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		INTRODUCTION

		 

		This story was written as a commission. It deviates slightly from my usual plot and style. Fair warning.

		If you are interested in potentially commissioning a custom story, please reach out to me for details. I can be contacted via social media or by email (author.sadie.thatcher@gmail.com).

		 

		~Sadie
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		Lisa let out a sigh as she lamented the fact that she had the entire weekend to herself. Harry, her husband, was gone for the weekend, on a work trip that was both unavoidable and something that she could not join him on.

		Married life had been good so far, but it was still early. Lisa was still early in her career, while Harry was more established. That meant that his work needs often took precedence, but it was something the petite redhead could live with. She loved Harry and he loved her. That was what mattered most. Everything else would eventually sort itself out.

		Unfortunately, Lisa had not made a plan for how she was going to spend her weekend alone. She had not thought to contact friends or even looked at what movies were playing at the cinema. It just felt as if one moment she and Harry were together and the next moment she was alone with him flying off for his business trip.

		The worst part was the fact he was not even going to be available for simple phone calls during the trip. His company was making plans for a new product and they did not want there to be any corporate espionage, so everyone’s phones would be left behind at the office in a locked box before they got on the chartered flight.. Not that Harry would even attempt to steal secrets, but it was a company policy. Lisa understood, but it was still difficult.

		Lisa had just finished her dinner for one when the doorbell rang. She jumped up, curious about who could be ringing. It seemed too late for door-to-door salesmen, but she could not imagine who else it could be.

		“Silvia?” Lisa said as she opened the door to find her old friend standing there with a small black bag in her hands and a big smile on her face.

		“Hi, Lisa,” Silvia responded. “I heard Harry was out of town this weekend and I decided I should come pay you a visit. Sorry about not calling, but I had a feeling you would make an excuse not to see me.”

		Lisa would have rolled her eyes at Silvia’s presumption, except she knew it was probably true. Lisa would have come up with some excuse that would have prevented Silvia from visiting. And it was good to see her friend. There was no way she could turn Silvia away.

		“Come in,” Lisa said, returning her friend’s smile. “I just finished dinner. Would you like some coffee?”

		Silvia stepped into the house and looked around. She was impressed with the life that Lisa and Harry were building together. Not that such a life was set to last. Silvia had a plan, although it was still possible that it might fail. There were still a lot of unknowns.

		“That would be great,” Silvia said. “I can’t wait to catch up.”

		Silvia took a seat in the small living room while Lisa shuffled off to the kitchen to make two cups of coffee. She still felt mildly annoyed, put off by Silvia’s presumptuousness that she did not already have plans. Her not having plans only made it worse. Silvia knew her better than Lisa realized.

		It did not take long before Lisa returned to the living room carrying two mugs of coffee on a tray. There was also a cup of cream and a bowl of sugar for Silvia to choose how she wanted to drink her coffee. As it turned out, however, Lisa need not have bothered. Silvia picked up her mug and took a strong sniff, pulling the wondrous vapors into her nose, before she took her first sip. Meanwhile, Lisa added cream and sugar to her coffee, unable to take it black like Silvia did.

		“Good coffee,” Silvia commented. “Nice and strong.”

		“I’m glad you like it,” Lisa said. “How have you been? Still single?”

		Lisa knew Silvia was still single. She did not need to bring it up, but it was her passive aggressive manner to get back at Silvia for showing up unannounced.

		“I’ve been really busy,” Silvia answered, ignoring Lisa’s slight. “I’ve started my own jewelry line that I can’t wait to tell you about. And as for still being single, I am right now, but I have a feeling that’s about to change shortly.”

		“Is this a situation where you have an eye on someone or you know that someone has an eye on you?” Lisa asked, now genuinely curious.

		“We can’t all have people like Harry asking us out. You got lucky with him, what with how shy you can be. I bet you’ve never asked a guy out before in your life.”

		“That’s true,” Lisa admitted. She had been with a few men before Harry came along, but they had all done the asking. Lisa was an attractive young woman and it showed with the attention she received. It was only her shyness that got in the way before, but Harry had easily dispelled her shyness with him and it had seemed like everything was perfect for her now.

		In comparison, Silvia was like the polar opposite of Lisa. Where Lisa was shy, Silvia was often vivacious. She was warmhearted and always at the center of social interactions when out and about. And her interest in men and women alike was well known. Her long blonde hair helped to attract attention, although she had always struggled a little with her weight. Not that anyone really cared, but she did not have the petite frame that Lisa did.

		“Here, I brought you a necklace to try on,” Silvia suddenly said, changing the subject. “I think you’re going to come to love it.”

		Silvia opened her black bag, which was far more than a purse. It was more like a small duffle bag, although more stylish, leaving room for more than just a necklace. A moment later she was holding a black lace choker in her hands, holding it out toward Lisa.

		“Um,” Lisa said, trying to decide what to say. A black choker was not at all her style. Chokers, in general, were unlike anything she ever wore. Lisa was a pretty conservative dresser. She rarely showed much skin and she kept her jewelry to an absolute minimum. There was no way she could hide a black lace choker. It was wide and prominent. And it would clash with almost everything in her wardrobe.

		“Try it on, please,” Silvia pleaded. “It’s my best seller and I think it would look great on you.”

		Lisa tried to hide the sigh that came out as she gave in. This was not what she wanted to do, but she could not see the harm in placating her friend. Silvia might not understand the life that Lisa had built for herself, but that did not mean that Lisa could turn away her old friend. It might have been a while since they could properly talk, since the wedding was not conducive to catching up in that manner.

		The moment Lisa reached out and touched the black lace, she felt a tingle run up her arm. She thought nothing of it, assuming it was some sort of static shock. But as she picked it up and brought it closer to her eyes, she got to see the intricate patterns of the lace. It was also heavier than she expected, making her think that it was not actually made of lace as she first thought. Not that Lisa knew much about chokers to even ask about what the material was.

		“Here, let me help you put it on,” Silvia said, jumping up and coming around behind Lisa. She pulled the choker from her friend’s hand and then pushed Lisa’s hair out of the way, giving her full access to her friend’s neck.

		“You don’t have to…”

		Lisa tried to protest, but her words suddenly disappeared as Silvia secured the choker around her neck. It felt as if a small jolt of electricity flowed up into her brain and cut her sentence off before she could complete it.

		“There, that looks beautiful,” Silvia said. “Although on your neck, I’d say it looks more like a collar than a choker or a necklace.”

		Lisa reached up to touch it, finding all of her senses struggling to work alongside her thoughts. It felt as if everything had suddenly been scrambled and now she was left to try to put the pieces back together.

		Silvia returned to her seat and took another sip of coffee. Once she had put the mug back down on the coffee table, she turned her full attention toward Lisa.

		“Now we can begin.”

		

	
		 

		2

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		“I think I’m going to take it off now,” Lisa said as she reached up to do just that.

		“But you look so beautiful with it on,” Silvia pressed. “It’s very becoming on you.”

		Somehow, that was enough to make Lisa rethink the situation. If Silvia said it looked good on her, she had to be telling the truth. Her friend would not lie to her. It did not seem that it would be problematic to wear it for a little longer. She did not want to hurt Silvia’s feelings. Silvia had made the choker, after all.

		“I guess wearing it a little longer will be fine,” Lisa relented. “It’s just not my typical style.”

		“Maybe it should be your style,” Silvia offered. “I can just imagine it now.”

		“Imagine what?” Lisa asked, slightly confused about where this conversation was going. Her lower lip trembled ever so slightly as she furrowed her brow.

		“Never mind that right now,” Silvia said as she waved off Lisa’s question. “What I really want to know is what life with Harry is like.”

		That was a conversation that Lisa was much more versed in and could readily explain about. Not that Lisa had much to say. Her life with Harry was pretty simple. However, Lisa knew that other than briefly meeting Harry at the wedding, the two had not really conversed before. They had never really gotten to know each other.

		“It’s good. I love Harry and I know he loves me. We tried to arrange it so I could join him on his work trip this weekend, but that didn’t work out. It’s not just that he can’t take his wife with him, he can’t even take his phone. This weekend is big hush-hush, if you know what I mean.”

		Silvia nodded her head. “Lots of privacy, I bet. That’s fine. I heard through the grapevine that you were going to be alone this weekend, so here I am to keep you company. And I never thought that necklace would look so good on you. It would be a shame if you ever took it off.”

		Lisa reached up and brushed her fingers against the choker, not to take it off, but to confirm that it was still there. She did not like how there were moments when she forgot she was wearing it. But then a moment later she would feel it wrapped around her neck and fear that it would choke her. There was a reason it was called a choker, but she did not want to actually have it wrap around her neck too tightly and literally choke her.

		“I don’t take it off while you’re here,” Lisa said, deciding that the moment Silvia left, she would rip the choker off her neck and throw it away. She just would not tell Silvia that last part. She would probably “lose” it if Silvia ever asked her about it again. That seemed like a reasonable answer, although Lisa hated to lie to her friend. She just did not feel capable of further arguing her point that she did not like the necklace.

		Silvia smiled at Lisa’s words. “That’s perfect. Now, come on , it’s time to dish out the juicy stuff. Tell me, how good is Harry in bed?”

		Lisa’s face and neck grew flush, turning a bright red color at the mention of sex with Harry. It was not that Lisa was a complete prude, but this was not the sort of thing she normally talked about, even with Harry himself. This was not even girl talk in Lisa’s opinion.

		However, Lisa found herself unable to shut down Silvia’s line of questioning. Instead, her mouth opened and she began to speak. “It’s good. I mean, I enjoy it when we do it. I know Harry wants it more often, but he’s always been willing to work with me and we’ve come to an agreement about how it works. But it’s not like we do anything unusual. I always like him on top, with the lights off.”

		“You don’t ever, you know?” Silvia asked, raising her eyebrows suggestively.

		“Do what?” Lisa asked before it dawned on her what Silvia might mean. Her face scrunched up in disgust. “No way. We don’t do that kind of thing. The first time Harry asked for oral sex, I sat him down and explained that I don’t do that sort of thing. I would never put his penis in my mouth. That’s just gross. I don’t know why women degrade themselves like that.”

		Silvia knew her friend was shy, but she had no idea that she was so repressed, so closed off to exploring her sexuality, even with a man she loved. In comparison, Silvia had yet to find a sexual activity that she could not get into in one way or another. She had spent a lot of time playing a submissive role with other men and women. However, the more she explored, the more she found herself to be dominant.

		And as Silvia looked at Lisa wearing her choker, she could not help but feel attracted to her slightly older friend. That was the reason she had come here tonight. After several years of secretly pining over Lisa, it was time to do something about it. Getting her to wear the choker was just the first step.

		“I didn’t realize you were so lame in bed,” Silvia said. Again, Lisa’s cheeks burned red. “I mean, I knew you were shy, but most of the shy girls I know are all freaks in bed.”

		“I don’t even know why I told you all of that,” Lisa said. “It’s none of your business what happens in my bedroom with Harry.”

		“We’re just talking,” Silvia said, excusing her line of questioning. “It’s perfectly natural for friends like us to talk about sex and all of that fun stuff. You do enjoy the sex you have with Harry, don’t you?”

		“What?” Lisa asked, as if Silvia’s question was an insult. “Of course I do. I might not like it as much as he does, but I still enjoy it sometimes. I just don’t let our lives revolve around sex.”

		“Do you at least dress up for him sometimes?” Silvia pressed.

		Lisa sat there for a moment, collecting her thoughts. She wanted to steer Silvia off this line of questioning, but she also felt compelled to answer. It would have been easier if she did not feel so strange with the choker around her neck. The way it stretched around her made her think it was more like a collar than a choker, although the difference between the two was minor. Regardless of the terminology used for the style of necklace, Lisa felt a compulsion to answer Silvia’s question, completely and honestly.

		“Harry gave me a pink silk negligee to wear on our wedding night,” Lisa explained. “I wore it for him that night, but I told him afterward that I didn’t like it. He never pressed me to wear it again. I prefer wearing regular pajamas. They’re just more comfortable.”

		“But I bet you looked really sexy that night,” Silvia said, not letting Lisa off easy. “Didn’t it feel good to look sexy for your husband? You were newlyweds, after all.”

		Lisa shrugged her shoulders. “It’s not about the sex.”

		Silvia let out a sigh to show her disappointment in her friend. “I guess this is going to be more complicated than I thought.”

		“What’s more complicated?” Lisa asked automatically.

		“Oh, nothing. You’re just more of a prude than even I pegged you for. But I know how to fix all of this.”

		“What are you talking about?” Lisa asked, now more confused than ever. She knew Silvia had some sort of scheme in her head, but she could not figure out what this was all about. Why was she asking so much about her sex life? Why did she even care about whether she tried to look sexy for her husband?

		“Let me just get this straight,” Silvia said, ignoring Lisa’s question. “You’re a missionary position with the lights off type of gal with no interest whatsoever in any exploration of other kinds of sex, oral, anal, or anything else?”

		“Um,” Lisa said as she tried to collect her thoughts for an answer. It was strange how Silvia kept ignoring her questions, but she felt compelled to answer Silvia’s questions. This was not how such a friendship was supposed to go. Instead of a mutual sharing of ideas, it was as if Silvia was interrogating Lisa about her sex life. That was not supposed to be how these sorts of things happened.

		“I’ll take that as a no,” Silvia said, interrupting Eli before she could get another word in. “I’d say I’m disappointed in you, but I really shouldn’t have presumed any differently. I guess it’s a good thing that I’m going to be staying over this weekend.”
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		“B ut…” Lisa sputtered. This was not how the night was supposed to go.

		“You want me to stay over and keep you company, don’t you?” Silvia pressed, ignoring Lisa’s protests.

		Lisa continued to sit there, her mouth moving like a fish, but no more words came out. There were not even any sounds. She was confused with the whole situation, trying to figure out how the night had gotten so out of hand. One moment she was set to enjoy a quiet night at home, likely reading a hopefully good book. Instead, she was playing host to an old friend who she had not seen since her wedding.

		Finally, realizing no words seemed to form, Lisa nodded her head, agreeing that it would be nice to have Silvia spend the night and keep her company. The thought of being alone no longer seemed as attractive as it once did. Not that Lisa was happy with the situation. Something was still wrong, but she had the hardest time understanding what that could be.

		Silvia clapped her hands together in satisfaction. “Great. And I know it’s getting late for someone like you, so why don’t I grab a quick shower while you change into something more fun.” Her suggestion was framed like a question, but deep down, Lisa knew it was more like an order. Silvia was pushing her around, but she seemed unable to adequately push back. She wanted to say no, to turn Silvia away, but was unable to form the words. It was easier to just give in and do what Silvia said. It actually felt pretty good too.

		Silvia got up and walked toward the master bedroom and, therefore, the master bathroom. She added an extra sway to her hips before she disappeared out of sight.

		Lisa found herself watching and staring at her friend’s backside. She wanted to curse herself for looking. Lisa had always thought she was enlightened enough to admit when women were good looking, but she had never had the slightest interest in them beyond friendship before. But there was something growing inside of her that she had trouble coming to terms with, an attraction to Silvia that had never been there before.

		Was it the choker? That was what Lisa found herself asking, her mind filled with nefarious possibilities. But Silvia was her friend and it was just a choker necklace. There could be nothing special about it. Lisa figured she was just letting her mind run a little wild with Harry gone for the weekend. She had no idea how much his absence was affecting her. It seemed like a good idea for Silvia to spend the night to keep her company. Who knew what kind of tizzy she might end up in when left to her own devices?

		Lisa heard the shower turn on and she found herself wondering about how Silvia was getting on. And she had been told to change into something fun. She did not know what constituted fun, but Lisa figured a change of clothing could not hurt her any.

		Following the same path that Silvia took only minutes before, Lisa stopped at her dresser and opened her lingerie drawer. It was mostly filled with bras and panties, nothing special since she never deviated from simple and functional. However, there was the pink babydoll nightie stuffed in the back. She had not worn it since that first night, but if there was one outfit that screamed fun, that was it.

		Lisa quickly changed, replacing her lounging at home outfit with the babydoll. It was short, skimming the tops of her thighs. She had not worn panties with it the first time, since that had not been the point, and she did not this time either.

		“I’m so exposed like this,” Lisa thought to herself. She had half a mind to pull off the nightie and find something else to wear. But then her attention shifted toward the bathroom door. She looked up to see that not only had Silvia left the bathroom door open, but she had left the shower door open as well.

		Lisa found herself staring as Silvia soaped her body, putting on a show that Lisa had only just discovered. In any other moment, Lisa would have fled the room, not wanting to intrude on such a private time. Even though the shower was large enough for two people, Lisa had never once considered showering with Harry. It all seemed wrong to her. But now that she was standing there, watching, she could not turn away.

		It was the heat that eventually got to Lisa. It was not the heat from the hot water. She was too far away for that. It was her heat, her innermost core building a great big bonfire of arousal within her. Lisa watched Silvia run the bar of soap over her breasts. There was a look of pleasure on Silvia’s face. She was enjoying herself. And knowing that only stoked Lisa’s arousal all the more.

		Lisa tried to hold her hands still, but eventually she broke. Her body’s call for attention became too great. Her arousal needed to be dealt with before she could do anything else, think anything else. Before her hand could reach beneath the brief hem of her nightie, Lisa fled to the bed. She climbed up on top and sat on her heels, hoping that moving out of sight from Silvia’s sexy body in the shower would be enough to stop her actions.

		But there was no removing what she saw from her mind’s eye. The vision of Silvia’s curvy body in the shower played like a movie in her mind, over and over again. It was only after several moments that Lisa even realized that she had lost her battle. Her right hand had found its way under her little pink nightie and she gently rubbed herself, her knees spreading to give her better access.

		Lisa’s left hand went to her breasts. The flimsy material of the nightie was no match for her body’s determination to be touched. The thin shoulder straps slipped down, the whole nightie falling to expose her breasts and the hard nipples that crowned them.

		It was an impossible battle now that she had lost herself to her own touch. Lisa felt a growing euphoria within her, making it almost impossible to even want to stop pleasuring herself. Her mind was lost to the pleasure that flowed through her body, enjoying even the suddenly cool air as it washed over her skin.

		Lisa kept going, completely oblivious to the world around her. She was lost in her own head, replaying the vision of her friend in the shower as she pushed her body to ever greater heights of pleasure. This was not something she had ever done before. Deep down, she felt shame and disgust for how easily she had given in, but the euphoria was like a drug that could not be beaten.

		“Such a good and horny girl,” Silvia commented after watching her friend masturbate on the bed.

		Lisa looked up, her eyes unfocused until she managed to shift her gaze onto her friend, bringing her back into focus. Not that Lisa stopped touching herself. Even as her cheeks turned red in embarrassment, she could not stop touching herself.

		“You saw me in the shower, didn’t you?” Silvia asked, but it was clear that the question was rhetorical. Not that Lisa was capable of an answer in her current state. Her awareness had shifted to Silvia, dressed in a short robe that revealed her sexy legs and more chest than Lisa would have ever thought appropriate.

		Despite the war of emotions raging in Lisa’s head, she nodded her agreement. She felt trapped, but at the same time, she felt elation at being close to Silvia again. Letting the movie play in her mind had been good, but seeing her friend in the flesh was even better, especially with how sexy Silvia looked. Silvia was always sexy. Lisa had just never recognized it before.

		“You can do it,” Silvia prodded. “Cum for me. Cum to me. I know you want to.”

		Lisa’s hands reacted first, redoubling their efforts as she looked up into Silvia’s gaze. She felt trapped, but she felt so good, so warm, so comfortable. And before she knew it, her body shook in orgasm. She sat back, almost falling over backward as her climax raced through her, filling her with a cascade of pleasure. Wave after wave filled her body, all the way out to the tips of her fingers and all the way down to her toes.

		“Don’t worry, I’ve got you,” Silvia said as she rushed in to catch Lisa before she fell. She was on the bed, so it was not far to fall, but the strain on her knees would not have been comfortable.

		Lisa found herself wrapped up in an embrace as she leaned into her friend. The embarrassment at what she had just done was still there, but it now lived beside a strange sense of pride at doing what Silvia wanted her to do. Silvia had commanded that she cum, and she did. She did, because Silvia had told her to do it.

		And what was more, Lisa was no longer concerned about taking off the choker. She did not know why, but she figured it would be okay to sleep with it on. Not that Lisa could take it off while she let herself rest her head against Silvia’s breasts. They were so soft and pillowy: the perfect place to rest her head after a delicious orgasm. She was so tired. The events of the evening had oddly taken their toll and Lisa closed her eyes with a hint of a smile on her lips.

		“Good girl,” Silvia cooed, patting her friend’s head. Everything was going to plan.
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		Lisa woke up with the same smile on her lips as she did when she fell asleep in Silvia’s arms the night before. The only difference was that they were both under the covers, sharing a bed. Lisa had only ever shared a bed with one other person before, her husband. And that had taken time to get used to, with many nearly sleepless nights, before she finally normalized sleeping beside her husband.

		“Good morning,” Silvia cooed in Lisa’s ear as her friend stirred. “You are so beautiful when you’re sleeping.”

		Lisa bit her lip in response to the compliment. She knew that this was wrong. She should not have been sharing a bed with her friend, especially now that she was married. Yet, despite that knowledge, she could not pull herself away from Silvia’s warm embrace.

		“Good morning,” Lisa eventually whispered. She tried to remember how she ended up in this situation. So much about her memories from the night before were a blur. She remembered the sense of euphoria and she remembered the arousal. However, the image of Silvia showering or the memory of her masturbating had been washed clean from her mind.

		Lisa still felt shame about the arousal, but she could not complain about the euphoria. That only brought about good feelings. And it was not like being aroused was a bad thing. It was just different from her norm. Not that Lisa was fully accepting of her randomly getting aroused when her friend was spending the night. There was something there that still bothered her, some lingering muscle memory, but there was not enough there for her to get hung up on. It was easier to just enjoy the moment, knowing that Silvia was kind enough to spend time with her while her husband was gone.

		The pair laid in bed together for at least an hour, just resting and enjoying each other’s warmth. But all good things must come to an end, eventually. Silvia gently nudged Lisa to get up.

		When Lisa reluctantly climbed out from underneath the bedcovers, she found herself wearing the pink nightie that she had put on the night before, but no longer had any recollection of wearing. Lisa glanced at her reflection in the nearby full-length mirror. The woman she saw looking back at her was somehow different from what she remembered. It was like there was something different about her body, but she could not place what it was.

		“Ooh, your body is filling in nicely,” Silvia commented. She specifically referred to Lisa’s growing breasts. They were significantly bigger than the night before. Her hips and ass were bigger too, but those were less definable than the growth to Lisa’s breasts.

		Lisa turned to face her friend, a concerned look in her eyes. “What do you mean, my body is filling in nicely?”

		“It’s your breasts, dear,” Silvia explained. “They’re bigger. I think they suit you well, but I’m sure they could still be bigger yet.”

		Lisa looked down as she cupped the underside of her breasts as they strained at the cups of her nightie. She was at the point where if she grew any bigger, she would not be able to fit in the sexy lingerie anymore. Not that it mattered. Lisa was not even sure why she was wearing it in the first place. If Silvia were not there, she would have taken it off already. Her modesty was the only thing keeping it on, even if it now covered even less of her with how the hem was forced higher as the nightie stretched over her expanded chest.

		Not that Lisa comprehended what Silvia told her. She turned back to look at her reflection. The problem was that her memories of what she looked like seemed off. She knew there was something wrong, but she could not imagine having smaller breasts. It just did not compute. And even if she could understand that she had grown overnight, she knew that at her age, breast growth did not happen like that.

		However, Lisa trusted Silvia. If Silvia said her breasts had grown, it had to have been the case. Which meant it was all the better that her friend was there.

		“Come on, let’s get up and start making breakfast,” Silvia said as she threw back the covers and climbed out of bed. She had practically been nude, hidden only by the covers keeping her warm. She picked up a robe from a nearby chair, the same short robe she had worn the night before, but that Lisa could not remember.

		Lisa found her eyes tracking Silvia’s body. She licked her lips as she felt a hunger that was not food related. It was her friend. Lisa tried to shake herself out of it, knowing that an attraction to her friend was wrong, but she was already lost to the sensations and desires of her body. Her arousal started to build back up as she watched Silvia sexily walk out of the bedroom. A moment later, she heard Silvia banging around in the kitchen, familiarizing herself with the layout and where everything was stored.

		“Come on, Lisa,” Silvia called out. “It’s time for breakfast.”

		Lisa found herself following after her friend, still wearing the revealing pink babydoll nightie. She would have put on a robe, something that completely covered her body, but somehow she knew that Silvia would chastise her for wearing something so modest. It was a strange sensation to know that she needed to please her friend, but not understanding why or how this had all come to be.

		“I know she’s behind this,” Lisa mumbled to herself just before she entered the kitchen. Silvia was at the stove, cooking eggs. There was bread in the toaster already too. It smelled delicious.

		“Don’t worry about a thing,” Silvia said. “I know I’m the guest here, but somehow I don’t think you have it in you to make the both of us breakfast.”

		Lisa nodded her head as she sat down at the kitchen island, her head foggy and her confusion continuing. She knew that Silvia was right about her not having it in her to make breakfast for them. She felt too disoriented. Something was wrong with her, but she could not figure out what it was.

		As Lisa sat there and waited for Silvia to finish cooking, she gently ran a finger along the choker necklace that encircled her neck. She no longer had any desire to remove it. Doing so felt somehow wrong, like she would be removing a limb. But in her mind, she was already starting to think of the choker as not a necklace, but as a collar. It was a collar that Silvia had given her, making it even more important than if even Harry had given it to her.

		“How long are you planning to stay?” Lisa asked. Her voice was laced with fear. She did not want to be left alone. Without someone else in the house, life would be almost impossible. She needed someone. And with Harry gone, that only left Silvia. It was hard to believe that it had been so long since they had last seen each other. Lisa felt so much closer to Silvia now than she ever had before, almost like they had been the best of friends for years. Silvia had not even been in the wedding party, which now seemed impossible to comprehend.

		“Until you’re all done,” Silvia answered as she slid the eggs onto two plates.

		Lisa did not even know what that meant, but her real hunger took over at the sight of food on the plate. The toast, coated in a large helping of butter, soon joined the eggs on the plate. Silvia set out the food for Lisa, but the collared woman had to wait until she was provided with a fork before she could dig in.

		“I’m glad to see that you’re eating so well,” Silvia commented as she joined Lisa at the kitchen island to eat. “We can’t have your growth slowing. I want those breasts of yours to be nice and big by the time you’re done.”

		Lisa was left speechless. Part of that was from what Silvia had just admitted, but the rest was the fact that Lisa was stuffing her face with bits of egg and buttered toast. This was more than she would normally eat for breakfast. She was normally peckish at the best of times and was always conscious of what she fed herself. Now, however, she was as far from caring as possible. Her growth overnight had left her hungry and her body wanted even more so that it could continue filling out, just as Silvia had planned.

		But despite knowing that Silvia was somehow behind whatever was happening to her, Lisa was certain of one thing. She did not want her friend to leave any time soon. There was no way she could even consider kicking her friend out of the house, even if she knew that it would end whatever was happening to her.
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		“I ’ve got such a big night planned for you,” Silvia said as she helped Lisa fit into a new outfit that she had brought in from her car. Lisa’s old clothes no longer fit as they had before. Her once petite body was only continuing to grow, especially her breasts. Lisa had a hard time understanding what exactly had happened, but it amazed Silvia how much bigger they were already.

		The volume of Lisa’s breasts had at least doubled since last night. They were getting big and heavy, but they were also growing more sensitive. Just a slight brush against her nipple was enough to make Lisa moan in sexual need. Her body was getting turned on more and more.

		“Why is it always you making plans?” Lisa complained as she stomped her foot, sending her barely restrained breasts into a fit go jiggles. It was enough to derail Lisa’s train of thought, the anger that was mixed with her confusion to wane so that she was just left with the confusion. Everything seemed to confuse her now. Nothing made sense.

		“Okay, fine,” Silvia said with a knowing smile. She turned and looked at Lisa with her hands on her hips. “If you had to decide what we’re going to do tonight, what would you choose?”

		“Um,” Lisa said as she tried to think. The problem was, her mind was not moving like it once did. Without the anger she had felt before emboldening her ideas, they were lost in the sea of her arousal, leaving her unsure of what she even wanted.

		“This is what I’m talking about,” Silvia interrupted.

		“Hold on, I’m thinking,” Lisa shot back, finding more backbone than she had managed to show since Silvia first arrived. Last night, before the collar had been placed around her neck, she had just been trying to be nice as she played the role of an unexpected host. Now, however, the tables had turned and there was no way for Lisa to consider herself in charge of the situation. Silvia seemed so much more quick-witted, leaving Lisa constantly confused and playing catchup as she tried to understand what was happening.

		Silvia leaned back, waiting for Lisa to come up with something. Lisa, for her part, did try to think. She put a finger to the side of her lips and attempted to think of something that they could do together. However, her mind, when finally tasked with something important, drew a complete blank. Her mind was empty, her thoughts falling away like water through a sieve.

		“Look, I don’t have time for all of this,” Silvia finally said, breaking the silence. “If you don’t want to spend the evening with me, that’s fine, but don’t expect me to feel sorry for you when you call me later, bored out of your mind.”

		“No,” Lisa immediately shot back. “No, I want to spend the evening with you. I’ll do whatever you want to do, whatever these big plans are.”

		Lisa had no idea that Silvia had just used a bit of reverse psychology on her to get her to agree to what Silvia wanted. She could not even comprehend how she was being manipulated. But Lisa also had a hard time coming to terms with the fact that her intelligence was draining away. She had always been reasonably smart, at least above average, but that was no longer the case.

		Worse, as Lisa grew dumber, her euphoria increased. It was so easy to feel good and happy when hanging out with Silvia and wearing the collar. It was easy to do whatever Silvia said too, because it was always inevitable that Lisa would end up feeling better after doing what Silvia told her to do. Lisa was trapped in a feedback loop of Silvia’s devising and until she took off the collar, there was ultimately no escape. Lisa would eventually do whatever Silvia asked of her.

		“Good, I’m glad to hear it,” Silvia said. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to make a phone call to confirm tonight’s reservation. When I return, I want to see you fully dressed.”

		Silvia stepped out onto the front porch with her cell phone as Lisa continued dressing in the new clothes that Silvia had brought for her. The clothing items were nothing like she ever would have considered wearing before. They were too revealing. Lisa had always been modest, but Silvia had declared that none of her old clothing fit her anymore. All Silvia had done was throw open Lisa’s closet and made the declaration, but Lisa could not argue against the assertion. She had a hard time disagreeing with anything Silvia said.

		The fitted sweater that Lisa pulled on hugged her body almost like a second skin. And the large boob window in the front placed her expanded breasts on full display, her hard nipples barely covered, but still visible in how they tried to poke through the fabric. There were no bras that fit her breasts anymore, so she had to go without.

		Normally, Lisa would have worn pants, but Silvia had not brought her any pants to wear. Instead, there was a skirt. It was a black circle skirt, ensuring that it fit her body, and it contrasted nicely with the cream color of the sweater. The only other time Lisa had looked nearly this sexy was while wearing her wedding dress, but she had far less skin showing in that.

		It was only a few minutes later when Silvia returned. She had a big smile on her face.

		“Good news, Lisa. I just got off the phone with our visitor tonight. Everything is set. You’re going to love him.”

		Lisa tilted her head to the side in confusion. “Visitor?”

		“I’ve hired a male escort for the night,” Silvia answered with complete confidence. “It’s time that we expand your sexual repertoire and remove whatever prudish tendencies you have left.”

		Lisa’s eyes opened in horror as realization set in about what her friend had planned for her. Her mouth opened to protest, but the words were not there. She once again had the look of a fish opening and closing her mouth as her dimmed mind tried to come up with the right words.

		“You can’t,” Lisa finally said, although her voice lacked the conviction she normally would have had. “I mean, I can’t. I can’t cheat on Harry. I can’t cheat on my husband.”

		Silvia did not say anything for a moment. She wanted to make sure that Lisa had used up all of her words before she worked to refute them. It was easier that way. As soon as the bluster was out of Lisa’s sails, then Silvia could come in and clean up the mess, steering her friend in a different direction.

		“Of course you can,” Silvia said. “Tonight is for you. And it’s for Harry. This is about learning to be a more complete woman, about how to be a sexual woman, about how to give your body to someone else. After tonight, your sex life will be so much better. Can you see that? Can you understand that I’m doing this for you? It’s time you give up your prudish notions about what is and is not allowed. You’re a sexy woman with a libido that needs more than rare feedings.”

		Lisa stood there, nodding along. When Silvia explained it, everything seemed to make more sense. She did not understand how cheating on Harry could be something she did for him, especially without his knowledge, but the details were too complicated for her fractured mind to comprehend. She was left having to trust her friend. She was left having to trust that Silvia was really doing what was best for her, never once understanding that Silvia might have her own motivations.

		“I think that makes sense,” Lisa finally admitted. It was so hard to be certain of anything anymore. She looked down and saw cleavage that she could not remember seeing before today, but her mind dismissed the lack of continuity with her previous memories. She knew that what she saw now was the real her, because there was nothing else that it could be. Whatever she remembered before was somehow wrong, even if she did not understand.

		“Good,” Silvia said. “His name is Marcus and we’re going to have a lot of fun tonight. I guarantee it.”

		A smile formed on Lisa’s lips. They are growing plumper alongside her breasts, although not to nearly the same extreme. But where Lisa had once been petite, she was becoming more and more fleshy in all the feminine ways. “I can’t wait.” At least she said that for now. It was one thing to accept that she might be participating in an act she had not planned for, but it was another to actually go through with it.
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		Lisa bit her lower lip as soon as the doorbell rang. She knew who was on the other side of the door. It was this Marcus, whoever he was. All she knew was that he was a male prostitute. She did not even understand why he was there. It was all Silvia’s idea. Lisa just wished that she was better at standing up for herself.

		“Don’t be a dumb-dumb,” Lisa tried to tell herself as Silvia left her side to answer the door. The problem was, no matter what Lisa did, she felt stupid. She felt dumb and unable to think like she thought she should.

		However, all considerations about her own intelligence, or lack thereof, went flying out of her mind the moment that Marcus stepped into the house. He was tall and muscular, with a strong jaw and dark hair. And as Lisa was already turned on, she suddenly felt her pussy gush with arousal at the sight of him. Her body craved to be next to him, to feel him inside of her, even if her mind still questioned whether this was the right thing to do.

		“Lisa, come over here and greet Marcus,” Silvia prodded. “And take his coat. We want our guest to relax a little before we get started.”

		Lisa stepped forward, finding herself looking up at Marcus with a certain amount of awe. He was so big and sexy. “Hi,” she said meekly. “I’ll take your coat.”

		“Good evening, little darling,” Marcus said, his voice rich and deep, sending a shiver down Lisa’s spine. He shrugged off his coat and handed it to Lisa for her to hang up in the closet.

		Silvia then led Marcus to the living room to sit down. Lisa watched them both carefully. She had no idea what to expect from a male escort, but Marcus was dressed like a normal person. He wore nice pants and a collared shirt. He had rolled the sleeves up to just below the elbow, showcasing his muscular arms. The top button on the shirt was left undone, revealing the top of his chiseled chest. He looked like he could have been a Chippendales dancer. Maybe he was, and escorting was just a side gig to save money for college or buying a house. Lisa had no idea.

		“This is Lisa,” Silvia said to Marcus once Lisa had finished hanging up his coat. “She needs some help, sexually. She’s a bit shy, but I think once she gets going, she’ll be a dynamite in bed. And she’s very coachable, but that’s mostly because she’s not very smart.”

		Lisa stood there and took in her friend’s biting words. However, she had to admit that everything Silvia said seemed to be true. She did not think it should be true and she did not want it to be true, but she seemed incapable of making it so.

		“It’s nice to meet you, Lisa,” Marcus said, formalizing the greeting. “You’re a very pretty lady. I love your tits.”

		Lisa’s face turned red as she tried to look down at her feet. It was a common response for her. Except she could no longer see her feet with her breasts in the way. They had continued to grow, using the extra calories in her breakfast and the meals that followed to help further grow her breasts into a proper pair of tits. She had never considered such a crude word to describe her breasts, but they had grown past the boob stage and were now definitely the size of tits, making it all the more embarrassing.

		“Thank him for the compliment, Lisa.”

		“Thank you.”

		“Sir,” Silvia added. “Thank you, sir.”

		“Thank you, sir,” Lisa corrected herself.

		“Good, now how about we move this discussion to the bedroom where the real fun can begin?” Silvia proposed.

		“I’m ready,” Marcus said.

		Silvia led Marcus toward the bedroom, the same bedroom Lisa shared with Harry. But Lisa did not move. She continued to stand there, trying to push back against what was happening. Except it was getting harder and harder to find fault with what Silvia had proposed that they do. It actually made a lot of sense.

		“Come along, Lisa,” Silvia called out. “Marcus is here for you.”

		Lisa did as she was beckoned. And as soon as she stepped into the bedroom, she found Marcus sitting on the edge of the bed, his pants around his ankles, and his cock standing at attention, already hard and waiting.

		“I want you to suck his cock,” Silvia cooed quietly in Lisa’s ear. Just get down on your knees and wrap those beautiful lips around him. He’ll help you with the rest.

		“But—“

		“No buts,” Silvia pressed. “You know you want this.”

		Lisa nodded her head. She knew her friend was right. She did want this. She was learning so she could be better, even if some of the details were fuzzy.

		Stepping forward, she dropped to her knees in front of Marcus. She did not look up. Instead, she looked down at his feet. Of course, his cock was there too. It bobbed ever so slightly in time with his heartbeat. It was clear that he was nice and calm while Lisa’s heart raced in her chest, pounding along with a combination of fear and worry. But she did not move anymore. She was stuck, her confusion and fear getting the best of her.

		“It’s okay,” Silvia cooed as she dropped behind her friend. “I’ll help you. Just lean forward and open your mouth. Taste him. You know you want to.”

		Lisa knew Silvia was telling the truth. She did want to. She just had to do it. And with Silvia’s encouragement, she did just that, leaning forward and wrapping her plump lips around the cock in front of her. If she had ever sucked Harry’s cock, or any other cock for that matter, she would have known that Marcus tasted different, but all she was faced with was an impressive woody flavor and an unexpected warmth filled her.

		It was a mix of her own libido and arousal kicking into overdrive with the satisfaction that she was providing pleasure. It was a truly amazing experience that shattered all preconceived notions that what she was now doing was wrong or disgusting. And as she started to bob her head, sliding her lips up and down the cock in her mouth, she ignored the conversation that Marcus and Silvia held, not bothering to listen to their discussion about what came next or how many times Marcus could cum before he was entirely spent.

		“Such a good girl,” Silvia cooed after a little while. “Marcus is going to cum soon. He’s going to fill your pretty little mouth with his cum. And you’re going to swallow it all down. You don’t want to waste any of it by letting it spill.”

		Lisa would have nodded her head in understanding, but she was too busy bobbing her head as she continued to work the cock in her mouth, milking it for all she could. Her technique was surprisingly good for a complete novice. And Silvia knew that she would only get better in time.

		“Here it comes,” Marcus announced a moment before the first shot of cum hit the back of Lisa’s throat. She nearly choked, but she swallowed it down like she had been instructed. The flow of cum continued, this time giving her the chance to taste the salty flavors. It surprised Lisa how good it tasted.

		“Drink it all down,” Silvia encouraged. “You’re such a good little slut for me.”

		Lisa was lost in a submissive pleasure high. She felt amazing for having pleasured Marcus, even if she had just met him. She felt proud for having made him cum with her mouth. And she had to admit that sucking cock was far more enjoyable than she had ever imagined. All of her concerns and preconceived notions about it had been blown away. And while she could no longer remember what her issues were, she knew that Silvia deserved praise for showing her the light and for putting up with her being so dumb.

		“Fantastic,” Marcus said. “I never would have known this was your first time. Let me get a drink of water and then I’ll be ready to go for round two.”

		Marcus got up and wandered out of the bedroom, looking for the kitchen. This had already been agreed upon with Silvia while Lisa was busy with her blowjob. But now it was Silvia’s turn to prepare Lisa for her next learning experience. And it would be a doozy.

		“Climb up on the bed, Lisa,” Silvia said. “Join me.”

		Lisa climbed up on the bed after Silvia and moved to cuddle with her. “Not now,” Silvia continued, stopping Lisa from getting too close. “It’s time to do two new things. You’re going to lick my pussy while Marcus fucks you in the ass.”

		Lisa’s eyes opened wide as a cord of fear struck through her. She shook her head, trying to display her displeasure. This was too much. It had to be too much.

		“It’s okay, Lisa,” Silvia pressed. “This is another important lesson. Remember, you’re doing this for me. You want to please me, don’t you?”

		Lisa did not even pick up on the fact that Silvia was no longer referring to Harry. She had replaced him with herself, stepping into his position as the dominant force in her life. But Lisa did not even notice, nor did she care, because she did want to please Silvia. She felt that she owed so much to her friend that she would do anything for her.

		“That’s it, dear,” Silvia said as Marcus returned to the room, his cock already standing at attention again. He had remarkable stamina. “You’re going to make me the happiest woman in the world and to start, that means taking your place between my legs and letting Marcus fuck you in the ass.”

		“Okay,” Lisa said. “For you.”

		And just like that, her resistance was gone. The rest of her sexual lessons could begin.
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		Lisa woke up Sunday morning, still reveling in the euphoria from the night before. Marcus was long gone, having been thoroughly worn out by both Lisa and Silvia. Lisa came more times than she could count, but that was mostly from the fact that she no longer had it in her to count. Numbers, in general, were kind of a lost cause. So were most words.

		Silvia had her arms around Lisa when the newly formed bimbo woke up. She snuggled in closer, enjoying the shared body warmth. She felt so happy spending time with and serving her mistress. It was not a title that Silvia had required Lisa to use, but it felt right. It was not as if Lisa was capable of thinking or acting in her own defense. Silvia took care of her and in return, she served Silvia. It was a simple relationship, but one that Lisa loved.

		There was no hesitation in feeling love when she saw or thought of Silvia. Lisa was in love with Silvia, fully and completely. She did not even know what the ring on her finger meant anymore. Her life had changed completely. Lisa knew she was not a working woman. She was too dumb for that. But that was what made everything she had with Silvia so great. She could not imagine a better life for herself in her new state.

		Eventually, Lisa extricated herself from Silvia’s arms. She sat up and let the covers fall into her lap. Her tits had grown again, but she had no idea that it had happened. Her memories were so fractured that she had no memory of ever being petite or wearing C-cup bras. Such bras would have no hope of fitting her now, assuming she even thought to wear a bra. That was not really Lisa’s style now that she had been bimbofied.

		Lisa’s curly red hair fell about her shoulders as she reached up and pulled gently on her nipples, helping them stiffen. Then she looked over at her still sleeping friend. Not that Silvia really counted as a friend anymore. She was more like a lover, although such details were all but impossible to track. All that mattered was that Lisa knew what she needed to do to wake Silvia up.

		Shaking her curvy butt, Lisa shimmied back under the covers, diving in head first so that her plump lips and dextrous tongue could reach Silvia’s honey box.

		“Oh, yes,” Silvia moaned as she was slowly drawn out of dream world with a pleasure she had never felt upon waking before. Silvia had been with men that had woken her up with their cock, usually shoving it inside of her when she was not ready, but Lisa’s tongue provided all the extra lubrication she needed before her own juices started flowing.

		Lisa inwardly beamed with pride, knowing that she was providing pleasure to Silvia. It was what she lived for. It was her purpose, to serve her best friend with her body, since her mind was such that it was all but useless. Her life was like a constant pleasurable dream, a sex dream with more fun than her bimbofied brain could come up with.

		“That collar was the best thing I ever made,” Silvia said as she came, her body convulsing under the now practiced ministrations of Lisa. Her technique the night before had been amateur at best, but once the last vestiges of her mind were taken out of the picture, she got a lot better. It turned out that not thinking was what was needed to transform Lisa from a boring prude into a sexy oral slut.

		However, Lisa was not done with just bringing her mistress to orgasm once. She kept right on licking, driving Silvia straight through the first orgasm and into a second before she could even properly react. Not that Silvia was complaining about Lisa’s simplistic way of operating. Silvia had turned her friend into this. She had created the collar to transform Lisa into her happy little slut and this was one of the results.

		But after the second orgasm, Silvia knew that they needed to get started with their day. It might be a Sunday, but they could not lie around in bed all day. They needed to eat, but more importantly, there was still one other task to prepare for. Lisa was ready for it, even if she did not know it yet. But Silvia needed to prepare herself, because there was only one way that everything would work out properly.

		“Come along, Lisa,” Silvia said. “Time to make breakfast.”

		Silvia pushed Lisa’s face away from her pussy and then slid out of bed. She wrapped the same robe around herself that she had worn to start her Saturday. Silvia swept out of the bedroom with confidence, letting Lisa chase after her. When Silvia reached the refrigerator, she looked back to see Lisa chasing after her, still completely nude.

		Normally, Silvia would have sent Lisa back to the bedroom to put some clothes on. However, this was the first time she had seen Lisa’s most recent changes. The woman’s tits were massive compared to what they had once been. Her ass and hips were bigger too, giving her a delightful hourglass figure. Lisa’s waist had never really changed size, but it had not needed to be compared to how much the rest of her had grown.

		Silvia laughed as she realized her juices were still coating Lisa’s lips and chin. She almost looked like she had been drooling, although the pleasant aftershocks of Silvia’s earlier orgasms told otherwise.

		Not to be left out, Lisa started giggling. She had no idea what Silvia found funny, but she joined in, enjoying the way her tits jiggled as she giggled.

		“How are you feeling this morning?” Silvia asked as she started making breakfast. It was obvious that Lisa was no longer capable of making breakfast, but that was how both Silvia and apparently Lisa liked it.

		Silvia had always suspected that Lisa had a submissive slut hiding inside of her. The collar might have made the changes possible, especially the physical ones, but ultimately, it could not do anything that the wearer was unwilling to accept. That was not to say that Lisa had broken her marriage vows the night before with Marcus. They all still held true, but her interpretation of them had changed, included the addition of Silvia in her life as her mistress.

		However, Lisa did not answer. She simply stood there, still giggling inanely, more focused on the way her tits jiggled than she was with what Silvia had asked her.

		“Lisa,” Silvia said, getting the bimbo’s attention. Silvia was going to have to make some adjustments as well now that she saw just how deep Lisa had gone. “How are you feeling this morning?”

		Lisa smiled as she looked at Silvia. “Super good,” she answered before she went back to playing with her tits.

		Silvia just shook her head. Lisa could barely string more than a handful of words together now, although she still seemed able to understand other people. It was a strange thing to see, but Silvia found herself smiling. Her intention in coming to visit Lisa this weekend had been to help her friend discover a better life that including serving her, but this was better than she had ever imagined. Although Lisa now seemed dumb enough that most basic concepts are impossible for her now. Cooking and cleaning were probably out, but there were other options for that.

		“Lisa, go put on a robe before we sit down for breakfast,” Silvia ordered.

		Lisa nodded her understanding and practically skipped away to do as she was told. She seemed to take joy in following the simplest of commands. But as a submissive bimbo, that made sense. She needed a guiding hand and who better than a friend?

		When Lisa returned, breakfast was served. The pair ate at the kitchen island together. While Lisa had shown herself to be dumb and distracted, she was not completely helpless. She could still eat properly, holding a fork in an elegant manner. But the rest of her had changed, rendering her little more than a sex object. Silvia had no idea how much more the collar could do to her, but there was not much left to change. This was the first time Silvia had used a collar on someone, so it was all a bit of a mystery. But Silvia knew it would not be the last either.
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		“L isa, I’m home,” Harry called out as he walked into the house he shared with his wife. It had been a long weekend of work and he was glad to be home. He was glad to be able to see his wife and hold her again. It was the first time they had been separated since their wedding and it had been hard on him. Worse, he had not even been able to call home to check in on her. He had no way to contact her, let alone no way to hear her voice.

		“Harry,” came a voice from the bedroom. But it was not Lisa’s voice. He would have recognized her voice instantly. All he knew was it was a woman’s voice.

		Not sure what was happening, Harry dropped his bag by the door and rushed into the bedroom, worried at what he might find there. But what he saw made him pull up short, standing just inside the bedroom, looking at a woman who only had a passing resemblance to his wife and another woman who he vaguely remembered as one of Lisa’s friends who had been at the wedding.

		“I’m Silvia,” Silvia said as she sat beside Lisa on the bed.

		They were both propped up on pillows and leaning back against the headboard of the bed. But as much as Harry wanted to look at the pretty blonde, it was Lisa that drew his attention. She had a zoned out look in her eyes. He would have said she was drugged, but that seemed impossible. Lisa did not even like to take anything when she had a headache. However, there was no disguising the sudden growth spurt she had gone through, like a second puberty where her breasts had grown to a massive size, easily three times bigger than they had been before.

		Lisa was covered with a robe, but it did a poor job of covering her now impressive cleavage. And it was short enough that Harry was pretty sure that she was not wearing panties. Then there was the collar. It was hard to miss, made of what looked like black lace. Harry had no idea what it really was or how it had been the catalyst behind his wife’s changes.

		“What the hell is going on here?” Harry demanded. “Lisa, why won’t you say anything?”

		Lisa looked up in recognition of hearing her name, but she did not show any recognition of seeing her husband. Her eyes were hollow and unfocused. They saw without actually seeing.

		“Lisa has undergone some changes,” Silvia explained. “She was a prude and I have helped correct that flaw in her. Now she is sexy and completely devoted as a submissive bimbo sex toy.”

		“But—“

		“And she’s my sex toy,” Silvia interrupted, making it clear that she was now the one holding all the cards. “But there is hope for you. I’m sure Lisa would love for you to join her in her devotion. Wouldn’t you like that, Lisa?”

		The way Lisa seemed to nod her head made it appear that she agreed, but it was hard for Harry to tell. Her mannerisms were off, changed, transformed just like the rest of her.

		“You see, Harry,” Silvia continued, “Lisa has found true happiness. She was never happy as she was before. She had too many hang-ups, she was too judgmental. Now she is free of all of that. She had no thoughts that I haven’t put there. She has no desires, except to please. Her life is filled with pleasure and if you want to continue your relationship with her, you will have to join us.”

		This time it was Harry whose mouth moved like a fish, opening and closing as he tried to find words in a situation that did not compute in his mind.

		“Remember, you can walk out that door at any time,” Silvia said as she reached over and pulled apart Lisa’s robe, exposing her tits. They were large and prominent and Harry was unable to look away. His gaze zeroed in on them as soon as they were exposed, like a moth to a flame.

		“Yes,” Harry finally said, his voice already distant.

		“You’re such a good man to give in to your base desires,” Silvia said, her voice becoming more comforting, drawing Harry in. “Your wife looks so happy like this. She is happy, being a mindless bimbo. She can barely string words together anymore and she drools like a fool, but she is happy. And she wants you to be happy too. She wants you to be dumb and submissive, just like her. You were meant to be like this. You both were. And all you have to do is go deep with me, listening to the sound of my voice and let me tell you how life will be from now on.”

		Harry found himself getting drawn deeper with every word, falling into a trance that quieted his mind, but awoke his cock. He had no idea if it was some sort of submissive side coming out of him or if it was just the sight of his wife’s now massive tits that got him hard, but he realized that his cock was a part of his body that he could use to serve. He would gladly do whatever it took to both be with his wife, to be with Lisa, and serve his mistress, to serve Silvia. It all made so much sense.

		Silvia found herself almost shaking her head at how much easier it was to ensnare Harry than it had been Lisa. But Lisa had been the first. Had she gotten to Harry first, she could have used his cock to ensnare Lisa. That was just how these things worked. However, she had far more fun spending all weekend with Lisa than she ever would have with Harry. He was not her type, but he soon would be.

		“It’s good that you’ve gone deep for me and for Lisa,” Silvia said as she neared the moment of truth. “But there is something you need to do to seal your fate, to become a man worthy of serving me. You must wear my collar.”

		“I will wear a collar,” Harry said, his voice flat, still fully in a trance. He had already given himself over to Silvia in his desire to be with Lisa. While Lisa had fought the process, fought her own secret desires, Harry only cared about spending time with Lisa and to do that, he would happily serve Silvia in any way that she required of him. Wearing a collar seemed unimportant, even if it would turn him into a himbo, a dumb man with a big muscular body and a big cock. Silvia would soon have a bimbo and a himbo at her beck and call.

		Silvia got up from the bed, a black collar in her hand. This one did not appear to be made of lace, but from solid leather. She slipped it around Harry’s neck, tightening it until it was perfectly flush with his skin.

		“There,” Silvia said. “You are now both mine. And we must celebrate. Tear off those clothes, Harry and lay back on the bed. We’re about to have some fun.”

		Harry did as he was ordered, literally tearing the clothes off his body, using strength that had already started to build from the power of the collar around his neck. Once he was nude, his cock standing at attention, he laid back on the bed. His shaft was like a flagpole, standing straight up, swollen with blood and filled with cum soon enough.

		“Lisa, take off your robe and sit on Harry’s face,” Silvia commanded. “He’s going to eat you out while I ride his cock.”

		Lisa jumped into action, eager to please and even more eager to receive such pleasure. She quickly straddled her husband’s face and sighed as his tongue darted into her folds.

		Silvia took her time getting ready, letting the married couple have an intimate moment together before she joined in. She had hoped all of this would happen this way, but there had been multiple points along the way where she had feared something would go wrong. The last part was Harry’s involvement. If he had gone berserk, she had no idea what she would have done. Instead, he saw reason and his love for Lisa stood out. They had been meant for each other, but now they were both meant for her, which made it even sweeter.

		Silvia pulled off her clothes and climbed up onto the bed. Lisa was gasping and moaning in pleasure and Harry pleasured her with enthusiasm. His cock remained turgid, ready for her to join the fray. She climbed on top and positioned herself over his cock. Then she guided it into her entrance as she sank down, letting it fill her. She loved waking up to Lisa licking her pussy, but getting filled with cock hit her in a different way. But together, having both of them, was better than she could have hoped for.

		Silvia started to buck and grind against Harry. Already she could feel his cock growing inside of her. It would take a few days before he reached his maximum size, but she could already feel the change in him. Harry wanted this more than she even knew. Lisa and Harry had both given themselves up to Silvia. She took their willpower and she gave them pleasure in its place. It was a symbiotic relationship that Silvia hoped would last for a very long time.
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