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Chapter

One

My heart had been fluttering inside my chest ever since Scott sat down next to me. It took all my willpower not to spend the whole tutorial staring at him. The entire right side of my body felt hot, as if there was some kind of intense heat radiating off him. I’d never been this close to Scott before, but I’d thought about it a lot all semester. Every creative writing lecture or tutorial I hoped he would sit next to me and I’d get the opportunity to talk to him, and every time I’d find myself disappointed and pining from across the room. That day though. That day it finally happened.

As the tutor droned on at the front of the classroom, I snuck peeks at Scott’s hand from the side of my eye, or his leg, resisting the urge to rub mine against it. Of course, for Scott, I may as well have not been there. He looked over once or twice when he felt my eyes on him, causing me to quickly avert my gaze, but apart from that, I was completely invisible to him.

‘Keep dreaming, Reagan. And stop acting like such a desperate fucking loser,’ I told myself in my head, trying to refocus on my studies and not get so distracted by boys. I’d gotten myself all the way through high school and my freshman year of college without letting boys compromise my education, and my sophomore year was no time to start down that road.

“Your next assignment is going to be a group project on our current topic: setting,” the TA said as I forcefully shifted my attention from Scott to him. “I’m going to give you a narrative setup and in your groups of three you’re going to create a setting that informs that narrative and the characters, okay? The narrative you’re going to be working with should be painfully familiar; the story is about a man and a woman who want to be together but are unable to for reasons outside of their control. And I don’t want to see any Romeo and Juliet ripoffs, I want you to come up with your own original setting. Verona is off limits.”

The thought of an assignment to take my mind off my little crush was a welcome one. It sounded like it would be fun, too. I looked around the class and eyeballed a couple of the girls I was sort of friendly with, ones I wouldn’t mind being in a group with. But that was when the TA did something that really made my heart go crazy.

“Alright, you three can be in a group… and you three… and you three,” he made his way around the room, pointing at students sitting next to each other as he assigned the groups himself. His finger made its way around the room, my heart rate increasing as he got closer and closer to where Scott and I were sitting. I had a chance to be in a group with Scott! My previous devotion to my studies went out the window. Fuck it, I wanted to have sex. My freshman year hadn’t exactly been the horny fuckfest that it was for many of my peers. This could be my chance to change all that. The TA’s finger moved towards us. “And you three,” he said.

My heart skipped a beat. I had to hold in a squeal of excitement. I’d just been placed in a group with Scott and the girl sitting on the other side of him. It was actually happening! I couldn’t believe my luck that that was the day Scott actually decided to sit next to me. The various groups all huddled together around the classroom and got to work on the assignment. Scott, myself and the other girl all did the same, all leaning in with the handsome man in the middle.

“Hi, I’m Scott,” my crush introduced himself, as if I didn’t already know his name.

“I’m Reagan,” I blurted out, adjusting my glasses and trying poorly to cover up my nervousness. Scott shot me a grin that was nothing more than him being polite, and yet it made me melt all the same.

“I’m Madison,” the other girl smiled warmly at the both of us. Scott turned to her and I saw him give her a smile that was a little more than polite. He practically beamed at her, and his eyes lingered for a lot longer than they did on me.

It stung a little to witness but this Madison girl was a certified hottie, and she seemed to know it. She had perfectly highlighted blonde hair that she wore down just lower than her shoulders, the ends curly as if she’d been twirling her finger in them all day. She wore just the right amount of make-up to look hot without seeming like a clown, with eyeshadow accentuating her beautiful green eyes, and her plump, glossy lips framing her stunningly white teeth.

She had a hell of a body too, and she clearly wasn’t afraid to show it off. Her large breasts were housed in a tight halter top that showed plenty of cleavage, and she wore a tiny micro-skirt that displayed her lovely, perfectly tanned long legs. Completing the slutty look was a black latex choker around her throat, the thing looking like a collar and seemingly implying that if you were lucky enough she’d be your little sex pet.

Of course I’d noticed her in class before. It was hard not to. The way she dressed implied she wanted all eyes on her, and she always got her wish. What she was wearing was not appropriate for the cool days of fall, and yet she committed to as little clothing as possible. I’d seen every guy in class staring at her, including the TA, hoping to catch a glimpse of her underwear or her stiff nipples through her top. They were occasionally rewarded. I was always conscious not to slut-shame, but there was no denying; Madison was a total bimbo. My heart sank as it crossed my mind that Scott hadn’t sat down next to me at all, he had sat down next to her.

“So, any immediate ideas for a setting?” I asked, trying to bring us back to the task at hand and prevent Scott and Madison from making googly eyes at each other for too long.

“Uhhh, nothing comes to mind,” Scott shrugged his shoulders apathetically, tapping his pen against his notebook as if he didn’t really care about the assignment at all.

“What about you, Madison?” I asked the scantily dressed blonde, not hopeful of anything intelligent to come out of her mouth.

“Actually I do have something,” she announced to my surprise. “I was thinking like a dystopian sci-fi setting, set a hundred years in the future after the world has just leaned further and further conservative as time has gone on. Society becomes so fundamentalist that it’s illegal to be gay, and if you’re caught, you’re put to death,” she said, a hint of excitement in her eyes. “Our main character is this gorgeous young woman, who’s being pressured to marry this wealthy guy. They’ve been seeing each other for a while and marriage seems like the appropriate thing, but she has a secret. She’s been sleeping with the man’s mom! More than that, she’s been sexually submitted to her in a lesbian relationship the whole time. She wants nothing more than to be free to explore her sexuality and be submitted to this spectacular woman, but it’s forbidden, and if they’re caught they’d be executed.”

“Woah,” Scott said, his eyes lighting up at hearing Madison talk about kinky lesbian relationships.

I clenched my teeth and suppressed an eye roll. “No, I don’t think so,” I said, my tone a little more harsh than I intended. “The assignment was a man and a woman that couldn’t be together,” I said, not wanting my creative writing assignment to give the TA grading it an erection.

“Do you have something against the thought of two women being together sexually?” Madison arched an eyebrow.

“No! I just…” I was flustered, and couldn’t express my thoughts clearly. I couldn’t stop noticing Scott’s gaze, staring shamelessly at Madison’s chest. She either didn’t notice or didn’t care, because she just looked straight at me. “It’s not the assignment,” I protested.

“I like it,” Scott said, practically drooling. “I don’t have any problem with two women being together sexually.”

“Thanks, Scott,” Madison giggled and touched his arm as she flashed her pearly white teeth at him. I wanted to stab her in her gorgeous fucking face at that moment.

“I think we should try to think of something else,” I suggested, taking a deep breath and calming myself. “Maybe we could all come up with some ideas and meet this weekend to discuss them.”

“Okay, whatever,” Madison shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly. “I don’t really care what we write about, to be honest. I can’t meet up this weekend though. Kappa Phi is having a sorority party that’s going to be insane. So I’m going to be a little preoccupied. But let’s meet early next week if you want.”

“Oh, I’m going to that party!” Scott said excitedly, straightening his back.

“Oh great! I’ll see you there, Scotty,” Madison replied, letting out another girlish giggle as if Scott had said something even remotely funny.

“Fine,” I said, clenching my teeth again. I was getting severely pissed off with my groupmates’ lack of interest in the assignment, and even more pissed off with their apparent interest in each other. This was definitely not what I had hoped would happen when I got put in a group with my crush.

I hated Madison for the attention she got from Scott, even though I knew I shouldn’t. She wasn’t purposefully trying to hurt me. She was just being her, and I couldn’t compete. I was a dorky girl with flat brown hair pulled back into a low ponytail, glasses and about ten pounds of extra weight that I concealed with baggy t-shirts and unflattering jeans. There was no world that Scott would go for me over someone as stunning and perfect and confident as Madison.

We set a time to meet up the following week as class finished and Scott collected his bag and found his friend. Madison shot me one more warm smile before she picked up her things and made her exit. I found myself completely intrigued by the woman, it was as if she was a totally different species to me. Watching her simply existing in the world was like watching the nature channel or something, and I wanted to learn more about the way she lived her life. As if under some kind of hypnotic spell, I picked up my bag and followed her out the door.

She walked across the campus towards her next class and I continued following her from a safe distance, even though I had to go in the opposite direction. I studied her movements; the swish of her tiny skirt with every step she took, her head up and chest pushed out, confidently strutting across the quad. I also watched every pair of eyes she walked past taking her in. The girls would glare at her, often in disgust concealing jealousy. The guys would look at her in lust, scanning down her body and taking in her gently bouncing breasts in her halter top, some even turning to shamelessly admire her juicy ass as they passed her. She was everything a man wanted and everything a woman wanted to be.

I leaned against a pillar as Madison stopped at a water fountain, bending over to take a sip. The move made her micro skirt ride up the backs of her thighs and display the bottom of her butt cheeks, a thong being the only thing maintaining any shred of dignity she had remaining. A group of guys nearby just about fell off their chairs when they noticed the display, and I even heard one audibly gasp when a gust of wind blew up her skirt even more for just a brief moment, giving them all a full flash of her perfect, round ass. She made no effort to cover herself, no hand reached around to hold her skirt in place, she just let herself be exposed to anyone walking past.

My jaw dropped at the slutty show she was putting on. I couldn’t believe someone could have that much self esteem, to be ogled publicly like that. I could never. Having had enough to drink, Madison stood straight and turned around, touching a finger to her mouth to wipe off a stray drop of water, seemingly getting off on the attention of everyone staring at her.

That was when her gaze drifted over to me. I ducked behind the pillar hoping I hadn’t been spotted acting like a total stalker. ‘Please, please, please,’ I said to myself, praying Madison would just move on and I could walk away and put the blonde bimbo out of my mind.

“Reagan?” her voice said as she strode over to the pillar I was hiding behind.

“Fuck,” I said under my breath as I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to steel myself for the upcoming awkward conversation. I opened my eyes, put on my friendliest face and turned to face her. “Oh, hi Madison!” I said, feigning surprise.

“What are you doing hiding behind a pillar?” she giggled at me.

“I uh… don’t really know,” I admitted, unable to come up with a convincing lie under pressure.

“Were you following me?”

“No! Of course not. I have a lecture over this way.”

“It’s not behind a pillar, is it?”

“No, it’s not. I just… hey can I ask you something?” I thought if I couldn’t lie convincingly I might as well go on the attack. “I’ve seen you in class before, and no offense, but you don’t exactly put your best foot forward academically. Why are you at college if you’re not interested in the work?”

Unexpectedly, Madison’s glossy pink lips curled into a smile. Perhaps my barb hadn’t worked as well as I’d hoped. “You know, I used to be like you, Reagan. So focused on my studies, hiding my body in oversized clothes, pining after boys that weren’t interested in me.” She cocked her head a little as she said the last thing, apparently she was more perceptive than I gave her credit for.

I shifted uneasily on the spot and rubbed my arm, feeling myself shrinking beneath the confident Madison. She was so sure of herself, so impervious to the negative thoughts of anyone around her. She knew exactly who she was and what she was going for. I was even more envious of her for that than for the attention she got from Scott.

“Then I discovered there was more to life,” she continued. “Specifically, the joys of incredible sex.” I shifted again, unable to look her in the eye. I couldn’t describe any of the sex I’d had as incredible. I’d never even been made to cum by a guy. Madison continued, “And I decided if I wasn’t going through life experiencing the most out-of-this-world sexual pleasure, then what the fuck was the point of any of it?”

My attack had been turned around on me. I questioned why she wasn’t more interested in her studies, and she was questioning why I wasn’t more interested in sex. My academic achievements always made me feel good, but I would have wagered Madison’s sexual achievements made her feel even better. I felt weak, vulnerable. I was nothing compared to her. What guy would want to fuck me over her?

In my moment of vulnerability I blurted out, “Do you think Scott would want to fuck me if I dressed more like you?”

My question really seemed to get Madison’s attention. She stood a little straighter and raised her eyebrows. “Wow, it’s like looking in a fucking mirror,” she said to herself.

“What do you mean?” I asked, still unable to look her in the eye.

“I was exactly like you for most of my life, until my senior year of high school when I turned eighteen and someone showed me a… different way to be. I became this,” she motioned to her body. “And I never looked back.”

“I find that hard to believe,” I said quietly, unable to imagine a world with a frumpy, reserved Madison.

“Oh, believe it,” she took a step closer to me and softened her voice. “Hey, if you want some pointers on how to get more sex in your life, I’d be happy to help.”

“Why would you want to help me? You seemed pretty into him in class.”

Madison laughed, the first time I’d heard her genuinely do so. “Oh, trust me, Scott is about the furthest thing from what I’m interested in. As for why I want to help you, like I said, I see myself in you. And I see a lot of potential. I live in an apartment a little bit off campus, I’ll text you the address. Come around eight.”

With that, she gave me one last warm smile before spinning on her heel and making her way towards her next class, every head in the immediate vicinity turning to look at her. “I don’t know if I’ll come,” I called out after her.

“Oh, you’ll come,” she called back without turning around. “Your transformation begins tonight, Reagan!”


Chapter

Two

Nothing if not punctual, I found myself at the front door to Madison’s apartment building right at eight o’clock. I had debated with myself all afternoon whether or not I should go. I told myself I shouldn’t have to change who I was in order to date someone. But then I thought about how far being myself had gotten me throughout my sexless freshman year. I decided getting a bit of a makeover wasn’t a big deal, in fact it was a pretty normal fucking thing for any young woman to do.

So there I was, pressing the buzzer for Madison’s apartment. My heart was beating a little fast, but I couldn’t pinpoint why. I had nothing to be nervous about. I may have felt threatened by Madison’s good looks and confidence but she never acted threatening towards me. It was all in my own head. I flicked my hands in an effort to shake the nerves out and remind myself that I wanted this, that I wanted sex, that I wanted Scott. It didn’t really work.

“Is that you, Reagan?” Madison’s friendly voice came out of the speakerbox.

I cleared my throat. “Uh, yeah,” I stammered.

“Come on up!” she said before a tone could be heard over the speaker. I pulled the unlocked door open and walked over to the elevator.

As I rode up the six floors to Madison’s apartment, I couldn’t help but be struck by how fancy the building was. Madison must have come from money in order to afford such a place. I was very firmly stuck in dorm living on campus. I exited the elevator and walked over to apartment nine, taking a moment to brush the wrinkles out of my clothes before I knocked on the door. Not that it made that much difference to my appearance, I was still wearing old jeans and a plain hoodie. Smoothing out wrinkles wasn’t exactly the difference between hot or not.

“Let yourself in,” I heard the muffled voice of Madison through the door.

Completely unsure of myself and still fighting the urge to turn around and get back in the elevator, I hesitantly turned the doorknob and walked into the blonde’s apartment. I found myself standing in her living room, the bimbo nowhere in sight. Her apartment was as classy as the building suggested, with a big sectional couch and expensive looking coffee table facing a giant TV. That was when I noticed something on the coffee table that made my hesitancy all the worse.

Laid out on the table was a white, lacy lingerie set. The brassiere was half made out of sheer material, with the lace designed to only cover the important bits. There was a matching thong below it, again, mostly sheer. I had never in my life worn anything like that. The thought of Scott seeing me wearing it made me want to curl up in a ball and die. My uneasiness was at a whole new level and I turned back towards the door to leave.

“I’m so glad you came,” Madison’s voice came through an almost closed door leading to an adjoining room.

“I think maybe this was a mistake. I might go,” I said, my eyes darting between the door where Madison’s voice was coming from and the door to leave.

“No, you can’t! You just got here,” Madison insisted. “Do you like my apartment?”

“Yeah I do,” I admitted. “How do you afford all this? Are your parents rich or something?”

A girlish laugh emanated from behind the door, sounding genuine. “Hell no. My parents have no money. No, I have all this because of a… benefactor.”

“A benefactor?”

“That’s right. The lifestyle I lead is an expensive one. New clothes all the time, new makeup, new toys.”

“Toys?”

“You know, dildos and butt plugs and the like,” she said it so casually, but it made me freak the hell out.

“Woah. I don’t know about any of that, Madison. I think it’s best if I just go,” I said as I took a step towards the door. I was not about to have anything plugged, least of all my ass.

“Wait, just a second,” she was almost pleading. Something about it made me stop in my tracks, like her voice was glue keeping my feet stuck to the floor.

“What the hell am I doing here?” I muttered, mostly to myself.

“You’re here because you’re me,” Madison said, still out of sight behind the door. “You’re me eighteen months ago when I was a shy little nerd too awkward to tell a guy I liked how I felt, and too sexually repressed to open my mind to new experiences. Back then, no guy would ever look at me when I walked down the hall. Now, I have the eyes of every man and woman on me when I walk across campus, and it’s all because I let myself become something else.”

“And what’s that?” I asked.

The door opened and revealed Madison, wearing an insanely sexy red lingerie set. She reached up with one arm and leant against the door frame, posing for me and letting my eyes take all of her in.

“I let myself be bimbofied,” she announced with an almost deviant smile.


Chapter

Three

My eyes just about fell out of my head at the sight of the lingerie clad slut posing against the door frame. Her big tits were pushed together and hoisted up by the sexy red bra, her toned stomach led the eye down to her matching panties, and she rubbed her amazingly tanned thighs together. Her platinum blonde hair was worn down just further than her shoulders, the curly ends tickling the tops of her breasts. Her glossy lips were now colored with a shade of red lipstick that matched her lingerie, her mouth looking poutier and prettier than ever.

I was too shocked to say or do anything. I had no idea why she was standing in front of me in her underwear but I couldn’t look away. She was every man’s dream girl. She was what I wanted to look like. She was fucking hot.

“I think I should be going,” I said hoarsely, barely above a whisper. I could never look like her, as much as I wished I could. I peeled my eyes away from her envy-inducing body and turned on my heel to make for the door.

“Stop,” she said calmly but confidently. And I did as she said. Something about her confidence and commanding but alluring tone seemed to touch some innate part of me, making me do what she said before I could even think about it.

“I’m sorry, Madison. I just feel this whole thing might be futile. It would take a whole lot more than a one night makeover to make me look as sexy as you.”

“Being a bimbo is about more than just one night, Reagan. It’s a lifestyle. The biggest part of being sexy is feeling sexy, and bimbodom will allow you to feel that way.”

“But I don’t want to be a bimbo,” I said half-heartedly. The word had always had such negative connotations to me, but seeing the way Madison went through her life, it did make the identity sound somewhat appealing.

“You don’t want sex whenever you want it? You don’t want to be the envy of every girl you walk past? You don’t want to feel the most incredible pleasure you’ve ever felt?”

“Well, I uh…” I stammered, turning to face the spectacular blonde again. Every word out of her mouth made me want to leave less and less.

“That’s fine,” she shrugged. “I’m sure you’ll finish college and find a nice, sweet man that will take care of you. You’ll have sex once every week or two and you’ll masturbate every other day because you’ll find more satisfaction from your vibrator. You’ll go through your life on a plateau of okayness, never really unlocking your full sexual potential or experiencing true orgasmic bliss. As for me, I’ll continue fucking my way through everyone who catches my eye in college and create memories that will last a lifetime. As for after college, well, I’ll be just fine. I’m a perfect slut and I get what I want.”

I looked down at the floor and rubbed my arm. What she was describing was the life I was fearful of. A life that was adequate but not fulfilling. Through that door was that life, but inside the apartment… maybe I could be something different. “What would I have to do to be a… bimbo,” I mumbled, unsure of myself.

Madison smiled. “That’s a very big question with a very long answer. I’d be happy to teach you, though. First, let me ask you something. Do you feel sexy in that baggy shirt and jeans?”

I snorted a laugh, “No.”

“And what kind of underwear are you wearing?”

I felt myself go hot in the face at the question. I’d certainly never been asked it before. “Um, nothing special,” I admitted.

“Oh come on, you can do a little better than that. Be specific.”

I rubbed my arm a little harder. “They’re just regular cotton panties and a bra that doesn’t match.”

“Show me,” Madison said bluntly.

“What… no way… I,” I stammered, alarmed at the suggestion.

“Reagan, I gotta see what I’m working with. It’s totally fine. You’re safe here. I’m in my underwear in case you hadn’t noticed.”

“Yeah but you… look like that,” I pointed out nervously, my heart starting to beat faster at the thought of taking off my clothes in front of the slutty specimen.

“You could too,” Madison said, again, calmly but confidently. The way she said it made me almost believe her. I thought about what I would be willing to do to look like her. “Take off your clothes, Reagan.”

She touched the intrinsically obedient part of me again with her voice. I had to do what she said if I wanted any chance of being with Scott. If this is what it took, then I was willing. I slowly, hesitantly kicked my shoes off, unzipped my hoodie, pulled my t-shirt over my head and stepped out of my ill-fitting jeans. I stood in front of Madison in my unattractive blue cotton panties and practical black bra. The pair of us must have looked like a before and after photo. Me with my glasses, low ponytailed brown hair and just a little bit of extra weight, Madison with her perfect blonde hair and knockout body in sexy lingerie. I instinctively crossed my arms over my chest to hide myself.

“Oh, Reagan, there’s no need to be shy,” Madison comforted me, stepping forward. “Let me see you.” She took both of my hands in hers and put them down to my sides as she assessed my body. Her hands traced up the lengths of my arms and she was standing so close to me that our breasts were dangerously close to touching.

Her eyes felt hot on my skin as she looked me up and down. I chewed my lip and creased my brow, so unbelievably uncomfortable having her looking at my body and yet kind of excited at the same time.

“Reagan, you have a lovely body,” she said, her compliment catching me by surprise.

I snorted again. “Madison, you don’t have to lie to me.”

“I’m not!” she insisted, her head snapping up as she looked me right in the soul with those beautiful green eyes of hers. “I’m serious. You already have big tits, unblemished skin and a juicy ass. You have all the equipment to be bimbofied. Sure, you’d need to lose weight, tighten it up a bit, and maybe a spray tan and some lip filler, but you could definitely be transformed into a sexy slut if you wanted.”

The way she talked about being bimbofied and transformed was peculiar to me. Like I could flip a switch in my head and decide to be an entirely different person. It went against my entire upbringing and every piece of media that had told me to embrace who I was, but the way Madison talked about it made it sound like I would be embracing who I was. It was just a part of myself that I had buried deep inside me, waiting to be unlocked.

“Your boobs are fantastic,” Madison said as her hands made their way down from my shoulders and onto my chest. She cupped my breasts over my bra and I inhaled sharply at the feeling of being touched there by another woman. It was definitely something I wasn’t used to, but she made it seem like it was such a normal thing for friends to do. That was Madison’s power, she was so confident she made me feel like the weird one for finding her hands on my tits unusual.

“Oh… thanks,” I mumbled, letting her touch me.

Madison giggled at my uncomfortableness. “You’ve never had a woman touch you like this before, have you?”

“Mm-mm,” I shook my head.

“So what do you think, Reagan? Do you want to become a bimbo like me?”

“Um, I don’t know.”

“If you did, you could have Scott with a snap of your fingers. Although, you might find you don’t want him anymore.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, furrowing my brow. Why else would I want to be bimbofied if not to have sex with Scott.

“Well, I became a sex-obsessed slut to make myself more appealing to a boy,” Madison said as she reminisced about her past, her hands never leaving my breasts as her thumbs stroked the material of my bra. “But after I did everything my bimbo-mentor said, I found myself a lot more attracted to her than him.” I felt my chest flush as I thought I knew where Madison was leading the story, somewhere that gave her hands on my breasts very different connotations. “I’m a nympho, Reagan. I seek to feel the most pleasure I can, and I found boys couldn’t offer that to me. Only other girls could.”


Chapter

Four

“Oh,” I took a step back, putting some distance between me and Madison as the realization dawned on me. “I don’t want to have sex with girls, Madison.”

“Part of being a bimbo is saying yes to new experiences, Reagan. Try not to think about it in terms of sex with women or men. In fact, try not to think at all. If you’re going to be a bimbo, you’re driven by only the desire for pleasure. You’ll fuck anyone who can make you feel good. For me, that’s women, for you… well, you’ll have to find out. But I promise you, if you are still interested in guys after this, nothing will make them harder than seeing you make out with another girl.”

“I don’t think I can do that, Madison. Maybe this isn’t for me after all.” I bent down to pick my jeans up off the floor and when I stood up I found Madison had stepped even closer to me, her eyes half closed, looking at me with what I then recognized as lust.

“Maybe you just need a little taste to convince you,” she said softly before leaning in and pressing her plump, red lips against mine.

I voiced a surprised noise in my throat and my eyes went wide as I felt Madison’s juicy lips kissing me, but I didn’t push her off. I was too stunned initially. I’d never kissed another girl before, and I sure as shit didn’t expect to when I first walked into that apartment. Madison didn’t seem bothered by my lack of reciprocation. She just kept her lips locked with mine, her hands gripping my shoulders and her eyes closed as she kissed me.

A thousand thoughts were racing through my mind. There was my perceived heterosexuality screaming at me, telling me that I didn’t enjoy the kiss because I liked men. There were my thoughts of Scott, and the temptation to follow the path of bimbodom if it meant being with him. Curiously though, there was a definite feeling of lust. Having Madison kiss me felt unlike any kiss I’d ever had before. Her lips were soft, plump and gentle. Her feminine scent stung my nostrils fantastically. Her breasts pressed against mine through our respective bras, squashing our flesh together. Her delicate hands gripped my shoulders and made them feel electrified. And I felt a tiny pulse of arousal shoot out of my groin and up my spine.

Whatever my mind wanted me to feel about the lesbian kiss, my body liked it. Perhaps my disappointing sexual history with men wasn’t because of me, but because of them.

I felt my resolve melt away, and closed my eyes as I kissed Madison back. It felt so instinctive. I wasn’t thinking about it. Kissing Madison made me feel good and I wanted more of that good feeling. Perhaps it was all the talk of the pleasures she said the bimbo life had to offer, but I was so curious to know more, just to peek at it and see if it was something I wanted.

Madison felt me returning her kiss and pressed herself against me a little harder, kissing me more passionately as our lips broke apart before finding each other again and again. My glasses fogged up with the heat of our combined breath. The noises our mouths made sounded deafening, and I could feel my own heartbeat in my head. Being with another girl that way was so totally out of the norm for me that adrenaline coursed through me out of equal parts fear and excitement.

The lesbian bimbo flicked her tongue across my lips, and I opened my mouth a little so that we could exchange tongues. Another pulse of arousal shot out of my pussy, this one more intense than the first, elicited by Madison’s tongue sliding down the length of my own. It left a wonderful afterglow of warmth that my groin bathed in, and a tiny moan voiced in my throat. I could feel Madison’s mouth curl into a smile as we continued making out.

Madison’s hands snaked down my arms, leaving gooseflesh in their wake, before she took me by the wrists and placed them on her thin waist. My fingers were ever so slightly trembling against her bare flesh. Her skin felt so soft and nice to touch, yet I felt my own body tense up, so hesitant to go further. It felt so weird to be touching another woman this way but I kind of loved it, a hell of a lot more than I ever thought.

I obviously knew a lot of girls experimented in college but it was never an experience I thought I’d have for myself. I’d never considered myself a lesbian or even bi but I couldn’t deny the feelings of lust and arousal that Madison was bringing out in me. I was scared to see where they led, but excited at the possibilities. The perfect blonde moved my hands over her waist and onto her glorious ass. I was thankful for her guiding hands, because I would have been too nervous without them.

She peeled her lips away from mine and looked at me with half-closed eyes. “Give it a little squeeze, Reagan,” she instructed with a soft, wet voice.

My mouth was hanging open as I did what she told me, that innately obedient part of me stoked once more. I cupped her round cheeks in my hands and squeezed, my fingers imprinting in her juicy, round rump. Madison closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip as she felt my fingertips digging into her, the move causing her groin to sway forward and touch mine through our very different panties.

Madison lunged forward and found my mouth again with hers, this time she wrapped her arms around me and pulled our bodies together tightly before she caressed my back and found my own ass. She reciprocated the gesture as our mouths opened wide and our tongues danced together between them. My ass definitely wasn’t as round and pert as hers, but there was still plenty to grab. She seemed to love it, which made me feel something I wasn’t used to feeling. I felt sexy.

Her hands moved all over me as we made out, and I felt like putty in them. I loved the feeling of her moving over my hips, brushing against my breasts and down to my thighs. She seemed completely enthralled by my body in a way I’d never seen a man be. The warmth in my pussy continued to glow and grow as she felt me, our lips seemingly sealed together as our tongues circled each other. That was when her hand brushed across the front of my panties and she suddenly pulled her head away, looking at me with almost concern, her brow creased.

“Is that what I think it is?” she asked, her bewilderment bewildering to me.

“It’s a vagina, yes,” I said sardonically, not exactly sure what she was referencing.

Madison peaked down between our sets of breasts and pulled the elastic band of the front of my panties forward, peering down to my most private area. The move made me blush and instinctively pull away, but her hand on my lower back stiffened and kept me in place.

“Oh no, no, no. This won’t do,” Madison said. “You can’t be walking around with a crotch full of pubes if you want to be a bimbo. They’ll have to be shaved off.”

“What? No! I like my pubes. They make me feel like a woman,” I protested, still scared to change myself.

“That’s exactly why you can’t have them,” Madison said, letting go of my panties so that the band snapped against my skin and made me flinch. “If you want to be a bimbo you have to let go of these ideas of womanhood and identity. You’re driven only by the need for sex, and you have to make yourself as appealing as possible to get that sex. You’re no longer your own person with aspirations and hobbies and personality. You’re little more than a sentient fucktoy that craves pleasure.”

“Hey, I never said I wanted to be a bimbo. I can see the appeal but the truth is, I’m very on the fence about it. It sounds like you have to give up a lot of yourself.”

“But you get a lot in return.”

“I’m just not sure it’s for me. I was thinking more along the lines of a bit of a makeover and a lesson in bimbodom so I can take the parts that appeal to me and apply them to my life.”

“Look, if you just want a one night only trial, that’s fine. But lesson number one is losing those pubes. It’s the price of admission. Take it or leave it.”

I chewed my lip and stared at Madison’s gorgeous face as I thought about it. Giving up a piece of myself seemed so hard to me. I’d spent my whole life making myself into the person that I was. But then I remembered why I was there, it was because I wanted to change myself, or at least certain parts of myself. “Fuck it, they’ll grow back,” I said with a smile.

Madison beamed back at me before grabbing me by the wrist. “Come with me.”


Chapter

Five

I suppressed a giddy giggle as I let myself be led into this stunning girl’s bedroom. It was unlike me to feel so excited, so… girly, but Madison was already beginning to rub off on me. She took me into her room and over to the queen size bed.

“Lay down, I’ll be right back,” she said before she gave me a quick peck on the lips and disappeared into an adjoining bathroom.

With a smile on my face, I climbed onto the luxurious bedspread and lay my head on one of the pillows. I felt exposed, lying down in my underwear and in a girl’s bedroom. I clasped my hands over my stomach and became suddenly aware of my heart fluttering in my chest. I felt so light, like my every cell was glowing. I was so nervous and yet so curious and excited to see where the night would lead. Madison was opening up my world to all new possibilities, some I wasn’t sure if I even wanted, but I was willing to find out.

The bimbo in the red lingerie reappeared from the bathroom with a towel in one hand and a can of shaving cream and razor in the other. She looked at me from the doorway with a mischievous grin, apparently loving my willingness to be led down the bimbo path, even if I reserved the right to turn back at any point.

“You look so hot,” Madison said. I didn’t believe her, but she sounded sincere. I wanted to believe her. Maybe once she was finished I would. Maybe being a bimbo could make me feel sexy, if I could pull it off.

I giggled again as she mounted the bed from the end and set her things down. I felt my heart pound against my ribs as she touched my calves, her hands gliding up my legs as she maintained eye contact with me. Her touch made me tense up and inhale sharply, and I wriggled a little when her fingers curled inside the elastic band of my plain panties. I lifted by butt up a little as she pulled down, her mischievous smile widening as my groin was revealed. She pulled my panties over my feet before throwing them on the floor.

Madison’s bed felt like a magical floating island where anything was possible. My underwear on the floor might as well have been a thousand feet below me, irretrievable. On that bed I was in bimbo world, there to be taught Madison’s ways.

My pussy tingled as the blonde’s hands divided my legs, spreading me. Finally, she broke eye contact with me to look at my hairy snatch. I felt so completely exposed and vulnerable, putting myself on display for this perfect specimen, my body stiff with nerves. Seeing Madison’s face made me feel better though. She looked between my legs with such lust, such desire, the slut licking her lips and making me feel sexier than any man ever had.

I lifted my butt again as Madison tucked the towel underneath it. She squirted some shaving gel into one hand and worked it into a lather before she covered every hair around my pussy with the white foam. My back arched as she made contact with my mound. It felt so naughty and forbidden, having a woman touching me there. She was careful not to touch my actual pussy though, but as she moved her hands down by each side of it, my stomach tensed and I let out an involuntary whimper.

“Try to relax and stay still,” she said softly.

“Okay,” I sighed as I put the tip of a finger in my mouth while I watched the scene unfolding between my legs.

I tried to keep still as Madison moved the razor so carefully and precisely around my snatch. Stroke after stroke, my womanhood was gradually removed and wiped off onto the towel. As she shaved to the sides of my cunt, she bent down and got in so close, her ass stuck up in the air behind her, the lacy red thong flossing her heart shaped ass that I couldn’t help but look at. I could feel her breath on my pink as she shaved the sides, the feeling causing me to flinch involuntarily.

I chewed on the end of my finger, finding the act of being shaved by Madison to be so unexpectedly erotic. Her careful blade stoked the warmth in my pussy. I had to put such trust in her not to slip and cut me. It felt so intimate. The only sound in the room was the gentle scraping of my pubic hairs being sliced off by Madison’s expert hands. My eyes darted between the focused blonde between my legs and her magnificent ass sticking up in the air behind her as I became more and more aroused. I couldn’t help it. It felt so… different to anything I’d ever done, and it was fucking thrilling.

Madison finished up and toweled off the remaining specks of shaving foam dotted around my groin. I looked down as she pulled it away to gaze upon my perfectly hairless pussy, a sight I hadn’t seen since I was a preteen.

“Go ahead, have a feel,” Madison smiled up at me.

I reached down and felt myself, tracing my fingers down to either side of my snatch, feeling my smooth, soft skin. I didn’t expect to like it so much but I did. I fucking loved it. It made me naughty and sexy, like I was a porn star or something. Madison looked up at my amazed face as I let out a little giggle at my perfectly shaved pussy.

“Do you like it?” she asked me as she wrapped up her shaving equipment in the towel and dropped it over the side of the bed.

“I kind of love it,” I admitted, a surprised tone in voice.

“You’re absolutely glistening, Reagan,” she said as her eyes fell back down to my pussy. “And you smell so good. So inviting.”

“Oh my god,” I covered my face with both hands out of embarrassment. Somehow it didn’t occur to me that my arousal had manifested physically. I might have been wet the whole time, and with another girl’s face so close to it!

“What? There’s nothing to be embarrassed about!” Madison assured me. “I know how good it feels to be shaved by someone else, to have another woman that close to your pussy for the first time ever. It’s incredible, isn’t it?”

I peeked out from between my hands. “Mhmm,” I admitted, nodding my head hesitantly, still ashamed of my horny feelings.

“It’s so pretty,” Madison looked down at my freshly shaved snatch and traced a single finger around it, her touch making me flinch again and no doubt become a little wetter. “So pretty I could kiss it.”

Her head stayed still but her eyes looked up at me to see my reaction to her comment, or rather, her invitation. I stared back down at her between my hands, my heart pounding, my pussy yearning. This was the offer to have lesbian sex, potentially a massive turning point in my life. I was equal parts petrified and desperate for it to happen. I bit my bottom lip, unable to voice my desire. Instead, I gave Madison the slightest, most unsure little nod. It was all she needed.


Chapter

Six

Madison bent over and pursed her juicy lips around my wanting clit, making me shudder with delight on her bed. Her ass raised up in the air again as her blonde hair fell to the sides of her face and tickled the insides of my thighs. That was it. I’d had my pussy in the mouth of another woman. I was having lesbian sex.

The sweet kissing sound of her lips releasing my clit echoed around the room, and I let out a sigh of pleasure at the feeling. Madison poked out her tongue and licked up through my pink, dividing my swollen lips and tasting my wetness. I let out a groan that time as my toes curled and stomach tensed. Her tongue felt so good. She was so soft and tender. I’d only been eaten out by a couple of guys before and I had to fake an orgasm both times to have it be over. Madison felt different. She knew what she was doing, she wanted to be there.

“Oh, Reagan, you taste delicious,” she said once she curled her tongue back into her mouth to savor my flavor.

My face turned red at the compliment. It wasn’t one I’d heard before. “Really?” I asked, so nervous.

“Really,” she said firmly before turning her attention back to my pussy. As her tongue touched my flesh my body tensed and I let out a little quivered gasp. My pussy felt so light, like there was a tiny little sun in my groin that would burn a little brighter with each lick of Madison’s tongue.

I looked down between my legs at the perfectly highlighted blonde hair between them, brushing against the insides of my thighs as Madison’s pussy-hungry mouth devoured me. I gripped the bedspread in both hands as I went along for the lesbian ride, loving every second of the blonde bimbo’s expert tongue licking me up and down, stroking through my velvet pink and gently tugging on my clit with those juicy fucking red lips.

“Oh my god,” I breathed as I started to let out strained whines of pleasure, my brow creasing and my grip on the comforter tightening as Madison’s tongue took me closer and closer to the edge.

She let out a satisfied giggle as she munched on my pussy, her voice vibrating my clit wonderfully and making me whine again. Her tongue stopped licking through the entire length of my slit and instead focused on my sensitive, swollen pearl. The lesbian nympho brought a hand up to part my lips to give her tongue better access to my clit, and she took full advantage. She swirled that wonderful, wicked tongue around my little pleasure button, dragging it around with it.

My breaths were staggered and irregular, guided by Madison’s tongue. Every time she touched a particularly sensitive part of me or flicked my clit in just the right way she’d cause me to take half of a sharp breath in, sometimes twice in a row before I slowly exhaled with a pleasured sigh. I was in complete awe of how she made me feel, how good lesbian sex felt. The whole experience was heightened by how naughty and new it was, and how sexy I felt being eaten out by a girl.

“Oh, fuck… Madison,” I cooed as the lesbian bimbo fluttered the tip of her tongue against my swollen clit. Solar flares radiated out of the sun in my pussy, sending pleasure waves pulsing through my body. My grip on the bedspread tightened again, two fists of comforter clenched in my hands as I came right to the precipice of orgasm.

She tilted her head up and flashed her big green eyes at me as she moaned onto my cunt, sticking her tongue out and moving her whole head in circles to drag my clit around, pushing firmly with the flat of her tongue to create such sensual fucking pleasure. The combination of how hot she looked, her vibrating voice and the pressure of her tongue proved too much for me. The sun in my groin went supernova, bursting in a brilliant explosion of orgasmic bliss.

“FUCK! Nggghhhh!” I whined loudly as my back lifted off the bed. I threw my head back and cried out towards the ceiling, my face creased in pleasure as my first orgasm given to me by another person took over my body.

My legs kicked out and in, my feet sliding along the comforter to either side of the sexy slut between them. My stomach tensed and my whole body felt like it was vibrating as cum seeped out of every pore in my pussy. I could feel my vagina tensing and relaxing over and over while Madison’s sweet tongue never stopped. She giggled onto my clit as she watched me cum for her, her mouth lovingly licking up all the liquid sex I had to offer. She seemed to absolutely love it, like it was her life blood or something.

I’d never felt so good in my entire goddamn life. No vibrator had ever come close, certainly no guy. Every cell of my body felt like it was on fire with pleasure, my spine burning and my head swimming in molten bliss. It was like I had been awakened. I rode wave after wave of climactic energy, letting my body be rocked by the pleasures of lesbian sex.

As the spectacular orgasm eventually waned, I collapsed under my own weight, falling back onto the bed and bathing in the afterglow of whatever the fuck just happened. My muscles were warm with lactic acid, and I heaved in deep breaths of air. My bra was the only thing I wore besides my glasses, and as I breathed heavily, it felt restricting, choking me and preventing me from being who I wanted to be. I reached underneath myself and unclasped it before tossing it aside, freeing my tits and myself.

“Mm, that was fucking beautiful, Reagan,” Madison said as she softly kissed my inner thighs and smiled up at me.

“That was…” I huffed, unable to finish the sentence as I tried to catch my breath.

Madison kissed her way up my body, her plump red lips leaving little marks of lipstick trailing up from my pussy, over my stomach and tits and up to my neck before she found my mouth again. I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her deeply, tasting my own sex on her, something that always seemed kind of weird to me but with Madison I found it sexy as fuck. Not only was I kissing a girl but her mouth had just eaten my pussy. The thought was completely wild to me and I loved it.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I said to Madison between kisses, a descriptor I’d never used to describe another woman before.

“So are you,” she smiled back at me, her voice sounding genuine but my mind interpreting them as lip service.

“Please, I’m frumpy, pale and plain looking. I’m nowhere near as hot as you.”

“Do you want to be as hot as me?” Madison said as she pushed herself upright before unclasping her own bra and revealing her magnificent breasts.

My eyes went wide as I looked upon her chest. Her tits were fucking gorgeous. I looked at them with admiration and for the first time ever, lust. They were big and round and yet still somehow perky. I wondered if it was youth keeping them up or whether Madison had some help from a doctor. In any case, I was entranced by them. I reached up and took a breast in each hand, feeling their weight and brushing my thumbs over her stiff nipples.

“Could I ever be?” I asked as I played with her perfect tits.

“Of course. If you let me bimbofy you,” she said with a sly grin before grabbing me by the shoulders and rolling us over so that I was on top of her. She gave me a peck on the lips before pushing down on the top of my head, forcing my face to her breasts.

“I have to admit the orgasm you gave me makes a compelling case. What would you do to me if I said yes?” I asked as I lost myself in her tits. I pressed my nose between them and pushed both of her perfect boobs against my cheeks before inhaling deeply, askewing my glasses and letting her feminine scent intoxicate me, breaking down my heterosexuality bit by bit.

“Well, you wouldn’t wake up tomorrow a bimbo. It would take some time,” Madison said as I kissed around her tits, finding her nipple and flicking it with my tongue while she pulled the hair-tie out of my ponytail. “Mm, that feels nice.”

“How long?” I asked between kisses as I made my way over to her other nipple.

“That depends on your commitment,” she replied as she combed her fingers through my unbrushed brown hair. “You’d have to start a diet of course. Not that you’re fat or anything, but you’d need to get skinnier to show off your lovely hips and collarbones and toned stomach.”

“Toned stomach? I definitely don’t have that,” I said as I made my way down her midline and kissed around her envy-inducing flat tummy.

“Well you’d have to join a gym. You’d need to tone up that butt and tummy. We’d have to dye this hair of yours too.”

“There’s no brunette bimbos?” I asked.

“I suppose there could be. But trust me, you have more fun as a blonde. You’d definitely have to lose the glasses too.”

“I figured that,” I said as I kissed her hips and down to the tops of her thighs, causing Madison to squirm a little, a sight that turned me on like crazy. “I have contact lenses I could wear.”

“That’ll do for now. But you’re better off getting laser eye surgery.”

“No way can I afford that.”

“You will once you eat the pussy of someone with money. Get yourself someone to bankroll your new lifestyle, someone older who wants to have fun with a hot young slut.”

“Can I suck the dick of someone rich instead?”

“You still think sex is best had with men, huh?”

“Well, I am straight, Madison,” I said, not even really believing myself, particularly as I kissed around the bimbo’s lacy red panties, the feminine scent of her snatch wafting through the lingerie and into my nose.

“Bold statement with your mouth an inch away from my pussy, Reagan,” she pointed out my hypocrisy. “I suppose a rich older man would work fine. You wouldn’t cum as much, but it’d work.”

I couldn’t argue with her. I still had this image of myself as a straight woman and yet I felt so intrigued by what was beneath that red lace covering her crotch. Her sex smelt so sweet, so tangy. It made my mouth water. I was surprised by how much I desired Madison’s pussy. I’d never felt the urge before and yet in the moment it seemed like the most natural thing.

I gripped the sides of the slut’s panties and Madison lifted her juicy butt off the bed as I pulled down, peeling the lace out from between her beautiful cheeks and unveiling her perfect snatch. She was completely hairless between her legs, of course. Something I only recently shared in common with her. Perhaps the only thing. Her face was lit up with glee as she watched my face, which was lit up with complete wonderment as I pulled her underwear over her feet and she spread her legs for me.

Her tan extended everywhere, apparently, with her shimmering pink cunt an oasis of wetness on the desert of her golden skin. With impressive flexibility, Madison widened her straight legs into the splits, causing her puffy pussy lips to peel open, revealing her moist slit between them. I looked down at the gorgeous, neat twat before looking up at her. She smiled down at me coyly before giving me a wink and continuing to rotate her legs up, grabbing a hold of her ankles and offering her groin to me.

“Woah,” I breathed, in disbelief at how sexy I found the act. Madison was giving herself to me, and I wanted to take her. “What do I do?” I asked, suddenly faced with the thought that I’d never eaten box before.

“Just start,” she said softly. “The rest will take care of itself.”

The blonde bimbo had more confidence in my lesbian instincts than I did, but I didn’t want to spend another second not eating her out. My head dove down and I sealed my lips around her gorgeous sex.

There’s no more appropriate way of describing how I went down on Madison; I consumed her. The instant my tongue made contact with her velvety pinkness, I loved everything about what followed. Her flavor assaulted my taste buds, and seemed to activate a part of my brain that had never been alive. My head was flooded with hormones, the tangy sweetness of her cunt was the best thing I’d ever tasted. Madison’s head fell back on her pillow and she pulled back on her ankles a little tighter, thrusting her groin up harder against my mouth as she let out a moan of pleasure. I had a feeling I wasn’t the first “straight” girl to eat Madison’s snatch, and despite my lack of experience, she seemed more turned on than I’d ever seen anyone be, which only made me all the hotter.

“Oh, Reagan. Fuck…” she cooed as I swirled my tongue between her lips messily.

I started moaning into her as I became instantly addicted to her delicious cunt. I drove my face down against her as my jaw pushed my tongue through her over and over. My glasses pressed against the backs of her thighs and made them crooked on my face. I didn’t care. I just wanted more pussy.

My whole mouth opened up as I drove my tongue down into her opening. I looked up between her legs at her gorgeous face, creased in ecstasy and framed by her perfect blonde hair. She looked too hot to even contemplate. She tasted too good to fathom. I wanted to be her so badly.

I swirled my tongue around inside her hole, licking up her plentiful honey from the insides of her heavenly vagina. My chin and all around my mouth were coated with her sex, I breathed it in as I licked it up, turning my head left and right to rotate my tongue inside her, feeling her wonderful tightness choking my organ.

“Oh my god, Reagan!” the nympho cheered as she laughed with how good I was making her feel, causing her tits to jiggle. “Your tongue feels so good.”

Her words of encouragement meant everything to me. Whenever I’d gone down on a guy he was always quiet as a church mouse. I loved the feedback I got from Madison, both from her body and verbally. I pulled my tongue out of her hole with a lewd squelch as her copious nectar spilled out of her, trickling down between her butt cheeks.

“You make me so fucking horny,” she said through gritted teeth. I looked up at her with a smile on my face, her goo dripping off my chin. She let go of an ankle and grabbed me by the back of the head, pulling me down onto her again. “Don’t fucking stop,” she instructed, her voice touching that innately obedient part of me again.

I did as I was told and kept stroking my tongue through her velvet folds, finding her clit at the top of each lick and swirling my tongue once around it each time. I felt her hand move away from the back of my head but when I looked up again I noticed it wasn’t around her ankle. Madison had pulled her legs close together and wrapped one arm around both of them, while her other hand went elsewhere. I pulled away from her snatch briefly and couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw the hand reaching around one of her butt cheeks, and one of her fingers massaging her own asshole.

“Holy shit,” I breathed, not expecting to see that. But then I remembered Madison’s mention of butt plugs earlier in the night. She must have had a proclivity for buttplay. Her finger kept pressing against her tight starfish, lubricated with her own juices, making the seemingly impenetrable hole loosen a little.

After every few licks of her pussy I would pull my head back and check on the naughty finger, intrigued that Madison would feel pleasure from such a thing. Intrigued that that was something she actually wanted enough that she’d do it to herself. After a few cycles of licking and checking in, I found Madison had inserted her finger into her butthole up to the first knuckle.

“Lick my clit,” Madison said through panted breaths as she pushed her finger in and out of her butt, going a little deeper each time.

I peeled my eyes away from the sight of the ass-fingering and grabbed onto the backs of her thighs, digging my nails in as my mouth found her engorged nub. I felt so fucking horny again myself, my own pussy burning with desire. I did to Madison what I wanted done to my own clit, and felt a sort of vicarious pleasure between my legs as I swirled my tongue around the slut’s pink pearl.

“NYEAHH!!!” Madison cried out as she came against my face.

I felt a burst of cum spray against the underside of my chin and neck, perfuming me with her fragrant sex. The rest of her cum drizzled down to her asshole which I could hear being pushed inside her by her finger. Her entire lower half shuddered against me as she let out moan after moan, her arm pulling her legs tighter against her and driving her cunt upwards. I ground my tongue on her little clit and sent her through wave after wave of ecstasy, my own pussy feeling light with arousal but not enough to send me over the edge with her.

As the bimbo’s orgasm wound down, she pulled her finger out of her ass and used that hand to push my head off her sensitive clit. She released her legs and they fell down to either side of me. I stayed there on my knees, watching her breasts heave as she sucked in air. I’d just made this spectacular woman cum, and I fucking loved it. I was filled with such pride and joy at being able to make her feel that way, and how hot she looked throughout. I could feel my pussy drizzling onto the backs of my calves as I enjoyed the sight of Madison’s recovery, my chin and neck shimmering with her cum.

“That was unbelievable,” I said as I fixed my glasses up on my face.

“I’ll say,” Madison smiled back at me. “There’s nothing I love more than having my pussy be the first one a girl eats.”

“Have you seduced many straight women?” I asked, still holding onto the notion somehow.

“Oh, maybe a few,” she replied with a tone that suggested she was massively underselling how many girls she’d turned to her lesbian ways.

“Does it really feel good playing with your ass like that? I thought that was just something girls had to be talked into by guys.”

“Oh, sweet summer child. Have you never explored your own body before?”

“Sure just not… there.”

“Did you like what you saw?”

“Um… kind of, I guess? It looked hot. But I don’t know if I would like it myself.”

“There’s nothing naughtier and sexier than having your ass played with, Reagan. And if you don’t know if you like it, well, there’s one way to find out.”

“Oh, I’m not sure-”

“Turn around and lay on your front,” Madison said directly yet softly. There she was, touching that part of my mind again, the part that wanted to please her, the part that wanted to comply.

My heart was fluttering in my chest, my pussy tingled with horniness, and for the first time ever, my butthole felt ice cold with anticipation. I did as I was told. Slowly and completely unsure of myself, I spun around and lay prone on my stomach, folding my arms in front of my face and resting my head on them. I felt Madison shuffling herself into position behind me, and with every second that passed I wondered if the next would be the one that she touched my most off-limits area.

The blonde bimbo straddled the backs of my legs and raked her fingers down my back, sending shivers up my spine that caused it to arch and my shoulders to roll back. I let out a little whimper of pleasure at the tease, so scared for what was to come next, and yet so excited for it.

Madison leant over and I felt the curly ends of her blonde hair tickle the backs of my shoulders as she placed a wet kiss in the middle of my back, causing it to arch again and eliciting another whimper. She kissed me again and again, making her way south, her hair trailing next to her face. My heart beat a little faster with each inch that she got closer to my rear end. I could feel her tits pressing against my cheeks when she was about half way down my back.

She went further still, shuffling her knees back, her pussy grazing the heels of my feet as her lips kissed the top of my crack. I didn’t know what to expect. Was she going to finger me like she’d done to herself? Or was she going to do something else?

It wasn’t long before I had my answer, as Madison kissed the crack of my ass right in the middle of my rump. She was going to use her mouth, I just knew it. Sure enough, the nympho buried herself in my ass, refraining from using her hands and instead burrowing her face between my cheeks and poking her tongue out against my naughtiest hole.

“Ohhh,” I sighed as my body stiffened, my back arching again and instinctively raising my ass up. Madison licked me again and got the same response, raising my butt a little further. She slid both arms into the gap I’d created beneath my hips and pulled me up into her. The move caused my cheeks to naturally part a little and the horny blonde feasted on my ass.

She pressed her face into my rump and swirled her tongue around my ring, sending sensations out from it that I’d never felt before. Sensations I didn’t even know were possible to feel. Madison shifted her position, and I felt her butt pressing against my calves as her feet appeared to either side of my head.

“Oh, fuck… I…” I moaned and sighed at the feeling of the warm, wet tongue pressing against my tight, cool butthole.

Madison responded with a moan of her own as she pulled back on the fronts of my thighs, rocking me backwards against her insatiable mouth. Her legs squeezed my body as her feet pressed down on the back of my head. I felt so helpless, pinned down to the bed while my ass was eaten by a butt-hungry lesbian bimbo. I fucking loved it.

Madison gasped in a deep breath of air as she peeled her mouth off of my asshole for just long enough to say, “Play with yourself, Reagan.”

Not one to start disobeying, I slid one of my arms underneath myself and between my clamped legs. My cunt was so slick with arousal, so desperate to be touched. I slid the tip of a finger through it once to lubricate it and started rubbing my swollen clit.

“Nnnggh, fuuuuck,” I moaned as I experienced a whole new kind of pleasure. It felt so fucking naughty having sex with another girl, but having her eat my ass was just a whole other level entirely. I’d never felt sexier than I did with Madison rimming me, the lewd sounds of her salacious tongue folding against my tight rosebud mixing with the wet sounds of my finger flicking my clit.

Madison buried herself as far as she could in my meaty rear end, smothering herself with ass as her mouth kissed my knot before her tongue poked against it and swirled. Her moans of approval for my virginal asshole vibrated my ring in such a way that I felt her voice throughout my whole spine. I groaned louder and louder as she rimmed me harder and harder, her feet pressing me down against her bed.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore, and I came like I’d never cum before. The thunderous climax ripped through me as my butthole pulsed against Madison’s tongue, the bimbo taking the opportunity to push harder against me and even penetrate me a little. Cum spilled down out of my cunt and was flicked by my furious fingers, using Madison’s tits and the backs of my thighs as a canvas for the lesbian Jackson Pollock painting it made.

“OH MY GOD!” I screamed out before squealing a high pitched squeal that I’d never heard come out of me before. My body twitched and spasmed as much as it could in the tight embrace of Madison’s arms and legs. My eyes watered and my mouth drooled onto the bedspread as I temporarily lost my ability to swallow.

Madison’s tongue didn’t stop licking me until she felt me go limp. Only then she pulled her face out of my fleshy rear to come up for air. Her feet released the back of my head but I couldn’t move. I just lay there, sporadically twitching as terrific aftershocks shot out of my ass and pussy and jolted me. I’d never felt an orgasm like that before, it was like I was cumming with my whole body.

“Oh my godddd,” I repeated, only this time a lot softer as I bathed in the afterglow of what the lesbian bimbo had just done to me.

“See, I told you it felt nice having your ass played with,” Madison said with a satisfied tone.

“You didn’t tell me it would feel like that,” I replied, willing my eyes open as she climbed off my legs and I sat up to face her. “I want to try it for myself,” I said as I looked towards her groin again, wondering if I’d like eating ass as much as I did having mine eaten.

Madison giggled and raised a hand to my cheek. “Another time. I think you’ve been shown enough to make up your mind about whether you want to be bimbofied or not.”

“Oh,” my tone suddenly turned serious as I was brought back down to reality. Sex with Madison was the most incredible pleasure I’d ever experienced, and naturally I wanted more. But I wasn’t sure if I was willing to change my priorities drastically and let my studies suffer because of it. I was also concerned about where the delights of lesbian sex would take me. I’d pictured my life as a straight life, with a husband and kids one day. But if I was tempted by the undeniable extreme erotic pleasure sex with other girls had to offer, would all that still be possible?

“You don’t have to answer,” Madison said reassuringly. “I want you to take your clothes and go out into the living room. Sit down and take as much time as you need to think it through. If you want to follow the bimbo lifestyle and have me teach you my ways, put on the lingerie laid out on the coffee table and leave your not-so-sexy underwear behind. If you want to go back to your life, do the opposite.”

She kissed me one last time, her lips tart with the taste of my asshole lingering on them. As I picked up my clothes from around the room, Madison rummaged through one of her bedside drawers and procured a vibrating wand. She positioned herself at the head of the bed and turned it on, placing the head of it at her clit and closing her eyes, masturbating as if I wasn’t even there.

I wanted to stay and watch. I wanted to feel the wand for myself. But I knew it was time for me to leave. With my clothes in my arms, I stepped out of the room and closed the door behind me, catching one last glimpse of the ecstatic blonde slut before it shut.

I wandered over to the couch but didn’t sit down. I just stood there, holding my clothes in my hands, staring at the sexy white lingerie set on the coffee table. Self doubt still plagued my mind as much as my hesitation to change myself did. Could I really be as sexy as Madison? She sure made me feel like it, at least when her tongue was rimming my asshole. But could I be a skinny, scantily clad blonde bimbo walking around campus with every set of eyes on me? The thought was terrifying, but exciting at the same time, just like everything Madison showed me that night. Maybe the fact that it was terrifying made it worth doing?

A cry of ecstasy echoed from behind the closed door as Madison climaxed once more. The high pitched pleasure yell of a lesbian with an insatiable sexual appetite was fucking music to my ears. There was no way I could go through my life without hearing it again.

I left my ugly mismatching panties and bra in a ball on the floor as I pulled the white lace underwear up my legs. The thong slid into place, feeling tight around my smooth, hairless cunt, hugging my wet lips and flossing my ass as it rode my hips. I fastened the bra against my breasts and got dressed in my ill-fitting jeans and baggy shirt and hoodie.

As I walked back to my dorm, I went by unnoticed. No one knew my sexy secret underneath my boring clothes. I already felt like such a slut wearing such naughty underwear as I walked around, my ass buttered with the drool of another woman, my pussy wet and throbbing against the lace. No one bothered to take a second look at me as I went past them. Soon they would.

THE END
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