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​Part 1: My Best Friend’s Slut
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GOING AWAY TO COLLEGE was bittersweet. I wanted, no, needed to get out from under my parents’ roof, and I saw this as my opportunity to redefine myself. Most young people, I think, have that same hope when they strike out on their own, be it for college or just into their first place.

For me, there was an additional level. I’m lesbian and have known that since middle school. Coming out to my parents, however, had never seemed like a prudent move, what with my religious father constantly railing against the degradation of society by “them gays.” Looking back, I suspect he may have been struggling with some same-sex desires and fighting them with vitriolic anti-gay conviction. Regardless, I never felt safe in their home.

I spent most of my time, when I could, at my best friend’s house. Her parents were divorced, and she lived with her mom, whom I adored. For a while, I even had a crush on her. She was confident and successful, pretty and stylish; the kind of woman I wanted to be. And, most of all, she never said anything offensive about gender or sexuality or anything else, for that matter. I just felt way more comfortable there.

My best friend, Lauren, was a clone of her mother, no matter how much she tried to convince others that she was nothing like her. She had the same sassy, sometimes bossy, attitude, the same tendency to laugh at dry humor, and the same naturally auburn hair, except that Lauren had decided to “rebel” by having a long pink streak down the back. Oooo, so edgy. I hope you could feel the sarcasm there.

The bitter part of moving away was the separation from my BFF. We still talked all the time and texted almost constantly, but it wasn’t the same. And before you jump to any erroneous conclusions, no, we were not romantically involved. Not that I hadn’t thought/fantasized about it on occasion, but neither of us wanted to risk our friendship over hormones. Also, Lauren was...unstable when it came to intimate relationships. She went through boys and girls like someone with a cold goes through tissues. Blow them until they are all wet and limp, then throw them away for a fresh one. I had never seen her keep dating someone beyond the excitement of the courtship. Once she had them, Lauren no longer wanted them.

When I mentioned how fucked up that was, she just shrugged and said that she didn’t know what she was looking for yet, but knew when it wasn’t going to happen. I could kind of understand that, even if I felt for the people she dumped.

I had dated a bit in secret, at least secret from my parents. None of those turned into lasting relationships despite my best efforts. They were passionate and hot, but I kept attracting girls questioning their sexuality, only for them to decide that they were straight after being with me for a while. It seemed like I was the opposite of the lesbian converting straight girls; I was the one chasing them back into being straight! After the third version of that, my ego and confidence were in the dumps. Being a femme lesbian who is attracted to femme lesbians, however, means that finding your match seems hopeless, no matter how open you are. Closeted? Forget it.

So, arriving at college, I was determined to up my game. I was going to be out and proud. I was going to learn how to be the lesbian my father worried about ‘turning’ his little girl.

Pledging to a sorority did not go as I had hoped. Not one of the women there tried to abuse their position and have me perform sexual favors for them! Trying to hook up at parties was a total crap shoot. Meeting other women was possible, but I had a moral problem with getting too intimate with an inebriated person. I still got some nice makeout sessions and some heavy petting, but nothing beyond second base.

All this resulted in me coming home for the first winter break totally down on myself and my romantic prospects for college. If you looked up the term ‘sexually frustrated,’ you’d find my picture. Lauren, on the other hand, had blossomed. Not only had she met someone, she had brought them home for the break!

I learned this only after she invited me over to hang out shortly after we were both back in town. Lauren met me at the door, stepping outside to give me an excited, squealing hug. This was slightly out of the ordinary, not because of the hug, but because she came out and closed the door rather than just letting me in.

“Hey,” she said after we let each other go. “So, I want you to meet someone.”

My eyebrows rose. Meet someone? The look on her face was nervous, girlish excitement. I had never seen her look this way about anything since, well, ever. Was this what ‘smitten’ looked like?

“Okaaay,” I replied.

Lauren opened the door and took my hand, guiding me inside. At first, all I saw was a head from the back and long blonde hair cascading over the cushions of the couch. When the door closed, the figure rose and turned around.

I swear, it was like she was turning in slow motion. The woman wore a cream-colored dress that looked like it was out of a magazine. The top fit perfectly, the conservative back becoming, as she turned, an alluring exposé on showing just enough skin in unexpected places to tantalize without looking slutty. The front looked like two separate pieces flowing over her shoulders, meeting at her breasts, then continuing to opposite sides, leaving her midriff exposed. The pieces swirled together over the top of her legs like an incredible, flat braid that left small strategic holes where her thighs could be glimpsed. With a graceful jerk of the head, the woman’s hair swung around to cascade over her shoulder, and her blazing blue eyes connected with mine.

Until that moment, I had never experienced being utterly speechless by a person’s appearance. This woman was more than pretty; she was something out of an Insta post with the glam filter on. But there was no filter.

Somewhere deep in my head, a voice was screaming for me to act normal, but I couldn’t hear it over the rushing of blood through my ears.

The woman was curving around the sofa and coming toward me, hands reaching in my direction.

“Oh, my goodness, I’ve heard so much about you!” she said in a subtle, but unmistakable German accent.

She stopped a foot away and leaned forward, kissing the air beside my right, then left cheek.

“That’s la bise,” Lauren said from beside me. “It’s a European thing.”

“Ahch, she already knows that!” the goddess of a woman in front of me said, giving Lauren a dismissive wave of her hand. Taking my wrists, the woman took a half step back and spread our arms out. “And you are even more exquisite than my beautiful Lauren described you. Shame on you,” she scolded my best friend, “for not telling me how captivating she is.”

I was blushing with the praise and doing my best not to look enthralled. The silly grin couldn’t be controlled, though. If those words had come from almost any other person, I probably would have laughed in their face at how obviously they were trying to butter me up, but in that moment, I was drinking it in as though I’d found an oasis in the middle of the desert.

“Stop it, Bianca, you’re embarrassing my friend!”

The blonde’s bottom lip jutted out, and she let go of my arms.

“Very well. I will just have to undress her in my imagination,” she finished.

“Bianca!” Lauren shot, but the blonde did not seem fazed.

“I am being honest,” she shrugged.

Then she winked. At me. I got the impression that this was all to embarrass Lauren more than me.

My friend huffed, but turned to me.

“Ali, this is Bianca. Bianca, my very best friend Alison.”

“Umm, hi,” I forced from my throat. “It’s...good to meet you.” The shock was starting to wear off, but the charged aura around this woman still had me, and wasn’t letting go.

“I feel like we have already met, as much as Lauren talks about you,” Bianca said.

I looked quizically at my friend, who was acting embarrassed.

“I don’t talk about her that much,” Lauren defended herself.

“Darling, I know as much about Alison as I know about you.” Then she smirked. “Very well, not quite as much in some ways.” Her eyes roamed over me, emphasizing her innuendo.

Damn, this woman had bravado oozing from every pore. It was, frankly, incredibly sexy.

“So,” I interjected, deciding to steer the conversation in a safer direction, “how long have you two been dating?”

There was an uncomfortable silence that left me baffled. That wasn’t supposed to be a trick question. Bianca looked at Lauren, waiting for her to answer, but Lauren wouldn’t meet my gaze.

“If you are not going to say it, I will,” the German woman announced. “We are not ‘dating’ in the usual sense. I am...how do you say...her slut.”

I laughed. It was clearly a joke. The flat delivery, the absurd phrasing; it was right out of a Monty Python sketch.

But I was the only one laughing. My best friend looked like she wanted to crawl into a corner, while Bianca just watched me with a bemused expression.

I started looking around for a camera.

“Am I being pranked? Is this going up on TikTok later?”

Again, there was silence in response to my questions.

“Did I say it wrong?” Bianca asked Lauren.

“N..no...No, you...got it right,” my BFF replied, not looking around.

“What the fuck?” I was starting to get perturbed. “What the actual fuck? Lauren, you'd better explain this.”

“Uhhhgg,” my friend groaned. “I was trying to avoid this, B. Fine. Can we sit down first?”

We moved to the living room. I walked faster than the others and sat. My best friend plopped down across from me, and the blonde model took a spot on the floor with one elbow across Lauren’s legs. My brows rose at my friend, but she ignored my expression.

“I met Bianca on the way home from a night class,” Lauren began.
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IT WAS DARK AND RAINING as Lauren walked across campus, taking the absolute shortest route to get out of the downpour as quickly as possible. The umbrella kept her upper half from getting wet, but the driving rain still soaked her legs and shoes with every step. After a month at college, she knew all the paths from anywhere to her dorm room.

Cutting through a rarely traveled walkway between a parking garage and the psychology building, she caught something, an unusual shadow, coming from the alcove in front of a heavy metal door. Lauren stopped and looked back to see a woman. The girl was curled into the corner of the opening where anyone coming out of the door would squish her, but she was at least partially protected from the rain.

Lauren froze, unsure what to do. The woman looked like she might be another student, but it was hard to tell. The attempt to stay dry had failed miserably. Her hair was stringy and matted around her face. What looked like a windbreaker hung on her shoulders, barely concealing a light garment underneath that left her legs bare. The white material was nearly see-through and plastered to her skin, revealing an amazing figure.

The woman with the umbrella wasn’t thinking about that at that moment. Her mind was frantically trying to decide how to react. She couldn’t ignore this and leave the woman here. But why was she out here like this? Did her boyfriend abuse her? Was she a homeless person? Or, based on her clothes, a prostitute who was abandoned to the elements when her john was done with her?

Pushing all of these irrelevant thoughts to the side, Lauren stepped into the brick alcove and covered both of them with the umbrella as she squatted down. The creature looked up, one blue eye visible, the other covered with wet hair.

“Let’s get you out of the rain,” the auburn-haired woman said, offering the other a hand.

“N..nein, Mis....Mistress will b..b..be mad,” the girl said, shivering through her words.

There was a slight accent Lauren couldn’t place.

“Whoever that is, they’re an asshole for leaving you out here. Now come on!”

When the girl still wouldn’t take her hand, she reached down and brushed away some of the hair clinging to her face. The poor thing flinched like she had been hit, but didn’t pull away. She stared up at Lauren with a strange, blank expression. Even in the dim light and soaked through, Lauren could tell that the woman was striking. In a different situation, even this wet look would have been sexy.

“Sweetie, you can’t stay here like this,” Lauren explained in as soothing a voice as she could. “You’re going to catch pneumonia or get attacked or something. I’ll take care of you, I promise.”

The blue eyes blinked, water dripping off her lashes and down her cheeks.

“Care...promise?” she muttered.

“I promise. You’re safe with me.”
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“SO, THAT’S HOW WE MET,” Lauren explained. “Or, I guess you could say, how I found her. No ID, no money, and no memory of anything before the next morning. She doesn’t even remember me taking her from that doorway.”

“Weird,” was all I could think to say.

“I know, right? She didn’t seem to be in immediate danger health-wise, so I took her to my dorm, got her warm and dry, then called the police.”

Lauren explained how the authorities had insisted that she take the woman to a hospital. She was physically fine. Later, a police detective had fingerprinted her and taken pictures for a facial recognition match, but nothing had come up yet on either front. There were no missing person reports that matched, and nothing in their databases connected to the prints or her picture. Lauren had also done some amateurish social media searches and found nothing.

“She’s a mystery,” she concluded.

I looked at Bianca in a whole new light. Even so, Lauren’s story didn’t answer much.

“And what’s with this thing about being your...you know?” I gestured to the blonde kneeling contentedly at her feet.

“That’s part of the mystery. She gets agitated when you ask her to exercise any free will of her own.  Her name, for example, ‘Bianca,’ is something she picked out because she liked how it sounded, but that took nearly an hour of me convincing her that it was okay for her to pick one instead of me. I thought she was going to have an aneurysm!”

“Sooo, your relationship... It’s just for her comfort?” I asked, skeptical.

“Completely!” Lauren assured, but looked away quickly.

I just stared her down until our eyes met again, and she cringed.

“I mean, yeah, mostly.”

“Mostly?”

“Well...it’s not...fuck...it’s not like I don’t get something out of it!” Lauren said defensively. “Who wouldn’t want a willing servant who seems to actually enjoy being told what to do?”

“A servant is not a...a slut, Lauren,” I pointed out.

Again, she chose not to look at me as she answered. “Bianca has, well, other needs too.”

I should have let that drop. It was none of my business, but my curiosity about what my BFF and this beautiful enigma were doing in private got the better of me.

“Like what?”

Lauren sighed. “Let’s just say that she gets anxious if she hasn’t...gotten me off recently.”

“Gotten you...oh, my god! You’re serious! What is ‘recently’?”

The redhead put her face in her hands, but answered.

“Ali, you’re killing me! Twice a day, okay? Happy?”

My best friend was having sex twice a day with a blonde bombshell, and she was asking me if I was happy. Swallowing a derisive snort, I cocked an eyebrow and smirked.

“Are you happy?”

Lauren didn’t answer, but the smile creeping onto her face and the twinkle in her eye told me everything. I took in Bianca again, feeling a little strange talking about her like she wasn’t right there in the room. For her part, the blonde seemed attentive but unconcerned. Her head was resting on my friend’s thigh as her bright eyes watched me.

I’m a little ashamed to admit that in that moment, I was jealous. A whole semester had passed with zero action for me, but my best friend came home with an enthralled supermodel. My life sucked.

“How has your mom taken you bringing home a girlfriend?” I asked.

“You know my mom,” Lauren replied, relaxing when the topic changed to something less charged. “She was surprised, but totally warm and welcoming.”

Increasingly, the conversation drifted away from the sexy blonde elephant in the room to more mundane happenings like rumors about classmates, rumors about teachers, rumors about parents, and just rumors in general. The whole time, Bianca stayed quiet, neither looking perturbed nor disinterested.

I confided in Lauren about how frustrated I was with my lack of a romantic social life, and she gave me encouragement, telling me to be patient and not to give up. All nice platitudes, but it didn’t lift my spirits any.

Only toward the end of my visit did the blonde begin to seem distracted. Her hands began to casually rub Lauren’s leg. A few minutes later, she was slowly closing and opening her eyes as she rubbed her cheek against my friend’s thigh. When she started making quiet whimpers and licking her lips, I couldn’t stay silent any longer.

“Is she okay?”

“Oh, yeah,” Lauren assured, looking down at the blonde and putting a hand on her shoulder. “She’s just getting a little horny. She’s got another half an hour before she starts touching herself.”

“I thought you said that she needed to get you off?”

“Anyone, really,” my friend answered. “She keeps getting more and more flustered until she can’t control herself and will make herself climax wherever she happens to be.”

“Bianca,” I tried to get the blonde’s attention. Her eyes fluttered and focused on me. “Are you okay, sweetie?”

She sat up, and all of her nervous jitters were gone, replaced by a feral, horny feline. Going to all fours, she began crawling to me. For a moment, the eroticism of her movements and the hungry look in her eyes made me pause, caught in her aura, but I brought it under control. This woman was not responsible for her actions.

“Let me please you, Miss Alison,” Bianca purred, nearly to me.

“Whoa there, B,” Lauren was saying as she stood up and grabbed Bianca’s long blonde hair somewhat roughly, pulling her to a stop. The girl just whimpered and looked pleadingly at me. “Go into the bathroom and make yourself cum, then you can rejoin us.”

The blonde’s bottom lip quivered, but she turned and crawled to the restroom, not bothering to stand or close the door behind her.

“That’s some major conditioning going on there,” I commented while Lauren sat back down.

“There’s a small army of psychologists and psychiatrists trying to figure out what was done and how to reverse it. The best we can do is to keep her calm and sane by letting her fulfil her...her programming.”

“My god, that sounds awful,” I said, thinking of poor Bianca.

Lauren shrugged and looked embarrassed again. “It’s not that bad,” she grinned.

From the other room, we began to hear moans as the blonde hottie was clearly enjoying whatever she was doing to herself.

“Lauren!” I exclaimed. “Surely you can’t be enjoying this?” Even as I said it, though, my words felt silly. Why couldn’t she enjoy it?

“I’m just saying that I’ve had worse jobs, and a lot worse relationships.”

I looked at my oldest friend with a new perspective and saw something there.

“You’re...you have feelings for her?” I asked, cocking my head to the side.

“Maybe...I don’t know,” Lauren admitted. “It’s so hard to say. We are intimate a LOT, and that does something, you know?”

The sound coming from the bathroom was rising in pitch and tempo.

“Sex isn’t all there is in a relationship,” I pointed out.

“I know that! But it’s really good sex,” Lauren blushed. “She’s really enthusiastic.”

As if to underline her point, the moans from the bathroom became a desperate crescendo of ecstasy, effectively drowning out any conversation Lauren and I might be having. We both just looked at each other for the several seconds it took for Bianca to finish. Silence persisted for another minute until the woman walked back out of the room like she was on a modeling runway, perfectly put together with no sign of what had just happened.

She returned to her kneeling position on the floor next to Lauren and brushed her hair over one ear.

“Thank you, Miss Lauren. I feel better now.”

My best friend smiled and petted her hair like she was a pet.

“That will hold her for about an hour. It lasts longer if she has a partner,” Lauren explained.

I guess that explained why my friend had to be involved at all, but the whole thing felt off in a way that I couldn’t put my finger on. That wasn’t really a topic I wanted to go into, especially in front of Bianca, so I let it drop.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


TWO WEEKS LATER, I arrived at a Christmas party hosted by one of our old High School friends. Technically, it was hosted by his parents, but whatever. I was wearing my LBD and my wavy brown hair in a ponytail. The house was in one of the nicer areas of the suburbs with a circular drive and concrete lions framing a staircase to the front door. It was large and ornate in a way that felt fake. There were plenty of ostentatious elements, but they all reeked of being factory-made rather than custom, like the lions. Still, it was way better than my place, so who was I to judge?

I had never been the social butterfly, go figure, but I wasn’t a hermit or outcast either. For that reason, I got invited to lots of parties. None where I would be anything more than in the background, but I still had fun, and there were still people, like Lauren and a few others, who I enjoyed hanging out with.

After handing my present to the host, probably the real reason I was invited, and saying the customary greetings, I wandered in search of someone I knew. I quickly spotted an unusually large group hovering around...Bianca?

As I got closer, I got a better look at her. She was wearing a long red dress with a subtle vine pattern embroidered to emphasize her curves. It had a deep cowl neck that accentuated her cleavage with big red bows on the straps going over her shoulders. She looked absolutely stunning. In my head, I thought she would look fantastic in a burlap sack, but in that outfit, she was downright radiant. The crowd around her proved that I was not the only one who thought so.

Looking at the surrounding people, I did not see Lauren. I recognized some people from my graduating class among those close by, but no one I would consider a friend. Edging through, Bianca noticed me and gasped.

“Ahhh, Alison, I’m so glad to see you!” the blonde called, stepping toward me and encircling me in a hug. I returned her embrace, which lasted a fraction longer than I was expecting. “Lauren said you would be here. Everyone,” her voice rose a little in volume as she let go and turned to the people around. “This is my very good friend, Alison!” I looked around with a closed-mouth smile. “Oh, but I’m being silly. I’m sure most of you already know each other.”

This was not the timid creature I had witnessed just a few days ago. Today’s Bianca was vivacious and charming. Had she had some kind of breakthrough? Or maybe this was just how she normally was in groups. After all, I had only seen her in the privacy of my friend’s house. Either way, it was nice to see her acting so...normal.

Leaning close, I asked, “Where is Lauren?”

“She went to get us drinks,” the blonde replied. “She should return any moment.”

With that, she threaded her arm with mine, effectively locking me to her. Maybe she wasn’t quite as at ease as she let on, I thought. Fine, I could be her support. I wasn’t planning on going anywhere anyway. Besides, how could I not be flattered to be on the arm of the most beautiful woman in the room?

“Did you all know that Alison placed second last year at the Junior Racquetball Nationals?” Bianca said excitedly.

“It’s not that big a deal,” I added quickly.

Okay, it was a big deal to me, but it wasn’t the same as other sports. Racquetball wasn’t mainstream, and anyone could compete in Junior Nationals if you registered, paid your fee, and could get there. Still, people didn’t sign up unless they thought they could compete, and second place was one of my most proud moments. Lauren must have mentioned it to her. It was still sweet of her to boast about me. The onlookers were impressed, which was a jolt to my ego, but also went against my desire to remain unnoticed.

Luckily, Lauren returned before I had to really respond to that. She was also looking cute in a fitted red sequin mini with white Santa fur at the hem. On her hands were matching finger-loop gloves. To finish off the look, she wore a fur choker with a tiny red bow in the middle and a pair of small, reindeer antlers and ears on her head. The whole look was subtly naughty. The LBD I was wearing suddenly seemed almost drab.

“Aww, you look adorable,” I praised.

Instead of her face brightening when seeing me, my best friend’s eyes flashed to my arm, entwined with Bianca’s, and squinted momentarily. Then she smiled, but it seemed forced.

“Doesn’t she?” the blonde jumped in. “We went shopping yesterday and picked these out.”

“You both look beautiful!” I said.

“Here’s your drink,” Lauren interjected, almost speaking over me.

The rest of the party was overtly tense between us. There wasn’t anything blatant; it was just her body language and avoiding eye contact. She seemed nervous and unusually subdued. Maybe she was afraid that Bianca was going to blurt something about being her slut again.

For her part, the blonde seemed completely at ease the entire time. If she was feeling any of the arousal build-up that I had witnessed the other day, she was doing a great job of hiding it. The more I watched, the more I was certain that it wasn’t an act.

When Bianca excused herself to go to the restroom, I took the opportunity to whisper to Lauren.

“She seems very relaxed. You two must have had quite a session before the party,” I teased, nudging her gently with my elbow.

Her eyes flashed with something. Worry? Surprise? Then she smiled and gave an amused grunt.

“Something like that.”

“Well, whatever you’re doing, it seems to be working,” I noted. “She seems...normal. Is it too personal to ask?”

Lauren blushed and looked away.

“The doctor said that to counter the conditioning, we should encourage her to express herself and...do what she wants,” she explained.

“It seems to be helping.”

“Yeah,” she answered just as Bianca returned.

“Did you miss me?” the blonde said as she stepped in close.

I thought the question was just your standard joke greeting, but she was staring right at me. The focus of those incredible blue eyes made the statement feel way more personal, and I let out an involuntary giggle.

“You’re so cute,” Bianca grinned at me. “You both are,” she added, turning to Lauren as well. “But Lauren, dear, I think we need to go home.”

There was an unspoken signal that passed between them, and my friend’s eyes opened slightly wider as she answered.

“Oh. All right. We’ll just say goodbye to...”

“Now,” the picturesque blonde insisted.

Without waiting for an answer, Bianca grabbed Lauren’s hand and started dragging her away. My friend looked back apologetically, but the two of them were out the door a moment later. Bianca might not have been as recovered as she was making out to be, and it seemed like she had hit her limit rather suddenly.

I milled around for a little while longer, but left soon after saying goodbye to those whom I knew well enough to notice if I left.

No sooner had I gotten into my car when I got a text from Lauren. It said that she needed my help and to come to her place quickly. My mind immediately went to Bianca. I replied that I was on my way and started up the vehicle.

On getting to Lauren’s front door, it swung open before I could knock, with my best friend waving me inside. She didn’t let me get very far, however. Blocking me from leaving the foyer, Lauren stepped close and took both of my hands in hers.

“Thank goodness you’re here!” she began. “I’m really sorry to put you in this situation, but I don’t know what else to do.” I’d never seen her so scared.

“What is it? What do you need? You know I’m here for you,” I said, trying to calm her down.

“I’ll explain everything later. Right now, I need you...” She closed her eyes briefly and took a breath. “I need you to have sex with Bianca.”

“What?!” My back straightened, and I looked at my friend like she was crazy.

Where the hell had that come from? Don’t get me wrong, the notion was not unpalatable, just shocking. No matter how much I might have fantasized about that multiple times since meeting the woman, having sex on command was not exactly on my radar.

“Look, she wants you,” Lauren explained. “She’s not responding to anything...anyone else, and I think she’s regressing by the minute. Please, Ali, I know this is a lot to ask...”

Her words faded from my comprehension. Possibly the most classically beautiful woman I had ever met in person wanted me? Months, maybe years, of pent-up sexual energy and need bubbled to the surface.

“I’ll do it,” I blurted.

“Y..you will?” my friend sounded pleasantly surprised. “Great!”

She let go of my hands and stepped to one side, putting a palm on the small of my back. Together, we walked into the living room. In the corner was a completely naked Bianca curled into the fetal position and shaking. She looked so helpless and frightened. I couldn’t imagine what she must be going through, but my heart ached for her.

“Bianca, look who came to visit!” Lauren announced and urged me forward with a little push on my back. I suddenly felt like a sacrificial lamb.

“Hi, sweetie,” I greeted, stepping forward slowly. “How are you feeling?”

Her chin rose, her eyes gradually focusing on me.

“Alison?” she squeaked.

As if flipping a switch, her trembling body settled, and she began unwinding herself. As she stood up, I got my first unobstructed view of her form, and it took my breath away. She was a goddess. I consider every woman’s body to be a work of art, but I couldn’t deny the perfection approaching me.

The scared girl in the corner from moments ago had morphed into a predator - and I was the prey. I stood there, watching her close the distance, wondering what I had just agreed to, yet feeling my body already responding.

As the blonde got within arm's reach, she licked her lips and took my face in her hands. In the next instant, the naked woman was pressed against me, our lips enmeshed like long-time lovers.

For several seconds, I hung there in her hands while her tongue slowly but insistently breached my teeth and circled itself around my own. When she moved from my mouth to my jaw, I felt the loss and wanted her back. Then she kissed my neck, and I let myself melt into that sensation. My hands took her hips, enjoying the smooth skin and the taper into her waist. Reaching further, I slid to her rear and reveled in how her butt both resisted and conformed to my grip.

Vaguely, I was aware that the zipper on my dress was being pulled down and welcomed the promise of her skin on mine. She exposed my back, then my shoulders, then the rest of me as the black dress pooled around my feet. I stepped out of it, kicking off my heels in the process. Without the extra height, the German woman stood a couple of inches above me.

Bianca’s lips tugged on my earlobe, then nibbled, sending tiny sparks through me. I pulled us closer, caught up in the meshing of our bodies like a puzzle. I could sense her heartbeat, her firm breasts, her nipples, our legs moving against each other, and the warmth of her sex hovering at the top of my thigh. My fingers traced her spine to the small of her back, and how it so elegantly became the crevice between her cheeks.

“I’m going to make you so happy,” Bianca whispered in my ear.

To my disappointment, she stepped back and put her hands on my shoulders, urging me to turn around. I did, abruptly putting me facing my best friend, still dressed in her naughty reindeer outfit. In the brief time since Bianca and I started, I had forgotten that Lauren was still in the room. Now I was nearly naked in front of her. Instinctively, I put my arms across my chest.

Bianca pressed into my back a moment later, her arms folding around mine and grabbing hold of my wrists.

“It’s alright, Ali, she doesn’t mind. Do you, Lauren?”

My friend moved her head slightly from side to side, her eyes scanning me.

“Do what she wants,” Lauren added, finally lifting her eyes to mine.

I resisted her moving my arms for another heartbeat, then relented, letting her put them against my sides. Lauren’s gaze drifted to my exposed chest. Like a physical touch, my skin tingled where her eyes traced, my nipples hardening in response. Behind me, Bianca’s hands moved to the waistband of my panties. I looked over my shoulder to catch her squatting behind me and my underwear going with her. Stepping out of those, I turned back to Lauren, who took in my now fully naked body.

Fingertips, like flower petals, touched my ankles and traced up the outside of my legs, making me shiver. As they reached my hips, the fingertips became hands gripping me and bringing me back into contact with the woman behind me. Her presence was comforting, and I let myself rest against that soft warmth.

Arms enveloped me, reaching around, one resting on my mons, the other just below my right breast. Why did she stop?

“Isn’t she beautiful?” the voice behind me asked.

I thought she was referring to Lauren in her red sequined dress that showed off her legs, her auburn hair with the pink streak down the back, and the cute reindeer ears and antlers. I was about to answer when my best friend spoke up.

“So beautiful,” she replied.

Then a finger found my already damp labia just as the other hand lifted my breast and a finger strummed across my stiff nipple. I could count on two digits the times anyone else had touched me in those places, and my mind was reeling. My head inclined back against Bianca’s shoulder as a soft moan escaped my throat.

What would Lauren think of me, I wondered, acting like this in front of her? I had intended to lead Bianca to a bedroom, but everything happened so fast. Now I was being fingered in front of my best friend and couldn’t bring myself to break the mood. I wanted this too much, and what she was already doing felt too good for me to risk stopping it even for a moment, even if that resulted in Lauren seeing me as a sex starved deviant.

A slick finger circled my clit while another circled my nipple in unison. My eyes closed, and I moaned again, louder. A second finger joined the first in both locations and continued to manipulate me. Then they split and came back together with both my erotic buttons captured between them.

They squeezed, and my knees went weak with the sudden, almost overwhelming pleasure. It was on the edge of rough, but felt incredible. To steady myself, I grabbed hold of Bianca’s strong thighs behind me.

“OOHHH, my god, yeeesss,” I heard myself utter.

Bianca’s lips were on my neck again, her teeth dragging sensually across the tender skin. I melted. My legs almost gave out again, but the blonde held me up against her.

Just as I was regaining my balance, another sensation rocked me that I wasn’t expecting. A warmth engulfed my left nipple and sucked it in.

“AAHHHNN,” I cried, then looked down to see Lauren’s puckered lips attached to my chest.

Her cheeks became concave, and my nipple was pulled deeper. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing or experiencing, but I was beyond caring about the consequences.

Our eyes met, each of us searching the other for confirmation that this was okay. In answer, I brought my hands to Lauren’s head and pressed her closer, deeper. She responded by swirling her tongue and coaxing another pleasured moan from me.

In my primed state, and with so much stimulation, my orgasm rose quickly. No sooner had I relaxed with the idea of having sex with my best friend than the dam broke.

“Oh, SHIT!” I exclaimed in surprise. “I’m gonna...AAAHHNN!”

I couldn’t finish the warning before my body convulsed. My two lovers continued their assault and held me up as I rode the wave shooting through me.

As the euphoric tail began and my muscles relaxed, Lauren straightened up and took me into her arms. I held on, still not sure if my legs would hold me.

“That was so hot,” she whispered and kissed my cheek.

I was so wrapped up in Lauren’s embrace that I hadn’t noticed Bianca getting to her knees behind me. The next thing I knew, hands were pulling my cheeks apart, followed quickly by a tongue licking my dripping hole. My eyes shot open, and I sucked in a breath. Instinctively, I leaned forward into my friend and arched my back to give the blonde better access.

My sex was so sensitive! Every touch seemed amplified. I jerked with even the softest caress of my clit, this time from her warm tongue.

“Just relax and enjoy it,” Lauren said.

Relax, she said. A beautiful blonde woman was giving me my first oral experience, and she wanted me to relax? I almost laughed, then a tongue spearing my hole cut that short.

“Oh, fuck...” I groaned, leaning further forward, resting my head on my friend’s shoulder. “She’s really good at THAAAAT...!”

A string of little vocalizations followed with each movement, each touch. To my amazement, another orgasm started to build. This one came more slowly, giving me time to appreciate every nuance, every erotic moment of sensual escalation. Lauren must have noticed.

“Are you going to cum again?” she asked, her voice sweet and encouraging.

I nodded, gripping her tighter as the pleasure built.

“Don’t,” she ordered. “Not yet.” I whimpered, but wanted to follow her lead. “Hold it off for as long as you can. It will be better that way, I promise.”

As I practically hung on her, Lauren reached under and took hold of both my breasts like she owned them. The forceful treatment momentarily broke my concentration on the impending climax while also making my senses buzz.

“MMmmnn...” I voiced.

“You like it a little rough, Ali?” Lauren asked rhetorically. “I had a feeling you might.”

She groped me again, harder, this time including my nipples in the treatment. At the same time, Bianca’s tempo had increased and started to focus more on my clit again. I was trying to let the climax build, but I wasn’t sure how much longer I could do that.

“Lauren, I’m...getting so close...”

“Just a little longer. You can do it,” she urged.

I whined, but I didn’t want to disappoint her. I wanted to make her happy with me. Was this what Bianca felt?

“NNNGG...” I groaned as I tamped down another attempt by my body to let go.

“You’re being such a good girl for me,” my best friend cooed. “I’m going to count down from ten, Ali. You ready?”

“Oh, my...fuck, yeesss!”

“Ten...nine...eight...”

Bianca shifted, her lips surrounding my button as her tongue whipped against it.

“Seven...six...five...four...almost there, babe.”

My whole body started trembling with the effort and approaching bliss.

“Three...two...”

My clit was sucked between the blonde’s lips, in and out quickly. FUCK! I wasn’t going to make it!

“One...zero...cum for me, Ali!”

My mind and body exploded with a lightning bolt of pure ecstasy. That initial strike was followed by rolling thunder that kept cresting one after another. The distinction of whether those were separate events or one long orgasm was irrelevant while I shook in the throes of each one washing over me.

I couldn’t tell you how long it lasted. Probably less than a minute, but it might have been longer. As the last peek faded away, my first indication that my perceptions were suspect came from the fact that I was on my knees, still in Lauren’s arms, with a thin sheen of perspiration covering my body. She was hugging me close and stroking my hair as we rocked gently.

“...gonna be so good together,” she was saying.

Inclining my head, I looked up into Lauren’s caring face and smiled.

“That was...” I sighed, “amazing.”

“You don’t know how long I’ve wanted to hold you like this, Ali,” Lauren said.

“That’s enough, Lauren. I’ve got her now,” Bianca said in a commanding tone from above.

“I...I was just...” My best friend’s voice suddenly sounded timid.

“Go tell your mother to bring us some water, then wait in the basement,” the blonde ordered.

What was going on? My heart hammered against my ribs. Lauren, say something, I pleaded silently. Tell her no.

“Yes, Bianca,” Lauren murmured. She let go of me and walked toward the kitchen.

I was left alone on the floor, naked and trembling, as Bianca turned her gaze on me.

“She was so easy to program,” Bianca said, her German accent sounding richer, more melodic, and infinitely more dangerous. “Lauren has spent her whole life trying to be like her mother. Strong. Independent. Successful. It took a while, but ultimately, it was a very simple matter to show her how exhausting that lie was. I gave her the gift of not having to choose anymore.”

“Lauren’s... mom?” I croaked, my mind racing back to the woman I had once had a crush on.

“A lovely woman,” Bianca smiled, and the coldness of it made my skin crawl. “She needed a relief from the stress. I gave her that and more.”

I should have run. I should have bolted, but her melodic tones kept me focused on her words as she joined me once again on the floor, wrapping her arms and legs around me from behind. It was a prison I could have escaped, but something deep wouldn’t let me leave. It wasn’t control, I knew; it was desire.

“She was the one who told me about you, Ali. She told me how much you craved a structure you could trust. How your home was more of an emotional cage, and how much you longed to find where you belong.”

Her breath caressed my ear as her warmth enveloped me.

“You belong with me. With us. Surrounded by people who love you as you deserve, who will keep counting down to bliss...”

She began to count, but it wasn't Lauren’s brisk, encouraging pace. It was slow. Hypnotic.

“Three... all that matters is inside this room. Two... Lauren was just the invitation. One...”

She kissed the pulse point on my neck, and a wave of heat, different from the one before, darker and more demanding, surged through me.

“You aren't just Lauren’s,” Bianca breathed against my skin. “You’re mine. And just like Lauren, and just like her mother... you’re going to find that the most beautiful word in the world is ‘Yes.’”

Part of me wanted to fight, wanted to scream for Lauren to come back and save me. But as Bianca’s hand slid down my stomach, sure and possessive, my body betrayed me. My legs spread of their own volition. I didn't want the rescue. I wanted to know what happened when she reached zero.

Her hand slid lower and found its target unprotected, willing. I trembled as her fingers entered me, claimed me.

“I can’t control you, Ali. I can only make it easier for you to realize and embrace what you really want. Who you really are.”

Just then, a woman entered wearing a thick black collar and nothing else. It took me a moment to realize it was Lauren’s mother. She was even more beautiful without her clothes, her body barely showing her age. My lust spiked despite my recent orgasm, or maybe because of it. Feeling my body respond, Bianca hummed in recognition and stroked my insides gently.

“Here is your water, Mistress,” the older woman said, setting the drink on the coffee table and turning to leave.

“Wait, Joyce,” Bianca ordered. The woman stopped and turned back around. “Lauren’s price for joining me was you,” she whispered in my ear. “Give yourself to me, and her mother is yours,” she gestured to the woman with auburn hair so much like Lauren’s.

The movement inside me focused on my G-spot while her thumb slowly, but expertly, stroked my clit. Another climax was approaching.

“You know the word I want to hear,” Bianca’s lips brushed my ear as she spoke. “Three... you know it’s what you most desire. Two... this feeling all the time. One... what’s your answer, Ali?”

I wasn’t afraid anymore, and I didn’t want to be saved.

“Yes,” I whispered, the word feeling like both a prayer and a surrender.

Bianca smiled. “Good girl. Zero... cum for me, Alison. Give yourself to me.”

My head rocked back, and I cried out. There was no holding back. Every fiber of my being embraced the ecstasy and the promise. Every time I thought the orgasm would subside, Bianca coaxed another peak from me. Throughout, she spoke into my ear about enjoying my submission, about how obedience would make me happy, about being a good slut.

“Yes...yesss...yeesss...” I heard myself muttering as wave after wave of bliss jolted my brain.

After she finally let me come down, I was aware of being led downstairs, then told to kneel, which I did without thinking. Following the pair of crossed legs in front of me, I inclined my head to see Lauren’s grinning face.

“As promised,” Bianca stated, “your new slut.”
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​Part 2: My Daughter’s Slut


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


AS A SINGLE MOM SINCE before my daughter was a year old, I had to grow thick skin and take on a lifestyle of brutal efficiency and hard work. There was no one to take up the slack or to give me a break. My social life consisted almost exclusively of play dates, Girl Scout meetings, and soccer practices. I sacrificed so much of myself for my daughter that when she went away to college, I had no idea what to do with my life.

When the first winter break arrived after she moved out, I was overjoyed to have her back, if only for a month or so. I would also consider myself a very open and welcoming person. So when she walked in with another student in tow, I was surprised, but opened my heart and home to the newcomer. That it was another woman was less of a surprise. I knew Lauren was bisexual and had supported her explorations of that in high school. While I had never had a strong desire in that direction, I couldn’t deny some stirrings at key times in my life. A part of me wished I had been as brave as my daughter to express that. Different times, however.

The woman she brought home was a very pretty, some might say stunning, German woman with long blonde hair. Lauren was a bit evasive about how they met, but it really wasn’t any of my business. That said, the exact nature of their relationship was ambiguous. Lauren claimed that the girl didn’t have anywhere to go for the break since she didn’t have the money to fly home, and that she had invited her to stay with us. She didn’t imply anything more, but there was just something about how the two interacted that made me suspicious of their connection.

Again, not my business, I told myself. As curious as I was as a mother, I was adamant that I should let her tell me whatever she felt comfortable with and not press.

“This is our guest room,” I announced, opening the door to the spare bedroom in the basement. “And, as our guest, Bianca, it is yours for as long as you’re here.”

I stepped out of the way and let the girl come in to look around. As she walked past, I couldn’t help but admire her enviable figure in the jeans and tight sweater that left her shoulders bare. I could still wear something like that, I thought. I was still in good shape, but as a not-quite-forty-year-old woman, it would just be the wrong vibe. On this German girl, though, it fit in all the right ways.

I caught myself staring and looked up, relieved that she hadn’t turned around. These were the little stirrings I mentioned. I’d never act on them, of course, but I was mature enough now that denial was no longer an option.

“This is incredibly nice, Mrs. Benning,” the blonde said, turning around with a huge smile on her face.

“First off, it’s just Joyce. And, second of all, I’m not married. It’s just me here. Lauren and me, I should say.”

“Ahh, good for you!” the blonde’s eyebrows waggled at me. “There are just so many experiences to be had, wouldn’t you say?”

I chuckled nervously. “Maybe that’s true, but I’m beyond my dating years, I’m afraid.”

“What are you saying?” Bianca looked aghast. “You are a very beautiful woman!”

She gestured to my body with a hand, and her eyes followed. I was suddenly self-conscious about what I was wearing, a drab, grey pantsuit from work. How could anyone possibly find me sexy in this?

“You’re sweet,” I said, scrunching my nose, “but you don’t need to flatter me.”

“Flatter? I do not know this word. You are not flat, Miss Joyce,” the girl insisted.

She took a step toward me and put her hands right on my breasts, giving them a squeeze. To say I was shocked would be an understatement!

“Bianca!” I exclaimed and took a step back while covering my breasts with my arms. “What possessed you to...?”

But my words halted in mid-attack as I looked into the face of the statuesque German woman who was shrinking in front of me. Her expression was one of genuine fear, and she was slowly wilting into a ball on the floor.

“I...I’m s..sorry, I’m sorry!” she kept muttering.

I was frozen, not sure how to respond. What had I said that would cause that reaction? Luckily, Lauren arrived, pushing me out of the way and gathering up her friend in her arms.

“It’s okay, it’s okay, you’re fine,” she soothed, stroking the girl’s hair and rubbing her back. “I’m here.”

My daughter looked over her shoulder at me.

“I didn’t...” I started to defend myself, but Lauren cut me off.

“Mom, just leave. And close the door behind you,” she spat. Taking a breath, Lauren softened her tone. “We’ll talk in a little while. Let me get her calmed down.”

There was a click behind me as I walked out and pulled the door shut. Still trying to wrap my head around what just happened, I absently took myself back up the stairs and into the kitchen to unload the dishwasher. I had finished and was looking for something else to do when Lauren came into the room and sat down at the small, round kitchenette table. Her face was flushed, and her auburn hair was a little out of place, but maybe it was like that when she arrived, and I had just missed it.

The two of us looked at each other for an uncomfortable period until I couldn’t stand it any longer.

“Is she okay?”

“For the moment,” my daughter shrugged.

Another awkward pause, letting my frustration grow.

“And when were you going to warn me about...about whatever that was?”

Lauren winced. “Yeah, sorry. I was hoping that you wouldn’t have to deal with any of that.”

“Mind telling me exactly what just happened?” I asked. “If she’s staying in my house, I deserve to know.”

“Fine.” My daughter’s shoulders fell. “She’s going through some...emotional issues that I don’t fully understand either. Bianca can’t be alone for too long right now.”

“Is she...a danger?” I asked, my concern spiking.

“Oh, no!” Lauren replied quickly and raised her hands in a halting gesture. “She wouldn’t hurt herself or anyone.” Then, almost under her breath, she added, “Quite the opposite.”

I stared at my daughter with my mom look. You know the one: Eyebrows raised and thin-lipped frown that says, “Spill it.”

“Look, there are a bunch of professionals trying to help her. I really don’t want to discuss the details with you, Mom. Please?”

“I’m not trying to pry, honey, but I would like to avoid setting her off again,” I started. “I mean, how should I react when a stranger grabs my tits?”

Lauren winced again while looking at the floor, but didn’t seem surprised.

“Let her?” she offered cautiously, just her eyes rising to meet mine.

“Excuse me?!” I replied, much louder.

“She doesn’t mean anything by it!” Lauren defended her friend. “She just wants to please people.” My daughter looked up, an idea occurring to her. “Why don’t you give her stuff to do around the house? Bianca would love that! Then just make sure she sees how pleased you are with her. Yeah, that might actually help her a lot. What do you say, Mom?”

“What, you mean like housework?”

“Exactly! Why not? It’s a win-win!”
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THE NEXT FEW DAYS PASSED without incident. I went to work during the day and would give Bianca some small tasks in the evening to keep her occupied. There were only two problems. First, I was embarrassed to have someone else laboring away while my daughter and I watched television, regardless of how content the girl seemed to be doing it. And second, she worked in just her bra and panties because she didn’t want to get any of the few clothes she brought dirty.

I suppose that made sense, but she also only seemed to have lace underwear. With her incredible body, model-quality face, and piercing blue eyes, it was like having a Victoria's Secret model mopping my floors. For the first time, I both blessed and cursed my open concept floor plan. She was almost always visible as she worked, giving me yet more evidence of my long-denied fondness for the feminine form. At the same time, I was constantly forcing myself not to objectify the girl and trying not to get caught ogling her. Asking her to wear more might trigger another breakdown, and if I were being honest with myself, I didn’t really want her to.

My daughter, on the other hand, didn’t seem to have a problem staring at the German woman whenever she thought I wouldn’t notice. Once again, I wondered about the exact nature of the relationship between the two women. The answer to that question came that Friday when I got home from work a little early.

I walked in the door and immediately heard the unmistakable and only slightly muffled sounds of pleasured moaning drifting down the hall from my daughter’s bedroom. She might be in there by herself, but I found that unlikely. A moment later, my suspicions were confirmed.

“Ohhh, Bianca, that’s so good.” It was Lauren’s voice. “Don’t stop, baby!”

I should have reopened and slammed the door or just yelled that I was home. At the same time, I didn’t want to ruin their fun. I could be quiet for a few minutes and let them finish.

Standing there in the foyer, all I could do was listen and let my imagination run wild. It had been so long since I had made sounds like that for anyone.

Minutes passed. In my head, I was the one making those noises, I was the one looking into Bianca’s eyes as she...as she...what? What was she doing?

I looked down, for the first time noticing that I had been pressing against my clit through my pants. Driven by pure lust, I moved down the hall to find my daughter’s door half open. If they had been arranged normally on the bed, I might have been in danger of being discovered. They were sideways, however, with that blonde goddess on her knees on the floor, facing away from me with her head between my daughter’s legs. Lauren was lying back with one hand in Bianca’s hair and the other massaging one of her own breasts.

It was wrong, I knew. I shouldn’t be spying on my daughter and her girlfriend, but in my imagination, I was the one sprawled across the bed with Bianca’s tongue inside me. It wasn’t a difficult leap. More than once, Lauren and I had been accused of being sisters and were close enough in body shape that we could wear each other’s clothes, not that I would dare. The point is that without being able to see her face or the pink streak down the back of her hair, it was easy to ignore that I was seeing my daughter’s eighteen-year-old body and, instead, that I was watching a video of myself growing closer and closer to climaxing from whatever the beautiful blonde was doing to me.

Frantically, I opened the front of my pants and had a hand between my legs an instant later. My eyes followed Bianca’s curves, her smooth skin only interrupted by a pair of almost transparent maroon panties. Did the girl even own any normal underwear? I watched her move sensually, even as her mouth was locked on the woman’s pussy in front of her. My fingers tried to simulate what that mouth and tongue must be doing.

The whole scene was so sexy that I felt the initial stirrings of my own orgasm building not long after. But Lauren was ahead of me. Both of her hands moved to the blonde’s head as her hips began to actively participate.

“Fuck, fuck, fuUUCCKK!” she cried.

Her feet rose into the air, and her back arched as my daughter came hard right in front of me. I forced the image of myself in her spot and wondered if I look that erotic when I cum. A part of me was ashamed at having witnessed it, yet another, more urgent, more debased part of me knew that scene would be playing in my head later when I was able to finish what I had started.

I watched only for a few more seconds while the blonde continued to gently lick. She was so considerate, not fully stopping until Lauren completely collapsed with a contented groan.

Stepping back quietly, I returned to the foyer and put myself back together.

Another couple of minutes to let them regroup, then, “Lauren, dear! I’m home!” I called out. Before I could even exit the foyer, Bianca came bouncing down the hall. At least she had thrown on a T-shirt, but her lace panties peeked out from underneath with each step.

“Welcome home, Joyce!” she greeted in her lyrical German accent.

Bianca had gotten much more comfortable around me since that first incident, thankfully. Giving her things to do, along with my over-the-top praise, had gone a long way to mending whatever damage I may have caused.

Ignoring her bare legs, I focused on her face. The blonde’s lips glistened as she smiled. Was that lip gloss or...? I smiled back, trying not to think about it.

“Thank you, Bianca, you’re very sweet,” I replied.

The girl beamed and bounced to a stop right in front of me. Sweeping her ponytail to the front and twisting it in one hand, she looked at me with an expectant look.

“I did all the chores!” She gestured to the floors. “I swept and vacuumed and dusted. Did I do a good job?”

I stepped past her and looked around critically, as if I was inspecting her work. By this point, I knew my role. The house was cleaner than it had been in years, and I honestly couldn’t tell a difference from yesterday, not that I was really looking.

“It looks amazing,” I praised, turning back to her. “You did a wonderful job, Bianca.”

I opened my arms for the hug she wanted as her reward. The blonde leapt into my embrace and squeezed my waist while pressing her cheek to my chest and making a soft, contented hum. I hugged her back, then, on impulse, kissed her temple. She straightened up and looked at me with one corner of her mouth curling up, then slowly leaned forward. Thinking she was going to kiss me for real, I froze. I couldn’t move away, but neither could I lean in. Suddenly, she darted around to kiss my cheek. The mixture of relief and disappointment had me momentarily stunned.

Before I could react, she disengaged and headed for the kitchen, leaving me standing there like a statue. Lauren’s door closed, and I turned my head to see her walking out dressed in jeans and a green cartagen with long, baggy sleeves. The front was open, and she had on a white tube top underneath. Clearly, she was planning on going out.

“Where are you going, honey?” I inquired.

“Eye doctor appointment. Remember? I’m due, and I need more contacts.”

Right. I’d forgotten all about that.

“You’ll be okay with Bianca for a while, right?” she added.

“Of course,” I answered, waving my hand dismissively. “We’ll have dinner ready when you get home.”

As the front door closed behind her, my mind immediately focused on the fact that I was alone with Bianca. I felt a naughty guilt that was both exhilarating and shameful. The last time I had felt like this was when, as a teenager, I had found my mother’s vibrator.

I had succumbed to temptation back then, but this was different. I was not going to let my heightened state of arousal get the better of me! This was not some sex toy I was thinking about; this was my daughter’s girlfriend. I just needed to cool down.

“Bianca,” I called out. “I’m going to go relax in my room for a few minutes.”

Only a couple of steps along the way, the German woman rushed into the room, a half-eaten stick of string cheese still in her hand.

“I can help you relax!” she announced. “Please?”

The excited look of a new task played across the girl’s face, and my prospects for relieving this heat between my legs dwindled. Saying no might set her off, and Lauren was not here to calm her down.

“Umm, what were you thinking?”

“How about a shoulder massage? Or I could rub your feet!” she offered.

That didn’t sound so bad, actually. “Alright. How do you want to do this?”

The girl giggled and clapped her hands happily. “Just sit on the floor there,” she indicated a spot in front of the couch, “and I’ll sit behind you. And please take off your coat.”

Removing my suit jacket, I carefully folded it and left it lying across the back of a chair. As I approached the spot to sit down, Bianca added a request.

“Your blouse too, please.”

I paused, not sure if I wanted to expose myself that much, but she had done my chores in less, so I really couldn’t complain. The shirt came off next and joined the jacket. Folding my legs, I sat down and rested my back against the sofa.

Then, a beautiful blonde German woman, the age of my daughter, was putting her bare legs on either side of me and resting her hands on my shoulders. I’m sure it was all in my head, but I could almost feel the heat radiating from her sex, almost touching my spine, only the thinnest of materials between us. The initial pressure of her hands was soft, her fingers gently squeezing and her thumbs delicately pressing into the muscles of my back and neck.

“Just relax, Joyce,” Bianca said, her voice taking on an almost melodic presence. “Let your muscles loosen and let the worries of the week just melt away.”

It felt amazing. Immediately, my tension started to drain.

“Right now, you have no responsibilities, nothing that needs to get done. My voice is the only thing of importance,” she continued.

She moved slowly, deliberately, working every muscle with tender insistence.

“You work so hard every day, Joyce. It feels good to let someone else take over, to let someone else take care of you.”

It was nice - letting her take over. No worries. Just her delicate touch.

“Close your eyes and imagine we’re floating on a cloud, just the two of us,” she whispered.

My vision went dark and was replaced with a soft haze surrounding me. Bianca’s hands continued to work my upper back, moving methodically in tempo with her voice.

“Let yourself go. There’s no need to hide anything. No secrets. No judgement. Just relax.”

I melted into her words and hands, the sounds and sensations fuzzing into a general fog of contentment and comfort. Floating there on that cloud, I was still aware of everything that was happening. Her words and hands continued, taking me deeper into relaxation and comfort by the second.

I knew when my bra was unhooked and removed; I welcomed it. When fingers circled my nipples, my head leaned back into the woman’s lap, and I asked for more. I gladly stood up when told and let her remove the rest of my clothing. My core was burning up, begging for her touch. She knew just the right words to break down my defenses.

I wasn’t surprised when I found myself lying back across my bed with Bianca’s blue eyes gazing up at me from between my thighs. This is what Lauren saw...and felt. She knew. This was my fantasy, and she knew.

Her tongue split my folds and my mind, carving me up with every glorious touch, every erotic sound stolen from my throat. Periodically, she would keep talking to me in that soothing, sing-song cadence, telling me things I already knew: how much I needed this, how proud she was that I would confide my deepest desires to her, how good it felt to let her take over.

Time had no meaning until an orgasm started to build. This was unlike anything I had experienced prior. It didn’t start in my sex; it began at the base of my skull, creeping like a vine down my spine and reaching into every part of me. At the last moment, her words cut through.

“I can give you this forever, Joyce, if you let me.”

Bliss washed over me. Every inch of my body quaked and bathed in the sheer totality of the climax. And she kept me there, at the peak, for longer than I thought possible. One long, intense moment of ecstasy that kept going until Bianca sat up, breathing hard as though coming up from deep underwater, her face covered in my wetness. Even disheveled, she was an angel.

The girl climbed up my body, a predator lording over its prey, until her hands were on either side of my head. She paused, looking into my eyes, then lowered her lips to mine. The taste of my own explosion coated my tongue as the German beauty met zero resistance. The kiss went on, our lips caressing each other while my extremities came back under my control.

Wrapping my arms and legs around her, I no longer cared what relationship she had with Lauren. I wanted that experience again, and I just hoped that it wouldn’t cost me my daughter’s love.

After a time, Bianca pulled away and stood beside the bed, smiling down at me.

“This was really nice, Joyce,” she began. “Take your time and rest. This will be our secret for now, alright?”

I nodded and tried to give her a smile, but fatigue was quickly trying to claim my consciousness.
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I WOKE UP HEARING THE front door close. Oh, no, my clothes were still in the living room, I thought, and sat up quickly. There on my ottoman were my work clothes, neatly folded, including my underwear. Oh, thank goodness. Or should I say, thank Bianca.

Then the realization of what I had done hit me, along with the fact that I would have to go out there and face my daughter. Well, she never told me that the two of them were a couple, so I could always argue ignorance. But I had known. My guilt threatened to overwhelm me before I forced myself to breathe and calm down. It was a secret, at least for now; that’s what Bianca had said, and I would have to go along with that.

After redressing except for my jacket, I rejoined the two girls in the living room, who were huddled around one of their phones. Lauren looked up as I approached.

“So what’s for dinner?” she asked.

Such a simple question. I was supposed to have been making dinner! A moment of panic followed at the prospect of being discovered.

“I...I...fell asleep! I’m sorry!” I said quickly, a tinge of panic showing through. She would know! It wasn’t actually a lie, I told myself.

“It’s okay, Mom,” Lauren replied, looking concerned. “We can order pizza or something. It’s not that big a deal.”

Right. Of course. I had just fallen asleep, nothing to be ashamed of.

I ordered pizza and then found ways to avoid the other two for the rest of the evening. It also gave me time to replay in my head what had happened with some perspective of time. The sex was incredible. I kept trying to compare it with other moments in my life, and nothing else measured up. Maybe it was still too soon. Maybe my recollection was tainted by the lingering euphoria, but I felt amazing. My body still tingled to the point that I wanted to touch those places again just to know if the feeling was real or a result of my imagination. I resisted, however, not wanting to spiral back into a state of desperation with the girls just a couple of rooms away.

Running out of things to do, I excused myself to my room, telling the girls that I was going to bed early. Alone in my bedroom, I sighed and fell into my nightly routine. I got undressed except for my panties as usual and proceeded to brush my teeth, wipe the makeup off, and use the toilet. Finally, slipping between the sheets, I looked at the spot where Bianca had made me cum so hard.

Maybe going to bed early was a bad idea. A hand snaked between my legs. I was already, or maybe still, damp. One finger pressed in, easily sliding between my labia and teasing my opening. Pushing further, the finger entered slowly, reaching for my spot, the one Bianca had used to send sparks through me. It wasn’t the same. My other hand found my clit as I tried to recreate the experience from earlier.

It was good, so good, but a pale imitation of what the blonde German woman had coaxed from me. I shouldn’t be this horny. Pausing, I tried to convince myself that I didn’t need this, that I wasn’t still burning up.

Fingers circled my clit, and a second joined the first inside me. Logic held no sway, only what my body wanted, and it was going to get it. In my head, they were Bianca’s fingers, her tongue, her eyes looking through me.

After a few minutes, the orgasm began to build. It lifted, growing closer over the next couple of minutes, creeping to the surface.

There was a gentle tapping on the door.

Fuck! I could ignore it, but that wasn’t me. Quickly grabbing the blankets, I pulled them up to my neck.

“Come in,” I called.

The door opened just enough for a person to slip through, and Bianca entered, shutting it behind her. Oh, no, I thought. I didn’t want to hurt Lauren, but my body wanted this woman more than I was ready to admit.

“Please, Bianca, we can’t...” I pleaded, gripping the duvet like a life preserver.

She sat down on the bed, her perfect rear pressing against my hip through the sheets. Her blue eyes watched me for a moment before speaking.

“Were you thinking about me? Just now, before I came in?”

“N..no,” I lied.

A hint of a grin appeared, and she looked at me skeptically. The blonde leaned forward and sniffed above my fingers.

“Well, something has you all excited,” she commented. “But that’s not why I came. We need to talk.”

“All...alright. Wh..what about?”

“How you are acting,” she began. My insides tightened. “You were avoiding us tonight. Even Lauren noticed and is concerned about you.”

“I..I couldn’t look at her,” I replied. “Not after what we did.”

“Oh, you sweet thing,” she said, putting a hand on my cheek. “Did you think that I was cheating on her?”

“Well, yeah. I mean...I saw the two of you...”

“Hmmm, you saw us, did you?” Bianca giggled. “I didn’t take you for a voyeur, Joyce!”

“I’m not, I just...” I started to defend myself.

“Relax, I don’t mind,” she smiled. Oh, that smile. “And neither will Lauren.”

“Lauren? She can’t know what I...what we did. She’d never forgive me!”

“I think you would be surprised,” Bianca responded. “But I think you may have the wrong idea about our relationship. Hers and mine, I mean.” I stayed silent, waiting for her to continue. “How much has she told you about my...condition?”

“Nothing really,” I answered. “Just that you’re being treated and that you want to please people.”

The blonde tilted her head and looked at the ceiling, thinking.

“Hmm, I suppose that is a very simplistic version of it.” She looked back at me. “Let me provide a little more color. I have a compulsory need to please.” Her eyes moved to peer into her lap, and she seemed suddenly vulnerable. “I have to. Otherwise, I get irrational. I’ll do things that aren’t...well, let’s just say they are frowned upon in public.”

She paused, looking sad, until I let go of the covers with one hand and put it on her thigh.

“Go on. It’s alright,” I comforted.

“What you saw...Lauren and me...that’s part of my treatment. Okay, it’s more about keeping my urges at bay. I’m...I’m her slut. It’s what I need to keep...sane. But that’s all it is. It’s clinical,” she finished, taking my hand from her leg and lifting it in both of hers.

She took a sniff, then carefully licked one of the fingers that had been inside me not so long ago. The act sent a tiny jolt to my sex.

“I could be your slut, too,” she added before lifting my passion-coated finger with her tongue and sliding it into her mouth.

She swirled it around like a delicious lollipop. My other finger was added, and Bianca closed her eyes as her lips sealed around them and sucked them clean. I shivered with the sheer eroticism of it.

“Slut...?” I muttered, the word tasting decadent and bawdy.

Bianca nodded slowly, not releasing my fingers. Her head leaned back until my digits slid over her teeth, lips, and chin. She guided them down her neck until my palm rested on her bare breastbone.

“Would you like that? To have your own willing slut?”

Her bra strap was pushed over the crest of her shoulder, and she moved my hand to slip beneath the loose cup.

“Mmm,” she moaned. “Or would you prefer to be the slut? You’re always in charge at work. Always projecting strength and constantly having to be twice as good as everyone else. You want to let go and enjoy being told what to do. Is that it, Joyce?”

I couldn’t speak. I didn’t know how to answer or what I wanted.

“I’m here to make you happy,” Bianca continued. “Whatever that means for you.”

With that, she stood up and smiled down at me, letting my hand drop to the covers, empty and cold. I wanted to reach for her, but managed to control myself enough to avoid that embarrassment.

“Think about it,” she concluded, and turned.

A moment later, I was once again alone in my room. My arousal had multiplied, but I was too scared of what relieving that pressure would mean to do anything about it. I eventually fell asleep, frustrated and confused.
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MERCIFULLY, THE WEEKEND passed with Lauren and Bianca mostly out of the house. They did some shopping, met up with old friends, and visited some of the city’s tourist attractions. There was never an opportunity for Bianca and me to be alone until Sunday night.

The two had been out most of the day, including a long trip to the zoo, and Lauren went to bed early. As soon as the door to my daughter’s room closed, there was a palpable tension in the living room where the German woman and I lounged on opposite sides of the space, watching a reality dating show. Our eyes met for only a moment before I focused back on the TV, trying to ignore my own desires.

A minute passed, then the blonde stood up and sat back down very, very close to me. I ignored the feeling of her legs against mine or the side of her breast pressing into my arm. A hand casually rested on my thigh.

“Have you considered my offer?” Her voice was less than a whisper, her lips so close to my ear that I could feel the air moving across it.

If by ‘considering her offer,’ she meant fantasizing about having a beautiful college girl willing to have sex with me, then yes, I had considered her offer quite a bit. However, if she meant that I had thought about the consequences and weighed the pros and cons, then no, my libido kept derailing any logical deliberation.

She shifted, turning more fully toward me, the hand on my leg moving to gently twirl my hair as I continued to pretend I was watching the show.

“Just relax, Joyce, and tell me what you really want,” she breathed, the voice taking on that melodic tone. “There’s no one else around to hear you or judge you. You are free to be your authentic self with me. Relax.”

Her lips connected with a spot just below my jaw, and my tension evaporated.

“All that confusion and worry is your brain fighting with itself, trying to balance all your different priorities. Stop thinking and just feel, Joyce.”

My mind went blank. Wonderfully blank.

“Feel the sofa supporting you, the texture of your clothing against your skin, my soft, caring touch.” Another kiss on my neck, warm and welcoming. “Let your body decide what it wants, what it needs.”

I knew she was doing something to me, but it just felt relaxing, calming. She wasn’t telling me how to think or what to feel. My mind was clear of the myriad arguing voices; the present moment was all that existed.

My head swiveled to look at her, only one thought in my head. That thought became words. “I want you.”

Bianca smiled at me, and our lips wound together. The following minutes were a blur of passion and flying clothes. It wasn’t long before we were both naked, and I was lying on my back on the floor, our bodies facing in opposite directions, with her amazing breasts lowering to my waiting mouth.

But she was moving too slowly. I stretched my tongue to flick her nipple and missed! Bianca was watching and had lifted just out of reach. Giggling, she started lowering again. This time, she let my tongue swirl around the nub before resting fully between my lips.

The taste of her skin, the feel of her stiff nipple, and her soft mewing of pleasure were heavenly. It got even better when her wet warmth surrounded my left nipple and was delicately sucked. I moaned around her, causing Bianca to moan likewise, a chain reaction of titillation. We stayed like that, feasting on each other’s breasts, while my hands roamed over the incredible body I couldn’t see, but was enjoying the feel of. Then she moved, putting her alternate breast in my mouth, and switching her attention to my other breast as well. At the same time, one of her hands slid down my tummy, all the way to my sex, and found my clit. She teased it gently, matching what she was doing to my nipple.

As sex with another woman was mostly new to me, I followed her lead and reached above my head to the point between her legs. I was pleased to discover that she was as wet as I was. We both took our time, neither of us wanting to rush things. We continued to nibble and stroke, slowly increasing the tempo.

I was almost surprised when Bianca stopped momentarily to move down my body. My confusion became apprehensive desire as her neatly trimmed bush came into view. Having never performed oral on a woman, I found myself licking my lips in anticipation when her slit hovered above me and started coming closer.

Tentatively, I extended my tongue until I got my first taste of another woman’s arousal. It was salty and sweet and tangy, not unlike my own, but lighter, sweeter. The next lick was deeper, longer, starting at her button and ending with the tip probing her tight little hole.

“Mmm, that’s nice,” Bianca hummed. “Follow my finger with your tongue.”

One of her fingers poked into me, taking the same position as my tongue. It circled, then moved slowly up my slit to my button, where it circled and flicked. After recovering from the stimulation of her finger, I did as I was told and followed her instructions.

“That’s it. Good girl. Keep going. Just follow my finger and my voice, nothing else matters.”

Her finger moved, and my tongue followed. No need to think, just feel and follow.

After a couple of minutes, Bianca began to move above me. Pressing down harder, sliding on my face, and lifting so that I could focus on her clit. She would give me pointers, but her words were growing harder to understand around her pleasured keening. I wanted to make her cum more than anything, and she was getting close.

“OOOHH...yes...right there...now suck,” she managed, then leaned far forward, flattening herself against me and bringing her lips down to capture my most sensitive spot.

I cried out into her folds when she pulled my clit past her teeth, in and out. It almost caused me to tumble over the precipice, but I was determined to show her that I was worth her time.

Feel and follow, I repeated in my head. I did my best to replicate what Bianca was doing to me and was rewarded with a long, vibrating groan from the young woman. We both worked on the other, racing toward our own orgasms while I tried desperately to make the blonde cum first.

All at once, her hips pressed down, smothering me as she began to shake. My tongue was suddenly coated in her juices. She was climaxing, her ecstasy sliding down my throat. I licked and swallowed, supremely pleased with myself and not wanting any of it to escape.

Then my own orgasm hit. I wrapped my arms around her midsection and my legs around her head, holding on for dear life as the two of us shook in mutual bliss. Locking my lips around her sex, I vocalized every bit of the intense climax coursing through me, followed by another gush of the girl’s fluids. Did she cum a second time? I drank her in, her flavor and my ecstasy mixing in my mind to be forever linked.

I finally collapsed, my arms and legs becoming limp spillage around my satiated core. Bianca’s laugh sounded like angelic bells as she lifted off and crawled backward until she was looking down at me. She held my head in her hands and smiled, her face upside down and glistening. Then we were kissing. Her taste, already on my lips, mixed with my own. I knew she was imbibing the same concoction, the thought somehow making the kiss that much more intimate. After a time, the blonde rolled over, ending our kiss, and laying her head beside mine, the two of us breathing heavily and staring up at the ceiling.

Curiously, not once had I thought about getting caught or how much noise we were making. Even lying there thinking about it, the prospect of Lauren discovering us didn’t frighten me.

“That was beautiful,” I murmured.

Bianca’s palm touched the side of my face, our cheeks coming together on the opposite side.

“You’re beautiful,” she replied.
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WORK THE FOLLOWING day crawled. I went through the motions, but kept getting distracted by images of the incredibly sexy German woman who had seduced me in my own home. The woman who was still there, doing heaven knows what with my daughter. The more I tried not to think about it, the more salacious my imagination got, until, shortly after lunch, I had to go to the restroom and jill. It was lackluster and rushed, but at least I was able to finish the day with a semblance of competence.

Back at home, I stepped into the foyer, not knowing what I was expecting or what I wanted. I longed to see Bianca, to touch her and have her touch me, but at the same time, I feared what Lauren would think if she found out. Was their relationship truly as open as Bianca made it out to be?

Just like the previous Friday, I heard sounds coming from my daughter’s room as I set down my purse. My phone confirmed that I was not early. In fact, I was a couple of minutes later than usual.

The impulse to spy on them was there, but I set it aside. Instead, I took off my suit jacket and stepped out of my shoes on the way to the kitchen. It wasn’t quite far enough away to completely outrun the sound of the pair’s orgasmic wailing, but I could pretend it was something else and focus on dinner.

A few minutes after I had started chopping vegetables for a jambalaya, the moans reached a crescendo and went silent. Finally.

I sighed in relief and, maybe, a tinge of jealousy. Just then, I felt a presence in the room.

“I thought I heard you come in,” Bianca commented from the doorway behind me. “I was hoping you would watch again today. I timed it just for you.”

My eyes went wide, but I stayed facing away to keep the German woman from noticing. How did she expect me to respond to that?

“Didn’t you like the first time?” Her voice was closer, only a few feet away.

I set down the knife and half-chopped pepper, and turned around. My jaw fell open at the vision in front of me. Bianca had her hair in a ponytail and was wearing only a black corset and thigh-high hose. At my lack of a response, the girl put one hand on her hip and struck a pose.

“You didn’t answer my question, Joyce. Didn’t you like watching us on Friday?”

Forcing my eyes to meet hers, I said, “Friday was a...a mistake. My daughter’s sex life is none of my business.”

“Isn’t it a little late for that?” Bianca smirked. “You’re both having sex with the same woman. I think that means that we are all in each other’s business, whether we like it or not.”

She took another step in my direction.

“M..maybe we...maybe we shouldn’t,” I forced out, then berated myself for not being more definitive. Stiffening my back and resolve, I rephrased. “We should stop. You and I.” She came closer, only an arm's length away. “S..stop.”

“You and I both know that is not what you want. That’s society talking. Your impulse to be a good mother, to conform to others’ standards. You’ve been the role model, the one others look to as an example. The single mom always there for her child. The businesswoman. It’s tiring wearing all those masks; yet you continue to wear them even in the privacy of your own home.”

Another half step forward. So beautiful, so alluring. I tried to retreat, but felt the counter hitting my back, preventing my escape.

“You want to let go, Joyce,” the blonde siren continued. “I’ve seen it. You need the relaxation of surrender. To let someone else make the decisions for a while. I just want you to be happy, to be your true self.”

Every word she uttered was true. Was it so wrong to want to let someone else take over for a short time? Didn’t I deserve to be taken care of every now and then?

A soft hand cupped my cheek, and I pressed into it. Something released deep inside me. All of my worry and doubt were siphoned away through her touch. A single tear that I wasn’t even aware was there trailed down my cheek. I stifled a broken laugh by sucking in my lips and started to reach up to wipe away the wetness, but Bianca’s face was there already, kissing the tear away. My hand settled against her as she lovingly planted kiss after kiss along the trail. It was so tender, so affectionate.

“Are you ready, Joyce? Are you ready for me to take your burden?”

Opening my eyes, I peered deep into her amazing blue orbs. I wanted her to take more than my stress. “Y..yes,” I nodded. “Take it all. Everything.”

Bianca smiled knowingly and moved back while shifting her hand from my cheek to my neck. Two fingers touched a familiar spot, and my body went limp while still managing to stand there.

“Relax and hear only my voice, Joyce. Let yourself go and put yourself in my hands. I’ve got you.” My world narrowed to contain only her eyes and the sound of her words. “I’m going to count down from five. With each number, you will go deeper. Five...Inside these walls, inside your home, you will feel completely relaxed, completely yourself. Inhibitions imposed by society can’t touch you here. Four...Unless there is an emergency, no expectations from the outside will trouble you. You don’t need to make any decisions while I’m here. Three...You will follow my commands without question because it makes you happy.”

It seemed like even my brain was relaxing. Bianca would make me happy. Nothing else mattered. I could have resisted; she wasn’t compelling me. Her words took hold because I wanted them to.

“Two...While you are here, all your worries are mine. One...Your burdens are mine. Zero...You are mine.” She dropped her hand and took another half step back. “Do you understand, Joyce?”

“Y..yes,” I replied quietly.

“And this is what you want?”

I felt fantastic. Free.

“Yes,” my answer was stronger this time.

“I’m glad,” she smiled. The blonde tilted her head to the side and tapped her chin. “You have such a nice body, Joyce, and those suits do nothing to show it off. From now on, when you get home from work, you will go straight to your room and strip. You will wear whatever I’ve laid out for you on your bed. If I haven’t laid anything out, then you will wear nothing. Got it?”

“I will wear what you lay out, of course,” I answered. Why would I do anything else?

“Good. For now, take all that off,” she gestured to my work clothes, “and hand them to me.”

Without thinking about it, I did as Bianca ordered and was naked a minute later. I handed each item over, letting her fold them into a neat stack.

“Breathtaking,” the girl commented, scanning my exposed body. Then she handed me the stack of clothes. “Go put these away wherever they belong, then come back and finish dinner.”

The tiniest sliver of doubt crept in.

“What if Lauren sees me?” I voiced.

Bianca stepped close once again and touched my neck.

“Remember, Joyce, no worries.”

Right, I didn’t need to worry about it. I sighed, the doubt wiped away in an instant.

I was back chopping vegetables a couple of minutes later, having put away my work clothes without running into Lauren. Not that I would have cared if she had seen me. When dinner was ready, I called the other two to the table just as I normally would.

Bianca rushed in. Somewhat surprisingly, she was...dressed. After being practically nude for so much of her time in our house, it was almost more shocking. She was wearing jeans and a crop-top T-shirt.

“Joyce, go to my room in the basement. I’ll be there in a minute,” she told me.

“Alright,” I said, immediately heading down the stairs.

I was curious what she had in mind, but not concerned. The guest room, now Bianca’s room, was pretty much as it always was, although there were a number of shopping bags from a store I didn’t recognize. From the logo and the name, it was probably a sex shop. When had the girls visited a place like that? More importantly, what was in those bags?

Despite my interest, I did not have the urge to peek and was not scandalized in the least. Logically, I knew that if I had seen those yesterday, I would have had a completely different reaction. Right then, however, my only thought was whether Bianca was going to use anything from those bags on me. The possibilities made me reach down and press a finger into my clit, coaxing a soft hum from my throat.

Before I could escalate any further, Bianca came in with a big smile on her face. Without saying a word, the blonde went to one of the bags, shifted some items around, and pulled out a black collar with a metal O-ring on the front.

“Turn around,” she commanded.

I faced away from her and waited. The thick leather band swept over my head, was wrapped around my neck, and buckled in the back.

“That is so sexy,” Bianca commented. “Look at yourself in the mirror.”

She put her hands on my upper arms and guided me to stand in front of the mirror on the back of the dresser. After a kiss on my shoulder, Bianca watched me from behind. I reached up and touched the collar, feeling its solidity and running my fingers over the cold metal of the ring.

“While you are home, this is what you are. You are my slut, my pet, my property.”

I noted, impassively, how this didn’t faze me. This is what I wanted. The collar was merely a symbol of what I had already agreed to. Its presence served only to advertise that decision to whoever saw me.

“Yes,” I said, barely audible.

Bianca’s hands snaked around to my front and roamed freely. They moved over my breasts, my hips, between my legs, wherever she chose.

“This is all mine,” she announced. “To keep or give away.”

Give away?

The next moment, the blonde moved around in front of me and was threading something through the O-ring. A few seconds later, she moved back to the side. In the mirror, the collar sported a little red bow, the tails trailing down between my bare breasts.

“Perfect!” she said, doing a fast clap. “Come on!”

She led me back up the stairs and had me wait just on the other side of the kitchen door.

“Where’s Mom?” Lauren asked from inside as Bianca joined her.

“About that,” Bianca began. “I have a present for you.”

“For me? What is it?” my daughter sounded excited.

“You told me that you wanted your mother and that you would give anything if she would be open to you.” A second of silence was followed by Bianca plowing forward with her reveal. “Joyce, come in here and kneel in front of your daughter.”

Lauren had always been more in touch with her desires than I ever was. To find out that she had those kinds of feelings for me, however, was something I had never considered. The image of her eighteen-year-old body writhing in the moment of ultimate bliss came, unbidden, to my consciousness. Could I do that for her?

No thinking, Joyce, I told myself. Feel and follow.

I rounded the corner, naked except for a collar and a little red bow. My beautiful daughter was sitting in her usual chair at the table. Lauren’s eyes became saucers, and she gasped, quickly covering her mouth with her hand. Stepping in front of her as best I could, I went to my knees.

“She gave herself to me, and now I’m giving her to you! Sh..she’s your slut now!” A hint of nervousness crept into the blonde woman’s voice when Lauren didn’t respond as she expected.

“Oh, my god, Bianca. What have you done? That’s not what I said!”

“I just gave her what she wanted, the same as you,” the German woman argued.

“This? This is what she wanted?” Lauren waved a hand in my direction. “To be a...a sex slave?”

“Ask her,” Bianca said, then turned toward me. “Joyce, you belong to Lauren as much as me now. Answer whatever question she asks truthfully.”

There was a long pause as Lauren collected her thoughts. She seemed almost scared to speak. Finally, she looked at me with a steady gaze.

“Mom, is this really what will make you happy? To be our...slave?” She had trouble getting out the last word.

The decision was already made, and I didn’t want to go back. It felt good to let go of control, to be someone else’s problem, someone else’s charge.

“Yes, honey. This makes me happy,” I replied.

“And you would even...” Lauren paused, the words catching in her throat. “Even have sex with me if I told you to?”

“If you told me to,” I confirmed.

“Would you enjoy it?” She looked taken aback.

Again, the memory of her on that bed with Bianca between her legs. But this time, it wasn’t Bianca, it was me. The thought wasn’t unpleasant, I realized.

“I...I don’t know. Maybe,” I answered truthfully.

“This is surreal!” my daughter exclaimed, holding her head in both hands. Looking at the other woman, she said, “Bianca, what I said was that I wanted my mother to be open with me about her sexuality, not that I wanted to fuck her!”

“Ach, du Schande (the shame),” the German spat, her shoulders deflating. “Well, she is being very open about her sexuality,” she pointed out under her breath.

Lauren stifled a laugh behind her hand, but couldn’t hold it back for long. Even though she was partially laughing at me, I could only smile along with her. After a moment, she quieted and looked at Bianca.

“She’s a wonderful present. Really. I appreciate what you were trying to do, but she’s not the one I want.”

The German perked up. “Who do you want?”

The two looked at each other, invisible messages passing between them.

“Alison?” Bianca asked. “The girl who was here earlier?”

Lauren didn’t reply, but a corner of her mouth curled up.

“Hmm,” the blonde hummed in thought and tapped her chin.
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AFTER DINNER AND CLEANUP, I started the evening between Bianca’s legs, enjoying every lick of her delicious pussy and every sound she uttered on her way to her second of many orgasms I would give her over the following weeks. Then I lay across her lap as she lazily played with my body, all while a TV show streamed, and my daughter lounged only a few feet away.

Lauren didn’t completely ignore us, but was mostly not interested. Late in the evening, however, she watched, transfixed, as Bianca strummed my clit and made me beg her to let me cum. I wasn’t ashamed or humiliated, I was on fire!

When it came time for bed, the blonde led me back into the basement using the red ribbon as a leash. She decided that I had earned the privilege of sleeping with her that night. In her arms, I slept better than I could ever remember, dreamless, satisfied, and sexually complete.

Just as I was about to leave for work the following morning, Lauren stopped me in the foyer.

“Mom, I wanted to tell you how happy I am for you. Seriously,” she began. “Even if Bianca had to do her...her thing to get you here this quickly, I’m glad you can embrace who you are. Just remember, though, Bianca gave you to me.” Lauren looked around, presumably to make sure the other woman wasn’t within earshot. “So if it comes down to it, you belong to me. You’re my slut. Understand?”

“Yes, dear,” I happily acknowledged. “I’m my daughter’s slut.”
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HERE’S A LITTLE SECRET: Before I left for college, I had already fallen in love with my best friend. Alison was this smart, funny, and brave girl who I gravitated to in high school, but never dared to approach in any romantic way. She was low-key out as a lesbian when we met. That fact was one of the things that made her this bad ass bitch in my eyes. She was pretty in a way that never needed enhancement with flashy clothes or over-the-top makeup. She smiled easily and seemed to get along with everybody.

We met, officially, when we were seated next to each other in Chemistry Lab. The shared battle scars of cutting open a frog or singeing your eyebrows brought us together, and our friendship blossomed from there. We just clicked. I was smitten from day one, but Alison never showed any interest. If I had to settle for her smile and laughter, and never feel her lips on mine, then it would have to be enough. I couldn’t stand the thought of losing our friendship.

I came out to her as bi not long after, but didn’t make that public until the beginning of our senior year. Even then, it was because of Alison. She had dated other girls at our school, even though it was not widely known. I wanted even just a smidgen of her confidence, even if I had to fake it. I wasn’t faking about being bi, but it was her example of being ‘out’ that bolstered my resolve. That mentality continued into my attempts at intimacy. Senior year was filled with short, sometimes heated, sometimes frigid interludes. One might even say that I was promiscuous. And one would be right. There had to be someone out there as perfect as Alison, right?

There was a point where I almost broke and told her how I felt. Just a week before I was to leave and move into a university dorm hundreds of miles from where she was going to be, we were together, alone, in my room. We sat cross-legged on my bed, our knees nearly touching. She was complaining about how hard it was to find other femme lesbians, and in my head, I was screaming, “What about the bi girl right in front of you?”

“Would you ever consider hooking up with a bi woman?” I asked casually without looking up at her.

“Oh, sure, I’m not picky,” she replied immediately, then changed the subject. “Would you believe Katty told me she’s straight after two dates and an hour makeout session?! What the fuck?”

“D..did the two of you...you know?” I wasn’t sure if I wanted the answer or just wanted to imagine Alison and me doing that.

“No. Yes. I don’t know,” Ali scrunched her nose, trying to decide. She was so cute when she did that. “We played with each other’s tits and masturbated while watching each other. Does that count?”

I swallowed, imagining the scene from Katty’s perspective. “Show me,” almost came out of my mouth. Almost. But I was a coward, a love-struck coward.

“I don’t think that counts,” I answered, feeling an irrational sense of relief.

“College will be different,” Alison said with conviction. “Surely a girl can get laid on a college campus. Unless I’m hideous.” She looked at me with sad eyes. “Tell me the truth, Lauren, am I hideous?”

“What? Of course not! You’re...I...” I couldn’t finish the statement. Trying to recover, I blurted the first thing that came to mind. “Look, if you weren’t my best friend, I’d fuck you in a heartbeat!”

Mentally, I cringed. Why had I said it like that?

Ali’s eyes went wide, then she giggled. “You always make me laugh! Thank you, though. Even joking, it does make me feel better.”

She leaned forward and pulled me into a hug.
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A WEEK LATER, I WAS gone. I was moving into my college dorm without ever confessing my feelings for the one person whom I had ever really felt that way about. The first month was a mix of missing Alison and excitement about being on my own. The two of us still texted daily, which sometimes helped and sometimes made the pain even worse.

All freshmen had to live on campus, so I had a roommate assigned, but I barely saw her after the first month. She had a boyfriend who was a junior and who had an off-campus apartment. They were shacking up without officially telling anyone. It was fine by me as it left me with my own room, save for a portion of one closet where my ‘roommate’ kept some of her clothes. I suspected even those would be gone before long.

Unlike my last year of high school, I was not in a hurry to jump into a new relationship. Of course, that is exactly when the Universe decided to throw her into my path. Literally.

I walked out the large double glass doors at the front of the English building and stopped. The night was dark, and rain was pelting down in torrents. Along with a few others not yet brave enough to move on, I stood under the overhang caused by the second floor of the brick building protruding further than the first-floor entrance.

All of the buildings on campus were made in the same style of brownish-red brick. Although to call it ‘style’ was being generous. I am sure that some architect made a conscious decision to make every building look like a low-security prison, but it seemed more of a choice for cheap utility than any style. The open spaces were more pleasing, although many of them were crisscrossed with sidewalks in a manner that was only partially planned. From my eyes, additional walkways had been added wherever students had killed a line of grass to shave off precious minutes from their commutes. Realizing that ‘keep off the grass’ signs were a waste of time, the university had decided to make the routes official by paving them. They hadn’t skimped on lights, however. All of the major paths were lined with lamps, struggling with the heavy rain and clouds to guide the few people brave enough or late enough to venture between them.

Unlike many of my fellow students, I had paid attention to the weather reports before coming to class and had brought a compact umbrella. Sighing, I pulled it from the side of my backpack. It made a satisfying swish and click as I hit the button, bringing the thing to life. Stepping into the downpour, I walked briskly for the dry safety of my dorm building, usually a ten-minute stroll away. That day, I was determined to make it in five.

Halfway to my destination, I cut through a narrow alley between a parking garage and the Psychology building. I usually wouldn’t take this route in the dark, as it only had one light hanging from a corner of the building. That day, I was confident that no self-respecting mugger was going to be out in this weather.

I was almost past a rarely used side entrance when I caught the presence of an unusual shape in the small alcove that couldn’t be more than a couple of feet deep. I glanced to the side, expecting to see someone standing there psyching themselves up to continue through the wet. I had my polite smile ready, but no one was there. Looking down, what I saw brought me to a standstill.

Curled up in the corner was a woman in a thin windbreaker and an even thinner garment underneath that could only be described as a negligee. Despite her attempts to press into the thick metal door for protection, she was soaked and shivering. Long hair stuck to her face, covering one side completely, and leaving a trail over her arms wrapped tightly around her knees, pulled tightly to her chest. Bare legs that, in other circumstances, would have been considered sexy curved from under the woman who tried to hide behind them.

What could this woman possibly be doing here dressed like that? There were a myriad of possibilities on a college campus, from someone running from a bad situation to a hired lady of the night abandoned after being used, to a prank gone wrong. No matter the reason, I was not going to just ignore her.

I stepped closer, making sure to include her under the umbrella. She looked up at me, one bright blue eye visible, with a mix of apprehension and hope.

“Let’s get you out of the rain,” I told her, extending a hand to help her up.

“N..nein, Mis....Mistress will b..b..be mad,” the girl shivered out her statement, but her gaze pleaded with me to ignore her words. The accent was European, maybe German?

The idea that someone had left her to freeze to death got me angry.

“Whoever that is, they’re an asshole for leaving you out here. Now come on!”

The woman didn’t move. I was going to have to take a softer approach. Squatting down to get as close to eye-to-eye as I could manage, I reached out and gently brushed hair from her face. She flinched as my fingers touched her skin, but she didn’t back away. The girl was lovely, even in these conditions.

“Sweetie, you can’t stay here like this,” I told her in my most soothing voice. “You’re going to catch pneumonia or get attacked or something. I’ll take care of you, I promise.”

Her eyes blinked, staring intently into mine.

“Care...promise?” she muttered.

“I promise. You’re safe with me,” I answered.

Only then did she let go of her knees to grasp my hand.

Due to the rain, no one paid any attention to us until we crossed into the lobby of my dorm building. The couple of other students there looked at us curiously as I led a nearly naked girl down the hall to my room, but I wasn’t worried about them getting the wrong idea.

Once in the room, she let me remove the sopping wet windbreaker, and I tossed it into the corner. She stood there, still holding herself, shoulders stooped and teeth chattering, in just a flimsy, white garment that hid absolutely nothing. If the girl hadn’t been in such distress, it would have been like something from a porn site. That thought made what I was about to say feel icky, but it had to be done.

“We need to get you dry,” I began. “Take off your wet clothes while I get you a towel.”

I purposely turned away from her to go retrieve one of my big, fluffy towels. After pulling one down from the upper cabinet above my dresser, I stayed facing away while I unfolded it. Keeping my eyes averted, I turned around with the towel held out in front of me, only glancing up at the last moment to make sure she was ready. The girl was naked from the abs down, but was shaking too much to pull the clinging garment all the way off.

Our eyes met, and her chin began to quiver.

“Help?” she whimpered.

“Oh, you poor thing,” I said, mostly to myself as I gathered up the towel and hung it over my shoulder.

I took hold of the hem and pulled it over the woman’s head. When she stood back up, I beheld the most beautiful body I had ever seen in real life. The curve of her hips, her perfectly shaped breasts with their nipples sticking out. This unknown woman might still be shivering, but I was getting warmer. Internally, I chastised myself for even noticing.

Quickly, I retrieved the towel again and wrapped it around her, arms and all, like a burrito. While she stood there, water still dripping onto my floor, I started to rub her down through the terrycloth and cotton, making sure to avoid any spots that were too personal.

As I vigorously rubbed her, the girl slowly settled down and stopped quaking. I could feel her tension ebbing away along with the cold.

“There. Isn’t that better?” I offered.

She gave me a weak smile and nodded. I then guided her to sit on what was ostensibly my roommate’s bed, but was neatly made up and hadn’t been slept in for a couple of weeks, at least. After sitting her down, I got another, smaller towel. I dried her legs and feet before climbing onto the bed behind her and sitting with my legs on either side of hers. Carefully, I worked the material against her matted hair to discover that she was, in fact, a blonde.

Before long, she was sighing and relaxing against me. With the immediate crisis over, I decided I needed to find out more about this woman and her situation.

“I’m Lauren, by the way,” I started, then left her time to tell me her name. When she didn’t say anything, I prompted, “What’s your name?”

“I...” Some of her tension returned. “I...don’t know,” she finally admitted.

“You...don’t know?” I repeated back to her, hands pausing their task. I didn’t know what else to say.

“I’m s..sorry,” the girl’s voice broke.

“Um, okay,” I stalled, attempting to decide how to proceed. “How did you get to that doorway where I found you?”

She took in a shaky, halting breath. “I don’t...r..remember,” she answered as she started to shake again, this time from sobs. “I can’t remember!”

Without thinking about it, my arms circled around and hugged her to me from behind.

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” I whispered. “We’ll figure this out.”
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EVENTUALLY, AFTER GETTING her calmed down again, I called the police. After about an hour of questioning, they insisted that I take her to a hospital to get checked out and tested for any abuse.

Turned out, there was nothing physically wrong with her, and there were no indications of abuse. The police promised to check all of their missing persons databases and get back to us, while a social worker promised to set up sessions with a psychologist who might be able to help with the memory loss. It was well into the following day before we were allowed to return to my place.

Neither of us had slept the previous night, but I forced myself to get the still unknown woman settled in my roommate’s bed before I crashed.

“I know you have to be twice as tired as me right about now,” I said as the door closed behind us. “Let me find you some PJs to change into.”

I went to my dresser and fished out a set of blue flannel with white clouds all over it, and turned to hand them to the blonde girl. I shouldn’t have been surprised at finding her standing there naked. The woman hadn’t once shown any embarrassment at being nude, either with me or when the doctors thoroughly examined her. This time, however, she was clean, her hair was brushed, and her skin had a pleasant rosy color rather than the pallid monochrome of the previous day. She was no longer a creature needing help; she was a vision of sensuality, at least to me.

I must have paused for longer than I realized, because the girl spoke up.

“Is everything okay, Miss Lauren?”

Miss Lauren? Where had that come from? At the time, I was too flustered to explore it, however.

“Yes, sorry,” I replied, shaking myself out of my stupor. “Here. You can wear these.”

Handing over the garments, I turned away to find my own set and to hide the redness I could feel blooming on my cheeks. Without turning around, I pulled off my top and replaced it with a PJ top identical in style and fabric to what I had given my guest, but purple with multicolored puppy paws. I repeated the same quick change with my bottoms.

When I turned back, the blonde was dressed as well and watching me intently. I made sure that the blinds in the single window were as closed as I could make them, which still allowed more light in than I would have liked. Finally, I went to my bed and started to climb in, the girl still watching my every move.

“Good night, I guess,” I said.

Her face got a confused expression. She glanced over her shoulder at the other bed, then back at me.

“You don’t w..want me to sleep with you?” The girl looked like I had just told her that her puppy had died.

“Um, I...uhh...” I stammered. “Is that what you want?” I finally asked.

The girl didn’t answer; she just looked at me, her lips beginning to tremble. Oh, no, she was going to break down again.

“Come on, climb on in,” I said, holding up the covers for her.

She smiled and crossed the distance in a flash. A moment later, she was plastered against my side, my arm under her head, and her right leg and arm draped over me.

“Thank you,” she breathed as her forehead nestled against my neck.

She sighed and relaxed, eyes closed, while I stared up at the ceiling. Even two layers of flannel couldn’t mask the sensation of her soft curves insinuating themselves into mine. With the adrenaline and heat pumping through my veins, it took a while for me to get to sleep, despite my exhausted state.

Unsurprisingly, when I did finally doze off, images of the sexy blonde filled my dreams, her voice telling me how happy she would make me.

I woke up at an unknown time later to the woman next to me mumbling incoherently and squirming. At first, I assumed her movements were random, then noticed that she was rubbing her pelvis against my thigh. I froze, not sure what to do. Was she still asleep? Looking down, the girl’s eyes were closed, and her face had a dreamy quality that suggested she wasn’t conscious of what she was doing to me. Even as I watched, her hand slipped between two of the buttons on my PJ top, four fingers searching for my breast. She would have found it, too, if her thumb hadn’t gotten caught on one of the buttons.

I lay there, letting this beautiful stranger hump me, indecision mixing with the increasingly erotic sounds emanating from the woman. Her mutterings had receded, replaced with heavy breathing and desperate pleasured grunts and moans. My arousal was growing with every second that passed.

I would never take advantage of a sleeping woman, but she was already taking advantage of me without knowing it. What would be the harm in letting her? There was a naughtiness to the idea that made it even more appealing.

Moving slowly so as not to wake her, I carefully unlatched the button preventing her from reaching into my top. Her hand found its target only a moment later, the fingers wrapping around my mound. It was clumsy and unfocused, but nice. I relaxed again and let her feel me up.

Before long, my own need for more threatened to take over. Just a little adjustment is all it would take, but she could wake up at any time; I would have to be careful. One of my legs was mostly free. In a manner calculated to seem like the shuffling of a sleeping person, I bent my knee to the side, effectively spreading myself open.

Immediately, the blonde’s knee came up to press against my sex, and I gasped involuntarily before sucking in my lips to stay quiet. She kept rubbing herself against my thigh, but was now also rubbing and pressing her leg against my clit.

At my chest, her hand continued to massage. My nipple slipped between two of her fingers and was getting pinched, sending a wonderful jolt through me with each squeeze. I did my best to stay quiet and still as the girl used my body to live out whatever dream she was having.

As time went on, her small thrusts became larger, longer, and the pressure against my button increased. Possibly the most beautiful woman I had ever met in person was undulating against me. Her head tilted up, and for a moment, I feared that she was waking up and I was going to see disgust on her face. Instead, her eyes were closed, and her expression was one of pure delight. Her lips moved sensually with every tiny whimper, every little grunt. She was going to cum on my leg, and I couldn’t think of anything sexier than watching her face as she did.

That’s when I felt my own orgasm start to rise. I couldn’t take my eyes off her as we both built toward our mutual release. When her body tensed and her hips shook, the girl let out a deep, guttural moan that, along with the look on her face, drove straight to the pleasure center of my brain, triggering my own climax. I sucked in a breath and rode the wave, jerking against the girl’s knee to get just a little more contact. She finished first, but nestled closer, allowing me to shudder out one last peak before I collapsed back into the mattress.

I closed my eyes, just enjoying the afterglow and catching my breath. The blonde’s head shifted, and I felt her lips press into my neck below my ear. That was a kiss, I realized. Was she awake? If I turned to look, and she was lucid, then she would know that I was awake. She might be mad. But she kissed me.

My racing thoughts and indecision kept me rooted in place. I heard her sigh contentedly as her whole body squirmed against me, then went still with her hand still inside my shirt, gently cradling my breast.
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THE SHADOWS AGAINST the wall had moved considerably the next time my eyes fluttered open. My stomach gurgled, letting me know that I had probably skipped a meal.

At some point, we had switched positions. We were spooning, her back to me, and I had one arm wrapped around her midsection, the other under her head, folded at the elbow so that my hand landed between her breasts, which she was hugging to her. It felt nice, holding her like that, but it also felt wrong, like I hadn’t earned the right to be this intimate with her. Somehow, this seemed more personal than the frottage we had engaged in earlier. Maybe it would have been different if we had both been conscious for it. As it stood, I was an imposter pretending to have a deeper connection than we actually had.

I wanted to whisper to her and wake her up, then remembered that I didn’t have a name to call her. What was I supposed to say? “Hey, you!” That didn’t seem right. Not wanting to bring attention to just how close my hand was to her boobs, I rubbed her stomach instead.

It took a few attempts, each one getting more vigorous, until the girl stirred.

“Hmmmm,” she hummed and stretched, her rear pushing back into my pelvis.

Her eyes fluttered open as she turned her head to me and smiled.

“A..are you hungry?” I asked softly. “I don’t know what time it is, but the cafeteria is probably open.”

“I’m starving!” the blonde exclaimed.

She pulled the covers away and slid over the edge of the bed to do a much more elaborate stretch. My eyes were involuntarily drawn to the silhouette of her breasts trying to break out of their flannel prison. Then the curve of her bare ass peaked from under the hem. In my admiration, it took me a second to realize she was no longer wearing any bottoms. She must have seen my shock over her shoulder and guessed at the cause.

“Oh, sorry, the pants got...damp somehow, and I had to take them off. I hope that’s okay.”

“Uhh, s..sure. You do what you have to do, right?” I replied, trying to sound nonchalant about the whole thing. I sat up on the edge of the bed and decided to change the subject. “Look, I know you don’t remember your name, but I would really like to have something to call you.”

“What would you like to call me?” the girl responded as she turned to face me. “I will like any name you choose.”

She had this innocent, expectant pose that made me think she was being genuine; she would let me call her anything I wanted. For my part, it didn’t feel right to decide someone else’s name, even if it was just temporary.

“No, no, it should be something you like. You need to decide,” I insisted.

The girl suddenly looked stricken, like I’d asked her to trip an old lady or something.

“I...I c..can’t,” she muttered. Her shoulders hunched, and she shrank in on herself. “P..please...You choose, please.”

I quickly stood up and took her into my arms, holding her to me.

“Shh, it’s okay,” I soothed. “It’s not that big a deal.” I rubbed her back and tried to figure out how to deal with this. “Why don’t we just look at some names while we eat? Maybe one will stand out to you or, who knows, trigger a memory.”

The two of us stood there for several seconds until her arms came up and returned my hug. The scared girl nodded as she lay her head on my shoulder, finally relaxing again.

It was well after lunchtime when we got to the cafeteria, but too early for any of the dinner fare to be put out. Oh well. Once seated with a salad of questionable lettuce in front of each of us, I pulled out my phone and did a search. Her accent sounded German, so I found a list of girl names popular around the time I and, presumably, she were born. We went down the list one by one. I would read her a name, and she would ponder it for a second. None of them struck a nerve or felt familiar to her.

After about half an hour, I switched to asking her about which ones she liked the sound of. As long as I didn’t try to make her decide on one, she was fine. Over an hour after sitting down, I had managed to get the most positive response from the name ‘Bianca.’

“Alright, that settles it. I’m going to call you Bianca,” I announced. On purpose, I did not ask if she would like that, knowing it might set her off again.

“Thank you, Miss Lauren,” she smiled.

There it was again. She had called me ‘Miss.’

“Why do you do that?” I began.

“Do what?”

“Call me Miss Lauren sometimes,” I clarified.

“I don’t know. It just feels right. Something I should call my...” her voice trailed off.

“Your what?” I prompted.

“I...I don’t know,” came the answer, the girl looking confused.

I had noticed her, Bianca, getting fidgety over the last fifteen minutes or so, and decided not to push it. The blonde was absently rubbing her legs when she wasn’t doing something else with her hands. Now she was glancing around nervously, and her breathing was starting to become erratic.

“Are you all right?” I asked, leaning closer to her.

“C..can we...g..go back to...to the room, Miss Lauren?”

“Yes,” I answered immediately, happy that it was something simple. “Of course!”

We threw away our trash and returned the trays. The walk back was practically a jog with Bianca gripping my hand in hers while her other hand squeezed my bicep. As soon as the door closed behind us, the blonde twirled around to face me. Her lips trembled, and her piercing blue eyes looked deep into mine.

“Do I make you happy?” she said.

“What? Why...?”

“No, NO...wrong word...” she scrunched her face like she was in pain. “May. May I make you happy? P..p..please?”

Before I could process what she meant, Bianca was on her knees in front of me, unbuttoning my jeans!

“OH! Bianca, what...?” My words were cut off as my pants and underwear were pulled down harshly.

I instinctively retreated only to be stopped by the door. Then something warm and wet split my labia and flicked my clit.

“Oh, my GOD!” I blurted.

Looking down, all I could see was the German girl’s blonde hair cascading down her back. Her whole face was plastered to my core. What the hell was going on?! I mean, I wasn’t stopping her, but we had definitely skipped a few steps in the whole courtship ritual.

Her tongue moved like an angry worm, twisting and whipping up and down. That was followed by concentrated spirals around, and what felt like through, my most sensitive button. My head lolled back as I succumbed and let her take me down this unexpected road.

It only took a couple more minutes of her almost desperate devouring of my sex until I was about to explode.

“I’m...AHHH...I’m going to...cummmm...” I managed.

Bianca pressed her tongue flat against my clit and hummed. It wasn’t a change of tempo, which would have been distracting; it was an added vibration that sent me over the top.

I bucked against her face, but she refused to let me get away. My mind exploded with blissful fireworks, and my toes curled inside my sneakers. Grabbing her head with both hands, I held on as she kept my climax at the peak for longer than I had ever experienced before.

“NNGGAAAGHHH!” I cried, my climax finally subsiding with the echoes of my exclamation.

Bianca suddenly pulled back with an audible squelching sound, her face beaming up at me and covered in my pleasure. She was breathing hard and licked her lips like a cat finishing their favorite treat.

I was breathing just as hard as she was, neither of us able to form words. Her eyes were bright and steady. The struggling creature who had come through the door only minutes ago was gone, leaving an alternate version of that woman in her place. A woman who was composed, lucid, and very pleased with herself.

Both my hands went to my cheeks, and I giggled as I looked down at the cheerful woman who had just made me cum so hard.

“What did we just do?” I said under my breath.

“Did I make you happy?” Bianca asked, her sweet face staring up at me.

There was something more in her question than reassurance from a lover.

“That was incredible. I don’t know what else to say,” I admitted.

“Are you happy?” she prodded again.

“Yes...Yes, I’m very happy!”

The girl’s smile grew twice as big, and she sighed contentedly. As though she had just remembered something, Bianca jolted and looked at my crotch.

“Oh, my goodness, let me clean you up!”

She bounced up and rushed to get a cloth while I leaned against the door with my pants to my knees, the opposite of sexy or dignified. Bianca didn’t seem to care.

“You don’t have to do that,” I insisted, but she was already running warm water over a washcloth and ignored me.

The blonde was kneeling in front of me again a few seconds later, gingerly whipping my privates with a warm, wet cloth. I was somewhat embarrassed by the treatment, but it felt really nice. She was so tender and conscientious, almost reverently stroking every crevice. Every movement was slow and deliberate.

When she was done, Bianca surprised me one last time by planting a gentle kiss on my mons before sitting back on her heels.

“All clean,” she declared.

Her sparkling blue eyes and satisfied smile beamed at me. My gosh, she was gorgeous. Yet something about what just happened felt off. I pulled up my jeans and put myself back together.

“That was...really something, Bianca,” I began, “but what just happened?”

“You...didn’t like it?” She looked confused and hurt.

“No, it was wonderful,” I said, quickly going to my knees to be at her level. “It was just...sudden.”

“Oh, that,” she looked down at the floor. “I...I don’t know what came over me. I needed you. I needed to please you. To make you happy with me.”

“Um, okay,” I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. “What made you think I wasn’t happy with you?”

“Nothing!” she insisted. “It was an urge. Something deep down needed to please you. You didn’t seem to mind,” she smirked.

“Well, no,” I returned her smile. “I certainly don’t mind. I was just surprised, that’s all.”
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LATER THAT EVENING, she started getting antsy again. We had walked around campus for hours, hoping something would bring back memories, but nothing did. She had been fine the whole time. Back in my room and halfway through a movie, Bianca’s hands started moving slowly over her body in a manner that suggested she was getting turned on. I tried to ignore it, but we were sitting together on my bed with a laptop perched on our legs so that we could both see the screen. Every time she moved, the laptop jostled.

Without saying anything, I moved the computer into my lap. It took less than a minute before the blonde turned onto her side, and her hands were roaming beyond just her body.

“I’m feeling those urges again,” she whispered, her lips right next to my ear.

As if I needed her to tell me that. I watched her hand do a lazy figure eight on my abs, then move up to circle one of my breasts.

“Just relax,” she continued softly. “Let go and let me take you on a blissful journey.”

Her fingers went to the buttons of my PJ top. My eyes followed as one button after another was released, exposing more and more of my bare skin. A kiss was planted lower with each catch freed. As my breathing increased, the last one succumbed to her manipulations, and her lips pressed into the swell of my breast.

Both halves of the garment were pushed aside, my chest rising and falling as my excitement grew. To my disappointment, her hand let go and came toward my face. Two of her fingers teased my bottom lip, then slid further. I parted my teeth and let her explore my mouth.

“Get them nice and wet,” she said.

I slathered my tongue around, wondering what was going to happen. It lasted only a few moments before her fingers were removed and went straight back to my left breast. She circled my nipple, quickly coaxing it to full attention as the saliva-soaked tips slid around and over it. Shifting down just a bit further, Bianca’s mouth hovered inches above my right nipple, lips parted. When she just hovered there, I whimpered and tried to lift myself to her.

The beautiful blonde smiled at my distress, then lowered, but not all the way. With an inch left between us, her hot breath washed over my sensitive nub. My nipple responded by becoming as hard as its twin and reaching up to bathe in the soft heat.

Never had I felt so aroused by so little. She was barely stroking one nipple and not even touching the other. As I watched, Bianca’s tongue slowly extended toward me. Yes, YES! As gentle as her fingers, it made contact and swirled around the stiff tip. I melted, eyes closed, and I let out a soft moan.

Over the next several minutes, she made love to my breasts. There’s no other way to describe it. The pressure being applied slowly increased, always with the care of the most attentive lover. The rest of my body writhed beneath her as the warmth radiated to my extremities, but concentrated at my sex. My hips involuntarily thrust to meet an invader that didn’t exist.

“P..pl..please,” I begged, hoping she would know what I needed.

“Don’t ask,” Bianca said. “Tell me what you want. Order me to do it.”

My right nipple felt like it was almost pulled into her throat in the next instant as she sucked it in hard.

“AHHH,” I cried. But I wanted more. “P..put your fingers inside me! I’m so close.”

There was a pop as my tit was released from her suction. “Yes, Miss Lauren.”

Her hand left my other breast even as Bianca’s lips surrounded my distended nipple once again. The hand slipped under the waistband of my PJs and into my panties like they weren’t even there. Two fingers separated my labia and dove for my hole. They paused at the opening, her palm grinding into my clit.

“Don’t stop! Fuck me!” I commanded, some of my desperation leaking into my voice.

The hand went lower, and the two fingers stretched me open. They moved inside me, in and out, up and down, finding spots no one had ever touched.

“Ohhh, YEAH, like that!”

Her face was above me then, all activity focused between my legs. Her free hand slid under me to grip my neck and held my head steady, even as my lower body humped against her other hand.

“You’re going to cum when I reach zero,” she announced.

I didn’t know what she was talking about, but my brain was too consumed with the rising climax to think about it.

“Five...” She started counting.

Her palm lifted away from my button, but her fingers suddenly pushed deeper.

“Four...”

Her thumb connected with my clit, feeling like a little tongue licking and circling it.

“Three...Get ready.”

Her fingers curled inside me to press up like they were trying to reach her thumb. A new sensation flooded my pussy, threatening to overwhelm me.

“Two...not yet. You can wait just a little longer.”

Her words kept me on the edge. I didn’t want to disappoint her.

“One...I’m all yours, Miss Lauren, but your orgasm is mine.”

Her statement flowed into me and through me, but my consciousness was completely consumed by the ultimate bliss I was keeping at bay.

“Zero...Cum for me!”

I let go, and an intense climax shot through me. Fireworks went off in front of my eyes as I bucked and tried to suck Bianca’s hand into me. She kept massaging that spot and rubbing my button with her thumb. The climax went on and on, pulse after pulse. Every heartbeat felt like a new peak, until my body gave out and I collapsed into the mattress. Sweat beaded on my chest, my breasts heaving with every deep breath.

Opening my eyes, I smiled at the blonde, her bright blue eyes still locked on mine. While I caught my breath, she brought her hand up and licked at the two fingers glistening with my passion. They disappeared into her mouth, and she sucked on them like they were a pacifier.

“Mmm,” she hummed. “Delicious.”
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THAT’S HOW THE NEXT week went. Every day, Bianca would have two or three of these episodes where she would act like a nymphomaniac. Maybe that’s what it was, but it seemed too regular. The periods between the episodes varied, but we could be assured of one during the morning hours and at least one in the afternoon or evening. They weren’t all one-sided. Once I convinced her that it would make me happy to give her pleasure as well, it became a more equal relationship.

Exactly what that relationship was, however, still perplexed me. I couldn’t have that much intimacy with someone without developing deep feelings for them. For her part, Bianca was devoted to me with an intensity that bordered on worshipful. At the same time, she wouldn’t make a decision on her own, forcing me to act like her parent. All of the authorities, the police and psychologists, differed to me like her guardian. It made me uncomfortable, but I couldn’t deny the benefits. I also couldn’t imagine leaving her in the cold hands of some government official. What would that have done to her, I wondered.

Those officials weren’t any help either. The police had no leads on where she came from or who she was. The seemingly endless stream of new psychologists was similarly stumped. They were certain that she had gone through some brainwashing of some form, but had few definitive suggestions beyond giving her a safe environment and keeping her mentally stable, whatever that meant. Was I doing the right thing by feeding her desires? It was keeping her calm, but was I just giving an addict their drug of choice?

Somewhere in the back of my mind, I also realized that I was becoming accustomed to multiple orgasms every day. If Bianca went unusually long between episodes, my body would start craving her touch. A little over a week after we met, she had gone almost the entire day without an issue. Part of me was hopeful that she had made some breakthrough, even as my own urges were surfacing.

“How are you feeling?” I asked from across the dorm room.

Bianca was stretched out on my roommate’s bed, which had become hers in the other girl’s absence. She was sitting up, wearing one of my T-shirts, ankle socks, and lace panties. The only underwear she felt comfortable in was more lingerie than functional. I didn’t understand it, but at least she was expressing a preference rather than just waiting for me to tell her what to wear. That seemed like a step in the right direction.

“I’m fine,” she answered, not looking up from the hand-me-down cell phone I gave her. It didn’t have a SIM card, but it connected to the WiFi, and she could browse social media or play games while I did my homework.

“You’re not feeling any...stirrings?”

“No. Mrs. Winters,” that was her latest psychologist, “hypnotised me yesterday, and it seems to have helped.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful,” I replied, a little more flatly than I intended.

She looked up, her blue eyes seeing through me.

“Do you want me to make you cum?” It was so matter-of-fact the way she said it, like a business transaction.

“No!” I replied immediately, making a face as though she were being silly. “It’s just unusual for you to go this long, is all. I’m happy for you! But, you know, if you need me, I’m always here for you.”

“Thank you, Miss Lauren.” The blonde smiled sweetly and turned onto her side away from me. Her perfect rear, encased in lilac lace, taunted me.

My sleep was infused with images of Bianca’s fingers teasing me and the sound of her counting down, but never reaching zero. I woke the next morning, sweating and frustrated. Looking over at the other bed, it was empty. A quick scan confirmed that she wasn’t anywhere else in the small room. Bianca had never just wandered off!

I sprang out of bed, ready to throw on some clothes and look for her when I heard the shower going in the bathroom we shared with the dorm room next to us. Breathing a sigh of relief, I almost missed the soft sound of moaning hidden amongst the white noise of the shower spray.

A couple of steps brought me to the door. I listened, wondering if Bianca was enjoying the warm water hitting her... Wait. That was not the German girl’s voice. Our suitemates were a dark-skinned woman majoring in Archeology and a girl with short blonde hair from the middle of Iowa or Kansas, some middle-of-nowhere rural farm community. Which one was I hearing?

Jealousy spiked through me as the vocalizations rose in volume and timbre. That should be me, I thought. Without thinking, I twisted the knob and found it locked. In retrospect, that was for the best. I stepped back and sat back down on my bed, still able to hear the unknown woman approaching her release. Images of my Bianca with the other women fueled a smoldering anger. On her knees with her face buried in the archeologist’s pussy, or pressing the farm girl against the tiles while fingering her from behind.

I steadied my breathing, but my heart was beating faster as envy gathered in the pit of my stomach. This level of emotion had only happened once before, when my best friend, Alison, told me about her escapades with girls who didn’t deserve her. Just as with Alison, I had no right to dictate who Bianca had sex with. That didn’t mollify my reaction, though.

I was within seconds of getting up and slamming the side of my fist on the bathroom wall when the main door of the room opened, and Bianca carefully navigated around while holding two cups from the on-campus coffee shop, one in each hand. My whole body stiffened as I realized how close I had come to truly embarrassing myself.

“I hope I didn’t wake you when I left,” Bianca said. “You were tossing and turning a lot last night, so I wanted to let you sleep as long as you could.”

Still coming to grips with my mistake, it dawned on me that I had been and still was hearing at least one of my suite mates about to orgasm just a few feet away. I snickered at the situation and my relief, before covering my mouth.

“What's...?” Bianca started, but quieted when a loud wail of pure delight filtered in through the walls.

“Oh, my god, Chelsea, that’s so good!” The voice was trying to be discreet, but the bathroom walls were notoriously thin. Chelsea was the farm girl, and the one speaking sounded very much like her roommate.

Bianca smirked and handed me one of the drinks. The bed squeaked as she sat down beside me, neither of us speaking as the barely muffled sound of lovemaking washed over us.

“Well, it seems that those two have made up,” my companion finally said.

“Shh,” I replied, “they’re going to hear us!”

“They probably wouldn’t hear the fire alarm right now,” Bianca suggested, but lowered her voice nonetheless. She smiled and took another sip of her drink.

“What do you mean ‘they made up’? How do you even know anything about them?” I asked, curious about her previous statement.

“Well...see,” the girl looked embarrassed, then let out a long breath. “Look, I’m stuck here in this room while you’re in class, and it gets boring, okay! Those two were arguing next door, and I went into the loo to hear better.”

I raised one eyebrow, but let her continue.

“Apparently, Adrianna was upset because Chelsea brought a guy back to the room on Saturday.”

“Did she not leave a sock on the doorknob or whatever their signal is?” I guessed.

“Oh, no, she did. That wasn’t what got her upset. Adrianna thought that she and Chelsea were dating and exclusive.”

My eyes went wide. “Oh, shit.”

“Exactly. So Adrianna storms out and leaves Chelsea crying on her bed. I hate seeing, or in this case hearing, people upset. So I...”

“What did you do?” I prodded when her voice trailed off.

“I...knocked on the door. Naturally, she thought it was you and opened it. She was hugging me and crying on my shoulder before realizing that I wasn’t who she thought. There were some awkward moments, but she needed someone to talk to. I was there. Chelsea really does have feelings for Adrianna, but she was scared of committing.”

Bianca paused, but I could tell that there was more to the story.

“And?” I encouraged.

“And I might have tried a technique that Mrs. Winters used on me. It calmed her down and took away some of that fear. Hearing them now,” she gestured at the bathroom door, “it must have worked.”

“Wow, that’s some technique!” was all that came to mind.

“It could help you, too,” she added.

“Help me? With what?”

“With your stress. With your frustration. Lots of things.”

Over our time together, Bianca and I had talked at length about my past, my family, my goals, everything. Her lack of memory meant that a two-way exchange was impossible. I didn’t mind, but it meant that she knew a lot about me while I knew almost nothing about her.

“I’m not frustrated!” I countered. I wasn’t going to argue about not being stressed.

“Yes, you are,” she insisted. “You know I can read you like a book, Miss Lauren.” She smiled and winked at me. “You would love for me to make you scream like Adrianna right now.”

As if to punctuate her challenge, a voice emanated from next door.

“Oh, yes, YEEES!”

The heat between my legs proved her point, but I was not about to concede and admit it.

“I will have you know that I went days between climaxes before you came along,” I shot back.

“And now?” she countered, staring deep into me.

I looked away, unwilling to answer.

“You know, there is an easy solution,” Bianca said as she put her hand on my knee. “Just tell me to do what you want. Order me to get down on my knees and eat you.”

The blonde squeezed my knee. I turned to look at her quizically. Deep within, I was also a little frightened by a little voice telling me to do just that.

“I’m...I don’t order people to have sex!” I forced myself to say.

“Not people. Of course not. Me. Your slut.” The statement was made as if it were all self-evident.

“My what?” I replied, shocked.

“Is that not the right term: Slut? I’ll do anything you want sexually. That makes me your slut.”

My mouth hung slack, and I stopped breathing as my mind tried to process what was happening. Finally, I said the only thing that made sense.

“You are NOT my...my slut!” I hissed. “I don’t know what we are to each other, but that’s not it!”

Bianca choked on a gasp as her face contorted into an expression of utter betrayal. Her blue eyes began to moisten, threatening to spill down her cheeks, and her chin quivered.

“I thought...you cared for me. You promised you would!”

When we met, I said that I would take care of her, not that I would care for her. Sometimes, with how fluent Bianca was in English, I forgot that there were still moments of misunderstanding. At the same time, I did care for her. This was all going out of control.

Beside me, the tears started flowing, and the girl turned, falling into my pillow. She was on her side in a fetal position a second later with the pillow pulled in front of her face to muffle her sobs.

“I do care for you!” I tried. “Bianca, please, don’t be upset!”

Setting my drink on the floor, I scooted up and lay down behind the shaking blonde woman. My arm draped over her midsection and hugged her to me, my legs coming up to match her position and make as much contact as I could with her. I planted kisses on the back of her head, her shoulder, and her neck.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered into her ear. “I didn’t mean it like that. I do care for you, I do.”

The pillow lowered, and Bianca sniffled. “I just want to make you happy,” she said.

“You do. Every day.”

“Then...can I still be...your slut?” Her voice was small, pleading.

I was flattered and touched, but also worried that she still didn’t completely understand what she was asking. There was no way I was going to try to correct her in that moment, however, with such high emotions exposed.

“Of course. My beautiful s..slut,” I replied, as I clutched her closer to me.

Bianca purred, her body relaxing and pressing back into me. Together, we listened to Adrianna lose control and explode less than ten feet from us.

My pent-up need, combined with the audible porn happening so near and Bianca’s warm curves against me, finally broke my resistance. Letting the blonde go, I rolled onto my back and whispered.

“Get over here and make me cum.” For my companion’s sake, I did my best to make it sound like an order, even though my voice still lacked conviction.

“Yes, Miss Lauren,” Bianca said, smiling as she turned to face me.
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THE FOLLOWING WEEK was much like the first. Bianca had fewer episodes, but my need for her just seemed to get stronger. At least my unease at telling the German woman what I wanted was going away. It seemed to make her happy, and I convinced myself that one of the reasons she was having fewer breakdowns was that she was getting the attention she needed.

Winter break was only a few days away. Bianca had no place to go and would have to come with me. I wondered what my mother was going to think. She had always been supportive of my dating tendencies, but bringing someone home would be a completely new situation. There would probably need to be a couple of little white lies to spare her from worry and spare me from embarrassment.

At the same time, I felt guilty for bringing a lover into her house when, as far as I knew, she hadn’t been with anyone since Dad left. Whenever I tried to talk to her, Mom would find some excuse to change the subject. It just made the upcoming break that much more tense.

Bianca noticed my building apprehension, finally broaching the topic the night before we were to travel home.

“You seem tense, Miss Lauren. Are you still worried about your mother’s reaction to me?”

“That’s part of it,” I admitted. “I’m worried that she put her own sex life on hold for me, and showing up with...with you will just rub salt in an open wound, you know? It would be a lot easier if she were more open with me. I want her...” I paused, not sure how to finish that sentence, gave up, and started over. “She needs to find someone, and I wish I could help her with that, but she just keeps avoiding me when I approach her about it.”

The blonde got off her bed, I was thinking of it as hers by then, not my roommate’s, and came to sit next to me on mine. We had gone shopping a few days ago, and I had bought her a new wardrobe. Part of my anxiety was knowing that my mother would eventually see that bill on her credit card. We were well off, so the amount wasn’t a burden, but it was still a sum that would make her ask questions. I rationalized it by putting it in the category of a charitable contribution. The excitement in Bianca’s eyes whenever she modeled something I picked out for her was intoxicating, and I had bought more than I probably should have. A large chunk of that had been spent at a lingerie store. The girl looked amazing in everything. As we walked out of that store, I realized that I had completely failed to get her anything sensible.

The figure that padded across the floor and lay down next to me was wearing nearly see-through pine-green lace underwear with strategically placed arrangements of vines accentuated by little pink and yellow flowers. That and the knowledge that she would do literally anything I asked kept me constantly horny when we were alone in our room.

“Do you want me to help?” she asked sweetly.

I knew what she meant. A few days ago, when my brain was in overdrive and not letting me sleep, I had allowed her to use the hypnosis technique that had been so effective for Chelsea. Sure enough, I remember her talking to me until I got incredibly relaxed, then counting down. The next thing I knew, I was waking up the following morning more refreshed than I could ever remember being.

“Maybe. I just wish you could loosen up my mother,” I snorted.

“Right now, let’s focus on you,” she began, her voice taking on a smooth, soft cadence that I recognized from the previous night. I settled back as Bianca’s hand cradled my jaw, two fingers gently connecting with a pulse point on my neck. “Relax and let go...”
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WINTER BREAK! CLASSES and tests, projects and papers were over, at least for a while. I wouldn’t have to be back on campus for over a month. All the Christmas celebrations, parties, catching up with friends, and being back at home had my spirits soaring. And I totally forgot to warn my mother that Bianca was coming with me.

I opened the front door with a key I hadn’t used in months, and Mom came rushing around the corner, wiping her hands on the apron she had on over a business suit. She came up short on seeing two people where she was expecting only one. Bianca had stepped in and grabbed onto my arm with both hands, pressing herself against my side. She was as nervous as I was.

“Oh, hello,” my mother started, then focused on me. “You made it!”

She came in for a hug, which I gladly returned.

“We’re here,” I agreed.

“Yes, WE are,” Mom pulled back, giving me the look that promised a stern talking to later. “Who have you brought with you?”

“Sorry, Mom. I forgot to tell you. This is Bianca,” I began. “She’s from Germany and couldn’t get back for the break. I told her she was welcome to come with me. Sorry to spring this on you.”

My mom looked nonplussed for just a moment before recovering.

“It’s nothing,” she said, smiling at Bianca. “We have a spare room and any friend of Lauren’s is always welcome.”

“You have a very nice home,” Bianca greeted in her subtle German accent. “It’s such a pleasure to be here. Thank you for having me.”

“Of course, dear. My pleasure,” Mom replied as she removed her apron and tossed it over the arm of a couch a few feet away. “Let me show you where your room is.”

While Mom led Bianca down into the basement, I went to my room. It was still exactly as I had left it. My bed was neatly made up, one of my mom’s ways of saying ‘welcome home’ because I’m sure I left it in shambles. It was a mix of peach and pastel purple blankets, at least two, for the weight, and more pillows than any human could possibly use. In front of the neatly arranged fluffy mountain was one pillow that always made me grin. It had a small black border surrounding a wider peach one framing a white field on the inside with the words, ‘I Love You. In French,’ spelled out in a fancy font. I had bought that at a garage sale. What made me laugh was that I was pretty sure someone had ordered it from someplace like Etsy and had wanted it to say, ‘Je t'aime,’ but had gotten their literal instructions applied instead.

Along one wall were the obligatory pictures printed out to look like Polaroids clipped to the strings of fairy lights crisscrossing the space. Another contained a desk that I had never used for anything other than knick-knacks and the odd trophy from my years of playing Racquet Ball competitively. There was a dresser that I had painted to match the pastel violet of my bedspread, and a full-length mirror. All of it held pleasant memories and some deep scars that all teenagers experience while thinking they are utterly unique and alone.

Throwing my suitcase on the bed, I prepared to put my clothes directly into the dirty clothes hamper. No way I was going to bother washing everything on campus when I could use my mom’s washer and dryer instead.

Suddenly, I heard my mother loudly exclaim, “Bianca! What possessed you to...” Her words trailed off, but I already knew how the blonde woman would react. Shit, shit, shit! I had hoped to avoid any breakdowns and therefore any explanations, but that wish had lasted all of three minutes. I rushed down the hall and took the basement stairs two at a time. In the guest room, my mother was stunned into silence, watching Bianca, who had curled into a ball and was rocking back and forth, apologizing.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,...” she kept repeating.

What in the world could have happened? That was not relevant in that moment, however. I knelt and gathered Bianca into my arms.

“It’s okay, it’s okay, you’re fine,” I soothed, alternately stroking her hair and rubbing her back. “I’m here.”

Over my shoulder, I gave my mom a questioning look that she interpreted as accusing her.

“I didn’t...” she started, but I didn’t want the explanation right then. I needed to get Bianca calmed down, and I couldn’t do that in Mom’s presence.

“Mom, just leave. And close the door behind you,” I ordered, probably more vehemently than I meant. I took a deep breath and tried to sound less panicked. “We’ll talk in a little while. Let me get her calmed down.”

My mother gladly exited, pulling the door shut behind her.

“Bianca,” I said, putting a touch of sternness into my voice. “I need you. Right now.”

She stopped rocking and looked into my eyes. “Yes, Miss Lauren?”

“Strip,” I ordered. “I want to see all of my beautiful naked slut.”

The blonde was still a bit shaken, but she extricated herself and began doing a low-key striptease just for me. I pulled off my jeans and panties, then sat on the edge of the bed as she finished by kneeling between my knees. She licked her lips and waited patiently for my next words, knowing exactly what they would likely be. My god, she was gorgeous.

I opened my legs a little wider and gave her the command she was expecting.

“Get those pretty lips to work and make me cum.”

Minutes later, I was screaming into a pillow, and Bianca was back to her normal, composed self.
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AFTER THAT, I WAS FORCED to explain to my mom a bit about what was going on with Bianca. I told her that she was going through some emotional problems, but that she was not a danger to herself or others. Bianca was the ultimate people pleaser. I left out exactly how committed she was to that, though.

I found out that the girl had grabbed my mom’s breasts out of the blue. There was certainly some motive to make Mom happy, but I really didn’t want to know the details. Surprisingly, I would have had no problem if my mother had wanted to let Bianca continue. I even suggested as much. Mom did not seem to consider that an option.

Right then, however, I had a brilliant idea.

“Why don’t you give her stuff to do around the house?” I blurted as soon as the thought struck me. “Bianca would love that! Then just make sure she sees how pleased you are with her. Yeah, that might actually help her a lot. What do you say, Mom?”

“What, you mean like housework?”

“Exactly! Why not? It’s a win-win!”

When I suggested that, it did not occur to me that the gorgeous woman with a model’s body would end up doing chores in her underwear. Her frilly, sexy underwear. Fuck me! In my attempt to redirect her energies into something unrelated to sex, she still kept me horny. I caught my mom taking lingering glances as well, making me, once again, wonder about her sexual orientation.

The basic plan worked, however. Bianca busied herself with sweeping and dusting and other minor tasks that kept her typical urges from flaring. The fact that the two of us got plenty of time to ourselves while Mom was at work also contributed to the blonde staying on an even keel. I ignored the tiny voice inside that pointed out how I was instigating our sexual interludes with more frequency than Bianca probably required. She wasn’t having episodes, and that was all that mattered.

Everything seemed to be going well for the week that followed. My mom and Bianca got into a pattern that seemed to work for both of them. The German woman would happily do whatever chores my mother assigned, then bask in her approval and a hug.

When Friday came, something changed that I couldn’t put my finger on. Mom got home from work a smidge early, nearly catching Bianca and me in an intimate moment. Honestly, I probably would have found that more humorous than embarrassing, but my mom would have died, I’m sure. Since we had just had a sexual interlude, I felt comfortable leaving the blonde at home while I went to an Optometrist appointment that had been scheduled six months ago.

After I got home, however, Mom seemed overly upset at having fallen asleep and not making dinner as she had promised before I left. It wasn’t that big of a deal. We ordered pizza instead. Not to disparage my mom’s cooking, but I was more excited to get Gino’s anyway. But that wasn’t the end of the weirdness. She seemed to keep finding things to do for the rest of the evening rather than hang out with us.

“Did something happen while I was gone?” I asked Bianca after my mom went to bed early. “She seems nervous or guilty about something.”

“I’m not sure,” she answered after contemplating for a moment. “I gave her a massage when she said she needed to relax.” She winced and continued, “I think it might have...what is the phrase? Lit her flame? Turned her on?”

“Ooohh,” I replied with a chuckle. “Yeah, that would do it. Good to know she can still get a little ‘lit’.”

Bianca and I met some of my friends for lunch the following day, then did some shopping. Somehow, we ended up at a fetish store in the corner of an out-of-the-way strip mall. I still couldn’t remember who talked whom into going in, but it was exciting, regardless. The two of us tried to act casual, like this wasn’t our first time in such a place.

The sheer variety of toys and accessories was mesmerizing, almost overwhelming! Of course, I knew what a vibrator was, but in my head, it was a vaguely phallic-shaped tube with a switch. There had to be twenty different varieties of stimulators for women, not even counting the different styles of each type. I wanted to try all of them! Similarly, the number of dildos was almost scary.

We wandered the aisles and displays, pointing and swallowing giggles, while occasionally adding an item to our hand-held basket. Then we found the section full of bondage equipment and ‘Impact Play’ according to the sign. A nice way to label whips and paddles and crops, oh my.

“What do you think?” Bianca turned to face me, holding a black leather collar to her neck. She wrapped it around and held the ends together while holding her hair out of the way, posing for me.

“Fucking sexy,” I admitted, unable to deny the tingle I was feeling seeing her slender neck trapped in the thick material.

Stepping close, she wrapped the thing around my neck. I’m not sure why I let her, but the thrill of seeing her in the collar surged and was amplified at the thought of wearing it. Bianca held it in place and cocked her head, appraising it, then she smiled and threw it in the basket.

We spent far too long and far too much money in that store. Walking back to the car with several bags, I could feel my underwear sticking to my slit from the moisture. Did I just spend my book allowance for next semester?

My mom was home, so we couldn’t tear into the packages and try anything out immediately. We took the bags to the guest room, assuming that would be less likely to be accidentally found. It was so frustrating knowing that unadulterated sex was waiting just below us, and we couldn’t partake until my mom left.

Finally, she left for the grocery store. That would give us most of an hour, probably. As soon as the front door closed, I got up and headed for the basement at a carefree pace. Bianca rushed past me down the stairs.

“Hey!” I called and sped up right behind her.

Two minutes later, our nefarious haul was laid out on the bed, a tantalizing display of erotic promises. There was the collar, three sizes of dildo, one of which vibrated, two different vibrators, a bullet and one with a bulbous head that looked powerful, and a butt plug that I still wasn’t sure why we got. I had never seriously considered anal stimulation, but I told myself that it was for Bianca, despite my personal curiosity. Seeing her cute little ass with a pink jewel in the middle and knowing where it was lodged was an opportunity I couldn’t pass up.

“Are you a virgin?” my partner in crime asked, holding up the smallest of the dildos.

I smirked at her, raising one eyebrow. “That’s none of your business, missy!”

“Oh, good,” she smiled, putting down the rod in her hand and picking up the slightly larger one that looked more realistic, but had a smooth handle that curved up in a J shape at the base.

My eyes went wide.

“And where do you think that’s going?” I quipped, playfully.

Bianca didn’t answer. She held the thing between her teeth like a pirate preparing to swing across to steal treasure from an unlucky ship. Her hands went to the snap of my jeans. I was pulling my shirt over my head and wiggling my hips to help her pull my pants down shortly after. Half the items on the bed bounced off when I landed in the center, only my ankle socks still on.

The beautiful blonde quickly undressed as well and knelt between my spread knees as she took hold of the dildo again. Instead of putting it against my slit, where I wanted it, she aimed it at her wide-open mouth and slid it halfway down before her lips sealed it in. She used the handle to move the thing in and out of her mouth a couple of times before pulling it out and swirling her tongue around the tip. I was transfixed as she flipped it around and finally lowered it to my sex.

I was already breathing hard even before the head rubbed up and down my slit. It split my labia and rested at my hole. A small pressure, then more. I jerked when the head popped past my tight opening. In truth, I wasn’t a virgin, but even this medium-sized intruder was at least as big as anything I’d had inside me prior. Bianca gripped the handle and pushed, slowly skewering me.

The blonde watched my face intently as more and more of the dildo disappeared inside me until her knuckles pressed against my slit.

“Breathe,” she said.

I hadn’t realized that I wasn’t until she mentioned it. Exhaling, I relaxed and reached up to grab her face in my hands. Urging her down on top of me, our lips met in a passionate embrace that quickly included tongues. In the heat of her lips and the rod lodged inside me, the movements of her lower body were the furthest from my mind. That was until we parted, and her arms propped her up above me. Bianca’s hips moved, and so did the dildo. I looked between us to see that the “handle” of the device was completely inside of her, with the base of the rod pressing into her mons.

I drew in a sharp breath as she pulled out a little more.

“You’re going...” I started.

“To fuck you,” Bianca finished for me, punctuating the statement by thrusting forward.

“Nnngg,” I moaned in response and grabbed hold of her arms to steady myself.

“This is nice, but I wonder if they packaged this thing with any charge,” she said.

“Charge?”

She pulled out again and reached between us. Suddenly, the device linking us started to vibrate. Bianca’s eyes nearly closed, the action much stronger for her, but I could feel the gentle shaking as well.

“Mmmm,” she hummed. “Ach ja (oh, yes)”

She looked down at me, paused, and let gravity take hold. Her whole body dropped on top of me, pressing me to the mattress and taking me into her arms. I wrapped my legs around her waist and kissed her shoulder. The blonde’s hips began to move independently of the rest of her, setting up a slow rhythm.

Every cycle sent wonderful sensations radiating from my vagina walls, molding to the shape of the intruder. Bianca nibbled on my neck, sending more waves of pleasure through me. Both of us were grunting and moaning with each tug and thrust. She held me close, and my hands roamed over her back, her ass, through her hair. My desire soared, feeling her muscles flex as she drove the rod into me over and over.

Holding Bianca, our bodies entwined, my mind drifted to Alison. What would she feel like pressed into me like this? Immediately, I felt guilty for not staying in the moment with the lover who was bringing me such bliss. Despite my attempt to refocus, just the few seconds imagining being with Ali set me on the path to an inevitable climax.

“Ahhhnnngg, y..y..yess, like that,” I encouraged. “I’m...getting close!”

“Wait for me,” Bianca breathed.

Her pelvis slammed into me, driving the plastic dick deeper than ever before. I let out a choked whimper, even while my pelvis rose to meet the invader, wanting more. Bianca began to grind on her part of the device, churning my insides, but focusing on her own pleasure for a moment. Grabbing her hips, I encouraged her to take as much time as she needed.

“I can...I can wait. Let’s cum together,” I managed.

“Braves mädchen,” she muttered in German.

“What?”

“Yes! Together!” she answered breathlessly.

Hovering above me, she put one hand behind my neck and held it in a grip that felt possessive yet affectionate. Her eyes locked with mine, and the tempo picked up as she started thrusting again.

“Y..yes, take me,” I said, unsure exactly where that came from.

I rocked my hips in time with her, all my senses on fire. Every place our skin touched was erogenous. The smell of her shampoo mixed with the scent of sex drove me higher. Our desperate, exquisitely naughty cries, like erotic music. Her perfect body moving and shaking in an exhibition of sensuality just for me. Even the taste of her skin on my lips. It was all culminating and taking me to a new destination that felt like heaven.

“Get...get ready,” she managed, then started to count down. “Ten...”

I started to let the orgasm build again, hoping that I could keep it from spilling over long enough.

“Nine...eight...seven.”

As she counted, the entire world compressed down to only the two of us.

“Six...five...four,” she continued. “Almost...”

I cried out as I barely held back. My knees pulled higher, letting her drive that much deeper, and my fingers dug into her arms.

“Three...two...open your eyes, Lauren. Look at me.”

I hadn’t even noticed that I was squeezing my eyes shut, concentrating on the feeling of being penetrated. So good! Forcing my gaze back onto her, I looked deep into her amazing blue orbs.

“One...OHHH, fuuck...zero! Cum for me, Liebchen!”

Her words were like a switch opening up the floodgates. Bianca drove deep into me and started shaking as her own orgasm hit. I threw my arms wide and grabbed the bedspread, afraid that I would hurt the blonde woman if I didn’t let go. My back arched, my whole body and mind swimming in waves of bliss.

I was just reaching the end of my climax when she started moving again, continuing to massage my swollen insides with measured, steady thrusts. Somehow, the rod felt even bigger inside me. I twitched with each movement, tiny jolts of sensation shooting from my pussy.

Bianca sat up, but kept the dildo in motion. One of the packages that had not fallen on the floor through all that was a small bullet vibe with a hand-held control. The package ripped open with a loud crack as the blonde forced the thick plastic to give up its contents.

“Too much...” I shook my head, still quaking from the aftershocks of my orgasm.

She ignored me and inserted the batteries into the controls while continuing to move her hips.

“I can make you happier, whether you think you want it or not,” Bianca stated.

My body was just settling down when she touched the device to my clit and turned it on. Even the lowest setting felt like an earthquake to my sensitized button. I tensed, but the sensation wasn’t as overwhelming as I’d expected.

“OHH, god!” I exclaimed, realizing that I could cum a second time.

Biance lifted the bullet just off me and smirked. “Do you still want me to stop?”

“No!” I shook my head. “Please!”

Her smile widened, and the vibe connected again, making me gasp.

“What would your mom say if she saw you like this?” Bianca posed.

Where had that come from? I was too enthralled by the second orgasm quickly approaching to utter a response. The image of my mother finding us like this came unbidden, nonetheless. I wondered if she would find it sexy or revolting. Something told me it would be the former. Whether she would admit it to herself was a different question.

The vibrations intensified, bringing me back to the present and making me cry out again.

“That’s it. You are so hot when you come undone,” Bianca said. “Are you ready?”

I nodded, but couldn’t verbalize around my breath catching and constant moans.

“Let go. I want all of you.”

A heartbeat later, every nerve ending in my sex exploded, sending a jolt of pleasure up my spine to cascade in my skull. Fingers and toes curled, and my eyes rolled back. I trembled and shook for seconds on end; the only thing in existence was the ecstasy coursing through me.

The world reemerged after an unknown time. I was still twitching, but the vibrator was gone, as was the dildo, leaving me feeling sadly empty. When had Bianca disengaged? Looking up, she was still poised between my legs. There was a sense of satisfaction in her smiling happily at my sweat-covered body. Weakly, I smiled back.

I showed Bianca the zoo and aquarium on Sunday, along with the botanical gardens. They were all within walking distance of each other and free to residents. By the time we got back, late in the afternoon, my feet were killing me.

I went to bed early, wanting to be completely rested for Monday. Alison was finally back in town and would be coming over! We hadn’t seen each other since we went in separate directions for college, even though we texted often. I had not mentioned anything about Bianca. It wasn’t that I was trying to hide it from her; it just kind of felt like I was cheating. No, we had never been intimate with each other, physically, but she was the person I thought of whenever I imagined my life in the future. I wasn’t fantasizing about marriage, just an ongoing, close relationship. Very close. Very, very close.

Okay, I was in love with her! Happy? I was in love with my best friend and would probably never get the courage to tell her. I just couldn’t risk losing her over what was likely my misplaced romantic desires. Bianca had filled the physical need, and I cared for her, but Ali was the person I truly connected with.

Excited or nervous? I wasn’t sure which emotion was in the driver’s seat at any one moment. What would Alison think about Bianca? I wanted them to be friends. I wanted all of us to hang out together, talking and laughing, and...and maybe more? Anything else was too much to wish for, so those thoughts were shoved way back to only be brought out in private moments when I was alone.

Today, I needed my best friend to see Bianca as someone I was helping and nothing more. I wouldn’t lie to her, though. Part of my nervousness was expecting Ali to see the truth written on my face and having to explain. She had always been able to read me, except for being able to divine my desire for her, ironically. The woman was frustratingly dense when it came to romantic overtures.

I spent half the morning trying to decide on what impression I wanted Bianca to make when Ali saw her. Jeans and a T-shirt? Maybe. Sundress? No, wrong season. A Christmas sweater? Eww, no, too silly. Then I pulled out a dress that we had purchased only a couple of days ago because Biance looked so incredible in it. From the back, the cream-colored garment wouldn’t have looked out of place on a lawyer. From the front, it looked like a single piece of fabric had been draped over the shoulders, crossed over the breasts, wrapped all the way around, and then crossed again to form the skirt that was split in the center, ending a few inches above the knees. Her belly button was perfectly framed in an open diamond, and her thighs peeked out when she walked. We made out in the changing room after I saw Bianca in that. I knew Ali would be just as blown away.

Bianca was just as excited to meet Alison as I was to see her again. A lot of the stories of my high school years included my best friend, so it was more like she was meeting a character in a book for the first time rather than just another stranger.

When the doorbell rang, I rushed outside and squealed at finally seeing Alison after so many months. She looked so cute! Her naturally curly brown hair was loose, hanging past her shoulders and held out of her eyes by a thin, blue head wrap. She wasn’t wearing makeup, allowing the few freckles on her nose to stand out. Normally, Ali would have tried to cover those up, even though I had tried to convince her for years that they were beautiful. As we came together, there was the momentary instinct to kiss her, but I diverted into a tight hug, my heart already beating in anticipation.

Come on, Lauren, I told myself, just rip the band-aid off.

“Hey! So, I want you to meet someone,” I announced upon pulling back.

She looked at me quizically. “Okaaay.”

I bit my lip and grabbed my best friend’s hand as I turned back to the door. Opening it, I led her inside. Bianca was patiently sitting in a sofa with her back to us. When she heard us enter, she rose, wearing a big smile, and rushed around the couch like she was going to hug Alison as well.

“Oh, my goodness, I’ve heard so much about you!” the blonde exclaimed.

Instead of a hug, she pulled up short and did the typical European greeting of touching cheeks together while kissing the air. I chuckled, still fighting my nerves, and said something stupid.

“That’s la bise. It’s a European thing.”

“Ahch, she already knows that!” Bianca chided me with a dismissive wave. Ali stood there, out of her element, as the blonde stretched her arms out to get a good look at her. “And you are even more exquisite than my beautiful Lauren described you. Shame on you,” she scolded me again, “for not telling me how captivating she is.”

Alison blushed, her chest rising and falling like she was getting ready to bolt, except for the quivering grin on her face. She was flustered!

“Stop it, Bianca, you’re embarrassing my friend!” I said.

“Very well. I will just have to undress her in my imagination,” the German woman teased.

“Bianca!” I shot. She was being extra-cheeky this morning.

“I am being honest,” she shrugged, then winked at Alison.

That’s when I realized that she was teasing me as much as my friend. I huffed at her and decided to move on.

“Ali, this is Bianca. Bianca, my very best friend Alison.”

“Umm, hi,” Alison gave a tiny wave from her hip. “It’s...good to meet you.”

With the introductions out of the way, we started to chat. But when Alison asked how long Bianca and I had been dating, it caught me completely off guard. I wasn’t sure how to answer that.

“If you are not going to say it, I will,” Bianca finally spoke up. My momentary relief at being let off the hook, however, was short-lived. “We are not ‘dating’ in the usual sense. I am...how do you say...her slut.”

I cringed. After a pause, Alison burst out laughing. After several seconds, she scanned our faces, then started looking around like she was searching for something.

“Am I being pranked? Is this going up on TikTok later?”

After a somewhat tense exchange, I moved us to the living room to sit down so that I could explain. As she often did, Bianca sat on the floor next to me and rested her head against my leg. Normally, I just thought of this as sweet. With Alison looking on, the submissive nature of the position, from her perspective, rested heavily on me.

Swallowing my fears, I told my BFF how I had found Bianca that night in the rain and how I was taking care of her until her memories came back or the police figured out who she was. I even told her about the girl’s inability to express her opinions. Except in bed, but I kept that part to myself.

“Sooo, your relationship... It’s just for her comfort?” Alison seemed skeptical.

“Completely!” I insisted, but I couldn’t say that and hold her gaze. Uncomfortable silence followed. My eyes darted up to see Ali staring at me, expressionless. “I mean, yeah, mostly.”

“Mostly?” Her voice was accusatory.

“Well...it’s not...fuck...it’s not like I don’t get something out of it!” I said, trying to rationalize my actions. “Who wouldn’t want a willing servant who seems to actually enjoy being told what to do?”

“A servant is not a...a slut, Lauren,” she pointed out.

I was ashamed, but had to go into Bianca’s episodes. Eventually, she forced me to tell her just how much sex we were having.

“Ali, you’re killing me! Twice a day, okay? Happy?”

Her expression softened to one of amusement. “Are you happy?”

A sly smile crept onto my face. It was all the answer she needed. The conversation shifted to other details. We talked about my mother as well as Alison’s failed attempts at having a sex life. Apparently, even on a college campus, finding other lesbians to date wasn’t as easy as porn wanted you to believe.

As we talked, I noticed Bianca starting to fidget. She hadn’t had an episode in almost a week, but she was exhibiting all the signs that one was approaching. I tried to ignore it, but it just kept getting worse. Finally, it was Alison who said something.

“Is she okay?”

“Oh, yeah,” I replied. Putting a hand on Bianca’s shoulder, I added. “She’s just getting a little horny. She’s got another half an hour before she starts touching herself.”

Why had I been that candid? I wasn’t trying to shock her; I was trying to be nonchalant and ended up sounding like the German girl was a machine that I had to recalibrate.

“I thought you said that she needed to get you off?”

“Anyone, really,” I answered, truthfully. “She keeps getting more and more flustered until she can’t control herself and will make herself climax wherever she happens to be.”

Alison looked concerned and focused on the woman absently rubbing her cheek against my leg.

“Bianca, are you okay, sweetie?”

To my horror, the blonde’s attention suddenly zeroed in on my best friend. She went to all fours and began crawling across the short distance to Alison.

“Let me please you, Miss Alison,” Bianca purred, a hand reaching for my friend’s knee.

“Whoa there, B,” I interrupted, jumping to grab the woman’s blonde hair and keep her from completing her trek. Bianca looked so pitiful and desperate, but I couldn’t let her molest my friend out of the blue. Nor could I leave Alison here while I took Bianca to my bedroom. I settled on what I thought of as the lesser of my options. “Go into the bathroom and make yourself cum, then you can rejoin us,” I told the whimpering blonde.

I knew that would reset her clock, even if only for an hour or so. Bianca didn’t bother standing up and just crawled to the restroom. My friend and I talked about her condition some more while listening to the erotic sounds emanating from the hall in increasing volume. It was a testament to our friendship that Alison hadn’t run away. Would I have been that understanding if the roles had been reversed? No, I would have been too jealous to think rationally.

We talked a little longer, even after Bianca had returned, but there was an uneasy tension in the room. I couldn’t guess what my best friend was thinking. She still hugged me just as warmly when we said our goodbyes, but I felt like I would need to give her some time to get comfortable with this new situation.
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AFTER ALISON LEFT, I expected Bianca to need some more personal attention. She lasted most of the afternoon, however, before showing any signs of discomfort. In fact, we would need to hurry to finish before my mom got home. That was a little disappointing, because my own desires had been smoldering since that morning. I might have needed her as much as she needed me.

Over the past few days, the German woman had been expressing more individuality when it came to our moments of intimacy. Seeing that as a positive sign that she was starting to free herself from some of her programming, I went along with whatever she requested.

So when she came up the stairs from the basement in only a black corset, matching thigh-high hose, and high heels, I was only mildly surprised. I was also very turned on. She had walked straight out of a classy NSFW photo shoot. Every step toward me was erotic poetry in motion.

“Do you like my outfit?” she whispered in the most sultry of voices as she stepped into my personal space.

My mouth was too dry to answer, so I raised my brows and inclined my head. She smiled and brought both hands up to gather her long blonde hair into a ponytail, her amazing breasts raised and presented to me like an offering. A black ponytail holder slid from her wrist and, with a couple of practiced motions, was twisted around her hair, binding it in place. She held that position with her hands behind her head, for longer than strictly necessary, letting me take her in. For someone with no memory, her seduction instincts were impressive. Very effective!

Bianca’s arms came to rest on my shoulders, our noses almost touching.

“Your friend Alison is cute,” she grinned. “I imagined fucking her while I was in the bathroom.”

My mouth opened to tell her that Ali was my best friend and that she shouldn’t think of her like that, but my own desires and hypocrisy held back my response. Our lips brushed together, feathers passing over each other. I inhaled, stealing the air from her exhale. Instinctively, I leaned into her kiss, but her head had already moved, her lips on my neck.

I encircled her waist and pulled her close as a soft moan escaped my throat. Her teeth scraped across my sensitive skin, and my right hand drifted to grope her amazing rear. One of her hands gently urged my head back and to the side, exposing my jugular like a vampire’s thrall. That metaphor amplified when Bianca created a seal, gently bit, and began to suck. It felt breathtaking and possessive; she was marking me!

“No hickeys!” I croaked. “My mother will see.”

She let go immediately and kissed the spot instead.

“Would that be so bad?” Bianca breathed into my ear. “You said you wanted her. It could open up a conversation.”

Before I could correct her phrasing, the blonde sucked on my earlobe and nibbled. I melted, my clothes suddenly constraining and in the way. All I could think about was getting to my room and ripping them off.

Stepping back, I grabbed her hand and practically ran to my bed. I twisted her around and shoved the giggling blonde into it. In my haste to get my clothes off, I almost forgot to close the door. Doing so, I climbed onto the covers and straddled my willing slut. It frightened me a little that I was getting comfortable thinking of her like that, but not enough to pause my advance for even an instant.

Her hands roamed up my thighs and over my torso, seemingly at random. She explored me, over my belly, around my hips, feeling the contours of my breasts, fingers circled my nipples. I looked down at her gently rising and falling chest, her angelic face, and wanted to make her scream my name.

“Take me, Miss Lauren,” she said. Our eyes met, both of us seeing the burning need in the other. “I’m yours. Claim me.”

Her words turned the burning need into a blazing inevitability - she was fucking irresistible! Letting myself fall forward, I landed with my palms capturing her wrists against the mattress. I kissed her, then pulled her arms above her head, crossed her wrists, and held them there with one hand. She didn’t resist, her breathing picking up as I pinned her.

My free hand trailed down her arms, across her neck, over her collarbone, to her breast. The sense of control was intoxicating.

“Mine,” I said to myself as her mound deformed in my grasp.

“All yours,” Bianca agreed.

My face lowered until my mouth surrounded her nipple. I sucked and devoured it like a hungry animal. The girl made sweet, erotic sounds above me as I swirled her nub around, pulled it deep, and let go with a pop. It wasn’t free for long, however, getting drawn back into my mouth where I maneuvered it between my molars and bit down. Not too hard. I didn’t want it to be painful. Bianca writhed beneath me, trapped, but enjoying every second.

“Ahhhnngg, yeeess, my goOHHH!” she exclaimed.

This was rougher and more aggressive than I had ever been, but I couldn’t help myself. The blonde’s willing capitulation was better than any aphrodisiac. I switched to her other breast and repeated the treatment. Her moaning grew in intensity the more forceful I became.

I feasted for another minute, then let go of her arms. Bianca didn’t move them, keeping her wrists crossed and stuck to the bedspread above her head. Pressing both of her mounds together, I angled the tips until they were almost touching. My hungry mouth engulfed both and clamped down. Again, not enough to be painful, but they weren’t escaping either. The blonde’s back arched up in response, a guttural, pleasured gurgle tickling my ears and driving me on.

My head shook side to side, tugging her breasts with me. Bianca whimpered and squirmed. I pulled up hard, then let go, her beautiful body bouncing back into its perfect shape. Taking a moment to admire her, I marveled at her muscles flexing and releasing in such a sensual manner, all for me. Slowly, her eyes opened, and her hands moved from their self-imposed bondage. They moved to cup and caress her tortured breasts lovingly, erotically.

“More,” she begged. Or commanded? It didn’t matter.

Awkwardly, I stretched to the side and opened the top drawer of my side table. The powerful wand vibe lay just inside, charged and ready. Her gaze followed the device as I settled back on my feet and pulled one of her legs out from under me. The black pumps had fallen off at some point, but that gave me the opportunity to massage her soul, then kiss my way up her hose to her knee. That was as far as I could reach in the position I wanted. I straightened and planted her calf against my shoulder, then shifted forward until our slits made contact.

We were both soaked, sliding easily over one another. I began to rock against her, rubbing our clits together. The contact was intermittent, but magical when it happened. We gasped in unison each time our buttons embraced. When I felt like we had reached the peak of stimulation that the position could provide, I lowered the wand, pressing it between us and flipping the switch.

My pussy clinched, and I yelped from the sudden sensation. Bianca’s eyes rolled back, and she clawed her breasts harder than I thought would be comfortable. We began to gyrate against the device and each other, quickly finding a rhythm that worked for both of us. Our cries and vocalizations got louder and more chaotic with each passing moment. I forgot all about the possibility of my mother discovering us and rode Bianca’s body like it was merely an extension of the wand, a sex toy for my enjoyment.

“That’s it! Use me!” the German woman cried.

When I torqued just a little bit faster, Bianca’s head rocked back. Her hands slammed down onto the bed and dug in. The leg on my shoulder tried to bend and crush me, but she didn’t have the leverage. She jerked and ground into me, her whole body a wriggling mass of ecstasy.

My own orgasm wasn’t far behind; I just needed a little longer. Bianca shook for another few seconds, but I was focused on my own building release.

“OHHH...again! ...Going to cum...again!” she managed between gasps.

That announcement was already a jolt to my sex. Then she started counting down.

“Five...four...”

My body immediately synced. I knew that when she reached zero, I would cum along with her. It wasn’t a choice; it was conditioning.

“Three...two...”

The climax built fast, then paused, like a roller coaster perched at the apex of its highest peak.

“One...”

I held my breath, ready for the ultimate pleasure to undo me, but the silence between her words stretched on.

“P..please!” I begged. Did she know what torture she was putting me through?

“Zero.”

Electricity struck my clit and arced to my brain. I lost track of what was happening with Bianca as my orgasm claimed my consciousness. Nothing else existed beyond the exquisite pleasure coursing through me.

I cried out, shook, and lost my balance. Instead of falling forward onto the German woman, something held me in place. Then I was slowly being lowered backward. My eyes fluttered open to see Bianca inches from my face, one hand behind my head, the other holding the wand against me. She had extricated herself from under me, and I hadn’t even noticed. Another wave hit me just as my back settled into the bed.

The blonde removed the vibe, mercifully letting me come down. She kissed my cheek and helped me straighten my legs from under me. My heart raced, and I had to force my breath to regulate.

“That was...amazing,” I said into the air.

“I got two. You get two,” Bianca stated as though it was an irrefutable law of nature.

I shook my head, but before I could utter a rebuttal, she touched a pulse point on my neck. My body relaxed, the euphoria suffocating any other thought.

“You deserve every pleasure, Miss Lauren. I’ll make you so happy,” she continued, her voice becoming smooth like melted chocolate. “You’re going to cum so hard. One more.”

The wand touched me again. I was already so sensitive, but a warmth suffused my body along with the intense rush of erotic stimulation. Bianca was plastered to my side with one leg over mine and an arm behind my head, weaving over my shoulder to play with my rock-hard nipple. She whispered in my ear.

“You’ve been so good to me, and I will make you happy no matter what. I love you, Miss Lauren.”

Even through the haze of sexual bliss, her words set off alarms. She loves me? One of my arms was trapped under her, but I lifted the other to push the wand away. We needed to talk, not have sex.

“I’ll give you everything you want,” she continued. “You don’t have to love me back, just let me be yours.”

What had I gotten myself into, and why was she bringing this up now when I could barely respond? Maybe I just answered my own question.

My fingers curled around hers on the wand, but I couldn’t bring myself to apply any force. I still wanted what Bianca did to me. Her devotion and the feelings she caused were like a drug that I couldn’t kick.

Instead of pushing, my hand pulled, sending stronger vibrations into my clit. Bianca wiggled her hand from under mine, leaving me holding the vibe in place. Her hand slid down, found my hole, and delved into my swollen insides. One, then two fingers penetrated and curled, feeling like she was trying to connect from inside with the device raging against my button. The tips massaged the walls, and I saw stars. The sound that came out of my mouth was one of primal ecstasy. I neither expected it nor could I control it.

“Cum,” came the tender order from my companion.

Every fiber of my being exploded. If she hadn’t been partially on top of me, I’m sure I would have thrown myself out of the bed. It went on and on. I could have released the wand, but I kept it in place, forcing wave after wave to rock my very existence.

When the vibrations became painful, I finally managed to let the device go. It fell between my legs, still humming. Bianca took the hint and lovingly pulled her hand away. My consciousness was wavering as fatigue tried to take over. I saw her sucking eagerly on her fingers and smiling down at me. Those fingers lowered to my neck, and I passed out.
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I WOKE WITH BIANCA cupping my face and kissing me. I was still in my bed, under the covers. She must have pulled them over me. My eyes adjusted to the light, and I saw the German woman stand up. She was completely dressed in jeans and a T-shirt that showed off her flat stomach. How long had I slept?

“Dinner’s ready,” she announced, then turned and left.

I rose slowly, muscles complaining that I needed more time in bed. Groaning, I pushed myself up and found my clothes. My mother would be getting impatient and calling again, but I wasn’t moving any faster. The afterglow of sex pepped me up, and by the time I got to the kitchen table, I was smiling and feeling wonderful.

But where was everyone?

I heard steps on the basement stairs, and Bianca rounded the corner wearing a mischievous grin.

“Where’s Mom?” I asked.

“About that,” Bianca started, rising on her tiptoes for a moment like an excited schoolgirl. “I have a present for you.”

A present? I loved presents, but was a little confused about the context.

“For me? What is it?”

“You told me that you wanted your mother and that you would give anything if she would be open to you.”

My brows creased. I had a bad feeling about this, but said nothing. Seeing my concern, Bianca’s pace picked up.

“Joyce, come in here and kneel in front of your daughter.”

Before the words could register, my mother entered the room. She wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing save for a collar that I remembered seeing at the fetish shop, now adorned with a red bow. My jaw clenched, and I froze, watching my strong, successful mother, completely naked, meekly go to her knees in front of me.

“She gave herself to me, and now I’m giving her to you! Sh..she’s your slut now!”

Bianca’s shaky voice cut through my shock, and I stared up at her in disbelief.

“Oh, my god, Bianca. What have you done? That’s not what I said!”

“I just gave her what she wanted, the same as you,” she answered, a touch of fear surfacing.

“This? This is what she wanted?” I gestured at my docile mother. “To be a...a sex slave?”

“Ask her,” Bianca challenged. She turned her head to address my mom. “Joyce, you belong to Lauren as much as me now. Answer whatever question she asks truthfully.”

I couldn’t believe this was happening. I also had no sexual interest in my mother. Could this really be what she wanted? I wanted nothing but the best for her, but there were some lines I wouldn’t cross.

“Mom, is this really what will make you happy? To be our...” I hesitated, but forced out the last word, “slave?”

“Yes, honey. This makes me happy.”

There was no hesitation from my mom, and she didn’t sound like a mind-controlled zombie. Although what would a mind-controlled zombie actually sound like? Curiosity got the better of me.

“And you would even...” The words caught in my throat. “Even have sex with me if I told you to?”

“If you told me to,” she replied with a slight nod.

I was flabbergasted. “Would you enjoy it?”

The naked woman at my feet scrunched her forehead, thinking.

“I...I don’t know. Maybe,” she replied.

“This is surreal!” I blurted, burying my face in my hands. After a moment, I looked up at the beautiful blonde who had been my lover for weeks now. She wanted me to be happy and had no boundaries when it came to making that happen. How could I be mad at that? She was misguided, not malicious. “Bianca, what I said was that I wanted my mother to be open with me about her sexuality, not that I wanted to fuck her!”

“Ach, du Schande (the shame),” Bianca cursed, her whole body sagging. She looked into my face with a sheepish expression. “Well, she is being very open about her sexuality.”

Something about the whole situation struck me as ludicrous. The blonde woman’s quip in her German accent and dry, earnest delivery tickled my funny bone. I tried to cover my laughter, but only succeeded for a few heartbeats. Even my mother cracked a smile.

Bianca, however, didn’t seem to understand that she’d made a joke. Her face looked increasingly concerned. I looked at my mom again and remembered a conversation Bianca and I had after she brought my suitemates together. She claimed that all she could do was reveal someone’s inner desires and make it easier to express them. I wasn’t sure how true that was, but I couldn’t deny that my mother seemed genuinely happy. If the girl’s efforts had been targeted correctly, would I still be upset?  

“She’s a wonderful present,” I said, making eye contact with Bianca again. “Really. I appreciate what you were trying to do, but she’s not the one I want.”

The blonde straightened again, her eyes lighting back up. “Who do you want?”

I tilted my head and smirked at her. She already knew.

“Alison?” Bianca asked. “The girl who was here earlier?”

I didn’t reply verbally, but my smirk turned to a full smile. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach, both from excitement and nervousness. I thought that Ali had feelings for me beyond our friendship, but what if I was wrong? Not just about Alison, but also Bianca; what if she were more capable and more dangerous than she appeared?
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THAT NIGHT SET UP WHAT would become the new norm for when we were at home. My mother spent most of the evening either between Bianca’s legs or across her lap, having her body teased to the point that she begged the blonde to let her cum. It was a little unnerving at first, but Mom really did seem to be enjoying herself.

My mother is a beautiful woman. When I was able to ignore the fact that she is my mom, the scenes playing out only a few feet from me were incredibly arousing. The three of us watched some TV, well, two of us were watching. Mom spent the entire show between Bianca’s thighs, slowly and reverently licking her, worshiping her really, until the show ended. That’s when Bianca shoved her face in hard and told her to finish. I tried to scroll something, anything, on my phone, but watching the German woman, still in just her hose and corset, orgasm was not a sight I could completely ignore.

At the end of the evening, the blonde woman led my mother by the red ribbon attached to the collar down into the basement, where they spent the night together. The thing that surprised me the most was that I wasn’t jealous; I was happy for my mom. I was even happy for Bianca. She was finally expressing what she wanted, although I think, from her perspective, she was doing what would make my mom happy. She was still just playing a role based on someone else’s desires. It was the same role Bianca wanted me to play for her.

I had no idea how long Bianca had been working to seduce Mom, but it felt like an overnight conversion. It scared me how effective her methods were. The next morning, I caught my mother in the foyer just before leaving for work while Bianca was in the shower.

“Mom, I wanted to tell you how happy I am for you. Seriously,” I started. “Even if Bianca had to do her...her thing to get you here this quickly, I’m glad you can embrace who you are. Just remember, though, Bianca gave you to me.” I looked toward the bathroom, confirming that the water was still going. “So if it comes down to it, you belong to me. You’re my slut. Understand?”

“Yes, dear,” My mom replied, smiling pleasantly. “I’m my daughter’s slut.”

I shivered at how easily those words rolled off her tongue.

The following couple of weeks were lived in two separate worlds. Outside of the house, we were an ordinary suburban family with a house guest. We visited friends and relatives for the holidays, did some last-minute Christmas shopping, and my mom went to work. At home, however, Mom was always in suggestive clothing or lingerie if she was wearing anything at all. The collar was almost always present, sometimes with a short leash hanging down between her breasts that Bianca would use to...put my mother where she wanted her.

Mom was not mindlessly following orders, though. She was completely cogent and would occasionally crack jokes or express her opinions just as she always had. She was still my mother, albeit a barely clothed, submissive one. If anything, she was laughing more and not walking around like a stretched rubber band waiting to snap. Everything I saw told me that she was just a happier version of herself. Maybe my concerns about Bianca’s techniques were misplaced.

Bianca seemed more stable as well. With my mother’s ready attention, she didn’t seem to need me to relieve her sexual tension. I still ordered the blonde to satisfy me occasionally, which she gladly did, but it was for me. I had no illusions anymore that I was only helping her stave off her episodes.

During our lovemaking, my thoughts increasingly went to Alison. Bianca was a sex partner, but Ali was my soulmate. I wanted more than anything to know if she had the same feelings for me, and my German house guest could find out. Together, we hatched a plan that would either end with Alison and me together, or we could abort if it wasn’t going well and blame it on Bianca’s unusual condition.

Bianca and I were sitting on the living room floor cross-legged, facing each other as we decided on our plan of action, but she looked anxious.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I’m...I’m afraid you will leave me,” she stated after a pause while looking at her lap. “When you have Alison, you won’t want me anymore.”

We had discussed my feelings, and she had seemed satisfied at the time. I had told her the truth, that I cared deeply for her, but that I wasn’t in love with her. Not in the same way that I was in love with Ali. I had tried to assure her that I wasn’t going to leave her behind.

Trying to convey compassion and confidence, I put my hand on her knee.

“I made you a promise, Bianca. I won’t leave you until you’re ready to be on your own,” I assured.

She relaxed, but didn’t seem convinced.

“Promise me,” she said, putting a hand to my cheek. “Promise me that when you have Alison, you will be mine, as well.”

“You have nothing to worry about,” I started. Just as I was about to continue, her pinky and ring finger drifted to the pulse point on my neck. “If Alison and I are together, I will still care for you. I’m not going to abandon you.”

“Tell me you’ll be mine,” she insisted. The two fingers pressed ever so gently in. The rest of the world fell away. The only other person in existence was the woman in front of me.

“I’ll still be yours,” I smiled and squeezed her knee to reassure her.

She leaned back, her concern evaporating. “Thank you, Miss Lauren.”
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THE DAY WE WERE GOING to implement our plan came a few days later. It would start at a friend’s Christmas party that we knew Alison would be coming to. Bianca and I had gone out shopping for dresses the previous day. We wanted to look alluring while still seasonally appropriate. Somehow, I ended up looking like a slutty reindeer, while Bianca looked like a Christmas princess.

She was in an ankle-length red dress that hugged her curves perfectly, tapering up to a scooped neck that forced the eye into the tantalizing cleavage. It was held up with big red ribbons tied into bows on her shoulders. A subtle vine pattern embroidered into the fabric wound its way around her figure at just the right spots to accent her shape.

I, on the other hand, was wearing a short, sequined red minidress with fluffy white trim, along with matching finger-loop gloves. If I bent forward too far, anyone behind me would get a good look at the bright red panties underneath. Around my neck was a complementary fur choker with a tiny red bow in the middle. To finish off the look, and my dignity, I had on a headband with reindeer antlers and ears. Okay, I looked pretty darn cute, I had to admit, even if I felt a little silly beside the walking wet dream that was my companion.

The party was being hosted by one of my high school friends at his parents’ mansion. They were very well off. Their place was huge and sat well away from the street on a sizable piece of land. To me, it was quite impressive, but they weren’t so rich that they were going to be buying a yacht or a private jet.

As soon as the arched wooden door opened, Bianca took over as the centerpiece of our duo. The host and pretty much every other person we passed took long looks at us. Well, mainly her. Many raised their eyebrows, and people I barely knew were acknowledging us. I realized immediately that we might have gone a little overboard with our attire. The invitation had said to come in festive clothing, but most people had interpreted that to mean Santa hats or ugly sweaters.

I was already nervous about our plan, and having so many eyes on us was angering the butterflies in my stomach. Luckily, Bianca was totally unfazed. I couldn’t crawl into the walls, so I was going to follow Bianca’s example and own it. I put my shoulders back and sauntered beside her, smiling and wiggling fingers at people I actually knew.

It took almost no time for old friends and barely remembered acquaintances to make their way to us. My job became desperately trying to remember people’s names and introducing Bianca to what felt like every person at the party. Before long, a knot of bodies crowded around the interesting German girl who laughed at every bad joke and kept others talking with her charmingly naive questions about the U.S. Even I couldn’t tell if she was genuinely interested or if she was still just playing a role that put others at ease.

I kept glancing in the direction of the entrance, hoping to catch Alison when she came in. Ultimately, I still missed her arrival until I returned after fetching drinks. Ali had missed or ignored the suggestion to be festive and was in a form-fitting black dress that showed off her legs, but would not have seemed out of place at a nightclub or, with some black hose, a funeral.

As I wormed my way back into the group on my way to them, I noticed that Bianca had locked arms with Ali and was resting her other hand on her forearm. My best friend saw me, smiled, then took in my attire.

“Aww, you look adorable,” she smiled.

I was still looking at the German woman’s hand, gently caressing the arm of the woman I wanted more than anything, and had to smother the pang of jealousy that spiked. This was all part of the plan, I reminded myself.

“Doesn’t she?” Bianca commented. “We went shopping yesterday and picked these out.”

“You both look beautiful!” Alison replied.

“Here’s your drink,” I pushed my accomplice’s drink at her, and was rewarded with her having to let go of my friend’s arm.

Bianca paid a lot of attention to Ali, while I had trouble looking at her. The guilt at setting her up like this was giving me second thoughts. I almost caved, then Bianca excused herself to the restroom. That set the next stage of our plan in motion, but I could still back out.

“She seems very relaxed,” Alison leaned close so that only the two of us could hear. “You two must have had quite a session before the party.”

She gave me a conspiratorial look.

My brain immediately recalled the scene shortly before we got dressed for the party. The image was of my mother bent over the back of the couch with Bianca pounding that strapless dildo into her from behind. Her auburn hair flew with every impact, accompanied by desperate grunts and moans of pleasure.

“Something like that,” I answered.

“Well, whatever you’re doing, it seems to be working,” she said. “She seems...normal. Is it too personal to ask?”

My face flushed, and I looked away. I couldn’t tell her the whole truth, but I could give her something that wasn’t a lie either.

“The doctor said that to counter the conditioning, we should encourage her to express herself and...do what she wants,” I explained.

“It seems to be helping.”

“Yeah.”

Just then, Bianca returned, her entire focus on Ali. “Did you miss me?”

My friend giggled, actually giggled, and blushed. If the German woman had garbed her hand and dragged her away for a snog right then, I was sure she wouldn’t have resisted.

“You’re so cute,” Bianca beamed at Alison. “You both are,” she added, encompassing me in her statement. “But Lauren, dear, I think we need to go home.”

This was the setup. I would play my part, but then stop this.

“Oh. All right. We’ll just say goodbye to...” I responded as practiced.

“Now,” the blonde interrupted.

She grabbed my hand, and we made a beeline for the door. I managed to look back and give Ali an apologetic expression before we were too far away. We were out the door and in the car less than a minute later.

“That was fun,” the blonde in the passenger’s seat laughed as we started to pull away. “Do you think she’s into me?”

I couldn’t answer. This had been a bad idea. The intent was to find out if Alison considered me a possible love interest, but started with having Bianca come on to her. What had we been thinking?

“Was it too much?” my companion asked after a full minute of silence.

“I’m...I’m not sure about this anymore,” I admitted.

“What do you mean? We’ve already started.”

“I don’t know. Is this like the mental version of drugging her?”

“Absolutely not!” Bianca turned to me, aghast.

We had already gone over this at length, but she reassured me for like the tenth time. Alison would never be forced to do anything she didn’t want. There was still doubt about that, but nothing I had seen so far suggested anything otherwise. Bianca would just be allowing Ali’s true feelings to be expressed, not dictating them.

That’s what I wanted. I had to know if we could be more than friends. I just needed to know, or I might regret it for the rest of my life.

At home, I procrastinated sending Ali the text we discussed. Every step brought us closer to the point of no return. In the end, Bianca had to take the device from my hands and hit the send button herself. She seemed just as excited by this as I was and way more fearless about it.

Alison was strolling up the walkway less than ten minutes later. I had been watching the driveway every second and rushed to the door before she could even knock. I ushered her inside, then made sure she didn’t go any further by grabbing both her hands.

“Thank goodness you’re here! I’m really sorry to put you in this situation, but I don’t know what else to do,” I recited.

“What is it? What do you need? You know I’m here for you,” Ali said, concern playing across her face.

“I’ll explain everything later. Right now, I need you...” Part of me still couldn’t believe I was about to utter the next phrase. This was the moment of no return. “I need you to have sex with Bianca.”

Ali’s eyes went wide.

“What?!”

“Look, she wants you.” That wasn’t a lie. “She’s not responding to anything...anyone else, and I think she’s regressing by the minute. Please, Ali, I know this is a lot to ask...”

“I’ll do it,” she blurted even before I was finished.

That was quick. I was prepared for a much longer discussion. Alison’s frustrations around dating and sex had been a regular topic when we spoke, but her eagerness still caught me off guard.

“Y..you will? Great!”

I let go of one of her hands, then guided her to the living room. In a far corner, a naked Bianca waited. She was curled up, hugging her knees to her chest, and twitching rhythmically.

“Bianca, look who came to visit!” I announced like I was talking to a two-year-old about their playdate.

I let go of Ali’s hand and urged her to move closer with a gentle nudge to her lower back.

“Hi, sweetie,” she greeted. “How are you feeling?”

Bianca was frighteningly good at playing the broken damsel. Her unfocused stare clarified and fixated on the newcomer.

“Alison?” she muttered.

In a matter of seconds, the blonde goddess emerged from the scared woman curled in the corner. Ali let out a tiny gasp that I’m sure was subconscious. Bianca glided across the room like an angel coming to usher someone to heaven.

She didn’t pause or speed up as she approached my mesmerized friend. At the same steady pace, Bianca took Ali’s face in her hands and continued crossing the gap until their lips came together. The brunette stiffened, but didn’t retreat. Her clutch fell to the floor as her arms went rigid at her sides and her fingers splayed.

Another twinge of jealousy hit me; I so wanted to be in Bianca’s place at that moment. The sight of the naked blonde embracing my best friend, still fully dressed in her LBD and high heels, was incredibly erotic.

The kiss went on and on, Alison slowly regained some composure, and participated more actively. Her hands moved around the blonde’s waist and explored as though she were trying to memorize every inch.

“Uhhoohhh,” Alison moaned when Bianca moved to nibble her neck.

The blonde’s eyes opened and looked right at me even as she gently munched on my friend's sensitive skin. While I gapped, she moved Ali’s brown hair over the opposite shoulder, then started unzipping her dress. She did it slowly, a performance just for me. A V of newly exposed skin grew larger and larger until it included a hint of black lace just below the small of her back.

Both Bianca’s hands lightly traced the two sides of the V to the top. Once there, she pulled the dress off the brunette’s shoulders. It fell in a heap around her feet. Ali reacted by stepping out of the dress and kicking it away, along with her shoes. The whole time, their bodies moved in a dance that turned my insides to jelly, where it leaked into my underwear.

Another guttural moan came from my best friend when Bianca teased her earring with her tongue, then nibbled around it. The blonde whispered something to the smaller woman just before backing away, drawing a soft whine from her.

Bianca placed her hands on Alison’s upper arms and turned her around so that she was facing me. My breath caught at the sight of the woman I loved wearing only black lingerie panties. Her breasts were exquisitely round, and delectable pink nipples poked out from areolas that would match my lips perfectly. She had the sexiest little belly button, and the curve of her hips into her thighs made my heart beat that much faster.

I heard Ali gasp and looked up slightly to see her crossing her arms over her breasts. Bianca was folding her arms around the girl a moment later.

“It’s alright, Ali, she doesn’t mind. Do you, Lauren?”

I shook my head automatically, my eyes still taking in the incredible beauty in front of me.

Wait, that was my cue. I had a line.

“Do what she wants,” I said, finally making eye contact.

For a moment, our gazes were locked. Alison was unsure of what exactly was happening, but didn’t want it to end. Her arms relaxed, and Bianca carefully repositioned them to her sides. Ali was letting me look at her in a new way, a way that could mean much more.

The blonde behind her gracefully slipped her fingers under the waistband of the panties and began to pull them down while crouching. Alison looked over her shoulder, but made no move to stop her. On the contrary, she stepped out as each side reached her ankles. Her head swiveled back to me, but I couldn’t look at her face. I was too busy trying to commit every bit of her to memory. If this was the only time I would ever see my beautiful Alison like this, I wanted to be able to relive it until I died.

My courage was bolstered when she didn’t hide anything from me. There was a glint from between her legs, light bouncing off a bit of moisture. It drew my attention like a lighthouse. The prettiest little slit poked out, barely visible at the apex of where her legs came together, topped with a sparse tangle of light brown hair.

It wasn’t the sight of her sex that got me as excited as the promise of her willingness to share it with me. Fingers broke into my contemplation, forcing the tiny curls to wrap around them as they took up a position just above Ali’s rose petals. Bianca’s other hand was caressing the underside of the brunette’s right breast.

“Isn’t she beautiful?” Bianca said, looking right at me.

Ali opened her mouth as though she was going to reply, but I beat her to it.

“So beautiful.”

A small intake of breath and a mild look of surprise announced Bianca’s escalation. Glancing down, both of the taller girl’s hands had found their targets. A finger circled Alison’s nipple while, lower, the other hand was cupping her sex, the middle finger massaging her button. Her head inclined back to rest against the blonde’s shoulder. Then the most beautiful sound I had ever heard, Ali’s soft sigh drifting into a moan, tickled my clit like an invisible tongue.

Bianca’s eyes were focused on me even as she played with my friend like she was plucking a harp. Every movement of her fingers brought out a new sound that formed an erotic melody. It drew me closer as my body got hotter and hotter. The German woman's expression told me that this was all for me.

Suddenly, Ali cried out in what sounded like pain, but quickly turned into intense pleasure as Bianca simultaneously captured her nipple and clit between two fingers and pinched. I saw her knees try to give out, but the blonde wouldn’t let her.

“OOHHH, my god, yeeesss,” Ali called.

I was almost upon them. Close enough that if I hadn’t stopped, I would have run into the moaning brunette. This was the moment. The one I had dreamed about, masturbated to. Everything had gone well so far, but we had no backout plan if the next step failed. Either my best friend would become my lover, or she would hate me.

I leaned forward, watching Alison’s heaving bosom grow nearer. An inch away, I opened my mouth and closed my eyes. My lips sealed around her nipple just as my tongue swirled it.

Above me, I heard, “AAHHHNN,” come from Ali.

A small shift of her chest told me that she was looking at me. What would she do? Please, please don’t be mad.

I concentrated on her enjoyment and sucked her nub deeper. Opening my eyes, I looked up into her beautiful face, searching her eyes for any sign that I had overstepped. Her face was a mask of passion and wonder. Then her hands were on my head, weaving into my hair and urging me closer.

My heart leapt! She wasn’t pushing me away; she was bringing me in! My tongue redoubled its effort and caressed her nipple like I was making out with it. Ali responded with another pleasured groan that set me on fire.

Within seconds, her body was trembling.

“Oh, SHIT!” she cried, surprise evident in her tone. “I’m gonna...AAAHHNN!”

She didn’t have time to finish her statement, however, before her whole body shook. It was the most erotic thing I had ever experienced, even after weeks of being with Bianca. This was Alison, my best friend and secret love. This was the woman whom I would give anything for, and here she was feeling the ultimate pleasure, and I was part of it. I wanted to devour her right then and there.

I poured that desire into my lips and tongue, hoping to prolong her bliss forever. Of course, it couldn’t last, but Bianca and I kept her going through multiple convulsions. When her body sagged, and she began to come down, I stood up so that my face would be the first thing she saw. The blonde behind her released Alison, and I wrapped my arms around her. My best friend held onto me, her shaking legs threatening to give out at any moment.

Her eyes fluttered open, and she smiled at me.

“That was so hot,” I told her and kissed her cheek.

I was about to kiss her in earnest when her eyes flew open. Ali’s hands squeezed my shoulders and pushed me back as she bent forward, her back arching. Looking over her, my gaze quickly trailed down her spine to see Bianca spreading her butt cheeks with both hands and burying her face between them. From that position, it looked like she was trying to shove her entire tongue into Alison’s pussy. My friend kept jerking and gasping involuntarily to whatever the blonde was doing.

“Just relax and enjoy it,” I encouraged.

She smiled, then stiffened.

“Oh, fuck...” Ali groaned as she rested her head on my shoulder. “She’s really good at THAAAAT...!”

For the next few minutes, I was Alison’s support. She bent further forward until she was hanging from me at nearly a forty-five-degree angle. The arousing music of her whimpers and catching breath got louder, and the tempo picked up slowly, but inevitably approached a crescendo.

“Are you going to cum again?” I asked.

She nodded against me and held on tighter.

“Don’t,” I told her. “Not yet. Hold it off for as long as you can. It will be better that way, I promise.”

She whined, but I could hear her acquiescence; she would try. In my head, I heard Bianca’s promise from a previous conversation: “I’ll make her your slut just like me and your mother.” As I remembered those words, my hands possessively groped Alison’s amazing breasts hanging down and gently swaying with her wriggling. My best friend responded with a sound that told me everything.

“You like it a little rough, Ali?” I teased. “I had a feeling you might.”

I let her nipples poke between my knuckles and squeezed again, this time a little harder. I felt her quiver and her breath catch.

“Lauren, I’m...getting so close...” she said like a plea.

“Just a little longer. You can do it,” I encouraged.

“NNNGG...” Alison groaned, her whole body trembling with the effort of holding back her orgasm. I was so proud of her.

“You’re being such a good girl for me,” I whispered to her.

Just then, I saw Bianca’s eyes flash at me. It was time to bring Alison home.

“I’m going to count down from ten, Ali. You ready?”

“Oh, my...fuck, yeesss!” she replied.

“Ten...nine...eight...” I began.

Bianca’s face pressed in harder, bobbing slightly up and down. Ali whimpered into my shoulder.

“Seven...six...five...four...almost there, babe.”

I continued to maul one of her breasts while stroking her hair with the other hand. She began to tremble harder, sounding like she was about to cry from the intensity approaching.

“Three...two...one...zero...cum for me, Ali!” I ordered.

Her head rocked back, and she cried out a long wail filled with exquisite bliss. She convulsed in my arms once, settled, then convulsed again. Over and over she shook, cried out, and sagged against me. After almost a minute, Bianca backed away with a self-satisfied smile and the lower half of her face smeared with Alison’s excretions.

Without the German woman holding her up, Alison’s legs folded. I followed her to the floor to make sure she came down easily and didn’t hurt herself. I held her to me with my knees on either side of her thighs. Murmuring softly to my best friend, I stroked her head and rocked her gently.

“You’re so amazing, Ali,” I whispered, not knowing if she was hearing me. “I’m so glad you let me be more than your friend. I promise, we are going to be so good together.”

Alison stirred and inclined her head. Her smile was a ray of sunshine.

“That was...amazing,” she sighed.

“You don’t know how long I’ve wanted to hold you like this, Ali,” I told her.

“That’s enough, Lauren. I’ve got her now,” Bianca said in a commanding tone from above.

I didn’t want to let go. The plan still had one more step, but I wasn’t sure that it was needed anymore.

“I...I was just...” I started, but Bianca cut me off. She was going through with the plan, no matter what.

Ali and I both looked up at the domineering visage above us. The blonde’s eyes drilled into me, warning me not to disobey at this juncture.

“Go tell your mother to bring us some water, then wait in the basement,” she ordered.

I could feel Ali’s questioning gaze and her arms not wanting to release me. It hurt, but I ignored her.

“Yes, Bianca,” I said and carefully extricated myself.

In the kitchen, my mother waited patiently, sitting at the table wearing only a thick black collar. The sight, now common around the house, didn’t even break my train of thought. I’m sure she heard everything that was going on in the other room, but she seemed completely content.

“Did you three have fun?” she gave me a mischievous smile.

I snorted, but was worried about what was going to happen next. I told my mother to take Alison some water, then proceeded into the basement. Just beyond the bottom of the stairs was an overstuffed chair with large, squared-off arms. As I sat, it occurred to me that I was the only one in the house wearing any real clothes. At the very least, I could get rid of the silly reindeer headband. Throwing it aside, I crossed my legs and waited.

Minutes passed. Soft cries filtered down, but I couldn’t tell what was happening.

After an interminable few more minutes, I heard footsteps on the stairs. I looked up to see Bianca, then Ali, then my mother walking casually down to me. Alison still looked a little dazed.

Bianca ordered my best friend to kneel in front of me, which she did without hesitation. How could I not smile at this new stage in our relationship? Alison’s face rose to mine just as Bianca made her presentation.

“As promised. Your new slut,” the blonde posed like Ali was the prize on some wacked-out gameshow.

Bianca had done it. She had made it possible for Alison and me to get out of the friend zone. For a few moments, I was the happiest woman alive.

Then the German woman reminded me of the price. She approached me and put her hand on my neck, using her thumb to lift my chin so that I was peering up at her. Her crisp blue eyes sparkled and drew my attention.

“Now, Lauren, now that you have Alison, you are mine.”

There was no question, no trepidation. It was a statement of fact. She touched the pulse point on my neck, and the full truth of her words sank in. Weeks of subtle manipulation. Priming, preparing, insidious, careful phrasing, and hypnotic suggestion. It all led to this moment.

A spike of fear shot through me, but it was accompanied by numerous mind-blowing orgasms I had had over the past several weeks. Every time I tried to contemplate any unhappy thoughts, those blissful moments drowned them out. My eyes darted to the kneeling form of my love and knew that I would do anything to stay with her.

“Stand up.”

My body was already complying before the command reached my consciousness. A tiny jolt of endorphins rewarded my obedience.

“Joyce, undress your daughter,” came Bianca’s next order.

My dress was being lifted over my head a couple of seconds later, and my mother was pulling down my panties next. Not only was I not resisting, I was helping by stepping out of the tiny red underwear and lifting my feet to let Mom remove my shoes. I was happy to perform every act. So happy.

“There are two more collars like yours in that bag, Joyce,” Bianca said, pointing to one of the bags from the fetish shop. “Bring them to me.”

She must have had this planned since before we made that shopping trip. My own money had been used to buy the collars for all three of us. Mother found the items and handed them to the blond woman. While I watched, she wrapped one around Alison’s neck and buckled it in place. A small lock clicked closed to complete the ensemble.

Turning to me, she smiled again.

“I told you that I would make you happy, didn’t I?” Bianca began.

The collar came up, its cool, smooth surface pressing into my throat and around to the back of my neck. My own mother buckled it in place and, without hesitation, secured the lock.

“All three of you. No, all four of us,” she corrected, “will be blissfully happy.”

Bianca sat in the chair where I had been so recently. One leg went over the other, and her arms rested on the chair, looking every bit the Queen she was.

“On your knees. All of you,” she ordered, pointing to the spot where Alison already knelt in front of her.

Mother took up a position to Alison’s right with her hands resting lightly on her thighs. My emotions were all over the place, then I looked at Alison. She inclined her head to gaze up at me and smiled. Her eyes weren’t vacant; they were bright and excited. I smiled back and moved to kneel on my best friend’s left.

“Mmmm, such a beautiful picture,” Bianca purred. “My muse, her mother, and her girlfriend. My own little harem filled with all my sluts.”
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I SCANNED THE FACES and bodies of my three conquests, all of them stunning in their own way. Joyce and Lauren were so similar that one would be forgiven for mistaking them for siblings. Even now, examining their naked curves side-by-side, Joyce looked half her true age. And Alison, so sweet and innocent looking with her princess face and eighteen-year-old body.

The experiment had gone better than I could have hoped. Their societal inhibitions had been completely circumvented to let all their true desires be expressed. I had carefully confined the effect to within the house in order to maintain normal behaviour beyond these walls.

Inside, however, they were mine to play with. Not because I was forcing them, but because they genuinely wanted it. Okay, Lauren had taken a bit more time and more subtle means. Ultimately, all I had to do was give her what her heart wanted most: Alison.

The cute brunette had been the easiest. The girl already wanted to be a bit of a slut; she just wanted attention and someone to love her. I gave her attention and connected her with the person who already loved her.

The mother-daughter pair was especially rewarding. Seeing them comfortable being nude in each other’s presence in a sexual context, even if not directly intimate, was a datapoint in support of my hypothesis. Joyce was my greatest success. She had sex with me and climaxed in front of her daughter multiple times without reservation.

There was a good bit of luck involved as well, I had to admit. My original plan, after noticing Lauren walking by the psychology building at regular times after her late-night class, had been to ‘accidentally’ run into her and use basic seduction techniques. When the thunderstorm came at just the right moment, a new plan emerged that would keep me near her almost constantly.

Now I had three lovely ladies nude and collared, kneeling at my feet, and ready to do my bidding. I was trying to think clinically, but how could I possibly stay completely aloof in this situation? All those orgasms I had over the last couple of months weren’t fake. Now that I had some confirmation of my thesis, I would need to find a way to publish my findings without running afoul of the IRB or my dissertation committee.

That was for later. Right then, I wanted to enjoy my harem.

The mother and daughter had both had plenty of practice learning how to please me with their tongues. It was Alison’s turn for training on how to be a good pussy licker, and I had a crash course in mind.

“Joyce, lie down here face up with your head between Alison’s legs, but no licking until I tell you to,” I ordered.

Ali spread her knees and watched as her girlhood crush lay down in front of her and shimmied closer until her auburn hair tickled the girl’s labia. The older woman smiled up at her reassuringly.

“Lauren, go put in the strapless dildo,” I said while lowering myself to the carpet and pushing the chair back out of the way.

I lifted one of Joyce’s legs and got into scissoring position with her. The mother was gently caressing Alison’s thighs on either side of her head, not paying attention to me until our slits crashed into each other and our clits squished together. She let out a small gasp and lifted her head to look at me.

“Tell her how much you want her, Joyce,” I encouraged.

“Oh, sweetie,” the older woman breathed, focusing back on the young brunette. “You look delicious. I just want to eat you up and give you every pleasure!”

It took some effort to steal Alison’s attention. When she finally looked up, I gave her a half-grin and beckoned her to me with a crooked finger. The brunette looked unsure, but leaned forward onto her hands and knees, straddling Joyce. Her perky breasts barely sagged, begging me to reach out and squeeze them before my next command.

Before I could speak up, Lauren returned with the dildo protruding from her pelvis. Hmm, even better, I decided.

“Lauren, get down behind your girlfriend. You’re going to fuck her until I tell you to stop. Joyce, help her get started.”

The teenager got on her knees behind Alison, the rod aimed at the girl’s small opening. Underneath, Joyce reached between the brunette’s legs and spread her lips apart with two fingers while guiding the plastic dick to its target. I let go of Ali’s breasts and took her chin in my hand, making her look directly at me.

When Lauren’s hips pushed forward, the brunette’s expression was priceless. Her face registered surprise mixed with pleasure, and the cute little whimper-moan she made was such a beautiful sound. My own hips ground my pussy into the older redhead with a squelch. Lauren pulled back, adjusted her grip on the girl’s waist, and thrust forward a little further. Alison’s eyes nearly closed.

“Now, Joyce. Lick that pretty little clit while your daughter fucks her.”

Alison’s brows shot up, and her head lolled in my hand.

“You feel that tongue, Ali,” I regained her attention. “It’s time you put yours to use, too.”

With that, I let go of her chin and pushed her head down until her lips joined the other two pairs, lewdly grinding together beneath her. At first, all I could feel was her hot breath washing over us with each thrust of Lauren’s dildo.

“Give her ass a little swat,” I directed toward the daughter. Lauren hesitated, then did it after a stern look from me. “I told you to lick, Alison. You have two pussies begging for you. Don’t neglect them.”

Tentatively, the girl began to move her tongue over and between us. Her enthusiasm quickly increased when Joyce and I started groaning at her efforts.

“That’s it. Good girl,” I praised, stroking her hair.

The four of us set up a rhythm around Lauren’s pounding of Alison’s hole. Below, Joyce sucked on the brunette’s button while the two of us ground together with Ali’s inexperienced, but enthusiastic tongue dancing over our clits. It was pure magic.

The young brunette started to peak first, but I grabbed her hair and lifted her face. She looked almost out of it, with our juices smeared all over her chin and cheeks.

“No cumming until I tell you to, understand?” I began, then added, “that goes for all of you.”

Alison looked pained, but nodded. I pushed her face back where it was supposed to be, holding onto her hair and directing her attention. Her tongue explored even further and more frantically.

The cacophony of grunts, moans, and curses slowly picked up over the next couple of minutes. My own orgasm started to build.

“Get ready, girls,” I announced.

“Ten...” I started to count down. “Nine...remember this feeling...eight...seven...six...my sluts get to feel like this all the time...five...four...”

Every throat vocalized the steadily building ecstasy.

“Three...two...you know you never want this to end...”

My orgasm was so close, and I knew my three partners were in the same state.

“One...zero...cum for me, sluts! Give me...aaahhh...every part of you!”

I convulsed while watching the other women climax in their own ways. Joyce’s legs shook and flopped against me and Alison’s face. Lauren slammed hard into her girlfriend, then doubled over her and held on. Alison was trapped in the middle. Her right hand pounded into the carpet, and she cried out with her mouth still pressed to our pussies. The vibration sent an extra surge through me, and I suspected, through Joyce as well.

As I came down from my high, I crawled back, propping myself up against the chair to watch. Joyce lay there like a limp rag except for the jerking whenever Alison, who had fully collapsed on top of her, lazily licked her. Lauren was kissing her girlfriend’s back and whispering something about how much she loved her. How sweet.

Alison continued to rock, trembling with aftershocks. Then, as I smiled at the erotic sight, I realized why. Lauren was still gently fucking her. Right, I hadn’t told her to stop. Another data point proving how effective my newly demonstrated methods were.

“You can let Ali rest now, Lauren,” I told her.

She sighed, letting her hips come to a rest, then fell onto the floor to one side, grinning and breathing heavily. A moment later, the other teen fell to the other side with the older woman between them.

I chuckled to myself. The last two weeks of winter break were going to be epic. Back on campus, I would make good use of Lauren to increase my subject pool. So many beautiful women to choose from. Eventually, they’d all be my sluts.
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