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Shared By My Mistress

“You did what!?” my best friend, Sophie, exclaimed in disbelief.

“Yep,” I confirmed what she thought she just heard. “I fucked Ms Taylor in detention the other day.”

“Wow, so the rumors are true,” Sophie said as she stared off into the middle distance.

“That’s what you’re taking away from that? That our English professor actually is a lesbian after all?”

“Well, that and the fact that you slept with her! Oh my god, Madison!” she pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose as she bounced up and down on the edge of her bed in excitement.

We’d been sitting in her room with our books open on our laps trying to do homework when I blurted out the confession. I’d managed to hold it in for the whole week but I couldn’t stop myself from telling my BFF in the silence of her bedroom.

“It was so fucking hot, Soph, I wish you could have seen it,” I closed my book, thoughts of homework being pushed out of my mind as I talked excitedly.

“Me too! Ms Taylor’s really pretty. I can’t believe she would have sex with you though. It’s so naughty!” Sophie was as excited to hear my story as I was to tell it.

A couple of months ago, I had been transformed from awkward shy virgin with brown hair and baggy clothes into something else, a big-titted blonde bimbo who loved other girls and used my body and my sex to get what I wanted. It just so happened that on Monday I wanted to get out of trouble for not handing in an assignment, so I seduced my sexy older professor during detention.

I recently confessed my slutty ways to my bestie and convinced her how good I could make her feel, taking her virginity and opening her eyes to the joys of lesbian sex. Sophie might not have wanted to walk the bimbo path that I had chosen; she still had her brown hair, glasses and baggy clothes; but she still loved fucking me and hearing about my hot lesbian exploits.

“Believe it,” I said to her. We each set our books to the side and lifted a leg up onto the bed so that we could face each other.

“Tell me about it! How’d it happen? What did you two do?”

“Well, I was sitting in the front row quietly working on my book report when I thought I saw her checking me out. It was just a flash of her eyes, but I could have sworn she was looking at my legs. So I tested the theory and gave her a bit of a show. I unbuttoned my shirt a bit further and uncrossed my legs noisily. Sure enough, she looked straight up my skirt!”

“Oh my god! For years everyone thought she must be gay. So what did you do next?”

“I got up from my seat and walked over to her. I sat my ass on the edge of her desk and made sure I was real close to her, my tits right in her face. I thought her neck was gonna snap with how hard she had to try not to look down my top. I asked her some innocuous question about the book and she got all flustered.”

Sophie’s legs squirmed a little beneath her skirt. She gripped the hem and adjusted it on her legs. She bit her bottom lip as she watched me, completely rapt in my story, which seemed to be warming her up.

“Then what?” she demanded.

“I accused her of perving on me. I said that I saw her looking up my skirt. She denied it of course and became even more flustered. I said it was okay, and told her I was into it. I told her what I’d been doing with Lara, and that my grades were slipping because of all the girls I was busy with.”

“Did you tell her about me?” Sophie asked, a hint of concern in her voice. She wouldn’t want to ruin her perfect image in the eyes of a teacher by being associated with a group of slutty girls all regularly screwing each others’ brains out.

“No, Soph, relax. I didn’t name any names except Lara,” I lied. I’d also told Ms Taylor about my affair with Lara’s mom, but Sophie didn’t know about that particular relationship. The only reason I told Ms Taylor was because I had something on her, so she would never spill the beans to anyone.

“Okay, good,” Sophie breathed a sigh of relief before her expression reverted back to one of captivated arousal. “What happened next?”

“I put my foot on the desk and pulled my panties to the side, giving her a full view of my shaved snatch before I started playing with myself right in front of her,” I giggled as I relived the moment. “You should have seen her face, I thought her jaw was gonna fall off.”

“You did not!” Sophie exclaimed, her back straightening and hips shifting on the bed.

“Oh, I did. I told her she could go down on me, that I wouldn’t tell anyone. She did,” I shrugged theatrically, loving the effect my story was having on my best friend.

“So she ate your pussy on her desk!?”

“Oh, yes. Her tongue felt so good. She didn’t eat me out like we do, she was practiced. She used her tongue with freakin’ precision. I suppose she must have over a decade of pussy-eating under her belt, so it makes sense. She loved my tits though. I unbuttoned my shirt and she practically feasted on them while she fingered me to orgasm. It was amazing.”

“Oh fuck,” Sophie said, her cheeks blushing as she squirmed more, her fingernails digging into her thighs over her skirt.

“You alright there, Soph?” I giggled and smiled at my increasingly sexually frustrated BFF.

“Yeah, it’s just… would you mind if I play with myself while you tell me the rest?”

“Not at all,” I said, loving my once too-shy-to-talk-about-sex bestie’s newfound confidence with her own sexuality.

Now that she had permission, Sophie immediately bunched her skirt up around her waist before leaning back and shoving a hand into her bubblegum blue panties, filling up the fabric and rubbing her clit as I continued my story.

“Please, keep going,” she breathed as she masturbated.

“Well, then it was my turn to do it to her, wasn’t it? So once I got her good and naked, wearing only her stockings and shoes, I pushed her against the desk and ate her pussy as best I could. The position was a little awkward, but I managed. She tasted so good, Soph, her pussy was like no other flavor I’ve ever had. She had a landing strip of pubes too that pointed straight to her cookie, she said it was a popular style when she was in college. Well, it looked hot as fuck. And it felt so naughty going down on your teacher, you know?”

“It is so naughty,” Sophie concurred as her fingers moved in circles in her panties.

“Anyway, I said I wanted to show her what we eighteen-year-olds were doing to each other, so I turned her around and went to town on her ass.”

“Fuck, I bet she liked that.”

“She fucking loved it! You remember how I was wearing pigtails on Monday? Well, she reached back and held onto them as if they were reigns or something, and pulled me into her ass even harder. I rubbed her clit with my thumb while I rimmed her and she went crazy for it! She bucked backwards against my face when she came, almost broke my nose, I swear. It felt so hot though, making her cum. I was weirdly proud of myself for doing that to an older woman.”

“Oh my god,” Sophie breathed faster and harder as she jilled herself.

“You want a hand?” I offered.

“What?”

“Do you want me to do it?” I motioned down to her groin, her panties stretched by the hand inside of them.

“Oh! Hell yes I do!”

Sophie took her hand out of her underwear and put both her feet back on the floor, shifting along the edge of the bed towards me. I shuffled myself behind her and wrapped a leg around, her back pressed against me. I brushed her hair off her neck and began kissing it while my other hand went south to her horny crotch.

I replaced her hand with my own as I filled her panties. I felt her pubes on my palm as I started rubbing her clit with imprecise circles using my three middle fingers. The last time I hooked up with Sophie she had a full bush of pubes, and while she may not have wanted to be a full bimbo like me and shave them all off, she’d definitely tamed the jungle.

Her bubblegum blue panties stretched as my fingers explored her. I traced a fingertip through her slit and coated it in wetness before returning to her sensitive bean at the top. I watched the show in the tall mirror on her bedroom door opposite us, giving me the perfect view of her spread legs and panties. Sophie let her head fall back onto my shoulder as I sucked her earlobe before continuing my sexy tale. We used to be so innocent.

“Then Ms Taylor lay down on her desk while she recovered and twitched after what I’d just done to her. She looked so hot spread out and heaving in only her stockings and pumps. Her tits are perfect, Sophie, I wish I could have taken a photo for you to see.”

“I can imagine them,” my bestie moaned and pressed hard against me as she gripped my thighs. “Remember that time she wore that white blouse that got wet in the rain and was practically see through. It was all any of the guys could talk about for weeks.”

“Oh, they looked even better than advertised, I can assure you. Anyway, I climbed up onto the desk on top of her and started grinding my pussy down onto hers. It felt so good with our wet slits sliding along each other. Our clits flicked and tweaked each other, it was so hot.”

“Mmm,” she moaned again and bit her bottom lip as she pictured the story in her mind. Our bodies were hard against each other as I fondled one of her tits over her shirt.

“She seemed to have a little backdoor curiosity for herself though after I’d tongued her butthole. Her finger wormed its way between my cheeks and she massaged my ring,” I half-whispered directly into my friend’s ear, my breath blowing against her neck. My fingers built up rhythm in her panties.

“Did it feel good?”

“It felt sexy as fuck, Soph. But I wanted her inside me, so I told her to push it in and she did! She fingered my asshole while our cunts kissed. It was an incredible feeling, let me tell you.”

“Holy shit,” Sophie breathed harder again, her chest heaving. I used my pointer and ring fingers to pull back her hood and expose her vulnerable clit, before my middle finger flicked it with tiny, rapid motions.

“Then we came at the same time, our pussies shuddered against each other, her finger never stopping pumping into my ass. Our honey mixed together and trickled down her snatch. It was the hottest orgasm.”

“Oh fuck!” Sophie’s chest puffed out as she came.

Her ass writhed between my legs, pushing into my groin as she rode the waves of the orgasm. A star of wetness exploded in her panties, turning part of the bubblegum blue underwear into a darker shade as her nectar soaked them. I squeezed her breast and fiddled with her clit hard as she tensed in my arms, her whole body shuddering with terrific pleasure as she got off to my story of sex with our teacher.

‘

Sophie’s squirming settled as her climax came to its tail end. She turned her head towards me and we kissed as my hand gently massaged her pussy. I loved being able to do this with my best friend. We’d had a rocky few weeks when I hadn’t been honest with her about my new slutty outlook on life but now we were closer than ever. I kissed her deeply and with all the love of a best friend as she came down from her orgasm.

A knock at the door caused us to instantly break away from each other. Panicked, I pulled my hand out of Sophie’s panties and unwrapped my leg from her, the two of us quickly assuming our innocent positions on the end of the bed as Sophie adjusted her skirt to cover her soaked underwear.

“Come in!” Sophie called out as we each grabbed our books and tried to look as innocent as possible despite what we’d just done.

The mirror I just watched Sophie cum in swung as the door opened to reveal Sophie’s mom. She looked at the pair of us on the bed, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to control my breathing.

“Hi girls, dinner’s almost ready,” Sophie’s mom said to us, not seeming to suspect that I’d just fingered her daughter. “What’s that smell?”

The two of us sniffed the air as if we had no idea it was Sophie’s fragrant sex she was smelling. “Oh, I had a new candle lit a little while ago,” Sophie covered.

“I like it, what’s it called?”

“Ummm,” Sophie tried to pull a name out of her ass but she was never very good at lying.

“Pandora’s box,” I interjected, Sophie stifling a laugh.

“I like it. Are you staying for dinner, Madison?” Sophie’s mom asked me.

“Oh, sure, that would be great. I just need to wash my hand first,” I said, earning another snort from Sophie that made her mom shoot a quizzical look at her.

“Both of them, I should hope,” Sophie’s mom told me before closing the door, a confused expression on her face.

Sophie and I both tried to laugh as quietly as possible to prevent her mom from wanting to come back in. I closed my book and walked over to the desk, pulling a tissue out of the box to wipe the sticky goo off my fingers. As I cleaned myself, I noticed my phone on the desk, lit up with notifications, two messages from the contact I had listed simply as M.S.

Mrs Sutherland, the married mother of my former bully turned bimbo tutor, Lara. She’d rediscovered her lesbian inclinations when she saw my round slutty ass prancing around her house in her daughter’s skanky clothes. Ever since then we’d been having a secret affair that was the hottest part of my already molten lava-hot sex life.

We’d recently taken our sexual antics to the next level as I submitted myself to the older woman in a hotel room, sworn to obey her every command and allow her to do whatever she pleased with my body and holes. It led to the most erotic weekend imaginable, and I’d been wondering when I would hear from her again. I opened my phone to read the messages from my domme mistress.

‘I need you to come over to my house in an hour. There’s someone I’d like you to meet.’

Then, sent a minute after:

‘Wear something slutty.’

Well, that second one seemed like a given, but my heart skipped a beat at the thought of seeing her at such short notice. Usually our trysts had to be planned days in advance in a hotel room somewhere. If I was at her house it was usually because I was being fucked by her daughter, not her.

“I gotta go,” I announced to Sophie.

“What, really? I thought you were staying for dinner?”

“Something’s come up. Can you tell your mom sorry for me?” I said as I put my book into my backpack and collected my things.

“Something with Lara?” Sophie said in a dry voice. As much as she reaped the benefits of my transformation by my bully, she still didn’t share the same affinity for the bimbo trainer that I did.

“Yeah, something with Lara,” I lied. Sophie couldn’t know that I was sleeping with Lara’s mom, I couldn’t trust her not to hurt Lara with it, and catch me in the crossfire in the process.

“Wait, before you go, I’ve been meaning to ask you. What’s with the choker? You’ve been wearing it all week.”

“Oh,” I touched the latex necklace permanently wrapped around my throat. “It’s just a new accessory, part of my slutty look. Looks hot, right?” The lie was another necessary one, the choker was in fact a mark from my older mistress, visual evidence that my body belonged to Mrs Sutherland. A fact that I was reminded of every time I swallowed or took a deep breath.

“Yeah, looks hot,” she replied dryly as I opened the door and left my best friend. I was trying not to look like I was in a hurry even though I certainly was. I had to get home and prepare myself for my mistress and unfortunately for Sophie, her feelings came second to that.

I snuck downstairs and out the front door, careful to avoid Sophie’s mom and any further delays. Thankfully I didn’t live far from my bestie and I was home within a couple of minutes, racing into the shower to make sure I was my best after a big week at school. I lathered the shaving foam around my pussy and shaved off any sprouting pubic hairs before rinsing the cream away and running my hand over my perfectly smooth snatch.

Lara had taught me how important a hairless crotch was for a bimbo, and Mrs Sutherland certainly seemed to enjoy it. It was another visual representation that I was less than her, that I wasn’t yet worthy of having pubes because I wasn’t my own woman, I was hers. I loved the feeling too, it made me feel like the slut that I was.

I worked my body wash into a lather and spread it all over myself, paying attention to every inch of skin. I worked a soapy finger slightly into my butthole and made sure it was good enough to eat off of, which Mrs Sutherland had the right to do if that was what she desired. I had to make sure every hole was perfect for my mistress because every hole was on offer to her.

As I toweled myself off I wondered who it was that Mrs Sutherland was eager for me to meet. My pussy tingled with the thoughts of being shared with someone, I hoped that was what was in store for me. Maybe she’d met another young bimbo somehow and was dominating her too. Being dominated along with someone else sure seemed like a sexy notion, but the thought of my mistress’ attention being split between me and another submissive slut did cause a pang of jealousy in my gut.

I slipped into a lacy black thong and matching strapless bra before rummaging through the closet of clothes mostly purchased for me by Mrs Sutherland. There were more perks to seeing a sexy older woman than just amazing orgasms. I found what I was looking for and stepped into my slim-fit, red micro-skirt. It hugged my round ass tightly and was so short that I wouldn’t be able to bend over without flashing the world. I grabbed my skin tight, sheer black long-sleeved top and put that on too, my strapless bra the only thing providing any shred of mystery beneath the see-through fabric.

I stepped into a pair of black pumps to complete the outfit and touched up my make-up, putting on a slutty shade of red lipstick that matched my tiny skirt, and fixing my smokey eyeshadow that Mrs Sutherland loved so much. I pulled my dyed blonde hair back into a ponytail and took a moment to admire myself in the mirror and do one last check, touching my ever-present choker around my neck. Not a hair was out of place, my downstairs felt clean and fresh, I looked like I was ready to fuck the entire high school volleyball team, a thought that sent a shiver of arousal up my spine. I was ready.

For the second time that night, I snuck out of a house, careful not to disturb the matriarch of the home. If my mom caught me looking the way I did, I’d be grounded in a heartbeat. My parents always said I could date once I was eighteen, but now that I was eighteen and dating, they’d become something of a pair of hypocrites. Then again, regularly fucking my boyfriend as well as several women was a loose interpretation of dating. I’m sure they didn’t think I’d be having my asshole plugged by a woman in her early forties in a hotel room.

I got in my car undetected and drove over to the McMansion I knew so well. What had once been a house of innocent sleepovers with a close friend had now become a temple of lesbian sex where I was regularly fucking two of it’s three occupants. Only poor Mr Sutherland was deprived of my young pussy.

I pulled my shitheap into the driveway next to a new model Mercedes that I didn’t recognize. I stepped out of my car and walked up to the front door, adjusting my tiny, tight skirt and feeling like a hooker with how out of place I looked in the salubrious suburb. My heart pounded in my chest as I rang the doorbell, excited for whatever was waiting for me on the other side of the door.

A few short moments later the door swung open and Mrs Sutherland ushered me inside, looking over my shoulder to make sure none of her neighbors saw the eighteen year old nightwalker going into her house.

“Madison, you look so perfect and slutty,” the older woman smiled at me before giving me a tender kiss. Her embrace set my heart on fire every time, as I felt the warmth of my mistress showing her affection for her younger plaything.

She pulled her lips off of mine and I admired the put together middle aged woman. She wore a spaghetti-strap, flowy black dress that went down just lower than her knee, her glorious, ample cleavage on display and begging for my face. She wore her sandy blonde hair down, flowing around her shoulders in the same way her dress did. She looked absolutely stunning, and although her face and tits had plenty of help from medical professionals to stay youthful, she could no doubt have her pick of any of the boys at school, probably even my own boyfriend.

“You look incredible, Mrs Sutherland,” I returned the compliment. “Is Lara or your husband not home?”

“Mr Sutherland has to spend the weekend in New York and Lara took the opportunity for a free trip. I wouldn’t be surprised if his credit card combusts with how much she’s gonna be using it.”

I giggled at her joke before replying. “So you have the house to yourself all weekend?”

“I do,” she smiled down at me with her extra five inches of height. “I’ve invited a friend over tonight though. Come through, I’ve been dying for you to meet her.”

With that, she took my hand and led me from the foyer through to a formal sitting room. It was a room I’d seen every time I came over but had never spent any time in. The room contained two off-white leather chesterfield couches facing each other with a sturdy and expensive looking coffee table between them. Aside from that, there wasn’t much, just an unlit fireplace and a few family heirlooms decorating the room probably only used for Christmas morning or impressing guests.

Sitting on one of the sofas was another gorgeous older woman who set down a glass of wine and looked up at us as we entered, her face clearly trying to hide a bewildered expression as I walked in. She looked about the same age as Mrs Sutherland and wore a similarly flowy beige dress that was a little conservative while still being dignified. She had light brown hair that she wore down and her face, while obviously also touched up by doctors over the years, was very pretty.

She had high cheekbones and barely visible remnants of age lines around her eyes that had been mostly eliminated with botox. Her lips were in a permanent sort of duck face with whatever work she’d had done to them, even when she politely smiled at us. It didn’t go unnoticed to me that she had tits like Mrs Sutherland’s underneath her dress, although hers were more concealed than my mistress’.

“Oh, who do we have here?” the middle aged woman asked as Mrs Sutherland presented me to her, my arrival clearly unexpected.

“Amanda, this is Madison,” my mistress gestured between us. “Madison, Amanda.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said with an outreached hand, the classy looking older woman taking it and shaking it limply.

“Likewise, I’m sure,” she replied, obviously still confused by my presence.

Mrs Sutherland invited me to take a seat on the couch opposite Amanda, before she took her spot next to her friend. The pair had wine glasses in front of them on the coffee table, but my mistress offered me none. Mrs Sutherland looked relaxed and casual, Amanda was perplexed but polite, and I was excited and awaiting orders. I wasn’t sure what my domme was up to, but I was ready for anything.

“Madison,” Mrs Sutherland addressed me, “Amanda here was my old roommate back in college.”

“Is that so?” I said, suppressing a smile as I was clued into the situation. Mrs Sutherland had talked about her old college roommate before, and the things they used to do together before she met Mr Sutherland and put her lesbian ways behind her to settle down and have a family.

“God, we used to have fun back then, didn’t we?” Mrs Sutherland turned her head to her old friend and took a sip of wine.

“We sure did,” Amanda smiled, nodding her head in agreement.

“I thought since I was having the house to myself this weekend I’d invite over an old friend. Gosh, how long has it been since we’ve seen each other? Ten, twelve years?”

“Something like that, at that charity event,” the attractive and sophisticated older woman replied.

“What did you study in college?” I asked Amanda.

“Well, I started my psychology degree but never finished,” she replied.

“Amanda and I both met our husbands in our final year of college. Before long we both had babies in us. It’s a bit of a tragic tale really, isn’t it? We used to go to all those feminist rallies back then and now look at us, two kept women.”

“Oh, those rallies got wild,” Amanda started laughing. “Remember that one where Nicole busted open the fire hydrant and we all got soaked?”

“I remember what happened after,” Mrs Sutherland replied, causing Amanda’s laughter to stop abruptly as her cheeks blushed as red as my tiny skirt.

“Jennifer…” she breathed, embarrassed by her former roommate and hiding her face in her glass of wine.

“Oh, what? It’s fine,” Mrs Sutherland reached out and gave her a playful tap on the arm. “You think Madison doesn’t know what happens between roommates in college? Madison,” she turned her head to address me, “Amanda and I used to… a little more than occasionally... have sex together when we were about your age.”

“Jennifer!” Amanda exclaimed, a look on her face of equal parts embarrassment and shock.

“It’s fine!” Mrs Sutherland reiterated playfully to her old friend. “Trust me, none of it is anything new to Madison here. We used to make each other feel so good, didn’t we? I still masturbate to some of the things we used to do. Remember that time I fingered you in the library? You were so naughty back then.”

“Jesus,” Amanda covered her face with her free hand as her former roommate spilled the sexy beans.

I smiled and laughed at the scene unfolding in front of me, Amanda sinking into the expensive couch as Mrs Sutherland proudly described their lesbian exploits. My cunt purred beneath my tiny skirt at the thought of the two of them being naughty in their youth.

“I bet you can’t wait to get to college, Madison,” Mrs Sutherland said to me. “You’ll have all kinds of fun with your roommate, I’m sure.”

“Oh I’m counting on it,” I giggled.

Amanda peered at me through her fingers, and I saw her eyes looking me up and down, plenty of skin on display with my sheer top and tiny skirt. She pulled her hand away from her face and cleared her throat in an effort to compose herself.

“I’m sorry, I’m sure you’re a perfectly nice young lady, Madison. But can someone fill me in on who you are exactly?” the still confused older woman asked the room.

“Madison is one of my daughter’s friends,” Mrs Sutherland answered.

“Okay… but Lara isn’t here, right? I’m just not quite sure why you invited her over. No offense, Madison, and again, I’m sure you’re lovely, but I thought tonight was just going to be the two of us. You know, drinking wine and remembering the old days.”

“Well, I figured why remember the old days when we can relive them.”

“What do you mean?”

Mrs Sutherland shifted in her chair and her lips curled into a barely visible grin as she looked at her former roommate. “Madison’s a little more than just Lara’s friend, to be honest.”

“What do you mean?”

“She’s… mine.”

“She’s your what?”

“She’s mine. She belongs to me. She has submitted herself to me and we fuck whenever we get the opportunity. I’m having lesbian sex again, Amanda, and it feels great.”

Amanda let out a single, unconvinced scoff. “You expect me to believe that you’re cheating on your husband with this little eighteen year old that looks like she just stepped out of an issue of Playboy?”

“I don’t know about Playboy, maybe the hardcore section of Pornhub,” Mrs Sutherland replied coyly before sipping her wine.

Amanda looked over to me and arched an eyebrow. I nodded my head enthusiastically to confirm what my mistress said was true.

“You see that choker around her neck,” Mrs Sutherland pointed out, “That’s her collar. She’s my obedient little sex pet. She does anything I tell her to do.”

I nodded again in an effort to confirm my subjugation. “I don’t believe you,” Amanda said matter-of-factly. “This is some sort of prank, isn’t it. You’re fucking with me for some reason.”

“Madison, take your skirt and panties off,” Mrs Sutherland instructed.

I immediately stood up from the sofa and whipped my skirt and panties down my legs, shamelessly displaying my freshly shaved crotch to the two older women. Amanda’s mouth fell open as she watched me rapidly undress; watched me obey my domme.

“What in the holiest of fucks!?” she exclaimed as I just stood there for her to see, awaiting my next order.

“Do you believe me now?” Mrs Sutherland asked as her shoulders shook with laughter at her friend’s expression. “Here, give me your wine before you spill it.” She took the glass of wine out of Amanda’s hand and set it on a side table next to the couch along with her own.

“You said she’s… submitted to you?”

“That’s right. I enjoy her tight young body whenever I can, and make her do nasty things that get me off. I’m having the best sex I’ve had since… well, college. Do you want to see her closer?”

“Uh-huh,” Amanda slowly nodded her head as she watched me with her mouth still wide open, unable to look away from the bottomless eighteen-year-old in the formal sitting room.

“Madison, come over here,” Mrs Sutherland commanded.

I obediently walked around to the other side of the coffee table, standing in front and between the two women on the other couch. Mrs Sutherland looked up at me proudly, her shiny toy she could show off to her friend. Amanda looked up at me with shock and wonder, clearly still not coming to grips with the relationship Mrs Sutherland and I shared.

“Isn’t she something?” Mrs Sutherland looked me up and down in what remained of my sexy attire.

“She sure is…” Amanda commented as she too looked me up and down.

“When was the last time you fucked another woman?”

Amanda scoffed and answered with a question, “When was the last time we fucked?”

“Do you miss it?”

“I didn’t think so, but looking at young Madison here… just… wow.” Amanda’s expression was gradually morphing from shocked to aroused, and she shifted her weight on the couch as she admired my nubile body.

“Do you want to touch her?” Mrs Sutherland offered.

“Really? May I?”

“Of course, that’s what she’s here for,” Mrs Sutherland waved a hand towards me as if saying ‘help yourself’.

The way they talked about me as if I wasn’t even present turned me on. I was just a young fuckdoll there for their enjoyment. My heart raced and my pussy felt warm as Amanda reached out and ran her hand up the side of my bare thigh. She’d asked Mrs Sutherland’s permission to touch me, but not mine, because Mrs Sutherland’s permission was my permission. I fucking loved being her submissive.

Just like that, I was being touched by another older woman. Amanda’s hand spread goosebumps wherever it went, and I suppressed a sigh as she neared my hips before pulling herself away from me.

“She’s so smooth,” Amanda said as she withdrew her hand and giggled to herself as if she’d just done something she wasn’t supposed to.

“Oh come on, you can touch her more than that,” Mrs Sutherland said as she scooted along the couch towards her friend and grabbed her hand.

She placed Amanda’s hand back on my upper thigh, guiding it along my flesh and around to my ass. Amanda breathed in deeply and held her breath as she cupped my round butt, and Mrs Sutherland made her circle my derriere. Amanda looked up at me wide-eyed, as if I was going to stop her at any moment. I wasn’t.

“Do you want to see her tits?” Mrs Sutherland offered.

“Mhmm,” Amanda gulped and shook her head.

“Madison,” Mrs Sutherland addressed me, the mere mention of my name causing me to spring into action. I reached underneath my sheer top and unclasped my strapless bra before pulling it out from beneath the skin tight shirt and tossing it aside.

I stood wearing only my pumps, my latex choker and my long sleeved sheer top through which my tits were very clearly visible. Amanda’s eyes momentarily went a little wider as she ogled my breasts through the sheer material.

“Well, go ahead,” Mrs Sutherland encouraged her former roommate.

Amanda reached up with both hands and cupped my tits over my top. She traced her thumb around my areola and gently flicked both my nipples, causing them to harden. I didn’t look at her and refrained from making any noise, I just stared ahead and tried to remain a statue, an obedient bimbo offering from my mistress to her friend.

“What do you think?” Mrs Sutherland asked.

“They’re incredible. She’s incredible. I remember when my body looked like this, before kids and before nip tucks. You’re a lucky woman, Jennifer. I like her a lot.”

“I think she likes you too. Why don’t you feel her pussy and see for yourself.”

“Oh, I don’t know if I should…”

“Go on,” Mrs Sutherland goaded her. “Just have a little feel. There’s no harm in it.”

The hesitant older woman looked up at my face in search of a reaction. She wouldn’t find one, my silent obedience was my consent. She could do to me whatever Mrs Sutherland would allow, which I hoped was a lot.

With a slow, unsure but curious hand, Amanda reached up and placed the side of her pointer finger against my warm, wet slit. Her touch sent a pulse of pleasure shooting out from my pussy and I inhaled sharply through my mouth, still trying not to react to the older woman. She slid her finger between my lower lips and felt my slickness; felt how horny my eighteen year old pussy was for her.

She smiled and looked up at my face, elated with what she felt between my legs. “So perfect,” she said in a hushed voice, completely entranced with the submissive bimbo belonging to her old friend.

Mrs Sutherland took Amanda’s hand away from my crotch and took her pointer finger into her mouth, sucking off the trace of flavor I left along the side of it. The former lovers looked each other in the eyes as they reconnected, Amanda still hesitant but undeniably loving the turn the night had taken. Mrs Sutherland worked her plump, collagen filled lips down and up the length of Amanda’s finger before releasing it and kissing her old roommate on the lips.

I watched silently from above and enjoyed the show as Amanda gave in to her long dormant lesbian desires. The two women in their early forties kissed tenderly, their tongues dancing between their mouths. My mistress was more forceful, knowing what she wanted and having no qualms about cheating on her husband with another woman. Amanda was a little more reserved, leaning back into the couch but still kissing back.

“Madison gives the most amazing head,” Mrs Sutherland said in a quiet voice as she broke the kiss. “I want you to see for yourself. Would you like that?”

“Mhmm,” Amanda said as she bit her bottom lip and nodded, her brow creased with a combination of guilt and desire. She was being offered a sexy young eighteen year old willing to do whatever lewd thing she wanted, there was no way she could bring herself to say no.

“Madison,” my mistress addressed me from below, “my old friend wants to feel your mouth on her pussy. Oblige her.”

My own cunt thrummed as I was given the command. It was so hot having my domme share me with her friend. I dropped to my knees and reached up underneath Amanda’s beige dress. The older woman squirmed as my hands disappeared beneath her dress, making an excited squealing noise as I found her panties and tugged on them. She lifted her ass off the couch and allowed me to pull them down her legs and over her shoes.

Mrs Sutherland pulled on the fabric so that the dress bunched up around Amanda’s waist, offering me a full view of her snatch. Amanda clearly felt a little weird baring her downstairs to two other women, particularly when one was half her age, but I could tell her excitement outweighed her reluctance.

Her grooming reminded me of Mrs Sutherland’s. Amanda had a delta of dark pubes adorning her pink slit, trimmed and neat, with the hairs down her vulva shaved very close to the skin. I dragged my tongue up one of her thighs and felt the heat wafting off her mature cunt, the aroused older woman begging for my young mouth.

I teased her clit with the tip of my nose causing the middle aged woman to shudder. Then I dragged my tongue upwards between her lips for my first taste of the attractive former lover of my mistress.

“Ohhhh my god,” she whimpered as her stomach tensed.

Mrs Sutherland covered Amanda’s neck with her mouth and fondled her heavy tits over her dress. I did as I was told and ate her pussy, loving her tart flavor as I licked her again and again, her cunt already saturated with arousal. Her pubes tickled my nose as I ground my face into her, hungrily eating her snatch as if it was my last meal.

“Fuck, Jen, I forgot how good this feels,” she said before turning her head to her old roommate and kissing her passionately. Hesitation was fading fast from the married woman as she resigned herself to the fact that she was loving my mouth and wanted more.

Mrs Sutherland helped Amanda thread her arms through the sleeves of her dress, freeing her big round breasts for my mistress to caress uninhibited. I looked up at the pair from between Amanda’s legs, watching my domme tweak the nipples of her friend’s huge tits, seeing the way it made her jerk and throw her head back.

Amanda moans filled the formal sitting room as I latched onto her clit and dragged my head left and right, tugging on her tiny pearl with my lips. The older woman’s hands gripped the edge of the couch with white knuckles. It had been a long time since she’d been made to feel this good by another woman, and it wasn’t going to take long for her to cum, I could tell.

I used both hands to spread her pink before licking her again and again, using my pointer fingers to push back on her hood and expose her sensitive bean. I flicked at it with the tip of my tongue, tickling the engorged nub and making Amanda’s moans grow louder and deeper. The older woman was close.

Mrs Sutherland began nibbling at her former lover’s tits, hunched over on the couch and tweaking one nipple with her fingers while her tongue teased the other. Amanda’s whole body squirmed, her head pushed back into a throw pillow. Having her old college flame’s mouth on her tits while her eighteen-year-old sex slave ate her out was too much for the sexually neglected housewife.

She came with tremendous force. Her strong thighs pinned to the side of my head, causing me to slip my hands away from her pussy while I kept tonguing her clit. I went partially deaf as the older woman squeezed my head with a pilates enhanced vice grip. Amanda’s back arched up as she pushed the back of her head into the couch pillow, her mouth opening up and letting out a scream that her thighs muffled to my ears. Her whole body convulsed and shuddered as cum oozed out of her snatch. I licked up as much of the delicious honey as I could reach, whatever I missed coated my chin or trickled down onto the expensive leather couch.

As her spasms lessened and her grip on my head loosened, Mrs Sutherland covered her mouth with her own, the pair of ex-lovers kissing deeply and basking in the glow of a sexual fire rekindled. I hoped I made my mistress proud with how hard I made her friend cum. I hoped Amanda liked me.

I pulled my face out from between the legs of the older woman and sat back on my heels. I licked Amanda’s cum off my lips and watched the two former roommates sweetly kissing each other for the first time since before I was even born.

“What do you think of her?” Mrs Sutherland asked as she stroked the face of her friend.

“I can see why you keep her around,” Amanda replied, making my heart skip a beat. “Not only is she hot as fuck but she’s got one hell of a mouth on her.”

“We need to get you out of this dress.”

The pair stood from the couch so that Mrs Sutherland could help Amanda out of the flowy dress. As she unzipped her friend she noticed the glistening pool of cum on the edge of the couch. Her head spun to face me, still on my knees in front of them.

“What is this?” she scolded me, pointing at the shimmering leather. “You let cum get on my chesterfield?!”

“Oh… I’m sorry, Mrs Sutherland. I couldn-”

“I don’t want your excuses or your apologies. Come over here and clean it up.”

I crawled over to the couch and licked up Amanda’s spilt nectar off the leather. I felt so degraded, on all fours and licking up mess off the couch like a dog. It felt so hot. Mrs Sutherland pulled Amanda’s dress down her body and helped her former roommate step out of it, leaving her naked except for her expensive pearl necklace and Louboutin heels.

“How did you manage to get a sexy little eighteen year old slut to submit to you, Jen?” Amanda asked as she began helping my mistress out of her dress, eager for all three of us to be naked.

“Oh, with barely any effort at all. Look at her, she’s so horny all the time, Amanda. She started prancing around here in her slutty clothes a few weeks ago and her tight little body on display reawakened something in me,” Mrs Sutherland replied as she held onto Amanda’s shoulder to steady herself while she stepped out of her dress.

“Lucky you,” Amanda smiled at her as she held onto Mrs Sutherland’s shoulders and leaned back to admire her ex-lover in just her panties. “God, I’ve missed this body,” she said enthusiastically.

“It’s changed a bit since you last saw it. Twenty years and a kid does some damage.”

“Nonsense, your boobs are bigger but you’re still sexy as ever. Christ, college was fun. I remember all the nights I spent licking you all over.”

I finished using my tongue as a maid service and turned to watch them passionately kiss, their full breasts pressing into each other as they embraced. Seeing Mrs Sutherland showing such affection to someone else did cause a pang of jealousy in me, but the feeling was overwhelmed by the arousal I felt at the sight of the two older women together.

Amanda slid her hands down Mrs Sutherland’s back and tucked them into her panties, grabbing her bountiful booty as they made out. The move made my mistress stand on her toes as her friend dug her nails into her rump, the pair inhaling sharply from the sensation. I loved watching the two forty-somethings pressed together. Their skin might have been a little rougher and their parts slightly saggier but it was hot as fuck seeing them express their sexual desire for one another.

“I want to thank you for sharing your toy with me,” Amanda said as she crouched and pushed her hands down further, taking Mrs Sutherland’s underwear with them and exposing my domme’s furry snatch.

Mrs Sutherland smiled down at her kneeling friend, biting her bottom lip, her sandy blonde hair falling around her face and looking magnificent in all her naked glory. She stepped out of her panties and Amanda brought them to her face, inhaling my mistress’ scent off of them.

“God, you smell good,” she said, intoxicated with Mrs Sutherland’s pheromones.

“Madison can hold onto those for you,” Mrs Sutherland said. “Open up, sweetie.”

The ever obedient sub, I did as I was told and let a completely rapt Amanda stuff the lacy panties into my mouth. I breathed in my dominant’s fragrance through the filter of the lace, my brow creasing with arousal as I got my first taste of my mistress for the night.

“Remember what we did the night we got soaked by the fire hydrant at that rally?” Mrs Sutherland asked her friend.

Amanda smiled up at her knowingly and lowered her ass to the ground before my mistress guided her over to the front of the couch. She lay her head backwards onto the seat cushion of the chesterfield and looked up at Mrs Sutherland with a hungry look in her eyes, her mouth slightly open as she awaited the meal she hadn’t eaten in twenty years. My domme climbed onto the couch, placing a knee to either side of her old friend’s head, careful to avoid her flowing brown hair.

Amanda wrapped her arms around her thighs, reaching up and grabbing her voluptuous tits as her own heaved with her heavy breaths of desire. The pussy she wanted so badly hovered inches above her mouth, teasing her with its glistening pink flesh and neatly trimmed pubes.

I watched from the side like an obedient pet, my mistress’ panties hanging out of my mouth and my fists resting on my knees, trying desperately not to finger myself at the erotic scene unfolding between the two forty-somethings in front of me. I imagined them twenty years younger, wet and horny after protesting, a tight Jennifer holding onto her bed frame as she rode her roommate’s face. My heart pounded and my pussy felt as though it would burst into flames with how hot the pair were making me.

Amanda couldn’t take it any more, she was too thirsty for Mrs Sutherland’s honey. She pulled down on the tops of my domme’s thighs, lowering her down onto her parched mouth. She instantly began licking and sucking, the horny former roommate moaning even before Mrs Sutherland did. Her legs squirmed on the floor as her face used as a seat, my mistress’ delicious juices touching her taste buds for the first time since college. Her vocal approval of the pussy-eating was muffled by muff, as she lost herself in my favorite snatch.

My fingers twitched as I sat on my heels acutely aware of my own wetness, desperate for a release. I had to wait for Mrs Sutherland’s order though, so I had to be torturously patient. I licked at the panties in my mouth without thinking, my tongue automatically mirroring Amanda’s as I tasted my mistress on the lace.

Mrs Sutherland fondled her own tits as she rode her old friend’s face. The ends of her blonde hair tickled her back as she looked towards the ceiling and cried out, her thighs gently tensing and relaxing to bob up and down on Amanda’s mouth. It was a spectacular sight seeing the two former lovers reunited after so long, and I wished I could be part of it.

I got my wish as Mrs Sutherland turned her head towards me, her eye contact sending a lighting bolt to my chest. She moaned through her pouted, collagen filled lips and made a ‘come hither’ motion with finger before pointing at her ass. I understood the instruction and let her lace panties fall out of my mouth.

I crawled over towards the pair and swung a leg over Amanda’s body, straddling the older woman as she enthusiastically licked up at my mistress’ snatch. The sight from this angle was even better, I was able to see her eager tongue darting out of her mouth and dividing Mrs Sutherland’s pink lips as it pushed through them, my older domme’s cum painting her chin in translucent goo. Mrs Sutherland’s cute little butthole could just be seen between her bountiful ass, and I knew where my mouth was needed.

I straddled Amanda, my hairless pussy latching onto her pilates toned tummy like a suckerfish, kissing her flesh and leaving my wetness as a mark. I grabbed onto my mistress’ generous butt cheeks and opened her up, burying my face between the two wonderful mounds and poking my tongue out onto her back door.

“Holy fuck yes!” Mrs Sutherland groaned loudly at the simulingus.

The flavor of her salty knot mixed with the two women’s pussy juices in my mouth, as I obediently circled Mrs Sutherland’s asshole with my tongue. Her star puckered each time she flexed her thighs and moved her body slightly up, before relaxing as she let herself down, riding her friend’s face and bumping mine every time. My nose pressed into her tailbone and her big butt cheeks smothered my face as I buried myself in her.

There was a change in Amanda too, as she vigorously flicked her tongue out at the riding woman’s clit, her abs tensing in reaction to the horny eighteen year old grinding on them. My rock hard nipples teased hers through the thin, sheer fabric of my slutty top, and I tried to get some friction on my clit as I rubbed myself on her taut stomach. I remained focused on my mistress’ asshole though, her orgasm would come before mine.

Amanda and I moaned gratefully into our respective naughty parts of Mrs Sutherland, feasting on the sensual MILF and showing our love for her with our tongues. My mistress moaned into the air of her formal sitting room, loving the pairing of the old and new pleasuring her from below.

“Christ, that feels so good,” she said approvingly as I swirled my tongue around her tiny crater and Amanda sucked her clit between her lips. “Oh fuck! Ahhhhhh!” she cried out as she climaxed onto the face of her old roommate.

Mrs Sutherland pushed back hard onto my face as her tiny ring spasmed beneath my tongue. Cum leaked out of her and spilled down Amanda’s chin and neck as her tongue never stopped working my domme’s clit, flicking the engorged bean and causing Mrs Sutherland to jerk in ecstasy every time.

I couldn’t let the precious nectar of my mistress go to waste, and I dove down to lick up the length of Amanda’s neck, collecting the cum off it before pushing my tongue back into Mrs Sutherland’s crevice, sliding it back and forth between her cheeks. Mrs Sutherland made incomprehensible noises as she collapsed forward, holding on to the backrest of the couch as she rode out wave after wave of the terrific orgasm given to her by her former lover and current bimbo sub.

I’d worked myself up into a feverish state eating ass and grinding into Amanda’s abs, an orgasm of my own brewing in my loins, but I knew I couldn’t cum until Mrs Sutherland allowed me, and I knew she wouldn’t leave me unattended to. I pulled my cunt off of Amanda, leaving a shimmering wet patch on her tummy that matched the one on her chin, my pussy practically steaming with how hot I felt. Mrs Sutherland swung her leg over our heads as she collapsed against the armrest of the couch, panting and twitching with aftershocks as she recovered from what our two mouths had just done to her.

Amanda’s head rose from the couch and she wrapped an arm around my neck, pulling me forward and ramming her tongue down my throat, exchanging the flavor of Mrs Sutherland’s pussy with that of her asshole. We made out on the floor while my mistress watched us.

“It’s amazing seeing the two of you together,” she said once she’d caught her breath. “I’ll be right back.”

With that, she left us to enjoy each other as she disappeared into the hallway, and I heard the sound of a door being opened and closed. Amanda and I kept kissing one another, our mouths melding together as our tongues danced between them. It felt strange being in the arms of another older woman. I’d done plenty of naughty, sinful things since becoming a bimbo. I was submitted to a woman more than twice my age, fucking her daughter on the regular, seduced my teacher, and cheated on my boyfriend dozens of times with various women. Yet this felt more wrong than any of that, even if I was just following orders.

Mrs Sutherland returned before long and Amanda and I turned our heads to see her holding ropes in her hand, her lips curled into a wicked grin.

“Woah, what are you planning to do with those?” Amanda breathed.

“Don’t you want to taste Madison for yourself?” Mrs Sutherland replied, causing a pulse of horniness shooting out of my clit at the thought of being tied up.

“You’re a lot kinkier than I remember,” Amanda laughed.

“The question is, are you as kinky as I remember?”

“Oh, most definitely,” Amanda smiled, turning her head back to me and looking down at my body, hungry for it.

“Good. Madison, get on the table,” she said authoritatively to me.

Her instruction and tone of voice made my pussy thrum with excitement. Finally, I would get the sexual attention I was so desperate for. I dismounted Amanda and got to my feet before making my way to the end of the coffee table and climbing onto it on my knees. Amanda watched in awe at my obedience, and at her former lover making her way around behind me and pushing me down onto my elbows, my ass pointed into the air.

“Was Madison eating your ass before?” Amanda asked as Mrs Sutherland wrapped a rope around one of my wrists, pulling tightly on it so that my arm extended towards one corner of the table.

“She sure was,” my mistress replied as she wrapped the same rope around the nearest leg of the coffee table. “You’ve seen the way these young girls dress these days, Amanda. They’re all such sluts. I didn’t even have to ask this one to do it, she showed me.” She looped the rope around the other table leg in front of me. “It does feel fucking amazing though, let me tell you.”

“I’ve never done any butt stuff before,” Amanda said from her position on the floor.

“You should see the things this one lets me do to her asshole,” she said as she grabbed my other wrist and pulled towards the other corner, my forehead holding my upper body weight up as it pressed into the table. “I’ve licked it, fingered it and even plugged it. Madison’s whorishness knows no bounds.”

She wrapped the free end of the rope around my other wrist and tied it off, my arms straight and pointed towards the corners of the table in front of me, unable to move them. My whole body tingled with arousal as I was bound to the coffee table, remaining silent as these two beautiful older women talked about what a slut I was as if I wasn’t even there. Mrs Sutherland picked up another rope from the floor and made her way behind me.

“She’ll let me do anything I want to her. Isn’t that right, Madison?” she said as she spanked my bare ass.

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland. My body belongs to you,” I replied dutifully, squeezing my ass reflexively as it glowed with an erotic burn where my mistress smacked it.

“Jesus Christ, Jen,” Amanda exclaimed with reverence. “I might have to find a young slut for myself.”

“I would highly recommend it,” Mrs Sutherland replied as she thread the length of rope over my calves and beneath the table, pulling it tight so that my legs couldn’t move either.

I was bound and helpless in my position, but I trusted my mistress that whatever it was all for the good of my own sexual gratification. It felt so hot being this exposed and vulnerable, my pussy and ass raised in the air to be used however Mrs Sutherland saw fit. I felt a drop of cum escape my creamy pussy and trickle down the back of my thigh. I was ready for whatever came next.

“Come here, Amanda. Come and see what an eighteen-year-old slut’s pussy tastes like.”

She didn’t need to be told twice. An excited Amanda got up off the floor and joined her old college flame behind me. I could feel the eyes of the two sexy women staring at my shaved snatch and tight little asshole, both erogenous zones begging for a mouth.

“Go on, Amanda. Have a taste,” Mrs Sutherland said as she gently pushed her friend’s head towards me.

The next thing I felt was her mouth pressed against my wet snatch, and the underside of her tongue licking me downwards from my opening to my clit before it curled and made its way back up. I moaned and shuddered on the coffee table I was bound to at the feeling of finally having a tongue in my pussy, the wooden legs creaking from my movements.

“Oh my god, Jen,” Amanda said. “She tastes heavenly.”

“My friend likes your pussy,” Mrs Sutherland said to me. “Do you want her to do more?”

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland. Please. I beg you,” I pleaded in response, my pussy red hot and desperate for a mouth.

“That’s right, you beg for it, slut,” she said before spanking me again in exactly the same place, making my rump ripple as it seared with pain that only turned me on more.

I let out a yelp as my ass tensed reflexively, before Amanda grabbed the front of my thighs and pushed her face into my pink. She began eating me out enthusiastically, the older woman making the most of her reawakened lesbian inclinations. My brow creased as I moaned from the oral attention, the older woman’s tongue wagging between my lips, the lewd wet sounds of her tongue in my snatch filling the room while my mistress observed.

“Fuck, that looks hot,” Mrs Sutherland cooed as she watched on. “You’re such a dirty slut letting yourself be tied up so I can share your body with my friend.”

“Yes, I am a slut,” I echoed her sentiment as I pulled on my restraints, the tight ropes digging into my flesh.

Amanda slid her tongue through my pink over and over, moaning the whole time as drool and cum dripped off her lips and down the backs of my thighs. She dipped her organ into my channel, her top lip grazing my butthole as she buried herself in me and licked my velvety inner walls. The move caused me to jerk, the ropes burning around my wrists as I was held in place, a meal on the table just begging to be consumed.

Mrs Sutherland made her way around to the side of the coffee table and climbed onto it with a knee before throwing a leg over me so that she straddled my shoulder blades, facing her old roommate. She grabbed both my ass cheeks and spread them, looking down at her friend through my valley.

“Feel free to help yourself to her ass, Amanda. Every hole is free to use,” Mrs Sutherland offered me up, as was her right.

The sultry tongue of her college flame slid out of my vagina and moved north over my taint and onto my sensitive butthole. I twitched, my back bumping into my mistress’ pussy as she held me open so that her friend could feast on my tight little brown star. Amanda and I both let out moans of appreciation, mine for being on the receiving end of my favorite sex act, hers for doing something as naughty and taboo as eating a teenager’s butt.

I felt Mrs Sutherland’s perfectly manicured nails digging into my rump as she watched on excitedly. Amanda dragged her tongue over my puckered hole over and over, buttering my crevice with saliva.

“Do you like it?” Mrs Sutherland asked with the tone of voice used to ask someone if they’re enjoying the meal you just cooked them.

“Mhmm,” Amanda groaned positively as she completed a lick over my asshole. “I’m not sure what I’m doing though.”

“Swirl your tongue around it,” Mrs Sutherland coached her.

Amanda followed the instruction, her tongue moving in circles around my balloon knot, licking me with the top and underside of her organ. I pressed my forehead into the wooden table, opening my mouth and moaning as a string of drool dripped out of it.

“Good, good. I think she likes it,” my mistress encouraged her. “Now press your mouth around it and form a sort of seal, then flick the tip of your tongue over it as fast as you can.”

Again, Amanda did as she was told, and opened her mouth wide, pressing herself into my crease before her tongue beat like the wings of a hummingbird against my back door. My back arched up again, the weight of my domme pressing down on me as I cried out in ecstasy at what the forty-something-year-old was doing to me.

“Mmm,” Mrs Sutherland moaned with approval before she leaned down and kissed my tailbone, her forehead pressing against the top of her friend’s head.

She stuck her tongue out and dragged it downwards between my rump, pushing Amanda down with her head as she replaced her friend’s tongue on my asshole. Amanda returned to my snatch and teased my clit while my mistress saw to my rear end.

Unlike her friend, this was not Mrs Sutherland’s first time eating my ass, and she devoured my naughty hole fervently as I drooled onto the coffee table, overcome with pleasure from the two tongues. Mrs Sutherland reached between my cheeks with her two pointer fingers and pressed into the skin to either side of my tiny hole, opening me up slightly and allowing her tongue to dip inside. Her powerful organ pushed past my clench and filled my tightest space, the base of her tongue choked by my ring of muscle while the rest of it flowered inside me. I heaved in deep breaths, pressing up against my mistress’ wet cunt and huge tits as she rode my back.

Amanda was on more solid ground with her clitoral assignment, and she tweaked my engorged bean with her lips and flicked it with the tip of her tongue. A fantastic monsoon of sexual energy swirled around inside me, charged by the two mouths of the women twice my age, enjoying my supple young body.

Just as Amanda sucked my clit between her lips, Mrs Sutherland pulled out of my ass, swirled around my crater and pushed herself back in, triggering an intense orgasm as the monsoon raged between my pussy and ass. I pressed my forehead hard into the table, letting out an almighty cry of unbridled bliss as I pulled hard on the ropes restraining me, burning fantastically around my wrists. My legs tried to kick but couldn’t, held in place as my body vibrated.

The legs of the table creaked as I shuddered on top of it, my domme mistress tongue-fucking my asshole while the friend she felt inclined to share me with tugged on my clit. I felt like I was being split in two by the dual mouths working overtime to send me into a state of nirvana.

“Ahhhhh fuuuuck,” I wailed as I peaked, the pair’s tongues never stopping.

I rode out wave after wave of the mind-bending orgasm, cum trickling out of my snatch and either onto Amanda’s waiting tongue or down the backs of my thighs. My wrists began to feel raw with rope burn as although my limbs may have been restrained, my pleasure certainly wasn’t. The tongues of the two older women began to slow in synchronization with my writhing and moaning, the pair kissing and tending to my naughty parts more tenderly as I rode out the tail end of the ridiculous climax.

As my orgasm subsided, a fog of incredible tiredness suddenly fell over me, my whole body feeling too heavy to hold up. My limbs went limp as the two older women removed their mouths from me. My body was held in place by the ropes only, my muscles completely useless as I drooled onto the table, struggling not to pass out with my ass up in the air behind me, all kinds of fluids drying on my skin, my pussy and ass completely spent.

The pair of former lovers worked silently to untether me, Mrs Sutherland steadying me so that I didn’t fall over. Amanda helped roll me into her arms and my powerful mistress stood, cradling my exhausted, subservient body, my arms wrapped around her neck. She carried me up the stairs and Amanda followed, the pair giggling to each other as the two naked beauties took care of me.

They took me into Mrs Sutherland’s room and Amanda pulled back the silk sheets as my domme sat me on the edge of her marital bed. I barely managed to summon the strength to raise my arms so that she could pull my see-through top off and then my pumps, making me finally as naked as the two of them save for my ever-present latex choker of submission.

Mrs Sutherland kissed the rope burn marks on each of my raw wrists before allowing me to lay down on the soft pillow. The pair tucked me in, satisfied and caring looks on each of their faces as they took turns kissing me on the forehead before climbing off the bed. My eyes were heavy and despite my will, I couldn’t keep them open. The last thing I saw before I fell asleep was Mrs Sutherland pushing her friend up against the wall and excitedly burying her face in her ass, eager to show Amanda how good having your ass eaten felt.

Sleep overcame me as the two ravished each other nearby. I supposed they had a lot of lost time to make up for. I wanted to spend more time with them, to be of further service to my mistress, but I couldn’t fight off the urge to sleep, my body too exhausted after what they’d both done to me, how I’d been shared between them.

I woke up at some point in the night, feeling the weight of someone on the bed. Before I knew it, someone’s rear was being lowered onto my face. I don’t know which one of them it was, but I ate their pussy and butthole regardless, feeling them quiver on top of me and cum into my open mouth before I rolled over and fell back asleep.

I woke up in the morning between the two gorgeous middle aged women, the three of us naked and spent from the night’s exploits. Soon after, the pair both awoke and we cuddled together in the bed for a while before heading downstairs for breakfast and coffee. Mrs Sutherland offered a robe to her friend but made me stay nude while I prepared them eggs on toast and their morning brew.

The pair of former lovers ogled my eighteen year old body while they sipped their coffee, exchanging a look with each other. Mrs Sutherland arched an eyebrow and they both smiled. I knew our debaucherous time together was far from over. We had all day to spend together, and my body was up to the task.

God, I loved being a submissive bimbo.

THE END



My Boyfriend’s Bimbo Sister

Moments after pressing the doorbell, the front door swung open, and I was greeted by the smiling face of my boyfriend, Brandon. His happy expression quickly turned to one of shock mixed with horniness as he saw what I was wearing.

“Babe! Couldn’t you have worn something a little more conservative?” he asked, staring at my body with mixed feelings.

I locked eyes with him as I stepped over the threshold and pulled him down by the collar of his t-shirt to plant a kiss on his lips. “What’s the matter? Don’t you think I look sexy?” I answered his question with a question.

“You look hot as fuck, Madison,” he whisper shouted. “But this is dinner with my parents, we’re not going to a nightclub.”

“Well, I always want to look my best,” I grinned up at him mischievously, knowing full well how inappropriately sexy I was dressed.

Brandon may have been feigning anger, but he couldn’t keep my eyes off my tight, eighteen-year-old body. He looked down the plunging neckline of my bodycon fit black halter top, my ample cleavage on display with no bra underneath, cropped around my ribs to show off my taut stomach. His eyes moved down my torn black jeans that hugged my round ass, the skinny fit clinging to my legs all the way down my boots.

As slutty as the outfit choice was for a dinner with my boyfriend’s family, it was an important part of my bimbo lifestyle. I wouldn’t have even had a boyfriend if I hadn’t allowed myself to be bimbofied by my high school bully. My all black outfit was completed by the latex choker that was permanently wrapped around my neck. It was a constant reminder that although I was dating Brandon and having incredible lesbian sex with multiple other women, I was submitted to my friend’s mom, Mrs Sutherland. Brandon may have thought I was his, but my body belonged to the hot older woman. My fake blonde hair was cut off just above my shoulders, contrasting my dark clothes.

“You could have thrown on a sweater or something, is all I’m saying,” Brandon continued scolding me.

“You can’t have a girlfriend that lets you do all the things you do to me and act all sweet and virtuous in front of your parents, babe,” I pointed out, loving the torment I could see in his eyes.

“Well, just to warn you, it’s not only my parents tonight. My sister came home from college earlier than expected for the summer.”

“Great! I can’t wait to meet her.”

“I’m only telling you because she can be a little… intense.”

“I think I’ll be okay,” I narrowed my eyes at him, letting him know that I can hold my own.

Brandon closed the door behind me and led me through to the open plan kitchen and dining room where both his parents were doing last minute preparations for dinner. The married couple looked up at me and Mr Sommers’ eyes just about popped out of his head. Mrs Sommers was a bit more restrained, and gave me a polite smile as I entered the room, managing to hide any disapproval for her son’s choice in girlfriend.

“Hi there, Madison. Don’t you look… lovely,” she said with a slightly pained voice.

“Hi Mrs Sommers, Mr Sommers,” I replied respectfully.

“Take a seat, you two,” she instructed. “Dinner’s almost ready.”

I took my seat at the table and Brandon sat down next to me, placing his hand on my thigh. His warm palm made contact with my skin through the rips in my jeans, and it occurred to me that it made me feel nothing. If it was Mrs Sutherland or Lara touching my thigh, my skin would no doubt break out in gooseflesh, and a bolt of arousal would shoot straight to my pussy. But with Brandon it just felt mildly comforting.

It wasn’t that I didn’t like having Brandon as my boyfriend. I’d pined for him since middle school, after all. I’d spent so long waiting to turn eighteen and being allowed to date, dreaming of being with him, and now that I was, it just felt so… unexciting. I enjoyed the status it brought me at school, but sexually I had to look outside of our relationship to fulfill my generous bimbo desires.

“So, Brandon tells me you’ve applied for some very prestigious colleges,” Mrs Sommers made polite conversation while she spooned our dinner onto plates on the kitchen island.

“Yeah, I sure have. I’ve always wanted to study creative writing,” I replied. My grades had been slipping since I was thrust into my slutty lifestyle, but I was still riding on the good will I’d garnered pre-bimbo. It helped that I gave my lesbian English teacher the climax of her life.

“That’s exciting. You with your writing and Brandon with his music, you kids will be a creative force to be reckoned with.”

“When I was your age it was either accounting, law or engineering,” Mr Sommers interjected. “My parents would never have stood for this artsy crap.”

“It’s not crap, Dad,” Brandon replied sharply. “Madison knows everything there is to know about literature.”

“Then what does she need college for?” Mr Sommers retorted, the pair talking about me as if I wasn’t sitting right there. “Just go and write the next great American novel now.”

“Brandon’s exaggerating,” I cut in, able to defend myself. “There’s still plenty more for me to learn. And besides, I want to see what college is like for myself. I need some more life experience before I go writing anything, and there seems like plenty of experiences to be had in college.”

Of course, the main experience I was looking forward to was gorging myself on copious amounts of pussy. The thought of seducing curious straight girls stirred a familiar warmth in my loins. I gulped as I thought about the smorgasbord of cunt that would be on offer, causing the choker around my neck to feel momentarily tighter, reminding me of my older domme, Mrs Sutherland. I could turn horny straight girls for her, tie them up and watch her fuck them and then me. My pussy purred beneath the dining table and I shifted in my seat.

“Don’t mind him,” Mrs Sommers dismissed her husband’s comments. “Our generation worked so that our kids could have these opportunities. I think it’s great you’re taking them.”

“That smells good,” a voice spoke from the side.

“Kayla, perfect timing,” Mrs Sommers spoke to her daughter. “Set these plates down will you.”

“Kayla, this is Madison,” Brandon introduced me to his sister as she reached across the table and set plates down in front of my boyfriend and me. As she leaned over to put them down I couldn’t help but look down her top, her lovely full breasts inviting my attention. I suddenly realized what I was doing and my eyes darted upwards to meet hers.

“Nice to meet you,” I said friendlily.

“Likewise,” she replied less friendlily, her eyes narrowing slightly as she stared intimidatingly into mine. She no doubt caught me perving on her.

Brandon’s parents brought the other plates down and they all took their seats, with Mr Sommers at the head of the table and Kayla sitting directly across from me. Brandon’s older sister was striking. She had sharp facial features, accented by perfectly contoured make-up, her eyebrows expertly groomed and her platinum blonde hair pulled back into a tight bun. She exuded a confidence that Brandon lacked. Perhaps she earned it by being the older sibling, or perhaps simply by being the college student returning home to a family that had missed her.

In any case, I struggled to take my eyes off her as we started dinner. She would occasionally catch me looking at her and I would quickly avert my gaze, looking down at my food while her gray-blue eyes bore into me, the protective sister making her assessment of her brother’s sluttily dressed girlfriend.

“So, only a couple more weeks to go before high school is all done and dusted. You two must be excited,” Mrs Sommers said, making conversation as we ate.

“Yeah, it’s very exciting,” I agreed.

“Your whole lives still ahead of you…” Mrs Sommers stared wistfully into the middle distance.

“Who knows what the future will hold,” I shared the cliche sentiment politely before taking a sip of water.

“Do you think you guys will break up?” Kayla asked pointedly, causing me to choke on my drink.

“Kayla!” Mrs Sommers scolded her daughter.

“What? It’s a valid question. You two are going to different colleges, right?”

“Um, yeah,” I responded, looking over to Brandon for some backup. He simply looked down and shovelled food into his mouth.

“So, what are your intentions with my brother?” Kayla asked, eyebrows raised in expectation of an answer.

“Well, we haven’t really talked about it,” I replied, trying to be diplomatic and not tell her to fuck off in front of my boyfriend’s parents.

“Shut up, Kayla,” Brandon said with a mouth full of mashed potato. Finally, reinforcements.

Kayla leaned forward, making intense eye contact with me. “I know your type. You’ll pretend to try long distance while you sleep around campus, leading Brandon on until one day you’ll announce ‘it’s just all so hard’,” she spoke with a whiney high-pitched voice that was supposed to be me.

“Kayla, that is enough!” Mr Sommers’ voice boomed across the dining table. “You’ve been home five minutes and already you’re behaving like a petulant little brat. You have no right to talk to your brother’s girlfriend like that after just meeting her.”

Be still my beating heart. Mr Sommers’ commanding voice made us all sit bolt upright in our chairs. I could have kissed him if he wasn’t related to my boyfriend. The platinum blonde beauty sat back in her chair and pushed her food around her plate with her fork, pouting at being told off by daddy.

The rest of the meal was relatively pleasant. Kayla sat there in silence, scowling at me the whole time while the rest of us made conversation and had a few laughs. Mrs Sommers was unintentionally funny as she obsessively darted back and forth to the kitchen to serve dessert and refill our drinks, her way of dissolving tension.

The moment Kayla had finished her peach cobbler she stood up from the table and walked upstairs without excusing herself. As she walked away I couldn’t help but steal a glance of her pert ass and wonder what she looked like naked. She was hot as fuck and I wouldn’t have minded going to bed with her if she wasn’t such a cunt who seemed to hate me for no real reason.

“I’m sorry about her,” Mrs Sommers said once Kayla was out of earshot. “I don’t know what her problem is. I think she’s just protective of her little brother,” she reached across and pinched one of Brandon’s cheeks.

“Mom!” he swatted her hand away. “She’s just jealous because she’s been at college for a year and still doesn’t have a boyfriend.”

“Brandon!” Mrs Sommers hit him on the arm. “I’m sure Kayla could get a boyfriend if she wanted one.”

“Me too,” I said. My comment came across as being earnestly sweet for someone who was just mean to me, but really it was in reference to how hot she was. She definitely had guys drooling over her at college. If she was single, it was by choice.

I kept playing the part of the perfect girlfriend, despite my choice of outfit. I thanked Brandon’s parents for a lovely meal and offered to help clean up, which was promptly refused by Mrs Sommers. Brandon and I headed upstairs to his bedroom for some alone time.

“What do you think we’ll do after high school?” Brandon asked the second his door was closed.

My heart sank the moment he said it. I didn’t want to talk about heavy stuff. Of course Brandon and I weren’t going to last once we went to our respective colleges. Not that he knew it, but I was really only with him for the cosy cute feelings of being able to say I had a boyfriend, and the status it brought me at school. There didn’t seem much point in keeping up the charade once we were in completely different states.

“I think we’ll have all summer,” I replied, wrapping my arms around his neck and trying to keep it light.

“No, I’m serious, Madison. Do you think Kayla’s right? Are we doomed once we head off to college?”

“Babe, listen to me,” I planted a reassuring kiss on his lips. “It’s not something we can plan for. We’ll just have to play it by ear. Just know, whatever happens, we’re going to be alright, okay?”

“Okay,” he returned my smile, seemingly feeling better about the whole thing. I cursed his sister in my mind for making the night this awkward.

Brandon and I made out, thoughts of the future melting away from our minds. His stubble scratched my cheeks as he rammed his tongue down my throat, not something I was overly fond of. Just another reason I found women more appealing. His hands made their way around behind me and squeezed my ass.

Pretty much everything Brandon did when we were intimate together didn’t elicit a response in me, but I knew what he wanted. So being a good bimbo I stood onto my tiptoes as he squeezed my ass and consciously let out a little squeal. I could feel him getting hard against my leg and his heavy breath snorting out his nostrils as he got aroused by my disingenuous actions. If our romance was to be short-lived, then at least I’d let him enjoy me for the slut that I was.

Brandon helped me out of my revealing clothes and looked up and down my body. I gave him a stellar blowjob and in return he gave me a few minutes of lackluster oral before pulling a condom over his dick and pumping into me. He was actually better in bed than usual and as I wrapped my legs around him, his hips gyrating to thrust himself into me over and over, I couldn't help but think of his sister.

I imagined her pink, supple lips pursing around my clit, pulling back on her bun and spitting onto her tongue before plunging it into my pussy. I wondered if she’d had lesbian experiences in college. It would be a shame if she hadn’t, but I thought about how much I’d like to show her how good a woman can feel. As her brother erupted inside the condom in me, I managed to climax too as I pictured pushing my face into Kayla’s tight ass and rimming her butthole.

Once we both came down from our respective orgasms, Brandon pulled himself out of me and rolled onto his back. I gave him a kiss and rolled the condom off his semi-hard cock as I caught my breath.

“That was great,” I said to him, the poor boy none the wiser that I was thinking of his sister the whole time.

“Fuck yeah it was,” Brandon beamed back at me, proud that he’d made me cum.

“I’m gonna have a shower. Then maybe we can watch a movie together?”

“Sure thing, babe.”

We kissed again before I climbed off the bed, disposed of the condom and made my way into his adjoining bathroom for a shower. As I walked in, I noticed the door at the opposite end was ajar. That door led through to Kayla’s room, I’d just never seen it open before. I walked over and grabbed the handle, but as I did so I noticed Kayla sitting on her bed.

Alerted by my motion, Kayla looked up and saw me standing in her bathroom doorway buck nude, every inch of me on display. Her eyes went wide at the unexpected show of nudity and I gasped and pulled the door closed. I couldn’t stop myself from giggling at my unintended exhibitionism.

I’d showered in Brandon’s bathroom plenty of times and never had to worry about anyone seeing me with Kayla being away at college. I didn’t care that she’d seen me naked, one thing my bimbofication had done was to rid me of any sense of shame. But the look on Kayla’s face at the sudden display of nudity was hilarious.

I went to lock the door but stopped myself. If Kayla wanted to sneak a peek at me again, she was welcome to. The thought of my boyfriend’s sister watching me shower actually kind of turned me on. I turned on the hot water and lathered body wash all over myself, cleaning every nook and cranny.

I didn’t mind the smell of sex all over me when it was Lara or Mrs Sutherland that had just painted me in lady juice, on the contrary, I fucking loved it. But something about sex with Brandon just made me feel like I needed a shower every time, like I had to wash his stink off me and start fresh.

Once I was satisfied I was clean, I hopped out of the shower and dried myself off with the towel. As I ran it along my neck, I felt the latex choker that was permanently wrapped around my throat, making me grin at the thought of my domme. I knew what she would tell me to do. She’d instruct me to walk through that door into Kayla’s room and finger her to completion, and I would gratefully follow that order. But the door was still firmly shut, and seemingly my privacy had been unfortunately respected while I bathed.

I hung my towel up and walked back through the door that led to Brandon’s room. He lay naked on his bed, lit by the light of his TV as he flicked through a streaming service, choosing a movie. His eyes didn’t leave the TV screen as his bombshell bimbo girlfriend strutted in. He’d cum already so his interest in me was less than whatever shitty action movie he’d pick.

It always astounded me at his total disinterest in sex after one single orgasm. I’d gone all night with Mrs Sutherland, having climax after climax. Same with her daughter, on separate occasions of course. I could never understand his one-and-done mentality.

“Can I borrow a t-shirt, babe?” I asked as I scooped my bubblegum blue cotton panties off the floor and stepped into them.

“Sure,” Brandon grunted, settling on a film.

I ruffled through his drawer and found a white tee with one of my favorite bands printed on the front. It was exactly the sort of baggy, wildly unsexy clothing I used to wear before Lara bimbofied me. Brandon’s interest in this particular band was also one of the reasons I found him so cute for so many years. Of course, my love of the band never put me on Brandon’s radar, I had to show my tits and ass at school and give him a blowjob during free period for that to happen.

“Ah, what the hell,” I said to myself as I pulled the T-shirt over my head. Lara would freak if she saw me wearing loose clothes like that, but I figured I wasn’t getting laid again that night, so I might as well be comfortable.

I crawled onto the bed next to Brandon and he wrapped his arm around me as the movie started. We snuggled in the flickering lights of his TV screen as the movie went through the usual action paces. As much as I tried to fight it, my mind wandered to thoughts of the future, to all the sex I would have at college, all the curious girls I would give their first lesbian experience to. I’d loved my last couple of months of bimbodom, it had given me so much. Not so long ago I was a shy virgin, now I’d had threesomes, been tied up by an older woman and dominated, had my ass plugged, gotten closer than ever with my best friend and got myself the boyfriend I’d wanted to have throughout high school.

Once the movie finished, I tried to get something going with Brandon again, seeing if he’d be ready for round two. Apparently it wasn’t to be however as he was more interested in watching the sequel than he was getting his dick wet again. I sighed and sulked as the second movie of the evening started playing, wondering if I should sneakily masturbate once he’d gone to sleep.

As it turned out, I didn’t have to wait long for my opportunity. Not even halfway through the movie Brandon’s eyes began to shut, and before long he was out cold. I thought about my options. I could finger myself quietly under the sheets, I could text Lara or Sophie and see if they could come and pick me up and take me home, or I could simply go to sleep myself. I knew what I wanted to do. I wanted to walk through the two doors of the bathroom into Kayla’s room and take her face for a ride, but that scenario seemed unlikely.

I sat there debating what I should do, my pussy still hungry for more attention. But it wasn’t the only part of me that was hungry. My tummy rumbled with displeasure. Between my teenaged appetite and my libido, I wasn’t sure which was harder to please. I constantly yearned for both sex and food all the time.

While my sexual dissatisfaction was a harder riddle to solve, my stomach was an easy fix. I gently climbed out of Brandon’s bed and tiptoed to his door, my boyfriend completely undisturbed as he slept deeply, not even the explosions on screen stirring him.

I snuck out of his room and made my way downstairs, all the lights of the house were off with everyone presumably asleep in bed with the lateness of the hour. The baggy band shirt was practically a short dress on me, and covered my bubblegum blue panties should anyone catch me. Thankfully I knew my way around Brandon’s house well enough to get around without having to turn any lights on, only the ambient light from the moon and street outside guiding me. As silently as I could, I made my way into the kitchen and opened the fridge door in search of more of Mrs Sommers’ excellent peach cobbler.

The fridge light lit me up as I poked around inside it, making my way down shelf by shelf looking to satisfy my stomach. I wasn’t having any luck and bent over to look at the lowest shelf before hitting the vegetable crisper. The white tee rode up over my ass in the position, exposing most of my butt cheeks to the dark kitchen behind me as I rustled around inside the fridge.

“What are you doing?” a disembodied woman’s voice asked sternly from behind me.

My heart skipped a beat and I banged the top of my head on the shelf above me as the voice startled me. I pulled my head out of the refrigerator and stood bolt upright, instinctively reaching behind me to pull the shirt down over my ass, the thought of flashing Mrs Sommers petrifying to me.

“Oh, ow,” I said as I turned around to face the source of the voice. I rubbed my head as my eyes adjusted in the low light to make out the shape of not Mrs Sommers, but her daughter. Kayla stood at the opposite end of the kitchen island, wearing her silk pyjama shorts and t-shirt that actually fitted her.

I stepped out of the way of the fridge slightly to let the cool light illuminate the shadowy figure. “Oh, Kayla, it’s you,” I said with a pained voice, my eyes still squinting. “I was just getting a snack, if that’s okay with you.”

“It’s nice to see you wearing some clothes, even if you did forget pants,” she retorted.

“Yeah, sorry about that,” I lied, not sorry at all for the show I’d given her in the bathroom doorway. “I didn’t expect you to be there.”

“You didn’t expect me to be in my room?” she asked, her voice dripping with attitude.

“Well, you never have been before.”

“I know what you are, you know.”

“Oh?” I arched an eyebrow at the comment, my eyes now able to see her judgemental face in all its attractive sourness. “And what’s that?”

“Your choice of clothes, your dyed blonde hair, your shaved pussy,” she listed with a tone of accusation as she walked around the island towards me. “You’re a slut. A bimbo.”

“So what if I am?” Our voices were hushed but still saturated with spite. “If you’re worried I’m gonna hurt your brother; he’s a big boy and can take care of himself.

“I don’t give a fuck if you cheat on Brandon. The little fucker deserves it. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if you already were.”

“Don’t act like you know me, Kayla. You have no idea what my life is like or why I make the choices I do.”

“Actually, I do.”

“Oh yeah, and how’s that?”

“Because I’m a slut too,” she announced, now standing a few feet in front of me and leaning up against the edge of the island’s marble countertop. “I get laid almost every night at college. Sex fills my every thought, I’ve fucked men, women, professors and their teacher’s aides. I once sixty-nined a girl on a table at a frat party while everyone watched. So don’t think I don’t know you because you’re exactly like me. I recognized you immediately.”

The open fridge was cold against the backs of my legs but my pussy never felt warmer as I listened to Kayla list her sexual achievements. She did sound just like me, her exploits sounded hot as fuck. The hunger my stomach felt suddenly dissipated as the hunger my pussy felt took precedence. If Kayla was a bimbo like me, then maybe I wouldn’t have to go to bed with a blue bean after all.

“So then why have you been throwing shade at me all night?” I asked, curious why she seemed to hate me so much if she wasn’t being protective of her brother.

“Because I’m horny as fuck and you’re making it all the harder!” she whisper-shouted.

I burst out giggling, trying to stifle my laughter in the otherwise perfectly quiet house. She wanted to fuck me! She was as big a slut as me and wanted to get in my pants. It was all just too perfect.

“Stop laughing!” she pouted, her anger giving way to indignation as she crossed her arms underneath her tits, her nipples poking through her tight top from the cold of the open fridge. “I’ve been home for a few days now and haven’t fucked anyone yet. None of my old fuck buddies are back in town for the summer yet. Then you come in showing off your big tits and juicy ass in those tight as fuck jeans and I just…”

“And then you saw me naked!” I restrained my laughter to almost silent winces as I doubled over.

“Fuck you,” she sulked some more. “I forgot my favorite vibrator in my dorm room so even masturbating isn’t as much of a release as I need.”

“Aw, poor Kayla,” I stepped towards her, closing the distance between us. “Did you accidentally see your brother’s girlfriend naked and can’t cum properly?” I mocked her with a baby voice, pouting my lips as I grabbed the edge of the kitchen island to either side of her.

“Yes! Fuck off,” she replied, unappreciative of my taunts. She turned her head away from me, the sexy little slut that was driving her mad.

“So what are you going to do about it?” I asked directly, dropping the act.

The question certainly piqued her curiosity, as she slowly turned her head towards me to make eye contact again. “You don’t care that I’m Brandon’s sister?” she asked.

“Not if you don’t,” I replied, one eyebrow cocked with a mischievous grin on my face.

Kayla grabbed my face with both hands and pulled my lips against hers. It felt so much nicer kissing her than her brother. Our soft lips melded together, our smooth skin rubbing against each other as we closed our eyes and embraced. Kayla held my face in her hands as I held onto her hips and we interlocked, our groins pressing against each other through our sleepwear and our tits through our shirts. The warmth inside me stirred more as I felt her stiff nipples poking into my breasts, two horny little targets for my mouth.

I flicked my tongue across my boyfriend’s sister’s lips and she gladly let me in. Our tongues entwined and licked each other, eliciting the softest of moans from the nympho coed. Kayla let go of my face and snaked her arms underneath mine, reaching around behind me and underneath Brandon’s shirt to grab two handfuls of booty. She gave me a squeeze, digging her nails into my rump as my pliable, round ass responded to her touch, earning a moan from myself.

Our warm breaths puffed out of our nostrils onto each other’s cheeks, not wanting to pull our lips apart for even a second. Kayla was finally about to get the release she so desperately craved, and I was going to get the tender, erotic attention of a woman that I needed to feel truly sexually satisfied. I felt my groin’s warmth manifest physically in my bubblegum blue panties as my wetness stained them.

I grabbed hold of Kayla’s t-shirt and pulled upwards on the hem. Kayla only briefly stopped massaging my ass and kissing me so that I could pull the sleepwear over her head, exposing her perfect, round globes with tiny little erect nipples begging for my mouth. I tossed the shirt to the ground and reached around behind her head, grabbing her bun of platinum blonde hair just like I did in my fantasy and pulling back on it.

I kissed my way down her neck, dragging my tongue across the nape and making her gasp with delight as I touched such an erogenous area. But I didn’t dwell, I had tits to tend to. Kayla leaned backwards, bracing herself against the island countertop, the position forcing her to relinquish my ass and keep herself propped up on her elbows. I kissed down her midline and took a deep whiff of her feminine scent off her chest. She smelt heavenly, lighting up my olfactory system and causing the wet patch in my panties to grow.

I took a nipple into my mouth and flicked my tongue across the hard little nub, causing Kayla to arch her back a little more and inhale deeply as she enjoyed the mouth of her brother’s slutty girlfriend. I rolled the nipple between my lips, giving it a little tug and making Kayla moan some more.

“Holy fuck, that feels so good, Madison,” she whispered her appreciation for my mouth.

I made my way to her other nipple at the same time that I reached between her legs and slipped a hand between them, making her inhale sharply at the sudden stimulation downstairs. I held her crotch for a moment, feeling her warmth on my palm through her sleep-shorts, before I began gently massaging it, moulding my hand to her shape and applying light pressure.

“Oh god,” she moaned through staggered breaths, careful not to be too loud.

It occurred to me that we should probably go back to her room before things got really hot and heavy, but there was something about fucking her on the kitchen counter her mom had served dinner on that was so hot. As well as the chance of our lesbian hookup being walked in on at any moment by any member of the household, it just heightened the thrill of it all. So I remained silent as I tweaked Kayla’s nipple and rubbed her cunt.

Kayla grabbed the back of my head and pulled my face off her tits at the same time she stood upright, kissing me deeply on the mouth, her tongue swirling around my own. As passionate and deep as she was kissing me, her technique never felt invasive like her brother. Perhaps it was just me getting truly lost in the moment, but making out with Kayla was seriously hot.

“Stick your tongue out,” she instructed.

I cocked an eyebrow and grinned slightly before doing as I was told, poking my tongue out of my open mouth as far as I could. Kayla wrapped her lips around it and sucked up along the length of my protruding organ, her strong lips massaging my taste buds. Her mouth slid up and down my tongue, the slutty move making the wetness in my panties grow even more.

“Jesus, you’re like a pornstar or something,” I remarked as she relinquished my tongue from her mouth.

“I’m better than a pornstar. You actually get to fuck me,” the platinum blonde bimbo replied as she pushed down on the waistband of her silk shorts and let them fall around her ankles before hoisting herself up on the marble countertop of the kitchen island.

“I want your face in my pussy,” she said as she spread her legs and leaned back on her elbows.

Her fully nude figure looked oh so delightful lit by the fridge light. Her pussy was as smooth and hairless as mine of course, as all good bimbos should be. Her nipples glistened in the cold white light where my mouth had paid attention to them, as did her perfect pink slit with arousal, inviting me in.

“Please, Madison. I need your mouth. Please eat me out,” she pleaded, putting on a desperate voice that no doubt drove dozens of her college peers wild.

I made her wait though. I wanted to tease her. She was so horny after days of no real release and I wanted to take her to the edge. I bent over and kissed the inside of one of her thighs, gently placing my lips to her soft, smooth skin. I gradually made my way up, slowly, painstakingly, covering every inch of ground available to my mouth. With each kiss that got closer to her shimmering snatch, Kayla breathed a little sharper, the oral anticipation killing her.

I kissed around her vulva, breathing in the intoxicating scent wafting off her horny pussy, teasing her clit with the tip of my nose as I changed sides. The move made her shudder on the counter from the briefest of clitoral contact.

“Please…” she whimpered, but I still didn’t give her what she wanted.

Instead, I kissed along the inside of her other thigh, the ends of my faux blonde hair tickling her pussy and brushing her legs as I made my way along it. Kayla let out a sigh of frustration at my purposeful avoidance of her cunt. I giggled at her response, loving how much I was teasing this slut, loving the state I was working her into.

I slowly made my way back down her thigh, dragging my tongue along her smooth skin and leaving a trail of wetness behind me. Kayla’s breaths became shorter and sharper as I approached where she really wanted me. Her slit glistened with arousal, her smell stinging my nostrils with her desire. It was time.

I rested my top lip just above her snatch and licked her from her opening to her clit, my movements slow, my tongue savoring her flavor and feel. Kayla’s taut stomach tensed and her eyes half closed as she let out a restrained, monotonous moan, trying hard to be as silent as possible.

“Fuuuuuck,” she whispered as she finally received what she so desperately craved; the tongue of another woman. It didn’t matter to her that that tongue was from her brother’s girlfriend, it never did to a bimbo.

I massaged her pink with my tongue over and over, using my jaw to give her long, powerful strokes of pleasure. I looked up at her from between her legs, relishing the effect I was having on her. Her brow creased and her muscles tensed with each lick, her lips pouting as she tried her best to contain her vocal approval of the fantastic oral I was giving her. I wasn’t sure if it was just because I was in such a sexually unsatisfied, horny state of my own but her pussy tasted extra delicious to me. Swallowing her nectar was like drinking a glass of ice cold lemonade after wandering the desert for days.

I dipped my tongue into her velvety channel in search of more of the delicious goo, licking her inside walls and bathing myself in her wetness. Kayla’s tits heaved as I penetrated her, her tight entrance choking my tongue as I explored her secret cave. I held onto her thighs and drove myself as deep as I could, my chin pressing into her butthole as I held my breath and swirled my tongue around.

I pulled out suddenly and took in a breath, a cocktail of cum and saliva stretching between Kayla’s cunt and my tongue before it broke and splashed onto the counter. Kayla gasped at the move, her pussy quivering in ecstasy from what my eager tongue did to her.

“You’re so fucking hot,” she whispered to me as she watched me scrape the cum off my chin with my thumb before sucking it off.

“You taste so good,” I whispered back, nowhere near done with her yet.

I dove back into her pink and licked every square millimetre of her, exploring her every fold, her every crevice, her every sensitive spot, pushing my face around and coating myself in her fragrant honey. I flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue, pushing the tiny nub back and forth and making Kayla let out another strained moan.

“Are you into ass play?” she asked with a hushed voice.

“Mhmm,” I never let go of her clit, but nodded my head, tugging her bean with me.

“Of course you are,” she smiled. “You’re a real slut, just like me. Put a finger up my butt.”

I giggled onto her clit as I let go of one of her thighs and rolled a finger around between her lips, coating it in her plentiful cum. Satisfied that it was properly lubricated, I went south to her back door and pushed the tip of it against her crater. I flicked my tongue over her exposed bean like it was the password to be let in, and Kayla relaxed her anus for me, allowing me to push my finger in up to the first knuckle with minimal effort.

Kayla let the tiniest of voiced moans escape her lips as she gasped at the slight anal penetration. I pushed harder into her and overpowered her clench, forcing her ring to stretch around my finger. Her rapid heartbeat pulsed in a nearby blood vessel as I filled her most private of holes, her warm walls surrounding my inquisitive finger.

“Fuck yes,” she said in delight. “All the way.”

I granted her wish and pushed in the entire length of my finger. Kayla’s head fell back as she sighed towards the ceiling with pleasure. My tongue never stopped on her clitoris, flicking her sensitive bean and sucking it between my pursed lips. My boyfriend’s sister started undulating on the kitchen counter, gently rocking back and forth as I worked my finger in and out of her ass while I ate her out. The platinum blonde slut was loving it, and I could tell her orgasm was rapidly approaching.

“Keep going,” she whispered through gritted teeth as she brought her head up to watch me again. “I’m close. You feel so good inside of me.”

I didn’t need the encouragement, but I enjoyed it nonetheless. Dirty talk is an important part of any bimbo’s repertoire, and Kayla was certainly living up to the title with hers. Her butthole could easily accommodate my finger now, having grown used to the girth as I pumped it in and out of her. The wet sounds of my tongue in her cunt mixed with the gentle hum of the refrigerator behind me, as the two of us enjoyed each other in its cold, white light.

I tweaked Kayla’s clit perfectly, dragging it upwards to its limit before it rebounded back into place and triggered her climax. Kayla had to cover her mouth with a hand to stop herself from screaming out in ecstasy and waking the whole house. The move meant she lost the support of one of her elbows and she fell onto her back on the cold kitchen counter.

She let out stifled moans as her body writhed on the marble. Her asshole spasmed around my finger, choking it as it tried to clamp shut. Copious amounts of cum seeped out of her pussy’s every pore, only for it to be licked up by my thirsty tongue, any I missed trickled down to her ass and around my finger. Kayla’s whole body quivered, taking in staggered, incomplete breaths that made her tits jiggle and back press against the cool stone. With her free hand, she grabbed my hair and pulled me harder into her pussy, my face mashed up against her as my tongue wagged between her legs.

Finally, she had the sexual release she’d craved so badly since returning home from college. As her orgasm wound down, I pulled my finger out of her ass and licked her spilt cum off of her star, not wanting a single drop of her delicious honey to go to waste. The quick ass lick caused Kayla to jolt on the kitchen island, her muscles briefly all tensing before she let go of my hair, her arms collapsing down to her sides as she recovered, spent.

I kissed the insides of her thighs again while she regained control of herself, the platinum blonde bimbo twitching with aftershocks. After a moment, she reached out with her hands and I took them in mine, helping the horny coed off the kitchen island. She landed on her feet and almost fell forward, her legs still not fully ready to hold her up. I caught her and giggled as she steadied herself.

“Still a bit shaky,” I whispered as I smiled at the spent slut.

“You have no idea how much I needed that,” she replied with her own hushed voice. “Being a bimbo is great and all until you suddenly find yourself going days without getting laid. You were fantastic!”

She wrapped her arms around me and pressed her lips against mine, forcing her tongue inside my mouth and tasting her own sweet cum off me.

“Mmm, you’re such a good little whore. My brother’s lucky to have you,” Kayla said before kissing me again, her hands falling to my hips as our lips locked.

“I’d rather have you,” I replied between kisses, the horny college girl turning me on way more than Brandon ever did.

Kayla broke our kiss and smiled a mischievous smile at me before pushing on my hips so that I spun around. Then she pushed on them again, hard, sending me forward towards the open fridge door, making me bend slightly and grab onto the edge of one of the shelves to stop myself from crashing into it. Kayla dropped to her knees behind me and pushed her brother’s shirt over my ass before cramming her face into it.

She sniffed me through my bubblegum blue panties, wriggling her face as deep between my cheeks as the cotton would allow, the move giving me an erotic wedgie as I felt her nose pressing against my back door. Her hands massaged my hips as she breathed me in, her tongue lashing out and licking the dark wet spot between my legs.

“Oh, fuck,” I sighed into the fridge, my breath visibile in the cold air.

With one swift move, Kayla pulled her face out of my ass and whipped my panties down my legs. The underwear dropped to the floor around my ankles and Kayla plunged her face right back where it was, only this time there was no cotton barrier stopping her. Her tongue immediately went to work on my shaved snatch, eating my pussy from behind as if it was her last meal.

I moaned softly at the feeling of having a mouth on my cunt that actually wanted to be there. Her tongue explored my folds and dove into my depths as Kayla gave me the same thorough oral I had given her. My position made it easy for her tongue to find my engorged clit and she tweaked it wonderfully, sending bolts of pleasure shooting out from it and electrifying my entire body.

My nipples went hard from the cold air of the refrigerator and poked through the tee I’d stolen from my boyfriend as his sister devoured me from behind. I could tell immediately from Kayla’s enthusiasm and skill that eating pussy was an activity she regularly partook in. As her nose pressed into my ass and her tongue expertly teased my clit, I couldn’t help but think about how fun college was going to be if there were more girls like Kayla there.

The horny bimbo moaned softly into my cunt as her appetite for pussy was satiated. Her tongue wagged between my lips, making lewd wet sounds as we both expressed our love for the act that was taking place. My groin felt light with pleasure as Kayla elicited pulse after pulse of sexual energy that I only got from another woman.

“Fucking hell, Kayla,” I breathed into the fridge. “Your tongue feels so hot in my cunt.”

I could feel an incredible orgasm beginning to form as the horny coed flicked my bean again and again, but before it reached its full potential, Kayla had another part of me that she wanted to taste. She dragged her tongue north, through the entire length of my slit, over my taint and through the valley between my ass cheeks, gliding over my butthole in the process.

“Oh!” I gasped at the sudden and fleeting anal attention, the move making me stand on my tiptoes and lunge forward slightly into the fridge.

“Mmm, you like having your ass licked, don’t you?” Kayla cooed from the floor behind me.

“God yes, I do,” I replied honestly, that particular affinity sparked in me weeks ago by my bimbo-tutor, Lara.

“You’re a good slut. You’ll fit right in at college,” Kayla said before pushing her face between my cheeks again, this time her tongue lashing out and giving my balloon knot the focused attention I craved.

A feeling of excitement washed over me again at the glimpse into my future. If high school was the place I came into my own as a bimbo, college would certainly be the place I would be most in my element. I couldn’t wait to find out where my bimbo lifestyle would take me.

Kayla’s warm tongue squelched against my pucker as she buttered it with her saliva and my own cum. My head felt light as I breathed deeply into the fridge, a blank expression on my face as my ass was seen to. Kayla massaged my round butt cheeks against her face as she buried herself in me as deep as she could, muffling her own moans with my rump. She seemed to be loving it almost as much as I was, smothering herself with as much of me as she could get.

As I stared vacantly into the fridge, my eyes fell upon a bowl of what I had originally been seeking: Mrs Sommers’ peach cobbler. For now, I’d have to make do with her daughter gobbling my peach. Hardly a sacrifice. Kayla seemed to love eating ass as much as I did. Her tongue rimmed me over and over, circling my crater with the tip of her tongue before making it flat and licking my star with her full length.

She moved one of her hands below me and slid her pointer and middle fingers into my vagina. My channel easily accepted the girth of both fingers and my back arched as she began pumping upwards into me while she consumed my rear. They may have only been fingers, but I’d take Kayla’s fingers over her brother’s dick any day, especially when it was combined with ass-eating.

She never stopped licking my rough knot, fluttering her tongue against it while she fingered me against the fridge. My entire body was lit up with pleasure, the incredible contrast of the cold of the fridge assaulting my front while the warm mouth of my boyfriend’s sister lavished my rear. My spine was tingling with an overwhelming sensation, forcing my head to tilt as my eyes rolled back and I tried my best to stifle a scream as my orgasm erupted.

My mind went blank and all I felt was ecstasy. My last conscious thought was trying not to scream, but I couldn’t tell whether I did or didn’t. All I felt was Kayla’s tongue licking my sensitive butthole, and her stiff fingers pumping into my core. A ball of light exploded like a firework between my ass and pussy, affecting every cell of my body and making me glimpse heaven.

My cool body trembled in the doorway of the fridge, the white light illuminating my stiff nipples through my t-shirt, my hairless pussy being fingered, and the streaks of cum trickling down the insides of my thighs as I peaked. After what felt like simultaneously a single second and ten hours, my eyes rolled forward and I regained my sense of sight, landing on the leftover peach cobbler that set me on the path to this terrific climax.

Kayla slowed down her licks and pumps, kissing my butthole tenderly and sliding her fingers out of my cunt as I found the floor with the soles of my feet. Despite the coolness of the open fridge, I felt red hot as I came down from my orgasm, basking in what Kayla had done to me. My pussy and ass felt finally satisfied, relishing the gentle kisses from Kayla’s soft lips.

“Oh my god,” I whispered as I turned around and helped Kayla to her feet. The pair of us looked at each other, our cum drying on the other’s chin.

“You look so hot when you cum,” Kayla remarked, a grin plastered on her face as she pulled the loose t-shirt over my head and finally made me as naked as her.

“Did I scream?” I asked, suspecting from Kayla’s casualness as she caressed my tits that no one would be bursting into the kitchen to investigate.

“You sounded like you were trying, but couldn’t,” she giggled a little as she said it.

“Thank god,” I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Come with me,” Kayla grabbed my hand and led me away. I reached behind and closed the fridge door, suddenly feeling energy conscious now that I’d climaxed.

I followed Kayla into the living room, dimly lit by the moon and streetlights through the big bay window. She led me over to the couch and pushed down on my hips, forcing me down onto it and laying back against an armrest. Kayla positioned herself at the opposite end, laying back against the other armrest and interlocking our legs.

She pulled on one of my thighs and our bare pussies came together in the middle, our moist slits kissing each other. They made lewd wet sounds as Kayla started undulating her body, the two sets of lips sliding along each other.

“There’s nothing I love more than scissoring a girl,” Kayla stated as she grabbed my knee, pulling us into each other deeper as I mirrored her actions.

“Fuck that feels so hot,” I cooed as our pussies rubbed against each other.

Kayla’s top leg rested on my shoulder, and I kissed her calf as we ground our cunts together, our engorged clits flicking each other as juices mixed between us. We both held onto the other’s legs, using them as pulleys to pull ourselves closer together and get as much friction as we could with our kissing clits.

The soft glow of the moon and streetlights illuminated our naked, writhing bodies on the couch, her tits looking incredible as they gently jiggled with her movements. We were just two young sluts enjoying each other’s raw sexuality as our bodies interlocked. My pussy still felt slightly numb from my recent mind-bending orgasm, but feeling gradually returned to it as I felt Kayla’s wetness sliding along my folds. My arousal was well and truly renewed by the hotness of tribbing the salacious coed sister of my boyfriend.

The terrific friction we achieved caused the ember in my loins to reignite into a fire as the pace of our grinding stepped up a notch. We looked each other in the eyes as our tight, nubile bodies kneaded each other, our muscles flexing and relaxing to achieve the sensuous rhythm.

“Oh shit, oh shit, oh fuck yes,” Kayla whispered as the energy inside her built. The couch cushions rustled beneath our asses more and more as we built speed, matched by our rapid, shallow breaths and sounds of our sopping pussies mashing together.

I echoed the sexy bimbo’s sentiments as I felt my second orgasm rapidly approaching, tendrils of pleasure shooting up inside me every time our clits tweaked each other. We reached a fever pitch of grinding, and just as our beans pushed perfectly against each other, my hips shuddered uncontrollably, massaging Kayla’s hard love button as my climax surged through me.

The move triggered Kayla’s own orgasm, and we went together into the light as our bodies tensed. Our knuckles went white as we gripped each other’s thighs and ankles, the sensual stiffening pulling us harder together. Our taut stomachs tightened and forced us both into a crunch as we never lost sight of each other, watching the other cum through a creased brow and half closed eyes.

Our pussy lips interlocked as if they’d been moulded specifically for each other, molten hot sex spilling out between them and running down our squeezed butt cheeks onto the living room couch. The two of us held our breaths as we vibrated against each other, holding on as we went on the wild ride. A sheen of sweat had broken out across my body and shimmered in the pale moonlight, my nubile, slutty body finally satisfied by Brandon’s sister.

As quickly as it began, my orgasm subsided. I collapsed back down onto the couch like a ragdoll as Kayla rode out the final few moments of hers. Inevitably, she did the same, the two of us panting and spent as we recovered from our simultaneous experience. I sucked air into my lungs and inhaled the lingering smell of sex and sweat from our exploits, hoping it would dissipate by morning but ultimately not regretting what we’d just done.

Kayla looked sexy as fuck as her ample breasts heaved, her athletic body rippling as it reoxygenated. I felt a flash of energy and pounced on her, wanting to feel her naked body pressed up against mine. I climbed forward and covered her body with my own as I kissed her again, our tongues dancing between our mouths as sweat steamed off our bodies. She reached down and squeezed my ass, digging her nails into my generous rump.

Suddenly, the living room light flicked on, momentarily burning my retinas as I wasn’t prepared for such a visual assault of brightness.

“What the fuck!?” a male voice exclaimed nearby in complete shock.

I raised my head and turned towards the source of the voice, my eyes beginning to adjust and the form of Brandon standing into the entryway to the living room. His mouth was agape and brow creased in confusion as he witnessed his girlfriend laying naked on top of his sister.

“Fuck!” I said, using my voice for the first time since skulking down into the kitchen for a midnight snack.

I never did get any more of that peach cobbler.

THE END


A Subservient Lesbian Menage

“Are they on yet?” the voice of the older woman asked from behind the fitting room door.

“Just about,” I replied as I fastened the clasp of the expensive bra behind my back. “Okay, all done.”

The door swung open to reveal the smiling face of my favorite person; my friend’s mom, my mistress, Mrs Sutherland. The tanned forty-something stepped into the booth with me, just enough room for the two of us. She closed the door behind her and pressed herself to my back, wrapping her arms around my tight, toned body. A body that belonged to her.

“You look so hot, my dear,” she said as her hands ran over my smooth, supple skin, exploring my peaks and curves over the revealing red satin bra and thong set. “I could eat you up right now.”

“You could. I’d let you,” I replied, her fawning over me helping my recently deflated ego.

It had been just over a week since my boyfriend, Brandon, caught me in the naked embrace of his bimbo sister on the couch in the middle of the night. Of course, he broke up with me on the spot. While it would have inevitably happened with the two of us about to go to different colleges, and despite the fact that I had multiple women in my life to comfort me whose company I all preferred to Brandon’s, the whole thing had me feeling a little down.

Fortunately, a weekend with Mrs Sutherland was just the thing to repair my spirits. Spending two full days with the woman twice my age, being ravaged by her in a hotel room and doted on with all the retail therapy her husband’s platinum credit card had to offer reaffirmed my choices to become the buxom blonde bimbo that I was. I loved being submitted to her and I loved the sexual horizons I’d explored since volunteering myself to be bimbofied.

“I know you’d let me,” Mrs Sutherland whispered in my ear as her fingers stroked the latex choker permanently worn around my neck, a symbol of my submission. “Because you’re my good little slut, aren’t you?”

“Always,” I whispered in reply, arching my back so that my butt pressed into her groin.

She was right, I did look hot. The body I once hid beneath baggy t-shirts and loose jeans I now proudly displayed. My plump breasts were housed in the alluring satin bra, my taut stomach leading the eye down to my groin, where the accompanying thong left very little to the imagination, flossing my round but pert derriere wonderfully. My dyed blonde hair was cut off just above my shoulders and my face was made up perfectly, with cleanly defined eyebrows, smokey eyeshadow and a particularly slutty shade of red lipstick that matched the red lingerie set.

One of Mrs Sutherlands’ hands fondled a breast over the satin bra while her other disappeared down the front of the panties I was trying on. I watched myself be taken by her in the mirror in front of me, getting instantly wet from my mistress’ wandering hands. She bit my earlobe as she began massaging my naughty parts.

“Don’t you know you’re supposed to try on the lingerie over your underwear?” she asked in a hushed voice.

“I would have if I had been wearing any,” I replied, my breathing becoming deeper as one of her fingers parted my pussy lips and stroked my slit.

“You’re such a whore.”

“Your whore,” I corrected her.

Suddenly, she stopped rubbing my pussy, holding her hand in place. “Why is your cunt prickling me?” she asked with a stern tone.

“I’m so sorry, Mrs Sutherland. I forgot to book a waxing appointment this week. I’ve just been so caught up with the fallout drama with Brandon.”

“I don’t want to hear excuses! Especially about your ex-boyfriend. I thought you were a bimbo.”

“I am!” I said in a pleading tone.

“Then why isn’t your pussy bare?!”

“I’m sorry, Mrs Sutherland. It won’t happen again. I promise.”

“Damn right it won’t,” she said as her hand moved from my breast to my neck, her palm covering my throat and the choker she made me wear. Her hand resumed its motion inside the yet-to-be-bought panties, my slickness coating her finger as my pubic stubble shamefully scratched her palm. “Say it again,” she demanded.

“I’m sorry,” I said, my face creasing into a mixed expression of pleasure and embarrassment. My thighs trembled as the older woman started working my clit.

“Again!”

“I’m sorry!”

I watched her knuckles moving beneath the red satin in the mirror as her fingers played with my engorged clitoris. Her other hand applied pressure around my neck. Not enough that I couldn’t breathe, but just enough to restrict it. It felt so hot being in her powerful arms. It wouldn’t be long before she’d make me cum for what must have been the thousandth time.

She watched my nubile, eighteen year old body writhing against her in the mirror, my ample cleavage rippling as she made me jolt from her clitoral stimulation. Her grip tightened around my throat, and I could no longer breathe. Yet I still felt safe in her arms, knowing she’d never let harm come to me, knowing everything she did was for my own pleasure. My orgasm swirled in my loins, threatening to explode. I was going to cum.

But then I didn’t.

Mrs Sutherland suddenly pulled her hand out of my panties and released my throat, pulling her arms away from me completely. I lurched forward and coughed as I sucked in a deep lungful of air. Relief and confusion simultaneously washed over me.

“Only good girls get to cum,” she spat. “You can have your orgasm once you’re shaved clean.”

I turned around with a bewildered look on my face, meeting her steely gaze looking back at me. Everything about Mrs Sutherland was a little bigger than me. She had a few inches of height on me, bigger tits, a bigger ass and bigger lips, albeit with a fair amount of help from expensive doctors. She was imposing and domineering, one of the things I found so god damn sexy about her. I was less than her in every way, and that was why I was her sexual subordinate.

I straightened myself out, forcing out the bratty thoughts from my mind at being denied an orgasm, knowing I had no leg to stand on. I’d done the wrong thing by not keeping my pussy completely hairless, and I knew it. I deserved what I got.

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland,” I replied calmly. My frustrated cunt might not have helped my already wounded self-esteem, but I knew my mistress would make it right eventually.

“Oh, look. You’ve gone and made the lingerie all sticky,” she pointed to my crotch and the wet spot staining the red satin. The wet spot she’d elicited from me. “Well now we have to buy it, stupid girl.”

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland,” I said, the frown on my face a rare sight when I was with the older woman.

“Come on then, take them off and let’s get out of here. I want a smoothie.”

I did as I was told, sliding my legs out of the satin thong and reattaching it to the coat hanger before doing the same with the bra. I pulled my tight tank top back over my head, my aroused nipples visibly poking into it, and pulled my denim micro skirt back up my legs, the shortness of the garment a risky move to wear in public with no underwear. Mrs Sutherland pulled the zip up the back of the skirt sharply before the two of us exited the fitting room.

“Did you want to try on anything else?” the perky lingerie store assistant asked as we approached the counter.

“No, thank you,” Mrs Sutherland replied, pulling her credit card out of her purse as the satin set was scanned.

“You know, we don’t get a lot of mothers buying lingerie for their daughters,” the attendant said. “I think it’s great!”

It was a fairly easy assumption to make. Mrs Sutherland’s hair was a darker shade of blonde than mine although hers was natural, one of the few natural things about her. And why else would an eighteen year old be at the mall with someone more than twice her age?

“Oh, Madison’s not my daughter,” Mrs Sutherland reached out to me with the hand she’d just fingered me with. She pulled me by the back of the head towards her and planted a loving, lingering kiss on my lips.

Despite not letting me orgasm a minute earlier, my heart felt full as she kissed me in public. We’d always had to keep our affair secret, what with her daughter, Lara, being the one that opened my eyes to the world of lesbian sex and bimbo fun, as well as the fact that she was still married to Lara’s dad. On the odd occasion that we were able to spend a weekend together, we had to come to this mall across town, far away from anyone who would recognize us, and keep our affections strictly behind closed doors.

“Oh!” the young attendant exclaimed, the smile wiping away from her face. She bagged the lingerie and took payment from Mrs Sutherland without saying another word.

Now I was the one that was beaming. Mrs Sutherland handed me the bag and we headed towards the door back into the concourse of the mall. The gobsmacked shop attendant watched us holding hands as we left.

“I need the bathroom, then we’ll get smoothies,” Mrs Sutherland pinched my arm, her change of attitude a welcome one. “Wait here, I’ll be right back.”

“Okay,” I smiled up at her, completely in awe of the stunning older woman as my arm stretched out to hold her hand for just a moment longer.

I stood there in front of the lingerie store, bag in hand as I people-watched, unable to wipe the smile off my face since the public display of affection. I wondered if any of the hundreds of people walking around had as interesting a sex life as mine. Would any of them have fucked their high school bully, or corrupted their innocent best friend, or seduced their teacher? As crappy as it was to be dumped by Brandon, becoming a bimbo was the best choice I ever made.

“Madison?” a familiar voice called from a few feet away.

“Imogen?” I said in surprise as I spun on my heel to face the source of the voice.

In front of me was the smiling face of Imogen Scott, the red-headed cheerleader and undisputed most popular girl at my high school. Despite her objective hotness, Imogen was one of the sweetest girls around. Everyone loved her, most of all Lara, who’d managed to sway the otherwise straight-laced straight A student to the lesbian side. Imogen had more of an adjustment period to her newfound sexuality than myself, but after a night with Lara and I in a steamy threesome at her boyfriend’s house, she’d become a lot more comfortable with her sensibilities. Unfortunately, I was yet to see her stunning naked body for myself again since that night, but Lara and her still regularly had fun together.

“What are you doing all the way out here?” I asked, in disbelief that I was seeing someone I knew this far away from where we lived.

“Urgh, I know,” she said with a faux disgusted look. “My hairstylist moved out this way a few months ago and I had to follow her. No one knows how to look after my hair like she does. I once said I’d follow her to the ends of the earth and I think Midtown Mall pretty much qualifies.”

I admired her freshly cut hair. She always wore it completely straight, not a hair out of place. Her gorgeous natural red hair dangled just further than her shoulders, the tips a light shade of orange, no doubt the handiwork of her hairstylist. I couldn’t help but ogle the rest of her while I was looking, her perky B-cups housed in a crop top that showed off her cheerleading toned midriff, denim short shorts concealing the tuft of fiery pubes that I longed to see again.

“You look stunning, Imogen. As always,” I complimented her honestly, making a mental note to have at least one more threesome with her and Lara over the summer.

“Thanks,” she beamed back at me. “What brings you out here? Did I just see you with someone?”

“Oh, yeah. Just my aunt visiting town. I tried to tell her this wasn’t the best mall around but she’d read about the indoor roller coaster in some magazine and wanted to see it for herself,” I replied, proud of myself for being able to make up such a lie on the spot.

“Oh?” Imogen made a quizzical look, seemingly confused by my answer. The lie didn’t seem that far-fetched, so I wasn’t sure what the problem was.

“Yeah, anyway, it’s nice to see you! We’ll have to have a girls night soon,” I said with a suggestive wink. I wanted to spend more time with Imogen but I needed the interaction to be over before Mrs Sutherland got back.

“Totally! Yeah,” she said, her perplexed expression fading into a decidedly horny one.

“Alright, well, see you later,” I pulled her into a hug to signify the end of our conversation.

“Yeah, see ya,” she replied, confusion creeping back into her voice. We broke the hug and Imogen turned to walk away in the same direction I noticed Mrs Sutherland walking back to me from!

I panicked and prayed she wouldn’t notice our friend’s mom. Thankfully, a heavyset family of three separated the pair as they crossed paths. Mrs Sutherland stole a side glance at Imogen after seeing us hug, but Imogen didn’t seem any the wiser.

“Isn’t that Lara’s friend? Isabelle or something?” Mrs Sutherland asked as she approached.

“Imogen,” I corrected her. “Yeah, she was here for a hair appointment apparently.”

“She didn’t see us, did she?”

“No, no. I covered. You’re my aunt, if anyone asks.”

“Oo, kinky family,” Mrs Sutherland teased and smiled at me.

The thought occurred as we were walking to the smoothie place: perhaps Imogen saw Mrs Sutherland and I kissing in the lingerie store? Maybe that was why she appeared so confused when I claimed I was with my aunt? Surely she couldn’t have seen us. There was no way.

Not long after, Mrs Sutherland and I sat at a table in the concourse sipping our mango-banana-blasts and talking about my incident with Brandon and his sister.

“You’re such a spectacular slut,” Mrs Sutherland said in a low voice so that we wouldn’t be overheard by passersby. Most people would take offense to her comment, but it was meant as a compliment, and I took it as such.

“I swear I was just looking for some peach cobbler,” I giggled as I recalled my lesbian tryst in the kitchen with my sister-in-bimbodom, Kayla.

“And instead you had your peach eaten,” Mrs Sutherland chuckled, referring to my perfectly round ass that Kayla had shoved her face into while I braced myself against her family’s open refrigerator.

“She was incredible. And she’s horny as fuck since coming home from college. I don’t know if I’ll be able to see her again though after… you know.”

Mrs Sutherland reached out with a hand and took mine, sensing my sadness at getting caught. “Oh, Madison. It’ll be alright. If anything, it’s saved you an awkward conversation before you go off to college.”

“I know, I know. It’s just… even if his sister was a better lay than he ever was, he didn’t deserve that.”

“But do you regret it?”

“Hell no!” I exclaimed, causing the pair of us to break into laughter.

Our fun was suddenly interrupted by my phone buzzing on the table with a new message. I turned it over to see what it was, before the phone vibrated again and again. My heart skipped a beat when I saw the messages were from Imogen Scott.

‘That was Lara’s mom you were with!’

‘I saw you kissing in the lingerie shop! I knew I recognized her!’

‘Madison, are you fucking MRS SUTHERLAND!?!!’

“Oh shiiiiit,” I breathed out as I sank back into my chair, the smile wiped off my face.

“What’s the matter?” Mrs Sutherland asked with concern.

“Imogen saw us kiss. She didn’t recognize you at first but she just figured it out.”

“Well,” Mrs Sutherland pursed her lips. “That is a predicament.”

“Shit, shit, shit!”

“Do you think she’d tell Lara about us?”

“I think so, yeah. She’s the type of person to be upfront and honest about everything. Well, except for-” I stopped myself from finishing the sentence. Despite most of my slutty exploits being well known to my mistress, she was blissfully unaware that I was sleeping with her daughter. The fact that neither one of them knew I was fucking the other made it so much hotter for me and well, I was a bimbo. Good sex was more important than anything else.

“Except for what?” Mrs Sutherland pushed.

“Well, to be honest I have actually had sex with her once before. Yet she’s still with her perfect jock boyfriend. So she’s not upfront and honest about everything,” I said. The partial truth. I just omitted the part about her daughter being the one who instigated the whole thing.

Mrs Sutherland’s perturbed expression morphed into one of excitement. “You spectacular slut,” she repeated herself slowly, in awe of my sexual achievement. “Tell her to meet you in the hotel lobby in an hour and that you’ll explain everything.”

“Done,” I said after hitting send on my phone.

“We better go then,” she said with a smile. “We have to prepare for our guest.”

✦✦✦

An hour later I stood alone in the lobby of our usual hotel awaiting Imogen. I shifted on the spot in anticipation, acutely aware of my freshly shaved pussy being clung to by my new red satin thong. Mrs Sutherland made me get in the shower as soon as I’d made the plans with Imogen, insisting that I make myself presentable for the cheerleader soon to join us.

She’d lathered shaving cream all over my unacceptable pubic stubble and took a razor to me, her deft hands making fast work of my growth without so much as a knick. Then she took the showerhead off the wall and sprayed me down, making me wash every inch of skin and every hole I had so that I would be clean before setting her plan in motion.

I felt a renewed confidence with the heightened sensation of the satin on my smooth mound, the accompanying red bra clearly visible through my white tank top and making me feel more my slutty self than I had in a week. The look earned me plenty of glances from curious older men and their appalled wives as they checked me out while checking in, and I basked in their attention. Everyone either wanted to fuck me or be me.

An energized Imogen walked through the automatic sliding doors into the lobby, quickly scanning the room before finding me and practically skipping over. Her expression was a mixture of excitement and worry.

“Madison!” she said as she arrived, grabbing my wrists and practically bouncing up and down. “Madison, please tell me you’re not fucking Lara’s mom. I don’t know if I could keep that secret from Lara. I mean, it would be so hot and slutty, but I couldn’t not tell her, you know?”

“Imogen, calm down,” I tried to reign in her over-the-top energy a little. She was clearly loving the fact that she knew a fat, juicy secret, but was in two minds about it.

“I’m sorry, I just… I don’t think I can lie to both Derek and Lara.”

“I understand. Just give me a chance to explain and you might see things differently,” I said, trying to maintain a calm, collected composure even though inside I was panicking at the thought of Lara finding out about her mom and me.

“Why are we in a hotel lobby?” Imogen asked.

“Come with me,” I grinned.

Imogen followed me to the elevators, the two of us taking our place at the back of one before a middle aged man in a suit got in too. His eyes looked cartoonish as he laid them on Imogen and I, the head cheerleader and the bimbo. He turned around and faced his back to us but I noticed his hands clenching at his sides, as he tried to perve on us covertly in the elevator mirror. I noticed the wedding ring on his finger, and wondered if he’d cheat on his wife for the chance to fuck two stunning eighteen year olds at the same time.

The elevator arrived at his floor and he stole one last glance as he got off. My chest felt light from the attention. I had no desire to sleep with the man, but knowing that I easily could just made his desperate attention all the more delicious. The doors closed and it was just Imogen and I left alone as the elevator continued it’s ascent.

“You have a hotel room?” Imogen said in a whisper for some reason.

“Yes,” I replied casually with my full voice.

“Why do you have a hotel room?”

“You’ll see.”

With a ding, the doors opened and I stepped out, a flustered Imogen in lockstep behind me. “What do you mean I’ll see? Don’t tell me Mrs Sutherland is going to be waiting for us. I’m willing to hear your side of the story but that would be so uncomfortable hearing hers. She’s married for fuck’s sake!”

“And you’re dating Derek, but that doesn’t stop you from letting Lara eat your asshole on a weekly basis, does it?”

“That’s cold, Madison. You know my situation is… complicated.”

“Well, so is ours.” We arrived at our hotel room door. I pressed my keycard to the pad and electronically unlocked it before swinging it open for Imogen. She stood on the spot for a moment, staring at me with hesitation in her eyes. I raised my eyebrows in a ‘well?’ expression, prompting an eyeroll and bratty scoff from the head cheerleader before she reluctantly walked into the room.

As Imogen crossed the threshold, I grabbed the ‘do not disturb’ sign and hung it on the doorknob before closing the heavy hotel room door behind me. I walked behind the wary Imogen as she made her way through the dark entryway and into the bedroom. Mrs Sutherland sat in a chair in the sitting area, the older woman facing the entrance in anticipation of our arrival, still wearing her figure-hugging lavender dress, one long, sexy leg crossed over the other.

“Oh shit,” Imogen gasped at the sight of her lesbian lover’s mom.

“Come in, Imogen. Please, take a seat,” Mrs Sutherland gestured towards the chair opposite her, a rectangular coffee table separating them. Imogen however, didn’t move a muscle.

“Oh, come on, Imogen,” I lightly pressed a hand to her back, giving her a gentle shove. “You’re not going to be murdered.”

Imogen seemed to move in slow motion as she walked around the king-sized bed, taking the seat across from Mrs Sutherland, crossing and then uncrossing her legs, not sure what to do with herself. In all my years of knowing Imogen, I’d never seen her nervous. Although to be fair, I’d never seen her in trouble, or seen anyone angry with her. The girl was just too sickly sweet to ever have to endure adversity. I perched myself on the edge of the bed a few feet away.

“Relax, my dear,” Mrs Sutherland said in her soothing but commanding voice. “You’re not in trouble. You haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Okay,” Imogen responded, anything but relaxed. “Look, I don’t know what you and Madison do together but I feel like I should tell Lara.”

“And what would you say to my daughter if you don’t know what Madison and I do together?”

“Well… I…” Imogen stumbled, clearly intimidated by the domineering older lady.

“Perhaps you’d like to be educated.”

“I mean, I think I know the ins and outs of it,” Imogen claimed.

“Oh, you really don’t,” Mrs Sutherland chuckled, brushing a lock of golden hair behind her ear. “Madison,” her eyes remained locked on my red-haired schoolmate even though she addressed me, “strip down to your underwear.”

Imogen’s eyes went wide as she opened her mouth to protest, a confident raised hand from Mrs Sutherland preventing her from doing so. I was obliged to obey my mistress, and without hesitation I stood up from the bed and pulled my tank top over my head, kicked my shoes to the side and unzipped my denim skirt, letting it fall around my ankles and leaving me wearing nothing but the brand new red satin lingerie and black latex choker

The cheerleader’s eyes darted between my almost naked body and Mrs Sutherland’s steely gaze, the older woman studying her every reaction. Imogen had seen me completely undressed on one occasion, of course, but she couldn’t help herself from admiring my body, especially when it was presented in such sexy lingerie. I stood there in a state of repose, not reacting to anything Imogen did, simply awaiting my next command.

“What…” Imogen stammered, unsure what Mrs Sutherland was trying to do.

“Madison,” my sexual superior addressed me again, “climb onto the coffee table, on your hands and knees, facing me.”

Imogen gripped the armrests of her chair and her back stiffened as I obediently made my way onto the coffee table between the two. I knelt forward, head towards my mistress, my ass pointed towards the curious cheerleader with only the thin satin thong preventing her eyes from seeing my private parts. I heard Imogen take in a sharp breath behind me as I presented myself to her.

“Madison, what are you doing?” Imogen asked, perplexed at the degrading acts I let myself be ordered to do.

“She won’t answer you,” Mrs Sutherland responded. “She only answers to me. Madison, start masturbating yourself.”

An ever obedient bimbo submissive, I reached between my legs and filled my satin panties with my hand. I rested my upper body weight on my other arm as I looked up at my mistress, beginning to finger my cunt as instructed. Freshly shaved and still yearning attention from the denied orgasm at the mall, my pussy became wet once again, my fingers stroking its length.

“You see, Madison is subservient to me,” Mrs Sutherland explained.

“What do you mean subservient?” Imogen asked. Her voice was coated with curiosity. She was clearly a little freaked out by what she was witnessing, but couldn’t bring herself to leave.

“She’s my pet. My submissive. She does whatever I tell her to. If I want her to wear a buttplug all day, she will. If I want her to lay still while my friends take turns using her pretty young mouth to please themselves, Madison won’t have any problem with it. Will you, Madison?”

“No, Mrs Sutherland,” I said with a strained voice, my fingers quickening in my panties as I rubbed my clit, my extreme horniness and forced exhibitionism bringing me close to orgasm in record time.

Mrs Sutherland reached out tugged on a fistful of my fake blonde hair. “Do not cum yet. Understand?”

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland,” I said, slowing down my strokes and releasing some of the pressure on my clit, staving off my orgasm until I had permission to feel it.

“What the fuck, Madi?!” Imogen exclaimed. “Why would you do that to yourself?”

“Tell her,” Mrs Sutherland smirked.

“It’s the best sex you could ever imagine,” I said, my fingers never stopping. “Mrs Sutherland makes me feel better than anyone else ever has. Think about the most intense orgasm you’ve ever had and multiply that feeling by a hundred. I serve her sexual whims and in return I get to experience the most fantastic pleasure I’ve ever felt. All it costs me is myself.”

Mrs Sutherland smiled as she let go of my hair and moulded her hand lovingly to my cheek. I rubbed my face against her palm like a puppy, her touch feeling even better than my hand did at my other end. She released me and stood up from her chair.

“This is crazy,” Imogen said to herself as Mrs Sutherland made her way alongside me.

“Madison tells me you’re partial to pussy,” the older woman said as she reached into the crack of my ass, sliding a finger underneath the red satin thong and pulling it to the side, displaying my wet snatch and the darker skin around my asshole to my peer. The smell of my sex lingered in the air, Imogen no doubt breathing it in and being reminded of that wonderful threesome we had with Lara.

“I… am…” Imogen replied slowly, hypnotized by the movements of my fingers in my pussy.

“And you know how much Madison loves it,” Mrs Sutherland continued, leaning over and letting a string of spit drip down from her mouth into my butt crack. She massaged the saliva over my asshole, applying light pressure to my back door while I played with my clit. I was finding it so difficult to keep my orgasm at bay, Mrs Sutherland knew how much I loved having my ass played with.

“I do,” Imogen affirmed Mrs Sutherland’s statement.

“Then surely you wouldn’t want to begrudge her the most fantastic pleasure she’s ever felt?”

“I…” Imogen struggled to finish the sentence.

“Say it or she can’t cum,” she taunted, her finger circling my rim and lighting up the nerve endings in it.

“I wouldn’t want to,” Imogen sighed. “I couldn’t take that away from someone.”

“You heard her, Madison. Now you can cum.”

My response was immediate, the orgasm I’d managed to hold back suddenly coursed through me. I shuddered and twitched on the coffee table, letting out a cry of ecstasy as my butthole winked over and over beneath my mistress’ finger, my sex spilling out of me and staining my new panties again, changing their shade of red. Imogen breathed heavily behind me as she watched me climax, the intense pheromones steaming off my cunt and penetrating her nostrils.

I gasped as my orgasm subsided, my fingers finally ceasing their motion. Mrs Sutherland traced her finger up my freshly cleaned crevice, leaving my asshole to glisten with her saliva. My abs tensed sporadically as I recovered from the terrific climax I was finally allowed to feel. Mrs Sutherland took my hand and spun me around on the coffee table so that I sat on my butt, facing the cheerleader. Her mouth hung open, her knuckles white as she gripped the armrests, her legs had parted subconsciously, her nipples were stiff and poking through her tight top.

“Didn’t that look good, Imogen?” Mrs Sutherland asked the shocked redhead.

Imogen simply nodded her head slowly, unable to form a sentence after the spectacular display of submissive pleasure she’d just witnessed.

“Did it turn you on?”

Again, a slow nod of affirmation from my eighteen year old schoolmate.

“I can think of all sorts of ways you could experience the same,” Mrs Sutherland tempted the curious cheerleader, the comment causing Imogen to look up at her, her interest piqued. “Is that something you might want for yourself?”

There was a beat. A pregnant pause of hesitation. Then, a third slow nod from the red-headed hottie.

“No, no, no. I want to hear you say it,” my mistress insisted.

“I want it for myself. I want to be dominated by you,” Imogen said. My heart skipped a beat as I pictured her by my side, my sister in submission, being fucked by the incomparable Mrs Sutherland.

“Should I order Madison to eat your pussy now?”

“Oh, yes please, Mrs Sutherland.”

“Take off your top for me then,” Mrs Sutherland instructed the horny cheerleader. “I want to see your milky white tits.”

Imogen pawed at the hem of her crop top, the hypothetical of having a kinky lesbian threesome so appealing to her, but the reality of undressing in front of her friend’s mom giving her pause. She knew what she wanted, but she still wasn’t completely committed to it.

“That’s the price of admission, Imogen. Pleasure comes at a cost,” Mrs Sutherland said sternly.

Imogen took a deep breath to steel herself and pulled the tight top over her head, her straight red hair falling back into place around her shoulders as she let the top fall to the floor. The newly orange tips of her hair rested on the top of her bosom, her B-cup breasts on display with puffy pink nipples already erect with arousal. The warm shades of her hair and areola contrasted with her pale, spotless skin, the athletically toned eighteen year old looking hot as fuck as she sat back into the chair.

“My, my,” Mrs Sutherland cooed. “You are a beauty. Madison, why don’t you help her get those shorts off.”

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland,” I replied obediently as I dismounted the coffee table and crawled in front of Imogen on my knees. I made quick work of the buttons down the front of her denim shorts and Imogen lifted her ass off the seat to allow me to pull them off along with her panties, sliding them down her long, milky legs and removing her shoes at the same time.

She sat there completely naked, chewing on one of her fingers in nervousness. She didn’t need to be though. Mrs Sutherland would take good care of her just like she did me. Her gorgeous body was now fully on display, with her neat thatch of fiery red pubes adorning her flushed pink pussy. The strawberry sweet aroma of her sex was freed, and I breathed in the familiar scent I’d been looking forward to tasting again ever since our menage.

“She’s all yours, sweetie,” Mrs Sutherland gave me permission and I launched forward between the legs of the cheerleader.

I immediately dove into her cunt, too starving for her delicious flavor to bother teasing her first. If Mrs Sutherland wanted me to kiss around her thighs and mound, she would have told me to. Imogen slouched in the chair to bring her pussy to the edge, allowing me full access to her horny snatch. She immediately tensed and took in a sharp breath as my mouth made contact with her lovely pussy, biting down on her own finger as she reacquainted herself with my tongue.

I explored the complex topography of her cunt, licking through her folds, sucking her labia into my mouth, lightly flicking the tip of my tongue across her clit. Her neatly trimmed delta of red pubes scratched my nose as I ground my face into her, relishing her sex. Imogen started softly moaning and ever so slightly undulating against my face as she enjoyed my slutty mouth. The head cheerleader might not have been a bimbo like Lara and I, but she sure had a penchant for fucking us.

“You two look so beautiful together,” Mrs Sutherland remarked as she watched over us, enjoying watching two gorgeous eighteen year olds together. “Keep going, Madison. I’ll be right back.”

With that, she walked over to her weekend bag, rifling through the contents to find her sundries. She pulled something out and walked back over to the sitting area where I was devouring the curious cheerleader. It took me a moment to realize what she was holding, with my attention being preoccupied, but she had a wax strip in her hand. She peeled the plastic covering off and tucked it in underneath my nose, laying it horizontally across Imogen’s mons.

Mrs Sutherland pulled back on my hair, regrettably taking my face away from Imogen’s tasty pussy. “As pretty as your fire-crotch looks, if you want to submit to me, you have to be bare down there. Just like Madison,” Mrs Sutherland said to Imogen, the confused teenager looking up at her. “That’s a wax strip I’ve just placed on you. If you want, you can put a hot washcloth over it and peel it off without any harm. You’d be free to leave. But if you want to stay, you have to prove you’re willing to submit completely to me, even if it’s just for today. Rip the wax strip off and join your schoolmate in submission so that I can taste your delicious looking pussy.”

Imogen looked at me. I didn’t say a word, but made an expression of encouragement, giving an almost imperceptible nod to the unsure redhead. She looked back at Mrs Sutherland, who simply watched her in confident anticipation. Imogen gripped the tab of the wax strip and in one swift move, tore it off her pale skin, ripping out all of her trimmed, ginger pubic hair in one go.

She restrained herself from wincing, a slight twitch of her eye the only hint that she felt anything. She held the wax strip in her hand, her delta of strawberry fur stuck to the glue of it, a symbol of her womanhood. Then she scrunched it up and tossed it into the nearby trash can, she wouldn’t be needing it anymore. The teen looked up at the dominant middle aged woman with narrowed eyes and an expression as if to say ‘See? I did it.’

Mrs Sutherland looked down at her, a wicked smile spreading across her lips. “Good girl,” she said with satisfaction at Imogen’s willingness to submit. “Go and sit over on the bed.”

The corners of Imogen’s mouth twitched, threatening to smile as she received her first command. There would be a lot more to come. She pushed herself off the chair and did as her domme instructed, her naked and pale, nubile body gracefully strutting over to the bed and sitting on the edge. Mrs Sutherland did the same, albeit still in her lavender dress, her big, round ass swaying beneath it. I sat there obediently on the floor over in the sitting area, awaiting my next order.

Mrs Sutherland stood in front of the excited redhead, Imogen’s small tits and athletically toned body looking like a twig compared to my mistress. She crossed her arms over her body and grabbed hold of her dress before pulling it over her head, the figure hugging material peeling upwards to reveal her gorgeous body below. Imogen’s eyes went wide as she took in her new mistress, her heavy tits necessitating a practical but still sexy white lace bra.

I had the pleasure of viewing my mistress from the back, her big round ass on display beneath her matching lace thong. Her fake tan contrasted Imogen’s milky skin, as did the size difference between the two. Where Imogen was fairly straight, Mrs Sutherland was curvy, her big tits and round ass were my favorite things to be smothered with.

She reached behind herself and unclasped her bra, tossing it aside before pulling Imogen’s enraptured face into her cleavage. A pang of jealousy hit me, seeing a schoolmate get to enjoy my mistress’ body, seeing my mistress give her attention to another young plaything while I simply watched. My envy paled in comparison to my arousal though, the very same sight of Imogen giving in to her submissive lesbian desires stirring a warmth in my pussy.

Imogen’s arms wrapped around Mrs Sutherland’s torso as she caressed her back and squeezed her thick booty while her mouth tended to her tits. Our domme didn’t make a sound, stroking Imogen’s long, red hair as she enjoyed the mouth of another of her daughter’s friends. Imogen’s hands kneaded Mrs Sutherland’s rump, briefly spreading her ass cheeks and affording me a view of the sides of the dark skin around her asshole, not quite completely covered by the lacy thong. I knew before the end of the day I would be eating it. The warmth in my loins stirred again.

“Madison,” my mistress called over her shoulder, “be a dear and fetch the rope out of my bag.”

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland,” I replied as I sprang into action, excited to be told what to do. I scurried over to her bag and rustled through the belongings, pushing aside a bunch of familiar toys to find the rope at the bottom. My eyes fell on the purple strap-on I was well acquainted with, and I smiled at the thought of what Mrs Sutherland had in store for us two horny eighteen-year-olds.

I offered the rope to Mrs Sutherland, who didn’t take it immediately. She put her hands under Imogen’s arms, pushing up on them so that they unwrapped from her body and raised towards the ceiling. Then, she took the rope from me without acknowledgement and wrapped it several times around Imogen’s wrists, binding her hands together. She sidestepped from the submissive cheerleader, Imogen’s face hanging in the air as the tits she was lavishing were taken away from her. Then my mistress threaded the other end of the rope through the bed head.

With a tug on the rope, the crude pulley system forced Imogen’s arms towards the head of the bed, the sexy cheerleader falling onto her side with a yelp at the sudden pull. “That’s it,” Mrs Sutherland cooed, “lay on your back for me.”

The obedient Imogen complied, lifting her legs onto the bed and laying flat on her back, her arms bound together and stretching upwards towards the top of the bed. She looked so sexy, waxed and tied up. Her perky tits were almost flat against her chest, two neat semi-circles with puffy pink nipples adorning them. Her milky skin leading the eye down her taut, toned tummy to her freshly groomed pussy, her flushed red cunt visible between her lithe legs. She let out soft moans as she gently rolled left and right, overwhelmed by how hot it was to be tied up by the wicked Mrs Sutherland.

The powerful older woman pulled down her panties and stepped out of them along with her shoes to join her two submissives in complete nakedness. Imogen turned her head to the side and smacked her lips at the sight of the hard lines of Mrs Sutherland’s triangle of fuzz atop her otherwise clean shaven pussy. A visual reminder that she was the one in command, she was the only one womanly and worthy enough to have pubic hair. Imogen opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue as she looked up at the stunning woman more than twice her age, awaiting the chance to feast on her delicious pussy.

“Soon, my dear,” Mrs Sutherland said, stroking the side of Imogen’s face after tying a knot in the rope, holding the submissive girl exactly where she was. “First, I want to taste you.”

Mrs Sutherland made her way around to the base of the bed, Imogen pre-empting her command to spread her legs and revealing her perfect pussy between them. Her labia peeled apart, her inviting sex flowering open and glistening with arousal, her vulva puffy and pink with the same condition.

The older woman climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her new pet’s legs and planting kisses along the insides of her thighs. Imogen inhaled sharply with every other kiss tickling some extra sensitive spot on her skin. She moaned ever so softly at the tender touch of her new mistress’ lips pressing against her, nearing her juicy pussy. Mrs Sutherland arrived at her destination, and pursed her lips around Imogen’s clit, giving it a long, passionate kiss that made Imogen gasp, the headboard shuddering as she pulled tight on her restraints.

Then, Mrs Sutherland’s mouth got to work doing what it did best. She licked the length of Imogen’s neat little slit, relishing the teenager’s sweet pussy as she collected her flavor on the flat of her tongue. The pair began moaning, Imogen being louder as her back arched and mouth opened, writhing on the bed as she got eaten out by her friend’s mom, a particular brand of hotness that I knew all too well.

I watched patiently next to them, hands by my side, my own pussy throbbing with horniness. The erotic scene was so hot and I wanted to finger myself so badly, yet I knew I couldn’t until instructed by my mistress. So I had to settle for simply being the sole audience member, watching my domme’s tongue persuade the straightlaced redhead into keeping our sexy secret.

Mrs Sutherland used two fingers to spread Imogen’s lower lips before curling her tongue around her clit, massaging the tiny pearl and making Imogen squeal in delight. She fluttered the tip of her tongue against Imogen’s bean, teasing the little nub rapidly until she elicited another squeal from the tied up teenager. The rope connecting the headboard to Imogen’s wrists was as tight as it could be as Imogen squirmed on the bed.

“She tastes so delicious,” Mrs Sutherland announced from between the cheerleader’s legs. Imogen’s rich flavor was one I was intimately familiar with, and I echoed my mistress’ sentiments. “I think she wants a pussy of her own to enjoy,” the older woman looked up at the head of her tied up meal.

“Fuck yes. Please,” Imogen begged.

“Sit on her, Madison. And face me,” came the instruction I was so thrilled to hear.

“Yes, of course, Mrs Sutherland,” came the requisite response from me before I eagerly climbed onto the bed.

I threw a leg over Imogen’s head so that I faced my mistress, my calves pressing against the cheerleader’s underarms. My pussy hovered above her thirsty mouth, which was open, tongue out, awaiting me to take my seat. I put on a show that I knew would please my domme, lowering myself just out of reach of Imogen’s tongue, teasing the horny redhead. She pushed her head back into the mattress and tried to reach up with her tongue but my tasty pussy remained an inch away from her.

I giggled as she grunted in frustration, desperate to eat me out but unable to, knowing she could pull me down by my thighs if she wasn’t tied up. My initiative got the desired response from my mistress, who smiled at me with a mouthful of Imogen below, loving watching me tease her.

“Madison… fuck,” the frustrated cheerleader said in a strained voice.

“That’s enough, Madison,” Mrs Sutherland instructed. “Let her have you.”

Forever obligated to do what my mistress told me, I took my seat on Imogen’s face, the redhead’s impatient tongue delving into my pink and exploring my folds. Her moans of irritation became moans of pleasure once again, as she enjoyed her tasty meal while Mrs Sutherland ate her out. I joined in the chorus as my pussy was seen to, my sexy schoolmate flicking my clit with her tongue before pushing it into my channel, licking my inside walls.

I gently rocked back and forth on her face, grinding myself down onto her, smothering her with my body. Her nose pressed into my backdoor as I slid along her tongue, basting it with my flavor. The three of us were a writhing, moaning entanglement of limbs and lesbian lust as we enjoyed each other in the hotel room, Mrs Sutherland and I doing all we could to convince Imogen not to tell Lara about us.

“Show me your pussy. I want to see it,” Mrs Sutherland instructed between licks.

I did as I was told and rocked my hips forward, forcing Imogen’s wet tongue onto my asshole as I spread my pussy lips with my fingers and displayed myself for my mistress. With a new part of me to taste, Imogen feverishly started licking my starfish, causing my brow to crease with my favorite of all sex acts being done to me. Imogen’s moaning intensified as she buttered my back door, her orgasm rising with Mrs Sutherland’s fantastic oral. The sexy older woman looked up at me from between Imogen’s legs, watching my body sporadically tensing as my schoolmate’s tongue flicked up at my puckered butthole.

“Play with yourself,” my domme said as quickly as she could before returning to Imogen’s hairless pussy.

I started rubbing my clit, stimulating the sensitive little bean as Imogen’s tongue fluttered against my ass. Sex seeped out of me and trickled down onto my backdoor, only to be licked up by the thirsty teenager tending to it. I was in complete heaven.

Mrs Sutherland sucked Imogen’s little clit between her collagen filled lips and tugged on it, causing Imogen to start shuddering on the bed as an orgasm ripped through her. I watched her toes curl, the muscles in her legs and stomach rapidly tensing and relaxing as she twitched below me. The headboard rattled as Imogen pulled on the rope, letting out an almighty groan of ecstasy and launching her tongue upwards into my asshole, penetrating me with her soft organ and setting off my own orgasm.

I threw my head back and cried out to the ceiling as the feeling of Imogen’s tongue filling my tightest space sent me into overdrive. My furious rubbing of my clit never ceased, even as a burst of molten hot cum exploded out of me, the initial spray covering Imogen’s pale tits before the rest dribbled down onto her neck. Ahead of me, the cheerleader’s hips buckled against our domme’s face, Mrs Sutherland lapping up every drop of cum that Imogen’s pussy afforded her.

My high pitched scream echoed around the hotel room while Imogen’s was muffled by my round ass her tongue was buried in. My ring spasmed around her organ, choking it as pure bliss filled my body, my brain flooded with hormones. The pair of us writhed, Imogen’s movements pushing her deeper and deeper into me. My tits heaved with every staggered breath, jiggling with my twitching muscles, putting on a show for my mistress.

Once we were both spent, our loud moaning turned into exasperated breaths. Imogen’s tongue retreated from my ass as we both recovered from our respective orgasms. My head felt a little dizzy, and I felt like climbing off of her and collapsing on the bed, but I dared not do anything until instructed by my mistress. Instead I just stayed where I was, feeling Imogen’s hot breath on my cunt. Mrs Sutherland smiled up at me while she placed gentle kisses around Imogen’s temporarily too-sensitive pussy.

“That looked wonderful, girls,” she said after a moment. “I’m nowhere near done with Imogen’s body though. Here, Madison, hold this for me.”

With that, Mrs Sutherland grabbed Imogen underneath each thigh, pushing up on the redhead’s legs so that she curled over. At my mistress’ behest, I wrapped my arms around her thighs, her legs now pointing towards the head of the bed but the flexible cheerleader easily able to accommodate the position. Her glistening pussy was just below my chin, her thighs tucked in beneath my underarms. Imogen whimpered with what little voice she had left at the sudden woman-handling.

“Well, don’t just look at it. Eat it,” Mrs Sutherland nodded to Imogen’s fragrant cunt, the tender pink flesh still practically steaming after her orgasm.

I had to do what I was told though, so I tilted my head down and placed gentle kisses around Imogen’s snatch, the redhead twitching sharply whenever I touched somewhere too sensitive. I gave her long, slow licks and swallowed any cum missed by Mrs Sutherland. Meanwhile, my mistress climbed off the bed and made her way over to her bag for a moment before finding what she was looking for. She made her way back over to us with the toy in her hand, shuffling forward on her knees and meeting me at Imogen’s upturned groin.

“Does Imogen like having her ass played with as much as she likes playing with ass?” Mrs Sutherland asked rhetorically before pushing her face between Imogen’s butt cheeks, flicking her tongue lightly across the cheerleader’s salty knot.

Imogen’s thighs shook and she let out a little yelp of pleasure as our mistress’ tongue brushed her pretty pucker. I continued my gentle cunnilingus while Mrs Sutherland rimmed her, the lewd wet sounds of her tongue pressing against ass starting to make me horny again. I wasn’t the only one either, as I noticed a distinct increase in wetness while I softly tongued Imogen’s pussy, her yelps morphing into moans again as the anal stimulation quickly prepared her for round two.

“Such a cute little ass,” Mrs Sutherland cooed in between licks, taking her time to enjoy the horny cheerleader’s butt. “I just love eating it.”

“Mmm, me too,” I replied after a long lick through Imogen’s quickly recovering cunt.

“Want a taste?” Mrs Sutherland offered me.

I smiled and placed my tongue on Imogen’s clit, licking all the way through her pink and the same time that I pulled back on her thighs, allowing me to continue my lick over her ass. The metallic taste of her asshole mixed with the sweetness of her pussy in my mouth, making my own feelings of arousal swell in my groin.

“Ohhh fuck, that feels so good,” Imogen said in a strained voice barely above a whisper.

“That looks so pretty,” Mrs Sutherland murmured. “It would look prettier with a plug in it though.”

With that, the sultry, powerful woman inserted two fingers into Imogen’s channel, coating them in wetness before pulling them out and dragging them down between the redhead’s pert cheeks, lubricating her starfish with her own cum. Then she raised her hand with the toy in it, a black latex buttplug that I’d had the pleasure of having up my own ass in the past. She fed it to me first, forcing me to fellate the tapered end of the toy and lubricate it with my spit. I tried to be as messy as possible for Imogen’s sake.

Once she was satisfied with my efforts, Mrs Sutherland took the toy out of my mouth and placed the pointed end onto Imogen’s naughtiest hole. The feeling of having something hard and plastic against her back door made Imogen shudder, rattling the headboard as she pulled on the ropes.

“Shhh, just relax,” I encouraged her from on top. “You’re going to love this.”

Mrs Sutherland pushed on the toy, the pointed end penetrating Imogen’s tight hole. Imogen took in a sharp breath as the first inch or so of the toy was forced inside of her. As our domme pushed it in further, she let out a staggered breath as her ring stretched slightly to accommodate the increasing girth of the butt plug. Mrs Sutherland stopped for a moment, turning the toy inside of her as her butthole acclimatized to the middle section of it.

“Oh, good girl,” Mrs Sutherland lauded Imogen’s efforts before she and I took turns in spitting on the cheerleader’s rim, our saliva bubbling at her naughty entrance and adding a bit of a lubrication to the toy before our mistress started to push again.

Imogen let out a monotonous whine as the thickest part of the plug was pushed past her clench. Her butthole stretched completely around the width of the toy, accepting all of it gratefully before clamping shut around its waist. Imogen’s whine turned into a sudden gasp as her butthole tightened, albeit not completely, obstructed by the thin section of plug that she held inside her.

“Ohhh, there it is. Well done, my dear,” Mrs Sutherland smiled at Imogen’s willingness to be plugged. I giggled with bubbly excitement, bobbing slightly with a sort of manic elation at my front row seat to Imogen’s submission.

“How’s it feel, Im?” I asked, wondering if the cheerleader enjoyed it as much as I did.

“Incredible,” she breathed below me, her butthole still trying to wink around the waist of the plug, pushing the jewelled base up and down with her contractions.

Mrs Sutherland raked her fingers over Imogen’s butt cheeks before sliding off the bed, standing at the base of it and admiring the eighteen-year-old slut pretzel she’d orchestrated. “Let her go, Madison,” she told me firmly.

I immediately released Imogen’s legs from under my arms and her body quickly unfolded, her little butt landing with a thud on the mattress. She yelped in pain as the sudden force knocked on the butt plug situated inside of her, the redhead rolling left and right below me as her butt throbbed.

“It’s time to release Imogen. Be a doll and do that for me,” Mrs Sutherland instructed before turning around and rummaging through her bag again.

I did what I was told and got to work untying the knotted rope, threading it through the headboard and unwrapping it from Imogen’s wrists. They were red and raw from where she’d pulled on the rope, and I planted sweet kisses along them before making my way down to her lips.

“Are you okay?” I asked, concerned the kinkiness of our threesome might be too much for the usually straightlaced student.

“Are you kidding? I’ve never felt like this. It’s incredible,” she whispered in response, her reply causing my lips to curl into a grin. Perhaps Imogen was kinkier than I gave her credit for.

“Both of you, kneel on the bed,” Mrs Sutherland barked her order from behind me. Her tone snapped Imogen and I out of our daze and we both hurried to obey. I spun around and got on my knees, with Imogen collecting herself off the bed and taking her place next to me. She let out almost imperceptible winces as she moved, the butt plug no doubt impossible to ignore.

At the base of the bed, Mrs Sutherland stood brandishing her purple strap-on. My eyes went wide at the sight of it, the gorgeous older woman with the eight inch plastic cock that was no doubt soon to be stuffed inside me. She stroked it as if she felt sensation from the act, her heavy, round tits jiggling with her movements. She looked completely domineering and all powerful. She was.

My breathtaking middle aged domme stepped up onto the bed, walking across it to where Imogen and I knelt side by side. She held the cock out in front of her and looked us both in the eyes, her two submissive schoolgirls, eighteen and ready to be fucked. “Madison,” she addressed me, “you first.”

She turned her hips towards me and I lunged forward, immediately wrapping my lips around the purple dildo and looking up at her eyes while I blew her. My lips moved up and down the shaft with exaggerated head movements, my fake blonde hair bobbing to the sides of my face as I worked the plastic shaft. After a while, Mrs Sutherland pulled the strap-on out of my mouth and sidestepped to Imogen, who took her turn in fellating the purple prick.

Although Mrs Sutherland might not have been receiving any physical pleasure from the act, I could tell from the look on her face how much she was loving it, how much she loved having two slutty eighteen-year-olds kneeling before her, letting her cram their mouths with her toy. Imogen looked sexy as fuck, slightly bent over with one hand around the base of the cock, the jewel of the plug inside her visible between her cute little butt. Christ, Mrs Sutherland was one dirty woman. I was loving every second of it.

My mistress withdrew the dildo from the redhead and I took my turn again, the head of it bulging out the side of my cheek as I worked its length, adding to Imogen’s saliva already along it. Mrs Sutherland kept changing mouths on a whim, the act evolving into a sort of competition between Imogen and I as to who could take more of the dildo. Imogen might have had more experience with a real dick in her mouth, but that meant nothing when it came to Mrs Sutherland’s pretend penis. I was a bigger slut than Imogen could ever hope to be, and I deepthroated the dildo handsfree, gagging on it before pulling my head back to breathe, a thick string of saliva stretching between my lips and the strap-on before snapping and splashing onto my tits.

“Ohhh, such a good little whore,” Mrs Sutherland praised me as Imogen pouted in defeat. “You’re both such good little whores. I want both of you to turn around and present yourselves to me.”

Like the excited teenagers we were, Imogen and I both spun around on our knees and bent down, resting our weight on our forearms. Mrs Sutherland got down on her knees behind us, her strap-on dripping with our drool while she decided who she wanted to plow first. She started with Imogen this time, pushing the full length of the dildo into the redhead with much less regard for her pussy than she’d shown to her asshole.

Imogen lurched forward and cried out as her other hole was filled by latex. I watched Imogen’s face crease with an erotic mixture of pleasure and pain as I awaited my turn, my ass up in the air and ready for my mistress. Mrs Sutherland pumped Imogen’s sweet cunt full of plastic as the kinky redhead rocked her hips back and forth opposite to our domme.

“Ohhhhh, fuck!” she practically yelled as she enjoyed being fucked by an older woman. “That feels so much better than my boyfriend!”

“Your boyfriend can’t make you cum like I can,” Mrs Sutherland seethed, before pulling the dildo out of Imogen and shuffling over to me. Imogen bit her lower lip and rocked slowly back and forth a couple of times as if Mrs Sutherland was still there. It took me a moment to realize she was tensing her ass cheeks with the motion, manipulating the plug inside of her herself.

Mrs Sutherland pushed the head of the cock unceremoniously into my cunt, my vagina stretching around it as she forced it into me all the way up to the base plate. I moaned deeply at the feeling of insertion, of suddenly feeling full. My pussy was sopping wet after witnessing my mistress enjoying my schoolmate and I easily accommodated all of the dildo. The dominant woman gripped me by the hips and rammed it into me over and over, the ribs of the fake cock massaging my inner walls which each thrust.

“Ohhh, ahhh,” I closed my eyes and made indecipherable noises as Mrs Sutherland plundered my pussy. It occurred to me that the latex was already coated with Imogen’s wetness, and the feeling of having that moisture now inside me made me feel so good, like a little piece of the cheerleader was being stuffed into me.

Mrs Sutherland’s pace picked up, and the front of her thighs slapped against the backs of mine as she fucked me hard. My big tits jiggled below me, rocking back and forth with each powerful thrust into me. My hair swayed to the sides of my face, the choker tight around my neck. I was submitted to this woman. I loved this woman. She made me feel good.

I heard the lewd pop of Mrs Sutherland spitting out her own thumb from her mouth, and the next thing I felt was the slippery pad of her digit massaging my butthole while she railed me. As if I had lockjaw, my mouth hung open the whole time, all kinds of sounds coming out of it as my orgasm rapidly approached. I could feel Imogen’s eyes watching me, getting off on seeing me being taken doggystyle by Lara’s mom.

There was a brief moment of stillness, as if the world moved in slow motion for a split second, all sounds temporarily muted. My eyes opened to see the rapt face of Imogen next to me, the curious cheerleader we had to convince to keep our affair secret. For that brief moment of time, that frozen look on her face, I knew we would be okay.

Then, as quickly as it happened, the stillness gave way to real time, the vacuum of sound suddenly lifted as the slapping of thighs resumed, the ecstatic Mrs Sutherland grunting as she pushed into me, and my high pitched squeal as I came with force. I pushed back on the strapped on dildo, willing every available millimetre of it inside me. My head dropped between my arms to the mattress as I wailed in unbridled bliss.

Cum flooded out of me, overflowing from my stuffed vagina and dripping onto the duvet cover. My asshole rapidly contracted and relaxed beneath the pad of Mrs Sutherland’s thumb. My back arched up and down uncontrollably as the climax took me. No one ever made me feel as good as my mistress.

The moment I was past the peak of my orgasm, Mrs Sutherland pulled herself out of me, climbing over Imogen and my calves and positioning herself behind the redhead again. There’d be no aftercare for me, no coming down gently from my orgasm. I was on my own while my mistress had her way with the thin, pale skinned ginger. While I recovered with my head between my arms, I heard the familiar sounds of Imogen’s pleasure start again.

When I eventually had the willpower to lift my head off the bed, I looked up and saw Mrs Sutherland’s hands gripping the small waist of my cheerleader friend. Imogen was resting her weight on one arm while her other hand pinched her own nipple, her eyes closed and head forward as she rocked in rhythm to Mrs Sutherland’s thrusting. The eight inches of dildo easily slid in and out of her, filling her cute little cunt. I looked up at my gorgeous dominant, her huge tits slightly slapping against her own skin as she fucked Imogen, her eyes narrowed and loving the sight before her.

I rolled over onto my back, positioning my head close to Imogen. I reached out with a hand and got her attention, her face following my hand to my mouth where I passionately kissed the sexy cheerleader while she got fucked. Our tongues entwined gracelessly, the doggy making it impossible for us to kiss without making a mess.

I reached down her body and found the jewel nestled between her ass cheeks. Every time Mrs Sutherland pumped into her, her asshole would bulge slightly, pushing the jewel up and down while her insides were pushed around. I placed the pads of my middle three fingers on the jewel, massaging it around in circles so that the plug inside her would move around. The move had its intended effect, with the added anal stimulation driving Imogen wild.

She covered my mouth with her own, kissing me ferociously while she pinched her own erect nipple. Her pussy was stuffed over and over by a dominating older woman’s strap-on while I pushed the tapered plug inside her ass around in circles. It was all too much for little Imogen, who came with even more force than she did before.

Cum exploded around the dildo, dripping down onto the duvet to make an identical wet patch to the one I had left. She bit my bottom lip and moaned into my mouth as she ground herself back onto Mrs Sutherland’s strap-on. She’d take in sharp breaths, pause, and then let it out in a staggered moan, her body shuddering around the dildo each time.

Just when she thought she’d peaked, Mrs Sutherland swatted my hand away from her plugged ass and pulled out the toy, causing Imogen’s ring to stretch suddenly before spitting out the tapered end of the plug. It caused Imogen to roll over and collapse into a heap on the bed, pulling her pussy away from the strap-on and leaving the dildo to hang over top of her and drip her own goo onto her freshly waxed mons.

“So beautiful,” Mrs Sutherland admired the sight. “Climb on top of her, Madison. It’s Momma’s turn.”

“Right away, ma’am,” I smiled coyly at my mistress before throwing a leg over the catatonic Imogen.

The stunned redhead twitched randomly on the bed, her tits covered with my dried cum and her inner thighs and crotch covered in her own translucent honey. She seemed to barely register me as I climbed on top of her, planting gentle kisses down the side of her face and neck as she spasmed below me. I could hear the sounds of Mrs Sutherland unstrapping the dildo from herself as I tried to wake up Imogen from her sex coma.

I rubbed my body against hers, lightly grinding my clit against her wet mons at the same time our nipples flicked each other, her perky tits pressing up into my flesh. It seemed to spark a reaction in her as her eyes flicked over and locked onto mine, although still wide with what looked like bewilderment. Someone was home after all. I lowered my face onto hers and kissed her lips, the spent redhead slightly pursing hers in an effort to kiss me in return. I kept kissing her supple lips, the exhausted teenager gradually kissing me back with more force as she regained control of her body.

Mrs Sutherland crawled up the bed, fully nude to join us towards the head. She didn’t stop to kiss either one of us though. Her horniness had gone unattended for too long and she wanted her naughty parts eaten by her two teenage submissives. She got to her knees and maneuvered one leg around our heads, holding onto the headboard for support, then she lowered herself down, her pussy and ass slotting in between the faces of Imogen and me.

“I don’t think you girls need to be told what to do next. Just make me cum,” she instructed us.

It was as if her pussy were smelling salts, and Imogen sprang to life, suddenly invigorated with energy as she pushed her head back into the mattress, pushing her jaw up and extending her tongue to delve into the older woman’s fragrant cunt. Imogen began moaning instantly at the hotness of eating out a woman twice her age, her friend’s mom at that. She ground her nose into Mrs Sutherland’s neat thatch of pubes, her tongue wagging between the domme’s puffy pink lips.

Mrs Sutherland looked so hot sandwiched between her two perfect subs. Her pussy was glistening with arousal after going so long without a release. I knew she got off on all the naughty things she made Imogen and I do, but I also knew she needed an orgasm, and her dominating of us would take her bliss to new heights. Her pussy looked too good to resist, I knew where my tongue was needed, but I needed to taste her for myself.

I dove down and duelled tongues with Imogen for the nectar of our mistress. We pushed each other’s organs up and down through her folds, her tart but feminine flavor coating my tongue and lighting up my brain with endorphins. I was a bimbo. Giving pleasure was what I did best. This was what I was made for.

My nose prodded her asshole between her generous rump while I slid myself into her channel, licking her inner walls for a more concentrated sample of her honey. Mrs Sutherland huffed gently onto the headboard, the curly tendrils of her sandy blonde hair tickling down her back as she tilted her head back in pleasure.

“You know you’re needed elsewhere, Madison,” she reprimanded me for spending too long in her pussy. I knew where she wanted my mouth, and I wanted to go there too, but I’d just gotten lost in her sex. I was a slut for her pussy.

I moaned in the affirmative in response before pulling my tongue out of her core and dragging it north onto her asshole. I shook my head left and right to burrow myself in her rear, nestling my nose between her big round cheeks as I licked the crooked ridges of her back door. Mrs Sutherland grunted in appreciation for the rimjob while her other submissive slut flicked and sucked on her clit. She arched her back up and played with her own nipples while she enjoyed the simulingus from Imogen and me.

I kept grinding myself on Imogen’s freshly waxed mons while eating Mrs Sutherland’s ass. I managed to get some friction on the slick skin and wriggled my hips left and right to expose my engorged bean. I loved the feeling of our bodies pressed together as we devoured our mistress, my clit rubbing against her skin, our tits mashing into each other, our chins touching as we licked our respective naughty parts.

I reached up and parted Mrs Sutherland’s cheeks to afford me greater access to her tiny brown star, circling the rim with my obedient tongue before pushing myself inside of her. She exhaled with a broken breath as I squeezed myself inside her tight space, her ring choking the base of my tongue while the rest of my pink organ pushed against her walls. I pursed my lips around her entrance and pushed myself in and out, tongue fucking the sensitive space.

Mrs Sutherland had staved off her orgasm for as long as she could, denying herself the release so that when the moment came, it would be all-consuming. And indeed it was, as she hollered towards the ceiling of the hotel room with no regard for the neighbors, her fist pounding on the wall as she came all over Imogen and me. I released her bountiful ass cheeks and let them smother me while I continued my anteater inspired analingus, her convulsing butthole occasionally denying me entry but my persistent tongue always managing to push back in.

Cum burst out of her middle aged snatch and trickled down the underside of Imogen’s chin, the rest collected by the eager slut’s mouth. I ground myself hard onto the redhead’s hairless mound, overwhelmed by the sheer hotness of my mistress cumming, I didn’t need much physical stimulation to join her in orgasm. My own wetness seeped out of my creamy pussy and dribbled down between Imogen’s labia as my moans were muffled by my domme’s ass.

The cacophony of cumming sounds eventually died down and Mrs Sutherland threw her leg over my head, collapsing into the pillows, her big tits heaving as she sucked in deep breaths of air. Imogen and I did the same after being smothered by her fantastic body, the three of us panting and exchanging satisfied looks on top of the hotel room bed.

Apparently Mrs Sutherland had greater stamina than her younger counterparts, because before long she climbed off the bed and disappeared into the bathroom. I heard the sound of running water as she drew a bath. Once she’d turned the taps off, she called out to Imogen and I to join her in the bathroom.

We managed to find the willpower to climb off the bed, the two of us steadying ourselves against each other as we staggered to the bathroom, where we were greeted by our powerful mistress sitting on the edge of the deep tub. She made us both get in at opposite ends and took turns bathing us.

I could tell by the look on Imogen’s face that she loved being taken care of. She’d loved it when it was rough in the bedroom, and she loved it when it was gentle in the bathtub. Mrs Sutherland rubbed moisturizing skin cream on her raw wrists, and made her turn over so that she could sponge her recently plugged ass with the salted bath water. Imogen wouldn’t be sore there yet, but I knew from experience that it was coming, a burning reminder of the debasing and slutty things she let this sensual older woman do to her.

Then it was my turn. Mrs Sutherland lowered my head backwards in the water, baptizing me in submission. She reached between my legs to gently wash the cum off my thighs and pussy with the warm water as she spoke to Imogen.

“So, my dear. Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked the peaceful looking redhead.

“Mmm, so much,” she responded with a smile, her eyes closed as she enjoyed the water lapping against her tits, looking like she was ready to fall asleep, hungover from her intense multiple orgasms.

“So you can see why Madison and I… would like to keep our relationship the way it is.”

“I can certainly see why you wouldn’t want to give this up.”

“So then you won’t tell Lara?” Mrs Sutherland asked, a tinge of hope in her voice, a crack in her otherwise confident, dominant visage.

Imogen opened her eyes and looked the older woman directly in hers. “Okay, I won’t,” she said. She sounded earnest, but she was still basking in the wondrous afterglow of submissive lesbian sex. She probably would have admitted to assassinating JFK in the state she was in.

“Okay,” Mrs Sutherland replied softly, turning her head to me and smiling. She pulled her hand out of the water and touched it to my cheek, and I nestled into it, smiling back at my beautiful domme.

Our secret was safe.

For now.

THE END


Confronted By My Bimbo Bully

The bell rang for the final time. A cheer broke out around the room of excited students, happy to never have another high school class ever again. Summer had officially begun, and it promised to be jam packed with fun before everyone went their separate ways to college or their gap year or the military or wherever else they were going.

I clung to my petite best friend, Sophie, as the excited cohort made their way out of the classroom for the last time. As we passed the teacher’s desk, I exchanged a look with Ms Taylor, the stunning pixie cut lesbian who was my favorite teacher for multiple reasons. It might have been my last time in her classroom, but I knew I’d be seeing her again before I went off to college.

Sophie and I made our way into the hall which was bustling with bodies from every grade, all just as excited at the seniors for their summer. The atmosphere was absolutely electric, and Sophie and I giggled as we pushed through the hordes of overly excited teenagers.

“This is crazy!” she called out as we approached my locker.

“Yeah, it’s nuts!” I practically shouted over a hundred other voices.

“We did it! We’re out! College here we come!”

We wooed like a couple of party girls at a music festival, throwing our hands into the air as we partook in the revels of all the other students. Sophie and I had worked hard to get here. Well, Sophie more so than me. She was a good, quiet little bespectacled nerd and so was I until a few months prior. I’d turned eighteen and with that, I had a license to date.

Only I used the term “dating” loosely. After being bimbofied and shedding my nerdy ways in favor of sluttier ones, I’d fucked several of my peers, discovering a particular penchant for women that I didn’t know I had in me. Hell, I’d even fucked Sophie from time to time, corrupting the shy virgin with my devilish mouth, although unlike me, Sophie elected not to shave off her pubes and walk the bimbo path. She had always been set on getting the best grades possible and going to college, and while she enjoyed my tongue from time to time, she wasn’t going to let sex get in the way of that.

I was the opposite. Since my sexual awakening I let nothing else get in the way of my pleasure. I already had good enough grades to get into college and was determined to spend my last few months being as big a bimbo as I could. After being turned by my high school bully, I’d gotten the boyfriend I’d always dreamed of, lost him after he caught me fucking his older sister, convinced a straightlaced head cheerleader into a threesome, seduced my lesbian English professor and submitted myself sexually to the salacious mom of my bully. It had been quite the wild ride.

“Hey, have you seen Lara?” I asked Sophie as I took the few remaining books out of my locker and shoved them into my bag. My former bully turned bimbo-tutor had been scarce all day. It was unlike us to go a whole school day without seeing each other, and I couldn’t help but wonder if the sexy slut was avoiding me.

“No, why would I?” Sophie spat in reply. She knew about what Lara had done for me, but still viewed her as the nasty bully that tormented the two of us for so many years. Despite the fact that Sophie had greatly benefited from my bimbo transformation, she wasn’t quite as willing to forgive Lara as I was.

“I dunno, I just haven’t seen her all day.”

“No big loss,” she said as she pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose.

“Oh, Soph, grow up. You’re probably never gonna see her again anyway, and you’d have gone through the whole of high school without getting your pussy eaten if it wasn’t for what she did for me. It might be time to let go of the resentment.”

“Shhh! What are you doing?! There are so many people around!”

“Please, like anyone can hear me over all this noise.” I addressed the bustling crowd of people paying us no interest whatsoever, “Hey, everyone, Sophie likes it when I rim her asshole at the same time I finger her cunt.” Not a single person even turned a head. “See? Nobody cares.”

“Alright, Newman,” she snorted at my accidental Jurassic Park reference, one I would have made on purpose in my pre-bimbo days.

“Jesus, you’re such a dork,” I giggled back at her as I closed my locker for the last time. Just then, a flash of bright red hair caught my eye. “Oh, there’s Imogen. I still have to get her to sign my yearbook.”

“Sure thing. You going to the party tomorrow night?”

“Of course,” I smiled at my bestie before planting a juicy kiss on her cheek. “I’ll see you then.”

With that, I turned away from my petite best friend and forced my way through the crowd to catch up with the head cheerleader I’d spent a couple of steamy nights with over the last few months. I eventually made it to her and touched her shoulder. “Oh, hi Madison,” she said as she turned, her voice lacking her usual bubbly attitude.

“Hey! Don’t you know I can’t leave school as the only person without an autograph from Imogen Scott?”

Imogen was easily the most popular girl in school, and would probably be considered the hottest if she had the same slutty reputation that Lara did. Only myself, Lara and Mrs Sutherland knew the kinky lesbian side she had to her. I pulled my yearbook out of the bag slung over my shoulder and handed it to her. She opened it up and took a pen out of her own bag, scribbling something in it before handing it back to me.

To all the fun we had together. The best things always cum in threes.

I giggled at the deliberate misspelling, her message in reference to the two threeways she and I had shared; one with Lara during her boyfriend’s house party, and the other with Lara’s mom just recently, the sexy ginger temporarily joining me in submission to the goddess of a woman that I was subservient to. I closed the book and put it away in my bag.

“Thanks,” I smiled at her. “Hey, have you seen Lara anywhere? I haven’t seen her all day.”

“Um, yeah, she’s been around,” Imogen said with a creased brow, rubbing her arm awkwardly.

“What’s that about? Is something wrong?” I asked, puzzled by her sudden shyness around me. She sure wasn’t shy a few days ago when I massaged the plug in her ass while my domme mistress plundered her pussy with a strap-on.

“I’m sorry, Madison. I couldn’t keep a secret. I had to tell her,” she looked pained as she admitted it, and turned away from me the moment her lips spoke the final syllable, disappearing into the crowd.

My head spun as I turned in the opposite direction and staggered towards the door. My mouth hung open, my eyes half closed in a daze, not caring about the dozen or so people that pushed past me. Imogen had seen Lara’s mom and I together, and we showed her the time of her life in an effort to convince her to keep our affair a secret. Apparently it didn’t work. Lara now  knew I’d been fucking her mom.

The sun blinded me as I stepped out into the carpark, finding my rundown piece of shit car and climbing in. What the fuck was I going to do? Lara obviously had been avoiding me. Was that going to be a permanent thing? What would it mean for my relationship with her mom? The latex choker around my neck suddenly felt tighter, a reminder of my love for submitting to Mrs Sutherland. We still had all summer. Didn’t we?

I drove myself home and headed straight upstairs to my room. I jumped onto my bed and pulled my phone out, tapping away furiously at the screen and sending multiple messages to my bimbo mentor.

Lara, are you home?

We need to talk.

Please answer me.

Her chat bubble dropped down the side of the screen, signaling that she’d read the messages, but no response came, not even the bouncing three dots of an attempted reply. She was a ghost. My heart pounded against my ribs, as it had done from the moment Imogen admitted she’d admitted what we’d done. I needed to calm down, and staring at a phone screen for a reply that likely wasn’t coming wouldn’t help with that.

I jumped in the shower and washed myself all over. The warm water splashing against my face and body did help somewhat. I lathered my mango body wash all over and cleaned every inch of myself, making sure my crotch and asshole was particularly clean. It seemed unlikely anyone would be eating either one of them, but a good bimbo was always prepared.

Once I was rinsed off, I got out and tapped my phone screen in hopes of a reply before I’d even wrapped a towel around myself. I stood there dripping wet, frowning at a notification-less lock screen. At least my heart rate was down.

After drying myself off and dressing in some comfortable cotton loungewear shorts and spaghetti strap singlet, I collapsed back onto my bed and opened my laptop. I found a downloaded episode of Buffy: The Vampire Slayer and fired it up, feeling myself regress into my old nerdy self a little with my bimbo teacher ignoring me. I thought about messaging Mrs Sutherland and telling her, but decided against it. She was away for the weekend with her husband so I wouldn’t be seeing her, and it would also mean admitting I was fucking her daughter. One Sutherland angry at me was enough for one day.

The afternoon dragged on. This was not the way I envisioned celebrating my last day of school. I thought I would have my legs wrapped around Lara’s head, or Sophie’s, or Imogen’s. Instead I was probably going to quietly masturbate myself to 90’s Sarah Michelle Gellar before falling asleep.

The sun had set and I was on my third episode of the show when my phone finally dinged with a message. My heart skipped a beat as I fumbled to hit the spacebar on my laptop and unlock my phone. The message was from Lara!

Come over. Now.

Simple and direct. I had my orders. While I was submitted to Lara’s mom, not her, the message did stir the little submissive in me, keen to do what it was told. I tied my still damp fake blonde hair back into a high ponytail before hurrying off the bed. I didn’t even bother changing out of my loungewear, I just grabbed my flip flops and practically leapt down the stairs and out of the house, keys and phone in hand.

A few minutes later, I was pulling into the driveway of the Sutherland’s McMansion. It was a house I’d grown to know so well. From the innocent sleepovers at a friend’s house during middle school, to the hateful glares at my bully’s home during high school, to the suburban palace I’d learnt my bimbo ways inside of, where I met my dominant older mistress. I remembered pulling into the driveway to confront Lara for flirting with my now ex-boyfriend, the act that set me on my path to bimbodom.

I walked up to the front door and rang the bell at the same time I knocked urgently on it. I needed whatever was going to happen to happen already. I had to do whatever I could to make things right and protect my sex-filled lifestyle for the summer. The door remained firmly closed, there were no sounds of shuffling feet behind it, no lights flicking on inside the house.

I made my way around to the back door, noticing Lara’s bedroom light on through the window upstairs. I tested the french door and found it unlocked, before letting myself inside.

“Lara! I’m here!” I called out to an empty lower floor. My echoed voice was the only response I got. She must have heard me, but she wasn’t going to come downstairs for pleasantries. I kicked off my flip flops and skulked through the dimly lit ground floor of the house, making my way up the stairs to Lara’s bedroom. Her door was closed but the border of it was illuminated by the light on inside.

I slowly swung it open, scared to find out what was waiting for me on the other side but knowing I had to face it if I had any chance of making things right. I saw Lara immediately, standing at the end of her bed, arms crossed with a scowl on her face.

“Close the door,” she growled. I entered the room and shut it behind me, sealing me in with her. It occurred to me how hot she looked angry, with her big tits housed in a comfortable tank top, her nipples stiff beneath it. Her light blonde hair was done up in a ponytail, same as mine, but her makeup was still perfectly done, with shiny lip gloss and smokey eyeshadow. She always had to look the bimbo part, even when she was mad.

“Lara, I-”

“Shut up!” she spat. “I’m talking first.”

There was a moment of silence, and I wondered if I was meant to reply. She just stood there, staring at me angrily.

“You dirty fucking slut,” she eventually said. She’d spoken the words to me in the throes of passion and I’d found them arousing, but this time they were intended to wound me. “You think you can sleep with my mom behind my back and I wouldn’t find out about it?”

“I-”

“I’m not done!” she stopped my response, her question apparently rhetorical. “All this time I thought I was training you to be the best bimbo you could be and you betrayed me. How do you think that makes me feel?”

“Oh, seriously?!” I spoke up incredulously, her most recent rhetorical question touching a particularly sensitive nerve in me. “After all the torment you gave me through high school, after how shitty you made me feel day in, day out, you think you can lecture me about feelings?” I walked towards her as I shouted, suddenly finding my backbone.

“Come on, Madison. You can’t compare with some run-of-the-mill high school bullying to FUCKING MY MOM!”

“Run-of-the-mill? You were vicious. You were vindictive. You were venomous.”

“You were a virgin!” she joined in my alliteration. “Before I made you what you are, you were nothing. You had no hope with Brandon and couldn’t turn the head of a single guy at school, let alone a girl.”

“Then why are you surprised by what I did? This is what you wanted, isn’t it?! I’m an even bigger bimbo than you are!”

“Oh please, you had sex with an older woman. That hardly compares to the things I’ve done throughout high school.”

“Oh, I didn’t just have sex with her,” I said, a wicked grin spreading across my lips. “I’m submitted to her. I let her plug my ass while she binds my hands with leather cuffs. I let her share me with her friend once she’d tied me to your coffee table. No one fucks me harder than your mother.”

“Alright, enough!” Lara shouted, turning her head to hide her pained expression. “So what, this was all some kind of revenge for you?”

“No way. It might have started out like that but if I had my way you’d be visiting your dad every other weekend while you call me mommy.”

“Jesus,” Lara breathed, shocked that such words could come out of my mouth. Her expression stopped me in my tracks, forcing me to take a look at myself, at the things I was saying. They weren’t even really true. I didn’t want to marry Mrs Sutherland. I just liked our arrangement and wanted it to continue. I was being a total bitch to Lara when I really didn’t have the right.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that. I just got a bit carried away,” I said, ashamed of myself.

“Are you sorry for fucking my mom, too?” she asked, our voices now at a normal volume.

“I…” I started but hesitated. I wasn’t really sorry, after all. To be sorry would mean that I wouldn’t do it again if I had the chance, and I would definitely do it again. “I’m not,” I said, closing my eyes as I admitted it.

“You will be,” Lara snarled.

“Lara, I am sorry for the way it makes you feel. That’s not what I want. Is there anything I can do to make it up to you.”

“Oh, I can think of a few things,” she replied, a recognizable mischievous grin bubbling in the corners of her mouth.

“I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” she arched an eyebrow as she said it. She was clearly referring to some depraved sex act she wanted to make me do as penance, but I could take anything she had to throw at me. I was as big a slut as her, if not bigger, and whatever scenario she could concoct would be bearable as long as it meant maintaining the status quo with her mom.

I opened my palms and shrugged my shoulders as if to say ‘Well?’. Whatever retribution she had in mind, I was keen to get it over with.

“Go and open my top drawer of the dresser over there,” she pointed to the nearby furniture. I walked over and pulled it open as instructed. “Inside you’ll find a set of handcuffs. I want you to chain yourself to the handle of the drawer, hands behind your back.”

I set down my phone and keys on top of the dresser and pulled out the handcuffs. I inserted my hand into one, the metal teeth clicking as they fastened around my wrist. Then I threaded the other through the handle of the drawer and placed it against my other wrist.

“Do you have the key?” I asked before locking it in place.

“I dunno, do I?” she shrugged.

I rolled my eyes before tightening the other bracelet around my wrist, cuffing me to the dresser with my arms behind my back, the position pushing my chest out and making my big round tits strain against my singlet.

“Is this the kind of stuff that turns you on?” Lara asked, careful not to add the words ‘when you’re with my mom’.

“It’s a bit of a vanilla example, but yes,” I replied.

“I’m going to punish you for what you’ve done, Madison,” my former bully smirked.

“Whatever you think you can do to hurt me, I can take it. I am a bimbo after all. My holes are up for anything,” I smiled back at her in defiance.

“Oh, I’ll have plenty of fun with your holes, don’t you worry. But that’s not the way I’m going to make you regret what you’ve done.”

I admit her shit-eating grin sparked a curiosity in me. She seemed to know something I didn’t, like she had an ace up her sleeve that would make me apologize sincerely for screwing around with her mom. That was when she walked over to her closet doors, sliding the two pocket doors apart before stepping aside to watch my face as she revealed what was inside.

My heart sank and my blood turned cold as my eyes fell on Sophie, standing there as naked as the day she was born, hugging her tits in an effort to cover them, her pussy shaved hairless and a collar around her neck, a leash dangling off of it. She had a blank expression on her face. No signs of distress or that she was being held against her will. She just looked sort of… defeated.

“Oh, you bitch,” I took a step forward before the rattle of the handcuff chain through the drawer handle reminded me of my predicament.

“Uh uh uh,” Lara wagged a finger at me before cackling at my anger. “You stay where you are if you don’t want me to blow up your whole world.”

I stood on the spot, teeth gritted together as I seethed at the vindictive cunt. Lara reached into the closet and grabbed the leash by the handle, giving it a little tug and making Sophie step out, obeying the girl she hated the most.

“Sophie, you don’t have to do this. It’s not worth it,” I pleaded with my best friend. The mostly innocent petite nerd had no idea what she was in for if she let Lara have her way with her.

“It’s okay, Madison,” she said with her soft-spoken voice. “Lara told me what you did, and how I could make it up to her on your behalf. I want to do this for you. I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said to her in a way only best friends could understand.

Lara pulled on the lead, directing Sophie over to her bed. The small framed nerd followed obediently and without protest, wearing only her glasses and the collar. As wrong as it was seeing her like this, following orders from her enemy, it did look hot as all fuck, A pulse of arousal surged upwards from my pussy as I watched her ass crease as she walked, her tits rippling with each step. Sophie may not have had sex with any guys at school, but it was entirely from lack of trying.

“Get on your knees!” Lara spat in a stern tone once she’d reached the edge of the bed. Sophie did so immediately, dropping down to the floor and looking down at it. “No, look at me,” Lara instructed, holding her by the chin with her free hand and forcing Sophie’s head to tilt up.

“Leave her alone!” I called out in defense of my friend, wishing with all my might that I could trade places with her. “Do what you want to me but leave Sophie out of it.”

“Oh, please. What can I do to you that you wouldn’t be chomping at the bit to do yourself. You’re a slut, Madison. A bimbo. Sweet little Sophie however,” she stroked my best friend’s cheek with a finger, “is gonna learn what my pussy tastes like.”

“No! Sophie, you don’t have to do this. It’s fine, really. I made my bed and I’ll lie in it!” I pleaded with my best friend, making Lara grin wickedly at my desperation.

“It’s okay, Madi,” she replied as she tugged on the sides of Lara’s cotton shorts. “Just let me do it.”

Lara’s shorts fell down to her ankles and she kicked them aside, her bare pussy on display and a fiendish look on her face. She sat back onto the edge of her bed and gazed down at the submissive nerd awaiting her command. She looked back over to me, relishing my look of distress as my best friend let herself be degraded for my sins.

Lara tugged on the leash while watching the look of horror on my face, pulling Sophie between her legs. I squeezed my eyes shut as my bestie’s mouth made contact with her snatch, not wanting to witness Sophie humiliating herself by pleasuring her bully.

“Open them,” Lara said to me. “Watch.”

I didn’t want Sophie’s efforts to go to waste, so I opened my eyes and forced myself to watch. She was on all fours on the floor, her head tilted up and lapping at Lara’s glistening wet lips like a thirsty dog, complete with collar and leash. Another shameful wave of horniness spread through my body at the sight of her.

From my vantage point I could see Sophie’s own freshly shaven snatch between her legs, and I could have sworn her lips were a little puffier than usual, perhaps a little flushed, a slight glint as the light shined on them. As embarrassed as she no doubt was, she was definitely a bit turned on.

“That’s it. Eat it,” Lara cooed from above my BFF, letting go of the leash for just long enough to pull her tank top over her head and expose her large breasts, a sight any guy at school would have killed to see. She took hold of the leash again while her other hand kneaded one of her tits, flicking her already erect nipple.

Lara had obviously had some fun with Sophie prior to my arrival, taking the time to shave my best friend’s snatch and convince her to play along with her little scheme. She kept looking over to me too, loving the look on my face as much as the oral she was receiving. She was worked up and ready to cum.

Sophie might never have been with a guy, but she and I had shared enough nights that she knew what she was doing between a woman’s legs. Her tongue pressed against Lara’s clit, dragging it around with her head movements as she gorged herself on the pretty pink pussy. I stayed silent, not wanting to give Lara the satisfaction of my suffering, the only sounds were those of Sophie’s tongue in her cunt and her heavy breathing while she played with her own tits.

“You eat pussy pretty good for a little dweeb,” Lara said, insulting Sophie as she’d done on many occasions over the years. “Your slut friend taught you well. I taught her, you know. She was just a virgin loser like you before I transformed her. Maybe I could do the same to you. Do you want to be a little blonde bimbo like your friend?”

“Mmm,” Sophie shook her head in the negative, her mouth full of pussy, the head movement dragging Lara’s clit left and right and making her moan in bliss.

“Aww, no fun. Are you sure?” She addressed Sophie in an almost baby voice, talking down to her like she was a child. “Madison loves being a bimbo. She’s eaten this pussy more times than I can count.”

Sophie looked up at her, lips latched over her engorged button, brow creased and eyebrows arched. She shook her head again, making the same sound as before and refusing to be seduced into Lara’s slutty ways. The desperate look on her face coupled with the clitoral stimulation accompanying it made Lara cum.

Her body shuddered on the bed, her free hand pinching one of her nipples as her open mouth let out an almighty moan of appreciation. Her tits jiggled freely as she vibrated against my best friend’s face, Sophie’s tongue never stopping to lap up the cum that dripped out of her perfect snatch. Then Lara reached down and spanked Sophie hard on the ass, making her rump ripple and leaving a red handprint marking her milky white flesh.

Sophie’s own pussy caught my eye as I watched her please her trembling bully. There was definitely a shimmer to it now, an undeniable wetness that suggested she was getting off at the scenario she’d agreed to partake in, despite the humiliation and degradation of it. Hell, perhaps the humiliation and degradation was part of what caused her to become aroused.

Lara let a long string of drool fall out of her mouth and splash onto Sophie’s hairline, my best friend forced to let the warm saliva trickle down her forehead and face. My best friend always had so much confidence about herself, so sure of who she was. To see her on all fours, shaved and spat on, both hurt and aroused me in a very confusing way.

Lara came down from her orgasm, her tits still heaving as she basked in the afterglow of the euphoria brought to her by controlling my best friend. She pushed Sophie’s face off her and stood up, still wearing her permanently placed wicked grin. She pulled up on Sophie’s leash, making her stumble to her feet before leading her to the end of the bed.

Lara turned Sophie to face me and bent her over before wrapping the end of the leash around the waist high bed-post, tying a knot in it so that Sophie couldn’t move. My best friend clawed at the collar around her neck with both hands, trying in vain to loosen it a little. She looked uncomfortable but not distressed, especially with Lara’s cum drying around her lips and saliva streaked down her face.

The sadistic bully walked over to her closet and pulled out a bag hidden in the back, rummaging through its contents until she found what she wanted. She pulled out an oddly shaped pink sex toy with straps hanging off of it. It looked like a standard strap-on dildo, with eight or so inches of pink latex pointing out of one side of it, except on the wearer’s side there was no base plate. Instead, there was a little circular pad, and beneath it a three inch long length with a bulbous head on the end. I furrowed my brow with confusion at how the toy worked, but I had concern for whatever was about to happen to Sophie.

“Do you like my brand new toy?” Lara asked me, holding it out for me to admire.

“What the fuck is it?” I asked.

“I love plowing into a girl with a strap-on, it makes me feel powerful and in charge. But I gotta admit, if there was a way for me to be physically stimulated at the same time… well… I give you: The Reciprocator!”

I looked at her in bemusement, not getting it. Lara’s shoulders sank when she realized I wasn’t in awe of her latest sex toy.

“Oh, come on. I gotta explain it? It’s a smart strap-on! I strap it on like a regular dildo, only this circular pad here sits riiiight on my clit, and I insert this little three inch wonder into my pussy, which covers my G-spot. But here’s why it’s a smart strap-on; it reacts to the tightness and convulsions of whatever the long end is fucking, and stimulates the wearer accordingly. So when I make poor sweet little Sophie over there cum all over this bad boy, I’m gonna be sent to seventh heaven at the same time!”

“Jesus, Lara. Sophie can’t take all that! She’s never been with a guy before. She’s not had anything up there except fingers.”

“You should have thought about that before you fucked my mom. Boop,” she touched the tip of the dildo to my nose as she said it, making my restrained fists clench and anger boil inside of me.

“Your head is completely fucked,” I seethed at her through clenched teeth.

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic. Look, I’ll even lube it up for her,” the naked sadist pulled a bottle of lube out of her bag, inserting the spout of it into the tip of the dildo and squirting some in. “Oh yeah, it ejaculates too,” she added as she removed the nozzle and spread lubricant along the length of the shaft.

After massaging a palmful of goop onto the two protrusions meant for her, Lara fixed the strap-on against her. She slid the three inch length of it inside her vagina, adjusting it so that the circular pad pressed against her clit. Then she fastened the straps around her waist and thighs, completing the assembly of her new sex toy and wielding the pink prick like a slippery weapon.

She stepped over to me and pressed her lips against mine, the head of the dildo pressing into my belly as she kissed me. I’d kissed Lara an uncountable number of times, but never with the contempt that I felt for her at that moment. Still, the sensation of her soft lips interlocking with mine made my head feel light and my pussy purr with a desire I wished I could have switched off.

Lara crossed the room to the bent over Sophie, her fingers still tucked inside her collar in an effort to make it less tight around her throat. The leash was taut behind her, tying her petite, milky white body to the bed frame. Lara positioned herself behind her, running her hands over Sophie’s ass, staring down at the glistening pink pussy that had never had a cock in it.

She pushed in, spearing Sophie with the entire length of the eight inch dildo while wearing a sadistic grin on her face. Sophie’s eyes went wide, as did her mouth as she let out a pained “ohhh” as her virgin cunt was penetrated. Lara made a similar sound but feeling only pleasure as the Reciprocator reacted to Sophie’s warm snatch.

“Ohhh, so tight,” she moaned as her eyelids half closed. As their initial vocal reactions quietened, I could make out the faint buzz of the two vibrating extensions pressed against the wearer.

“Be gentle with her, you bitch!” I spat at Lara for inserting the dildo all in one go.

“I’ll be however I want to be with her. You can take it, can’t you, Sophie?” she reached forward and combed my bestie’s brown hair back over her ear.

“Yes,” Sophie said through gritted teeth, her virginal vagina growing accustomed to being filled by something a lot longer and thicker than any finger.

“Good girl. You always know just what to say,” Lara smirked before pulling back on the fake cock and ramming it into her again.

Sophie yelped and dropped her head down, resting her hands on her knees as Lara gripped her hips and thrust into her again and again. Lara pushed in hard, deep strokes, each time jerking Sophie forward and making the collar around her neck temporarily tighter. Sophie would whimper every time Lara forced the whole shaft into her but gradually, the whimpers faded and morphed into moaning.

“I think she’s starting to like it,” Lara said as she made direct eye contact with me while fucking my friend. “Maybe she’s a little slut after all.”

“I’m not!” Sophie cried out in protest before gasping in pleasure as Lara pushed into her again.

“Don’t give her the satisfaction, Soph,” I said to her, pleading with her to stay quiet.

“Oh, she’s giving me the satisfaction,” Lara said as her jagged thrusts became a rhythmic piston-fucking. “She feels soooo good.”

The buzzing grew louder as Lara’s clit and G-spot were vibrated harder and faster in reaction to Sophie’s tight pussy. Sophie’s ass slapped against her bully’s stomach, the dildo now sliding in and out of her with ease as her lubricated pussy accommodated the eight inches of thick latex. Lara moaned, never taking her eyes off me as she reached around Sophie’s thigh and rubbed her horny clit.

Sophie came. Her head thrust upward as she was lunged forward by a final thrust from Lara before the bully paused, resting the dildo inside my best friend so that her tight pussy could convulse around the toy. Sophie’s hands darted back to her collar to relieve some of the pressure around her neck, her cheeks flushed red with blood and a lack of oxygen as she hoarsely screamed with euphoria.

The Reciprocator lived up to its name, vibrating in tandem with the orgasmic convulsions of Sophie’s tight, warm cunt and sending Lara over the edge. The slutty eighteen-year-old writhed on top of Sophie, her muscles all tensing over and over as she cried out in pleasure in tandem with my submissive best friend. The smart strap-on shot its load into Sophie’s channel, filling her up and mixing with her own natural lubrication before spilling out of her, the sweet goo dripping down onto the carpet along with Lara’s honey.

The pair looked so impossibly sexy cumming together, their cum trickling down the insides and backs of their thighs as they rode out their terrific simultaneous climax. My own shorts were as wet as the carpet beneath them. As ashamed I was to be turned on by Sophie’s submission, I was dying for a release of my own.

Lara pulled out of my best friend, allowing her to collapse into a heap on the floor, still tethered to the bed. Cum and lube continued to drizzle out of her creamy pussy as she leaned against the side of the bed and caught her breath. Lara stood there, proud of her accomplishment, wielding her pink strap-on that glistened with my bestie’s wetness, lubricant dripping out the end of it.

“That felt incredible,” she raked her fingers through her own blonde hair and down her ponytail. “I want to see how it feels in something tighter though.”

She calmly strutted over towards me, opening the top drawer I was shackled to and procuring a key from amongst the clothes inside. She held it up in front of me and winked in an effort to piss me off before freeing both my wrists from the handcuffs.

“Tell me, Madison,” she spoke slowly, over-announciating her words. “Did watching your best friend letting me fuck her turn you on?” As she said it, her hand dove into the waist of my cotton shorts, tracing a finger between my wet, velvety lips. My abs crunched and I inhaled sharply at her touch. “Oh! It did!” she exclaimed excitedly.

“Just do whatever it is you’re going to do,” I said to her, not able to bear her taunting.

“That’s the spirit,” she replied with a deranged smile. She pinched my clit lightly, making me briefly rise to my tiptoes and wince, before she pulled her hand out of my shorts and grabbed onto the front of the waistband, tearing them down my legs in one motion. Then she grabbed the hem of my singlet and pulled it over my head, leaving me completely naked.

She scanned my body up and down, taking in my nakedness, my nipples already hard and sore after watching her fuck my best friend from behind. “You know, Madison, you are still absolutely fuck hot to me,” she shook her head in disbelief as she admired all my curves. “I can’t believe you denied the world of all this for so long. You’re lucky I came along to bimbofy you or so many girls wouldn’t have gotten the chance to see this spectacular sight.”

“Your mom included,” I snarled. It was stupid of me, but I couldn’t help myself. Her inane waffling was making me crazy. I could take any physical punishment she could come up with, I could even just bear her mental punishment of her dominating my best friend, but I couldn’t stand her self-righteous bully bullshit. I put up with it for years, and now that I had self-worth, I wasn’t going to take it anymore.

“Oh, you cunt,” she said indignantly. “Go and lay on my bed! Make sure your legs are spread and held up.”

I did as she said, suppressing a smile at the nerve I’d just struck. I positioned myself on the bed like she said, laying on my back and gripping my legs underneath my knees to hold them up and wide, Sophie still curled up on her knees to the floor next to me. Lara grabbed the bottle of lube and reloaded her strap-on, a load that was destined to shoot into me.

She walked over to me with that evil look on her face, the eight inch dildo hanging off her and dripping in my bestie’s juices. “I think it’s lubricated enough for a slut like you, don’t you think?” She positioned the head of the cock at my asshole, gently pressing into the dark skin. “I wonder if a bimbo’s asshole is tighter than a virgin’s pussy…”

Sophie stirred on the floor next to me. “No! Madi, don’t! You can’t handle that thing, it’s too big!”

I turned my head and looked her in the eyes, “I can take it up the ass, Soph. I’m a bigger bimbo than even Lara, after all.”

Another probably unwise move to goad the person about to fuck me anally, but the look on her face was worth it. She sunk the head of the dildo into my puckered asshole, a searing pain shooting out from my stretched ring. I wanted to yell out, to scream out the pain, but I didn’t. My neck tensed, my jaw clenched and my face grimaced, but I didn’t make a sound. I didn’t want to give Lara the satisfaction nor cause Sophie any distress. This was the price I had to pay, and I was willing to pay it.

Lara pushed the shaft in further, about three inches of the pink latex penetrating my sensitive starfish. Thankfully she didn’t just ram the rod straight into me, and it was plenty slick between Sophie’s cum and the store bought lube. The initial sting of the anal penetration lessened slightly, and I tried my best to relax my anus and let her in, gradually growing accustomed to the invader.

She pushed in further, the two of us locking eyes, a strained look on my face, a merciless one on hers. The vibrating on her clit and G-spot started again as my butthole squeezed against the Reciprocator, the slick dildo sinking further and further into my tight ass. My knuckles went white underneath my knees as I held my legs apart, letting my bimbo bully penetrate me with the full length of the eight inch dick.

“Ohhhh, that feels so good,” she said as she experienced the tightness of my ass through her smart strap-on. “Is it good for you too, baby?”

“I love it,” I said through defiant, gritted teeth. The truth was I didn’t hate it. The initial white hot pain of her inserting the dildo into my unprepared asshole was awful, but it was rapidly fading away and being replaced with a dull burn from the erotic stretch of my ring. A drop of cum leaked out of my shiny snatch and drizzled down to my asshole. I felt like a bigger whore than I ever had, and that was a feeling I never got tired of.

Lara reached between my spread thighs and grabbed my waist before she slowly pulled the dildo almost all the way out, the feeling of it exiting me a lot more pleasurable than when she’d pushed it in. For a fleeting second, my grimace turned into an expression of relief and enjoyment, before Lara reversed again and pushed it all the way back in, faster than the first time. I winced instinctively as I was caught off guard by her speed, and she giggled sadistically at my reaction.

Sophie’s bespectacled head poked up over the side of the mattress, watching wide eyed as Lara pulled out and pushed back in over and over, building up a rhythm as my tight, teenage ass took it all. She looked equal parts mortified and impressed at my ability, her eyes darting between my face and butthole as Lara jammed eight inches into me with each thrust.

The searing pain had all but vanished by the sixth or seventh pump, and now I felt only the dull soreness of my ring being stretched to a limit it had never felt before. It felt hot as hell. My neck untensed and my head fell back onto the bed, I even let out a little pleasure moan. Lara rocked her hips back and forth, my butthole no longer resisting her, eager to swallow up all she had to offer.

“Jesus, you really are such a slut, Madison,” my bully commented as she saw me starting to enjoy myself. “You feel so tight, my clit’s being vibrated like crazy!”

It felt so good having my ass filled with the latex dildo, my pussy ached for some attention. I let go of one of my legs and started rubbing my clit, the button was so stiff and horny that it wouldn’t take much for me to cum.

“No!” Lara swatted my hand away, never stopping her rhythmic piston motion. “You don’t have to finger yourself. What are friends for?”

With that, Lara reached down and undid the clasp around Sophie’s neck, freeing the nerdy submissive from her leash but keeping the collar around her neck. Sophie knew where she was needed and this time was happy to help. She eagerly climbed onto the bed and threw one of her legs over my head, her own falling into my upturned cunt and licking it feverishly as Lara’s tummy bumped the top of her head with every push.

I let out a loud moan of approval at the cunnilingus being paired with the ass-fucking. An incredible combination of kinky lesbian love-making that drove me absolutely wild. Sophie’s arms joined the mess of others around my lower half, with hers reaching underneath me to hold my butt cheeks while mine held my legs apart and Lara’s gripped my waist. Our limbs made a big lesbian pretzel and it felt so hot being in the middle of it.

The height challenged Sophie meant that her pussy hovered directly above my collarbone, her used hole still dripping lubricant out of it after her own fucking. I forced my head off the bed and gorged myself on her, licking through the complex folds of her delicious pink while she did the same to me. I wanted to make her cum, but my own orgasm was approaching too rapidly. It all just felt so naughty, so hot, so impossibly good.

I roared into Sophie’s snatch as Lara sunk the strap-on into me all the way and held it there at the same time that my bestie sucked on my engorged clit. Overwhelmed with ecstasy, the initial spray of cum from my pussy flicked all over Sophie’s glasses and Lara’s belly, before the rest leaked out of my pulsating snatch and down around the ring of my ass and circumference of the dildo inside of it. My butthole spasmed uncontrollably with the incredible orgasm, massaging the smart strap-on with its convulsions and sending Lara into another dimension with me.

Her cries mimicked my own as the dildo squirted its contents into my rectum, the stimulation of her clit and G-spot making her cum even harder than she had in my friend. She squeezed my waist as she unloaded into me, her big bimbo tits jiggling as she vibrated on the spot with her third climax of the evening.

Just as I thought my orgasm was winding down, Lara rode over the crest of her enormous wave of euphoria, and slid the dildo all the way out of my ass as she stumbled back and slid down the nearest wall onto her butt. The move sent orgasm number two tearing through me as my gaped asshole contracted to it’s normal, tight size and the load of lubricant leaked out of it. Sophie licked through my glistening lips over and over, collecting as much of my fragrant nectar as she could, starving for the stuff. I looked at her pretty, shaved snatch and thought what a shame it was that she hadn’t come on the journey to bimbofication with me. She’d have made such a good slut.

I let go of my legs and my feet fell to the floor with a thud. Sophie avoided my sensitive snatch and instead gently kissed around my puffy lower lips. My tits heaved against her belly as I took in deep breaths of air, exhausted from the intense double-orgasm from the slutty new experience. I tapped Sophie’s ass and she climbed off of me, turning around on the bed and stroking my cheek as she placed soft kisses down the side of my face and neck.

I looked up to see Lara on the floor a few feet away. She leant against the wall and stroked her wearable cock softly as if it was real, her unblinking face staring into space as she twitched with unpredictable aftershocks from her own ridiculous climax.

“Are we even now?” I asked the messy heap of a bully on the floor.

She snapped out of her daze and made eye contact with me, a blank look still on her face. “I uh… I guess so,” she stammered, her brain rebooting.

If she was her mother she would have put Sophie and I into a bath, gently washing off the dried cum on our skin and dribbling lube out of our holes. But she wasn’t. As much as she wished she could have the prowess and power of Mrs Sutherland, she was still just Miss Sutherland after all.

Sophie and I climbed off the bed and I collected my clothes off the floor while Sophie went into the attached bathroom to retrieve hers. We redressed slowly, sorely, our shorts being particularly hard to step into. Lubricant drizzled out of my ring and into my cotton shorts as we walked past the spent Lara, still on the floor and watching us leave without protest.

Sophie helped me down the stairs and we exited through the back door and out to my car. I drove us to Sophie’s house, her parents thankfully not around to ask questions about where we’d been dressed like we were, and why we were walking funny. We both got in the shower and took turns to wash each other off, cleansing ourselves of the sadistic pleasure our bully made us feel.

We climbed into bed and snuggled for a while before making soft, gentle love to one another. It was a love of friendship, but a powerful one nonetheless. I may not have cum as violently as I did in Lara’s bedroom, but it felt just as satisfying knowing that it was with my best friend.

That summer I saw Lara around at a few parties, but we didn’t talk to each other. I continued to see Mrs Sutherland whenever the opportunity presented itself, my dominant mistress none the wiser about her daughter’s knowledge of our relationship. She was ecstatic when I suggested to her that she fuck my ass, in awe of my sluttiness and desperation to please her.

It was a sex-filled summer that I would never forget. I revisited all my lesbian flings at least once, with the exception of Lara and Imogen. Brandon’s sister was at a party once and she rimmed me in the bathroom while I fingered myself. Ms Taylor and I caught up at a coffee shop under the pretense of college preparation before we sixty-nined back at her house. And of course Sophie and I had sex plenty of times. Hell, Mrs Sutherland even invited Amanda to our hotel room one time so that she could try out our new toy: the Reciprocator.

Even though my relationship with Lara had ended on a slightly sour note, we would nod politely when we ran into each other. We’d gone from best friends in middle school, to arch enemies, to lovers, to casual acquaintances. All in all, I was grateful to her for the path that she set me on. I’d lost my virginity, opened myself up to new experiences and discovered my own self-worth and confidence.

I was a bimbo and I was ready for college.

THE END
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My Lesbian Awakening: Bookworm To Bimbo 1

Reagan hates all the attention Madison gets just for being a hot, buxom blonde bimbo. But Madison sees the slutty potential in the plain looking brunette, and wants to transform her in her own image. Tired of being dismissed as a shy nerd, Reagan finds her nympho nemesis' offer too tempting to refuse.

She thought it would be a simple makeover, she didn't realize her bimbofication would involve being shaved and experimenting with lesbianism. But her tutor shows her just how good a woman's mouth can feel, and before long, Reagan is loving exploring her sapphic side. Perhaps lesbian sex will be the best part of being a lecherous slut?
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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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