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Chapter

One

“You have to remember, there was a time that I used to be a shy little sexless nerd,” Madison said as she rifled through the wardrobe of her childhood bedroom.

“It’s so weird to think of you like that,” I admitted. Madison was already so perfect and slutty from the moment I met her, she transformed me from a bookworm into a bimbo, so it was easy for me to forget that she’d once undergone her own transformation at one point.

“Well, I can assure you… I was. That was until Lara opened up my world to the possibilities of lesbian sex and taught me how to be the beautiful buxom bimbo you see before you,” she said as she did a little twirl for my amusement.

“I’d say she did a pretty good job,” I said teasingly.

“Pretty good!?” she said as she turned around and slapped me on the ass. “I’m the perfect lesbian slut, thank you very much.”

“You are,” we both giggled as we came together for a sweet kiss. I flicked my tongue across her lips, seeking entry.

“No, Reagan,” she pulled away, knowing what it would lead to if we started kissing more passionately. “Believe me, this is the only situation I’d say no to having sex with you, but we can’t be late for this dinner.”

“I know, I know. What happened between you and Lara anyway? Why does she hate you?”

“She found out I was fucking her mom,” Madison stated plainly.

Her delivery made me burst out laughing. “Yep, that’ll do it. But she made you into a bimbo, she can’t be surprised when you fuck other women!”

“Exactly! Thank you! I thought we’d made up. I took my punishment. But Lara knows how to hold a grudge,” Madison said as she picked out a tight black dress for herself. It was a little slutty for Christmas Eve, with no straps and a bust that would push her ample tits up and together, but of course that was exactly why Madison wanted to wear it. “Looks like I’m going braless.”

“What was your punishment?” I asked as I sat down on the end of her bed, curious.

“I let her fuck me up the ass with a fat strap-on cock,” Madison shrugged as she pulled off the clothes she was wearing, leaving only her panties and the ever-present black choker she wore to signify her subservience to Lara’s mom. She grabbed something out of the cupboard and tossed it to me.

“What’s this?” I asked as I instinctively caught it, still giggling at the nonchalance of her proclamation she’d been sodomized by a strap-on.

“I want to wear my Christmas present to dinner,” Madison smiled at me as I looked down at what I was holding: a tube of lubricant.

The practically naked blonde bounced over to her bedside drawer, rifling through it until she found what she was looking for. She spun around and held her brand new chrome buttplug up, a wicked smile on her face.

“Oh, we’re going plugged?” I asked. Madison and I had been gifted identical plugs as early Christmas presents from Mrs Sutherland, the older woman whose house we were going to for dinner and mother of the girl that turned Madison into a lesbian slut.

“Well, you can do what you want, but I want to look my best for her, and I want her to know how much I appreciate her Christmas present.”

“You know her husband will be there… and her daughter!”

“So what? We’ll find some way to fuck. We always do,” she said as she lay across my knees face down and offered the toy to me. “She once bent me over the kitchen counter and ate me out while her husband napped ten feet away!”

I giggled as I took the toy from her. “You really are the perfect fucking slut,” I said as I pulled the lace of her thong to the side, exposing her asshole.

“Thank you, I aim to be as dirty as possible” she shrugged again, giggling with me. I leant over and spit on her asshole to reinforce her dirty aspirations. She laughed at me as I used the pad of a finger to rub it into her puckered little ring.

I used the proper lube to prepare the chrome toy and pushed it into her, my second ever time doing so. It was just as thrilling as the first, watching her tight little butthole stretch as the tapered toy slid into her, then suddenly close around the base. Madison groaned a little as her asshole accepted the toy, her spine arching just a little and one leg kicking up. I loved it. I thread her thong back through the crack of her ass, the love-heart shaped jewel still visible below the thin string.

“That looks so fucking hot,” I commented, my eyes widening at the slutty sight. “I think I want to wear mine too.”

Madison squealed as she got off my lap. “I was hoping you’d say that. We can be matching while we sit there eating a wholesome family Christmas dinner.”

I couldn’t believe I was having a conversation about wearing a buttplug to a Christmas dinner. I’d come so far from the shy bookworm I was when I originally approached Madison. I’d pushed so many of my sexual boundaries and loved it each and every time. From having lesbian sex, to having threesomes, being bound and fucked, dominated by an older woman, had my ass played with and most recently, plugged. I had to admit, when Madison said she’d been ass-fucked, I did feel a little warmth in my nethers. It seemed like the next natural step for me to become a better bimbo. I was curious.

But being a bimbo was about more than just being kinky in the bedroom. It was about looking the part, toning up in the gym, eating well and consuming enough protein to make my ass as round as possible. Having eyelash extensions, eyebrow appointments, lip filler, blonde hair dye, contact lenses to ditch my glasses, frequent shopping to buy new, sluttier clothes. I also had to be seeking out sex at every opportunity, I just sought it out exclusively from women. The sheer betterness of lesbian sex was another thing Madison had opened up my eyes to. I’d never been more fit, happy or well within myself. I absolutely loved it.

My bank account, on the other hand, did not. Maintaining the lifestyle left little time for anything else. Mostly because, well, nothing else seemed to matter as much. Why worry about studying when I could be feeling the most intense pleasure I could feel? I couldn’t slave away at a job for a few bucks an hour when I could be having my ass licked by some bicurious women's studies major.

Madison had Mrs Sutherland to bankroll her bimbo lifestyle. I had been secretly hoping she would do the same for me, if I could endear myself to her enough to be devoted to her like Madison was, hopefully I’d get a black choker collar of my own. So wearing her present to dinner seemed like a no-brainer, just in case she got the chance to look up my skirt. Of course, if she wanted to fuck me in the ass in exchange for being her second little sex pet, I’d be open to that too.

I searched through the bag I’d brought from college and found my own chrome buttplug. Madison looked at me with the same devilish grin she’d not wiped off her face in the last few minutes as I brought it to her, her hand out expectedly. I bent over the bed, which was all that was necessary to show off my gym-rounded ass. My outfit was arguably sluttier than Madisons, with a red micro-skirt that only just covered my panties when standing. I wore a tight sweater that was at least two sizes too small for me, clinging to my breasts and showing a couple of inches of midriff even though it wasn’t designed to. It was a dark green Christmas sweater with “Ho, Ho, Ho,” written across my chest. I thought it was appropriate.

Madison pulled the string of my own thong to the side and bent over, giving my asshole a little lick before spitting on it like I had done to her, before she picked the bottle of lubricant up off the bed. “I’m so glad you came home with me on Christmas break, Reagan,” she said.

“Me too,” I replied before she pushed the chrome toy inside me.


Chapter

Two

Things were tense as we entered the Sutherlands’ home. The sumptuous Mrs Sutherland took our coats and ran her eyes up and down both our bodies, giving us longer-than-normal kisses on the cheek before we entered the main open plan living area. The presumed Mr Sutherland was carving the meat in the kitchen, and a blonde girl sat at the kitchen island, her back towards us. Definitely Lara.

I looked around the giant room, the impressive fireplace lit, the enormous Christmas tree standing tall with a litany of presents scattered beneath it. Memories flashed across my mind of the last time I was in the room a couple of days prior; Madison and I on our knees, shiny new buttplugs up our asses while we each devoured one side of the incredible older woman in control of us. I had been Mrs Sutherland’s Christmas present from Madison, a nubile young body for her to enjoy, another sexless nerd bimbofied in her honor. She took full advantage of me, using my mouth and body for her own pleasure only a few feet from where I was standing then. Now her husband was preparing my dinner in the same room.

The man looked up from the roast he was carving and the moment he laid eyes on us his knife-wielding hand slipped, the blade loudly smacking into the cutting board as he narrowly avoided cutting off his own thumb. I could see his eyes instinctively widen and his jaw begin to drop as he witnessed the two scantily dressed blonde coeds walking into his house. He quickly collected himself and refocused himself on the meat. I stifled a giggle at the thought that that wasn’t the only meat he wanted to focus on. He was apparently blissfully unaware of the lesbian quadrangle that was at play between the four women in the room.

“Lara, Madison and her friend Reagan are here,” Mrs Sutherland said, trying to get the attention of her daughter.

“Hey,” Lara said, barely turning her head to acknowledge us.

“Lara, don’t be rude.”

Like a petulant teenager, the blonde’s shoulders dropped and she spun around on her stool. She had a look of complete disdain on her face as she prepared to say whatever sarcastic comment she had in the chamber. Her expression instantly changed though as soon as she saw me. She seemed taken aback, her back straightening, her eyes lighting up a little. “Oh, hey,” she said with a high-pitched, almost surprised tone. “I’m Lara, nice to meet you.”

“Reagan. And likewise,” I replied, parting my glossy pink lips and flashing her a warm smile.

She was absolutely drop dead gorgeous. The original slut. The one that inspired Madison to take up the bimbo lifestyle. She was blonde, of course, except hers didn’t come out of a bottle. It was natural and a little sandier than Madison’s and my platinum store bought blondeness, and done up in plaited pigtails falling down each side of her head. Her face was perfection, with lovely bone structure, juicy, shining lips and eyeshadow that accentuated her permanent ‘fuck me’ eyes. Mrs Sutherland’s genetics had certainly been passed down to her.

Her outfit was entirely inappropriate for a family Christmas Eve, but the warm fireplace and central heating allowed her to wear a tight, spaghetti strap crop top, a couple of pointless buttons undone at the top so that her big tits were practically bursting out of it. Her taut stomach was mostly on display, and a tiny pair of light gray running shorts clung to her fantastically toned thighs, showing off the majority of her legs. She looked more ready for the gym than Christmas dinner, but she’d outdone both Madison and I in the slutty clothing department. I couldn’t wait for her to stand up to see if she had the same squeezable ass that her mom did.

“Hello, Madison,” the sexy blonde addressed my bimbo teacher with decidedly more disdain in her voice than she did me.

“Hi Lara,” Madison replied, covering up her nervousness with an overly friendly tone.

“It’s so nice to see you girls together again,” Mrs Sutherland said as she led us over to the dining table. “You know, Reagan, these two were best friends in elementary school, then somewhere during middle school they lost touch. Then they rekindled their friendship in their final year of high school before losing touch just before college.”

“Mom, shut up,” Lara acted petulantly again as she stood up from the kitchen island and made her way over to the dining table.

“Don’t speak to your mother like that, Lara. It’s Christmas Eve,” Mr Sutherland opened his mouth for the second time to speak for the first. Lara took her seat and sulked into her phone.

Of course, I knew the reasons for the girls’ multiple fallings out. They were friends as kids and then when Lara got hot and popular, she tormented Madison. Madison went the other way, receding into herself and focusing on her studies. That was until Lara opened her eyes to the joys of lesbian sex and bimbodom. Then of course their most recent fight was over Mrs Sutherland.

Madison and I sat down on the chairs Mrs Sutherland showed us, the older woman squeezing Madison’s shoulders tenderly before moving to her own. The move went unnoticed by Mr Sutherland, but not by Lara, who looked over the top of her phone to stare daggers into mother’s lover.

As soon as I sat down I became keenly aware of the plug inside my butt, the seat pushing against it. A shiver ran up my spine at the anal stimulation and I felt a flutter of warmth in my pussy. I felt so deliciously whorish as I bathed in the sensation while Mr Sutherland made his way over to the dining table with the carved meat. I thought about where I was the previous Christmas, a good girl in the middle of her senior year, studying hard all break for exams and barely enjoying the holidays at all. Never in a million years would I have guessed I would be where I was just twelve months later. Study was nowhere to be found in my mind, only the desire to feel more pleasure, and be a better bimbo. I wriggled my butt on the chair just a little to move the buttplug, heightening my stimulation.

“So, Madison, how’s college?” Mr Sutherland asked as he served the meat up on all our plates, his eyes being very careful not to ogle at the girls his daughter’s age. He had more self-control than his wife. “Any boys on the scene?”

Lara scoffed behind her phone, earning a stern look from her mom.

“What? Did I say something wrong?” Mr Sutherland asked.

“No, not at all,” Madison said, smiling warmly up at the man whose wife she belonged to. “No boys I’m afraid, Mr Sutherland. None of them have seemed… appealing enough.”

“Well, that’s very sensible of you. Good on you for not getting distracted in college. Focus on your studies.”

“It’s not her studies she’s focused on,” Lara mumbled.

“Lara, that’s enough,” Mrs Sutherland scolded her daughter.

Mr Sutherland finished serving up the delicious looking Christmas dinner and took his seat. We all held hands to say grace, necessitating me to reach across the table and take Lara’s hand. As her father said the prayer, her soft thumb stroked my hand. I opened one eye to see her staring right at me, a devilish grin on her face. The look made my spine tingle again and I shuffled on my seat to wiggle my buttplug just as the rest of the table said ‘Amen’.

We all started eating and making pleasant conversation except for Lara, who just sat there silently eating her meal, answering questions from her parents in as few words as possible. Madison put on a perfect nice-girl act for Mr Sutherland’s benefit. We both did, really. It wasn’t hard for me to access it considering I had been the innocent young nice girl for so much of my life. For something that used to be so natural to me then felt so fake, like I wasn’t being my true self.

Then, in the middle of dinner, one of Madison’s hands disappeared below the tablecloth, and I felt it on my exposed leg. Her touch instantly sent electricity up my thigh and straight to my cunt, and reminded me of the plug I had in my ass. That was the real me. And it felt amazing. I was a bimbo.

Her hand caressed up my thigh for several minutes while we continued to make pleasant chit-chat with the Sutherlands. She even pinched my flesh at one point and I had to stifle a gasp as I scooped peas into my mouth.

“Oh, Reagan, are you alright?” Mrs Sutherland asked from across the table.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I replied.

“One of those peas went down the wrong way, huh, kiddo?” Mr Sutherland asked. He wouldn’t have been calling me kiddo if he knew what was going on underneath the table, or if he knew what I’d done with his wife.

Just then, the ring of a cell phone interrupted our not-so-wholesome family dinner. Mr Sutherland wiped his mouth with his napkin and excused himself, heading to the kitchen to take the call.

“So, Reagan, has sweet little Madi betrayed you yet?” Lara asked with venom in her voice.

“Lara!” Mrs Sutherland scolded her daughter again but with a hushed tone, not wanting to invite the attention of her husband in the kitchen.

“It’s alright, Mrs Sutherland,” I said. “Madison and I have only known each other a few months, but we tell each other everything.”

“Just don’t take her home to meet your mom,” Lara spat, her narrowed eyes looking directly at Madison to see if her words were causing the pain she intended.

Madison’s hand pulled away from my thigh and she retreated into herself. “God dammit, Lara. I thought we were past this,” Madison said shyly, not looking up at the blonde across the table. It was a new shade I’d never seen on my normally confident bimbo teacher.

“Well, maybe we’re not.”

Mrs Sutherland went to speak but just then Mr Sutherland returned to the table. “Everything alright?” he asked, sensing the tension.

“Yes, fine dear,” Mrs Sutherland lied. “And you? Who’s calling you at this hour on Christmas Eve?”

“Work, unfortunately,” he said, placing an apologetic hand on his wife’s shoulder. “I’m so sorry, honey. Some of our servers have crashed and I’m the one on call this year to take care of it. I have to go in, and by the sounds of it I’ll be stuck in the city overnight. I’ll work as hard as I can to make sure I’m here for Christmas lunch with your parents.”

“Oh,” Mrs Sutherland said. “I see.” Her tone of voice suggested she was disappointed but I could tell by the wry grin bubbling in the corner of her mouth that she was more excited by the prospect of a husband-less Christmas Eve.

“I’m sorry everyone. Madison, nice to see you again. Reagan, nice to meet you. And Lara, I’ll see you tomorrow. Make sure you help your mother clean up please.”

With that, Mrs Sutherland got up to see her husband out. Lara just kept staring with an amused expression on her face at Madison, who couldn’t make eye contact with her, and was rubbing her arm anxiously.

“You’ve got some nerve coming back to this house,” Lara said the instant the front door had closed with her father on the other side of it.

“I’m sorry, Lara. I thought we were good, and I just wanted to spend Christmas Eve with…”

“With my mom,” Lara finished her sentence. “Not me, not Reagan. My mom! You know, you were always selfish, Madison, but this takes the fucking cake. Did you ever think about how this might make me feel? In my own fucking house?”

“Girls, that’s enough,” Mrs Sutherland said in a commanding tone that was not unfamiliar to me, I’d just only heard it in a different setting before. “We’re all here and we’re all going to have a nice Christmas Eve together.”

“How do you propose we do that, mom?” Lara asked without looking up at her mother.

“By doing what the Sutherlands do every Christmas Eve. We’re going to watch a movie together. No phones, no more bitching, we’re just going to sit and watch.”

Lara scoffed in her chair and crossed her arms, acting like a true brat.

“Lara, help me clear the table. Girls, make yourself comfortable in the theater room and pick out a movie. Lara and I will be in soon with popcorn.”

My heart was beating hard in my chest, the atmosphere was tense. No one seemed sure of what to say.

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland,” Madison eventually spoke. Her favorite three words.


Chapter

Three

Madison and I blocked out the slightly raised voices of Mrs Sutherland and her daughter as we made our way into the theater room separate from the main living area. Even through the closed doors, we could still hear the displeasure in Lara’s voice at Madison being in their house.

“That was a lot,” I said to my bimbo tutor as we scanned the shelves filled with well over two hundred blu-rays.

“Oh my god,” Madison breathed out a sigh of exasperation. “I wasn’t expecting a warm, welcoming hug from her or anything but I didn’t expect that level of drama.”

“I’m sorry, Madison. Are you alright?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Madison offered me a smile. “Mrs Sutherland will make me feel better later tonight, I’m sure.”

“You still think you’re getting fucked tonight?” I asked in disbelief. I wasn’t questioning the older woman’s desire for Madison’s young, subservient body. It just seemed impossible with Lara staying in the same house. Especially now.

“I guarantee I will,” Madison winked at me before turning her attention back to the selection of films, a cheeky grin on her face. That was more the Madison I knew.

“What about Love Actually?” I asked.

“A bit cliche, don’t you think?”

I shrugged. “For a reason, though. Anyway, how exactly do you plan to lick Mrs Sutherland’s snatch when Lara’s home? There’s no way you can be that sneaky and there’s no way she won’t kick up a fuss.”

“That’s why you’re here.”

“What?”

“Lara’s a lesbian slut just like us. There’s no way she’ll be able to turn down the chance at fucking a sexy blonde nympho like you.”

“Oh, Madison, I don’t know if-”

I was interrupted by the door opening. An ever-graceful Mrs Sutherland bounced through it, her heavy breasts jiggling and wide hips swaying with every step she took, a giant bowl of popcorn in her hands. Behind her sauntered in her less enthused looking daughter, looking undeniably sexy but brattish at the same time. She was pouting with her arms crossed. Her blonde plaited pigtails only enhanced the look. Something about it made her all the hotter to me, and the tinder of the warmth Madison started to stoke in me at the dinner table flicker once more with horniness.

“Have we settled on a movie?” Mrs Sutherland asked brightly, determined to keep the Christmas cheer alive.

“Yep!” Madison announced, reaching over and picking a blu-ray off the shelf. “Love Actually!”

I looked over to her with an arched eyebrow and she poked her tongue out at me cheekily in response.

“Perfect!” Mrs Sutherland said. “One of my favorites. Lara, grab the blankets will you?”

Mrs Sutherland set the popcorn down on the coffee table and sat down on the long leather couch as I put the movie into the blu-ray player. Madison went to take a seat next to her middle-aged lover, smiling with giddiness.

“Woah, woah, woah,” Lara interrupted her before she could sit. “There’s no way you’re sitting next to my mom for two hours of romantic gooeyness. I’m sitting next to Mom, and I’m not sitting next to you.”

Madison looked down at Mrs Sutherland for some backup, but the older woman just sighed and shrugged her shoulders, not wanting to fight with her daughter anymore. Lara brought the blankets over and sat next to her mom. Madison sat at the opposite end of the couch leaving a gap for me right between the two warring bimbos. I took my assigned seat and kicked my shoes off as Lara spread out the two blankets over all our laps.

“Oh, Reagan, you forgot to push in the disc tray, silly,” Madison said, noticing the blu-ray player still open. I went to get up but she blocked me with an arm. “I’ll get it,” she announced cheerily.

The gorgeous slut turned her head to give Lara the side-eye as she waltzed over to the blu-ray player, a cheeky grin on her lips. I wondered what she was up to. I got my answer pretty quickly when she unnecessarily bent all the way over to push the disc tray in. The move caused her tight, tiny black dress to ride up the backs of her gym-toned thighs, the end of the garment even revealing most of her ass.

Madison was sick of taking Lara’s shit, she was fighting back. Nestled between the bimbo’s perfect ass cheeks was the jewel on the end of her pretty new buttplug, her slutty panties offering almost no coverage and pulling tight across the toy. I could see it, Lara could see it, and Mrs Sutherland definitely could see it. Madison paused longer than she needed to to ensure everyone got a good view of just how slutty she was, plugged at Christmas dinner.

I couldn’t take my eyes off the sight in front of me, but I could feel Lara’s anger boiling next to me. Neither her or her mom spoke a word. They just took it in, both experiencing very different feelings. Madison straightened up and walked back to the couch, making eye contact with Lara the whole time and grinning smugly. She didn’t bother to pull down the hem of her dress, allowing it to remain slightly bunched around her hips, her black lace panties on display as she walked.

The silence in the room was palpable as Madison snuggled beneath the blanket again next to me. Mercifully, it was broken by the sound of the movie starting up. And without another word being spoken, Mrs Sutherland turned off the lights and we started watching our festive film.

We got about twenty minutes into the movie without anyone saying a word. The awkwardness had dissipated, and I started to get invested in Love Actually, the dramatic events of the evening absent from my mind. That was until I felt fingers beneath the blanket graze the inside of my thigh.

My back stiffened a little, as I was suddenly taken out of the movie and alert to the sensuality of fingertips touching my bare skin. It was my thigh closest to Madison, I figured she must have been picking up where she left off at dinner, cheekily feeling me up in the presence of others. The fingers tickled my flesh, Madison’s pointer and middle fingers pretending to be a pair of legs, walking up the inside of my leg towards my groin. A familiar warmth stirred in my loins, a need, begging to be satisfied.

Madison’s fingers grazed against the gusset of my own slutty panties, and I slightly spread my legs to give her better access. Her middle finger reached between me, no doubt feeling the warmth of my sex through the lace. I wanted to moan but I swallowed instead, keeping it to myself. My neck arched a little as I tried to contain myself, the finger applying a little bit of pressure to roughly where my clit was over my panties.

Stifling my moan became harder as Madison’s fingers crept beneath the top of my underwear. She slid the tip of her finger between my pussy lips, feeling how wet she’d made me. The whole experience was heightened by sitting next to Lara and Mrs Sutherland, the pair none the wiser that such a lascivious act was taking place beneath the cover of the blankets.

Madison dipped the end of her finger into my opening and I breathed deeply, my eyes remaining trained on the movie although not watching it at all. It was getting harder and harder to hold in my pleasure, especially as the naughty finger made its way north to my throbbing clit. My bimbo tutor’s expert finger found my horny little pearl straight away, teasing it with circular motions. I couldn’t help it. A tiny little whimper escaped my lips.

“You alright, Reagan?” Madison turned her head to me as she asked. That cheeky bitch. She knew exactly what she was doing.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I said with a strained breath as she kept tickling my engorged nub. “I just really love this movie.”

“Okay, weirdo,” Madison said before leaning forward to pick up the bowl of popcorn.

To pick up the bowl of popcorn.

That was when it dawned on me. It wasn’t Madison fingering me at all. It was Lara! I turned my head to look at the bratty blonde and saw her face illuminated by the television screen, smiling wickedly. I looked down at my lap and realized that sure enough, the lump of an arm was coming from her direction, not Madison’s.

A wave of arousal surged to my cunt. Suddenly the whole thing was all the more hot. This was a girl I didn’t even know, fingering me in secret right next to her mom. What a fucking slut she was. What a fucking slut I was, as it never even entered my head to think to stop her. It felt so good and that was all I cared about. Her movements around my clit became harder, applying more pressure to my sensitive little spot.

I came. The base of my spine vibrated as I tried not to buck beneath the blankets. My panties were flooded with cum as Lara’s incredible finger flicked my clit just oh so fucking perfectly. My body stiffened and my eyes watered as I tried my absolute hardest to cum in silence. It was something I’d never had to do since discovering the joys of lesbian sex, and it seemed almost impossible. I actually felt physical pain in my jaw from clenching it shut so hard because I knew if I let it open even a little, I’d let out an almighty cry of pleasure.

Breathing hard, I willed the air passing through my throat not to pass over my vocal cords, my whole body shivering as my orgasm exploded inside of me. Just as quickly as it took hold of me, it let go, and I let myself sink into the embrace of the couch, my body relaxing and my mouth opening to let out a long sigh as a single tear fell down my cheek. It was the most strenuous orgasm I’d ever had, but it was also hot as fuck.

Lara pulled her hand out of my panties and above the blankets to reach over me and take a handful of popcorn from the bowl in Madison’s lap. The move caused her body to press up against me,and I could feel her tits on my arm, her scent entering my nostrils and intoxicating me in my post-orgasm daze. She shoved the handful of popcorn in her mouth and loudly sucked her fingers, the pretense being she was licking off the salt and butter, but of course, I knew what she was really tasting.

“You know what, girls. I actually don’t think I can make it through the movie,” Mrs Sutherland announced out of the blue. “I think I’m going to take myself off to bed.”

“You alright, mom?” Lara asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine, honey. Just feeling beat is all.”

Had Mrs Sutherland been aware of what was going on next to her? Had it upset her? There wasn’t any anger or disappointment in her voice. She sounded like she was just genuinely tired. She got up to leave and made eye contact with Madison as she did so. I saw a pained look on Madison’s face, unable to kiss her lover goodnight in front of Lara. But when I looked up at Mrs Sutherland, she had only a knowing smile on her face. I could have sworn I saw a subtle wink to Madison as she left the room.

With the older woman gone and only the three blonde, slutty coeds left in the room, the awkwardness suddenly returned. It wasn’t four of us watching a movie anymore, it was two warring bimbos and me right in the middle of them, with no Mrs Sutherland to keep the peace if a fight were to break out. We got through a few more minutes of the movie before Lara couldn’t stand the tension anymore.

“You know what. If I’m going to sit here with Madison Holloway I need to have a shower and be in my pajamas,” she said as she pulled the blanket off herself, before leaning over to me and whispering in my ear: “I’m less likely to hit her that way.”

Her warm, whispering voice sent tingles down my spine and I exhaled heavily as she poked out her tongue and touched my earlobe with the tip of it before getting up and skipping out of the theater room. Madison didn’t see any of it, being on the opposite side of me, but there was no denying this bratty bimbo had an effect on me.

The moment the door closed behind Lara, Madison bounced on her seat and turned to face me. “You have to distract Lara so I can let Mrs Sutherland fuck me,” she said matter-of-factly.

“Woah, what?” I asked, throwing my hands up in defense. “How do you propose I ‘distract’ Lara?”

Madison tilted her head and gave me a sardonic look. “C’mon, I know you’re a blonde bimbo but don’t play dumb.”

“I don’t know, Madison, what if she doesn’t want to have sex with me? What am I meant to do?”

“Okay, I guess we’re doubling down on the dumb thing.” Madison knocked on my head as if to see if there was anyone home, speaking to me in a mocking, staccato way. “Lara is a lesbian bimbo too. She will want to fuck a hot blonde slut.”

“She did kinda just finger me during the movie…” I admitted sheepishly.

“What!? Reagan!” she shoved me as I giggled, pleased with myself for doing something so slutty. “What are you talking about then? Of course she wants to fuck you.”

“I dunno, Madi. Haven’t you had enough family tension for one day?”

“The only tension I feel is my thong pushing against my buttplug. We’re not here for very long and I want to get fucked by my owner as much as possible.”

I sat there, unsure. It had the potential to make the night all the more insane.

“Oh please, Reagan, please, please, please. Do it for me? Just fuck Lara into a coma so I can eat her mom’s pussy and ass. That’s all I ask. It isn’t a lot, is it?”

She looked at me so pleadingly. There was no way I could say no to her, but I did enjoy seeing her work for it. I owed so much to Madison, anything I could do to repay her I of course would do. Especially when that repayment came in the form of having sex with a drop-dead gorgeous bratty blonde like Lara.

“Fine,” I relented.

“Yes! Thank you!” Madison squealed as she leaned forward and kissed me sweetly on the lips before embracing me.

“Any tips for seducing Lara?” I asked.

Madison scoffed. “Yeah, look like you,” she said dryly.


Chapter

Four

The two of us made our way up the stairs of the giant house. Weirdly, I felt a hint of nervousness in my tummy. I didn’t doubt Lara would want to fuck me, I had enough confidence in my own body and sluttiness to ensure that would happen, and Lara wasn’t exactly a difficult target. I was more worried that she would see through the ruse and suspect that I was merely there to distract her from the tryst about to take place in her mom’s bedroom.

“This one’s Lara’s room,” Madison said in a hushed voice in front of a door.

“I don’t know, Madi,” I made a half-hearted attempt at voicing my reservations. After Lara made me cum in the theater room I was keen for her to do more to me, but my lust was offset by anxiety of a potential blow-up.

“You’ll be fine. This is what you’ve been training for,” Madison gave me a quick peck on the lips and then patted my ass before she practically skipped down the hall to the presumed master bedroom where her older lover awaited her.

Hesitantly, I pushed open the door to Lara’s bedroom and walked in. The room was huge, the size of a master in any other house. Pink and white were certainly the themes of the room. The bedspread, desk, chair, cushions, all one of the two colors. There was another door in the room slightly ajar, and I could hear the rushing water of a shower running on the other side of it. This rich bitch even had her own en suite.

For some reason I tiptoed cautiously over to the bathroom door. There was no way she would have heard me, but I felt like I was doing something wrong. Something naughty. I peered through the crack in the door and found my insatiable horniness instantly reignited by the sight inside the bathroom.

I had a direct view of the glass-screened shower in the corner of the bathroom. Inside it was of course Lara, only she wasn’t showering. The showerhead was off its hook and in Lara’s hand. She was pressed up against one of the tiled walls, her head tilted back and her eyes closed. Unfortunately the steamed up glass obstructed my vision of the full show but I could tell from the blurry outline through the fog that the showerhead was between her legs.

She was moaning and biting her lip. I could only see her pretty face, the arch of her neck and her shoulders tensed and raised. What I would have given to be able to see the rest of her body, naked and wet while the jet mode of the shower pulsed against her clit.

She let out an open mouthed cry and pressed herself harder against the tile as she came, her blurry body quivering as she tensed even more. I stood there wide-eyed, loving the sight of the climaxing woman in the shower. I’d seen women cumming plenty of times but this felt so naughty and forbidden. It was a private moment I was snooping on. It made it so much hotter.

After giving herself a good rinsing, Lara turned the shower off and stepped out. I flinched a little, thinking I should move away from the door before she saw me, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t resist the chance to see her perfect, naked, glistening body as she stepped out of the shower. Drops of water ran down between her luscious breasts, over her taut stomach and to her perfectly hairless pussy. She toweled off her arms, her incredible tits jiggling as she did so. She turned to the side and bent over to slide the towel down her toned legs, affording me an angle of her ass that showed off how perfect and round it was, without me being able to see anything too intimate.

But Christ, I fucking wanted to. I just stood there trying to contain my drool. Lara looked fucking heavenly. The original slut. It was all I could think about. This was the girl that turned Madison into a lesbian bimbo and I could see why. I wanted to do everything with her.

She wrapped the towel around herself under her arms and tucked it in before making her way over to the vanity. With one hand, she wiped the fog off the mirror, her eyes looking directly into mine in the reflection.

My heart skipped a beat. I was caught.

“Well, are you going to just stand there and watch or are you going to come in?” Lara asked calmly.

My face blushed a deep shade of pink, possibly from the mixture of embarrassment with the steaminess of the bathroom. I had a feeling things were about to get a whole lot more steamy as I pushed it open and walked in though. At least she didn’t seem pissed off. I wondered how long she’d known I was there. Was she putting on a show for me with the way she dried herself?

I walked across the tiled floor as Lara turned around to face me, untucking her towel and letting it fall to the floor as I approached her. My eyes went wide again at the sight of her perfect, fuckable little bimbo body. She looked at me with a mischievous smile on her face while I scanned her fantastic nakedness up and down, my breathing becoming heavier the closer I got to her.

It felt like it took an eternity, but when I eventually reached the nude slut she wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled me in hard against her, her stiff nipples pressing into my boobs through my tiny t-shirt. She reached forward with her mouth and kissed me sweetly, our lips locking as my brain was flooded with endorphins. She elicited a soft little moan from me as she pulled away.

“Did you enjoy being secretly fingered, Reagan?” she asked me with a seductive voice, her half-closed ‘fuck-me’ eyes looking right into mine.

“Mhmm,” I mumbled, feeling like putty in her hands, hands that were clasped firmly behind me, her forearms pinning the sides of my waist.

“Were you always this much of a slut or did Madison train you to be?”

“Madison’s training me,” I replied.

Lara suddenly unclasped her hands and I felt her pushing me by the small of my back as she stepped out of the way. I squealed as I was forced against the vanity, bracing myself with my hands as I looked at my own reflection in the hand swipe made in the foggy mirror. Lara’s face appeared next to mine as she rested her chin on my shoulder, her groin pressed against my ass, her tits into my back, her hands groping my hips and tits as she purred in my ear.

“Training, huh? It’s an ongoing transformation, is it?”

“Mhmm,” I replied, biting my lip and creasing my brow as I enjoyed the hands exploring my supple, willing body.

“Well you’re showing great promise. I’m sure you’ll get there.”

“I want to be as big a bimbo as Madison one day.”

Lara suddenly grabbed me by the cheeks with one of her hands, smooshing my lips together. Her tone of voice changed, sounding pissed off. “I taught that bitch everything she knows. When you’ve been fucking her you’ve only been fucking a pale imitation of me. Do you understand?”

“Mhmm,” was all I could manage to do with my mouth squished in her hand.

“You came up here wanting to experience the real thing, didn’t you, Reagan? You wanted a real lesbian slut to fuck you right,” she said as she released my face from her grip.

“Yes…” I breathed. That was what I wanted. I went into Lara’s room at the behest of Madison, but the truth was I wanted to feel Lara’s mouth all over me from the moment I laid eyes on the bratty little bimbo.

Lara’s mouth immediately latched onto my neck, kissing and sucking up the arch of it while her hands pulled my two-sizes-too-small Christmas sweater over the tops of my tits, exposing them. She circled and tweaked my nipples with her fingers as she pushed her groin harder against my ass, forcing my waist against the vanity even harder. My eyelids felt heavy and straight away I started making lustful moans. I felt flashes of the hotness I experienced with her mom only days before. The feeling of submission, of being less than the person fucking you, of having my wanting body completely at the mercy of someone else. It was something I’d only had a couple of experiences with, but I knew I wanted more of it in my life.

The bratty blonde pulled her mouth off of me for just long enough to pull my sweater over my head. She pulled my hair to the side and kissed down the nape of my neck and my back, her other hand raking down the middle of my front at the same speed. My spine felt electrified and I arched backwards as Lara made her way down closer to where I’d been craving her to be all night.

With one swift motion, she grabbed my skirt by the hem and ripped it down my legs in an instant, leaving me in only my black lace panties. The slut reached between my legs and placed her palm on my stomach, fanning her fingers out and curling her tips just slightly before raking down my front, over my panty-covered mons and then my desperate snatch. The move caused my knees to lock, my legs straightened as I pushed my ass back a little. Lara got to her knees behind me and fondled my ass cheeks with both her hands, squeezing my tender flesh and molding it in her palms. I let out soft whimpers as I watched my own face, creased with pleasure, in the mirror.

“Oh, your ass is plugged just like your cunt friend. Maybe you’re a bigger bimbo than you give yourself credit for, Reagan,” Lara said, noticing the jeweled end of my buttplug beneath my thong lace.

“It’s brand new,” I said, not wanting to reveal it was actually given to me by her mother. I didn’t want anything to remind Lara that the other two people in the house were Madison and Mrs Sutherland, and they were surely up to no good by then. “I’m still getting used to the feeling of being plugged, but it does make me feel so fucking whorish.”

“You look beautiful,” Lara said as she threaded her thumbs beneath the waist of my panties, pulling them down so they stretched between my knees. “I’m sure soon you’ll be used to a lot bigger things up your ass than just a plug, though. For now, you won’t be needing it.”

Lara grabbed the end of my buttplug and pulled it out a lot faster than I was used to. The shock of my asshole being stretched momentarily as the plug exited me made me yelp and my toes curled on the tiled bathroom floor. No sooner than Lara had pulled the plug out of my ass, it was replaced immediately with her slutty pink tongue.

My butthole squeezed shut beneath her smooth, soft organ as the salacious brat buttered me with her saliva. My yelp of shock morphed into a moan of pleasure as I clenched my jaw and stared at myself in the mirror, the original slut delving further into my gym-toned ass. My cheeks pressed against her face as she buried herself in me, letting out muffled cries of satisfaction as she rimmed me expertly.

Her tongue swirled around my little crater and pushed into me, my ring of muscle trained by the plug I’d been wearing all evening. I felt her being actually inside me and I loved it. Not even Madison had done that.

“Ohhh, fuck,” I murmured, my breath fogging on the clear part of the mirror.

Lara pushed two fingers straight into my channel and I eagerly accepted them, the lewd wet noises of my sopping hole being fingered married together with the slurping and grunting of Lara’s tongue in my asshole. It felt so fucking hot. I couldn’t believe what she was doing to me.

There was a crude wet squelch as Lara pulled her tongue out of my asshole and took her face out of my rear. “Put a leg up on the vanity,” she instructed.

I did so, causing my panties to slide up my thighs a little and stretch even more as I hoisted a knee up onto the sink, the move spreading me from behind and granting Lara greater access. She didn’t return to my ass though, instead she arched herself acrobatically so that she could eat my pussy from below. Her wicked tongue pushed into my cunt first, before she slid it upwards and tugged my clit between her lips.

“Oh my fuck, that feels so good,” I moaned, my forehead now pressed against the mirror while I watched what a slut I was.

“You like things in your ass, huh? Why don’t you finger it while I eat you out?”

I took Lara’s suggestion and reached behind myself after lubricating a finger with spit. I pushed it into my basted butthole all the way up to the knuckle and cried out in pleasure as Lara flicked my clit perfectly at the same time. My hand remained still, but my middle finger pumped in and out of my own butt while the bratty bimbo ate me out from below. It made me feel all the more slutty. I was such a whore, fingering my own ass while another woman gave me head.

Lara’s tongue was divine. She found my clit beneath my hood easily and me being upright afforded her the best access to it. She made the most of it too, her mouth alternating between sucking and licking, her tongue flicking my tiny bean up and down before drawing circles around it. She was experimenting, finding what I liked without having to ask me. She soon figured it out as she applied more pressure to my sensitive spot, her mouth sealed around it while her tongue dragged it in circles.

It was too much. It was too hot. I had my second orgasm of Christmas Eve with my finger up my own ass and my teacher’s teacher between my legs. I stared into my own eyes in the mirror, proud of what a slut I was transforming into as my asshole choked my finger, and Lara’s head vivaciously moved up and down my slick cunt, licking up all the tasty nectar that she could, the excess spilling down her chin and cheeks.

“Fuuuuuck,” I groaned as I quivered on top of the vanity, riding out the terrific waves of my climax.

As they subsided, I pulled my finger out of my ass and took my leg off the sink. I spun around and perched my ass on it, looking down at the bratty blonde on her knees in front of me, a satisfied, glistening smile on her face as she pushed the cum painting her face into her mouth. My ass felt like it was glowing, without the plug or my finger in it, it felt like a wonderful afterglow that I could just melt into. It was heaven.

“Has Madison ever tongue-fucked your asshole?” Lara asked with an arched eyebrow as she looked up at me.

“No,” I sighed, still catching my breath.

“Do you think Madison’s a better bimbo than me?”

The question caught me off guard. I’d had so many wonderfully slutty experiences with Madison. She’d opened up a whole new world of sexual possibilities to me and I couldn’t deny how highly I thought of her for that. I’d paused too long. “No,” I lied, just trying to make Lara feel good about herself and not set her off.

I could tell by the look in her eyes she didn’t buy it. “You don’t really think that. Do you, Reagan? Well, I’ll show you what a true bimbo can do.”

With that, she stood up and grabbed one of my wrists. I still hadn’t taken my panties fully off and they uncomfortably stretched between my slippery thighs with each step I took as she led me into her room. She took me to the end of her giant bed before letting go and making her way over to the suitcase she must have brought home from college. She rifled through her belongings before pulling out a couple of naughty looking items. Lubricant and a bullet vibrator in one hand, and in the other a thick strap-on dildo, the straps dangling beneath her hand as she looked at me.

“You should have seen the looks the TSA guy gave me when my bag went through the scanner,” Lara giggled as she bounced back over to me, tossing the bullet vibe and tube of lube onto the bed. “What are you doing with those still on?” she asked, motioning at my soaked and stretched lace panties.

“I bet you would have raised a few eyebrows regardless of what was in your baggage,” I remarked as I finally stepped out of my underwear and kicked them to the side. My spent pussy came back to life at the thought of being fucked by Lara wearing the dildo. “I’m sure you were wearing something super-slutty for the flight?”

“Of course! He had to pat me down and as he was going down my front I leaned over suddenly so that my tits went in his hands for a moment. He was so awkward about it, it was hilarious. He definitely masturbated to me later that night.”

“I’d be surprised if he even waited til he got home, to be honest,” I said as Lara started threading the straps of the toy between my legs. “Oh,” I gasped in surprise. Apparently I had it wrong, it was me that would be wearing the dildo.

“Oh is right, you’re gonna fuck me raw, Reagan. And I’m gonna love it,” she said seductively.

My pussy pulsed again at the thought of being on top of Lara, of being the one doing the fucking, watching her squirm beneath me as I pushed into her with my pretend dick. She tightened the straps around my thighs and waist and it felt good. I looked down at the blue, silicone cock I was wielding, the straps pressing into my flesh, feeling tight against my body and reminding me of when I was tied down to a goth girls’ bed.

Lara made her way to the front of me and kissed me, sliding her tongue into my mouth and moaning as hers and mine swirled around each other. I could taste my own pussy on her lips. I was desperate to eat some for myself.

“I want to eat you out first,” I said to her as our lips parted.

She smiled back at me. “So do it.”

With that, she perched herself on the edge of the bed and spread her perfect legs for me, unveiling her wet, neat little slit between them. I fell to my knees, the toy cock hitting my tummy as I did so, and I dove into her inviting pink.

Lara immediately fell back with a satisfied groan, holding her knees in the air as I gorged on her delicious cunt. I moaned into it in delight, so happy to be eating pussy. I slid my tongue all over her perfect little snatch, spreading her lips and licking her from hole to clit. I kissed all around her flushed vulva, so incredibly smooth.

“Oh, fuck yes, Reagan. Your slutty mouth feels so fucking good,” she cooed as I focused my attention on her clit, repaying the favors she paid me in the bathroom.

Curiously, I reached down and began stroking the strap-on between my legs. I didn’t even think to do it, it was just instinct. I felt its size in my hand, squeezing it lightly and running up and down its length. I’d never worn one before, and I wanted to badly to fuck Lara with it, to push it into her, to watch her greedy little bimbo body gobble it up.

“Fuck me, Reagan,” Lara begged with a staggered breath. “Please just fuck me.”

Her voice seemed to activate something in me. I instantly got up to my feet, a woman on a mission. Lara spread her legs even wider for me and I placed the tip of the dildo at her gooey opening.

“Wait,” she stopped me, making me look up at her confused. “Not there.” She reached up above her head and found the bottle of lube sitting on the bed. She offered it up to me. “I want you to put it in my butt.”

“Oh my god,” I breathed. It was the single hottest sentence I’d ever heard. “Are you sure?”

“Mhmm,” she replied, biting her lip, an excited look on her face. “I like being fucked in the ass.”

“Okay,” I agreed as I took the lube from her, squirting out a big amount of the gel onto the tip of my strapped on dick. I was so excited as I massaged it into the length of the toy. Lara giggled and grinned up at me, loving seeing how excited I was to fuck her. She looked so sweet, with her blonde pigtails splayed out on the bed. You never would have thought someone so innocent looking would be such a butt slut.

I pressed the tip of the lubed up dildo to her asshole, the coldness of the gel making her flinch and giggle. “Just go slowly to start, okay?” she said, smiling the whole time.

“I will,” I nodded. I started pushing gently against her tightest hole, the tip of the toy pressing against her ring. Her asshole was too small though, too tight. I couldn’t get in.

“You’ll have to push a little harder than that, Reagan,” the bratty blonde encouraged me. “It’s okay, I want it. Just fuck me.”

I pushed in harder and her perfect little asshole stretched to accommodate the head of the dildo. Lara breathed in deep and arched her back, the move pushing her tits up. She let out a little whimper as her brow creased and her mouth pursed shut tightly.

“Oh my god, I’m sorry,” I said. I went to pull out of her but she put a hand on my tummy and stopped me.

“No, it’s ok. It hurts but it feels good.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. Keep going.”

I reversed my direction again and pushed the dildo further into her back door. I watched her face, squeezed tight with determination as I pushed in inch after inch of the toy. She breathed deeply, keeping herself relaxed as her naughtiest entrance stretched and accepted the strap-on. Once I’d buried it almost all the way to the hilt, I paused and looked down at the wonderfully slutty sight.

“Oh my god,” I breathed, my eyes widening with delight at her glistening pussy, a tiny drop of translucent grool dripping down over her taint and down to her asshole, filled with the blue silicone toy.

“Fuck that feels so fucking good,” she said almost angrily. “There’s nothing quite like taking it in the ass.”

“You’re the best bimbo I’ve ever seen,” I said. That time I meant it.

“Thank you, sweetie. Now fuck me hard,” she said with a twitch of her upper lip.

I responded with action, pulling back on the dildo and pushing it back into her, faster than the first time. I did it again and again, building speed. I grabbed beneath both her knees, keeping her legs up and spread while my hips swayed back and forth. The excess straps of the dildo rhythmically slapped against my ass and backs of my thighs as I fucked the little slut.

Lara writhed on the bed, her head flinging left and right. “Oh god… oh fuck,” she cried out as I pumped her ass with the dildo. It turned me on all the more seeing how much she genuinely loved anal.

I was having the best time being the one doing the fucking. It was a new experience for me, rocking my hips back and forth and driving something into someone, least of all someone’s ass. I could feel how slick my own pussy was while I fucked Lara, my ass still bathing in the afterglow of being plugged and fingered. I wanted to feel what Lara was feeling. I wanted to take the next step in my bimbo transformation. I wanted to have my own ass fucked.

Lara reached above her head and found the bullet vibe she’d tossed on the bed earlier. She switched it on and placed the buzzing bullet on her clit. Her cries became all the louder, her movements all the wilder. Between her ass being stuffed and clit being vibed she was in total ecstasy.

“Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit,” she repeated as she squirmed on the bed, rocking herself back and forth a little to mimic my rhythm, driving the dildo further into herself each time. I never stop thrusting. I was completely enraptured by the sight of her on the bed, her big tits bouncing with our motions, her face making all kinds of expressions of pleasure, drool dripping out the side of her mouth as she forgot to swallow, her mind completely consumed by pleasure.

“UGGHHH! FUCK!” she yelled as she came with a ferocity I’d not seen before.

Her back arched and her eyes went wide, lifting her head off the bed as if a demon was being exorcized from her. Her whole body spasmed and her toes curled as I drove the toy deep in her ass and held it there. I could feel the contractions of her ring trying to push it out but I met with equal pressure to hold it in place. Lara ditched the bullet vibe and savagely flicked her clit with the flats of her fingers, an initial burst of cum exploding out of her and spraying my pelvis with the liquid sex.

Eventually, the wild girl collapsed back down and took in deep breaths of air, her tits heaving as she tried to find her senses. I slid out of her ass and she squirmed again, grabbing fistfuls of her duvet and whimpering “Ohhh,” as I did so. I turned off the vibrator and went and sat it down on a dresser.

I unfastened the straps around my waist and stepped out of the strap-on. “There are disinfectant wipes in the top drawer, would you clean it quickly?” Lara murmured in a semi-conscious state as she crawled up the bed and beneath the covers. She was fucked out of her mind and absolutely spent.

I did as she asked, cleaning the toy before setting it down and joining Lara under the covers. I spooned her from behind, wrapping my arms around that perfect little bimbo body and breathing in her feminine scent off her hair.

“That was so fucking hot,” I said, secretly disappointed the Lara was quickly drifting off before she’d returned the anal favor.

“Mm,” she smiled sweetly and squeezed my arm. “I know you’re only here to keep me busy while Madison and my mom fuck.” My heart skipped a beat. But Lara didn’t seem upset, she was still in her dazed state, her eyes closed. “It’s okay, Reagan. I don’t even care anymore. I can’t stop them so whatever.”

“I thought you’d freak out.”

“Nah. I just wanted to take something away from Madison that she cares about. And she cares about you, I can see it. But now you know, I’m better than her.”

Her last sentence drifted off, and she didn’t say another word. I kept spooning her while she dozed, and soon, she was breathing heavily in the depths of sleep.

I’d had such a fun, hot night already but I couldn’t help but feel it was unfinished. A bimbo is never truly satisfied after all. I wanted more pleasure, I wanted more sex.

Just then I heard the orgasmic cry of Madison come from down the hall.

I knew where I could get more of what I craved.


Chapter

Five

I kissed Lara on the head and slinked out from beneath the covers. She stirred a little but thankfully didn’t wake up. I nakedly tiptoed to the bathroom, collecting my clothes and getting dressed again. If I was going to get the satisfaction my horniness desired, Mrs Sutherland couldn’t know I’d just been with Lara. Forgoing my soaked panties, I pulled on my skirt and tight sweater and made my way over to the door, flicking the lights off as I walked out. I crept down the hallway to the door I’d seen Madison skipping to before I went on my mission of distraction.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I still had the taste of Lara’s cum on my lips, her saliva was still drying in the crack of my ass. And yet there I was heading towards the pleasured moans of my lesbian lover and the mother of the girl I’d just fucked. I was such a hopeless whore.

I carefully opened the door, finding exactly what I expected; Madison and Mrs Sutherland in the throes of lesbian passion separated in age by more than two decades but equal in desire for one another. With the way the bed was orientated to the door, I had a perfect side-view of the pair. Madison was at the head of the bed, her hands gripping the older woman’s hips, with Mrs Sutherland bouncing up and down on a strap-on dildo worn by my bimbo teacher in reverse cowgirl.

The fact that strap-ons were being used in two rooms of the house on two different Sutherlands at the same time made me smile to myself, before the light of the hallway entering the room caught the attention of both women.

Mrs Sutherland stopped her bouncing momentarily, panting slightly as she spoke to me. “Oh, Reagan! Come in dear, shut the door. I don’t want Lara to hear.”

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland,” I said as I closed the door behind me, shutting out the artificial light of the hallway so that the room was lit only by the candles placed all around.

“Come, join us. I was just thinking how much I wanted a tender, impressionable hand rubbing my clit while I rode young Madison,” the commanding older woman said.

“Yeah, come have fun with us, Reagan,” Madison concurred from beneath her domme.

The pair looked so juxtaposed against each other. Madison, the tight, young slut with a spectacularly toned body. She was a vision anyone would either yearn to be or crave to fuck. Mrs Sutherland’s beauty was more mature. She was taller, her skin slightly less taut, her breasts heavy and bouncier, her ass larger. While her body was a little more weathered, she was no less attractive. She’d kept herself in good shape for someone in their forties, and her confidence and commanding nature touched something in both Madison and myself that we loved to submit to: our desire to obey and please.

I climbed onto the bed between Madison’s open legs, kneeling in front of Mrs Sutherland, but still nearly a full head shorter than her. I felt so tiny compared to her. I was so tiny compared to her. That was why she had the power over us that she did. She reached forward and grabbed the back of my neck, pulling me in for a kiss as she slowly resumed her bouncing on the strap-on dildo Madison was wearing.

I let one of my hands explore what was beneath me while I kissed the irresistible middle-aged woman. I felt the creases of Madison’s butt cheeks, squished against the bed by the weight of Mrs Sutherland riding her. I found the end of the buttplug she was still wearing and gave it a little massage, moving the toy inside my lover’s asshole. My fingers moved north and I felt the wetness of her slit, taking a moment to dip a finger inside her well of honey and eliciting a guttural groan from her at the head of the bed.

My finger moved up further and I felt the base of the dildo fitted into the harness against her mons, and then up to the shaft, where Mrs Sutherland’s delectable cunt slid up and down it, my fingers feeling silicone one second, and pubic fur the next.

The older woman moaned with delight as she pulled her lips away from mine and pushed on the top of my head, guiding down towards her bouncing, heavy breasts. I took one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked on it hard, while my free hand grabbed her other nipple and pinched it.

“Oh fuck yes, Reagan. Good girl. Just like that,” she uttered words of encouragement with the breath being knocked out of her each time she sank down on the dildo.

With my other hand I placed the palm against her hairy mons, allowing my fingers to find her clit without getting lost with the bouncing motions. I flicked her engorged little nub as she rode, enjoying her incredible tits at the same time, so desperate to please her, to make her feel good. I hoped if I did a good enough job that she might take away some of my financial stress of being a bimbo. If I was her bimbo like Madison was, I’d be free to focus only on my fucking.

I took her nipple between my teeth as I pinched and lightly twisted her other, my fingers on her clit applying pressure to the little pearl as Mrs Sutherland sank all the way down on the dildo and came. She growled above me in pleasure as her impressive body quaked.

“Ohhhh merry Christmas to me,” she said as her head fell back in pleasure and she basked in the light of her orgasm. “That feels so fucking good.”

She shifted herself backwards, sliding off the dildo as she pressed down on my head even more. I knew what she wanted me to do and immediately gripped the dripping wet faux cock in one hand and bobbed my head up and down on it, savoring all the delicious feminine flavor coating it. It felt almost degrading, knowing the cock was fake and no one was getting any pleasure from my blowjob. But that wasn’t true, all three of us were getting pleasure from it in one way or another. Mrs Sutherland watched me obey her command, I got to taste her juices and please her, and Madison got to watch me fall deeper and deeper into bimbodom.

Once she was satisfied I’d cleaned it well enough, Mrs Sutherland pulled me off the dildo and swung a leg over Madison, sitting down gracefully on the bed, her long legs beneath her. “Thank you for keeping Lara company watching the movie, Reagan,” she said to me. “Has she gone to bed?”

I glanced at Madison who, with wide-eyes, gave me a subtle shake of the head, as if to say ‘don’t tell her the truth’. It was unlike Madison to deceive her domme, but it was like Madison to prioritize getting fucked over everything else.

“Yeah, we watched the movie for a bit before she took herself off to bed,” I lied, choosing to keep the fact that I’d just butt-fucked her daughter to myself.

“Well, come and lay down with us, I want to make you feel good as a thank you. You can have a turn on this strap-on, Madison’s very good with it.”

“Well, actually, on that note,” I rubbed my arm with a little nervousness. I had no reason to be shy about anything sexual with the two other women, and yet my past prudish ways were still present in my mind. “I was wondering if I…”

“Go on, dear, you can tell us. You can ask for anything.”

“So… I want to be double-penetrated,” I blurted out.

“Oh!” Mrs Sutherland exclaimed, apparently not expecting me to say that. Madison smiled smugly, loving seeing what a dirty slut she’d made me into. “We could definitely do that, but I’m afraid I only have one strap-on.”

“That’s okay!” I blurted again, not at all composed. “I brought one with me.”

“You did?” Mrs Sutherland and Madison both asked at the same time.

“Yeah, it’s uh… downstairs. In my coat.”

“In your coat?” Mrs Sutherland had a puzzled look on her face. My ability to lie was severely lacking. “Well, by all means, go and get it,” she said. The older woman’s ability to spot lies thankfully was also severely lacking.

I silently crept back into Lara’s room, so desperate not to wake her, not when I was so close to getting what I wanted. Leaving the door ajar just enough to let some light in, I tiptoed over to the dresser when I’d put the strap-on down after I’d cleaned it. My eyes never left Lara. The straps rustled against the dresser as I picked up the toy and she stirred. I froze. Thank the lesbian gods above she didn’t wake. I crept out as silently as I’d come in and closed the door behind me, before turning and practically running down the hallway back to the master bedroom.

“You’re so naughty, bringing that back all the way from college,” Mrs Sutherland commented as I re-entered the bedroom with Lara’s strap-on dildo in hand.

“Oh yeah, you should have seen the look the TSA guy gave me,” I replied, the anecdote I’d stolen from her daughter making the mature woman chuckle.

I climbed back up on the bed and Mrs Sutherland took the toy from me, immediately getting to work strapping it around herself. Madison sat up and kissed me as she helped me undress. She bit my earlobe and whispered softly in my ear so that her mistress wouldn’t hear her, “You are so fucking filthy and I love it.”

Her voice sent tingles down my spine and into my pussy and ass, both of which were still glowing from the night's previous exploits. I just grinning at her naughtily in response as she helped me out of my t-shirt and skirt, making me as naked as them. Madison knew exactly what was going on. She knew exactly where I’d gotten that strap-on. She was loving how depraved I was becoming by her hand. I was loving it even more.

“Why don’t you climb on top of Madison, honey,” Mrs Sutherland said as her guiding hand pushed me into my college lover.

Madison fell back onto the bed with me on top of her as we smiled and embraced each other, kissing sweetly and entwining tongues as Mrs Sutherland got into position behind me. The pair set my skin on fire with arousal as their hands went all over my body; Madison’s down my back, Mrs Sutherland’s down my legs and ass.

The older woman pushed me forward by my butt and guided the strap-on Madison was wearing towards my vagina. I felt it press against my opening, the silicone toy more ribbed as opposed to straighter one Mrs Sutherland was wearing. Madison held my hips and guided me down it as my channel took in the length of the dildo, swallowing it up gratefully. I sighed as my space was filled, my slickness mixing with the saliva on the toy from when I sucked it, allowing it to slide into me easily. It felt good. But it could be better.

Mrs Sutherland pressed her face between my ass and licked my wanting little hole. She gave as good a rimjob as her daughter did, swirling her tongue around my tiny little pucker, doing so messily to cover it in saliva. She spread my cheeks and spit right onto it, and I relaxed my ring to let her push it inside me with a finger.

I heard some more spitting behind me, followed by the slick sounds of Mrs Sutherland’s hand rubbing it into the length of the dildo. I gently rocked back and forth on Madison’s, sighing and moaning in contentment. My heart started beating a little faster, knowing I was only seconds away from losing my anal virginity properly. This was more than a plug or a finger. This was my next step to becoming a true bimbo.

One of Mrs Sutherland’s hands grabbed hold of my hips, stopping my rocking and holding me in place with the one dildo fully in me. Her knees shuffled forward and I felt the tip of her dildo press against my once forbidden opening. I inhaled sharply at the sensation, knowing what was to come would be a challenge, but one I was up to.

“Just breathe deeply and relax yourself. Don’t fight it,” the older woman spoke with a warmer voice than usual.

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland,” I replied, echoing the words usually reserved for Madison.

Madison grabbed hold of my head and looked me in the eyes. “You can do it,” she said, smiling up at me.

Mrs Sutherland pushed forward, and I felt my asshole stretch around the head of the toy. “Ahhhh,” I breathed, scrunching my face up as I tried to keep my butt relaxed. It burned, but not in a totally unpleasant way. There was pain, sure, but there was equal parts pleasure.

The older woman pushed gently further into me, and my abs tensed and base of my spine shivered as I took in more of the toy. Madison started kissing my neck, knowing how much I loved that, the younger woman inside me not moving her hips at all, just holding her dildo in my pussy while the other one entered my ass.

Mrs Sutherland started pulling back, and it felt decidedly better going out than it did going in. I moaned in pleasure, enjoying the burn more. She pushed back into me, and it was easier. My ass was getting used to it. My cunt leaked juices down the toy Madison was wearing. The feeling was so fucking hot.

Mrs Sutherland started building a rhythm, pushing in and pulling out. It only felt better and better. Soon enough, Madison started moving her hips a little too, matching her older lover’s speed and fucking my slick snatch at the same time the woman of our combined ages fucked my slutty little asshole. Before I knew it, I was rocking back and forth on the both of them, loving both my holes being filled simultaneously.

My low moans of pain mixed with pleasure morphed into hollers of pure ecstasy. I fucking loved what the women were doing to me. I held onto Madison’s shoulders and pushed myself back harder onto the toys, willing them further into me. My bimbo teacher looked up at me with wonder and pride, smiling ear to ear as I rode the two dildos.

The older woman leaned over, her heavy breasts pressing against my back as she kissed the nape of my neck while she fucked my ass with her daughter’s dildo. I was sandwiched between her and Madison, caught in the middle of their lesbian adultery. There was nowhere I would have rather been. I could feel the sexual energy building inside me, a glowing ball of light between my asshole and my pussy.

It exploded inside me and I squeezed Madison’s shoulders as I scrunched up my face and opened my mouth, silent at first followed by a howl of unadulterated pleasure. “FUUUUCK!” I cried out. I’d never felt anything like it. It was different to any clitoral climax I’d had. It radiated into every cell of my body. I felt on fire with orgasmic pleasure.

My body shuddered as I drove myself down on the two dildos, the women holding them in place as I ground myself against them. I could hear the lewd wet sounds of cum seeping out of my pussy and down the base of Madison’s dildo, dripping down onto her own slutty snatch. It was the best feeling of my entire life.

I just about came again as the two women pulled out of me at the same time, my momentarily gaped asshole squeezed shut, and my gooey pussy leaked all over Madison again. I had a sheen of sweat coating my entire body, and I slid out from between the two women and collapsed onto my back. My ass felt raw, my pussy felt satisfied. Both had been used to their fullest potential. I was so happy. I just basked in the terrific afterglow of the best orgasm of my life while the two lovers made out next to me, their glistening strap-ons like dueling swords between them.


Chapter

Six

Eventually, Madison and Mrs Sutherland took off their toys and the three of us snuggled underneath the covers in the candlelit room. I did my best to fend off sleep, although I knew it was coming quickly. My eyes were getting heavy, my body completely spent, screaming out for rest.

I managed to outlast the other two though, and once they were asleep I picked up Lara’s toy, skulked back to her room and put it back where I found it, and crawled into bed with her again, right where I’d left her. She didn’t know that I’d snuck off for a quick DP between her mother and her enemy. She didn’t need to know either.

I don’t know if Santa came that night, but all the women in the house certainly did.

We awoke the next morning and it was like all the animosity of the previous night had disappeared. Lara and I kissed sweetly in bed before getting dressed and making our way downstairs for coffee and breakfast where Madison and Mrs Sutherland were already waiting. We sat together comfortably and made pleasant chit chat as if we were all one big happy family.

Then we all sat around the Christmas tree and opened our presents. Unfortunately, none were as naughty as the ones Mrs Sutherland had given us a few days earlier. And even more unfortunately, there was no choker necklace of my own. Mrs Sutherland wasn’t going to bankroll two blonde bimbos for her own pleasure.

I guessed I’d just have to find a rich, sexually frustrated wife with lesbian desires of my own.

How hard could it be?

THE END
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