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Chapter

One

It had been a month since my fateful night at Madison’s apartment. The night I first had lesbian sex and agreed to let her bimbofy me. Back then, I thought she was my competitor for Scott’s attention. The idea seemed laughable a month on. Madison was a spectacular slut, no doubt about it, but she had no interest in men. Dicks just didn’t make her feel as good as a girl’s soft mouth.

The main reason I’d agreed to be transformed in her image was so that I could have a chance with Scott, have a chance to fuck the hot guy I’d been pining after. My sex life pre-bimbofication was incredibly lacklustre. I’d only been with a couple of average looking guys in high school, neither of which made me cum. I was so sure Scott would be different. As much as I’d enjoyed fucking Madison and my roommate, Cassandra, on a regular basis, I was sure having sex with Scott would be the ultimate gratification. It would be the payoff for all my time spent in the gym, all my hunger as I lost weight, all my money spent on slutty clothes and underwear to become a better bimbo.

And then it wasn’t.

As I walked out of his dormitory building into the brisk, fall air, having finally been fucked by the man I wanted, I felt nothing but crushing disappointment. In true bimbo fashion, I made my not-so-subtle advances on him in our creative writing class. After having my hair dyed blonde, my glasses replaced by contact lenses and my loose clothes with tight, revealing outfits, I had the confidence to grab his cock under the table and whisper in his ear that he could have more if he wanted it.

Of course he wanted it. Gone was shy, nerdy Reagan, replaced by confident, sexy bimbo Reagan. My tits filled out a tight sweater that my nipples were visible beneath in the cool air, and my ass was barely concealed by a tiny skirt. The two of us went back to his room and I was so giddy with excitement. But when he turned out to be just as selfish and hasty as the boys I fucked in high school, I ended up faking an orgasm to get it over with. I wiped his cum off my chest with a tissue, put on my clothes and left.

I wandered around campus aimlessly afterwards, my fake blonde pigtails bobbing to either side of my face. There was barely a thought in my head, just empty despondency. Even though I’d wiped it off, I could still feel invisible remnants of Scott’s cum on my tits, and I hated it. It was so aggressive and gross, like being cum on was something that happened to me rather than for me. Sex with Madison and Cassie wasn’t like that at all. Perhaps men had been ruined for me by the outstanding lesbian sex I was having.

My mind was so blank as I walked around that I didn’t even notice my bimbo tutor Madison spotting me from across the quad and running up to me. She stopped right in front of me but I didn’t even register her presence, and walked straight into her.

“Woah! Earth to Reagan,” she said, raising her hands to defend herself as I crashed into her.

“Oh my god… Madison,” I said as I snapped out of my daze. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t see you there.”

“You didn’t see the big-titted blonde bouncing towards you across the quad? Huh, this is a new experience for me,” she grinned, used to being noticed by everyone around her.

In fairness, she was definitely hard to miss. Madison, the lesbian smokeshow, was the personification of a blonde bimbo. She didn’t give a shit about her studies. She was at college to fuck as many girls as possible. Nothing made her hornier than convincing a straight girl to eat her out. She wore the skimpiest clothes and that day was no exception, with a skin colored pair of leggings hugging her toned legs and round ass that would make the casual observer need a double take to make sure she wasn’t bottomless. She left her midriff bare and her heavy tits housed in an aqua blue crop top that could pass for lingerie.

“So, today was the big day with Scott, huh? How’d it go? Was it everything you ever dreamed of and more?” she asked as we linked arms and walked together, capturing the attention of every set of eyes around us.

“Not exactly,” I replied, deflated. “I thought being bimbofied would lead to better sex with men, but Scott was just as unsexy and brutish in bed as the guys I slept with in high school.”

“Did he at least make you cum?”

I turned to face her while we walked and grimaced before shaking my head, “That particular occurrence is still yet to happen at the hands of a man.”

“Uh, typical,” Madison scoffed. She’d been trying to get me to renounce men ever since I agreed to be transformed into a blonde slut. I thought I could have it all, strutting around campus showing off my body and having incredible sex with both women and men. Perhaps I was naive.

“Look, I don’t want to rub it in,” Madison continued before absolutely rubbing it in. “But I told you so. Being a bimbo allows you to have sex with plenty of guys if that’s what you want, but it doesn’t make them any better in bed. If anything they just get so worked up they can’t help but cum inside of two minutes and then it’s game over.

“Cassandra made you cum twice when you two first fucked,” she pointed out, referring to the girl I shared a dorm room with and seduced as part of my bimbo training. “And that was her first time with another girl. How many girls has Scott had sex with and yet he still couldn’t give you an orgasm?”

“I see your point, but at the end of the day I’m still straight, Madison,” I said before my lesbian bimbo tutor shot me a sardonic look, her being one of the two girls who’s pussies I was eating on the regular. “Okay, fine, bi then. But I agreed to be bimbofied because I wanted to fuck Scott, and various other men. If they’re just going to disappoint me that much then what’s the point of putting in all this effort into my appearance? All the hours at the gym, the money spent on new clothes and makeup, the dieting. I don’t know, maybe it was a mistake to become a bimbo.”

In the month since my nympho teacher had set me on the path to bimbodom, I’d lost a few pounds and tightened up my body. The outline of my abs had become slightly visible as my tummy flattened, my hips and collarbones more visible, my ass firmer and my arms more defined. I’d dropped a lot of my savings on revealing new clothes and make-up, and had to get up earlier every day to shave my legs and pussy, paint my face, squeeze into my outfit and prepare myself for the world. It was a lot of work being a bimbo, and as good as the lesbian sex with Madison and Cassandra was, it was more of a happy byproduct of my bimbofication than the goal.

“A mistake? You’ve had the best sex of your life with me and Cassandra, correct?”

“Well, yeah,” I said, unable to argue with that.

“Think of all the crazy sex you can continue to have with girls as a bimbo if you’d just admit your lesbian inclinations. Seducing straight girls into eating your pussy, having your holes explored and discovering new horizons of pleasure. You still have threesomes to have, you haven’t been tied up, you haven’t ridden a strap-on while some prissy cheerleader licks your ass.”

“That does sound… interesting,” I admitted, feeling a warmth stirring between my legs as I imagined the scenarios Madison’s words painted.

“Damn right it does.”

“And I do enjoy the male attention I get every second that I’m out in public,” I scanned around us, seeing every pair of male eyes gazing at Madison and I as we strutted along, our tits bouncing in our tops.

“Exactly! I do too! I love the eyes of horny men on me, desperate to fuck me, because I know they never will. It gives me power over them that I wouldn’t otherwise have if I was still a shy nerd. My bimboness allows me to get anything I want from men, it’s just never their dicks. The thrill of seducing a woman who doesn’t know she wants it is far more satisfying.”

“I did really love watching Cassandra give into her lesbian curiosities when I turned her,” I admitted, thinking back to the reluctant look in her eyes as she surrendered herself to my mouth. “And I do like the idea of having power over men.”

“You think these girls have that power?” Madison asked as we walked past a feminist display outside the library. There were a group of women wearing ‘The Future Is Female’ shirts and handing out flyers to passersby. They looked angry and dressed in a purposefully unflattering, unfeminine way.

Quite the opposite to Madison and I.


Chapter

Two

One of the angry feminists shouted into a bullhorn something about bringing down the patriarchy. She was short with thick thighs squeezed into khaki camo pants. She wore a plain tank top tucked into them that pulled tight over her smallish tits, the nipples of which were visible beneath the thin white material with no bra underneath, the aim of which was to presumably be free without trying to be alluring. It tickled me that wearing no bra and having my nipples visible through my top seemed like something I would do, but for entirely different reasons.

I even spotted the hint of some armpit hair beneath the arm holding up the bullhorn. She wore no makeup and hair was buzz cut, barely an eighth of an inch of dark hair. She looked more like a drill sergeant than an attractive woman at college. There definitely weren't going to be many men she was attracting with her chosen look.

“For too long women have come second to men! No more! Every week at least three women are sexually assaulted at frat parties on this campus alone! Women deserve better! Take action now!” she yelled into the bullhorn.

A bunch of typical frat boys were gathered nearby and all snickering at the group of unappealing feminists trying to be as loud as possible. “Dyke!” one of the slack-jawed morons yelled out as the rest of the group burst out in raucous laughter.

“Dumbasses!” one of the other women yelled back at them. “Just because she has short hair it doesn’t make her gay. A woman can look however she wants without it having anything to do with her sexuality!!!”

But the group of frat boys didn’t respond. Something else stole their attention away from the loud, angry women. Namely, Madison and I, two blonde sluts showing it all off as we walked past. They all stared at us unashamedly, completely entranced by our thin frames, bouncing tits and round butts.

Madison and I smiled and giggled girlishly as we stole the attention of the boys, relishing their gaze and their horny silence as they took us in. My bimbo tutor was right, we had power over them. The mob of feminists wouldn’t make them do anything by yelling in their faces, but Madison and I could make them do whatever we wanted if we made them think they had the slightest chance of getting to fuck us.

We expected to attract the attention of the moronic boys simply by walking. What we didn’t expect was to provoke the mob of feminists as well.

“And here we have an example of why men think they’re entitled to assault any woman they want,” buzz-cut-feminist yelled through the bullhorn. “You two are doing a disservice to the feminist cause dressing the way men want you to, basing your entire existence off the approval of men. You’re reinforcing the patriarchy and you ought to be ashamed.”

The ire of the angry feminist brought something out in Madison that I’d never seen before: rage. She spun on her heel and stomped up to buzz cut, the face I was used to seeing creased with pleasure was now scowling in anger.

“What the fuck do you know about me that gives you the right to make assumptions!?” she yelled at the squat, angry woman. The hyperfeminist facing off against the hyperfeminine. “I dress the way I do for the approval of myself, not of men. You dress your ugly way for the express disapproval of men. So which one of us defines our life more by them, hm?”

“Yeah, you tell her, honey!” one of the frat boys called out, loving the show.

Madison looked over her shoulder and shouted “Shut the fuck up, pindick,” at him.

“Yes ma’am,” he receded into himself.

Madison turned to face the stunned feminist again, “I thought you were all about loving women, not publicly shaming them,” she spat, her barbed comment visibly paining buzz-cut.

With that, Madison spun on her heel again and stormed off, collecting me on the way through and linking arms again as we continued on our merry way. We got a little way up the footpath before we heard the heavy thuds of footsteps chasing after us.

“Hey, wait,” the voice of buzz-cut called out behind us, now noticeably devoid of any fury.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Madison mumbled under her breath before we turned around the face the short feminist. “What?” she asked aggressively.

“I’m sorry for what happened back there. You’re right of course. I shouldn’t have humiliated you like that, especially not through a megaphone.”

“Oh, honey, you didn’t humiliate me. I know what I am and how I present to the world. I’m proud of it.”

“Fair enough. I just saw those guys staring at you and you two kind of getting off on it and it just made me so mad.”

“Don’t you worry about what we get off on, umm?”

“Aria,” the buzz cutted feminist introduced herself. “You’re right, it’s not my business. It just goes against the way I think women should be in the world. I think you should be presenting yourselves as strong women rather than bimbos, but it’s your choice, and I respect that. Sorry again.”

With that, she turned to leave but Madison’s ears pricked up by her choice of words. “Hey wait,” she called out, making Aria turn back towards us. “It seems we have different views on what it means to be a strong woman. Maybe you could come over to my house for dinner tonight and the two of us could try and… expand your horizons,” she said, her words a not so subtle wink to me.

“You want me to come over for dinner?” Aria asked, surprised by the suggestion. Madison nodded back at her excitedly. “That’s an interesting offer. I am an anthropology major, maybe it would give me an idea for a paper: the life of a hot girl,” she made the pretend headline in the air, her voice bordering on condescending. “Okay, you’re on.”

“Can I ask, out of curiosity only. Are you gay?”

“Unfortunately as much as men piss me off, I am beholden to wanting to fuck them.”

We all exchanged names and Madison gave Aria her phone number before the short feminist went back to her display. Madison and I continued our stroll, and my teacher was wearing a mischievous grin on her face.

“What the hell was that? What are you up to?” I asked.

“After tonight, her future is going to be female,” the wicked lesbian seductress seemed pleased with herself as I watched the gears turning in her head. “And you’re going to have your first threesome.”


Chapter

Three

There was a sharp knock at the door a minute after Madison buzzed our expected guest into her building. My bimbo tutor lived a little bit off campus in an apartment approximately four hundred times nicer than my dorm room. Whenever I inquired how she could afford such a nice place, she always responded cryptically about having an older benefactor that supported her slutty lifestyle, but she would never say who or go into any more detail.

Madison opened the door to reveal the buzz cut feminist we’d met earlier that day. It wasn’t that Aria was ugly, necessarily, but she made every effort to make herself unappealing, or at least unfeminine. She was still wearing her bulky cargo pants with her white tank top tightly tucked into it. She was actually in pretty decent shape, but due to her genetics she had a short, stocky frame with thick thighs and a big ass. All her weight seemed to be on her hips or lower, and it wasn’t that she was fat, she was just… thick. Her face could have been quite pretty too if she made any effort to wear makeup, but with a septum piercing, a bunch of earrings up one ear, and her short, prickly hair that matched her personality, she’d done everything to ensure she wouldn’t have men chasing after her.

“Wow, you girls dress like that even when you’re hanging out at home,” Aria commented condescendingly on Madison and my appearance.

“We dress like this all the time,” Madison replied cheerily, not stooping to Aria’s rude levels.

My bimbo tutor was still wearing her skin tight, flesh-colored leggings and aqua blue crop top that showed more than it covered. I had washed off the reminders of my disappointing sex with Scott and was wearing a high-waisted skirt that showed off my long legs that were becoming increasingly toned with my almost daily gym sessions. Of course, it was fall, so I had to wear knee high socks to keep them warm while still looking cute. I also wore a tight sweater that still managed to have a plunging neckline, showing off my ample cleavage that had worked so well in my earlier seductions. Perhaps this one would prove more satisfying.

Madison was right, being a sex-crazed, blonde bimbo was more than just a look you wore in public. It was your whole life. Everything you did, you did as a slut. I felt sexy waking up in the morning, I felt sexy making myself a bowl of cereal, I felt sexy working out in the gym. Everything I did was in service of great sex. That was all I cared about. All I thought about.

“I can’t smell anything cooking, are we eating in?” Aria asked.

“Just the opposite,” I said as I smiled warmly at her, my unhelpful answer making her furrow her brow as she looked up and down my body with disdain.

“Why don’t we sit?” Madison said as she guided our guest over to the couches.

The three of us moved into the living room, where two modern, leather couches were positioned in an L shape. Aria waited for us to sit down on one before she hesitantly lowered herself onto the other, feeling uneasy in the den of sluts.

“So, Aria, what is it about our looks that offends you so much?” Madison asked, getting straight to the point.

Aria’s back straightened, perhaps surprised that the niceties were being spared. “I’m offended by the fact that society has pressured you into thinking you need to show off your bodies to horny men.”

“Ah, but it’s not just horny men we’re showing off to,” Madison raised a finger. “We both enjoy having the attention of everyone, including you.”

“You didn’t get my attention,” Aria scoffed.

“Then why did you make remarks about us into a bullhorn?” Madison’s question caused Aria to shift, not having an answer for that one. “May I ask, why is it that you dress the way you do? We go to efforts to make ourselves appealing, and you seem to go to the same lengths to do just the opposite, even though I suspect there’s quite the pretty girl underneath the anger and manufactured masculinity.”

Aria seemed taken aback, clearly not used to being called out, especially by someone as bubbly and girly as Madison. “It’s what I feel comfortable in,” she responded. “I don’t want the attention of guys just trying to get in my pants.”

“I think there’s a story you’re not telling us,” I spoke up, poking the bear.

Aria shot me a dirty look before she took a deep breath to calm herself. “Fine, if you’re going to try and make me understand why you look the way you do, then I suppose I owe you the same. The truth is I used to be a lot more… conventional looking,” she started, clearly uncomfortable.

“Never like you, but… pretty, I guess. There was a guy in high school I had a massive crush on and he seemed to feel the same. We’d talk every night, we’d flirt a lot. Eventually, I gave him my virginity and then poof, he wouldn’t respond to my messages, he’d avoid me in the hallway, it was as if I no longer existed. Ever since then I’ve made myself inaccessible to any guy that doesn’t truly like me for me, and dedicated myself to the feminist cause. I made myself into a strong, independent woman, instead of being weak.”

“You think your femininity made you weak?” Madison pushed.

“I think I look a hell of a lot stronger than you two,” Aria said pointedly.

Madison raised her eyebrows and looked over to me. “That’s pretty sexist,” she stated.

“Oh, fuck you,” Aria spat, offended by Madison’s remark. “My whole life is about building women up while yours is about making them feel bad that they don’t look like you. I’ve given myself to feminism. Everything I do is for women.”

“And yet you still want to have sex with men. How do you reconcile that?”

“I reconcile it by not fucking every one of them that flashes me a horny smile! I reconcile it by barely ever having sex. I hate men and yet I still rely on them for pleasure. That’s my burden. What else am I meant to do?”

Madison and I both looked at each other, grinning with those horny smiles Aria was talking about. “You could embrace your femininity and fuck sexy girls instead,” Madison suggested.

“What? What are you talking about?” she spat, not following.

“You claim you love women so much, yet you’ve never made love to one,” I said.

“What are you getting at?” Aria cocked her head, still not getting it.

“Perhaps a visual demonstration is necessary, Reagan,” Madison said to me before grabbing the back of my head and pulling me in for a kiss. Our lips locked sweetly in front of a stunned Aria, the feminist’s mouth falling open as the two blonde bimbos made out in front of her.

“Oh, bullshit,” Aria said as we pulled apart, making horny eyes at each other. “You two aren’t lesbians. You’re just pretending to be bi for the attention of men.”

“I don’t see any men here,” I said, looking around the room as part of the act.

“You’re being presumptuous again,” Madison added. “Reagan and I have found that we have our best sex when there aren’t any men involved. Nothing makes us cum harder than another woman. You’d know that if you loved women as much as we do.”

“Fuck you,” Aria said, not with anger but almost as if it was just an automated response. She was in shock by our lesbian revealation and wasn’t sure how to process it. She certainly wasn’t getting up and running for the door though.

“If you’d let us, we can show you how good it can feel,” Madison continued. “You’re right about one thing, Aria. We are bimbos. You have no idea the dirty things our mouths do. Only we don’t want to use them on those idiotic frat boys, we want to use them on you.”


Chapter

Four

“No way,” Aria responded, her body noticeably tense.

“Don’t be afraid of your femininity, Aria,” I said. “Embrace it. Share it with us. Explore it. You’ll like what you find, I promise.”

“Nu-uh. There’s no way you two are going to get me to fuck you,” she said, still not running for the door.

“But Reagan here wants to make you feel good,” Madison said, as she used a gentle arm to guide me off the couch. I knelt down on the floor in front of her as I looked up at the petrified Aria, making an innocent little baby face while the puppet-master shifted herself to sit behind me. “Don’t you think Reagan’s a fuckable little sex-kitten? Don’t you want her to make you feel good?” she asked as she reached around me and undid the buttons holding my tight sweater together.

My tits were already practically bursting out of the slutty top, but as Madison undid the top button they did so even more. The middle button and they were about to fall out. The bottom button and they finally did as my bimbo tutor pulled the sleeves over my arms, leaving me topless and submissive on the floor in only my high-waisted skirt and knee socks, the ends of my blonde pigtails resting on the tops of my tits. Madison reached around me and ran her hands over my breasts, lightly pinching my nipples as we both studied Aria’s reaction to the erotic display.

The buzz-cut, septum-pierced feminist shifted in her chair, unsure of what was going on but definitely liking it more than she cared to admit. Her eyes were wide partly with fear, partly with exhilaration, both of them glued to my submissive self on the floor. I loved being used as a manipulative toy by Madison, my body sexy enough to be coveted by another woman. I’d been working hard in the gym and kitchen to tighten myself up since I agreed to be bimbofied, and the work was paying off. My collarbones were visible, my round tits atop my ribcage, my arms which became skinnier and more toned by the week. Being a skinny, blonde bimbo made me feel so sexy, especially as I watched a straight woman question her own sexuality while she looked at me.

“You claim to love women so much and yet you’ve never shared your bed with one,” Madison said as she kept caressing my soft skin. “Reagan used to dress so conservatively before I met her. Look at her now, isn’t she so sexy now that she’s embraced her femininity? You could be as sexy as her if you wanted to be. Just look at this pussy.”

Madison lifted my skirt to reveal my pantiless groin underneath, my bare cunt on show, completely hairless as any good bimbo’s snatch should be. My tutor reached down and slid her middle finger through my horny pink slit, which was becoming increasingly wet with each passing minute of torturous temptation we were putting Aria through. I stayed silent and let the slutty lesbian master use my body for her own purposes, like a sentient bimbo doll.

“Our lifestyle is women loving other women. All the time. Isn’t that like… your utopia?” Madison posited to the ever-shifting Aria on the other couch.

“There’s a difference between loving other women and having sex with them,” Aria responded with a dry voice, fighting her own lesbian urges to hold on to what she was. She was close to letting go though, I could tell because I was in her position a month prior. Soon she’d be eating pussy like it was her paid profession.

“Does there have to be, though? Let Reagan show you what her love feels like,” Madison said softly before gently pushing my back.

I took my direction and leaned forward onto all fours. My tits swayed slightly beneath my chest as I crawled over to the wide-eyed feminist on the other couch, my bare pussy and ass flashing my bimbo tutor behind me as my skirt rode up. I maintained eye contact with Aria throughout my short journey towards her, looking at her with lust while she stared back at me in exhilirated terror. I grabbed a hold of her knees, pushing her legs apart as I shuffled in between them before I wrapped my arms around her neck and brought her head down for a kiss.

There was no resistance from the buzz cut feminist, our lips pressed together sweetly, making my pussy tingle with delight as I felt her flirt with the boundaries of her sexuality. Her shoulders relaxed and released all her tension as she sighed into my mouth, exhaling through her nose onto my cheek. We kissed again and again, our lips fusing together as I lightly scratched the nape of her neck with my nails.

“See? Doesn’t it feel nice to have a delicate, sensual woman in your arms?” Madison said from behind me. “Breathe in her scent, feel her breasts pressing against yours, touch her soft skin.”

Aria took Madison’s suggestions, inhaling deeply as I licked her top lip with my tongue. As our mouths moved back in for another kiss they parted, and our tongues brushed against each other. Aria’s hands moved to my naked back, her fingertips pressing into my supple, pale skin as she enjoyed my femininity. I was hers for the taking and she wanted me.

“That’s it,” my bimbo trainer cooed at the sight of us together, loving the situation she’d concocted. “You two look so hot together.”

I ran the palm of my hand over Aria’s shaved head, her buzz cut feeling like a rough brush as her tongue grew more confident, circling around mine between our open mouths. She reached underneath my slutty skirt and grabbed my rump. My ass wasn’t as toned as I would have liked yet, it certainly wasn’t a butt you could bounce a quarter off of like Madison’s, but it was getting there, and it was still juicy and round. Aria squeezed it and traced her fingers over the curve between my cheeks and the backs of my thighs.

Madison got up from her couch and walked over to us, admiring the view of two girls she’d personally turned making out together. “You say that women can do anything a man can do only better, right? Well I guarantee you that includes making you cum,” she said before bending over and grabbing Aria by the chin, tilting her face away from mine before kissing her herself.

I leaned forward and found Aria’s nipples, which wasn’t hard through the thin fabric of her tank top. I gave them both a light bite and soaked the cotton of her top with my saliva, making her pink areolas even more visible through the wet fabric. She moaned with pleasure into the lesbian bimbo’s mouth above me, enjoying the two blonde sluts dedicated to making her feel good.

Still holding her by the chin, Madison pulled the entranced Aria up into a standing position. Aria wasn’t nearly as tall as my bimbo counterpart, and tilted her head back so they could keep kissing. Madison’s hands untucked the feminist’s tank top from her cargo pants, and the pair pulled their lips off each other so that my tutor could pull it over her head, giving a flash of her underarm hair and letting her heavy, natural tits hang.

I stayed kneeling on the floor between them, loving being between Madison’s toned legs and Aria’s thick thighs. I guided the feminist’s feet out of her shoes and tossed them aside with her socks before reaching around to squeeze her fat ass.

“Oh my god,” Aria said as she peeled her lips away from Madison’s and looked down between their bodies, seeing me crouched beneath them. “I can’t believe what you’re making me want, but the two of you turn me on so much. You’re both so… fucking pretty.”

“You have a submissive, feminine bimbo inside you begging to come out, just like Reagan and I did before we embraced our sluttiness,” Madison said to her.

“Please show me,” she responded, her eyes pleading.

“We will,” Madison assured her. “But first we have to see what we’re working with.”

That was my cue, and I unzipped Aria’s unflattering pants before pulling them down, needing some assistance from the thick activist to get them over her hips. I could tell already there was going to be trouble judging by her unshaven legs. When I pulled down her plain cotton underwear my suspicions were confirmed. I was greeted by an unkempt bush, her pussy buried somewhere beneath it.

“Oh, tsk tsk, this won’t do,” I said as I shook my head at the furry sight.

“No, not at all,” Madison concurred.

“I never shave. I never want to alter my physical appearance for the approval of a man,” Aria said resolutely.

“Well, you’re going to have to alter it for a woman if you want us to fuck you,” Madison replied. “You have more hair around your cunt than you do on your head.”

I giggled at the observation from down below. Aria seemed vaguely amused by it. I kept looking at it in silence while Madison skipped away through her bedroom door, returning a few seconds later with a razor, scissors, towels and a can of shaving cream. The same tools she’d used to shave away my hesitancy before I had my pussy eaten by a woman for the first time.

Aria reluctantly let Madison shave her armpits while I used the scissors to trim her intimidating bush, her pubes floating down onto the towel as her feminist appearance was shed in favor of something sexier. Once her armpits were bare, Madison crouched down next to me and massaged the shaving cream all over Aria legs and crotch. The vertically challenged feminist just looked down at us nervously as we exchanged the razor and took our turns shaving her all over, letting us spread her legs or put a foot up on my shoulder to allow us access to all her hard to reach places.

By the time we were finished, she was hairless from the eyebrows down. And she chewed on the tip of her finger as we wiped off the remaining shaving cream, revealing her smooth legs and cunt. Already she was starting to look more feminine. Her thick thighs touched, but I could actually see the top of her slit between them, her pussy lips a noticeably bright shade of pink against her pale skin. Madison and I admired our work as we took in the decidedly sexier girl standing before us.

“I haven’t looked like this in a long time,” Aria said with a soft voice, seemingly still unsure whether she was happy with the loss of an aspect of her personality.

“You look fucking hot, Aria,” I said from below, sincerely.

“Much prettier,” Madison agreed.

“I feel weird being the only naked one,” the shaved feminist said.

“Well, we can fix that,” Madison replied as she got to her feet, pulling me up with her.

The blonde bimbo pulled her slutty crop top over her head to reveal her perfect breasts, big enough to jiggle with her movements but still perky with youth. Aria and I both stared in awe, jealous of her magnificent body. The jealousy only became worse as she peeled her skin-colored leggings down, pulling them over her feet and tossing them aside so that she stood in only a skimpy little thong, the waist of which rode high on her hips, pulled tight against her pussy lips to give the most eye-catching camel toe. She smiled as she basked in the gaze of Aria and I, and even turned around to show us her juicy round butt as she bent over and pulled the thong down, sliding it along her lovely curves as she shimmied it off her hips. She kicked it aside and turned back to face us, the perfect image of a sexy blonde lesbian bimbo.

“Oh my god,” Aria breathed in wonderment at the mere sight of such a specimen, a feeling I could relate to. “You too, Reagan,” she said to me.

I’d already bared all to Aria, and only had a skirt to lose, but I still felt a little intimidated getting naked right after Madison. I’d made some huge strides in my first month as a bimbo but I still had a ways to go before I was as hot as her. Nevertheless, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my tiny skirt and pushed it over my hips, letting it fall down to my ankles before kicking it aside.

I felt less than, standing next to the nude Madison, but judging by the look on Aria’s face, I was perhaps being too harsh on myself. The buzz cut feminist’s head moved like she was at a tennis match, her mouth hanging open as she took in Madison’s body, then mine, then Madison’s, then mine.

“Holy shit, you two are insanely fucking hot,” she exclaimed, a hint of sadness in her voice. “I could never look like you.”

She had a point. She was at least a head shorter than both of us, had thick thighs and a big ass courtesy of her genetics and lack of cardio, and her tits were smaller than ours. Combined with her septum piercing, one ear pull of earrings and her shaved head, she hardly looked like the picture of femininity that Madison did, even after we’d shaved her.

“You may not have the body to be a bimbo like us, Aria,” Madison said. “But that doesn’t mean you can’t still be a spectacular slut.”

With that, the lesbian nymphomaniac stepped forward and kissed Aria once again. The shorter girl tilted her head up to meet her lips and immediately voiced a moan as their naked bodies brushed against each other. Madison’s hand blindly reached out and grabbed my arm before pulling me in close to them as well. The hand moved to the back of my head and the next thing I knew the three of us were all exchanging kisses, sometimes even all of our lips found each other at the same time.

It was a wholly new experience for me and I was fucking loving it. I’d never kissed any more than one person before and while group sex might have been a staple of Madison’s slutty lifestyle, it was a whole new world for me. Our tits all pressed together between us in a horny triangle of lesbianism while we lost ourselves in each other. The wet sounds of three sets of lips and the soft moans of three turned on girls was like music to my ears.

Madison and I each reached around Aria with one hand and grabbed hold of her big ass, squeezing it and digging our fingernails into her meaty, pliable rump. The move caused the feminist to stand on her tiptoes and press harder against us as she let out a little gasp. Her ass lacked any tone, of course, but it felt fucking terrific, her one cheek too big for my hand to hold all at once. I wondered if I pressed my face into it whether it would leave an indent.

Aria bent down barely at all so that her face was at the height of Madison and my breasts. She seemed completely enamored with them as she kept darting between our chests like a dog that didn’t know which toy it wanted to play with first. She flicked one of my nipples with her tongue before sucking on one of Madison’s. Her hands caressed and squeezed, pressing our tits against the sides of her face.

Madison turned her head and kissed me sweetly on the lips before saying, “I think she likes our tits, Reagan.”

“It’s so fucking hot watching her turn,” I replied, completely in awe of the way my bimbo tutor had played Aria.

“Do you want to see what a woman’s sex tastes like, Aria?” Madison asked with a wet voice.

Aria looked up at her, releasing a mouthful of nipple to speak. “I’m kinda nervous to do… that.”

“You can practice on Reagan if you’d like, she won’t mind,” Madison offered my body as if I wasn’t even standing there. I loved it. I was little more than a sentient fuckdoll to be used for lesbian training.


Chapter

Five

“Oh, I’d need express consent from Reagan before I could do that,” Aria said as she stood as tall as she was, her hands not leaving our breasts. She’d spent so long fighting for women’s rights that her need for voiced consent was ingrained into her.

“Oh honey, I’m a bimbo. I never say no to a sexy girl eating me out,” I clarified for her, ready to be used like the human sex toy I was rapidly becoming.

I strutted over to the other couch, accentuating my hip movements and making my ass crease with each step, before I spun around and gave Aria a sexy look and twirled one of my pigtails around a finger. The look on her face gave me a thrill, I could see the lust in her eyes, the thirst in her mouth as she smacked her lips at the sight of me. I perched myself on the edge of the couch and opened my legs, giving her full view of my hairless, horny cunt.

“What am I meant to do?” Aria asked Madison, her eyes not leaving my puffy pussy.

“Nothing from up here. Get on your knees,” Madison instructed.

Aria did just that, walking over to me and dropping to her knees between my open legs. She placed her hands on my smooth thighs as her eyes darted between my wanting snatch and my desperate face. The first time lesbian looked nervous, and it gave me such a thrill to see her shaved head, septum pierced self about to eat me out. Only a few hours before she was accosting me for looking like a slut, now she was about to lick my pussy.

Madison got to her knees on the floor next to the hesitant feminist, leaning over my leg and placing a hand at the back of Aria’s shaved head. She guided her down towards my slippery snatch, and Aria opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue right before she was pressed into it, making a nervous whine as she breathed heavily through her open mouth.

I inhaled deeply and leaned back as Aria’s reluctant mouth touched my pink, my breasts heaving outwards as I basked in the feeling of her tongue tasting pussy for the first time. I definitely shared Madison’s infatuation with turning straight girls, ever since she’d done it to me. I looked down at Aria’s face to see her mouth pursed around my clit, her brow creased and her eyes looking up at me, wide with wonder. Her cheeks were flushed and she breathed heavily through her nose onto my shaved mound as she savored her first lick of cunt; a life changing moment for her.

“That’s it,” Madison said softly next to her, her breasts resting on my thigh as she encouraged the man-hating feminist. “It tastes good, doesn’t it?”

“Mhmm,” Aria grunted, still with a mouthful of pussy, a slight whine in her voice as if to say ‘it’s impossibly good’.

“Lick her again,” Madison coached, and Aria did as she was told, letting go of my clit to lick the length of me, her tongue parting my lips and making slick wet noises against my lubricated pink. She groaned again as she collected my precious nectar.

“Oh fuck,” I said with a panted breath as Aria’s inhibitions faded fast and the sex-starved feminist began licking me enthusiastically with her newfound lesbian desires.

“Perfect,” Madison cooed from the side as she watched the display up close with a horny, almost crazed smile on her face. This was what she lived for. Her entire life was dedicated to these moments, as was mine.

Aria moaned with appreciation for my pussy as her licking became more and more intense, lapping at my cunt like a thirsty dog, her buzz cutted head bobbing between my legs with Madison’s hand still resting on the back of it. I squirmed on the couch, gripping my collarbones with my fingertips and squeezing my tits together with my forearms as my abs sporadically tensed, the hint of them now visible with my strict diet and gym regime. Every week that passed with Madison I felt more and more like a true bimbo, and that was especially true as I had this feminist’s face between my legs, Madison watching on proudly from the side.

“Lick inside her honeypot, that’s where the real flavor is,” Madison suggested to Aria, who immediately dove her head down and pressed her tongue as far as she could inside my channel.

The move caused me to kegel, sucking her tongue in as she licked my insides, tasting my sex from its most plentiful source while her bottom lip accidentally grazed my asshole. She swirled her organ around inside me while my opening choked her in return, my body shuddering and causing my tits to jiggle as I let out a gasp of pleasure. Aria kept herself inside me as long as she could hold her breath before she suddenly pulled out and loudly inhaled, my stickiness dripping from around her lips.

“Let me taste,” Madison said as she used her free hand to grab Aria by the chin, leaning over my thigh and sucking my cum off of Aria’s lips while she held her head in her hands. Aria moaned into her mouth as she simultaneously tried to catch her breath and kiss the slutty blonde.

My bimbo tutor moved back into her original position, pushing Aria’s head back down with force onto my cunt while she smacked her lips, not wanting any of my tasty juices to go to waste. The pair of us looked at each other with satisfaction as Aria resumed her eager licking. I had so much love for Madison and all the things she’d done for me in the last month. I was so glad I agreed to let her bimbofy me. My life was so much better for it.

“Focus on her clit,” Madison told Aria. “I want to see my little bimbo-in-training cum.”

Aria did as she was told and used her fingers to part my lips before flicking her tongue against my horny, swollen pearl. I whimpered with pleasure as she tickled it with the tip of her tongue, sending little electric shocks of pleasure shooting out of my clit up into my body. Then she swirled her whole tongue around it, dragging my bean with it and sending a thunderclap of ecstasy shooting through me.

“Oh my god,” I breathed as she stoked the building orgasm inside me, threatening to erupt with just the right lick. I moved my fingers down to my breasts and tweaked my own stiff nipples while Aria grunted hungrily against my clit. “I’m close,” I sighed.

“Such a good girl, don’t you fucking stop,” Madison said through gritted teeth as she stroked Aria’s shaved head with her hand, loving the pussy-hungry feverish state the feminist was in.

Aria clearly had no intention of stopping, as she kissed and sucked my bean before swirling her tongue around it again and again, pulling my clit in circles and bringing me so fucking close to the edge. She made little sex whimpers as she did so, looking up at me with her brow creased. I could tell she was still at war with herself internally but she couldn’t stop herself from eating my pussy. She liked it too much. I sucked in a deep breath as all the sexual energy inside me built to maximum levels, and time seemed to pause for just a second as I felt full of light.

But then I exploded, the light bursting out of me as my orgasm took hold of my entire being. My toes curled on the carpet as my body tensed, and I let out a scream of ecstasy as my back arched, pointing my tits towards the ceiling as my blonde pigtails slid off them. I quivered against Aria’s mouth as my cum leaked out onto her chin and dripped down onto the edge of the couch cushion. She pursed her lips around my clit and whined onto it in appreciation, vibrating my sensitive pearl wonderfully as if her voice was the resonant frequency of my orgasm.

The tension in my body suddenly fell away and I began undulating my hips, grinding myself against her face and painting her lips and chin with my honey. “Ohhhhh,” I moaned as I rode out the climactic wave that I’d only had at the mouths of other girls, pinching my nipples to heighten the joy as my eyes rolled into the back of my head.

“So fucking hot,” Madison watched from the side, still stroking Aria’s head while her other hand played with herself.

As my climax dissipated, Madison pulled her hand away from Aria’s head and the feminist fell backwards onto her fat ass, putting her hands out behind her to keep herself upright. I looked down at her from the couch while I twitched from the occasional tendril of pleasure flicking against my clit from the inside. She looked back at me wide-eyed and with a shimmering lower half of her face. She stuck her tongue out and licked all around her lips messily in search of as much of my cum as she could reach while she panted breaths as heavy as mine, her bite-sized tits moving with the expansions of her chest.

“That was incredible,” she said fervently, clearly astonished at how much she enjoyed eating pussy. “I’ve never been more turned on in my entire life.”

“We should probably do something about that then,” Madison grinned mischievously at her. The confident blonde bimbo moved over to the couch opposite me and sat herself down on the floor before leaning her head back on the couch cushion, facing the ceiling. “Your seat awaits,” she said.

Aria looked ecstatic, as if she’d just found out she’d won the lottery. The short girl got to her feet, her big ass jiggling as she did so, and put a knee to each side of Madison’s head, careful not to kneel on her beautiful hair. Madison giggled between her thick thighs, as her hands reached up to fondle the feminist’s gratuitous booty. Aria looked down at her making almost rabid noises, so fucking over the moon that her pussy was about to be eaten by Madison.

My bimbo tutor slapped her ass with both hands, sending ripples across her rump. Aria correctly took it as an invitation to drop herself onto Madison’s wanting mouth, and the thick girl started grinding herself on the face of the slutty lesbian, her fat ass squeezing with each undulation.

Madison made muffled groans underneath Aria, and I knew she was in heaven. Being smothered by the thighs and muff of the girl she’d turned was Madison’s idea of a good time. Her nails dug into Aria’s butt cheeks, and her body squirmed on the floor, her head pinned to the couch by Aria’s thickness as she devoured her cunt. I watched it all from the other couch, rapidly recovering from my orgasm and starting to get horny again at the magical sight happening a few feet away from me.

Aria cried out in pleasure, arching her back and looking up to the ceiling as she rode Madison’s face, absolutely fucking loving having her pussy eaten by such a practiced lesbian. “Holy fucking shit!” she said, her profanity apparently as prevalent in pleasure as it was in anger. “That feels so fucking good! Keep eating my cunt! Keep eating my cunt!” the buzz cutted feminist woman on top of the femme girl seethed through gritted teeth.

One of Madison’s hands left Aria’s juicy rump and pointed straight at me, before my faceless tutor made a come hither motion with a finger. I pulled myself together and climbed off the couch, my muscles still weary from my orgasm but my body horny for more incredible lesbian sex. If only Scott could make me feel that way.

I moved over to the writhing, groaning pair and straddled Madison on the floor, squeezing her hips with my thighs and pressing my wet cunt against her lower tummy. I pushed gently on Aria’s back, making her bend over and grab hold of the backrest of the couch. The move also made her fat ass spread apart just enough that I could bury my face in it. I had no idea whether Aria was into assplay, but I was about to find out.

I had to hold onto her cheeks and spread them in order to burrow my face properly in her butt. I poked out my tongue and flicked it against her hidden hole, making Aria tense and squeal with delight.

“Holy fuck!” she yelped at the feeling of a tongue on her ass, not protesting.

I licked again and again, pressing my tongue into the contours of her ass crack and licking her little rosebud asshole. Her hips shimmied reactively and I let go of her butt cheeks to let them swallow me up.

“Fuck that feels so fucking hot!” she exclaimed, loving the feeling of two blonde sluts licking her holes.

Madison and I both groaned into the feminist, loving using our mouths for her pleasure. My bimbo trainer was smothered by her fat pussy, and I by her big ass. I ground my cunt against her taut stomach while I rimmed Aria, the pair of us exactly where we belonged. I reached around and slid my hands into the crease at the top of Aria’s thighs while Madison grabbed hold of the back of them, the pair of us squeezing the first time lesbian and trying to will her harder into our mouths.

I loved being buried in Aria’s ass, my face pressing into her juicy rump while my tongue satiated her butthole. I tickled the sensitive knot with the tip of my tongue before blindly spitting on it, lubricating her crack and spreading it around with my salacious organ. The lewd wet sounds of our whorish mouths licking Aria’s nethers mixed with the feminist’s animalistic grunts of pleasure as she rocked herself back and forth, her cheeks slamming into my face each time.

Her grunts grew louder and louder as her movements became faster and faster, the little bitch in complete ecstasy. Suddenly, her grunts became a piercing cry and she drove herself back and down hard against both of our mouths as she came with a force she’d never experienced before. Her body shuddered, her fat ass jiggling as cum dripped out of her pussy and down the sides of Madison’s face. My saliva trickled down her crack and onto my tutor’s chin before rolling down the front of her neck, Madison becoming a human slip n slide with all the wetness coating her.

“Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuuuuuuuck,” Aria cried out, overcome with pleasure.

My relentless tongue never stopped assaulting her asshole, licking it again and again, swirling around her tight little rosebud. I could feel it contracting and releasing over and over as her orgasm made her kegel. I knew Madison would keep wagging her tongue up in her cunt, I could even hear it in between Aria’s squeals. It felt so amazing to be working with my tutor to make another girl cum, our tongues working in tandem for the pleasure of another. I squeezed her waist with my thighs and drove my pussy down hard onto her abs, getting a bit of friction on my clit to make me feel good.

Aria collapsed forwards, unable to hold herself up on the backrest of the couch. Her almost bald head fell into the crack between the back cushions and the seat cushions, her ass pointed up in the air as she basked in the afterglow of the orgasm while she went into a catatonic state. Madison slipped her face out from underneath the thick feminist and we kissed, exchanging Aria’s flavors while her glistening nethers steamed above us.

“How do you like your first threeway, sexyhead?” Madison asked me in between kisses as she brushed her nose against mine.

“It’s so fucking hot,” I replied. “I feel like such a slut eating Aria’s asshole at the same time that you lick her pussy. I love it so much.”

“You’re definitely starting to live up to your bimbo potential, Reagan. I’m so proud of you.”

Her words filled me with joy, and I made a sappy face before ramming my tongue down her throat again. I loved what I was transforming into. Seducing and fucking Aria quashed any regrets I felt earlier that day about being bimbofied. Sure, the sex with Scott was lacklustre, but I didn’t want to miss out on any of these ultra-hot lesbian experiences. Maybe Madison was right, and I should just focus on girls. They certainly made me feel a lot better than any man had. Perhaps my lesbian leanings were stronger than I originally thought, and I just needed to embrace them.

“It feels so fucking kinky,” I said, pulling my tongue out of my bimbo tutor’s mouth.

“Oh, honey, you don’t even know what kinky is. You’ve still got plenty to learn before you become a true bimbo.”

I squealed and bit my bottom lip. “I can’t wait.”


Chapter

Six

Just then, Aria seemed to awake from her post-orgasm slumber, and her big ass moved out of sight as she turned around on the couch, a dazed, blank expression on her face. “That was… that was…” she struggled to find the words.

Madison tilted her head back, the two of us grinning at the awakened feminist. “That was what?” I asked as I raised an eyebrow, loving watching the gears turn in her head as she tried to process how two women had done that to her.

“That was the best fucking thing I’ve ever felt,” she said, meeting my eyeline. “You two bimbos just made me cum harder than I ever have in my entire fucking life. I don’t know why I haven’t been having sex with women this whole time!”

Madison and I giggled at the convert. “Well at least now you know,” Madison said.

The slutty blonde speaking drew Aria’s attention to her, a naughty grin spreading across the first time lesbian’s lips. “I want to eat you out next and see if you taste as good as your butt-licking friend there.”

Madison smiled back at her and grabbed me by the hips to guide me off her. “Lay down lengthways along the couch then,” she said as she got to her feet.

Aria hurriedly did as she was told, her grin becoming a broad smile as she laid on her back. “Oh my fucking god,” she whispered to herself as Madison climbed on top of her, facing her feet, her pretty pussy hovering inches above Aria’s cunt-hungry lips.

The horny activist grabbed Madison by the thighs and pulled her down hard on her face, making the slutty blonde gasp and squeal in delight as she practically slammed down on Aria’s face. Aria began licking straight away, losing herself in Madison’s tasty snatch and moaning in appreciation for it.

Madison giggled on top of her, putting a hand to her chest and steadying herself using the backrest of the couch for support. “She’s so thirsty now, Reagan,” she chuckled at me, impressed with how much the moaning buzz cut beneath her had taken to eating pussy.

“Well, you just seem to have that effect on girls,” I said from the floor, watching the stunning display and relishing seeing someone else be turned like I had.

“Come and join us on the couch, I bet your legs could slot quite nicely between Aria’s.”

My horniness had reached peak levels again, and I was desperate to cum again, especially with what I was witnessing. I got to my feet and took Madison’s suggestion, climbing onto the other end of the couch and standing over Aria’s freshly shaved snatch. It took a bit of maneuvering, and Aria gasped in surprise into Madison’s pussy as I did it, but I managed to thread one leg over one of hers while my other leg went under her other, stretching down to the floor.

“Oh, fuck,” Aria said as our slippery, shaved pussies kissed each other.

“Mmm,” I moaned as I smiled and looked up at Madison, loving the feeling of my cunt touching another. I held onto one of Aria’s thick thighs and ground my pussy down against hers, finding her clit with my own and rubbing the two swollen pearls against each other.

“Ahh-hh,” Aria’s mouth opened wide as she let out a staggered breath, and I felt her body jerk beneath mine. “Holy fuck that’s so fucking hot,” she said. “I feel so fucking slutty and I love it,” she announced before returning to munching on Madison’s muff. She certainly looked slutty, having a blonde bimbo at each end of her, our pussies making terrific squelching noises as they slid along each other.

“Are you slutty enough to eat my ass?” Madison asked down to the ferocious feminist.

“Mhmm,” she moaned in the affirmative into Madison’s pussy in response.

“I’m sorry, I need to hear your express consent,” Madison said, winking at me.

Aria reluctantly pulled her tongue away from her pussy. “Fucking yes, just give me that ass!”

“Good girl,” Madison cooed, a statement that I sensed would normally offend Aria, and yet in the moment she couldn’t care less. She only wanted one thing, and Madison gave it to her, rocking her hips forward so that Aria’s tongue trailed through her pink and backwards into the crack of her ass.

The position meant Madison had to hang onto the backrest of the couch with one arm while her other leaned back on the armrest behind her in order to keep herself propped up. Her face went flush and her mouth opened as she let out a slow sigh at the feeling of Aria rimming her. The buzz cut feminist moaned with pleasure as she ate her first ass, and I could see her pink tongue sliding between the cheeks of my bimbo tutor from below. It was such a fucking hot sight and I ground down against her pussy a little harder in response.

I braced myself against Aria’s thick thigh, holding her knee to my tits while my hips undulated on top of her, tribbing her hard while she devoured Madison’s back door. WIth my free hand I spat on the pad of my thumb and reached down to rub the blonde’s clit. She smiled and flashed her beautiful eyes to me as if to say ‘thank you’ while the three of us enjoyed each other’s bodies.

The lesbian pretzel of moaning and licking and grinding continued, wonderful wet noises of our sex punctuated by our pleasured voices, Aria’s muffled by Madison’s ass. She buttered the blonde’s booty with her saliva, seemingly loving ass as much as she did pussy. I kept flicking Madison’s clit back and forth while she had her ass snacked on, driving her wild. I’d managed to find a terrific friction with Aria, and our pink beans tweaked each other as I rocked my hips. Our three bodies all writhed on the couch, our muscles tensing with our movements, a bead of sweat running down my back.

Madison was the first to cum, worked up into a frenzied state by all the action of the evening before having her ass eaten by her mark while I fingered her clit. I’m surprised she lasted as long as she did. She shuddered on top of Aria’s face, her butt cheeks tensing around the feminist’s face who drove her tongue up into Madison’s tight hole. I kept thumbing her clit as cum burst out of her, the liquid sex dripping down onto Aria’s chest and small tits.

Aria was the next to cum, and I felt her legs tighten against me as her pussy vibrated against mine, her moaning turning into a familiar whine of pleasure as she convulsed beneath us two blonde bimbos. The chain reaction continued as I became overwhelmed by the sheer hotness of it all, and I joined the symphony of ecstasy as I tensed on top of Aria, our pussies pushing together so hard as our cum mixed together in a bubbling cocktail of lesbianism before dribbling down Aria’s fat butt cheeks.

Eventually, the three of us were spent, and our orgasms waned as we all caught our breath, Aria panting into Madison’s nethers. I wetly slid myself out of the leg-locked scissor position I was in with Aria, and Madison dismounted her face. Aria didn’t seem capable of movement yet, so the two of us went and collapsed on the other couch, cuddling in each other’s arms while we breathed and placed sweet kisses over each other’s necks and shoulders. Aria just lay there, looking up at the ceiling while she recovered from her second intense orgasm of the night.

“I want to be like you two,” she eventually announced. “It’s contrary to everything I’ve made myself into since high school but… I want more sex like that. I want more sex with women. I want to be a fucking bimbo.”

“That’s wonderful news, sweetie,” Madison said to her. “Like I said though, you don’t really have the body for it. You’d need to augment quite a bit about yourself to be true bimbo. That doesn’t mean that you can’t still be a cunt-hungry slut though. Stick with us and you’ll have an all you can eat buffet of pussy and ass. Of course, it won’t leave a lot of time for your activism. What do you say?”

Aria turned her head to face us, her mouth glistening with sex as it spread into a wide smile. “Fuck yes,” the profane former feminist said.


Chapter

Seven

The following day the three of us walked across the campus, arms linked, the short Aria in the middle of two blonde bimbos. Her septum piercing was gone, as was all the extra metal in her ears, and her face was painted with perfectly applied makeup. She wore a white crop top and a pair of booty shorts she’d borrowed from Madison, her shaved legs on display, thick thighs rippling with each step and of course, two inches of her generous butt spilling out the back of the shorts. She had a smile plastered on her face that was hard to imagine just twenty four hours prior.

But then, she wasn’t the same person. She’d been enlightened to the ways of lesbian sex and bimbodom thanks to Madison and I. I remembered the glowing feeling I felt the day after my first sex with the perfect blonde slut that was Madison. The world seemed brighter. It was like looking at it through a different lens.

I’d been enlightened too. I’d slept with the third man of my life and my third woman on the same day, and if I was to put my experiences with both sexes on a seesaw, it would definitely tip hard towards the girls. I’d come to terms with the fact that men didn’t do it for me. Women were just so much sexier, and made me feel so much better. I’d decided to renounce men forever and accept the fact that I was a lesbian. It felt incredible. I couldn’t wait to focus all my efforts on sexy girls and eat all their pretty pussies and butts.

As we strutted past the library we walked past the feminist display that Aria had participated in the previous day. The girls there couldn’t believe what they were seeing. Their comrade in arms was now in the arms of the two blondes she’d accosted, showing off plenty of skin to anyone who wanted to see.

“Aria, where the fuck have you been?! And what are you wearing?” one of the girls said as she scampered over to us, wearing a look of outrage and disgust as she scanned the girl between Madison and I.

“Sorry, Carol, I don’t give a fuck about activism anymore,” Aria said pointedly. “I’m gonna be a bimbo-aspiring slut from now on. So if you ever want me to eat your pussy, feel free to hit me up. Otherwise, I guess I’ll see you around.”

Carol stood there with her mouth hanging open as the three of us brushed past her and continued our prideful walk. Being a lesbian bimbo was so much fucking fun.

THE END
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Madison spent her whole life dismissed as a plain-looking nerd. But that's all about to change when her bimbo bully offers to turn her into a buxom blonde slut just like her. Lesbian experimentation comes with the territory, and soon Madison discovers just how much she loves women, especially when there's an age gap between them!
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Straight Girls Initiated Into The Lesbian Harem (Complete Series)

Young women in college turning from straight to lesbian! One by one, these curious coeds explore their sexuality, submitting themselves to the beautiful temptress, Kendra. Once initiated into her harem of femme lesbians, Kendra shows them all the places a tongue can go, and how good it feels to be kinky.
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Lesbian Doctor 10 Book Bundle (Complete Series)

Curious coeds and horny MILFs visit the stunning Doctor Reid for their medical issues, only to be seduced by the salacious lesbian right there in her office! These women always leave the doctor smiling and satisfied after having their first lesbian experience laying down on the naughty lesbian’s examination table.
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