply can’t keep up with most conversations. That doesn’t mean she can’t try, but she’s past the point where her intellectual failures bother her. She has accepted that she isn’t the brightest bulb around and instead gets by through her submissiveness and willingness to do what she’s told. And the rest of her energy goes into looking her best. That means she’s a fanatic about working out and paying attention to the latest fashions. And she feels the need to look as sexy as the situation will allow, wanting to highlight her body to those around her, even when she is in a committed relationship, just so she can make sure she gets the best deal that she can in life.”

		“Your perfect woman is a bimbo?” I asked, somewhat appalled at what I had just heard. I had never expected such a response from him. My Martin, the man I assumed I would marry, had a thing for bimbos. I could barely believe it. Although, before I let myself get angry, I reasoned that the bimbo act was really just an extension of the blonde and feminine look he liked. It was hard to be mad about that.

		Martin shrugged his shoulders. “I wasn’t going to say it like that, but now that you mention it, I have a bit of a bimbo kink.”

		This was news to me. I had thought we had a relationship where we could tell each other everything, but he had always hidden this side of himself from me. And again, I should have been upset. I knew deep down that this should have been enough to instigate a fight. But I also knew that I was the one pressing him for these details and since we were close to sending our relationship to the next level, I had nothing to worry about. If this bimbo kink of his was serious, it would have already reared its head and caused us issues. The fact we had gotten this far along meant it probably wasn’t that big of a deal to him. It was more like a pipe dream, an illusion of grandeur, something he assumed would never happen.

		“How do you feel about boobs?” I asked, continuing to press Martin on his ideal woman. I had seen enough about bimbos to know that big breasts were often a part of the look. There was a certain fake quality to many bimbos and I felt I needed to pin down what kind of bimbo Martin was interested in.

		“Definitely fake,” Martin said immediately. It was like he didn’t even have to think about it. “I’m not saying they should be huge, but I definitely like the bolted on look, boobs that are round and completely unnatural looking, with a limited amount of sag, if any. I think that means they would have to be over the muscle, but I’m not sure. And as much as I like silicone, to get to the right size, they would need to be saline implants.”

		I was honestly shocked Martin knew this much about fake boobs. He had clearly done his research. I vaguely wondered if he used breaks at work to look this stuff up? Did he secretly follow plastic surgery clinics and doctors on social media? How had he learned all this? He knew more than I did, and he didn’t even have boobs.

		I swallowed hard as I took in this new information. I felt a little stuck. Admittedly, there had been times when I considered the idea of getting implants myself. I never thought about it for long, just more of a thought experiment. I figured it might be nice after having kids or something like that, assuming we had kids. I was not exactly positive that was what I wanted and I knew Martin felt the same way. That was something we had talked long and hard about as we tried to decide what our future looked like.

		“The only other cosmetic thing I really like is lip fillers,” Martin continued. “And like boobs, I don’t think they should get too big. But nice plump lips, just slightly too big to be natural, seem perfect to me.”

		I nodded my head as the hits kept on coming. At least I could understand the lips bit. I mean, Martin was a man and I had a hard time imagining any man not wanting to see his girlfriend with plump lips wrapped around his cock. I found myself looking down my nose. I could see my lips when I pushed them out in a kissy face or duck face. I wondered what it would be like to have lips so big I could see them without forcing it. It would be weird.

		“Okay, that makes sense,” I said, hoping I could get control of the conversation back. I felt like we had gone from me asking reasonable questions to Martin steamrolling me with his previously unexpressed bimbo fetich. “You like a fake look, but not too fake, something that keeps her looking ultra-feminine.”

		“Yes, exactly,” Martin said excitedly. I could see the fire in his eyes. It was impressive. I rarely saw him excited like this before. How long had he been keeping his bimbo kink to himself? This must have been building for years. “You might not know this about me, but I’ve always had a thing for women’s waists. And I know they aren’t that popular anymore, but I’ve always had a thing for belly-button piercings. So having a nice tight waist is important and appropriate jewelry, I suppose. I’d also like it if she was confident enough in her body to regularly leave at least part of her midriff bare.”

		That last part I could understand for sure. Not so much the belly-button piercing, but the frequent result of them, which meant showing off a bare midriff. I had always noticed how Martin responded to me. Whenever I wore a bikini or even if I wore a cropped top, even if it only left a few inches of skin bare, Martin’s eyes always seemed to fall to my waist. I hadn’t really thought about it at the time, but now it made sense. Luckily, I had always managed to keep my waist trim, allowing me to occasionally show off my midriff. Not that I did so publicly. I would only do it around the house. But it was at the house where Martin saw me the most.

		“I get that,” I said. “But what about the butt? How do you feel about butt surgery to make it bigger?”

		“I’m not really a fan,” Martin admitted. “I’d rather see her get those gains through exercise. Implants always look weird to me and the butt lifts women get can be dangerous, I’ve heard. The whole flat transfer thing can look good, but it comes with significant risks. I wouldn’t want my bimbo to have to worry about that sort of thing.”

		I nodded my head, agreeing that there were some procedures that were not recommended. However, the way he made the bimbo into a possession scared me a little bit. I knew Martin had a dominant streak. And I wouldn’t be lying if I could be a little submissive toward him sometimes. We had been known to role play in the bedroom on occasion, but I never would have guessed he had such a detailed fantasy already sitting in his head, fully formed. He had never mentioned any of this before.

		But the idea of ownership oddly gave me butterflies in my stomach. I mean, sure, I call him my boyfriend and he called me his girlfriend. That is understandable. That is demonstrating our relationship with each other. But bimbo is not a way of describing a relationship. It is the way of describing a person. Therefore, him referring to his dream woman as his bimbo implied a kind of ownership or dominance that we had never explored before.

		That dominance inherent in his language was attractive in a way. As a natural submissive, I craved some of that. I liked the idea of a slightly unequal power dynamic where I was less in control. However, I was also a modern and independent woman. I could handle things on my own. It was only that I liked the idea of giving some of that up to a man I loved. And there were no questions that I loved Martin. He loved me too. We wouldn’t be considering marriage otherwise. But the whole idea of that dominant-submissive power dynamic, as hot as it was, also made me feel like I was betraying women as a whole who were fighting for equality. I still considered myself to be a feminist.

		“Anything else you want to share?” I asked. We were already in pretty deep. We might as well go all the way and have Martin get out the whole fantasy, rather than let it trickle out over time. I was certain letting the fantasy linger would only lead to trouble down the line.

		Martin closed his eyes in thought. I was sure he was imagining his ideal bimbo. I couldn’t blame him. If I had such a developed fantasy that I finally got to share, I was sure I would forget something in my excitement. As calm as he looked, I was certain he felt excitement about finally being able to share this side of himself. And to be honest, I felt a certain thrill in learning this about him. I mean, if we went ahead and got married, we would be committing to spending our lives together. I might as well know his fantasies. Who knew, maybe I would start role playing as a bimbo in the bedroom for him. Anything was possible. All it took was communication.

		“There are a couple things,” Martin said. “First, if she had a soft, but high pitched voice, I think that would be ideal. Nothing squeaky or even child-like, just extremely feminine. And she would be gullible, generally believing what other people told her over her own knowledge. Accept when it comes to things like fashion, beauty, and sex. She would be completely confident in those areas. It would just be in everything else that she struggled.”

		The more Martin described this woman, the more I could picture her in my mind. She was definitely hot. And I could see the sex appeal. She was almost doll-like in her appearance, being so overtly feminine in all of her behaviors and habits. And I had a feeling she would need to be very habit driven, if as Martin described, she was so dim and gullible. She would need a routine, because her sense of time and her ability to plan ahead would be limited.

		“What about a job?” I asked. “Is this a working bimbo or is she completely dependent on you?”

		“Both?” Martin said, stating it as a question to see if that was appropriate.

		“What do you mean?” I asked, needing clarification.

		“I think it’s important that she have a job when we’re just boyfriend and girlfriend. But if we were to be more committed to each other, then her quitting her job would be appropriate. That is, it would be appropriate after she went into work to show off her engagement ring. She could quit immediately after, just so long as she got to make it clear that she was going to be my trophy fiancée and eventually my trophy wife. After that, her only jobs would be to look her absolute best for me. I might assign some light housework for her to do to help contribute, but I doubt she would even be capable of cooking a full meal. We’re really talking about her not having much in the way of brains.”

		“And you want this woman to be the mother of your children?” I asked, wondering just how realistic such a relationship would be. How could he want such a dumb person to not only raise his kids, but provide the genetic material necessary to produce children? This wasn’t some eugenics thing, but it seemed like the kids would be losing out on both the nature and the nurture sides.

		Martin shrugged. “Why not? She would love them, even if she couldn’t help them with their homework. But that’s where I come in. She shouldn’t have to do all the parenting. And that’s assuming that we have kids at all.”

		That was another reminder that we had not decided on that ourselves. I supposed we were just going to play it by ear. Assuming we did indeed get married, it might come down to whether or not I got pregnant or not.

		“Yes, I assume we’d be having lots of sex,” Martin continued. “But there are lots of ways to enjoy ourselves that doesn’t come with a risk of pregnancy. There’s blowjobs, titfucks, and anal, to name a few. My bimbo would love all of them.”

		“Of course she would,” I deadpanned. It was the quintessential male fantasy. The dumb but incredibly hot and feminine woman is a complete sex addict and will do any number of debasing activities just to get her sexual fix.

		“Hey,” Martin said. “You’re the one asking me about my fantasies. I didn’t think you were going to judge.”

		“Sorry,” I said. “I feel like I did pretty good overall though. It’s hard to believe, but you may have the most standard bimbo fetish I can imagine. You want a bimbo princess basically.”

		“Hmm,” Martin said, considering what I had just said. “I suppose you’re right. Who’d have thought. Too bad it’s just a fantasy.”

		“Yeah, just a fantasy,” I agreed. However, somehow, it didn’t feel like it was just a fantasy. Something was definitely going on, but I couldn’t figure out what it was.

		“Wow, look at the time,” Martin said. “Let’s get some dinner and stop worrying about my random fantasies.”

		I nodded my head. My stomach was starting to rumble, craving food.

		“How about I start dinner,” Martin continued, “and you can open a bottle of wine?”

		“Great idea,” I said as I pushed myself up off the couch, giving Martin the space to do the same. Soon we were both in the kitchen, going on with our lives. We really were a great team.
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		I woke up the next morning to the sound of Martin’s alarm clock. He was always up before me and most days I managed to sleep in the extra half hour my schedule allowed, but today it was different. But that didn’t mean I was getting up yet. I just rolled over and tried to go back to sleep before my own alarm went off at the appropriate time.

		“Holy shit,” Martin yelled. “Mercedes, what happened to your hair?”

		“Wha?” I said groggily as I sat up and looked at Martin, not understanding what he was on about.

		“Your hair,” he said, this time more calmly. “It’s blonde.”

		“Of course it is,” I said automatically, but as I sat there, fighting off sleep, I started to realize that didn’t seem right. I wasn’t a blonde, at least not anymore. And yet, as a curtain of hair fell in front of my eyes, I could see that I was indeed blonde. And it wasn’t just any blonde, it was about the lightest shade of blonde possible. It was basically platinum blonde.

		“Um, it wasn’t when we went to bed last night,” Martin said, concern growing in his voice.

		“Then, um, it wasn’t,” I said, not sounding very sure of myself. “Hair changes color over time.” It was a reasonable explanation and I knew it to be true, but that did not explain a massive hair color change overnight.

		“Wait, let me turn on the light,” Martin said. He walked over to the door where the light switch was located. He flipped it on and then he looked at me, his eyes opening wide like two saucers.

		“What?” I asked.

		“Holy shit,” Martin yelled again, but this time he seemed much more excited.

		“What is it?” I asked, pouting. I didn’t understand what his problem was.

		“You look just like the bimbo I described in my fantasy yesterday,” he said. “This is unbelievable.”

		I giggled. I couldn’t help it. It just came bubbling out of me. It even made my tits jiggle a little, which only made me want to keep giggling.

		“Come over here and get a look at yourself,” Martin said, waving me toward the full length mirror on the back of the closet.

		I climbed out of bed, feeling my tits pull me forward from their weight. Once on my feet, I found myself walking on my toes, as if I was wearing high heels. I wasn’t, but it seemed that was how I walked now. I bet standing on my toes made my ass pop. That’s kind of why I did it. But I’d been doing it for so long it seemed that it was just natural now.

		“Wow,” I said as I pulled up in front of the mirror. “I look pretty hot for just getting out of bed. But these pajamas kind of look ugly, don’t they?”

		“My god,” Martin said. “Can’t you see it?”

		“See what?” I asked, confused. I could sense that my mind wasn’t working very fast. It took me a moment to realize that was just how I was. That kind of bothered me, making me think I should be smart or something, but that was a silly idea. I was a bimbo.

		“Fuck, where’s my phone?” Martin suddenly said. He rushed over to the nightstand on his side of the bed and plucked his phone up off the table top. He filled with it for a moment and then held it out to me. There was a picture. He was showing me a picture. There was Martin and a cute brunette.

		I stared at the photo, trying to place the woman. She looked so familiar, but I could remember where I had seen her before.

		“That’s you,” he said. “Or that was you. Now you’re the bimbo of my dreams.”

		I couldn’t help but smile at hearing that. I loved Martin so much. He took care of me and I made sure I took care of him as best as I could. I couldn’t cook or make lots of money like he could, but I had other qualities he could enjoy, like my insatiable libido.

		I turned back to the mirror and started primping. I couldn’t get enough of looking at my reflection. I even started tugging on my pajamas, trying to get my top to better show off my tits. There was no sense in spending thousands of dollars on them if I wasn’t going to show them off. I mean, I didn’t spend the money myself. I was pretty sure it was Martin’s money, but that seemed pretty hazy at the moment. If there was one thing I knew for certain, my mind was not to be trusted in anything that was not appearance or sex related. Those were the only areas I was passably smart in. Everything else just felt like a disjointed haze.

		“Shit,” Martin said. “I’m going to be late to work. I’d stay home to figure this out with you, but I’ve got a meeting I can’t miss. But you should probably stay home until we figure out what’s happened to you.”

		“But why?” I asked, still not understanding what Martin’s problem was.

		“You miraculously transformed into my dream bimbo overnight,” Martin exclaimed. I could tell he was getting a bit miffed at me. It wasn’t my fault that I was so dumb. I thought he liked that about me. He took a deep breath and calmed himself down. “Look, I’m just trying to figure out the best course of action. But you do what you want to do. We’ll figure this out, together.”

		“Aww,” I said. “That’s sweet.”

		“I’ve got to hop in the shower,” Martin said. “I love you. Maybe we can talk on the phone at lunch.”

		“Okay,” I said cheerfully as I started to twirl my hair with my finger. It just seemed like a normal thing to do.

		Martin started dashing around the house. First he showered and got dressed. Then he grabbed breakfast in the kitchen. He ate a bowl of cereal, complaining he didn’t have time for something more substantial. I guess he really was in a hurry.

		For me, it turned out to be a good thing that I woke up so early. I was in a bit of a spot. For some reason, I had no clothes that fit me right or that were fashionable. I didn’t understand it at all. I mean, it’s like I never had any fashion sense before. And the bras. Not only were they ugly, but they didn’t even come close to fitting me. It’s like I only had bras from before my implants. I couldn’t remember how long I’d had them for, but it was long enough I should have gone bra shopping.

		Technically, my girls didn’t need a bra for support, except when I was exercising. But bras were still important. Just because I had big round boobs didn’t mean they would stay that way forever. I needed to keep them supported so they didn’t start heading south. That would just look bad. I know Martin could afford to get me another boob job, but those were expensive and surgery was a big pain. I never would have been able to get my proper bimbo boobies if it weren’t for his support. He really was a great guy.

		However, even as Martin hurried around the house, he kept finding ways to sneak a look at me. It was like he had never seen me before. It was weird, but then again, I liked the attention. And I wasn’t even looking my best. I wasn’t dressed up all sexy for him and I didn’t even have any makeup on. But still, he kept walking by the bedroom door to sneak looks at me. That is until he finally left. I only knew he had done that, because I heard the garage door open and close. His car left silently, as it always did. That much I was sure of.

		Not only was my wardrobe a complete mess, but so was my vanity. I honestly could not understand why I had such a poor excuse of a makeup collection as I did. The colors were all wrong for a girl like me with platinum blonde hair. Maybe Martin was on to something about me not being a bimbo before now. I mean, it made sense, a little bit. My closet was full of boring clothes and my makeup was all wrong. I definitely couldn’t come up with another explanation.

		I eventually managed to throw something together to wear. The white blouse was tight, especially across my chest. I couldn’t actually button it up over my tits, leaving a big valley of cleavage exposed. And since I didn’t have any fitting bras, I went without. The only reason my nipples weren’t showing through the thin fabric was because there were little pockets sewn on, covering them. I couldn’t have planned that better if I’d tried.

		My collection of panties was pretty sad. I hardly had anything sexy in my dresser. I dug into the back and found a thong. It still had a tag on it. I guess the old me never cared about wearing sexy underwear before. That just seemed so strange to me. Dressing sexy was one of the most important things I could do. I was good at it and it gave me value. I knew people didn’t care about me for my mind. I was about as dumb as they came. That’s why I focused so much on my body. Looking sexy for men, and a few women, gave me value.

		By the time I walked out the door, I was wearing the blouse with the shortest black skirt I could find. It was tight across my ass, which I didn’t mind at all. It was a good thing it was stretchy. Although it still came down pretty far, reaching about halfway between my crotch and my knees. I thought shorter would have looked better, but it was clear I had some shopping to do. And I was wearing the highest pair of heels I apparently owned. They were only four inches high, which was tiny in my mind, but I worked with what I had.

		Jewelry was a problem too. Apparently I didn’t have any pieces that fit my belly-button. I guess the old me didn’t get that done. I supposed it was okay though, since I wasn’t showing off my midriff in this outfit. But with how much my tits stretched my blouse, it could easily ride up if I wasn’t careful. But I did have some nice studs I could put in my ears. That was a start, even though a pair of big thin hoops would probably have been better.

		I also didn’t have much in the way of hair styling products, so I just put my hair up in a bun. It seemed lazy, but I didn’t have much in the way of options. I would need to stop off on my way home from work to buy some if I wanted to style my hair in an interesting way.

		Driving to work was a bit of a challenge. I was pretty sure I was a proficient driver, but it all seemed so confusing. I almost forgot how to start the thing. And actually getting to work would have been impossible if it weren’t for already having the work address preprogrammed into the navigation system.

		“Um, who are you?” asked the receptionist as I walked in and started toward my desk.

		I stopped and looked at the woman, giving her a long look up and down, appraising her. I knew her name, but I couldn’t place it. Luckily, she had a name tag on her desk.

		“Sheesh,” I said, putting both my hands on her desk and leaning forward. “It’s not like you’ve never seen me before, Clara.” I had to look down at her name tag just as I said her name. Not that she noticed, since she was staring straight into my cleavage. “But if you’re gonna show up at work wearing that nun outfit, I don’t think you can complain about anything.”

		I stood up, pulling my shoulders back to further highlight my tits. Then I turned and continued walking. But after a few steps, I stopped and looked back over my shoulder. “The name’s Mercedes. Maybe you should remember who works here and who doesn’t.”

		I felt like such a bitch as I walked to my desk. I could sense that Clara’s mouth was open in shock. Apparently she wasn’t used to me looking like this either. That meant the story Martin had about me transforming overnight was even more likely to be true.

		I took a few minutes to get settled at my desk. The office was still mostly empty, but I wasn’t sure why. I was confident I was on time. Was there a meeting I forgot about? That wouldn’t surprise me. I managed to log into my computer and check my calendar, but I didn’t see anything. Although that didn’t really mean anything. I might not have had a meeting, but that didn’t mean other members of the staff were free of such requirements.

		The one thing I found was my nails made it difficult to type. I was kind of surprised I had a job that required so much typing. Even typing in my password had been somewhat difficult. Not to mention I was really slow. I knew I was a bimbo, but more and more I was realizing that I wasn’t before. And I was pretty sure I knew how to type, instead of the hunt and peck style I now used.

		If Clara was bothered by my bitchiness toward her, she didn’t say anything. At least she didn’t say anything to me. However, after about an hour of me mostly doing nothing at my desk, since I wasn’t really sure what my job was anymore, my boss arrived.

		“Wow, Mercedes,” he said as he approached my desk. “I didn’t believe Clara when she said you had changed. Was this how you spent your weekend?”

		“Hi, boss,” I said. I couldn’t actually remember his name either, but I recognized him as my boss. It was funny how that worked. I remembered the relationship better than I remembered his name. My bimbo brain was weird. “Um, I don’t know what to say. I guess, like, something happened to me last night. Martin was all shocked this morning, but I don’t notice anything different. Except, like, my wardrobe and makeup is totally drab.”

		My boss stared at me for a moment, assessing me. To be honest, I thought he just wanted to stare at my boobs some more. They were pretty nice.

		“Look, Mercedes,” he finally said. “I don’t know what’s going on with you right now, but I’m going to send you home for the day. I think that’s best for everyone and you can decide if you want to be a productive member of this team or if you want to keep doing, well, whatever it is you’re doing.”

		“Oh, well, thanks, boss,” I said, not knowing if he had insulted me or complimented me. I decided to take it as a compliment. It was just easier that way. At the very least I could tell he liked how I looked. The tent in his trousers was obvious, at least to the well trained eye of a bimbo.

		I nearly forgot to shut down my computer in my haste to leave. I suddenly had almost the whole day to myself and I wasn’t going to waste it. There was so much shopping I needed to do to fix my wardrobe.

		Every eye was on me as I left the building. When I walked by Clara, I gave her a wink with my long lashes. She looked at me with an expression of disgust. I got that a lot. Lots of women couldn’t understand me. They thought I was some floozy. I might have been a slut, but I was a controlled slut. Martin controlled me and kept me from doing stupid stuff like fucking my boss or random strangers that looked hot. He kept me being a good girl, even when he wasn’t around.

		As I got into my car, I called Martin to let him know what had happened. I was a bimbo now, but I knew communication was important to our relationship. Luckily, he was out of his big meeting and could talk for a few minutes.

		“Why don’t you come by my office?” he told me over the phone. “We can talk about your situation while you’re here.”

		“Sounds fun,” I said, already thinking about all the fun we could have at Martin’s office. There was a part of me that wished I had worn a trench coat today. I could have worn that with just a pair of heels. I could walk into Martin’s office, close the door and then open my coat, giving myself to him. I was sure he would like that. And I knew I would like it too. However, I didn’t have a trench coat to wear, so I had to go as I was dressed now. Not that I needed to be naked to have fun. And clothes could always come off.

		I managed to make it past Martin’s secretary without any issue. She gave me an odd look, but I was getting used to that. I figured Martin had filled her in on a few things.

		“Wow, it looks like you’re going for the slutty secretary look today,” Martin said as I closed his office door.

		“I am?” I asked, unsure of what he meant. I had just dressed as best as I could. I wasn’t actually going for a particular look. I just needed something that would look passable with my limited selection.

		“Never mind,” Martin said, remembering that I’m a bimbo now and most things go over my head. “Everything okay at work?”

		“My boss gave me the rest of the day off,” I answered as I sat down across from Martin. I crossed my legs and leaned forward a little. His eyes started watching my skirt ride up a few inches as I crossed my legs, but then moved up to my tits as I leaned forward. “Do you think he wants me to go shopping so I can get a better wardrobe?”

		Martin chuckled at my question. “I think he’s trying to figure out if he’ll need to fire you.”

		“Oh,” I said, lowering my head. “Did I do bad?”

		“Not at all,” Martin said quickly. “You were just being you. You were being the new you. And I don’t think you could help it. To be honest, maybe it’s time we think about you quitting your job.”

		“But I thought you wanted me to keep working until you proposed,” I countered. There were some things I still remembered. I wasn’t about to forget our conversations about when he was finally going to put a big fancy ring on my finger.

		“I don’t think that’s going to be a problem,” he said.

		“But—“

		“Don’t worry about it,” Martin said, cutting me off. “It doesn’t look good for a bimbo to worry.”

		“Okay,” I said, immediately feeling better. It was funny how a few choice words from Martin could instantly improve my mood. He really knew how to take care of a bimbo like me.

		“But I like your idea,” Martin continued. “I think you should go shopping this afternoon. Go a little crazy if you want. I’m taking you out tonight, so make sure you have a sexy, but classy, outfit to wear.”

		“Thank you, like so much,” I gushed. I didn’t need Martin’s permission to go shopping, but knowing I had his approval was really important to me. And for once I had a good idea. That was notable too. “And let me thank you.”

		I pushed myself up out of the chair and walked around the desk, making sure to add an extra sway to my hips. Martin’s gaze drank me in as I approached him. He pushed his chair out from behind the desk and turned to face me. I was a little surprised to see his cock already out and hard. I thought I was being smart, but he had already beaten me to the idea.

		I sank gracefully to my knees with what felt like practiced ease. I knew this was my first day as a bimbo. I knew my previous experiences did not match up with how I now felt. But I now saw myself as an expert cocksucker. I saw myself as a bimbo with all of the sexual skills I needed to keep my man happy. And right now, in his office at work, I was on my knees and about to wrap my plumped up lips around his cock.

		Before I knew it, my head was bobbing up and down in his lap. His cock tasted delicious. Before I became a bimbo, I probably never would have thought about how a cock tastes. I would have been too worried about the cum at the end, probably. And that would have just taken away from the moment. It was so much better this way.

		I gave Martin my best performance. And as he neared his end, I slowed down, trying to prolong his pleasure. After all, I was doing this to say thank you. I also just wanted to do it. I not only loved giving him pleasure, but I loved giving blowjobs. If it weren’t for Martin, I probably would have sucked off my boss already. Or maybe I should start calling him my ex-boss. It seemed I wasn’t going to be going back to the office again. Hopefully I hadn’t left anything important at my desk. But then again, if I couldn’t think of anything important now, there probably was nothing that affected my new life as a bimbo.

		Martin’s moans and groans of pleasure filled me with so much joy. And I used them to help guide me, knowing when to speed up and when to slow down. But it seemed Martin had finally had enough. Or maybe he needed to finish up so he could get back to work. Either way, he suddenly grabbed my head by my hair and started to fuck my face. I knew some women didn’t like that, but I didn’t mind. It was actually pretty hot to have a man fuck me mouth and throat like that. And before I knew it, he was spewing a load of cum into my mouth.

		I swallowed as fast as I could, but some of his seed still spilled out of the corner of my mouth. I couldn’t help it. But more importantly, I loved the taste of his cum. It was almost like frosting to me. I knew it wasn’t actually that sweet, but it seemed to light up my taste buds in the most delightful way.

		I sat back, letting Martin’s cock go with an audible pop. I looked up at him in awe. He really was such a great guy. I was so glad I could call myself his bimbo. His ownership of me was in name only, but it still gave me comfort, knowing he would always be there to take care of me. And in return, I was his little plaything. And if all went right, I would soon be his trophy wife. That just filled me with pride. He deserved to have a trophy wife on his arm whenever he went out to parties and other important functions. And I was just happy to be that woman.

		“That was the best blowjob you’ve ever given me,” Martin said. I beamed at the compliment as I continued to look up at him. He put his cock away, which was a little sad, since I loved his cock so much, but I knew he wouldn’t be ready again for a little while. “So, like I said, I want you to go shopping today. Start fixing up your wardrobe, but also buy a classy dress for tonight. I’ve made plans.”

		I nodded my head, doing my best to commit his instructions to memory. It wasn’t easy, what with being such a bimbo. Luckily, when it came to important things like fashion, I could mostly remember stuff. It was everything else, the stuff that was either too complicated for me or that I just didn’t care about that I tended to forget. My brain was just super focused on a few things that mattered to me. Everything else was a complete mystery to me. But that was okay. I was a bimbo.

		I eventually rose to my feet and started for the door, knowing that Martin needed to get back to work. I would have given him a kiss, but I didn’t want to give him a cummy kiss. I could still taste his seed on my tongue.

		“Mercedes,” Martin said as I reached for the door handle. “You’re forgetting something.”

		I turned and saw Martin rubbing the side of his mouth with a finger. It took me a moment to realize he was trying to tell me something.

		“Oh, yeah,” I said with a giggle. My tongue darted out and found the bit of cum I had missed before. I closed my eyes for a moment, enjoying the last of my latest dose of his seed, loving the taste. “Did I get it all?”

		“You look great,” Martin said. “I’ll see you tonight.”

		I turned back toward my door and gave my ass a shake as I turned the knob.

		“Bye-bye,” I cooed as I walked out, smiling. It was hard to imagine, but I was having a great day. It was barely lunchtime and I had already made a token appearance at my work and I had visited Martin for a little office extracurricular fun. And with an afternoon of shopping, I knew the day was going to continue to be great.

		By the time Martin returned home that evening, I had just finished changing into the new dress I bought for the evening. I went a little crazy and maxed out my credit cards, but I figured Martin would be able to fix all that up soon enough. He was good with money, not me. All I was good for was spending it.

		But in this case it was worth it. I had managed to replace almost half of my wardrobe. I would still need to do more shopping, but that could wait for another day. I had also managed to drastically improve my makeup supply. And I had even managed to buy a few pieces of jewelry to go with my new look. Most important of all, I now had a barbell in my belly-button. I also bought a dangly piece, but that wouldn’t have looked good under my dress.

		And what a dress it was. I had actually bought two that could have worked for the evening. One was a sparkly silver gown that would have looked perfect on a red carpet or a fancy party. However, I decided to save that for another time, because I didn’t want the dress to outshine my expectation of our night out.

		Therefore, I went with a satin blue dress that was absolutely perfect. It had a plunging, but rounded neckline that showed off my cleavage without showing off all of my tits. I would have been fine with showing off all the goods, but Martin had told me to keep it classy. The dress clung to my curves, helping to highlight my hourglass figure, but it ended with a knot just below my left hip with an asymmetrical skirt that would flow behind me as I walked. It was perfect to show off my legs, but in a classy way.

		And the moment Martin saw me in my dress, wearing a short blue jacket over my shoulders with a gold star pendant around my neck and gold stud earrings, I knew I had made the right choice. He looked at me with a kind of reverence I didn’t get from anyone else. Other people stared at me because I was hot and sexy, either wishing they could be me, wishing they could be with me, or simply hating on me for being hot and sexy. But with Martin, I knew he cared for me, not just because I was hot, but because he loved me. And I loved him back.

		“Perfect,” Martin finally said. “Now let’s get going.”

		He walked me out to his car and helped me get into the passenger seat. As soon as he climbed behind the wheel, I had half a mind to lean over and fish out his cock, but it was a little light out for that. I didn’t want to get us in trouble. Not to mention, I didn’t know where we were going yet. If he wanted me to dress up all nice like this, he probably didn’t want me to go down on him right away. A blowjob might be in our near future, but it could at least wait until dessert.

		We ended up at a fancy restaurant. It was a good thing that my outfit had a jacket, because as the sun set, it started to get a little chilly. But what a sunset it was. The restaurant was on the shore of a local lake and the way the sub reflected off the water as it slowly dropped below the trees on the far side was amazing. And then suddenly I turned back toward Martin and he was down on one knee holding out a ring.

		“Mercedes, will you marry me?” he asked.

		I fought back tears and I became emotional. This was the moment. I knew it was coming, but I still wasn’t prepared for it. “Yes,” I cried. Other people at the restaurant were watching us and as soon as I said yes, it seemed like everyone started clapping. Martin slipped the ring onto my finger. It was a perfect fit. And the big diamond sparkled in the candle light. It was beautiful and I was glad that I had worn the blue dress, not wanting to outshine the diamond with the silver dress. Everything was perfect.

		Later that night, after taking a post-dinner walk along the lake shore path, Martin drove us home. He carried me into the house and took me straight to the bedroom. He said nothing as he placed me on the bed. I looked up into his caring eyes and practically melted. Tonight, he could have me any way that he wanted.

		Martin kept me in my dress, but he pushed it up around my hips as I laid there, aching for him. He pulled my blue thong down, revealing my pink pussy, already wet for him. Then he completely ignored my pussy as he kissed me hard on the lips. I kissed him back, our tongues darting in and out of each others’ mouths. It was only after we broke the kiss that I realized he was naked. Somehow he had disrobed while my attention was fixated on his kiss.

		His cock was hard. I was wet. There was only one thing to do. And as Martin plunged his cock into me, I knew that this was not going to be a rough fuck. I loved those, but this was different. This was sensual. This was a true coupling. This was making love.

		My back arched as the first sensations of pleasure washed over me. I moaned as he set up a steady rhythm. But his mouth again on mine, silenced me. We had sex often. I was pretty sure that had been true even before I had turned into a bimbo. But I was certain it had never felt as good as this. I felt as if all his passion, all his love for me, was directed into this one moment. The pleasure, the way he filled me, the way he slid in and out of my wet pussy, was better than I could ever imagine. I loved sex, but this was the best sex I had ever had.

		I lost all sense of time as he continued to pump in and out of me. Every touch, every kiss, made me more and more desperate to cum. But there was no way I would rush it. It would break the spell we had together. This was the most perfect moment I could have ever imagined, as a bimbo or otherwise. This was a demonstration of our love for each other, more than any ring could ever show.

		Our hands traveled over each others’ bodies. I grabbed at his muscular back as his hands roamed over my shoulders and down across my chest. They pushed my dress higher around my hips, as he continued his steady rhythm. It was magical.

		But all good things must come to an end. But what an end it was. Martin came, his cock surging with his seed. And I came too, a flood of orgasmic energy flowing through my body. I screamed out as my vision turned white. My arms flailed at my side, unable to remain under control of my already bimbofied mind. I felt like I was in heaven.

		Afterward, we cuddled together on the bed. Martin held me in his big strong arms, keeping me close. I rested my head on his chest, enjoying the rise and fall as he breathed in and out.And on my finger was the ring. It sparkled in even the low light, a token of our love for each other and a signal to all others that I was Martin’s bimbo. There was no doubt about it now. I was owned by the best man I ever could have imagined. I was always lucky to be with him, but now I considered my life to be perfect. I was going to marry the best man I had ever met and I was a sexy bimbo. There really wasn’t anything better than that. I didn’t know how this had all happened, but I wasn’t complaining about it one bit.
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