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		The Perfect Woman

		

		Isaid goodbye to my friends. It had been a great weekend together. I always loved getting to see Sofia, Mercedes, and Paula. But I could tell that we were growing apart. They were all involved with their jobs and their relationships. In that regard, I was still floundering a little. Most of my life was working a dead end job, making enough money so I could go to concerts every weekend. That was my life and I was eager to return to it.

		However, unlike my friends, I was not returning home immediately. I was sticking around on the coast, because there was a band I wanted to see playing at a casino a few miles up the road. When I did travel, I usually did so based on available concerts, but this time it was just pure luck that the scheduling worked out.

		I had offered my friends the chance to come too, but they all turned me down. “I’ve got to get home to my boyfriend and my job, Wendy,” Mercedes had told me. The others similarly turned me down. Their loss.

		Of course, once they had all left, taking their cars to return home to the city, I was left with nothing to do. I couldn’t stay at the beach cabin we had rented. We had needed to clear out so the cleaning crew could come in and get it ready for the next guests. I could have sat out on the beach or found a bench in the little town down the road, listening to music all day. That would have been a fun way to spend a day, but it was too cold. I needed to find someplace indoors.

		I also could have visited the casino right away, but I had never been a fan of gambling. And even if I liked the various games available at the casino, I didn’t have the money to lose. I understood the house edge in all those casino games. Sure, I might get lucky, but overall, I would be losing money. That was how it was. And it was money I couldn’t lose. It would mean skipping several concerts or going without food for a week. Neither were good ideas.

		Instead, I found a bar to hang out at. There was music playing on the jukebox and there were a few regulars hanging around. I figured I could nurse a couple beers over the course of the afternoon until it was time for the concert. That seemed like the simplest way to go. And it wouldn’t hurt to have a little alcohol in my bloodstream before the concert started. I always loved being just a little intoxicated during concerts. It helped me groove to the music.

		So there I sat at the bar, a pint of beer in front of me. It wasn’t good beer. This bar was not the type that had craft brews on tap. It was all cheap macro stuff that tasted mostly like water, but with bubbles and just a hint of hops. It gave me time to think.

		“You look familiar,” a man said as he sidled up to me at the bar.

		I glanced up and figured he was just some random dude trying to hit on me, using some variation of the “Did we go to high school together?” pickup line. It wasn’t going to work. I wasn’t interested.

		But then I looked at the man more seriously. He wore a black suit with a white shirt and a black tie. I had already put the whole falling space debris incident out of my mind. It had been kind of cool last night, once I had gotten past the scary bit that it had almost hit us. But then when the men from the government showed up to collect it, I had put the whole ordeal out of my mind.

		“You’re one of the guys who came to collect that space debris,” I suddenly said, connecting him to the faces I saw during the earlier encounter.

		The man smiled. “Indeed, that was me and my coworkers. Mind if I sit next to you?”

		“It’s a free country,” I said, motioning for him to take a seat.

		“I’m trying to decide if that’s a joke or not,” the man said as he sat on the stool beside me. “My name’s Liam, by the way.”

		It took me a moment to realize his reference. “Oh, yeah,” I said as I chuckled. “I didn’t mean that as a joke. The whole men from the government showing up to take something. I wasn’t even thinking about that. And I’m Wendy.”

		“It’s nice to meet you, Wendy, Officially, that is, since we met earlier at that beach cabin. This isn’t me asking anything in an official capacity, but I’m curious how the four of you found the bit of debris.”

		I don’t know why I did it. I had no reason to say anything to Liam, but he seemed like a nice guy. Any friction there might have been between us earlier was unimportant. He was just doing his job. That was all. However, I told Liam everything, explaining how the four of us went to the beach each year as a sort of college reunion, just among us friends. I even told him that while they had returned home to the city, I was staying an extra night on the coast so I could attend a concert. Liam listened, but I could tell he did not judge me or my friends.

		“Wow, so it really almost hit you,” Liam said in surprise.

		I shrugged my shoulders. “That must have happened before, someone getting hit by falling space debris.”

		“It’s never been reported before. You may have come closest to it. That’s pretty cool, in a morbid sense, I guess.”

		I nodded my head. I had already put the incident out of my mind, but reliving it with Liam left me a little unsure of myself. If I could come so close to getting hit by fall space debris, what other trouble could be in store for me?

		“I suppose you still can’t tell me what that thing was?” I asked.

		Liam shook his head. “Sorry, it’s classified. But I’m curious. How do you feel about being perfect?”
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		I sat there for a moment, considering Liam’s question. Perfection had never been my thing. I was always someone who did the bare minimum to get by. “Close enough for government work” was one of my go to sayings, even though I didn’t actually work for the government. I just chose to do a good enough job and not worry about perfection. Perfect was the enemy of the good, or something like that.

		However, the more I thought about Liam’s question, I more and more felt like perfection was something I should be aiming for. It didn’t make sense, but I supposed it didn’t need to make sense. At the very least, I could humor Liam. I wanted to see where this whole thing went. Was he being sneaky and still investigating or was he hitting on me? I wasn’t exactly against the latter, what with my luck in that area. My old college friends were all in relationships. I remained single.

		“What woman doesn’t want to be perfect?” I asked, curious as to how this conversation was going to play out.

		“I’m glad to hear it,” Liam said. “Because I honestly think a perfect woman is a hot blonde with big tits and a tiny waist.”

		I nodded my head as I listened to Liam launch into his description. I could see the woman he spoke of in my mind. Sure, I was nothing close to that image, but it didn’t hurt to at least listen. Every person had different taste in partners. It seemed Liam went for the classic. No real surprise there, I supposed.

		“She would be an obvious product of plastic surgery,” Liam continued. “Her tits would be big and obviously fake. No natural breast could be that big and round. I’m talking about the kind of tits that don’t even need a bra. They stick straight off her chest, like they are bolted on. But it wouldn’t just be her tits that are fake. The rest of her would scream plastic surgery as well. The lip fillers would leave her with a proper set of cock pads. No one would question why she got them. It would be obvious she wanted big plump lips to better suck cock with. And her ass would be nice and big and round. With her ass, I’d be fine with a butt lift and fat transfer, but implants would be acceptable as well.”

		The image of the woman in my mind kept shifting to accommodate Liam’s description of her. I had seen photos of women who had so severely altered their bodies. I had always found it gross and demeaning, but I could understand why a man like Liam might enjoy such a picture. The hourglass shape of her was extreme, to say the least. I could only imagine how hard life would be like to live that way. I’d have to constantly exercise and watch what I ate. There might even be waist training involved to help maintain such a narrow waist. It all sounded like it would be too much for me to do.

		“Okay, hot shot,” I said, deciding to take control of the conversation. “You’ve got this hot and plastic blonde, but what is she like to actually spend time around?”

		“She’d be a bimbo,” Liam answered. “She’d barely be able to think for herself. Her mind would be filled with nothing but sparkles and an eye for being the hottest and sexiest woman she could be.”

		I bit my lip as the image in my head shifted again. The woman’s eyes went from normal to somehow blank, yet hooded with lust. It all made so much sense now. The extreme proportions and femininity would be a result of her needing help with the most basic of tasks. She was too dumb to do anything on her own, so she shaped her life to better attract men who could do all that hard thinking for her.

		“I see my description is starting to get to you,” Liam commented as I squeezed my thighs together.

		How was this making me hot? I shouldn’t have been getting aroused by imagining some dumb hot woman in my head. And yet, there I was, getting wet at the thought of this imaginary woman. She was a caricature of what a real woman was. Every part of her had been turned up to 11.

		“I’m not gay, if that’s what you’re wondering,” I countered. Just because I was single didn’t mean I preferred men as sexual partners. However, I wasn’t exactly against being with a woman either. I suppose that made me bisexual, but I never thought of it that way. And it wasn’t like being open to a relationship with either a man or a woman had helped me land a partner. I remained steadfastly single.

		“I don’t care what you are,” Liam said. He had a confidence about him that was starting to piss me off. He had gone past confident and had adopted a smugness that was getting under my skin. Although, I supposed if I was like his perfect woman, I would be too dumb to read his smugness. He would just seem really confident instead.

		“All right,” I said. “Let’s get back to this perfect woman of yours. It sounds to me like she would be a dumb blonde with a plastic body.”

		“You’re not far off,” Liam said. “One of the important things about her is she would have a ridiculously high libido and almost no sexual inhibitions. Sex would be a near constant in her life. If she wasn’t having it, she would be craving it. And it doesn’t matter what kind of sex. She has a hair trigger and is willing to do anything her partner wants. That means anal, oral, tit-fucks, hand jobs, ass to mouth, you name it. There is literally not a sex act with a consenting adult she wouldn’t do.”

		“You have too much time on your hands to come up with this fantasy,” I said. I mean, it made sense that he would want that from a woman. What man wouldn’t want an extremely hot woman at his beck and call, willing to do anything with him sexually. But this was just an example of a man thinking with his cock. This was not how real women acted in the real world.

		“I’ve been working on it ever since I met you and your friends this morning,” Liam said.

		I turned and looked at him, a sense of confusion washing over me. “Is there something you’re not telling me?”

		Liam gave a knowing smile that then settled as a smirk. “There’s lots of things I’m not telling you. It’s classified, remember?”

		“Yeah, but—“

		“Let’s just say that I’m really glad you stuck around town so I could have this opportunity to talk to you.”

		“Um, sure, okay,” I said, not completely understanding what he was getting at. However, as much as Liam was starting to creep me out, I felt compelled to stay and learn more about his views about a perfect woman. It didn’t make sense, but I needed to hear the totality of his fantasy. “Tell me more about your fantasy woman.”

		Liam paused and held up a finger. “Perfect woman. There’s a difference.”

		“Okay, fine, tell me more about your perfect woman.”

		“I’ve already established the kind of woman she is. But I feel I should add in a few specifics. She’d have several tattoos, including a colorful full sleeve tattoo on her right arm, from her shoulder down to her wrist. She’d also have tattoos on the inside of her left wrist, on her ribcage just below the fold of her tits on the left side, and then she’d have a tramp stamp. Flowers on the sleeve, phrases that are sexual innuendos on her ribcage and wrist, and something tribal on her lower back.”

		My mental image of the woman in question updated with the tattoo additions. I thought she looked a bit trashy like that, but who was I to argue? This was Liam’s perfect woman, not mine. I had always preferred women to be clean of tattoos and stuff like that. I wasn’t even a fan of most piercings. Earrings were fine, but more than that I felt turned off.

		“Continuing along that vein, my perfect woman would be hairless beyond her head, eyebrows, and eyelashes. She would have undergone laser hair removal and then shaved or waxed everything else off.”

		“That makes sense,” I said. If someone was going to have all that tattoo work done, it made sense to make sure those tattoos were free from hair getting in the way. It would look weird to have a tattoo where hair then grew in over it. Not that most women had much hair, but with all that plastic surgery and focus on femininity, body hair seemed like a strange deviation. And it wasn’t like I had never considered laser hair removal before. It was way too expensive for me, but I had more than once shaved my body clean of hair. It felt good, but it required a lot of maintenance.

		“And I guess you could say I’m a sucker for piercings too,” Liam continued. I rolled my eyes at him, but he ignored my reaction. “In addition to her ears which would have several piercings, including a propensity to wear large hoops in her ears, she would have her tongue pierced three times, a stud in her right nostril, pierced nipples, a belly-button piercing that was frequently decorated with a long dangling piece of jewelry, and a piercing through her clit. I’m not talking about the clit hood, but that actual clit. If she wasn’t already constantly horny, that would stimulate her and make it so.”

		That was a lot to take in. I understood why women got certain piercings, especially belly-buttons. That seemed like a college right of passage in some places. And I couldn’t deny that there were some women who looked fantastic with belly-button piercings, but the rest, especially the tongue and clit piercings seemed like way too much. Considering this woman already had her lips inflated for giving better blowjobs, I had to wonder if her words would even be intelligible with the addition of all that metal in her mouth.

		“Of course, those wouldn’t be the only jewelry she would wear,” Liam continued. “My perfect woman would have a full collection of jewelry, including necklaces, bracelets and bangles, rings, and even anklets. Coupled with long nails that made it obvious she didn’t work a regular job, she would constantly be blinged out.”

		The woman’s image again shifted in my mind. Where once she had worn a normal top, now it was cropped to highlight her thin waist and dangling jewelry hanging from her navel. Her top was low cut to showcase both the size of her tits, and the accompanying cleavage, as well as give space for a series of gaudy necklaces to hang around her neck, but never blocking the view of her cleavage. And the top was tight enough to see that she wasn’t wearing a bra and that the barbells in her nipples could be seen poking at the fabric. It was obscene.

		“We’re nearing the end here,” Liam said before I could respond with my thoughts. “Her voice would be almost sickly sweet and high pitched. That is when she could be understood at all. Her lisp would be severe. But between her poor intelligence and difficulty speaking, most of the time she would just giggle.”

		“Of course she would,” I said. “We wouldn’t want her to sound like she was above her station.”

		“Speaking of which,” Liam interjected. “I haven’t even started talking about her job. The truth is, a woman like that wouldn’t be able to hold down a regular job. She would be too dumb and too prone to sex to not completely disrupt any professional environment. Instead, she would be a whore and a model. During the day she would take pictures and videos that I could sell online for her. And in the evenings, she would either work as an escort or a prostitute and stripper for various events, like bachelor parties and . We might even throw in the occasional porn movie shoot to keep her name out there. And the best part of all is that she would enjoy every moment of it. She would feel no shame. She would only feel proud that she was making cocks happy and that she was serving her master. She would call me Daddy. And even though tons of other guys would fuck her regularly, she would still love fucking me the most, especially since it would be me who was managing her career.”

		“You sick bastard,” I said, now finding myself growing angry at Liam’s description. Now that he seemed to be finished, I felt the need to give him a piece of my mind. “How can you be into that shit? Is your view of women really that low?”

		Liam shrugged his shoulders. “I’m just talking about my perfect woman. All the other women in the world can be scientists and feminists, but not my perfect woman.”

		I found my anger waning as I nodded in agreement. That made sense.

		“Anyway, enough about that,” Liam continued. “What made you stick around the coast?”

		“I’ve got a concert at the casino to go to tonight. I’ve got a room for after even.”

		“No kidding,” Liam said with a chuckle. “I’m going, too. We should go together.”

		I should have said no. I should have just walked away. Instead, I agreed. I agreed to go to the concert with Liam. And just like that, I felt as if my fate was sealed. Not that I understood any of that. It was just a feeling. Luckily, I couldn’t exactly feel bad about it. Other than Liam’s weird desires when it came to women, he seemed like a nice enough guy. And it wasn’t often I could share my love of music with someone else, especially a man.
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		I woke up in a hotel room with a pounding headache. That shouldn’t have been a surprise. I had let Liam accompany me at the concert and I drank far more than I should have. And then we came back to my hotel room and…

		“Shit,” I said out loud as I turned my head to see Liam in bed next to me, still fully asleep. And it wasn’t just that we had shared a bed for the night. We had done other things too. Memories of the night before were coming back to me slowly. The sex, so degrading in the way he had fucked me, had felt better than I ever could have imagined. Sex had never felt so good.

		However, my thoughts of the night before were quickly chased away when I sat up and for the first time noticed the weight and size of my breasts. I looked down into a deep valley of cleavage I had never had before. I reached up and cupped them, testing their weight and firmness. It was weird to see them, but the moment my hands touched my boobs, an overwhelming wave of pleasure hit me. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as I let out a low moan.

		“What the hell?” I said, trying to come to terms with the fact the tits on my chest were in fact mine. They looked almost bolted on, leaving no doubts about their composition. And if there were still doubts, the firmness of them was completely unnatural. There were no doubts that I had fallen asleep as my normal self and somehow woken up with implants stuffed into my tits.

		I slid out of bed and shuffled toward the bathroom. Somehow, despite the oddity of waking up next to a man I barely knew, I was not yet ready to confront him about what had happened the night before. Oddly, however, I felt no shame in having slept with him. There had been a few times in my past when I had one night stands. The morning after always left me with shame, but that wasn’t the case this time. In some strange and convoluted way, I felt proud about my actions. I couldn’t explain it.

		I closed the bathroom door before I flipped on the light, again not wanting to disturb Liam. But the moment I saw my reflection in the mirror, my jaw dropped. The woman looking back at me was completely unrecognizable. I felt like I was in someone else’s body, although more and more I realized how present I felt in my own skin. My body was screaming at me, announcing itself with a combination of arousal and sexual need.

		My body had been completely remade. It seemed the artist who had reformed my body had only one thing on their mind: sex. Just looking at my reflection, I found myself growing aroused. The tingle between my legs, which had already been there to a degree, now felt like a full blown fire. But there was no way that I could give into such urges while I had so many unanswered questions. My previously boring hair was now long and blonde. My nose had been reshaped, becoming more attractive, which I wasn’t against, but paired with thick pouting lips, it became more and more clear how I was going to be viewed from now on. Men would look at me and just see a blowjob dispenser.

		Seeing my tits in all their glory didn’t help matters. They completely dominated my image. They were too big to hide or even to downplay. No matter what clothes I wore, I would always be the blonde chick with the huge tits. But as I stood there, imagining myself wearing various outfits, I started to realize I couldn’t imagine myself wearing anything that wasn’t skimpy and revealing. If a top didn’t show cleavage, under-boob, or side-boob, if not all three, I didn’t want to wear it.

		But it wasn’t just my tits that pulled in my gaze. My waist seemed impossibly tiny, almost like I had ribs removed or had some sort of corset beneath my skin, tightening my midsection until I felt like a large pair of hands could completely encircle my waist. I turned to see that it was not just head-on that my waist looked small. It also looked small from the side. However, that movement also clued me into my sizable ass. It stuck out behind me like a bubble. I had never had much of a butt before, but this was unreal. I couldn’t believe it, another clear product of plastic surgery of some kind.

		I reached back and gave each ass cheek a squeeze. Another low moan escaped my lips. I could feel wetness building up along the lips of my pussy. I was entirely too turned on considering the situation I found myself in. I should have been terrified, but instead, I only felt aroused. I was a hot piece of ass now, something I had never been before.

		It was only after I had accepted that my body had been changed so radically that I noticed the rest of the changes. Tattoos were at the top of the list. My whole right arm was covered in a bright and colorful tattoo. There was a butterfly on my wrist and the rest seemed to be flowers and vines. I had always shied away from tattoos. They were too permanent for my tastes and I never knew how they would look in the future when I was older.

		But it didn’t end at the sleeve tattoo. I had another one on my other wrist and again just below my left boob on the ribcage. And finally, having turned around to see my ass, there was another one just above on the small of my back, a tribal piece that looked completely pointless. I couldn’t begin to express the disappointment I had in myself for getting such pointless ink. It was like I had just looked through a book and picked tattoos out at random.

		“This is bad,” I told my reflection. “Whoa,” I said a moment later, for the first time noticing the change in my voice. It was softer and much higher pitched. I almost sounded like a bimbo phone sex operator, if that was even a thing. It was like my vocal cords had tightened overnight.

		I opened my mouth to take a closer look, but when I stuck out my tongue, I discovered I had three holes in it. They were piercing holes.

		“Shit,” I said as I started looking over my body for other signs of piercings. My ears were the first place to start. My original holes were still there, but there were now additional holes as well. Then I saw the hole in my nose, a perfect spot for a small stud. After that, there were my nipples and my belly-button. However, as I stood there examining myself, I had the sense that I was missing something. I thought I had considered every possibility before I finally realized that some people get their clit hoods pierced. I checked and sighed with relief to see the small flap of skin that protected my clit was whole.

		“Oh my god,” I said when I spotted the last one. My clit hood had been left alone. It was my clit itself that had been pierced. All the piercings were empty now, but they all looked fully healed, as if I had them all done a long time ago. I didn’t even realize the clit could be pierced. It sounded dangerous. I never would have allowed a stranger near my most intimate areas, but even as I thought that, I did not feel the way I had expected. Deep down, I seemed completely willing to allow strange people to see and even touch me down there.

		What kind of woman was I?

		That was the question at hand. What kind of woman would allow herself to be turned into such a male fantasy? I couldn’t explain it, but the longer I stood there, the more I felt as if this new me was the natural me. This was the way I was supposed to be.

		I looked back toward the bathroom door, knowing just beyond it was the naked form of Liam. I licked my lips at the thought of waking him up with a morning blowjob. I wasn’t even sure what time it was, but it felt like the natural thing to do. It felt like the right thing to do. My stomach grumbled, almost like it was telling me to feed it with a load of cum.

		I grabbed the edge of the counter and braced myself with both hands. I looked down to see long nails at the end of my fingers. Of course a woman who looked like I did would have long nails. They weren’t painted, which made sense considering I was pretty sure I had short nails when I went to bed the night before.

		However, none of that mattered. I had all these questions about how my body had completely changed overnight, but none of them solved the issue that my body has indeed changed. There was nothing I could do. Liam, on the other hand, probably had answers.

		I turned off the bathroom light and then opened the door. I found Liam sitting up in bed, typing away on a laptop. But the moment I saw him all of my questions flew out of my head. Instead, there were only two thoughts remaining.

		“Daddy?” I said, not completely sure of what was happening. It felt like a fog was descending on my mind, filling my head with pink fluff. I could literally feel myself getting dumber and as scary as that might sound, it felt really good. All of my worries evaporated. All of the mental weight I had carried around with me all these years drifted away. I felt almost light headed as I realized I had just found myself in a new way of being. My body had changed and now so too had my mind and soul.

		“That’s right,” Liam said. “I was just finishing an online ad for your services. But now that I’m done, why don’t you come over here and suck my cock.”

		He phrased it like a question, but I knew it wasn’t. It was an order. I licked my lips with newfound hunger as I stepped forward. My hips swung back and forth automatically. This was how I was now. This was who I was.

		I climbed up onto the bed as Liam moved the covers away, exposing his naked lower half and his hard cock. I knew I had seen it before, but now I felt like I was seeing it in an entirely new light. It almost glowed with godliness. But then again, that should have been no surprise. Liam was my master and I was his bimbo. He could do whatever he wanted with me, fuck me in any of my willing holes or rent me out for stag parties and as an escort. I was a sex object and he knew exactly how I needed to be used.

		I took Liam’s shaft into my mouth, using every skill I had to give him pleasure. I might have been a dumb bimbo, but I knew a thing or two when it came to sex. And I counted blowjobs in the sex department. Anything to do with cock counted as sex to me. And as a sex object, I needed to be fully capable of giving a cock all the pleasure I could muster in whatever way was asked of me.

		“Fuck that’s nice,” Liam groaned as he leaned his head back and looked up toward the ceiling. I kept my eyes pointed skyward, looking up at his face, even if my position only let me see his chin. I needed to make sure I was giving him what he desired from me. I needed to watch for his pleasure so that I could do my best.

		However, a minute later, Liam was pushing me back, removing his cock from the reach of my tongue and mouth.

		“What’s wrong, Daddy?” I asked, pouting. I couldn’t understand why he wanted me to stop. I could have sworn I was doing a good job of sucking his cock. It was one of the few things I was good at.

		“We need to get your piercings filled before you suck my cock,” Liam answered. “So let’s get you turned around and I’ll fuck you instead.”

		“Oh goodie,” I squealed as I flipped around and presented my ass and pussy toward him. “I love getting fucked by your big cock.”

		Before I knew it, Liam was on his knees behind me. His hands reached out and grabbed me by the hips. He lined me up and then pulled me back toward him. The moment his cock pushed past the outer lips of my pussy, my eyes rolled up in the back of my head. I couldn’t remember ever feeling this good before. The pleasure was amazing and the way he filled me was unlike anything I could imagine. And that was knowing I had sex with Liam the night before, even though I had the feeling I wasn’t a bimbo then. Not that it made any sense. How could I have not been a bimbo? It wasn’t like implants could magically appear in my body. It wasn’t like every ounce of fat that I ever had around my waist had magically moved to my ass. A surgeon had done those things. I was a plastic bimbo and I loved being a dumb slut and whore. My life was all about looking sexy and having lots of sex. It seemed the perfect way to live to me.

		“That’s nice,” Liam said as he started with a steady rhythm, thrusting in and out of my pussy from behind. His hands never left my hips as he held onto them like handles, directing my movements so that they lined up with his own, increasing his pleasure and well as mine.

		“Yeah, Daddy,” I squealed. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

		“You stupid bimbo,” he called back. “That’s all you’re good for. You’re just a dumb slut who wants to have sex all the time.”

		“Yeah, Daddy,” I agreed. “I love it when you tell me what I am. I’m a perfect little bimbo whore for you.”

		It wasn’t long before Liam was approaching his big ending. I felt his cock twitch inside of me, telling me that he had passed his point of no return. He was going to cum, whether that was inside of me or if he pulled out and came all over my ass and back. I just wanted him to cum. That was what gave me real pleasure. I needed to please him. I needed to please his cock. That was all that mattered to me.

		Liam chose to cum in my pussy. The moment his hot white cum entered me, I came, joining him in the best pleasure I could ever imagine. My arms gave out, leaving my face planted in the bed covers, my ass still sticking up in the air as his balls continued to drain into me. I loved it when guys came in my pussy. Actually, I loved it when guys came anywhere. It didn’t really matter, although I was kind of glad I wouldn’t have to clean up my back. That was hard, since I couldn’t see behind me very well. But I wouldn’t say no to having my tramp stamp coated in what I viewed as white gold.

		“We’ve got a big day planned for you,” Liam said after he had pulled out of me. I jumped up and immediately started licking his cock clear of our combined juices. “We need to get your piercings filled with some nice jewelry, something that demonstrates you’re both a dumb bimbo and a wanton whore. We also need to get you clothes. I can fix up your rocker chick stuff for now, but we need to get you in some proper outfits as soon as possible. And hopefully by then I’ll have arranged for someone to fuck you tonight. Don’t worry your pretty little head. I’ll handle the financial side of things. You just have to do what you do best. Do you know what that is, Wendy?”

		“Fuck?” I said, posing it as a question because I wasn’t sure of the answer.

		“Exactly,” Liam said as he bopped me on the nose. “Now go hop in the shower. We’ve got lots to do today, including getting you back to the city so we can close out your old boring life and get you rolling full throttle into your new one.”

		“Thank you, Daddy,” I said as I quickly kissed Liam on the cheek. Then I hopped off the bed and hurried into the bathroom again. I vaguely understood that this wasn’t my life before I met Liam, but I didn’t like to think about that. Whatever had come before was boring and unimportant. I had found my perfect life. And with Liam always there to guide me, I knew everything would be great.

		“And while you do that,” Liam added, “I’m going to resign from my job. Who’d have thought my little bimbo would be the breadwinner around here. I could never have imagined I’d be managing the career of a bimbo like you.”

		I couldn’t help but smile. As I hopped in the shower, I couldn’t help but imagine how nice it would be to dance and provide entertainment for a group of men while wearing a skimpy and sexy outfit, my body decked out in jewelry and my face covered in heavy layers of makeup. I was going to look so good. And I was going to make lots of cocks very happy. What more could a bimbo like me ask for? I was a perfect woman and that’s all I ever wanted to be.
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