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 Confronting My Bully



 



I’d been the victim of Lara Sutherland’s bullying plenty of times, but this was too far. She didn’t even like Brandon; he was quiet, smart and not on the football team. She was only showing interest in him because she knew I liked him. She was such a bitch.



 



I watched Brandon from the safety of my locker, my usual ritual to end the day. Only today Lara was hanging off him, laughing over-the-top at his jokes and touching him on the arm. I didn’t blame Brandon for reveling in her attention. Lara was the hottest girl in school, and she knew it. She always wore her skirts a little too high and her tops a little too low, getting off on making every boy drool as she walked past them.



 



Brandon apparently was no different, falling into the trap of her big tits and round ass. He flirted back with her and smiled as she twirled a blonde pigtail around her finger, blowing a big bubble with her gum that popped onto her full, red lips, her tongue curling to pull the bubblegum back inside that mouth that must have had a hundred cocks in it.



 



I didn’t stand a chance against all that. Not that I wasn’t attractive, but I’d never gotten the attention from boys that Lara always had. It hadn’t helped that I was banned from dating until my eighteenth birthday. When I became of age, I finally had my parents’ permission, but I feared it might have been too late for me with only a few months of high school left.



 



Lara touched Brandon’s arm and looked over at me, shooting me a mean spirited wink. I hid behind my locker door so that I wouldn’t have to watch the disgusting display tearing my heart in two. That absolute fucking bitch. We used to be friends, but ever since her tits came in, Lara had the biggest hate-boner for me and I had no idea why. She’d made my life miserable ever since.



 



“Another one falls to the succubus that is Lara Sutherland,” my best friend, Sophie, said behind me.



 



“I thought he was better than that,” I turned to face my petite, bespectacled friend.



 



“I’m sorry, Madison. It must be awful. Lara will get bored of him and drop him soon enough though, men are basically chew toys to that dog.”



 



“I can’t compete with that though. Why would he want to go from being with a hot, blonde haired bimbo to being with the dorky, brunette virgin?”



 



“Madison, you’re gorgeous and smart and sure, a little shy. But if Brandon can’t see you for the catch you are then he doesn’t deserve you. We’ll be out of this shithole school anyway and in college, the boys there will be different.”



 



“I’m going home, I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said hurriedly, not wanting to look at her sympathetic concerned face. I didn’t need sympathy right now, I needed vengeance.



 



I crammed my books into my bag and slammed the locker door shut. I had to get out of there, but between me and the door was the abominable slut and the guy I liked. Fuck it, I wouldn’t let myself be trapped by her. I was going home.



 



I walked down the hallway, trying to avert my gaze from the flirty couple but failing miserably, unable to help myself. Lara saw me coming and pulled Brandon’s head down, locking lips with the scrawny boy well below her on the social ladder.



 



All the air in my lungs rushed out of me as my heart split down the middle. I felt tears welling in my eyes and tried my hardest not to give her the satisfaction of shedding them. The vindictive cunt looked at me out the side of her eye as she kissed my crush, a satisfied smile curling across the lips pressed against him.



 



I stormed out in a huff and headed straight for my car. I threw my bag on the passenger seat and peeled out of the parking lot, the tears I managed to hold back in front of her now streaming down my face, ruining the makeup I’d only just started to feel comfortable wearing.



 



I couldn’t go home like this. I couldn’t let my parents see me upset over a boy mere weeks after I turned eighteen. Instead, I drove to my favorite thinking spot, secluded in the empty parking lot of a nearby park.



 



I turned the engine off and immediately broke down, burying my face in my hands as I thought about all the things I wanted to do to Lara. That complete slut really has no low she wouldn’t stoop to. What I didn’t understand though was why she hated me so much. Why does she go out of her way to hurt me?



 



It started when we were freshmen, just stupid bullshit like giving me wedgies and wet willies. But as the years progressed it morphed into the cruel, vindictive shit teenage girls reserve for each other. She started a rumor that I was a lesbian and sleeping with my favorite teacher, the short haired and often rumored-to-be-gay Ms Taylor from English. Then she somehow simultaneously spread the conflicting information that I was still a virgin at the start of our senior year. The latter may have been true, but it wasn’t something I was broadcasting. The ridicule was plentiful that week.



 



I sat there for at least a half hour, getting angrier and angrier over all the things Lara had done to me over the years. This time she’d gone too far. She knew I’d liked Brandon since middle school and was waiting until I was eighteen to make my move. She purposefully waited, striking at the very moment I had my chance.



 



That cunt. Fuck her. I wasn’t going to take it any more. I had three months left of high school and unless I wanted college to go the same celibate way, I had to confront her. I turned the key in the ignition, wiped the tears off my face, and took off out of the parking lot, the tyres screeching on the pavement.



 



Remembering the way to Lara’s house from our middle school sleepover days, I drove there in a hurry. Pulling into the driveway of the giant McMansion, I noticed only Lara’s car sitting there. Perfect. I had some things to say to her that I’d rather her parents not hear.



 



I slammed my car door and stormed up to the front of the house, ringing the doorbell at the same time I rapped on it with my knuckles. Come on, bitch, answer it and face my wrath.



 



I kept ringing and knocking, all to no avail. I looked around at all the front facing windows, trying to spot her laughing in one of them and recording me for all her slutty friends. I saw nothing though.



 



Too fired up to simply get back in my car and go home, I made my way around the back of the house. My undetterance paid off, and I found her sunbathing her perfect body in a lounge chair by the pool. Her giant tits were on display, barely concealed by her tiny white bikini. Her long, lithe, tanned legs stretched out beneath her, absorbing the sun’s rays. I hope she gets skin cancer.



 



“You!” I said as I made my way over to her, fists clenched.



 



She popped out the lollipop she was sucking on and sat up on the chair. “Madison, what the fuck are you doing here!?” she replied with her high-pitched, whiny fucking voice.



 



“What the fuck are you doing with Brandon!? He’s not a jock! You don’t even like him!” I accused her.



 



Her look of shock faded away into a self-satisfied punchable expression. “Maybe I’m sick of jocks. Maybe I have a thing for cute nerds now.”



 



“Oh, fuck you. You’re just doing this to mess with me,” I seethed, standing between her and the pool.



 



“Maybe,” she said, feigning disinterest, taking off her sunglasses and inspecting her fingernails.



 



“He may drool over your tits like any other boy at school, but he’s different. Once he realizes what a boring slut you are, he won’t care about you anymore.”



 



“Maybe,” she repeated herself, rolling off of the lounge chair, flashing me her well formed ass that was being flossed by her bikini bottoms as she got to her feet. She set her sunglasses down on the nearby table and turned to face me. “But by then, he’ll know what my pussy tastes like,” she began walking towards me. “He’ll know how it feels to grab my ass and be smothered by my tits as I bounce on his cock.” She got closer still. “And do you think after that he’s gonna be interested in some pale, awkward virgin?”



 



She punctuated her last point by poking a well-manicured finger into my chest. Her poisonous words and domineering body language caused me to shrink back into myself, tears welling in my eyes again as I knew what she said to be true. When she poked me in the chest, I instinctively took a step back, my foot inadvertently finding the edge of the pool. As my heel fell back onto nothing but air, I lost my balance and tumbled head over ass straight into the heated water.



 



Panicked, I found the surface and gasped for air, wiping the water and wet hair off of my face. Lara was howling with laughter from above me, grabbing her taut stomach with one hand while pointing at me with the other. It was all too much for my emotionally distraught head to handle. I’d been embarrassed in too many ways today, and began to break down into ugly crying, my sense of self-loathing reaching new depths.



 



“Oh, please. You’re gonna cry?” she taunted me.



 



“Why do you hate me so much?” I blurted out between unbecoming sobs.



 



Lara’s laughter died away as she saw that I was actually having a breakdown in her pool. My question seemed to touch the last remaining sensitive spot the cold bitch had. “Oh, Madison, I don’t hate you,” she said softly, her voice showing a hint of… could it be… remorse. Was the evil slut capable of emotion after all?



 



“Then why do you do these things to me?”



 



“Um, I don’t really know,” she said, suddenly seeming uncomfortable with the turn of events. “Come on, Madi, let me help you out of the pool.”



 



She hadn’t called me ‘Madi’ since middle school. I was taken aback by her sudden showing of concern, as she reached out with a hand. I looked up at her from the pool, my uncontrollable sobbing fading away as I was shown some compassion from my enemy. I took her hand and climbed out, water pouring off my baggy shirt and jeans.



 



“What do you mean you don’t know?” I asked as I wiped away my final tear.



 



“Well, when we were younger, I got boobs before you and well, you were kind of mean to me about it. I could feel your resentment. As you stopped paying attention to me and boys started to, I guess I just… wanted to get back at you.”



 



“So you tortured me for four years!?”



 



“I admit it may have been a bit of an overreaction.”



 



“Shit,” I said, flinging water off of my arms. “I can’t go home like this.”



 



“Take your clothes off in the laundry room, there’s towels in there,” Lara pointed to a door leading into the house. “Then go upstairs and go into my room, you can grab anything you want out of my closet. Don’t worry, my parents aren’t home for another couple of hours.”



 



I doubt I’d be able to find anything that fits me amongst her outfits, but I certainly wasn’t going to drip dry in her backyard. I mustered an “Okay,” careful not to thank her for the modicum of decency she showed me after so many years. Then I followed her instructions, letting myself into her laundry room and peeling the drenched clothes off of my skin before toweling myself off in my underwear.



 



I watched her watching me through the window, making sure she couldn’t see me in my bra and panties. I may hide a pretty good body underneath my baggy clothes, but I still didn’t hold a candle to Lara’s, her golden skin and feminine curves sure to have given a few boys at school wet dreams. She stayed standing, peering through the window at me, as if she’s making sure I didn’t steal anything from her laundry room.



 



When I was dry enough not to traipse water all through the house, I made my way upstairs and into the bedroom that hosted so many sleepovers in the past. I opened the large double doors of her closet and started rummaging through her outfits. Every skirt was too short, every top showing too much cleavage. She no doubt paid four times the price for her clothes as I did and yet she got half as much fabric.



 



Maybe Brandon would like me if I dressed a little less conservatively. I had good tits, I’m sure I could catch his eye if I just showed them off. My ass wasn’t as perfectly sculpted as Lara’s but it’s round and perky enough, he could certainly dig his fingers into it. That was when my eyes fell on a dresser inside the closet.



 



I pulled open the top drawer and looked at Lara’s cornucopia of tiny, slutty underwear. I held up a thong and observed the black lace string designed to sit between a woman’s ass cheeks. Certainly made for fashion over function. I looked down at my own damp, plain white cotton panties. Maybe I could stand to be a little sluttier, a little more like Lara.



 



Without even thinking, I pulled down my damp, boring underwear and stepped out of them, before sliding the black lace of Lara’s thong up my legs. I pulled the thin piece of fabric between my ass cheeks, and the sides of the waistline rode my hips. The lace clung to my pussy and felt tight against my asshole. And I had never felt sexier.



 



Eager to complete the set, I rummaged through Lara’s underwear drawer and found the matching bra. I unstrapped my own department store bra and slid into the lingerie, strapping it behind my back. I stepped out of the closet and turned to face the floor to ceiling mirror Lara had next to her bed. I looked hot as fuck. My pale skin contrasted the black lace perfectly, and with my wet hair and makeup I felt desirable, sexy, slutty.



 



Is this how Lara feels all the time? I can certainly see the appeal in wearing slightly uncomfortable underwear if it gives you this level of confidence all day long. I struck a few poses in the mirror, pouting my lips and pushing my tits together, loving the way I looked. Brandon would surely fuck me if he saw me like this.



 



Snapping back to reality, I looked through Lara’s closet for a cute outfit. I decided I was going to keep the sexy lingerie, it’s the least she could do for me after years of abuse. I’d just hide my own boring underwear on the way out and she’d be none the wiser. I found a short, pleated skirt that rode way too high up my thigh, and picked out a black tank top that showed more cleavage than anything I owned, my heavy breasts barely being held in by it.



 



I stepped out of the closet to face the mirror again and nearly died of shock. In the reflection I saw Lara standing behind me in her tiny white bikini, still sucking on her lollipop.



 



“Find anything appropriate?” she asked as I gasped.



 



“Barely,” I hissed back at her. One nice gesture is not enough to erase years of torture, after all. “I feel like a slutty schoolgirl.”



 



“You look like one,” she snorted, rolling the lollipop around in her mouth. “The bimbo look actually suits you, Madison. You’ve certainly got the tits and ass for it, you just hide it under ill fitting jeans and band t-shirts.”



 



“What’s wrong with band t-shirts?”



 



“Nothing, unless you want boys to notice you.”



 



“It’s a shame I’m not a bimbo then,” I retorted, turning to face her.



 



“Do you want to be?” she asked.



 



“What?”



 



“Do you want to be a bimbo? I could teach you. It’s pretty great. You get all the sex you want.”



 



“I’m not interested in sleeping with the entire football team,” I scoffed.



 



“Neither am I. I maintain an image at school, sure, but my proclivities are a little more… feminine.”



 



A lightbulb went on in my head. “You’re a lesbian!?”



 



Lara shrugged. “I have sex with a lot of people, but put it this way: I’m more interested in the volleyball squad than the football team. Being a bimbo doesn’t just get you dick, it gets you plenty of pussy too. Is that your underwear?” she nodded at the ball of wet cotton sitting scrunched up on the floor.



 



My heart skipped a beat.
 Shit!
 I didn’t get the chance to hide them. I looked up at her speechless at the double revelation, my eyes wide with horror.



 



“Are you not wearing any panties under my skirt?” Lara said with a hint of excitement in her voice. “Maybe you are a bimbo at heart after all!”



 



“I’m not a bimbo! I’m wearing panties!”



 



“Well then-” Lara cut herself off as her mouth curled into a knowing smile, rolling the lollipop around in her mouth as she figured out the answer to her next question. “Oh! You found more in my closet than a revealing skirt. Let me see!”



 



She lunged forward and tried to grab at the hem of my skirt but I batted her hands away. “No! What are you doing?! Lara, get off!”



 



I slapped away her hands repeatedly as she tried to lift up the skirt, her tits jiggling around inside the tiny bikini as she giggled, loving my discomfort.



 



“Oh, come on, Madi. Maybe if you let yourself be bimbofied, Brandon might show more interest in you. C’mon, show me how your ass looks in lingerie.”



 



I pushed away from her reach and stepped back. “Do you really think he’d like me if I dressed more like you?”



 



“Well, the bimbo lifestyle is more than just dressing the part. But yeah, I’ve seen your body in the change rooms. You could have any boy, or
 girl
 , you wanted if you let loose a bit more.”



 



Her words hung in my mind. I chewed my lip as I thought about how horny I was for some sexual attention, how sexy I felt wearing the naughty clothes, and ultimately, how jealous I was of Lara for always getting what she wanted. It wasn’t enough that she could have any boy in school, apparently she was fucking all the girls too!



 



More than anything, I just wanted to reinvent myself for college. I was going to be away from my parents, no strict rules about what to wear or how late I could stay out. Perhaps being a bimbo wasn’t such a bad thing.



 



“Okay,” I said reluctantly. “Teach me. I want to be a bimbo like you.”



 



Lara smiled, her sales pitch having worked on me as I let myself be seduced into her wicked ways.



 



“Well, we’ve already established that your entire wardrobe needs to be thrown away. But there’s more to it than that. You need to have perfect makeup at all times, be hairless everywhere below your eyebrows, and wear your hair in a sexy way. You’ve got to be able to say yes to more experiences. You have to let yourself be used if you want to get what you want. From now on, you’re a slut, little more than a fuckdoll for someone to have their way with you,” she said as she stepped toward me.



 



My legs squirmed beneath me. All this talk of being a naughty, slutty schoolgirl was beginning to warm me up. I looked up and down Lara’s perfect body as she walked towards me, wondering if I could ever look like that. I had the equipment, for sure, but I lacked the confidence.



 



“You know,” she continued. “Guys love nothing more than a girl who’s a little… flexible with her sexuality. Have you ever done anything with a girl?”



 



“Um, no,” I said as I tilted my head down to avoid her gaze, now knowing her penchant for women I felt a little vulnerable as she stalked towards me wearing her skimpy swimwear.



 



“Then welcome to your first step towards bimbofication. You’re going to let me fuck you, because you’re a sexy, horny little slut who’ll fuck anyone who wants her. And
 I
 want you.”



 



“I don’t know, Lara. Maybe this is a bad idea. I’ve never even had sex before, unless you count breaking my hymen to a bike seat in the ninth grade.”



 



“Oh, I don’t,” she said with a sultry voice, twirling a pigtail around a finger as she reached me, her giant tits barely an inch away from mine. “Look at me.”



 



I forced myself to look up and meet her eye line, her pale green eyes staring into me beneath heavy eyeshadow. She pulled the lollipop out of her mouth, her plump, red lips sucking flavor off it before she pressed it against my lips. I should have been disgusted, but instead I opened my mouth and let her put it inside me.



 



“Give me your hands,” she instructed. I raised them both up, not knowing what else to do but comply. She took them both by the wrist and pressed them against her tits, massaging her huge globes with my fingers. The warmth in my groin grew a little hotter as I kneaded her flesh, my mouth hanging open with shock that I was letting her do this to me. “Don’t they feel good?”



 



“Yes,” I responded truthfully.



 



“It feels good to be a bimbo,” she said before leaning in and planting her full, painted red lips against mine.



 



She was right, it felt good to be a bimbo. My shoulders relaxed as her tongue flickered across my lips. I opened my mouth and granted her entry as our tongues exchanged the lollipop between each other, the stick poking out to the side.



 



Lara’s hands explored my body as we made out. She reached underneath my short skirt and grabbed my ass in the sexy thong. I reciprocated the gesture, caressing her curves and making my way down to her tiny bikini bottoms, feeling her round, squat-sculpted butt and giving it a squeeze.



 



It felt amazing being pressed up against her, our big tits squashing against each other as we sloppily kissed, a string of drool dripping down from our mouths and splashing onto Lara’s boobs. The warmth in my groin was now a full blown fire as I gave into her bimbo ways, finding myself hungry for the sex of my sworn enemy.



 



One of Lara’s hands moved from my ass around to my front, and she slipped two fingers beneath the waistline of the lacy panties I stole. Her tongue pushed the lollipop back into my mouth before she broke away from the kiss.



 



“No, no, no. That won’t do,” she said, her fingers resting on my mons.



 



“What?” I asked, unsure what she was referring to.



 



“A bimbo can’t have any pubic hair. Pubes imply you’re a woman, with thoughts and autonomy. And from now on that’s not who you are. Shaving them off is your next step towards bimbofication. Come with me.”



 



She grabbed my hand and pulled me along behind her. Giggling, I watched her ass bounce as she led me into her private bathroom. She pulled my borrowed skirt and panties down, leaving me bottomless. I felt exposed but excited, horniness taking control of me. The thought of losing my virginity and becoming a bimbo was a thrilling one.



 



Lara pushed me against her clawfoot bathtub, the porcelain cold against my rump as I perched myself on the edge. My nemesis retrieved a can of shaving foam and a razor before returning to me. With a wicked grin, she parted my legs and squirted a wad of foam into her hand before lathering it around my pussy. Even just having her touch me around my mons and vulva caused me to tingle delight, the warmth in my groin growing hotter still.



 



With expert precision, Lara dragged the razor over my mound and down the sides of my snatch, making tiny little movements being careful not to knick me. She knelt between my legs so that she could see properly, her breath blowing against my foamy cunt. I held my breath and tried my hardest not to squirm as I placed my complete trust in her, the sharp steel brushing against my skin and slicing off my pubes. My heart raced with the combination of the pleasure I received from Lara tending to me, as well as the threat of my enemy shaving me in my most private area.



 



It was a thrilling, silent few minutes as I could feel her concentrated eyes boring into me. It was weirdly intimate having someone shave me, having someone mould me in their image. My horniness swirled around inside my groin from all the attention. Once she was done, Lara stood, retrieved a towel, and wiped away the remnants of the shaving foam.



 



“There, what do you think?” she asked, a satisfied grin plastered on her face.



 



I looked down at her work, my snatch hadn’t been hairless since puberty. I had to admit, it did look pretty. It made me feel even sluttier than Lara’s lingerie did, too.



 



“It looks… smooth,” I replied as I ran my hand between my legs.



 



As I pulled my hand away, Lara replaced it with her own, feeling my pussy without invitation. Not that I minded, my abs tensed and feet turned as she touched me, sending a pulse of pleasure radiating out from my snatch.



 



“You feel plenty wet already, Madi,” she said, her satisfied grin morphing into a hungry one. “I think you’re liking your transformation.”



 



“I think I am too,” I admitted, my brow creasing as Lara rubbed my clit with the ends of her fingers.



 



“Shall we go back to the bedroom?”



 



“I don’t think I can wait.”



 



“Me neither,” she dropped to her knees on the bathroom tile. I bit my lip as she positioned herself between my legs, her eyes trained on her handiwork.



 



Lara kissed up my thigh, her lips feeling electric on my skin, my muscles tensing every time she made contact with me. Within seconds, she’d reached my slit and she didn’t stop kissing. Her lips pursed around my hooded clit, applying a little bit of pressure to the sensitive nub causing me to spasm with pleasure.



 



“
 Ohhh
 ,” I cried out as I experienced my first mouth.



 



Lara licked up the length of my cunt, making me shudder again. My aroused state had me feeling hypersensitive, and everything her mouth did made me feel like I was on the brink of orgasm.



 



“Take off your top, I want to see your tits while I eat you out,” she instructed.



 



I immediately did as I was told, not wanting to do anything to upset the gorgeous girl devouring me. I pulled my top, or rather
 her
 top, over my head before gripping the edge of the bathtub, trying not to slide straight off with my uncontrollable movements.



 



“The bra too!” she said before wagging her tongue against my clit.



 



“
 Fuck
 ,” I whispered in ecstasy before reaching behind myself and unclasping the bra, tossing it aside. I was now fully naked in my bully’s bathroom, with said bully eating me out enthusiastically. This was not how I saw this day going.



 



With one hand I held on for dear life, with the other I squeezed my own tits, tweaking my nipples while Lara thrust her tongue into my channel. She licked inside me while she watched me play with myself. Her mouth formed a perfect seal around my snatch, the wet sounds of her oral reverberating off the bathroom surfaces.



 



I struggled to comprehend how good it felt. How could I have let myself go this long without experiencing this? My hatred of Lara was rapidly fading away. She looked so pretty eating me out, looking up at me with her smokey eyeshadow, her plump pink lips pressed up against my newly hairless snatch.



 



The lollipop rattled around inside my mouth as I watched my nemesis please me. The swirling inside my groin felt like it was pushing against my inner walls, like a build-up of pressure that threatened to explode at any second. Lara exacerbated it by focusing her oral efforts on my clit, tickling my button with the tip of her tongue.



 



Then, it
 did
 explode. I crunched down on the lollipop with my back teeth as a powerful orgasm thundered through me, shattering the sweet into a thousand pieces. I pinched a nipple hard as every muscle in my body tensed simultaneously.



 



“
 Mmmmhmm
 ,” Lara made satisfied noises as she licked through my snatch over and over, narrowing her eyes and collecting every drop of cum she could as if my pussy was her favorite meal.



 



I shuddered against the edge of the bathtub, my knees turning inwards as my body radiated with indescribable ecstasy. My mouth opened, the stick of the lollipop falling out and onto the floor, but no sound came. It was as if my body was temporarily incapable of it, instead I just gasped, breathlessly agape with pleasure.



 



As the ridiculous climax finally subsided, I managed to suck in a lungful of air again, my muscles all relaxing. Lara kissed the insides of my thighs, my clit too sensitive to be touched for a while. It was certainly a hundred times better than any orgasm I’d ever given myself.



 



“How do you feel?” Lara asked from between my legs.



 



“That was incredible,” I said between panted breaths. “I wonder if Brandon could do that to me?”



 



“
 Ha
 , probably not,” Lara scoffed. “The most experienced man has never made me cum as hard as a girl eating her first pussy. There’s just no comparison.”



 



“My first pussy!” My eyes went wide with the sudden realization. “I have to go down on you now!” I declared excitedly.



 



“My god, you are a little slut after all. You can’t wait to eat some snatch,” Lara said, impressed by my enthusiasm.



 



I grabbed her hand and pulled her up off the floor, the pair of us giggling as we practically skipped back into her bedroom. I felt as free as my bouncing tits as I flung my enemy-turned-lover onto her bed, her arms splaying out to either side. I jumped on top of her, straddling her as we kissed deeply, tasting my flavor on her mouth.



 



With both hands I pulled her skimpy bikini top apart, exposing two tiny triangles of pale flesh with rock hard pink nipples adorning them. The bikini pushed her huge tits together fantastically, making them look even bigger and more perfect than they already were. She looked hot as fuck and I couldn’t keep my mouth off her body any longer.



 



I took a nipple between my lips and sucked it, applying pressure without hurting her. Lara sighed as her back arched, pressing her tits against my face. I tweaked her nipples, pushed my face between her mounds, lavished them with my saliva. Her tits were simultaneously soft yet firm, big yet perky. I could have spent all day there if I didn’t have my mind set on a pinker, more sensitive target.



 



Lara’s tits glistened in the sunlight coming in through her window, the sheen of my saliva making them shimmer. I kissed down her torso, her abs tensing every time I did so, soft little whimpers escaping her lips. I reached the top of her bikini bottoms, and tugged at the waistline with my teeth, feeling like a complete slut, full of faux confidence as if I’d done this a hundred times before.



 



“Just take them off,” Lara said, her voice dripping with lust.



 



I giggled at her frustration, before I gripped the sides of the tiny bikini bottoms and pulled down, peeling the thin piece of fabric out of her ass and down her legs. I pulled them off her feet and she spread herself for me, her pussy as clean shaven as mine now was, her pink slit visibly wet, inviting me to taste it.



 



I lowered myself and inspected her neat little package with equal parts curiosity and horniness. My ass poked in the air as I crouched between the high school slut’s legs, breathing in her enticing sex. My heart was racing, this was it, this was the moment I ate my first pussy. I could already tell the experience was going to be life-altering.



 



Lara’s flavor overwhelmed my taste buds as I licked the entire length of her snatch. My tongue parted her lips as I fully embraced my lesbian inclinations. She tasted absolutely fucking divine.



 



I groaned as my tongue completed its journey, a string of cum stretching from her clit to my tip as I curled it back inside my mouth. Lara let out a high pitched squeal as she bit her bottom lip and reveled in the feeling of her previously straight enemy’s mouth pleasing her.



 



“Oh, wow,” I said after swallowing the delicious nectar.



 



“Shut up and do it again,” she commanded through half-closed eyes.



 



I didn’t need to be told twice. I licked her again and again, exploring her folds, dipping my tongue into her honeypot, flicking her clit the way she had done to me. If I could have spent all day playing with her tits, I could have spent all year eating her pussy.



 



I made the hot slut squirm on her bed as I eagerly devoured her. I felt like a full bimbo with my ass up in the air, my mouth around Lara’s cunt. I loved what she was turning me into.



 



She moaned and moaned with pleasure. I did too with appreciation for her delicious snatch, my voice vibrating her clit and making her even louder.



 



“Oh,
 fuck
 yes. Eat my cunt,” she said through gritted teeth as she watched me. “Don’t you dare stop, you naughty slut.”



 



Her dirty talk only fueled my already raging thirst for her sex. I circled her clit with my tongue, intermittently sucking it between my lips, driving the perfect fuckdoll wild. Lara’s hips bucked against my face as she came.



 



“You sexy fucking bitch, you’re making me cum!” she cried out as her tits heaved, molten hot sex spilling out of her for me to try to satiate my unquenchable thirst with. The feeling of making another girl cum almost made me feel as good as she did. The sexy bully looked so hot writhing around on her bed, and
 I
 was the one making her do it. I felt simultaneously proud and aroused at the sight.



 



Her copious amounts of honey coated my mouth, my probing tongue collecting as much as possible. She squirmed on the bed but my mouth never left her pussy. She grabbed fistfuls of her duvet as she held on for dear life, riding out the waves of her climax, which seemed to last for minutes.



 



As her thrashing slowed down, she pushed my head off of her, her clit too sensitive to be touched for a while. I sat on my heels as I watched the sexy whore twitch on her bed with aftershocks, basking in the glow of the terrific orgasm her nerdy nemesis had just given her. Her tits would ripple each time she shivered, still being pushed together by her bikini top and looking hot as fuck.



 



My eyes were wide with what I’d just done. I’d just given my first head to anyone, and it was Lara fucking Sutherland. I’d just eaten my high school bully’s pussy, her cum was drying on my chin, and it felt
 good
 .



 



“Come here you sexy slut,” Lara said once she was able to form a sentence again.



 



I smiled and did as I was told, our flesh pressing together as we kissed, our shaved pussies rubbing against each other.



 



“Was I really that good?” I asked, somewhat surprised I could give her as intense an orgasm as I clearly did.



 



“You have some learning to do, but nothing makes me cum harder than a girl who thought she was straight going down on me. And that feeling was twice as good with it being you of all people.”



 



“You talk dirty when you have sex,” I remarked.



 



“And you should too, Madison, it’s all part of the bimbo lifestyle. People love it when you say nasty stuff to them during sex, it makes them feel even better. Did it work you up?”



 



“Yeah, it really did!” I said, learning my next lesson on my journey to becoming a slut.



 



“Are you loving being a dirty whore?”



 



“Fuck yes.”



 



“Good. Then you’re ready for the next step.”



 



“What’s the next step?”



 



Lara smiled at me wickedly, before pushing me off her. She crawled up the bed and reached into her bedside drawer, pulling out a thick purple dildo.



 



“You’re gonna get fucked properly,” she said with a glint in her eye. “Lie down on your front.”



 



My heart skipped a beat at the thought of being penetrated, especially by something so thick. I’d slipped a couple of fingers inside myself before, sure, but never anything with that much girth. The thought excited me. After all, if I was gonna be a bimbo I had to be able to take something that big.



 



“Do you think Brandon’s that big?” I asked as I lay prone on my front like Lara asked, pulling a pillow down from the top of the bed to rest my head on.



 



“Oh I can guarantee he’s not,” the naughty bully replied as she made her way behind me. “But forget about him. I’ll make you cum harder than he or any other dumbass guy at that school ever could.”



 



“I’ve never thought about girls like this until now,” I admitted, Lara setting aside the dildo and running her hands along my back, grabbing my ass. “I’ve always been so invested in getting a boyfriend, trying to be like every other girl at school.”



 



“Oh please, if I told you all the girls I’ve used this dildo on… and I fucked them better than any of their boyfriends ever did.”



 



“I believe you,” I giggled in response, basking in the warm feelings that Lara’s wandering hands were stirring in me once again. “I think I’m starting to understand the bimbo lifestyle. I’m gonna have to go to the mall this weekend.”



 



“I’ll come with you. You can eat me out in the change rooms.”



 



I giggled again as Lara leant down and started kissing the backs of my thighs and the rump of my ass. The thought of going down on her in a public place was a thrilling one. One that would have scared the shit out of me this morning, but now I was a slut, drunk on horniness, and I hoped she was serious.



 



“Being a bimbo isn’t just about dressing the part and looking your best though. It’s about the things you do in bed that sets you apart from every other girl happy to just lay there and have her snatch stuffed.”



 



“I’ll practice my dirty talk but I just ate pussy, Lara. I think I have the slutty stuff covered.”



 



“No, there’s other things you have to be willing to do,” she dragged her tongue across my lower back, sending shivers up my spine.



 



“Like what?”



 



“To be a true slut, you have to be into butt stuff,” she said as she pushed my ass cheeks together and kissed my rump right in the middle of the crease.



 



“Oh! I dunno, Lara. I think-”



 



She spanked my ass hard to cut me off. “You’re a bimbo, you don’t think! You do as I say and I’m going to eat your ass, and you’re gonna like it.”



 



A dull burning pain began to radiate from my ass where she’d slapped it, no doubt a red handprint beginning to form on my pale skin. I couldn’t believe she’d spanked me! And I couldn’t believe I liked it. A little yelp escaped my lips as she did it, and the warmth in my groin flashed white hot for a moment. She could do whatever she wanted to me, I was putty in her hands.



 



“Now tell me, are you a bimbo or aren’t you?”



 



“I am,” I said without hesitation, willing to do whatever it took to cling to my newfound identity.



 



“Good, then you’re going to let me eat your ass?”



 



“Yes,” I replied, suddenly acutely aware of a tingling in my butthole, anticipation for receiving an act I’d never considered something I’d like. Then again, this day was full of acts I’d never considered, and I’d fucking loved all of them so far.



 



Lara returned to kissing my rear, her lips tending to the scorching hot skin where she’d spanked me. Slowly, her mouth made its way inwards, kissing the insides of my cheeks. My stomach felt light, my heart pounding, my clit on fire knowing what was to come.



 



She kissed me right on the butthole, her full, supple lips lingering on my ring as she pressed them against it. I let out a protracted
 ‘Ohhhh’
 as I felt another person’s mouth in my most off-limits area. My hips wriggled a little, inadvertently shaking my ass against Lara’s face.



 



The wicked bully then poked her tongue out, probing my little hole ever so slightly, making me inhale sharply at the wet feeling. My asshole quivered at the unexpected oral attention, my spine felt like it was electrified by the act.



 



“You like it, don’t you?” Lara said from behind me.



 



“I think so,” I replied.



 



“You don’t think, remember.”



 



“I
 do
 like it,” I corrected myself, playing the part of a good little slut who loves anal play.



 



“That’s right,” Lara said with a sultry voice before jamming her face between my cheeks.



 



She slid both arms under my waist and pulled me up into her, her tongue buttering my ass with her saliva. My knees accepted my weight as she buried herself in me, her rimming making me squirm and moan as I let this new experience happen to me.



 



It was so hot having someone in a place where I’d always thought no one should go. While I obviously knew some people were into butt stuff, I never really believed I would be, despite never trying it. But I absolutely adored having Lara eat my ass, it was taboo and exciting and made my butthole glow with pleasure.



 



Lara used the pad of her thumb to stroke my slit below her chin, coating it in my juices and making me jerk with pleasure as it ran over my engorged clit. She hooked her thumb into my vagina, penetrating me with the stubby digit and pumping in and out of my channel. I cried out in ecstasy at the almost overwhelming pleasure of being fingered while my ass was being rimmed.



 



With her other hand, Lara picked up the dildo and placed the head of it at my entrance. She pulled her thumb and replaced it with the much bigger purple toy. I groaned gratefully as my pussy accepted the full length of the dildo, swallowing it up with appreciation. Her thumb travelled south and she began massaging my clit while she pumped the toy in and out of me, her mouth never leaving my butthole.



 



I felt so full, having my snatch stuffed with the dildo while my most sensitive spot was rubbed, and my naughtiest spot was licked. A cacophony of messy wet sounds filled the room, cum and saliva mixing together in my nethers, accompanied by my moans of ecstasy. I just closed my eyes and relished the experience, a new height of pleasure that would be hard to top. For a virgin, this was certainly one hell of a kinky first time.



 



“Do you love it?” Lara asked, her voice muffled by my butt.



 



“Fuck yes!” I replied.



 



“So fucking tell me how much, slut!”



 



“I love it so much, Lara.
 Fuck
 . Your mouth on my ass, it’s so dirty but feels so good,” I struggled to form sentences as an orgasm rapidly approached. “You filling me up with your dildo, holy shit… you’ve made me such a whore!
 Ahhhhh!!!
 ”



 



My climax smashed through me like a freight train. Between the insane pleasure I was being made to feel in my ass and pussy, I felt like I was being split in two. I stuffed my face into the pillow and screamed at the top of my lungs, my entire lower half quivering as my nervous system was overcome with pure bliss.



 



Cum spilled out of my snatch, only to be flicked against the back of my thighs by Lara’s never stopping thumb. My asshole spasmed against her tongue, opening and closing as it burned with delight, the naughty slut pressing herself inside of me as I came.



 



Suddenly my muscles all tensed and I rocked forward away from Lara’s face. I curled up in the fetal position, the dildo still hanging out of me, my pussy shuddering around it. I stayed curled up in a ball and shook as I rode out the end of my ridiculous orgasm.



 



Drool hung from Lara’s mouth, dripping down onto her tits as she watched me recover from what she’d just done to me, watching me take my first steps into what she was transforming me into. A few hours ago I was just a jealous, horny virgin; now I was a sexy bimbo, who had lesbian sex and got her ass eaten. I was a different person.



 



My bully pulled the dildo out of me and licked my sweetness off it while I regained control of myself, my channel slowly contracting to its original size with the toy now out of it. Eventually, I sat up as Lara finished sucking on her plastic popsicle. I kissed her, tasting the intense flavor of my pussy and ass lingering on her lips.



 



“Should I rim you now?” I asked, not overly enticed by the thought but definitely curious.



 



“Another time, Madi,” she smiled. “My Mom will be home any second. You better get dressed.”



 



My heart sank a little, knowing that the afternoon was drawing to a close. But I knew she was right, and I knew there’d be another opportunity. “Yeah, you’re right. I should get going.”



 



Lara playfully smacked my butt as I climbed off the bed. I smiled over my shoulder at her as I walked into her bathroom, retrieving the clothes and lingerie that I’d left in there. I started stepping into her naughty panties before she interrupted me.



 



“Nuh uh, bitch. Don’t think you’re stealing my underwear. I said I’d lend you some clothes, I don’t think that includes lingerie.”



 



“You want me to put my soaking wet panties back on?”



 



“I don’t care what you do, but you’re not taking mine,” she smiled cheekily at me.



 



I knew what she was getting at, so I went along with it. I made direct eye contact with her as I pulled the short skirt up that would make me flash my pussy if I bent over even slightly, and wore her tiny top that made my erect nipples easily visible with no bra to protect them.



 



“Such a slut,” she grinned at me as I struck a pose in her revealing clothes, no underwear to maintain my dignity.



 



“Were you serious about going to the mall with me this weekend?”



 



“Deadly serious. We’ll make over your wardrobe and have Brandon drooling all over you come Monday. I’ll book you in with my hairdresser too.”



 



“What for?”



 



“You’re going blonde.”



 



“Okay!” I beamed at the thought of dyeing my hair.



 



“And don’t think I was joking about you going down on me in the dressing room, either.”



 



“I hoped you weren’t.”



 



I kissed my high school bully once last time before picking up my wet underwear off the floor. I made my way downstairs to the laundry and bent over to collect the rest of my clothes, causing the skirt to ride up my ass and expose my snatch to the cool air. I turned around to walk back into the kitchen but was stopped in my tracks by a familiar face that I hadn’t seen in years.



 



“Oh! Hi, Mrs Sutherland,” I addressed the older woman placing a bag of groceries down on the counter. I prayed she hadn’t just gotten a full view of my cookie when I had bent over.



 



“Madison Holloway, is that you?”



 



“Um, yep. It’s me,” I replied, suddenly feeling self-conscious wearing the clothes of the woman’s slutty daughter.



 



“I haven’t seen you in years! You look… different.”



 



“Oh, yeah. I was just on my way out actually. It was nice to see you though. I think you might be seeing me a bit more around here.”



 



“Well, I hope so. Although I think I’m seeing a bit more of you already,” she motioned to my plunging neckline and short skirt. “New look?”



 



“Oh right, yeah. Kind of Lara’s influence actually.”



 



“It suits you,” she smiled at me, her gaze not leaving my body.



 



“Thanks,” I awkwardly chuckled as I made my way around the kitchen island. “Well, I gotta go, Mrs Sutherland. See you soon.”



 



“I hope so,” she said as her eyes followed me, the woman more than twice my age not hiding the fact that she was ogling me.



 



I practically ran to my car and jumped in the front seat.
 What the fuck was that?
 I didn’t have time to contemplate it though, I had to get home before my parents did and saw me dressed like this.



 



That night, I masturbated myself to the thought of seducing Brandon with my new bimbo identity and slutty clothes. Only, as I was in the middle of it, thoughts of Brandon morphed into thoughts of Lara; her huge bouncing tits, her hot mouth on my asshole. My lesbian experience was certainly a shit-load hotter than I ever imagined my first time.



 



Then, just as I was on the precipice of cumming, images of Mrs Sutherland flashed across my mind. I imagined the older woman moaning in ecstasy, her thighs quivering to the sides of my head as she used my face like a seat, her big, heaving mom-tits above me.



 



I came at the same time my bully’s mom did in my imagination. Dreaming how she tasted as she fucked my face, riding me like the fuckdoll I’d become. As my orgasm wound down, it dawned on me what I’d just masturbated to, and how inappropriate it was.



 



Maybe I was even more of a slut than I thought.



 



THE END







 My Enemy’s Lesbian Mom



 



I exited the salon and back onto the main strip of the mall, my brand new blonde hair tickling my shoulders as I walked. To my side was Lara Sutherland, the hottest girl in school with a reputation for sleeping with anyone who would ask her.



 



Lara was also my bully since the ninth grade. For me, her sluttiness was not her defining characteristic, it was her cruelty towards me. That all changed two days ago when I confronted her in her backyard. After I fell into her pool, Lara showed pity and offered her wardrobe to me. I took the opportunity to try on some of her sluttiest underwear, and discovered how good it made me feel. After she caught me in the act, Lara persuaded me into the bimbo lifestyle, shaving my pussy and taking my virginity. Now my bully was my bimbo teacher as I embraced my inner whore.



 



“You look hot as fuck, Madison,” she said as we made our way down the concourse, our shades of blonde hair matching perfectly.



 



“I
 feel
 hot as fuck,” I flashed a grin at her, feeling more and more like a bimbo with my new hair color that Lara insisted I get.



 



“The department store is just up ahead. We’re gonna need to get you some of your own clothes, you can’t keep borrowing mine.”



 



Lara was right, I was wearing the miniskirt and tight top that she leant me two days prior. I had years of babysitting money from my time as a good virginal nerd that was begging to be spent on a new wardrobe that would better advertise my assets.



 



“My parents are going to flip when I come home with blonde hair,” I said as I caught my reflection in a particularly clean shop window.



 



“Oh please, you’re eighteen now. What are they gonna do?”



 



“Not all parents are as cool as yours, Lara. There was a reason we always had the sleepovers at your house when we were kids.”



 



“My mom is
 not
 cool,” Lara laughed.



 



I’d had an awkward encounter with Mrs Sutherland just minutes after having her daughter’s tongue up my ass. I ran into the older woman on my way out of the house and she couldn’t take her eyes off my body. It wasn’t a story I’d shared with my new sexual mentor.



 



I pushed the thought out of my head as two dorky looking guys walked past us. They awkwardly tried to look at us without it being super obvious, which of course made it super obvious.



 



It was a totally new experience simply walking around the mall with Lara. I used to hide my body beneath baggy clothes and a visible
 fuck off
 look, now I was turning the heads of everyone that crossed our path. Every guy wanted to fuck us, every girl gave us a look of contempt that was really just jealousy. I knew because it was a look I’d given thousands of times. It felt good to be on the receiving end.



 



I followed my bully into the department store, brimming with confidence and excited to let Lara dress me. “Come on, we’ll start with underwear,” she said as she grabbed my hand and pulled me towards our destination.



 



“These are all so expensive,” I remarked as we browsed the rows of lacy underwear.



 



“Being a bimbo costs,” Lara shrugged. “The trick is to find someone who will buy it for you.”



 



“You have a girl buying you clothes?”



 



“Not a girl,” she chuckled. “I fuck guys for money, girls for pleasure.”



 



I noticed Lara’s eyes weren’t on the underwear, she was looking at something over my shoulder. I turned to pretend to look at the lingerie behind me, and saw what was capturing her attention. Or rather who. Imogen Scott, head cheerleader of the school’s football team was browsing nearby.



 



“Oh please, Imogen?” I turned back to face Lara. “That’s the wrong tree you’re barking up. You may be hot, but Imogen cares too much about her image to sleep with you.”



 



Imogen was probably Lara’s main competition for hottest girl in school. She had perfectly straight red hair and full blowjob lips, not to mention a body that would make even the most devout priest hard. Lara’s sexual freedom was the only thing giving her the edge over the red-headed bombshell. Imogen was not known for screwing around, and had been dating the quarterback, Derek, for over a year now.



 



“Hm, maybe,” Lara said with a cheeky tone that implied she took my words as some kind of challenge. “Here, what do you think of this?” She handed me a set made of black lace, the bra made more of sheer fabric than anything actually concealing, and the accompanying thong didn’t look to cover much either. It was exactly the thing that old me would have scoffed at for being too slutty.



 



“It’s perfect,” I beamed.



 



“C’mon, I want to see you in it.”



 



The pair of us made our way to the closest changeroom, giggling as we walked past Imogen Scott, who looked completely perplexed as she realized who I was, barely recognizable with my blonde hair and sworn enemy on my arm.



 



I closed the curtain behind us as we entered the stall. Lara sat herself down on the bench and watched me undress with hungry eyes. Two days ago, she’d told me she was going to make me eat her out in the changeroom when she took me shopping, and I hoped she remembered it. Over the past forty-eight hours I’d masturbated half a dozen times to the thought of what we did in her bedroom, and I was desperate for some new material.



 



I stripped down to my bra and panties. I’d purposely worn the sexiest pair I owned although by Lara’s slutty standards they were essentially laundry day attire. She smiled as I slid out of them, freeing my heavy tits and hairless pussy, newly shaven by Lara’s very hands.



 



I stepped into the thong and pulled it up, pulling the waistline over my hips and threading the strings between my ass cheeks, feeling the fabric against my butthole. I slid my arms into the matching lace bra and did the clasp up, the garment pushing my tits together and up fantastically, creating an enticing cleavage. I felt scoldingly sexy in the naughty lingerie, and admired myself in the mirror with my shoulder length blonde hair and tight body.



 



“Fucking hell, Madison,” Lara’s eyes were wide as she looked me up and down. “You look fine as fuck. Give me a twirl.”



 



I did as she said, spinning around and letting her see my ass being flossed by the lace. It reminded me of trying on Lara’s underwear in her bedroom, only this was mine. Or it would be, once I parted with four Saturday night’s worth of babysitting money. Lara was right, I needed to find myself someone to buy me all this stuff.



 



“I look like a real bimbo now,” I giggled, loving taking the next step in my transformation.



 



“I could fuck you for a week straight,” Lara exclaimed.



 



“I’d let you,” I arched an eyebrow and dipped my hip.



 



“Don’t think I haven’t forgotten about you eating me out in the change room, either.”



 



My heart skipped a beat, and my pouting lips turned into a suggestive smile. Lara spread her legs, causing her skirt to ride up her thighs and reveal her own skimpy thong beneath it.



 



“Come and get it, slut,” she instructed me.



 



I dropped to my hands and knees and crawled over to her, making eye contact with the bimbo bully the whole time, excited to once again taste the flavor I hadn’t been able to get out of my mind for two days. When I got to the bench seat, I reached up beneath her skirt and hooked my fingers under the waistband of her panties. I practically tore the tiny panties off of her, the eager whore giggling at my enthusiasm and lifting her butt off the seat so the thong could be peeled from between her supple cheeks.



 



Her pussy was as hairless as mine, her pink lips already glistening with arousal from watching me trying on lingerie. Lara lifted her spread legs into the air, her perfect pussy lips peeling apart and inviting me in. I lunged forward and dove beneath her skirt, hungry for her cunt, her familiar flavor washing over my taste buds and making me sigh with satisfaction.



 



One bimbo pleasuring another, I devoured Lara’s snatch enthusiastically. It was hard to believe that less than a week ago I was an innocent, nerdy virgin, pining after a guy that never noticed me. Now I was blonde and eating pussy in public, completely enamored with my bully and the world of sex that she’d opened my eyes to.



 



Lara watched the scene in the mirror and tried to suppress her pleasure moans, instead taking in sharp breaths of air every time I sucked her lips into my mouth, or tweaked her clit in just the right way. I could feel my exposed rear end in the tiny thong, Lara no doubt staring at my asshole in my bent over position, the thin piece of fabric not quite entirely concealing my back door.



 



My bully turned teacher combed my hair with her fingers as she pulled me harder into her, her juicy pussy coating my mouth and chin with her sex. I twirled my tongue around her clit, circling the engorged nub with my rigid tip. Lara’s back arched as I tended to her most sensitive spot, her head knocking against the wall of the change room, pushing her chest out.



 



“
 Nggghhh
 ,” Lara groaned as quietly as possible through her gritted teeth as she came. Her suspended legs shook to either side of my head, her pussy gushing the sumptuous sex I craved so badly.



 



I bounced my head up and down beneath her skirt as she orgasmed, dragging my tongue through her cunt and drinking down as much delicious cum as I could. I felt so god damn sexy in my slutty lingerie, making Lara cum as people shopped not ten yards away, completely unaware of the climaxing teen behind the curtain.



 



Lara sucked in deep breaths as she rode out her orgasm, her tits heaving above me. She pulled my head back by my hair and leaned over, ramming her tongue into my mouth and swirling it around my own, tasting her own nectar as she twitched on the bench. As she kissed me, she reached down with one hand and thrust it into my lacy panties, running a finger up my slit.



 



“You’re all wet,” she said, breaking the kiss. “I don’t think you can put these panties back now.”



 



“I wasn’t planning on it anyway,” I said, my hair still in the grasp of Lara’s clenched fist.



 



Lara smiled at me and began rubbing my clit with the pad of her middle finger. My mouth hung open as I breathed heavily from the erotic touching, my brow creased and my bully’s cum coated the lower half of my face in a sexy sheen. I was a fucktoy to Lara, on my knees in the change room, allowing myself to be transformed in her image, my head pulled back, her hand filling my skimpy thong. I was such a slut.



 



She tweaked my clit expertly, dragging the button to the side and letting it flick back into place, making me jerk and gasp with pleasure. Just as I thought I was about to cum, a disembodied voice interrupted us.



 



“Hello, is everything alright in there? Can I get you anything?” a diligent employee called through the curtain.



 



My eyes went wide. Could she have heard something?



 



Lara looked at me with amusement, grinning as a naughty idea flashed across her mind. “Get up and talk to her,” she whispered, pulling her hand out of my panties and relinquishing my hair.



 



“What!? No way!” I whisper shouted back at her. I was in lingerie for christ’s sake. I wasn’t opening the curtain.



 



“Do it,” she commandingly whispered. “I want to eat you out while you talk to her. Now be a good slut and go over there.”



 



I rolled my eyes and did what she said. If I wanted to be a bimbo, I was going to have to act like it. If this is what Lara would do, I had to do it too. I got to my feet and walked over to the edge of the curtain, poking just my head out the side so that I didn’t reveal myself. I was greeted by a smiley shop attendant in her uniform.



 



“All fine in here, thanks,” I said as I felt Lara get to the floor behind me, her hands caressing my ass in the lacy thong.



 



“Are you sure I can’t get you anything? A different size or something new?” she asked as Lara pulled the fabric to the side, pressing her face into my pussy from behind, her nose prodding my asshole and making my abs tense.



 



“No thanks,” I replied with a voice that sounded pained, masking my pleasure. “I’m all good, really.”



 



“You’re not trying on the lingerie are you?” Another damn question as Lara’s tongue licked the length of me.



 



“No, of course not,” I lied, struggling not to crease my brow or close my eyes. It felt naughty as fuck being eaten out while face to face with a completely oblivious person.



 



“Because you know it’s store policy not to try on the lingerie in the changerooms. You’ll have to buy it if you’ve worn any.” I was so close to cumming, Lara’s wicked tongue taking me right to the edge as I endured the overbearing employee.



 



“Noted, thanks!” I almost shouted as I quickly pulled my head back inside the change room and closed the curtain tight. I pressed myself up against the wall and climaxed, gritting my teeth and trying so goddamn hard to contain my ecstasy and not tip off the woman a mere two feet away on the other side of the curtain.



 



I shuddered against the wall, looking straight up at the ceiling as I barely managed to hold my moan. Lara had no shame, pressing her face in harder between my legs and teasing my clit as I quivered, leaking cum onto her waiting tongue.



 



Lara silently laughed at me as I recovered, lightly slapping my ass. I turned around and mouthed to her, “You bitch!” which almost made her double over in laughter.



 



I heard the footsteps of the floor worker walking away and took the sexy underwear off, redressing myself in my own clothes as Lara fixed herself in the mirror. Once I had everything in place, I joined her, admiring my reflection as I neatened my hair.



 



“Fucking hell, Lara. Eating me out while I talk to her… you’ve turned me into such a whore,” I said proudly.



 



“Oh please, you’ve fucked one person. You’re hardly a whore.” For most people, her words would be complimentary, but they wounded me. The bully had reared her ugly head again and was stinging me with barbed comments like she’d done for the past three years in the halls of school.



 



“Uh, yeah, I guess,” I said, for a moment seeing the scared, sexually repressed face of the brunette virgin Madison Holloway looking back at me in the mirror.



 



“Come on, let’s get you some clothes to go with your slutty underwear. You can get more sets of lingerie once you start seducing someone who’ll buy it for you,” she said, not taking note of my hurt facial expression, dragging me by the hand out of the change room.



 



As we looked through clothes, Lara’s phone kept dinging with messages. She seemed barely interested in me, handing me a tiny halter top or denim short shorts here and there, too preoccupied with replying to the messages than dressing me. Before long, we had a stack of revealing clothes for me to wear to school that week.



 



I went over to the counter and Lara waited off to the side while I paid, her head that was not so long ago buried in my pussy now buried in her phone. I stood there feeling sorry for myself as the counter attendant scanned my clothes item by item. She got to the lingerie and dragged the tag along the scanner, the thong leaving an almost imperceptible streak of cum along the glass. My eyes went wide as I prayed she wouldn’t notice.



 



She placed them in a device to remove the security tag, her fingers brushing against the lace that I’d made damp only half an hour earlier. Thankfully, she remained unaware of the naughtiness they’d partaken in.



 



I grimaced as I handed over nearly a year's worth of babysitting money. I figured I was making an investment in my own quality of life though. One that would see returns in the form of ravenous sex, and hopefully a relationship with my crush, Brandon.



 



I thanked the employee, took my bag of bimbo clothes and walked up the rapidly texting Lara. She didn’t even look up at me, just began walking towards the exit and back onto the mall concourse.



 



“I thought for sure she was going to notice the wet panties when she scanned them through,” I said, trying to capture my bully’s attention.



 



“Mm,” she grunted back at me.



 



“She didn’t though…” I finished my thought and sighed. “Is everything alright?”



 



“Huh? Oh, yeah!” She looked up at me for the first time in ages, offering me a manufactured smile.



 



“Did I do something wrong?”



 



“No, of course not. It’s just I uh...” her phone dinged again with another message, and she went to look at it before stopping herself. “Look, Madi, I’m really sorry but there’s something I have to do. Something I can’t tell you about right now. I want to see your new clothes though, I really do. How about you drive back to mine and try them on. The back door should be open and you can let yourself in. I’ll come home and meet you soon, I promise.”



 



“What? You’re ditching me?”



 



“No, not ditching you. It’s just hard to explain. I have to do something.”



 



“Some
 one
 more like.”



 



“Go back to my house. I’ll see you soon,” she gave me a kiss on the cheek and walked away into the sea of shoppers.



 



I raised my arms as I watched her leave. “What the fuck!?” I called out after her.



 



I begrudgingly did as she said, and drove myself back to her house. I didn’t have much of a choice, my parents were home and I didn’t feel like explaining my new hair color and wardrobe to them in my current state. I let myself in the back door of the giant house and made my way upstairs to Lara’s bedroom. I set the shopping bags down on the floor and looked over the room, reminiscing of forty-eight hours prior when Lara took my virginity and set me on my journey towards becoming a sex-crazed bimbo.



 



I sighed, planning my second confrontation with her in the same week. It’s not like we were going steady or anything but I still expected to be treated better than this. I’d endured years of her bullying and I wasn’t going to take it anymore. I may be a slut now, but I deserved her respect.



 



I looked down at the bags of clothes and pushed thoughts of Lara out of my head, my excitement for trying on my new attire returning. I kicked my shoes off and stripped myself nude before rummaging through one of the bags in search of the lacy lingerie I’d just spent half a fortune on. I put the bra on and slid the thong up between my ass for the second time that day, the fabric still slightly cool and damp from our exploits in the change room.



 



I took a moment to admire myself in Lara’s floor to ceiling mirror. I looked
 hot
 . I always knew I had a pretty good body, with big tits pushed together perfectly by the bra and a round but tight ass displayed in the lace thong. I just never had the confidence to show it off before Lara awakened the bimbo within. Now I had the lush, blonde hair and made up face to go with it, and I couldn’t wait to show myself off come Monday morning.



 



I fished around the bags and pulled out the outfit I was most excited to see myself in. I pulled the denim short shorts up, wriggling my hips to squeeze my booty into them, and then pulled the backless halter top over my head.



 



The outfit was certainly pushing the boundaries of what was acceptable to wear at school. The short shorts didn’t quite contain all of my ass, with the bottom of my cheeks peeking out beneath them, and the waistline of my thong just visible on my hips. The halter top had most of my midriff on display and a plunging neckline that showed off the inviting cleavage helped by the bra. I stuck my ass out towards the mirror and looked over my shoulder with pouty lips.



 



I was going to have to wear a tracksuit over the top of it to get past my parents looking like this. My heart felt light in my chest at the thought of deceiving them, and the thought of wearing this in front of everybody on Monday morning, having the eyes of every boy, girl and teacher on me.



 



“Lara, can you ask your friends to-” a familiar voice said at a raised volume as Lara’s mom burst through the door, catching a glimpse of me doing my sexy pose in the mirror. “Oh! Madison, it’s you,” she said as I hurried to drop the pose and tried to act naturally, my ploy about as see-through as the ogling dorks at the mall.



 



“Mrs Sutherland! Hi!” I said, wide eyed and feeling exposed in my slutty clothes, the second time this had happened. I instinctively went to cover myself up in front of the older woman, but stopped myself. I should be proud of my body and feel comfortable showing it off.



 



“I was just gonna say, next time could you park on the other side of the driveway so I can get my car into the garage,” she said, her eyes not even pretending to be making contact with mine. She looked my body up and down as she talked, conjuring memories of the other day when she did the same in the kitchen shortly after I’d finished fucking her daughter.



 



“Oh, yeah. Of course, sorry. Should I move now?” This time I felt more prepared for her wandering eyes, and relished her gaze instead of shying away from it.



 



“No!’ She practically shouted. “There’s no need,” she attenuated her volume slightly. “Where’s Lara?”



 



“Oh, we were shopping but she had an errand to run,” I covered for her. “She said I should come back here to try on my new clothes, she’ll be home a little later on. I hope that’s okay.”



 



“That’s fine, dear. Not a problem at all. Are these the new clothes?”



 



“Um, yeah. Sort of the progression of that new look I mentioned the other day.”



 



“I can see that, eighteen years old and certainly all grown up,” she said, her eyes finding mine for the first time since we started talking. “And a new hair color?”



 



“Yeah,” I laughed. “Again, kind of Lara’s influence.”



 



“Well I think my daughter has a good eye. I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you look sexy as hell.”



 



“Thanks, Mrs Sutherland. I don’t mind at all,” I said, blushing slightly and smiling with equal parts embarrassment and pride that this woman I respected found me attractive.



 



“In fact, you remind me of a younger me,” she said, stepping closer. “Your blonde is a little lighter than I ever was, but of course I have to dye mine now too to hide the grays.”



 



“Oh please, there’s no way you have gray hair. You’re far too young.”



 



“That’s very kind, Madison, but I assure you they’re there,” she stepped closer again. “I used to have such crazy times when I was your age, you know, before Mr Sutherland came along and put Lara in me.”



 



“Oh yeah, like what?” I said, my heart fluttering with the imposing older woman now only a foot away from me.



 



I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t attracted to Mrs Sutherland. Ever since our encounter in the kitchen she would inadvertently feature heavily in my fantasies while I masturbated, her older, experienced body flashing across my mind while I tried to think of Lara. The upper middle class woman obviously cared about her looks, and I could tell she’d had her lips done at some point, trying to stave off the lines that age brought. But she
 was
 beautiful, with her golden hair falling past her shoulders, her buxom bust pressing against the fabric of her blouse and her wide hips and big ass filling out her mom jeans better than most.



 



“Well, to be honest, I was a bit of a slut back in high school and college, back when I had a body as tight as yours. I would have sex with everyone, men and women, it didn’t matter. In fact, if we’d gone to college together I definitely would have tried to sleep with you.” She leant over and whispered in my ear. “Have you ever had sex with a girl?”



 



Her breath on my ear sent shivers down my spine and straight into my pussy. Mrs Sutherland was trying to fuck me, I knew it. The thought of having sex with an older woman, especially one I’d known for so long, was so wickedly naughty it topped what Lara did to me in the change room earlier.



 



She moved her head away from my ear, looking me in the eyes as her mouth glistened with lipstick mere inches away from my own. Lara thought I wasn’t a bimbo yet because I’d only had sex with one person, well… this would show her.



 



“Not yet,” I lied in response to her question, not wanting to scare her off with the thought of me fucking her skanky daughter.



 



“Do you want to?”



 



I smiled in response, prompting the horny older woman to lean forward and place her full, collagen filled lips against my youthful ones. I kissed her back, my head swimming with delight at the thought of getting back at my high school bully by fucking her mom; the ultimate revenge.



 



Mrs Sutherland stepped in closer and our bodies pressed together, her boobs even bigger than Lara’s and pushing against mine in my new bra and halter top. Her hands explored my bare back, caressing my supple skin before reaching down and squeezing my booty in both hands.



 



Horniness swirled in my groin now, as I let myself be taken by Lara’s mom. She couldn’t deny I was a bimbo now. This was about as slutty as it got.



 



I pulled Mrs Sutherland over to Lara’s bed, sitting on the edge of it and pulling the halter top over my head, smiling up at the naughty older woman with my tits housed enticingly in the lacy new bra. She pushed me over so that I lay flat on my back and climbed on top of me.



 



“Oh my god, look at your tits,” she exclaimed before burying her face in my cleavage, inhaling my scent deeply. “They look incredible in this sexy lingerie, Madison, but I have to see them bare.”



 



With that, she slid her hands under my back and found the clasp, easily releasing it with her deft fingers and pulling the bra up my arms, revealing my naked chest to her. Her eyes went wide seeing my supple young breasts and she dove in without a second thought, kissing all over the mounds of a girl who she once made hot chocolate for on sleepover nights.



 



As much as I was getting off on the thought of fucking my bully’s mom, it was made even hotter by my history with Mrs Sutherland. Back when Lara and I were friends, I spent a lot of time with this gorgeous woman, and looked up to her. She was a lot more fun than my own mom, and treated us as adults even then. To now be on the cusp of having sex with her, I felt like a horny slut queen.



 



She took my nipple into her mouth and flicked it with the tip of her tongue, making it erect with her teasing. I let out a soft moan of appreciation as she moved to the other, practically worshipping my breasts and covering them in red mouth shaped marks from her lipstick.



 



“I remember when my tits looked like this,” she said between licks, admiring my big but still perky-with-youth boobs. “Well, they still more or less do, but they’ve had some help from Doctor Lieberman.”



 



“I wanna see them,” I said, doing a sit-up and kissing Mrs Sutherland again, my hands exploring her body and grabbing her butt over her mom jeans. She undid the buttons of her blouse and shrugged it off her shoulders, revealing her huge tits housed in a more practical bra than mine.



 



I took my hands off her ass and undid the clasp, allowing her to dispose of the unattractive bra that she certainly wouldn’t have worn if she knew she was going to get laid. And there they were, her tits huge with age and held up by expensive procedures. The bosom that my bully turned sex-teacher once suckled out. Now it was my turn.



 



I buried myself in them, kissing all around her humongous tits as she sighed and played with my newly blonde hair. I tweaked one nipple with my fingers while I lightly bit the other, stiffening them and making them flickable with the tip of my tongue. I loved pleasing the older woman, who showed her approval with pleasure moans elicited by the erotic nipple play of an eighteen year old bimbo.



 



Once her chest was adequately glistening with my drool, I was hungry for more, desperate to please her in more intense ways. I pushed on her hips, forcing her to slide off the bed and stand in front of me. I perched myself on the edge of the mattress and looked up at her as I pawed at her jeans’ buttons.



 



She looked like an angel, her sandy blonde hair falling down the sides of her face as she looked down at me, her eyes full of wonder at the horny little sex kitten trying to get into her pants. Her lipstick was smeared across her collagen filled lips, her eyes bordered by faint age lines Doctor Lieberman couldn’t fix. She looked absolutely divine, and I wanted to make her cum.



 



Finding some success with her buttons, I tugged at the sides of her tight jeans, requiring some gratuitous wriggling of her hips to get them over her ass. They fell into a crumpled mess around her ankles, leaving her wearing only an unflattering pair of white cotton panties. I ran my hands along her bare thighs, staring dead ahead at the fabric separating me from what I wanted the most.



 



I could make out a dark delta of pubes beneath the white cotton, and between her legs the fabric was already wet, clinging to her pussy lips and giving her a wonderful camel toe. I pressed the side of my face against her, feeling her warmth, the top of her wetness kissing my cheek.



 



“Oh my god, Madison,” she said from above. “You’re so fucking sexy.”



 



“
 You’re
 so fucking sexy,” I echoed her sentiment before grabbing her panties by the waist and ripping them down her legs, joining the mom jeans on the floor.



 



Without a second thought, I pushed my face into her groin, sliding my tongue through her wetness as her pubes tickled my nose. I tasted her mature flavor, her pussy tangier than her daughter’s, a more full-bodied taste.



 



“
 Oh
 ,” Mrs Sutherland cried out as she lurched forward onto her toes, placing a hand on my head to steady herself.



 



The reaction spurred me on, making me feel all sorts of naughty and sexy as I ate her pussy. I wagged my tongue between her legs and savored her delicious flavor. This was my second pussy meal of the day but I was still so hungry. I spread the flat of my tongue along the length of her, her clit engorged so much that I could feel it pressing into me.



 



“Holy shit that feels so good,” she exclaimed as she pulled my head in harder against her.



 



I reached around and grabbed both of her big ass cheeks, feeling them tense as she rocked her hips forward to grant me further access to her nethers. I began flicking her pink bean with my tongue, looking up at her ecstatic face as I did so.



 



Everything about Mrs Sutherland seemed bigger. She was taller than Lara and me, had bigger tits, a bigger ass, a bigger clit. Sure, she was a little saggy with age, despite the medical efforts, but I loved feeling so small in comparison. It was like I was a sentient fucktoy she’d just bought, a perky little eighteen year old that she was superior to in every way.



 



Her face had even more lines as it creased with pleasure. Her eyes shut and lips quivering, she held onto my head as she ground herself against my face, loving the oral attention of her daughter’s friend.



 



I pursed my lips around her sensitive pink pearl and stuck my tongue out like an anteater, rapidly flicking it with the tip and sending Mrs Sutherland over the edge. She curled over, her heavy tits resting on the top of my head as she came hard against me.



 



“
 NNNGGGHHHH MADISON
 ,” she bellowed with pleasure as her knees wobbled, her middle aged body overcome with orgasmic bliss.



 



Cum leaked out of her snatch and trickled down her legs as she violently shuddered, her ass tensed so tight she could form a diamond between her cheeks. I felt so satisfied within myself for having made her cum, so full of pride from the vocal approval of the older woman.



 



Her knees finally gave out and she collapsed onto them on the floor. She grabbed me and pulled me against her, furiously kissing me as she twitched with the last waves of her climax. Our tongues circled each other as she tasted her own snatch on me, kissing me deeply as she held my shoulders.



 



“I haven’t cum like that in years, dear,” she finally breathed out as her orgasm subsided completely, her face glowing in the aftermath of it. “For someone who’s never been with a woman, you know you’re way around a pussy.”



 



“What can I say, beginner’s luck,” I winked, seeing the lie through.



 



“I have to go down on you. I haven’t eaten box in two decades,” she said, her eyes suddenly hungry with lust.



 



I giggled like the slutty schoolgirl I was, excited to have Lara’s mom eat me out. She pushed on my chest so that I fell back onto the bed again, my tits covered in the temporary tattoos of her lipstick. I bit my bottom lip as she undid the button and zip of my tiny denim shorts, lifting my ass off the bed so that she could pull them down my legs.



 



“You’re wearing very naughty underwear today,” she remarked at my lacy black thong, arching an eyebrow as she did so.



 



“What can I say, I’m a naughty girl,” I arched my eyebrow right back at her, my cheeky response making her smile.



 



“That you are,” she agreed as she pulled my thong down, prying the lace from between my ass cheeks. “Shaved as well I see.”



 



“You don’t like it?” I asked insecurely, afraid of disappointing this goddess of a woman.



 



“I love it, dear,” she replied reassuringly. “It looks so beautiful, so enticing. I used to shave my snatch too to drive guys wild but nowadays I don’t see the point. I just keep my bush in check.”



 



Mrs Sutherland kissed up my thighs, making me squirm as she got closer and closer to my pussy. Her lips pressed against my vulva and up over my hairless mound, her nose nudging my clit as she teased me into a frenzy. I gently undulated my hips, begging her to lick me properly, but she didn’t take the bait.



 



I moaned with equal parts frustration and excitement as her mouth kissed everywhere except where I really wanted it. After a couple of minutes of the incessant teasing, I would have done anything to have her mouth on my cunt.



 



“Please-” I started, my plea being cut short by Mts Sutherland’s tongue finally delving into my snatch. Apparently my vocal begging was what she was waiting for, because she licked my pussy vigorously, as if she was drinking from the fountain of youth itself.



 



I writhed on Lara’s bed as her mom devoured my pussy. I held my spread legs in the air as she pleasured me, moaning in satisfaction. Mrs Sutherland was a bit rusty at pussy eating, her oral game not as finely tuned as her daughter’s, but the hotness of the scenario more than made up for it.



 



The mature woman had been starved of snatch for decades, and seemed eager to make up for lost time. Her tongue circled my clit widely and dove down the length of my pink, dipping into my channel, Mrs Sutherland using her whole head to guide her tongue. My legs shook as she licked the inside of me, and I pressed my head backwards into the mattress as I held onto my calves.



 



“Mmm, you taste so much better than I remember any pussy tasting,” she moaned into my snatch. “I can’t believe how much I missed this.”



 



Mrs Sutherland was having the time of her life reliving her college days with her daughter’s friend. Her enthusiastic mouth absolutely consumed me as she enjoyed herself in my pussy. Thank god she had the same lesbian proclivities as Lara.



 



She slipped a finger into my opening as her tongue focused on my clitoris. She made tiny concentric circles around my pleasure button as her finger started working in and out of me, my core tight around it. I sucked in deep breaths of air, my lipstick covered tits heaving as I felt my orgasm nearing.



 



Mrs Sutherland slipped a second digit in at the same time she started rapidly flicking my clit up and down, lighting up the nerves in the tiny bean and triggering a thunderous orgasm inside me.



 



I cried out loudly as my body pulsed with wave after wave of pleasure. Not needing to worry about anyone hearing, I let out a high pitched, strained groan of ecstasy as my legs shuddered, my hands unable to hold onto them any longer. They fell over Mrs Sutherland’s shoulders and squeezed the sides of her head like a vice as I grabbed the duvet cover and held on for the ride.



 



My whole body writhed up and down on the bed as my bully’s mom’s head followed my pussy, her tongue never stopping on my clit, her fingers choked by my vagina as she wore me like a ring. She made moaning sounds of her own as she gratefully swallowed as much cum as she could get her tongue at while it seeped out of every pore in my pink.



 



As my orgasm passed it’s peak, I pushed her off of my hypersensitive clit, prompting her to pull her fingers out of me and suck the cum off them. Once she’d polished them off she returned to me, placing sweet kisses all around my hairless snatch, careful not to make contact anywhere too delicate, my body shuddering with an aftershock each time her lips touched me.



 



She stood up and watched over me riding out the remnants of the taboo climax, putting the fingers she had inside of me back in her mouth while her other hand massaged her own cunt. She looked like a hungry lioness, taking pleasure in watching its prey squirm in front of it, preparing to pounce.



 



She just looked at me, twitching on her daughter's bed, a pool of cum staining the duvet between my legs. “Fuck…” was all I managed to say, in awe at what the older woman had done to me.



 



“I forgot how much I loved that,” she said, her big, enhanced tits heaving as she breathed.



 



“I want to make you cum again,” I breathed after a moment, once again capable of forming full sentences.



 



“Oh, my dear, I want you to. But I want to eat more of your delicious young pussy too. I’m afraid we’ll have to be quick before Lara comes home though. I can’t imagine what she’d say if she saw her mom fucking her friend on her bed.”



 



“Maybe there’s a way we can each have what we want and be efficient about it,” I said, an idea springing to mind. I crawled onto the bed properly and lay my head down on one of the pillows at the top. Smiling at Mrs Sutherland, I made a come hither motion to her, inviting her into a position I’d always wanted to try.



 



Mrs Sutherland cottoned on to my plan, and returned my excited smile as she climbed up on the bed before swinging a leg over me so that our heads were at opposite ends of each other. Her middle aged body dwarfed mine, and it felt incredible as she lowered herself down onto me, my young, nubile body underneath her, subjugated to her. She was my queen and I was her slut.



 



First, I licked the streaks of cum that had run down the inside of her thighs earlier, tasting her tangy flavor once again and causing her to stir as my tongue ran up her leg. She knew to start gently with me, my pussy still sensitive in its post-orgasm state. She kissed around my mound and insides of my thighs, enjoying the remnants of her work.



 



I reached underneath her and right around her legs so that I held a cheek of her bountiful ass in each hand, pulling her pussy onto my wanting mouth, eager to please the older woman again. I didn’t waste any time devouring her cunt, and I pressed my mouth against her pink, my tongue flicking her clit, her pubes scratching my chin, her wetness spilling down the sides of my face.



 



The pair of us began moaning into one another as we sixty-nined. My pussy was ready for round two and Mrs Sutherland could tell, tenderly licking my snatch while I vigorously ate hers. Our moans were stifled by the others sex, our voices vibrating the cunts we licked and sucked.



 



I tweaked Mrs Sutherland’s clit in just the right way, making her mouth detach from my pussy so that she could loudly groan in approval.



 



“Oh, fuck yes, Madison,” she said as she shifted her weight, her hand replacing her mouth as she rocked her hips forward a little, pressing herself down onto me.



 



The slight change in position pushed her pussy forward, and brought her ass down more. I don’t know what came over me, perhaps it was because Lara had done it to me and I’d not yet had the chance to return the favor, but I had the sudden urge to lick her asshole.



 



So I did. I licked up through her pink and onto her brown. The tiny little star puckered beneath my tongue as I licked between her rump.



 



“
 Ohhhh
 , shit. You naughty girl,” she said through gritted teeth. “That feels so fucking hot. Keep going.”



 



I didn’t need the encouragement, I lathered her butthole in saliva and her own cum, dragging my tongue over her back door over and over. I loved the feeling of being smothered by her round ass, the insides of her butt cheeks pressing against my face. Mrs Sutherland held her position, her fingers rubbing my clit while I rimmed her.



 



“Have you ever eaten ass before, dear?” she asked.



 



“Mm-mm,” I groaned in the negative, unwilling to remove my mouth from her ass to give her a proper answer.



 



“Swirl your tongue around it,” she coached me.



 



I did as I was told, and circled her tiny crater with the tip of my tongue, feeling the rough ridges surrounding her taboo hole.



 



“Ohhh yeah, just like that,” she said, closing her eyes and tilting her head back as she enjoyed the anal attention. I felt her reach between her legs and start rubbing her own clit in tandem with mine.



 



I moaned into her ass, smacking the handfuls of booty I held and causing her to push her ass harder against me. It was hard to breathe with my nose between her cheeks, and I fucking loved it, like I was being consumed by this powerful older woman. My own hips gyrated and toes curled as she fingered my swollen clit.



 



“I want you to push your tongue inside,” Mrs Sutherland said. “I’ll relax so that you can get in. I want to feel you penetrate me.”



 



I felt her asshole untense, the almost imperceptible hole opening the tiniest amount. I followed her command and pushed the tip of my tongue against it, worming my way in, past her clench. She made an almost laughable sound of unbridled ecstasy at the feeling of having an eighteen year old’s tongue up her butt. Her feminine moans became deep and powerful with the analingus.



 



“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god,” she said as I pushed my tongue in and out of her, overpowering her ring of muscle each time to tongue-fuck her ass.



 



She started to cum again. Her asshole uncontrollably tensed and released a thousand times a minute, forcing my tongue out with each tense before sucking it back in with each release, creating a sort of automatic tongue butt-fucking action. Cum spilled out of her pussy and trickled down onto my collarbone and tits, painting me with her delicious goo.



 



The sheer hotness of the automatic ass eating combined with her terrific clit flicking triggered my own orgasm. I simply moaned as I let her asshole do all the work, my pussy creating another wet patch on Lara’s bed cover. The pair of us grunted and cried loudly as Mrs Sutherland rigored on top of me, her middle aged mom body on top of the slutty schoolgirl.



 



Eventually, she collapsed, pulling her ass away from my tongue as she fell onto her back on the bed next to me, only oriented the opposite way. We simply lay there in silence for a few minutes as we basked in the afterglow of what we’d just done to each other.



 



“Oh my, Madison. I certainly wasn’t expecting this when I woke up this morning,” she said from somewhere around my knees.



 



“Me neither,” I replied half-honestly. To tell the truth, with the amount I’d inadvertently fantasized about her over the last couple of days I wouldn’t have put this situation out of the realm of possibility, but I was still pleasantly surprised that it actually came to be.



 



“We should clean ourselves up before Lara gets home,” she rested a hand on my thigh as she spoke.



 



“Yeah, I agree,” I said, neither of us moving. “When can we do it again?”



 



“You want to do it again?”



 



“Absolutely.”



 



“We’ll have to do it secretly. Lara can’t know, not to mention Mr Sutherland,” Mrs Sutherland said, concern in her voice.



 



“We’ll keep it quiet. We could even get a hotel room somewhere out of the way. We could go shopping somewhere no one else from around here would go.”



 



“That sounds perfect,” she replied. She found the will to get up before I could, grunting with age and exhaustion as she lifted herself off the bed and collected her clothes. “I’m going to have a shower, perhaps you should do the same. And spray some perfume or something in here, it reeks of sex.”



 



“I will,” I smiled as I too managed to get off of Lara’s bed.



 



Mrs Sutherland kissed me deeply one last time before she left the room. I watched her big ass crease with each step as she left, in total bewilderment that mere moments ago I had my face crammed into it.



 



I found the spare towels and showered in Lara’s private bathroom, washing away any evidence of what I’d just done with her mom. I swirled mouthwash around, covering up the smell of Mrs Sutherland’s nethers.



 



No sooner had I finished straightening up the room and redressing in my cute outfit, Lara burst through the door. She set her bag down and walked straight over to me, planting a kiss on my lips.



 



“I’m so sorry,” she said, a phrase I still wasn’t used to hearing from her. “Have you had fun trying on all the clothes?”



 



“Yeah! It’s fine, Lara, honestly,” I said, feeling forgiving in my current mood.



 



“I saw mom’s car out the front, she didn’t bother you did she?”



 



“Bother me? No, of course not.”



 



“Good, now give me the fashion show. I want to see how hot you look in your slutty new clothes.”



 



I showed Lara my various outfits, pretending I’d tried them all on already when really I’d spent most of my time naked. Lara’s hands wandered as I got changed, pinching my ass or raking her fingertips over my stomach. She wore an apologetic smile on her face the whole time and eventually our parade devolved into sex, her tongue begging for forgiveness in my snatch.



 



We fucked on her bed and I prayed she wouldn’t notice the wet spots already there, trying to position myself to cover them up. I bent her over, stuffing her face in her own pillows and used the ass eating techniques her mom just taught me on her. It drove her absolutely fucking wild and she had to muffle her scream with a pillow.



 



Afterwards, we lay naked and cuddling on her bed, my body absolutely drained from all the sex I’d had in one day. Lara played with my hair as we recovered.



 



“Where’d you go?” I asked her eventually, still in the dark about why she’d ditched me.



 



“I can’t tell you right now, but I promise I will soon. It’s just a bit of a precarious situation at the moment.”



 



“Precarious is too big a word for a dumb slut like you,” I teased.



 



“Big enough for a virgin nerd like you though,” she ribbed me back.



 



“Oh hey, you know how we talked about finding some rich, pussy-hungry sucker to buy me more clothes.”



 



“Yeah?”



 



“Well I think I know someone who’d be perfect.”



 



“Wow, you work fast. Who?”



 



“Oh, no one you know,” I smirked to myself, already fantasizing about the things Mrs Sutherland and I would do together.



 



I’d show Lara just how much of a bimbo I could be.



 



THE END







 Menage With The Curious Cheerleader



 



It had been three weeks since my decision to confront my bully set me on the path to becoming the biggest bimbo in school. With only a couple of months left of my senior year, I was determined to make the most of my time as a sexually freed eighteen year old, free from the rule of my parents.



 



Of course, they didn’t love the fact that their shy, nerdy daughter had suddenly dyed her hair blonde and left the house wearing high cut skirts and low cut tops, showing off all the skin she’d tried to hide for so many years. Things were a little tense at home, with arguments occurring just about every day, but I didn’t care. I felt more alive than ever and had gone from being a virgin less than a month ago to having regular sex with three different people.



 



Brandon and I started seeing each other within a week of my bimbo transformation. The guy I pined after for years, the reason I agreed to being bimbofied in the first place, finally took notice of me. I made sure of it when I gave him a blowjob during free period. It probably wasn’t the best, what with it being my first time working with a man’s equipment but he seemed to love it nonetheless. We went out for a date the next night and of course I put out, being the good little slut that I was.



 



Although it gave me a massive confidence boost to be dating the guy I’d had a crush on for forever, the sex with him was kind of… lacklustre. It was always a fast, imprecise affair and he didn’t go down on me nearly as well as my former bully turned nympho-tutor Lara. The original blonde bimbo of our high school who used to make my life hell, but now made it worth living.



 



Despite the fact that I was dating Brandon, a proper bimbo can’t be tied down, and I would still fuck Lara whenever the opportunity arose. I’d gone down on her in the locker rooms after school, fingered her in the library with other students around, and eaten her ass at her house before spending the night at Brandon’s.



 



But easily my favorite person that I was screwing on the regular was Lara’s mom. Not that Lara knew, of course, but the older woman doted on me, bought me clothes and lingerie and then fucked me in it. The pair of us had to be careful, going to shopping malls out of the way, and getting a hotel room so we could be together. Once we had the opportunity at her house when Lara and I had a sleepover and her husband was away. I fucked her daughter and then when Lara was asleep, snuck into the master bedroom for a bit more fun.



 



It was a wild three weeks of slutty behaviour, and I had no plans to stop. I was having sex almost every day between the three of them. I was certainly making up for the first eighteen years of celibacy. I felt like a lioness walking through the halls of the school, having everyone look at me in whatever revealing outfit I was wearing that day.



 



On Friday it was a tiny pair of shorts that let the bottom of my ass fall out of them whenever they rode up, which of course I let them until a teacher would tell me otherwise. A tight pink tank top showed off my big tits that were pushed up and together by the red lacy bra beneath, the straps showing along my shoulders to let the world know that I was wearing sexy lingerie. I could feel the eyes of every passing guy on my ass as I stuffed my books into my locker, giddy for the weekend.



 



I closed my locker door to find my best friend standing on the other side. Sophie cradled her books in her arms, backpack slung over her shoulder, the shorter girl looking up at me through her glasses.



 



“Sophie!” I exclaimed, happy to see my bestie.



 



“Hi Madi,” she replied. “What are you doing tonight? I thought we could hang out, get a pizza and catch up. I feel like we haven’t spent any time together in weeks.”



 



She was right, we hadn’t seen much of each other lately due to my sexual priorities. “I know, it feels like forever! Derek Mitchell’s party is tonight though, aren’t you going?”



 



“Madi, you know I wouldn’t be invited to that. Hell, until three weeks ago
 you
 wouldn’t have been invited either.”



 



Right again. The virginal nerdy Madison would not have scored an invite to the quarterback’s house party, but buxom blonde bimbo Madison who hung out with Lara Sutherland was near the top of the list.



 



“Well, you should come! We can have a drink and hang out!”



 



“I don’t want to go to that.”



 



“Why not? It’ll be so much fun.”



 



“Not for me. I don’t have anything in common with Derek Mitchell and his army of goons. I thought you didn’t either.”



 



“Well, now I do.”



 



“Yeah, no shit. I don’t know what’s going on with you but you’ve changed, Madi. And not for the better!”



 



“Sophie!” I called out after her as she stormed off with tears in her eyes, hugging her books for comfort.



 



Well, her last point was at least partly correct. I had changed, although it was definitely for the better. I made a mental note to make some time for Sophie in the near future and make things right. Tonight though, I had other things to worry about.



 



“Fuck her,” Lara said spitefully as she approached me after presumably overhearing the end of my short conversation with Sophie.



 



“No, she has a point. I have kind of been neglecting her a bit lately,” I replied to my slutty counterpart.



 



“That’s because she’s part of your old life. You’re a bimbo now, Madison, you don’t have time for bookworm virgins.”



 



“She’s still my friend.”



 



“Whatever,” Lara dismissed the conversation, looking bored of it. “Are you coming over to mine before the party?”



 



“Yep,” I said gleefully, perking up at the mention of the party. “I have my outfit in my bag.”



 



“Sweet, let’s go then. We should have time to have some fun in the shower before mom gets home from pilates,” she turned and started walking down the hallway.



 



“Can I have some fun with your mom after?” I mumbled under my breath.



 



“What?”



 



“Nothing,” I smiled and followed her out to the carpark.



 



We drove to Lara’s McMansion of a house, and she made good on her promise to eat me out in the shower while we got ready for the party. The blonde whore knelt on the tiles of her shower and let me ride her face, the water making her makeup run as she looked up at me while making me cum. I returned the favor by wrapping my arms around her tight body and fingering her to completion before we each washed away our sins, making sure every square inch of each other was cleaned thoroughly.



 



Afterwards, we chatted and I texted Brandon, setting up a time to get to Derek’s. He and I had been seen around school together, but this was our first social function together. Brandon was a rung below the jocks on the high school ladder, being kind of an introverted, moody music type. But since we started dating, he was hanging out with Lara and I at lunch, and he’d gone up a rung. Somewhat surprisingly, he was relishing the upper echelon of popularity.



 



Lara and I sat on her bed while I texted and she painted her toenails. Mrs Sutherland came home from pilates and came up to say hello, a sheen of sweat coating her body in her tight workout leggings and sports bra.



 



“Hi girls, I thought I saw your car out front, Madison. What are you up to?” she said in the doorway to Lara’s bedroom.



 



“Just getting ready for the party, Mom,” Lara replied laconically, not bothering to look up from her toes.



 



“Hi, Mrs Sutherland. How are you?” I smiled cheekily at the sweaty older woman, the pair of us making eyes at each other. I was the real reason she came up to Lara’s room.



 



“Hello, Madison. I’m well thank you. At least you have more manners than my bratty daughter,” her eyes looked over me in my outfit.



 



I wore a blue and white plaid, pleated micro-skirt that would show off my ass if I bent over even a little, revealing my angelic white thong underneath. It had a matching plaid top that bared my midriff and had a zipper down the front that I of course only did half-way up, showing my ample cleavage between. With my perfectly done make-up, choker around my neck and straightened blonde hair I looked like a schoolgirl from somewhere with a
 very
 lax uniform policy.



 



Lara was still too preoccupied with her toes to care about her mom, so I gave Mrs Sutherland a little peak at what was underneath. I spread my legs and lifted my skirt a bit so that she could see the lacy white thong below, housing my eighteen year old pussy she loved to eat so very much.



 



She stood on her toes in the doorway, looking at me with hunger and biting her bottom lip. God she looked sexy in her workout gear. I would have loved to have peeled it off of her and ravished her sweaty body. The experienced cheating wife made me feel even better than her slutty daughter did, and definitely better than my boyfriend.



 



“Okay, Mom. That will be all,” Lara gave her attitude, oblivious to the show I was giving her.



 



“I’m gonna go take a shower. You girls have fun tonight,” she replied before pursing her lips into a kiss for me and walking off to no doubt masturbate in her bathroom.



 



Lara finished painting her toenails and completed her ensemble. She wore a risque halter top that criss crossed around her neck and formed a wonderful oval window to her copious cleavage. She also wore a leather mini skirt that clung to her ass, leaving very little to the imagination. It looked like it was so tight that it would inhibit her ability to walk, but she seemed to manage.



 



An hour later, the sun was down and Mrs Sutherland drove us to the party. It was only two streets away, but Lara refused to walk in her heels and leather skirt. To be fair, her outfit was made to be looked at and torn off, not for walking any further than fifty yards.



 



We let ourselves around the back of Derek Mitchell’s house, another gigantic McMansion similar to Lara’s. The party was already in full swing. The music was pumping, a jock was doing a keg stand, colored lights illuminated the whole backyard. My phone vibrated in my clutch handbag and I assumed it was Brandon wondering where I was.



 



‘You looked hot as fuck tonight. If you weren’t going to that party I’d put you in detention and use your face as a chair’
 - from the contact listed in my phone as M.S.



 



Mrs Sutherland was incorrigible. She had so much pent up horniness from her sexually repressed housewife lifestyle. I guess I could relate as someone who watched all her classmates dating each other while I was banned all the way up until my eighteenth birthday. The older woman loved having a schoolgirl fucktoy willing to do anything she wanted in bed, and I was loving it just as much. I never felt more safe and sexy than when I was with Lara’s mom.



 



‘You’ll get your chance. I would have licked the sweat off every inch of you if I could have.’
 I quickly typed out before putting my phone back in my clutch.



 



“There’s Brandon,” Lara pointed out my boyfriend amongst the crowd, a red solo cup in hand and chatting to a couple of football players.



 



“Hey babe,” Brandon wrapped his arm around me and planted a kiss on my lips as we walked up to the group. His stubble scratched my soft skin, and he invaded my mouth with his tongue. Being a good slut, I let him do it, but I would have rathered it be Lara or her mom kissing me.



 



“Having fun?” I asked as he retracted his tongue from the slobbery kiss.



 



“Yeah, the party’s great! I was just talking to Beau and Shawn.”



 



“I can see that.”



 



“Hey, Madison,” Shawn acknowledged me before turning his attention to the more available slut next to me. “Hi there, Lara. You’re looking amazing tonight, how are you doing?” he asked with a glint in his eye, scanning her body up and down in her revealing clothes.



 



“Go get us some drinks,” Lara replied rudely. The slack-jawed jock was so immediately wrapped around her finger that he scurried off to the nearest keg, doing whatever he could in the hope that he would get lucky.



 



Lara surveyed the party as Brandon continued his conversation about some band with Beau. His arm felt heavy around my shoulders, almost oppressive. It felt good to be out in public with my new boyfriend, but I knew he was going to want to drunkenly fuck later on, and that thought was not as enticing as it would have been to me a month ago. Now that I knew how good sex could be with women, I found the idea of Brandon forcefully pumping himself into me hardly exciting.



 



“There’s Imogen,” Lara said, spotting the head cheerleader on the other side of the party. “I’m gonna go say hi.”



 



“Okay, I better stay. Talk soon,” I replied, wishing she wouldn’t leave me to stand there and politely nod at whatever stupid bullshit the boys were talking about.



 



Shawn was returning with drinks in hand as Lara walked past him, snatching a cup off of him without so much as making eye contact. I nearly burst out laughing seeing Shawn’s disappointed face as he sheepishly made his way back to us and handed me my drink. I had a bit more politeness than my partner-in-sex and thanked him. He offered me a half-hearted smile, knowing he wasn’t going to be getting anywhere with me tonight.



 



While Shawn joined the other two in their conversation, my focus was on the other side of the backyard. I had no idea why Lara was so determined to talk to Imogen Scott. Imogen was Lara’s biggest rival for ‘hottest girl in school’ but they were cut from an entirely different cloth. Lara had the edge on her for the title only because she had a reputation for sleeping around, so every guy thought they had a shot and paid her a little more interest. But Imogen was the one they all dreamed about taking home to mom and dad one day.



 



She was head cheerleader and had been dating the quarterback and host of the party, Derek, for over a year. Obviously, she was drop dead gorgeous, with naturally red hair that was always perfectly straight, not a strand out of place, and full, juicy lips that I’m sure every guy had imagined around his cock.



 



She had the body to match, which she showed off in her cheerleading pursuits. Her tits maybe weren’t as big as Lara’s or mine, but they were still more than a handful and fantastically perky. She had a pert butt that was sculpted from no doubt thousands of squats in the gym, and long, toned legs that tonight she was displaying beneath a sleeveless, slim-fit black dress, showing off as much of her creamy, pale skin as possible without being considered slutty.



 



She looked as hot as the sun but if Lara was trying to get in her panties, she was almost certainly in for disappointment. She was too image conscious and perfect, loved by students and teachers alike. Imogen was straight cut and wouldn’t be caught cheating on her perfect boyfriend with another woman, especially the school’s blonde bimbo. Well,
 one
 of the school’s blonde bimbos.



 



Imogen unhooked her arm from Derek’s and hugged Lara politely. But she seemed a little awkward talking to her. Lara looked like she was being extra friendly, doing most of the talking and wearing a big grin on her face the whole time. Whereas Imogen seemed almost… concerned. She was giving short answers to Lara and her body language just made her look on edge.



 



It was unusual of the red-headed bombshell. Usually she was super friendly to everyone, she was one of the most popular girls in school for a reason. But she seemed like she really just wanted Lara to go away, and not in an aggressive, rude way, but an awkward one, like Lara’s presence was making her uncomfortable.



 



Eventually, Lara took the hint and meandered through the party back over to me. I averted my eyes and pretended to be engrossed in whatever the guys were talking about, Brandon couldn’t seem to care less whether I was there or not.



 



“How was Imogen?” I asked, acting surprised to see Lara again so soon.



 



“Fine,” she spat, avoiding eye contact and taking a sip of her drink.



 



The party continued on as the night progressed. The boys got drunker and drunker and Lara and I split off from them, finding a spot by ourselves and talking to the occasional person, Lara having to brush off the scores of horny boys trying to see what was underneath her tight leather skirt.



 



Brandon didn’t seem to care, he was just loving his newfound popularity with the football team. For the whole night, Lara seemed somewhat distracted, and I caught her looking at Imogen a couple of times.



 



“I’ll be right back,” Lara announced out of the blue.



 



She got up and made her way across the yard, back over to Imogen and Derek’s group of partygoers. She walked straight up to Imogen and leant in, cupping a hand to the cheerleader’s ear and whispering something into it. Without waiting for a response, Lara turned around and started walking back to me, her heavy tits bouncing with every step in her criss-crossed halter top, catching the eye of every guy she walked past.



 



Imogen seemed almost distraught, a slightly panicked look spreading across her face as her eyes darted around the yard. Whatever Lara had just said to her, it seemed to affect her. I watched her excuse herself from the group and she made her way inside at a bit of a pace, clearly trying to hide the fact that she was upset.



 



“What did you say to her?!” I asked Lara as she sat back down next to me.



 



“Just the truth,” she replied matter-of-factly.



 



“Care to elaborate?”



 



“Okay, so, I promised I wouldn’t tell, but fuck it. Do you remember that day that we went shopping and we saw Imogen at the mall?”



 



How could I forget? I was a brand new bimbo at the time, less than forty-eight hours old. Lara took me out shopping for a wardrobe overhaul and makeover and then ditched me for hours. I went back to hers and fucked her mom for the first time though so I guess I can’t be that mad.



 



“Yeah…” I replied, wondering where this was leading.



 



“Well, the reason I had to leave so suddenly was because Imogen was texting me. We hooked up at a party a few months back, just kissing. It was for a stupid game and everyone was there. Hell, you could see Derek’s boner through his jeans. But anyway, we’d been heavily flirting and texting ever since that kiss. The day she saw us at the mall, she messaged me asking what I was doing with you…”



 



“Yeah…” I said again, wanting her to continue the story. Seeing me at the mall with blonde hair alongside my high school bully would raise the eyebrows of anyone from our school.



 



“Well,I told her.”



 



“You did?”



 



“Yeah. I said we were fucking each other and that you’d just gone down on me in the changerooms.”



 



“And what did she say?”



 



“She said ‘come over’” Lara smiled mischievously as she said it.



 



“No way!”



 



“Yep. So I apologize once again for leaving you that day but in fairness it was so I could fuck Imogen Scott. Something I’ve wanted to do for a long time.”



 



“So what’s all this about tonight then? Whatever you said to her made her very unsettled.”



 



“Well ever since we had sex, she’s kinda been ghosting me. I’ve tried talking to her a couple of times at school but she just brushes me off. I think she’s really in denial about her lesbian side.”



 



“And her cheating side,” I pointed out. Her infidelity would be a huge mark on her otherwise spotless social and academic record. “So, what did you say to her?”



 



“I said I think she’s kidding herself if doesn’t want me to eat her out right here at this party, that I can make her cum harder than Derek ever has, and that she needs to be free to explore her sexuality.”



 



“Well, you’ve definitely got her worked up. She looked like she was about to burst into tears when she went inside.”



 



“Would you do me a favor and check on her. We’ve both been assholes to each other and I want to smooth things over, but I think she needs a friendly, neutral face right now. Would you make her feel better?” Lara’s brow creased with concern. I couldn’t say no.



 



“Okay, sure.”



 



“Thank you, Madison,” Lara squeezed my arm gratefully. “Derek’s room is up the stairs to the right. I’m sure that’s where you’ll find her.”



 



I set my drink down and headed into the house dutifully. I’d had nothing but nice experiences with Imogen, but still, I wasn’t the biggest fan of doing Lara’s clean-up for her. I climbed the stairs and went to open a door, but it was locked. I opened the next door down to find Imogen sitting on the edge of her boyfriend’s bed in her tight black dress, wiping tears out of her eyes before they had a chance to ruin her makeup.



 



“Oh Imogen, what’s wrong?” I asked, closing the door behind me and making my way over to the head cheerleader.



 



“I dunno, Madison. I’m fine, really,” she lied. Most of the other cheerleaders would never give me the time of day, especially pre-bimbofication. Imogen however was always as sweet as pie to everyone in school.



 



“That wasn’t very convincing,” I sat down next to her and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. She tipped her head against me as the tears started to dry up. “Did Lara say something bitchy?”



 



“Not bitchy. Just too honest for me to handle right now.”



 



Imogen was clearly having a tougher time than me adjusting to her newfound attraction to women. Then again, Imogen stood to lose more if word got around about her lesbian infidelity. She had a perfect boyfriend that she’d cheated on with Lara, actually had a reputation to uphold at school and had friends she would certainly lose if they found out she’d slept with the enemy: the school slut.



 



“Talk to me, hun. What’s going on?” I said. It wasn’t the appropriate time but her gorgeous red hair was right in my face and I couldn’t help but think how fantastic she smelt.



 



“I know you and Lara are having sex. I don’t know if she told you, but she and I have done it too. And despite my best intentions, I
 really
 want to do it again. I can’t help it.” she threatened to break out into tears again but managed to hold them back.



 



“Yeah, sweetie, I heard,” I gave her arm a squeeze of reassurance. “You know, there’s nothing wrong with being attracted to other women. We’re all eighteen now and it’s perfectly natural to experiment and see what you like. I know I didn’t think I liked girls until Lara and I hooked up.”



 



“Yeah, how did that happen anyway? No offense but you seem to have gotten hot overnight,” she chuckled a little through her upset voice. I was happy for the slight change of subject.



 



“Well, I like to think I was always hot. Lara just made me feel comfortable showing it. I went over to her house one day to yell at her about flirting with Brandon, only mid-rant I slipped and fell in her pool. Lara let me go upstairs to borrow some of her clothes and I took the opportunity to try on some of her sluttiest underwear. She caught me wearing it and the rest is history.”



 



“Wow,” Imogen said, resting a hand on my knee. “That sounds really hot to me. I wish I could have seen it.”



 



“Oh me too. I wish I had the good sense to film us!”



 



Lara broke out in laughter, her body no longer shaking uncontrollably with sobbing, but with joy.



 



“Thanks, Madison,” she said earnestly.



 



“Please, call me Madi.”



 



“Okay. Thanks, Madi.”



 



“The point is, as persuasive and sexy as Lara is when it comes to matters of sex, the attraction to girls was always inside of us. We’d just denied it for too long, robbed ourselves of the pleasure. There’s no need to rob ourselves any more.”



 



“You’re right. Thanks again,” she said, lifting her head and kissing me on the cheek in appreciation.



 



Only she didn’t stop kissing. She placed another on my cheek, and then another, and then another moving closer and closer to my mouth with each one. I wasn’t expecting this when I walked in the room but I certainly wasn’t going to pass up the chance to kiss head cheerleader Imogen Scott. I turned my head and she planted her lips on mine.



 



Her soft, supple lips parted my own, and I tasted her cherry lip gloss. The hand on my knee moved to my thigh as we began making out, our tongues dancing around each other between our open mouths. I closed my eyes and lost myself in her, in disbelief that I was kissing the most popular girl in school.



 



We lay onto our sides on Derek’s bed and pulled our bodies closer together, our tits pushing against each other over our clothes as our legs entwined. I felt horniness begin to warm my loins as our arms ran up and down each other’s backs and legs. I slid a hand up under her dress and grabbed her ass, which was mostly exposed by a distinct lack of underwear.



 



“Are you going commando in
 this
 dress?” I broke the kiss to ask.



 



“No, I have to wear a g-string or the panty-lines show,” she smiled before kissing me again.



 



“Oh my god!” A disembodied voice said, causing Imogen and my faces to snap away from each other and turn to the doorway in search of the owner.
 Fuck
 , I knew it was risky hooking up with her in an unlocked room but then, I didn’t expect to hook up with her.



 



It was Lara, thank god. She hurriedly shut the door behind her before anyone else walked by, looking at us with her mouth agape but smiling, her eyes wide.



 



“Jesus, Madi, when I told you to make her feel better I didn’t mean like this. You really are a slut!” Lara exclaimed in equal parts pride and excitement.



 



“Fucking hell, Lara, you scared the shit out of me!” Imogen said, regretfully unwrapping her body from mine and standing up at the edge of the bed. I begrudgingly did the same, displeased with the interruption just when I thought I was going to get to fuck the sexy redhead. “I thought you were Derek!”



 



“Derek wishes he was me right now,” Lara said teasingly. “He’d cum his pants on the spot.”



 



“I don’t think so,” Imogen said with a look of shame creeping across her face as she rubbed her arm awkwardly.



 



“Anyway, forget about Derek,” Lara continued. “Look, I’m sorry if what I said was over the line. I didn’t mean to upset you like this.”



 



“No, it’s okay. You weren’t wrong to tell you the truth. I had been staring at your ass all night in that tight leather skirt of yours and I think about having sex with you again all the time. Even when Derek and I are having sex, all I think about is that time we were together and it makes me cum so hard. Derek thinks he’s some kind of sex god lately,” she chuckled.



 



Lara walked over to us by the bed. “I’m glad you feel that way. I think you don’t want to have sex with just me though, judging by what I just walked in on.”



 



“I think you might be right about that too,” Imogen replied sheepishly, avoiding eye contact with either one of us. “Madi told me how you made her comfortable showing off her sexiness, and I have to say you’ve done a stellar job. The blonde hair suits her and her body is incredible.”



 



“So why don’t we pick up where you two left off?” Lara said, putting her hand on Imogen’s cheek and forcing the cheerleader to look at her before leaning in and kissing her on the mouth.



 



I just watched on in delight at the pair embracing, exchanging tongues and seeing Imogen give in to her lesbian inclinations. My pussy purred at the thought of a three-way with them, and I felt my own wetness beginning to form in my panties.



 



Lara reached over and grabbed me by the arm, pulling me by the arm in between them, my mouth joining theirs in a passionate dance of three mouths and tongues. I was so sexually charged making out with the two hottest girls in school at the same time. We each wrapped our arms around the waists of the other two, pulling out bodies together in a triangle of lust, our tits all pressing against the others in our skimpy clothes.



 



“No, we can’t do it here,” Imogen said, suddenly breaking the triangle with concern in her voice. “Derek could wonder where I am and walk in at any moment.”



 



“Can’t we just lock the door?” I asked.



 



“The kids’ rooms can only be locked by a key,” she shook her head. “But his older sister is out of town so her room is locked for the party. We can still access it through their shared bathroom though. The bathroom doors can be locked from the bedroom sides, no one will be able to stumble in on us.”



 



“Perfect,” Lara said. “Lead the way.”



 



I was worried Imogen was going to back out of a lesbian menage with Laura and me, but thankfully she seemed suddenly determined for it to happen. She led us through the shared bathroom between the two bedrooms and into Derek’s older sister’s room. Lara turned the light on and flipped the latch on the door handle to confirm that we were sealed in, safe from any prying partygoers.



 



“Better,” Imogen said before grabbing me by the hips and pulling me onto her boyfriend’s sister’s four-post bed. She collapsed on her back with a huge smile on her face, hair splaying out beneath her head like an auburn halo. I squealed as I fell on top of her, making out with her again as I hoisted my knees up onto the bed, straddling her and giving Lara an eyeful of ass as my tiny skirt rode up.



 



Lara gave me a playful spank as she lay on her side next to us. I took my face off of Imogen’s and turned it to hers, kissing the slut that had taught me her ways so well. Imogen reached down and caressed my ass as I made out with the buxom blonde.



 



“You look so hot in that schoolgirl outfit, Madi,” Imogen said as her eyes looked down at my cleavage while she felt me up. “I want to see what’s underneath.”



 



I pressed my hands against her boobs as I propped myself up. The feisty cheerleader reached up at my zip and pulled it down the rest of the way, my big tits pushing the tight, plaid top open now that they weren’t constrained by it. Imogen licked her lips as she circled her hands around my boobs, pushing my top to the sides.



 



I rolled my shoulders back and let the straps slide down my arms, making me topless for the eyes of the curious cheerleader. Lara smiled from the side, enjoying watching Imogen play with her creation.



 



“Aren’t they perfect?” Lara asked rhetorically.



 



“Oh yeah,” Imogen answered anyway, her eyes wide with wonder as she explored my chest. She ran her thumbs over my nipples, making tiny circles around them and making them stand to attention. I moaned and grinned in delight seeing her enjoy my body.



 



“Why don’t you kiss them?” Lara suggested, prompting the fit redhead to do a sit-up and bury her face in my chest, licking my mounds and kissing my peaks.



 



I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of the curious girl’s mouth on me. There was something about her initial hesitancy to explore her sexuality that made it all the hotter to me as she gave in. Lara climbed off the bed and moved around behind me, her hands quickly pulling the zipper down the side of my schoolgirl microskirt and threading the slutty garment out from between the two of us, leaving me in just my lacy white thong straddling the cheerleader.



 



“I’m feeling a little on my own here,” I said, pretending I wanted to even up the nakedness when all I really wanted was to see Imogen’s body.



 



“We should fix that,” Lara replied, gently pulling on my hips so that I dismounted Imogen and stood up.



 



The slutty blonde turned me and pressed her lips against mine again, pushing her tongue into my mouth a lot more delicately and sensually than my boyfriend. I tugged at her halter top, her stiff nipples already poking through the fabric from how aroused she’d become. She broke the kiss just long enough to raise her arms and permit me to pull the garment over her head. She returned her mouth to mine, our erect nipples prodding the flesh of each other’s bare tits as Lara pushed down on the waistband of my thong, the lacy fabric falling to my ankles before I flung it aside.



 



“Oh my god,” Imogen breathed as she watched our semi-nude embrace from the bed.



 



I kicked off my shoes and unzipped the back of Lara’s slutty leather skirt, allowing me to pull it down with the aid of some hip wiggling from Lara. I turned us so that the naughty blonde’s back was to Imogen.



 



“Would you do the honors?” I asked the wide-eyed redhead as I motioned to Lara’s thong.



 



Imogen didn’t need to be told twice. She pulled on the waistline of the lingerie and peeled the fabric out of Lara’s bubble butt, letting it join the leather skirt around Lara’s high heels and leaving her naked. Imogen caressed and squeezed Lara’s rump, making her moan into my mouth with enjoyment.



 



“I think that makes it your turn,” I broke my kiss with Lara and addressed the excited cheerleader over her shoulder.



 



Lara smiled in agreement and turned around to face Imogen, still sitting on the edge of the bed. She bent over and kissed the redhead, pushing her ass against my groin as she did so. With deft fingers, she reached behind Imogen and pulled down the concealed zip running down the back of her sleeveless black dress. The tight outfit that pushed her tits up so magnificently loosened, and Lara pushed her down onto her back.



 



I ran my hands around Lara’s hips and pushed my groin against her, loving her warm ass pressing into my crotch. Lara grabbed two fistfuls of dress around Imogen’s hips and tugged on the garment as Imogen crawled further up the bed, shedding the black dress to reveal her milky skin, perky tits and athletically toned body underneath.



 



Lara pulled the dress over Imogen’s feet along with her shoes so that she only wore her G-string, the cheerleader looking up at the two blonde sluts at the base of the bed with wonder and hunger in her eyes.



 



Lara straightened her back and I shifted my hands to her tits as she tossed the dress aside and turned her head to kiss me. “Do you want to take her or shall I?” she asked me tenderly.



 



“I’ve never eaten out a cheerleader before,” I replied, looking down at Imogen, the redhead wide-eyed while watching us decide her fate. “I want her first.”



 



“She’s all yours,” my bully-turned-teacher said as she stepped aside, leaving nothing between me and the curious cheerleader on the bed.



 



I climbed onto the bed like a lioness stalking her prey, preparing to pounce. My dyed blonde hair dangled down beside my head, tickling Imogen’s pale, fit legs as I made my way up. I arrived at her crotch and dropped my face into it, inhaling her scent through her tiny underwear. Imogen shifted her weight as I breathed her in, unable to keep still.



 



I put both hands on her hips and rolled her over so that I could see her ass in the naughty underwear. Her pert butt looked so good with the slutty g-string flossing her ass. I squeezed her rump with both hands, massaging the sculpted ass and spreading her cheeks, a hint of her pink and asshole visible beneath the tiny string. Imogen may not have been a bimbo, but she sure as hell had the equipment for it.



 



Hungry for all of her, I curled my fingers beneath the waistband of her G-string and tore it down her pale legs, the head cheerleader putting her weight on her knees and lifting her ass in the air to help me. Finally, the three of us were all naked. I couldn’t wait to start feasting on these incredible women.



 



Imogen rolled over again and bit her bottom lip as I took in her nude front. She looked absolutely exquisite. Her porcelain skin, perky boobs, the outline of her abs guided my eyes across her flat stomach and down to her groin, where she had a neatly trimmed delta of strawberry fur. I took a mental picture to add to the growing collection of women I’d fucked.



 



I parted her legs and lowered my head into Imogen’s snatch, unable to resist any longer. The second I plunged my tongue between her pussy lips she arched her back and let out a moan of pleasure. The music from the party happening just outside the window could be heard in Derek’s sister’s room, and Imogen had no problem being vocal.



 



I devoured her sex, exploring her folds with my tongue and coating it in her delicious tang. The fit redhead’s cum had a note of sweetness like strawberries mixed in with her tart flavor. I relished her pussy, her patch of auburn pubes tickling my nose, the only pubes in the room signalling the virtuous cheerleader seduced by the two sluts.



 



Lara dropped to the floor on her knees behind me. She licked up the backs of my thighs before delving into my pussy. I moaned onto Imogen’s cunt as I enjoyed my former bully’s tongue in my snatch.



 



I pushed up on Imogen’s thighs to spread her legs wider, her perfect slit flowering open. She reached down and held onto my head, pulling me harder into her and making my hair fall onto her stomach, her abs tensing from the tickling sensation.



 



I was the middle carriage of our senior year lesbian train and loving every second of it. When I was younger and closed-minded about the joys of lesbian sex, I’d always wanted to have a threeway with two other guys, but this was
 so
 much better than that fantasy. My tongue probed inside the head cheerleader’s pussy while the biggest bimbo in school ate me out from behind. It was like a dream I didn’t even know I had was coming true.



 



I pulled my tongue out from inside Imogen’s channel and moved north to her most sensitive of areas. My tongue lashed at her clit, cum and drool dripping onto her boyfriend’s sister’s bed. She drove her head backwards and cried out in ecstasy, gripping my head harder, her locked-straight arms pushing her fantastic tits together. I brushed my hair behind my ear so that I could watch her, the sight of a woman squirming from my oral being the sexiest thing to me.



 



I circled her tiny nub, flicking, kissing and sucking it while Lara did the same to me, her nose pressing into my pink, painting her face with my cum. Imogen’s snatch started becoming wetter as her undulations grew bigger and faster. She all of a sudden stopped and took in a sharp breath, holding it for a second before exploding with bliss.



 



Her body tensed as she came, gripping me hard against her as every muscle in her athletic body flexed. She let out a strained cry through her gritted teeth before her entire body suddenly relaxed, her hands falling off my head as she began wailing and rocking her hips against my face, cumming all over me.



 



The hotness of her orgasm triggered something within me at the same time Lara tugged on my clit in just the right way. My own climax started tearing through me as I pushed back on Lara’s bimbo face, cum dripping out of me and dribbling down the backs of my thighs. I groaned onto Imogen’s pussy as I pursed my lips around her clit, holding on as she bucked. My eyes watered as I forced them to stay open and enjoy the wild show.



 



My ass jiggled against Lara’s face as bolts of pleasure shot out of my pussy and electrified my whole body. The feeling of cumming while I was still eating pussy was a fantastic new one for me, with Imogen’s delicious sweetness rolling down the back of my throat while I shuddered between the two sexy schoolgirls.



 



Our moaning pierced the dull, booming sound of the party raging outside as Imogen and I rode out the waves of our orgasms, the three of us lost in each other. Our cries died down as did our writhing as our climaxes came to a close.



 



I released Imogen’s pretty pussy from my mouth, rolling over and laying flat on the bed between her legs, my hair resting in the wet patch we’d created. Lara climbed up on top of me and kissed me, our naked bodies pressing against each other as I traded the cheerleader’s flavor for my own. The redhead twitched with aftershocks as her ginger pussy practically steamed above our heads, her legs parted to either side of us.



 



Christ, I loved being a bimbo.



 



“She tastes good, doesn’t she?” Lara asked, having already tasted Imogen’s pussy in the past.



 



“She’s delicious. Thank you for making me go and check on her.”



 



“Oh god,” Imogen said from above us. Lara and I both tilted our heads to look at her, the recovering redhead upside down from my perspective.



 



“What’s up?” Lara questioned her.



 



“After Lara and I slept together I loved it more than I ever thought I would. I rationalized it by telling myself that Lara was just more experienced and extra good at eating pussy. But your mouth was just as good, Madison. I think I like being with girls more than guys.”



 



“We’re all in the same boat then,” I replied to the spent cheerleader. “I still fuck Brandon but I much prefer being with Lara or-” I cut myself off mid-sentence, stopping myself from saying ‘
 her mom
 ’.



 



“Or who?” the blonde on top of me asked.



 



“Or Imogen,” I lied. Lara looked down at me with suspicious eyes, not quite buying it.



 



“I want to go down on one of you,” Imogen said, thankfully taking the attention away from me. “I’ve had a craving for pussy for three weeks.”



 



“Why don’t we show Lara how thankful we are that she introduced us to the joys of other girls?” I suggested.



 



“I
 do
 like to be shown gratitude for my good deeds,” Lara said with a smile, needing some oral attention of her own.



 



The big-titted blonde rolled off of me and onto her back, her legs hanging off the edge of the bed with her feet on the floor, her high heels the only piece of apparel on any of us. I held out my hand and Imogen took it, letting me help her off the mattress. We each climbed off the bed and stood in front of Lara.



 



I wrapped my arms around the sexy cheerleader and kissed her, the cherry flavor of her lip gloss mixing with her own sex on my tongue. As pleasant as her lip gloss flavor was, she was lacking the distinct taste of pussy on her lips. I aimed to rectify that.



 



I grabbed Lara’s hand as I kept kissing Imogen, pulling the blonde bimbo into a seated position on the edge of the bed. I broke the kiss and turned the cheerleader to face our sexual awakener, standing at her side.



 



“Isn’t she so sexy?” I whispered directly into her ear, nibbling on her earlobe.



 



“Mhmm,” Imogen gave her throaty agreement, smacking her lips as she looked down at the eye-catching slut.



 



Lara spread her legs, her hairless pussy on display as she basked in the attention Imogen’s wide eyes were giving her. Her pretty slit glistened in the low light of the bedroom, begging for a mouth. Her big, round tits hung from her chest, the ends of her straight blonde hair resting on them. For someone who was such a cunt to me for so many years, I couldn’t help but feel a tingle of arousal in my pussy whenever I looked at Lara.



 



“Don’t you want to just devour that sweet, pink pussy?” I asked the curious cheerleader.



 



“Mhmm,” she nodded her head, her eyes transfixed on the snatch being presented to her.



 



“Then eat it,” I whispered my command before pushing down on her shoulders.



 



Imogen fell to her knees, and then onto all fours between Lara’s open legs. Like a dog that had been given permission to eat its dinner, she scurried forward on the carpet and her mouth latched on to Lara’s pussy. I stepped over the pale redhead with one leg and reached down to pull her hair back, holding it in a ponytail with my fist.



 



Lara grabbed my head and pulled me towards her, kissing me as she moaned with approval for Imogen’s hungry mouth lapping up her sex.



 



“You’re so fucking sexy,” she said to me with a strained voice and creased brow before kissing me passionately again.



 



I
 felt
 so fucking sexy. In the space of a month I’d gone from loser virgin to holding head cheerleader Imogen Scott’s hair like a leash while she ate out my bully’s pussy in my first threesome.



 



I lowered myself onto Imogen, the wetness of my pussy pressing against her lower back as I bent over and kissed down Lara’s neck all the way to her tits. I lightly bit on her nipples, knowing how much the bimbo loved that. Her head fell back in response and she sighed in ecstasy towards the ceiling.



 



I loved playing with Lara’s boobs. They were so lovely and round while still being perky with youth. Her mom’s were definitely bigger, and still mostly perky, but not naturally so. I pressed my face between her bosom and licked through the middle of her chest.



 



“I want you down there,” Lara said, motioning to her nethers being consumed by the sexy redhead whose hair I was holding.



 



I did as requested and let go of Imogen’s beautiful auburn locks, sliding my body off the gorgeous athlete and onto my knees next to her. I kissed the inside of Lara’s thigh, my access to her snatch blocked by the enthusiastic bisexual.



 



Lara placed a hand to the side of my head, pulling me inwards so that my face pressed against Imogen’s. She pushed harder still, replacing Imogen’s mouth with my own on her pussy. I licked at her slit gratefully while Imogen watched next to me, relishing the blonde’s taste as I swirled my tongue around her clit.



 



I felt Imogen’s face pushing back, Lara having a hand on her as well, pushing me out of the way so the horny cheerleader could eat her out some more. Lara did it again and again, changing the schoolgirl eating her out while the other kissed her thigh or just watched on in delight. Her tits heaved above us every time a new mouth made contact with her pink. It was so hot.



 



She moaned as she enjoyed her two subjects, the two girls she’d shown the ways of lesbian sex to. Imogen and I loved taking turns feasting on her cunt, exchanging a quick kiss every so often, the two of us on all fours and loving pleasing Lara like this. Our asses wiggled behind us, two heart shaped peaches for Lara to look at while she maneuvered us according to her whims.



 



Then Lara moved her hands to the top of our heads, and she pushed on mine while pulling Imogen’s up. The cheerleader turned her head to the side and focused on Lara’s clit while I was directed to her vagina. I pushed my tongue inside her channel while the redhead assaulted her pearl with hungry licks.



 



Lara came from the dual tongues pleasing her pussy. Her velvety channel squeezed my tongue as Imogen flicked her pearl as fast as she could. Lara hunched forward as she came, wrapping her arms around Imogen’s head as she cried out in pleasure. Cum assaulted my tongue inside her cave, the molten sex spilling out of her and coating my chin.



 



Lara pushed us both off her suddenly hypersensitive clit, and Imogen and I fell back onto our butts, our mouths glistening with the bimbo’s sex as we watched her twitch on the bed. I turned her head towards me and we kissed with our slippery mouths while I gently caressed and squeezed her perky B-cups.



 



We kept making out on the floor as Lara recovered. She watched us enjoying each other, the fruits of her labor, proud of setting in motion the chain of events that led us here.



 



“Let’s see what Derek’s sister keeps in her bottom drawer,” Lara said as she stood up from the bed, making her way around to the side table.



 



Imogen tried to protest but I just pulled her against me again, the redhead unable to resist kissing me more, completely drunk on lesbian sex. She moaned softly into my mouth as Lara rummaged through the drawers of her boyfriend’s older sister.



 



“Jackpot!” Lara proclaimed, pulling out a vibrator from the bedside table.



 



I looked toward the mischievous blonde and smiled, my lips not leaving Imogen’s in an effort to distract her. Lara smiled back at me and looked at the purple toy, planning what she wanted to do. I watched her tuck the vibrator in underneath one of the pillows at the head of the bed. She looked back at me and made a come hither motion with her finger, her other hand unstrapping her high heels.



 



“I think Lara wants us on the bed,” I broke the kiss with the almost innocent redhead.



 



Imogen and I rose to our feet and climbed back onto the bed from the base, as Lara did so too towards the head.



 



“I want you up here,” Lara spoke to Imogen, placing her hand on the head of the bed frame.



 



“What do you have in mind?” the curious cheerleader asked as she followed Lara’s instructions, spinning around and perching herself on top of the expensive looking wooden headboard.



 



“You’ll see,” Lara grinned cheekily, standing up on the mattress and parting the redhead’s legs, straddling one of them.



 



Imogen looked incredible. Her pale, toned body sat precariously on top of the headboard, which was too thin to support her whole ass. Her pert peach partly hung over the edge of it, her neat triangle of ginger pubes pointing towards her moist slit. Her flat stomach moved with her diaphragm as she breathed heavily, the sexually charged cheerleader excited for whatever was about to happen next.



 



Lara kissed her cheek and stroked the insides of her thighs, Imogen’s eyes trained solely on me, begging for me to crawl forward and eat her pussy again. God knows I wanted to, but Lara clearly had something specific in mind, and I thought it best to play along. I sat on my feet and awaited my instructions like an obedient pet, my choker clinging to my throat like a collar.



 



Lara ran a finger up Imogen’s horny cunt, making the aroused redhead quiver and let out a staggered breath. “I think she wants you to go down on her again, Madi,” Lara said.



 



Imogen nodded her head vigorously, wanting my mouth so desperately. But I didn’t give it to her yet.



 



“Maybe you should oblige her,” Lara said, caressing Imogen’s twat.



 



I had my permission, and I shifted onto all fours and crawled forward between the redhead’s legs, pressing my lips against hers as Lara parted them for me with her fingers. I feasted on the perfect snatch again, filling my mouth with her delicious sex.



 



Lara leant down and whispered in my ear, soft enough that only I could hear over the dull thumping of the music outside. “You know, I didn’t eat Imogen’s ass when we hooked up. See if she likes it.”



 



She straightened up and returned to her post kissing Imogen’s ears and neck as the redhead tried her best to stay on the headboard. “What did you say?” she enquired.



 



“Don’t worry about it,” Lara shrugged. “Just enjoy it.”



 



I dragged my tongue south and wriggled it between her rump that was hanging over the edge of the wood. I wagged it left and right over her butthole, tickling her off-limits entrance.



 



Imogen tensed, her left eye twitched and she let out a surprised and sustained
 ‘ohhhhh’
 at the unexpected anal attention. My nose pushed into her wetness as I buttered her back door with saliva, her tight star puckering uncontrollably in response.



 



Lara laughed through her nose at the cheerleader’s reaction. Imogen turned her head to look the blonde in the eye as her face contorted in pleasure. She whimpered as her lip quivered, loving me burying my tongue in her rear.



 



“That feels… that feels…” she tried to express herself but couldn’t. Her face wore an expression of confusion, lust, and unbridled pleasure.



 



“I know how it feels, baby,” Lara replied before giving her a kiss.



 



Suddenly, I felt Lara’s hand scratch my scalp, and I tilted my head back to see why she was wanting my attention. She grinned and twirled a finger around in the air. I played along and turned around, sitting on my ass and licking upwards into Imogen’s, my face now out of the way of her snatch.



 



That’s when Lara reached underneath the nearby pillow and procured the stashed vibrator, before pressing it against the cheerleader’s lips and into her open mouth. Imogen was far too preoccupied with my tongue in her ass to register that she was giving a blowjob to the sex toy of her boyfriend’s older sister. She just did what the blonde bimbo wanted and sucked the little purple plaything.



 



Once Lara was satisfied that the redhead had lubricated it enough, she pulled it out of Imogen’s mouth and pressed the button on it’s base, activating the toy and causing it to emit a droning buzz. Lara reached down and pressed it against Imogen’s pretty pink pussy, vibrating her engorged clit while she sucked on her neck.



 



With white knuckles, Imogen held onto the headboard for dear life as she shuddered, rattling the frame of the bed and letting out an almighty groan of ecstasy. I thought I was in heaven licking Imogen’s virgin salty knot but she was somewhere else entirely, overwhelmed by the intense pleasure Lara and I were giving her.



 



I pushed the tip of my tongue upwards into her rim, penetrating her entrance but unable to force my way past her clench. Lara pressed the button on the base of the vibrator again and the buzzing grew louder as it changed settings, vibrating Imogen’s clit even harder.



 



It all proved too much for the sexy redhead, and Imogen began convulsing and gasping for air as the climax to end all climaxes ripped through her athletic body. Her muscles all simultaneously rapidly tensing and relaxing. The ring of muscle in her asshole was no exception, and she sucked my tongue up into her tightest of spaces while she came.



 



Cum spilled out of her cunt for the second time, only this time there was no thirsty mouth to collect it. Instead, the liquid sex trickled over my chin, down my neck and onto my heaving tits while I tongue-fucked the ginger’s asshole. Imogen tried to scream in delight, but couldn’t even seem to take in a proper breath. Her body was out of her control, too overwhelmed with sexual stimulation.



 



Eventually, she rode over the crest of her orgasm, and her ass spat out my tongue. I moved my head out of the way just in time as I sensed her arms giving way, her body sliding off the headboard and onto the mess of pillows.



 



Lara turned the vibrator off and for a few moments, the only sound in the room was the thumping bass from the party outside. Lara lay down next to me and kissed me deeply, tasting Imogen’s ass on my tongue while the red haired cheerleader twitched, wide-eyed with disbelief at what had just happened.



 



Lara sanitized Derek’s sister’s vibrator and returned it to her bedside drawer. Once Imogen had composed herself, the two of us straightened out the bed and we all redressed in our party clothes.



 



“Well that was… something,” I said as we all made our way into the shared bathroom bridging the two bedrooms, fixing ourselves in the mirror and wiping the dried cum off our faces.



 



“Sure was,” Imogen agreed, still wide-eyed in a trance-like state.



 



“You girls are so fucking sexy,” Lara chimed in, adjusting her hair. “Watching you cum was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen, Imogen.”



 



“I’ve never felt like that,” the cheerleader responded. “I didn’t even know I
 could
 feel like that.”



 



Lara made eye contact with me in the reflection of the mirror, a coy smile spreading across her face. The blonde skank was so damn proud of herself, and with good reason. She managed to seduce the hottest, most straight-laced girl in school. Imogen had gone from perfect head cheerleader with the perfect boyfriend to having a menage with two girls while her ass got eaten.



 



Once we were satisfied all evidence of our tryst had been covered up, we made our way out through Derek’s room and rejoined the party downstairs. Imogen gave each of us a pinch on the ass before she walked off to rejoin her boyfriend, the quarterback none the wiser that his girlfriend just fucked two other women.



 



I spied my own boyfriend and led Lara by the hand over to the group of boys, in exactly the same place we left them, only a lot drunker.



 



“Oh, hey babe,” Brandon said as I touched his arm. “Where’d you go?”



 



“Just having some girl time,” I said, kind of honestly.



 



“I missed you,” he wrapped an arm around me and shoved his tongue in my mouth in an effort to appear alpha in front of the other guys. “You taste a little funny, babe. Did you eat something?”



 



“Yeah, I did,” I replied, kind of honestly again. Of course, it was the cocktail of pussy and ass he could taste, but I wasn’t about to let him know that. “C’mon, let’s go dance.”



 



I took my drunk boyfriend onto the dancefloor, needing to move with all the adrenaline still pumping through my veins. Lara grabbed Shawn and followed, she and I danced with our respective men, but only made eyes for each other. Lara grinded up against Shawn as a reward for his earlier attempt at chivalry. I knew the poor guy wasn’t going to get anywhere but at least she gave him something to whack off to.



 



Later that night, Brandon took me back to his house and tried to fuck me only he was too drunk to keep it up. Honestly, it was a relief for me. I’d had a night of perfect sex already and I wasn’t keen on sullying that memory with two minutes of jackhammering. I rolled onto my side as Brandon snored loudly next to me.



 



“Imogen Scott…” I whispered to myself, grinning at the thought of the naughty redhead. I couldn’t believe I’d fucked the two hottest girls in school. My life as a nympho was better than I ever could have imagined. I thought about all the other sexual possibilities there were roaming the school halls that I hadn’t previously considered.



 



Who knew what Monday would bring.



 



THE END
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Corrupting My Shy Best Friend: Nerd To Nympho Book 4



 



Madison’s story continues as her neglected best friend demands to know what has gotten into her lately. Why is she blonde? Why is she dressing so slutty? And why the hell is she hanging out with Lara Sutherland so much?



 



So Madison tells her all her slutty lesbian adventures, igniting a spark of curiousity in her virginal bestie that the blonde bimbo intends to feed. These besties have never been closer.
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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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