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		The Perfect Wife

		

		Iwas pissed when I returned from my morning run along the beach. I had no idea men from the government had shown up to take the metal fragment that had fallen from the sky. I didn’t know what it was about that thing, but I found some strange attraction to it. I couldn’t even explain it, but I felt like I needed to be near it. But all it took was half an hour away and it had all been taken away from me.

		I could have thrown a fit. That would have been a natural response to returning to the beach cabin and discovering that the item I had become protective over had been taken. But I also knew it wasn’t anyone’s fault. It was the government who had done it. I was surprised they knew where to look. Although anyone with some sense would probably be able to track us from our campfire the night before up to the cabin. Our tracks in the soft sand would not have disappeared yet.

		“Paula, I’m sorry,” Sofia said. At least they apologized.

		As I drove home from the beach, I wondered what I would have done if I had been at the cabin when the men in black showed up. Would I have done exactly what my friends had done, or would I have denied that we had found anything? It wasn’t like we had a claim to it. It was just a jagged and charred piece of metal, probably the casing of some satellite or component of a rocket engine or something. We definitely didn’t own it, but I still would have loved to keep it. And I was sure Oliver, my husband, would have liked to see it. He worked in aerospace and was an actual rocket scientist.

		Oliver probably would have known what the object was and where it came from. He was always getting up at odd times of the night to watch some rocket launch. He definitely enjoyed that kind of stuff and always seemed to know the purpose of each launch. I was happy that he had something to occupy himself with. He was one of the lucky few people who had hobbies that lined up with their careers. I rarely saw Oliver come home angry or upset over something that had happened at work. And when his work stress increased, he often had an even bigger smile on his face.

		Not that our marriage was that perfect. As much as I loved him, he was not the best communicator. It seemed that he lacked the confidence to talk to me about certain parts of our relationship. Not that I was complaining. We were a great match, I still thought. It was just that he could get a little lost in his own little bubble, especially when he got busy with work. When that happened, there were times he didn’t even come home from work for a few days. He just slept on the couch in his office, almost taking naps instead of getting a solid night’s sleep.

		Luckily, it had been a while since he had one of those stints. When he was gone like that, he would at least let me know what was happening. It just sucked that I got no say in his sudden schedule changes. At least the money was good. He had started out in the public sector, but had eventually shifted to the private sector because there was more money there. Technically I didn’t have to work, but I put in a few hours per day at a local non-profit. They paid me a few bucks, nothing to write home about. I definitely wasn’t using my college degree to the fullest, but that was okay. We did just fine for ourselves.

		Actually, it was becoming harder to find a connection with my old college friends. Sofia, Mercedes, and Wendy had always been great friends, but we were now entering different stages of our lives. Sofia and Mercedes at least had boyfriends, but Wendy was still going strong as a single woman. Meanwhile, I was married and trying to decide if I wanted kids. That was another area where Oliver and I had trouble talking. It was probably the most important conversation that we could have, but it never seemed to happen, even when I tried to make it happen. Something always came up.

		If Oliver and I started having kids, I had a feeling things between my friends and I would change. I had seen it happen to other people. Among friend groups, the couples with kids gravitated toward each other and the kidless people preferred each other. It made sense, but I wasn’t sure what would happen to our yearly beach trip if in a year or two I had a baby to take care of. But as I said, it didn’t matter until Oliver and I actually went through with it.
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		“Oliver, I’m home,” I shouted as I walked in through the side door after parking in the garage.

		“Hey, sweetie,” Oliver said, greeting me with a smile. He seemed to be enjoying his day off. He certainly hadn’t dressed up. He wore an old pair of jeans that were looking a little threadbare around the ankles and at the knees. There weren’t any holes yet, but I was sure they would start showing up in the next month or so if he continued to wear them. His t-shirt had some nerdy reference I didn’t understand. That was okay. I didn’t need to understand it. “How was your trip?”

		“It was good,” I said. “I enjoyed catching up with the girls. But something really weird happened last night.”

		“Let’s go into the living room and you can tell me all about it,” Oliver said. “Leave your suitcase. We can take care of it later.”

		Even though I had been driving for a couple hours, making my return from the beach, I still felt tired. Driving could be hard on the body and very draining. Oliver walked up to the kitchen sink and filled a glass. He handed it to me before we walked into the living room.

		“Thanks,” I said before I took a sip. The cool water felt wonderful. I hadn’t realized how thirsty I was.

		“So what happened?” Oliver asked.

		“You’re probably not going to believe this, but there was some space object that fell from the sky last night. It looked like a big fireball from where we were sitting on the beach around a campfire. It was weird, because usually those sorts of things shoot across the sky, but this one only got bigger. It was coming straight at us. It landed in the fire, sending sparks up into the air. It was amazing.”

		“Did you leave it there or did you do anything with it?” Oliver asked, his attention piqued.

		“I ran and filled a bucket with seawater before we drowned it to cool it off. It was this weird jagged piece of charred metal. We ended up taking it into the cabin with us. I thought it was really cool and felt the need to keep it close. I brought it into the bunk room to keep it safe.”

		Oliver’s eyes lit up as he listened. It was hard to know how much he knew about the object. He didn’t usually share the details about his work.

		“But then I went out for a run this morning,” I continued. “And when I was gone, apparently some men from the government showed up and demanded the metal fragment be given to them. I was mad when I found out, but there was nothing I could do about it.”

		“The object fell last night?” Oliver asked, a smile on his face.

		“Uh huh,” I said, nodding. I took another drink of water.

		“Interesting,” Oliver said. I could see that the gears in his mind were turning. It was times like that I wished I could read his mind. He was so smart and quick-witted. It was a shame we couldn’t have the full conversations I felt our relationship deserved.

		“Paula, there’s something I want to talk to you about,” he said, shifting our conversation. I listened intently, knowing it was a rare occasion when Oliver wanted to talk.

		“Go ahead,” I said, almost excited about the prospect of what Oliver wanted to talk about.

		“I want to talk about how you can be a better wife, a more perfect wife.”

		Right there, I should have thrown my water glass at Oliver and stormed out of the room. I should have marched upstairs and locked myself in the bedroom. Oliver could sleep on the couch until he figured out a way to make everything right again. However, I didn’t. I couldn’t. If anything, I wanted to hear what he had to say. I wanted to know how I could be more perfect for him. I didn’t understand why I felt this way, but I couldn’t deny my feelings. This was the most important conversation we had ever had.

		Oliver waited for me to react, but I sat there waiting for him to continue. How could I be a more perfect wife for him?

		“Paula, I want you to be a domestic goddess. You should be able to take the ideal of housewife to a whole new level. Your cooking should be flawless and you should be obsessed with keeping the house clean.”

		My role in the household had always been in flux, to a certain degree. My work was important to me, but it was just a part time gig. In some ways, I wondered if it would be more conducive to give money instead of time. I was certain that I wasn’t the best employee there. In fact, I could guarantee it. Sure, I had a degree, but that didn’t mean I was well-suited to my work. It might make more sense for me to stay home and focus on the household. Looking around the living room, I couldn’t remember the last time I had vacuumed, let alone done a thorough cleaning.

		It seemed that Oliver was again waiting for me to provide a negative reaction. I understood that me getting angry at him should have been my natural reaction, but I simply couldn’t bring myself to do it. I just wanted to know more.

		“I want you to be a doting housewife,” Oliver eventually continued. “I want you to be submissive toward me and always let me decide on matters that you believe I should decide. I am to be the final decision maker in everything. My rule is law here.”

		A picture of me in one of those 1960s sitcoms formed in my head, with me playing the housewife. My entire purpose was to make sure the house was clean and that my husband came home each night to a delicious meal. I didn’t need to worry about anything except for keeping a perfect home for my husband. He worked and earned the money and I took care of the home for him, making sure it was always clean, always perfect. In the past, that image would have disgusted me, but now it felt different.

		“I can see how that would be ideal for you,” I said. “That’s reasonable.”

		I couldn’t understand why I was acquiescing to his desires. I hadn’t actually changed anything, but he was straight up telling me that I should be a submissive housewife for him. That wasn’t how it worked in modern America. We had moved past that. But there I was, seeing Oliver’s point.

		“But if you’re going to be my perfect wife,” Oliver said, “there will have to be some changes for you. First, I want you blonde and with a nice rack. I’ve thought about whether you should have gotten implants or if your tits should be natural. Personally, I like the idea of you having huge natural tits. I think that’s sexy. And the rest of you should be nice and curvy. Big tits, a small waist, and hips big enough to grab onto. That’s how I want you to look. Add in plump lips and long nails and you’d probably be perfect.”

		I had never known Oliver to think this way. Sure, I knew I wasn’t a shapely woman. I was a runner. Being thin and light was helpful. Oliver had never said anything about my body before. He had not shared his preference for curvy women. It made me wonder why he married me. Then again, for a shy nerd like him, I might have been all he could get. Not that I was complaining. I thought Oliver was a pretty good catch for me, even if he had never shared this side of himself before.

		“You should also dress in sexy dresses and clothes,” Oliver continued. “Hell, I’d be perfectly happy if you spent most of your time around the house just wearing lingerie. How I would love to see you cooking or cleaning the kitchen, wearing nothing but lacy and provocatively cut underwear, stockings, and high heels. You might need an apron for the cooking bit. I wouldn’t want you to get burned.”

		I smiled at the thought of me prancing around the kitchen, dressed as Oliver described. I would be every man’s fantasy. Somehow, even though I knew what people would think of me, how I had betrayed the sisterhood, I couldn’t help but find that sight enjoyable. I would be desired. And it certainly did not hurt to know that even in Oliver’s fantasy that I would be protected from danger. Yes, he might want me looking my sexy best, but he wouldn’t want me to get hurt in the process.

		“In the bedroom, you should be insatiable. I want a wife who would be up for anything I might suggest. Any position, any hole, anytime. I want you always wet and ready. You’ll greet me everyday after work, offering me a drink and a blowjob, or more if I want it.”

		There it was. The most classic of all submissive housewife duties. Bring the man of the house a drink and then blow him so he can relieve all his stress from the day. That’s what I would want if I was in his shoes. And really, what man wouldn’t want a wet and horny wife to come home to every night. I know our sex life had diminished over the years, but if I were always that horny, I was sure we’d still be having sex multiple times per day, let alone daily. We were lucky to fit it in once a week the way things were currently going.

		“Let’s see,” Oliver said. He looked up at the ceiling in thought. “What else am I forgetting?”

		“Do you want to control how I think too?” I asked. It seemed like the natural progression from what he had already proposed.

		“Absolutely,” Oliver said with a confidence I had never seen from him before. “The perfect version of you knows you aren’t smart. You know you’re gullible and unable to make important decisions. If it isn’t planning out meals or figuring out how to best clean the house or even how to best dress to please me, you’re not interested. That’s why you need me. I’m smarter than you and I know best.”

		It was weird. I could see how some women might like what Oliver was talking about. The man really would be the king of the castle. His wife would just be there to please him. But, in turn, she would be rewarded by having everything taken care of for her. I could see the advantage of being the domestic goddess that he started with. That life seemed pretty nice, even if it was completely demeaning and went against my feminist ideals.

		“I’m sure there’s more I could say,” Oliver continued. “But I think I’ll just leave it at my perfect wife being someone who is completely devoted to pleasing me in everything she does. That is her supreme purpose, to please me.”

		Could I do that? Could I change my life around to please Oliver better? I was sure there were some changes I could make, if he wanted me to. But we would have to discuss them. There needed to be give and take, there needed to be compromise. But Oliver had never shown that kind of interest in building a better relationship. Maybe I needed to show some support to him by meeting him part way. It was something I would have to think about.

		“Interesting,” I said, not knowing what else to say. It all seemed so reasonable. And as much as I should have been offended by him telling me how I should be different to please him, such anger just wasn’t in me at the moment.

		“Enough about that,” Oliver finally said. “It’s getting close to dinner. How about I order takeout?”

		“Sure,” I said. After a long weekend at the beach, I wasn’t in the mood to cook. Nor was Oliver, apparently.

		It was only later, after Oliver had phoned in the order and was on the way to the restaurant to pick up the food that I realized I didn’t even know what he had ordered. I didn’t even know what kind of food it would be. I was in for a bit of a surprise, I supposed. Luckily, sometimes surprises were fun. And I was sure Oliver would order well. He knew what I liked.
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		I woke up the next morning before my alarm. Oliver was still sound asleep in the bed next to me. I looked over at the clock on my bedside table with bleary eyes. There was about half an hour before the alarm was supposed to go off.

		In every other case, I had always rolled over and gone back to sleep. This time, however, I found myself slipping out from underneath the covers and ambling into the bathroom. I shut the door behind me before turning on the light so I wouldn’t disturb Oliver who was still sound asleep.

		“Whoa,” I said as soon as I saw my reflection in the mirror. “What the hell happened to me?”

		It was weird looking at myself. On the one hand, I looked how I thought I should look. My blonde hair was tied up for bed, my nightgown was stretched tight across my chest to accommodate my big boobs. I wasn’t wearing a bra. I never did in bed. But there was something strange about my appearance, like I should have looked different. Something about dark hair and a runner’s physique. The woman I saw in the mirror was not a runner. Exercise was more aerobics based. Running caused my boobs to bounce too much, making it painful.

		I started in on my makeup, wanting to look good for my husband. That was of paramount importance. I needed to look good for him at all times. That meant I got up before him so I could use the time while he was still sleeping to get ready. Except I was hit with something rather staggering. My makeup supply wasn’t what I needed it to be. I had some, yes, but it was not the sort of thing I found suitable for my needs. I was left seriously wanting.

		“I used to be that runner,” I whispered to myself, not wanting to wake Oliver yet. It was the only explanation that made sense. Or so I figured. It was so hard to think. It was so hard to do anything that wasn’t directly related to pleasing my husband. But given my limited intelligence, I was certain that the woman I saw in the mirror wasn’t the woman I had been going to bed last night. I mean, even looking at my nightgown, it was obviously not something that someone like me would wear. It was plain and boring. It wasn’t sexy and alluring. I didn’t look pleasing enough.

		I shook my head, putting such thoughts out of my mind. It wasn’t going to help me any if I was worried about what I might have been before. I could only control the now and right now I needed to be focused on getting ready to give Oliver his morning wakeup blowjob. It was only now that I realized how important my morning role really was. I was his alarm clock. It was imperative that I wake up early enough so I could put on makeup and then give Oliver a blowie.

		And that was what I did. After doing what I could to make myself appear at least somewhat appropriate, I returned to the bedroom and promptly climbed under the covers. Oliver already had his morning wood. I could only smile to myself as I opened my mouth and wrapped my red painted lips around his cock.

		My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as the delicious flavors danced across my tongue. I loved sucking Oliver’s cock. Sometimes I felt like my mouth was made specifically for this. No one cared about what I had to say. There was a reason we were so perfect for each other. He could do the thinking and I could do the sucking. It seemed like a fair trade off to me. I was so glad he had convinced me to give up my college aspirations and opt to earn a MRS degree instead. Much better for a dumb and silly woman like me. And it was a good thing my college had some home ec courses I could take before I dropped out. They were hard, but becoming a domesticated housewife was hard work. It wasn’t for everyone.

		Oliver’s moans and groans told me everything I needed to know about how he was feeling. But I knew he wanted to cum when he ran his hands through my hair and pushed me down onto his cock. I only just managed to pull back so that he could shoot his load into my mouth. I had a dim memory of him cumming down my throat before, but I preferred to taste it.

		I swallowed some of Oliver’s seed, but I let the rest remain in my mouth. As soon as his cock was spent, he threw the covers off the both of us. I sat up and opened my mouth, showing him his cum still on my tongue. Then I made a big show of swallowing it. “Yummy,” I said, making it clear how much I enjoyed being his alarm clock. I opened my mouth again to prove that I had swallowed his load.

		“Damn, you’re a great little cocksucker,” Oliver said.

		I smiled, beaming with pride. I was proud of my blowjob skills. They were one of the reasons I was Oliver’s perfect wife.

		“Thanks, honey,” I said. “Now how about I make you some breakfast?”

		“Is there anything you want to ask me first?” Oliver asked, somehow knowing that I had questions.

		And I had many questions. My world was not adding up anymore. Was I Oliver’s big-boobed housewife or was I someone else? It was all so confusing. The woman I saw in the mirror told me I was the housewife, but my makeup and clothes told me I was someone else. It didn’t make any sense. How could I be two different people?

		“Why do my clothes and makeup suck?” I finally asked. It was the best I could explain it. Clearly, I wasn’t the smartest woman around. My vocabulary was severely limited from what I somehow thought it should be. Didn’t I work? I couldn’t remember and I had the hardest time imagining someone like me working, even if it was part time. There was no way I could be a working woman. Not anymore, at least.

		Oliver chuckled at my question. “That’s not how I would have phrased it, but I can’t blame you considering what I did to your brain last night. I don’t know if you remember, but the space debris that disrupted your beach weekend had been exposed to a special kind of radiation. As soon as you mentioned it, I knew you had been exposed. And this radiation does strange things. It can change people based on what others want from them. In some cases, it actually makes the subject want to be perfect for the people around them. In your case, I took the initiative and started telling you how I wanted you to be, how you could be my perfect wife.”

		“Huh?” I said, confused. “I don’t understand.”

		Again Oliver laughed. I vaguely realized he was laughing at my confusion and dumb little brain, but I couldn’t find it in myself to be mad at him. I loved him. I could never get mad at my husband.

		“Don’t worry about it,” Oliver said. “I don’t want you to worry about anything. All I want from you is for you to go shopping for new clothes and makeup, stuff you know I will like to see you in. Just make sure you’re home before me. You should have dinner in the oven and a drink ready for me as soon as I walk in the door.”

		“Of course,” I said. I couldn’t imagine not being there to greet Oliver everyday. That was blasphemy.

		“Oh, and you might get a call from someone asking you why you aren’t at work. When that happens, just hang up and block the number on your phone. You can do that, can’t you?”

		“I think so,” I said, nodding. I wasn’t completely sure, but I supposed if I couldn’t figure it out, I could wait until Oliver was home so he could show me how to do it.

		“Good,” Oliver said sharply. “Now go get in the kitchen and make me breakfast.”

		“Yes, sir,” I said, mock saluting before I hurried out of the bedroom and downstairs to the kitchen. I was sure there were still questions I should have been asking, but they seemed unimportant in the face of making my husband breakfast. They say it’s the most important meal of the day. Luckily, I already got a nice dose of protein to start my morning. I would need to eat real food, but I already had a head start on Oliver.

		As I started cooking, something I somehow couldn’t remember doing before, I found myself with all the knowledge I needed to make Oliver and nutritious and delicious breakfast. And to my great delight, cooking was fun. I felt completely at home in the kitchen. It was like this was where I most belonged, outside of the bedroom that is.

		If it were a weekend, I probably would have climbed under the table and sucked Oliver’s cock again while he ate. But with him needing to get to work, I let him eat and peruse the newspaper without distraction.

		“One more thing,” Oliver said as he finished his breakfast. “Normally I want you working out everyday. Something like Pilates, yoga, and some aerobics. But you need to go shopping for new clothes first. Your workouts can wait until tomorrow. But make sure you buy some nice workout clothes, something sexy that you think I’ll like seeing you in.”

		“Of course,” I said. “Anything for you.”

		And I meant it. I could not think of a single thing I wouldn’t do for Oliver. He was my world. I was so glad that he had chosen me to be his wife. Life was so much better with him leading me, with me fully submitting to his desires and incredible intelligence.

		“The guys at work aren’t going to believe my luck,” he added.

		I didn’t know what he meant by that. But I didn’t need to know. If it was important, he would make sure I knew. This was just him thinking out loud. He was so smart.

		Oliver kissed me goodbye and headed off to work, leaving me alone. Our morning routine had left me a hot and horny mess, but I didn’t mind. This was how it was supposed to be. However, I didn’t have time to think about how horny I was. I needed to get ready so I could go out and shop. I needed a whole new wardrobe from the looks of it. I needed workout clothes, lingerie, dresses for daytime excursions, dresses for more formal occasions, and plenty of skirts and heels. Outside of my workouts, I figured I would be wearing heels almost nonstop.

		Spending my day shopping turned out to be lots of fun. It was even better not having to worry about price tags or anything like that. Oliver would take care of the money bit. I just needed to hand over my credit card and I could buy whatever I needed. The receipts were long with really big numbers at the bottom, or at least I figured they were really big. It was weird, but I had the hardest time deciding if those numbers represented a lot of money or not. That was Oliver’s department. And if it was too much, he could always order me to take something back. But I doubted he would do that. I looked too good in all of my new clothes.

		When I took a break for lunch, I very nearly called Oliver up to see if he wanted me to make a lunchtime stress relieving visit at his office. By then I had changed into clothes that I felt more comfortable in, a lovely sweater dress and matching high heels. They were taller than anything I had in my closet at home, but they felt so natural to walk in them, like I had been wearing high heels all my life. To be honest, they were more comfortable than my flats. I could only guess that my legs and feet were adapted for the high heels now.

		However, I didn’t want to bother Oliver at work. He had lots of important and smart things to do. As much as he might like a little lunchtime stress relief with my lips wrapped around his cock, it was not something he had mentioned wanting me to do today. Today was all about shopping.

		And boy did I love to shop. I vaguely recalled finding shopping annoying. It was a chore. But whatever had changed, I found it fun and invigorating. Once I got started, it was hard to stop. It was only when my stomach grumbled at me that I realized I needed to eat lunch. It was a good thing my body was able to send me such signals. Otherwise, I never would have thought to feed myself when I had the prospect of more shopping to do.

		Right as I finished my lunch, I got a call from a number that came up as Work on the caller ID. I answered the phone, but the person on the other end didn’t make any sense. They kept trying to ask me where I was and why I wasn’t at work. As if I would tell a stranger where I was. I might be a bit on the dumb side, but I wasn’t a complete idiot. I just hung up the phone after a little while and then blocked the number, erasing it from my contacts, just like Oliver told me. I didn’t want anything to do with whoever was on the other end of the line. They sounded angry and mean. I didn’t want that kind of negativity in my life.

		Luckily, I didn’t have too much more shopping to do after I stopped for a small bite to eat at a pretty little cafe. I got to sit outside in the sun, getting a little color before it got too hot. But once I returned home, I had a whole new set of chores to worry about. I had a whole closet of clothes that either didn’t fit me anymore or were of a style and fashion that no longer interested me. I needed to look good for my husband. Me looking good was a reflection on him. Therefore, I always needed to look my best.

		I had three piles as I organized my closet. There were clothes that needed to get tossed in the trash, clothes that could be donated, even though I had a hard time thinking anyone should be wearing such items, and a pile of clothes that I was keeping. That third pile was the smallest. There wasn’t much that I previously owned that interested me anymore.

		It took nearly two hours to get it all done, but I had eventually got everything sorted and my new clothes put away. Then I needed to reorganize my makeup collection. I had bought loads of new makeup, needing to make myself look perfect at all times. But that was relatively simple. Luckily, despite being a bit of a dum-dum, I was still good at household tasks like organizing. I really was made for being a housewife. I didn’t think there was any other position in the world I could succeed at.

		I vaguely knew when Oliver would be home that night. I had it all planned out. Dinner was going to be a lovely casserole, something that would taste good, be nutritious, and allow me to focus on my husband when he returned home. And that was exactly what I managed to do.

		As soon as I heard Oliver’s car pull into the driveway, I walked over to the bar and made him a drink. I was already dressed how he wanted to see me, wearing a new bra and panty set, along with stockings and heels. There was a small voice in my head telling me that this was wrong, that I shouldn’t be dressed like this, that I shouldn’t be doting on my husband like I was, but I ignored that voice. It wasn’t something I wanted to think about. It’s words would just bring me down and make me sad. I had no reason to be sad when I was married to such a great man.

		As Oliver walked in the door, I walked toward him, swaying my hips with each step, doing my best to appear seductive. In my hands was his favorite drink. He set his briefcase down by the door and shrugged off his coat, hanging it on the wall by the door. Then he walked over to a big plush chair in the living room and sat down.

		“Welcome home,” I said as I leaned over and handed him his drink. I made sure my tits were on display in my push-up bra. I already had big breasts, but I liked to make them look even bigger with a demi-cup pushup bra.

		“I see you’ve been busy,” Oliver said. “I like it. Now how about you get down on your knees and show me how much you love me.”

		I didn’t need telling twice. I gracefully dropped to my knees between his legs. Then with long nailed fingers, I deftly opened his pants and freed his cock. He was already hard and ready for me. I hungrily wrapped my lips around his shaft and gave him another one of my signature blowjobs.

		As I bobbed my head in his lap, I made sure to look up into his eyes. The look of pleasure on his face, combined with the approval I saw in his eyes, was all the information I needed that this was how I was meant to be. This was how life needed to be.

		I took Oliver’s cock deep into my throat. Unlike his wakeup blowjob, Oliver left all the work to me. He simply sat back and enjoyed my ministrations on his cock, taking him into my throat, sucking on the bulbous head, and even swishing my tongue along the sensitive underside.

		“You have no idea how much I’ve been looking forward to this today,” Oliver said, almost moaning from the pleasure I was bestowing upon him.

		I beamed inwardly, knowing that I was fulfilling my purpose. Him thinking about me sucking his cock while at work made me feel good. It was a compliment of my skill and willingness to do anything for the man I loved.

		Oliver’s cock twitched in my mouth, making it clear he had passed his point of no return. I could feel the surge of cum starting to make its way from his balls and through his shaft. I was finally going to get my reward.

		“I want to cum on your face,” Oliver said.

		I acted immediately, pulling off his cock and bringing my hands up to both aim his cock and continue to pump the shaft, making sure he had the opportunity to cum. And then his cock exploded with his hot white seed. He groaned in pleasure as his cum shot out of the tip and landed on my face. Rope after rope struck me in the face, sticking to me as I continued to pump his cock, making sure every bit of cum reached his desired target.

		When he finally seemed spent, I brought my lips back down on his cock and began to suck once again, this time using more tongue to make sure he was fully clean. When I was satisfied with my efforts, I let his softening cock free and returned it to its home in his pants. All the while, I allowed the cum on my face to continue to slowly drip down as it started to dry. I already knew I would wear his marking of me until he told me to clean myself up. He could take me anywhere with cum on my face and I would wear it proudly, knowing I had satisfied my man and knowing he wanted to show off his little wifey, making it clear to everyone that he could do as he pleased with me.

		I ended up wearing Oliver’s cum on my face until after dinner. Oliver loved the meal. I had even paired the meal with a delicious bottle of wine. Everything was perfect.

		After finishing his meal, Oliver pushed his chair back and sighed. “This has been a perfect day so far. And it’s all thanks to some falling space debris. The guys at work couldn’t believe me luck with you.”

		I just smiled through the cum coating my face. I didn’t understand what Oliver was talking about, but I was happy to know that he was happy with how the day had gone so far.

		“You know, the day isn’t over yet. You haven’t fucked your wife yet.”

		Oliver got a wild look in his eye as he looked at me. He had already marked me with his seed once, but his cock had clearly recovered as he had lust in his eyes. He wanted to fuck his bimbo of a wife.

		“Go get yourself cleaned up,” Oliver commanded. “Put on fresh makeup and fix your hair. Then strip down until you’re just wearing heels. I’ll be up in a little bit to fuck what’s left of your brains out.”

		I squealed in delight, jumping up from the table. However, before I went upstairs, I cleared the table. I knew better than to leave a dirty table. It was my job to clean the house. Besides, Oliver would enjoy watching me a little bit longer with his cum on my face. To be honest, I enjoyed it. I hoped he would give me more facials in the future. But that was up to him. It was his choice about how and where he came. I was just happy to give him my body to use for his pleasure.

		As soon as the dishes had been loaded into the dishwasher and the leftover food packed away in the fridge, I made my way upstairs. I decided to leave the cum on my face where it was for as long as possible. I stripped out of my lingerie, including my stockings, and then slipped my heels back on. In addition to buying lots of pairs of heels to wear out, I also bought several pairs to wear around the house and even a pair of wedges to wear in the yard while gardening. I now had a pair of heels for every occasion.

		Once I was appropriately dressed to my husband’s wishes, I scrubbed my face clean and then spent several minutes fixing my hair and applying more makeup. I had just finished applying one last coat of lipstick when I heard Oliver’s footsteps on the stairs. I hurried back into the bedroom and then posed myself on the bed, giving Oliver the best view possible of my body. I was lucky to have such a tight and sexy body with naturally big boobs. Some girls went the route of getting implants. I would too if Oliver wanted, but I was proud of having big natural boobs. But by going natural, I knew that anytime Oliver grabbed my boobs, they would be pliant and soft for him.

		“You are quite a woman,” Oliver said. “You might be my little bimbo wife, but you’re sexy and a perfect cook and maid. And I get you all to myself.”

		Oliver made short work of his clothes, stripping them off as I continued to pose sexily for him. Despite working hard at the office all the time, he had a great body and it was impossible for him not to turn me on. I was always wet and ready, but seeing his strong and lean body only made me wetter.

		As Oliver climbed onto the bed, I laid back, spreading my legs for him. It was my job to make his life easier. That included in the bedroom. He positioned himself between my legs. His cock was already hard. My body had made him hard. That was another compliment in my eyes. Just by posing my naked body, I could make him hard.

		I wasn’t sure how Oliver was going to fuck me, but he started by pulling my legs up into the air. Before I knew it, He had propped my legs up on his shoulders, my heels just behind his ears. But then he started leaning forward, making room so he could line his cock up with my pussy. Before I knew it, my legs were practically by my head.

		“Oh, fuck,” I moaned as Oliver pushed his big cock into my pussy. He slid in easily on his first stroke, filling me better than I ever could have imagined. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head from the onslaught of pleasure. This was the moment the entire day had been building toward. This was the moment I was finally going to cum. This was the moment when I would truly fulfill my purpose.

		Oliver set up a steady rhythm thrusting in and out of my soaking wet pussy. My tits bounced on my chest, moving in circles as he continued to piston in and out of me. It was wonderful. The pleasure flowing through my body was intense. Even more so, I loved knowing I was providing Oliver with pleasure. His moans and groans told me everything I needed to know. He was fully enjoying himself.

		It wasn’t long before I lost all sense of coherence. My brain felt largely disconnected from my body as it was pummeled by wave after wave of pleasure. I hadn’t even cum yet, but I was well on my way. It was all but inevitable. I was just a hot shell of a woman, hardwired to milk the cock in my pussy, to provide pleasure, even without the intervention of my mind, which honestly felt like it had been already fucked out of me.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Oliver roared, sounding every bit the man I knew him to be. And as his cock erupted with his hot white seed, my orgasm followed, rocking me to my core. It was better than any orgasm I could remember, boosted by the simple fact that I had obeyed, I had caused the ultimate pleasure to my husband.

		It felt like I had just been hit with a tsunami of orgasmic pleasure. I screamed as I came, my voice completely unintelligible. My arms spasmed uncontrollably at my sides as Oliver continued to pump additional cum into my pussy, where it belonged.

		Afterward, when Oliver had finally pulled out, I simply laid there in his arms, my breathing still recovering from our coupling, my eyes blank and unseeing, my mind still broken from the fantastic fuck and the massive orgasm that had rushed through me.

		“You’re perfect,” Oliver said as he gently stroked my hair. “You’re my perfect wife. You’re my perfect bimbo.”

		I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring. I couldn’t even think that far ahead. My brain was still fried from getting fucked so good and hard. But what I knew was Oliver was right. I was his perfect wife. I was his perfect bimbo wife and I would remain that way for the rest of my days. I had found my true calling and I was going to strive to be the best house wife and best bimbo I could be for him. A dopey smile appeared on my face. I was truly and completely happy. I was serving my purpose and that made me deliriously happy. I couldn’t ask for a better life than the one I now had with Oliver. A life of service and pleasure was all I needed.
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