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Corrupting My Shy Best Friend

It had been a painfully innocent Saturday at Lara’s house. Her parents were home which made it difficult for us to fuck each other. Of course, I was also regularly having sex with her mom, but neither of them knew about my trysts with the other. Her dad was so busy with work I barely ever saw him, but he unfortunately had the day off and was hanging around like a bad smell, meaning my inner slut was being teased by both women in the house with no outlet.

It was shaping up to be an equally uninteresting Saturday night for me too. Lara had plans with someone, Mrs and Mr Sutherland had a scheduled date night, and my boyfriend Brandon wouldn’t stop texting me. I just knew I was going to end up at his house having unsatisfying sex with him whilst thinking of my much hotter lesbian rendezvous’.

It wasn’t that I didn’t like Brandon, I’d pined for years over him, after all. It was just that ever since Lara opened my eyes to the pleasures of lesbian sex, the thought of sleeping with Brandon had lost its luster a little bit. He’d probably give me some sloppy oral for about five minutes before complaining that his jaw was tired, and then pump himself into me for another two until he came. I hoped college boys were better lays than the high school ones, or I might have to make access to my pussy exclusive to women only.

I sat on the couch next to Lara, her parents in their armchairs arranged around the living room. We’d been watching home renovation shows on TV for the last couple of hours and the initial thrill of judging people’s stylistic choices had worn thin, boredom was starting to set in as the afternoon sun began to lower.

“Looks like Dad’s out,” Lara giggled, nodding towards her father who’d fallen asleep in his armchair.

“Typical,” Mrs Sutherland said.

“Well, I think that’s my cue,” Lara continued. “I’ve got to shower and start getting ready for tonight. Mom, Madison,” she excused herself.

I watched the horny blonde’s ass crease with each step in her tiny shorts as she leapt up from the couch and shot up the stairs. I considered making some excuse to join her up there so I could eat her pussy in the shower, but too much of me wanted to stay and spend some time with Mrs Sutherland, my favorite woman to spend intimate time with.

“C’mon,” Mrs Sutherland mouthed as she got up from her recliner and made her way towards the kitchen area of the giant open plan room that anyone from the renovation shows would be proud of.

I climbed off my couch quietly, watching Mr Sutherland carefully and trying not to disturb his slumber. I followed the older woman behind the island counter where she opened the fridge and produced a bowl of strawberries.

“You look so hot in your little shorts and singlet, I’ve been wet for the last hour thinking about all the things I want to do to you,” Mrs Sutherland said in a hushed tone, her husband asleep only ten yards away.

“It’s been too long, we need to get another hotel room. I want you to fuck me however you want,” I replied, lusting for the older woman as much as she was me.

Of all the people I was sleeping with on the regular, fucking this sexy, older MILF was the hottest to me. It felt so incredibly naughty hooking up with my friend’s mom twice my age and letting her do whatever she wanted to my young, slutty body. Lara may not have known I was fucking her mom, but she was the one that made me into a bimbo, so in a way she was weirdly responsible for the forbidden tryst. If she’d never bimbofied me, Mrs Sutherland wouldn’t have run into me wet and wearing her daughters revealing clothes, awakening decades-long dormant lesbian urges.

Mrs Sutherland picked up a strawberry and held it out in front of my mouth. She watched me through half closed eyes as I wrapped my plump lips around it, biting down and sucking the fruit off the stem. Her mouth was parted as she watched me and I could see her tongue moving around inside of it, hungry for her eighteen year old slut.

“How’s it taste?” she asked.

“Delicious.”

“Show me,” she said, setting the bowl down on the counter and pressing her face against mine.

Our lips both parted and her tongue swirled around inside my mouth, tasting the fruit vicariously off my tongue. It felt so good to be kissing her again. As much as I loved being with Mrs Sutherland, our opportunities to see each other alone were few and far between. We’d been starved of each other and desperate to have sex.

She reached around me and slipped a hand beneath the elastic waistband of my shorts, squeezing my rump as she moaned softly into my mouth. With her other hand she took a handful of boob, caressing my pliable flesh.

I broke the kiss, worried about Mrs Sutherland’s friskiness. I was already horny enough as it was, to have her turning me on even more was unfair when we couldn’t do anything about it.

“What are you doing? Your husband is right there,” I waved to the snoring man in the armchair.

“Oh trust me, Madison, he’ll be passed out for at least the next hour,” she said with a determined voice.

“And what if he doesn’t? Or what if your daughter comes down those stairs and catches us?”

“The risk of that happening just makes it all the hotter,” she smiled at me before grabbing me by the hips and spinning me around.

She pushed me down so that I bent over the island counter, looking into the living room as Mrs Sutherland whipped down my shorts and panties to my ankles and kneeling down behind me. She wasted no time getting to work in my achingly aroused snatch, pushing her tongue into my pink and swirling it around.

I leaned harder against the counter and opened my mouth, letting out an inaudible gasp of pleasure at the feeling of having my favorite woman eating me out in her kitchen. My eyes were trained on her husband, terrified that he’d wake up to find his wife with her tongue in the cookie jar of an eighteen year old. Mrs Sutherland was right though, the thrill just made it all the hotter.

I tried to be as quiet as possible, moaning almost silently as Mrs Sutherland’s tongue squelched against my wetness. The eager older woman grabbed my bare ass with both hands, kneading my rump as she devoured my pussy. I could feel the coldness of the quartz countertop through my singlet, making my nipples hard even through my bra. I felt so naughty, so slutty, so good to be this big of a bimbo.

Mrs Sutherland tickled my clit with the tip of her tongue and sent me over the edge. She felt too good, her slippery tongue pressing my love button in just the right way. I started cumming and she slid her tongue through my lips over and over, collecting my sticky sex.

My mouth opened wide and brow creased as I vibrated against the kitchen counter, trying desperately to hold the moan. I failed, letting out a single, piercing cry of ecstasy, unable to contain myself with the hotness overload of what was being done to me.

Mr Sutherland snapped awake at the shrill sound, his head searching around the living room for the source. “Huh… what’s going on?” he said, disoriented but thankfully facing away from us.

I stood bolt upright as my orgasm continued to ripple through me, trying not to twitch too violently. Mrs Sutherland darted up from her knees, standing behind me at the counter just as Mr Sutherland turned around to see us.

“Did something happen?” he said as he looked at us from his armchair.

“No, nothing dear,” Mrs Sutherland tried her best to act natural as she pulled my shorts and panties back up, the kitchen counter thankfully high enough to block her husband’s view of my bare pussy currently dribbling cum down the insides of my thighs.

Mr Sutherland looked at us with a baffled expression, particularly at me, who unbeknownst to him was trying to cover up the fact that I’d just climaxed in his kitchen. I vibrated on the spot, a look of total concentration on my face as I tried to stifle any further moans.

“We were just having some strawberries,” Mrs Sutherland picked one up from the bowl on the counter. “And they’re oh so good. Sorry if we woke you.”

She bit down on the fruit and made an exaggerated groan at how delicious it was, trying to cover up the lewd act she’d just performed, letting the juice spill onto her chin as an alibi for my glistening cum coating it. Her husband still looked at us with a quizzical expression, trying to decide if he was buying it but obviously unable to come up with any other possible explanation. The thought of his wife going down on his daughter’s friend was obviously too far-fetched to even consider. He turned back around and settled into his armchair.

“Oh, why would you pick that color paint?” He expressed his disdain for the renovators on TV, dismissing the loud eaters in the kitchen.

Mrs Sutherland gave me a pat on the butt and got my attention, opening her eyes wide with a cheeky grin on her face as if to say ‘can you believe we got away with it?’ My heart pounded from the blood pressure raising cocktail of fear and pleasure I’d just experienced.

The sexy cougar grabbed a paper towel and wiped away the streaks of cum trickling down the insides of my legs before giving me a wink. We both went and sat back down in our previous places, settling in for another episode of banal renovations.

My phone buzzed on the coffee table, and although I was thankful for the distraction, it was no doubt just another message from Brandon trying to convince me to come over. At this point, it seemed like the most likely scenario for my evening, but at least now the day wasn’t completely sexless. My bimbo personality had been at least temporarily satiated.

To my surprise, the text message wasn’t from Brandon at all, but rather my best friend, Sophie. I smiled when I saw it was from her. Although she’d been my bestie for many years now, I had been kind of neglecting her these past few weeks with my new bimbo lifestyle taking priority over everything else. Between Lara, her mom, Brandon and unexpected menages with cheerleaders, I just hadn’t had time for poor old Sophie lately.

‘Madi! What are you doing tonight? We really need to see each other. My parents are out all night, we could get a pizza and watch a movie?’ the text read.

Bless her, we hadn’t really spoken since I last blew her off for a house party and she had every right to be mad with me. Yet she was always so forgiving and patient. I really owed her at least a pizza and movie night, and now that Mrs Sutherland had made me cum, I wasn’t feeling quite as sexually frustrated. To hell with my boyfriend, I was gonna have a quiet night in with Sophie.

‘I’ll be there. Can’t wait.’ I texted back.

Eventually, Lara came down the stairs, showing plenty of skin for her hot date and making her daddy wince. He kept quiet though, as did Mrs Sutherland. She certainly had no moral ground to stand on after what she’d just done to me in the kitchen.

I wished my parents were as cool as Lara’s. They had not been particularly accepting of my blonde hair and skimpy outfits of late. But we’d always had a deal: I could start dating once I turned eighteen. I’m sure their version of that was probably more along the lines of holding hands with a boy at a movie, but I loved the bimbo lifestyle too much, and having hot sex with multiple women of varying ages and experience was just too good to deny myself.

Lara’s parents went to get ready for their date night and I drove Lara out to the bar she was meeting someone at. She always played coy when it came to who else she was fucking, and I didn’t even know if it was a man or woman she was meeting. In any case, her reluctance to tell me about the other fuck-buddies she had in her life made it easier for me to keep the secret that I was fucking her mom from her. Our ‘don’t ask, don’t tell, now eat my pussy’ arrangement sure worked for us.

Night had fallen by the time I got to Sophie’s. I pulled into the driveway of the house I used to spend almost every weekend at, and yet it seemed almost alien to me. I wasn’t ashamed of my new sex-driven lifestyle, but it was as if the windows of the house were staring at me, looking down on me judgmentally.

Despite my excitement at seeing my best friend properly for the first time in weeks, I was slightly nervous to spend time with Sophie. I was going to have to tell her what I’d been up to, and I wasn’t sure how she’d react to my new nympho identity. We’d been two losers through most of high school, both angry and resentful of our own virginity. Now I’d taken a huge sexual leap forward, leaving her in the dust.

I took in a deep breath and steeled myself before knocking on the front door. I heard the thud of hurried footsteps from the other side and it swung open, revealing my bestie in a loose t-shirt and ill-fitting jeans. Beaming at me, Sophie threw her arms around my neck and hugged me tightly, ecstatic to see her best friend.

I hugged her back, sharing the sentiment. I felt the warmth of my best friend both figuratively and literally as our bodies pressed together through our very different clothes, with mine showing a lot more skin than hers.

“It’s so good to see you,” she said as we broke the embrace. “Come in. Come in.”

I kicked my shoes off, followed her inside and through to the living room I knew so intimately, made so many memories in. A giant pizza box sat on the coffee table with a soda to either side of it. Sophie was prepared for my arrival.

“The pizza only just got here so it’s still hot, don’t worry,” she said as we took our seats on the couch.

“Oh, good,” I smiled, taking a sip of my soda. “So, what have you been up to?”

Sophie shot me a look. “Oh, c’mon, you know what I’ve been up to. I’m just doing the same old stuff. I’ve been rewatching Buffy for the hundredth time, studying my ass off, the usual. I got new glasses, do you like?” She turned her head slightly to the side so that I could admire her new frames.

“I do! I noticed them, they really suit your face,” I replied honestly. Sophie was by no means unattractive, and her residence in virgin-land was entirely self-inflicted. She had a cute face with a button nose and gorgeous brunette hair that she always wore in a ponytail because she couldn’t be bothered to brush it.

She was short and thin, with perky boobs that weren’t as big as mine but always hidden under baggy clothing. With a modicum of effort, she could play into her cute petiteness and have her choice of plenty of guys at school, but she was never interested. Until recently, I suppose I’d been the same, so I couldn’t judge.

“The real question is, what have you been up to little Miss Blonde,” she poked me in the ribs playfully as she took a swig of her own soda.

I chuckled at her remark and ran a hand through my fake blonde hair, Lara having made me dye it as part of the bimbofication process. “Oh yeah, I just thought I could do with a change. The brown hair wasn’t really working for me, y’know?”

“Wasn’t working for you to get Brandon, you mean,” she interpreted my words. “Now you’re hanging out with Lara Sutherland, what’s that all about? You’ve hated her for years, she was always such a cunt to you.”

“Yeah, well, I went around to her house one day to confront her about her flirting with Brandon and she showed me kindness. She’s still a little cunty from time to time, but she’s not so bad.”

“So you just forgave her for years of torment because she said some nice things to you?” Sophie asked, her voice dripping with disbelief.

“Well, it’s a little more nuanced than that.”

“So tell me,” Sophie said, her friendliness beginning to give way to indignation. She was feeling abandoned and betrayed by my hanging out with the girl who’d made my life miserable for most of high school.

“It’s kind of hard to explain, Soph.”

“Come on, Madison. I’ve been searching for an explanation for literal weeks and have yet to come up with one that makes any sense. One day it was just like a switch flipped in you and suddenly you have blonde hair, your clothes leave little to the imagination and you finally start dating Brandon without telling me anything about it!”

“My clothes don’t leave little to the imagination, they just invite it.”

“Madi!”

“Alright, alright! Lara helped me… change, I guess. I was sick of being a virgin and I was sick of being me. I’d spent my first eighteen years under parent-dicated rule and I didn’t want to let the last few months of high school slip by without at least trying with Brandon.”

“So, you’re not a virgin anymore?”

“No, Sophie. I’m not,” I said, understatement of the year.

“I can’t believe how much is going on in your life now that I know nothing about,” Sophie said, with sadness in her voice.

“You’re right, I’m sorry. I have been a bit preoccupied with it all lately. After Lara showed me a whole new world of sexual possibilities it’s been hard for me to focus on anything else. I’ve neglected a few aspects of my life and I’m sorry that you’ve been one of them.”

“What do you mean Lara showed you a whole new world of sexual possibilities?”

“Huh?”

“Didn’t Lara just help you dye your hair and get a new wardrobe so that you could be with Brandon? What, did she teach you how to give a blowjob or something?”

“Um, not exactly. That’s actually another thing that’s new about me. You see the day I went around to confront Lara, we ended up sort of, um, having sex.”

“You had sex with Lara Sutherland!?”

“I did,” I said, offering a playful smile as if to say ‘what are ya gonna do?’

“But now you’re having sex with Brandon?”

“Well, kinda both.”

“Together!?”

“No, separately. Brandon doesn’t really know.”

“So you’re a whore now?”

The word would probably turn me on if Lara or her mom had called me it in the heat of passion, but it stung being accused of it by Sophie.

“I’m not a whore, I’m just sex-positive now! And it makes me feel good.”

“Oh please, you’re a whore,” Sophie said, starting to become upset at the series of revelations.

“Everyone’s a whore compared to you, Sophie. You’ve never done anything! You don’t know anything about the pleasure of being with someone else, certainly not of being with a woman. You don’t even want to know!”

Sophie went quiet all of a sudden. Her bottom lip quivered and her eyes welled up with tears, but they didn’t spill. She just stared at me silently for a moment, choosing her next words.

“I want to know, Madi,” she said softly. “I just, I don’t know, been scared I guess. It’s safer not to try.”

I reached out and put a comforting hand on my friend’s shoulder. “You know that I know what that feels like. I was the same. Now I’m not. Believe me when I tell you, it’s so much better this way.”

Sophie stared back at me for a moment, before she turned her head and kissed my hand, then rubbed her cheek on it. “So show me?” she said.

I just looked back at her, taken aback by her words. What did she mean? Did she want me to give her a makeover like Lara did me, or did she want me to fuck her like Lara did me?

“Show you what?” I tried to clarify.

“Madison, I’m as tired as you were of being a virgin. Now we’re both eighteen and you’re so far ahead of me with sex. If having sex with women is as good as you say it is, then I want to see for myself.”

“And you want to do that… now? With me?”

“Why not? You’re my best friend and I trust you. The thought of being thrust into by some horny guy is kind of terrifying. I’d rather my first time be with someone I love, someone who I know will take care of me.”

The bimbo inside of me was screaming at me to tear her clothes off and show her how good I could make her feel, but the best friend in me was worried about making things weirder between us. I’d never looked at Sophie in a sexual light before, but her request did cause a pang of horniness in my groin that I couldn’t ignore.

“You want to be a slut too?” I tried to clarify.

“I don’t know. Maybe? I don’t know if I’ll want to keep having sex with women after. But I know I don’t want to be a virgin anymore.”

All the things Lara had taught me echoed through my mind. I had to be open to all kinds of unexpected experiences, and I should always say yes. It was a slutty philosophy that had led me to have sex with Mrs Sutherland, a threeway with Lara and Imogen, and got me my boyfriend. Our years of friendship, innocent sleepovers and confiding in each other meant nothing, corrupting my virgin best friend was just another step in my bimbo journey.

“Oh, you’re gonna want to keep having lesbian sex once I’m through with you,” I said, making my mind up.

I used the hand I had on her shoulder to grab Sophie by the back of her head and pull her towards me. Our faces met between us on the couch and I kissed her, feeling her soft, tentative lips on my own.

My best friend opened her mouth and I entered, swirling my tongue clockwise around hers. Sophie moaned into me as she gave in to her lesbian desires, the inexperienced brunette losing herself in me. It felt weirdly hot to be kissing my best friend, someone who I was so close with, yet never considered sexually before Lara had bimbofied me.

My pussy grew warm with horniness as I enjoyed Sophie’s virginal lips. This mouth had never eaten pussy before, never had a cock between them. As far as I’m aware she’d only ever kissed two guys, and yet here she was, making out with her slutty friend on her couch.

Sophie’s glasses fogged with our collective breath as our lips melded together, our mouths expressing years of love and friendship in such an intimate way. I broke the kiss, a shared string of spit stretching between our lips before snapping and falling onto my chin. I left it there and looked at my bestie’s face.

Her cheeks were flushed red with blood, her eyes still closed and lips still pouted as she basked in the afterglow of such an intimate, arousing kiss. This virgin had no idea what was in store for her. She wasn’t just going to be losing her virginity to her best friend, she was going to be losing it to a total nympho, and I was going to make her glimpse nirvana by the time I was done with her.

“That was…” she started but couldn’t find the words.

“I know,” I smiled, remembering the first time Lara kissed me.

“You and Lara do that pretty often then, huh?”

“Oh, we do a lot more than kiss,” I pulled my singlet over my head and unclasped my bra, tossing it aside and revealing my bare breasts to my best friend.

Sophie’s eyes went wide as she stared at my round tits. We’d never been the type of girls to change in front of each other or talk about our bodies, so seeing me topless was a new experience for her. We’d always been too shy to show much of ourselves to anyone. One of us had outgrown that.

“Oh, my,” she said at the sight of what I considered to be one of my best features.

After years of hiding them underneath baggy t-shirts, I’d had the boys at school drooling over my big round tits the last few weeks as I felt more comfortable displaying them. Sophie had a similar look on her face as she admired my chest, maybe a hint of jealousy mixed in there.

“Now you show me yours,” I said, purposefully being the first to undress so that Sophie didn’t freak out.

“I don’t know,” she said, rubbing her arm with awkwardness. Apparently my plan wasn’t as good as I thought.

“How are we supposed to have sex if you won’t take your clothes off?”

“Maybe we could go to my room and turn all the lights off?”

“No way, Soph. I know you have a perky little body under there and you should feel sexy showing it off. I want to see you naked. Here, let me help you.”

I grabbed hold of the bottom of the shy nerd’s t-shirt, and Sophie put her hands down, blocking me from pulling it up. I gave her a look, and her eyes met mine with anxiety behind them.

“It’s okay, Sophie,” I said softly. “It’s just me.”

Slowly, she took her hands away from her waist, and allowed me to pull her shirt over her head, raising her arms to assist me. Underneath, her perky little B-cups sat housed in their bra, and Sophie immediately covered herself with her arms.

I tossed the shirt aside and put my hands on her wrists, gently guiding them away before I reached behind her and unclasped her bra. Sophie let me slide the straps down her arms and she joined me in my toplessness. I smiled at the sight of her beautiful round breasts, her nipples already erect with the mixture of fear and arousal at what she was doing, a cocktail I was very familiar with after my afternoon delight with Mrs Sutherland.

“They’re not as big as yours,” my best friend said with a hint of shame.

“They’re absolutely gorgeous,” I said honestly.

“You really mean it?”

“Let me show how much I mean it,” I said as I lent over and cupped one of her tits, taking its nipple in my mouth and flicking her hard nub with my tongue.

Sophie inhaled sharply at my soft mouth tending to her. Her back straightened a little more, her legs squirmed, she was loving it, of course. I moved to her other nipple and gently bit down on it with my front teeth, eliciting a slight moan from my bestie. The tip of my tongue flicked out like a lizard tasting the air, teasing her erect nipple the way Mrs Sutherland had taught me.

“How does that feel?” I asked her redundantly, but I wanted to hear her say it.

“So impossibly good,” she replied as I pulled my head away from her chest, her areola glistening with my saliva in the low light.

“Why don’t we take those pants off and I can show you what else my mouth can do.”

“Oh, I dunno, Madi. Can you go first?”

“Sure,” I smiled comfortingly. I stood up from the couch and pulled my shorts and panties down my legs without a second thought.

It was hard to believe that being naked was such a big deal for me a few weeks ago. Now it felt like my natural state. If I was naked in a room with someone else, I was going to be having fun. I was a bimbo, after all.

I stood tall and proud in front of my best friend in my nude state. Sophie’s eyes kept looking me up and down, trying to take me all in and looking a little overwhelmed at the visual smorgasbord I was providing her.

“Wow,” she breathed. “What happened to your pubes?”

“To be a bimbo Lara said I had to shave them off. I’m completely hairless everywhere below the eyebrows. Give me your hand.”

Sophie reached out slowly and I took her hesitant hand, placing it on my smooth, teenage skin. I guided her over my large breasts, along my collarbone and down my midline, her fingertips brushing against me and making my skin electrified wherever I took her.

I felt Sophie taking control, and I let go of her wrist, allowing her to explore my body freely with her inquisitive hand. She touched, caressed and lightly prodded all over me, feeling my flat stomach, my hips and thighs. She spent particularly long on my mound, brushing herself against my hairless mons, her eyes widening and mouth opening as she did so, completely entranced with my body.

With a bout of confidence, she put her hand on my hip and turned me around, before continuing her exploration down my back, taking her time on my plump ass and even giving me a little squeeze. Goosebumps spread down the back of my thighs and a shiver shot up my spine as my bestie touched the backs of my knees, causing me to arch my back just a little. It felt so intimate and sexy having Sophie touch me all over.

I turned back around and she reached up to my breasts again. I intercepted her hand and took one of her fingers into my mouth, wrapping my tongue around her digit and sliding my juicy lips down it’s length. Sophie looked up at me, still entranced by her newly sexualized best friend, her eyebrows raising briefly as I sucked her finger.

I used some force and pulled her by the extended arm off the couch so that the petite brunette stood directly in front of me, albeit a head shorter. She looked so sexy from the waist up, her porcelain skin bare for my eyes to feast on. She looked at me through her glasses with anticipation, wondering what I was going to do next.

“Well, I’m naked,” I pointed out.

“Yes, you are,” she looked down at my nude body yet again, still unable to take it all in.

“That makes it your turn.”

“Okay,” she said, steeling herself to make good on her commitment.

Hesitant but determined, Sophie unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them off her hips. The denim was so ill-fitting that they practically fell straight down her legs and into a bunch around her ankles. She wore a pair of plain white cotton panties, not very sexy but I could just make out the darkness of her pubic hair below. Sophie seemed unable to take them down too.

I stepped forward and curled my fingers inside the front of the waistline of her panties, making her flinch but not push me away. “Do you trust me?” I asked. Sophie nodded and I pulled down her underwear, letting them join her jeans at her feet.

I looked down at the body of my petite best friend, all naturale from years of voluntary sexual repression. She still looked hot though, in her ponytail and glasses, a lush bush between her legs, the occasional freckle dotted around her otherwise milky white skin. She was an innocent, eighteen year old virgin, and I was going to do nasty things to her supple body.

“You’re absolutely beautiful, Sophie,” I said honestly. She was in need of some downstairs grooming but the bush did kind of suit her. The thick, black pubes contrasted against her porcelain skin and I couldn’t wait to get lost in there.

Sophie still looked unsure, her brow creased in shyness and uncomfortability at being naked in front of someone else. Soon, I would turn those brow lines into creases of ecstasy. I grabbed hold of her hips and guided her back down onto the couch. I parted her legs and knelt between them on the floor, her pink pussy clearly visible amongst her jungle of pubes.

My BFF chewed nervously on the end of her finger as I kissed up the insides of her thighs. Her body tensed and she took in a sharp breath every time I pressed my lips against her skin. As I made my way up her leg though, I could feel the warmth steaming off of her pussy against my cheek. Despite her innocent unsureness, she was definitely turned on.

I arrived at her snatch and breathed in her scent, her pheromones collected by her tuft of pubes and inhaled by me. Her sex penetrated my nostrils, stinging them wonderfully with her feminine aroma. My own pussy thrummed with excitement at being so close to Sophie’s, so close to adding another girl to my diary of sexual experiences.

I poked my tongue out and just touched it to her pink, making Sophie quiver on the couch. She wrapped her lips around her own finger and closed her eyes, letting out a stammered moan at the first ever tongue touching her pussy.

I smiled up at her from between her legs, merely a taste of what she was about to experience. This must have been how Lara felt when she seduced me in her bedroom, when she started me on this journey of sexual freedom.

Poking my tongue out again, I licked up her slit, tasting the delicious nectar seeping out of her warm pink. Sophie began writhing on the couch as I licked her again and again, exploring her folds. Her thick pubes tickled my nose and cheeks as my mouth went to work, burying myself in the pussy of my virgin best friend.

“Oh, Madi, that feels so good,” she said with a staggered breath in between moans of pleasure on the couch.

I didn’t bother replying, I just let my tongue do the talking. I did all the things Lara and her mom had taught me over the last few weeks, finding my best friend's sensitive spots and making her squirm. She smelt terrific and womanly, and I loved being buried in her lush jungle of hair as I ate her cunt passionately.

Sophie’s perky little tits heaved as she sucked in deep breaths, her legs quivering to either side of me. It wasn’t going to take much to make this petite virgin cum. Especially not with a tongue as practiced as mine.

I concentrated my oral assault on her clit, pushing her hood back with my top lip to afford me greater access to the hidden little spot. I circled it and flicked it with the tip of my tongue, teasing the engorged bundle of nerves and making Sophie’s moans shift into a higher gear. She breathed faster, and I reached up and grabbed one of her pretty little tits, twisting her nipple just enough for her to feel it. Sophie drew in a sharp breath and held it, and for a moment she was completely silent and still.

Then she exploded. Her hips bucked against my face, her bush brushing against my skin as she undulated uncontrollably on the couch. She grabbed a nearby pillow and buried her face in it, letting out a high pitched squeal of ecstasy as her best friend sucked her slit and tweaked her nipple.

Precious honey spilled out of her, and I pushed my tongue between her lips to collect as much as I could, the rest painting my chin and mouth. Sophie’s legs pinned to the sides of my head, gripping me and muffling her blissful cries even more. Her muscles spasmed as she experienced the tidal wave that was her first orgasm given to her by someone else.

Once she was spent, she collapsed into a heap, her legs falling away from my head, the pillow dropping away from her face. She panted as she recovered, and I took my face out of her snatch, admiring her mess of pubes shimmering with cum and saliva.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, looking down at me with a blank affect on her face.

I smiled up at her, another woman I’d made cum for me. I was amassing quite the collection on my slutty exploits. I wiped her cum off my chin with the back of my hand and took a seat on the couch next to her while she recovered.

“So, Lara made you cum like that and that was it, you were some kind of a sex maniac from then?” she asked, her tone more curious than judgemental.

“Well, she shaved me first, but yeah.”

“She shaved you!?”

“Yeah, she wouldn’t go down on me until I was hairless like her.”

“Do you think I need to shave?”

“Only if you want to be a bimbo like us. Otherwise, maybe just a trim, but I kinda like it. It’s wild and natural.”

I made eye contact with my bestie, the pair of us falling silent for a moment. It was Sophie’s turn to go down on me, but she didn’t seem sure how to proceed.

“I don’t know if I can do it, Madi,” she admitted.

“I know it can be daunting, but as a woman you have the necessary skills, trust me. They’re like… a natural instinct inside us or something. Lara always says even the most inexperienced girl can still make her cum harder than any guy.”

“I’m not sure,” her blank stare was starting to give way to insecurity and unsureness again.

“I have an idea,” I said as I turned my whole body towards her, laying back against the armrest of the couch. I hooked one leg over the back of the sofa and found the floor with the other, spreading myself.

Sophie’s eyes went wide as she copped an eyeful of my glistening snatch, my puffy lips a dark shade of pink with arousal. I reached down and started playing with myself, moving my middle finger up and down between my lips and rubbing my clit.

“I’ll just have some fun by myself, and if you feel the need to join in, you can,” I announced.

Sophie was transfixed by my masturbation, she watched on as I pleased myself, using my pointer and ring fingers to spread my pink and my middle finger to fiddle with my clit. My BFF pulled both her legs up onto the couch and turned towards me, sitting on her heels. She looked curious and lustful, but at the same time scared.

I reached around my thigh with my other hand and pushed a digit inside my channel, coating it with my copious wetness before pulling it out and dragging it south, massaging my asshole with tiny circles. My head fell back as I let out a soft moan, my big tits pushed together between my outstretched arms. But I never took my eyes off my best friend, watching her every facial expression as her curiosity slowly started to get the better of her.

“You play with your butt!?” she exclaimed, her mouth hanging open at the masturbatory anal fun.

“Absolutely. It’s another thing Lara broadened my mind about. A good slut lets all of her holes be used for pleasure. And it feels so fucking naughty too, nothing makes me cum harder. Do you wanna try? I’m yours to enjoy however you want.”

“You want me to put my finger up your ass?”

“If you want, just do me a favor and lubricate it for me,” I winked at her as I massaged my back door.

Sophie acted as if she was hypnotized, as if she couldn’t help herself. She wanted to know what it felt like to pleasure another woman and she wanted to know what it felt like to be as naughty as me. Her mind was corrupted with thoughts of oral sex, anal and unbridled pleasure, and she was going to use the bimbo on offer in front of her to get it.

She put her finger in her mouth, giving it a little blow job and coating it in her saliva, before she popped it out and reached towards my nethers slowly. I pulled my finger away from my ass and she touched me right on the hole. My rough knot puckered instinctively to her touch, and her eyes went ever wider than before as she made contact with somewhere she’d never considered as a source of pleasure.

“You’ll have to push a bit, Soph,” I instructed her.

She just looked at me, her mouth hanging open in disbelief at what she was doing. She did as I told though and applied some force, her digit entering me up to her first knuckle. I moaned a little at the feeling of having my friend penetrate me, even if it was just an inch of her. I kept playing with my clit the whole time, rubbing my little pink bean and letting my juices trickle down, lubricating my friend's finger a bit more.

“Harder,” I smiled. “Don’t worry, I like it. It feels good.”

She pushed harder as I consciously relaxed myself before tensing again, causing my asshole to swallow the entire length of her finger. I shivered with pleasure as she wore me like a ring, my tightest, warmest space choking my bestie’s finger. I’d done so many naughty things since I’d become a bimbo, but having my virgin best friend finger-fuck my ass was definitely up there.

I kept masturbating myself as Sophie began moving in and out of me, twisting her finger as she did so, my asshole burning fantastically with pleasure as it stretched around the invader.

“Don’t you want a taste?” I winced through my pleasure moans at my best friend as I spread my lower lips for her to see. “If you can finger my ass, you can certainly eat my pussy.”

“Fuck yes, I want to,” she spoke confidently for the first time since I began my little show for her.

She bent over and began eating my cunt, her virgin lips pressing against me as she swirled her tongue aimlessly around my snatch. Her enthusiasm made up for her lack of experience though, as was her willingness to finger my back door. Her own ass pointed up behind her in a heart shape, the valley in between her spread cheeks begging for a mouth in it.

I just moaned into the night air as I enjoyed my best friend’s eager tongue, her curious finger and her innocent body. Sophie sucked my clit in between her pursed lips and applied fantastic pressure to the sensitive nub, making my thighs vibrate and stomach tense.

“Oh, fuck,” I said, encouraging her. “I told you you could do it. You feel like you’ve been eating pussy for years.”

The white lie was another trick Lara had taught me. A good bimbo builds up the ego of the person fucking them, it always makes for better sex. It seemed to work in practice too, as Sophie had a newfound confidence in her oral abilities.

She swirled her tongue around my clit and teased it like I had done to her. All the while her finger never stopped pumping in and out of my asshole, the terrific wet sounds of everything she did to my nethers mixed with my own moaning. Sophie looked up at me from between my legs as she ate me out, wanting to see the effects of her first time.

The next thing I knew, she was making me cum. My toes curled as my nervous system lit up with pleasure emanating from my clitoris and asshole. The incredible euphoria permeated every cell of my body, as my eyes rolled into the back of my head and my back arched, pushing my tits upwards as I screamed.

Sophie moaned and breathed hard, her mouth never leaving my cunt, her lips latched onto me as my hips bucked against her face. She flitted the tip of her tongue on my clitoris like a hummingbird’s wings, vibrating my pearl and making cum spill out of me. My ass spasmed along with every other muscle in my body, sucking her finger all the way in, desperate for every available millimeter of her to be inside me.

As my climax peaked and then began to wind down, my asshole spat out Sophie’s finger, and I had to push her head off my momentarily too sensitive clitoris. I twitched on the couch as aftershocks pulsed through my body. My butthole glowed fantastically in the aftermath of being fingered. My pussy cooled rapidly in the night air, steam practically visible.

My best friend sat back on her heels and watched me basking in her work. Her mouth and chin glistened with my honey, her eyes no longer wide with disbelief but half-closed, intoxicated on lust.

“How’d that feel?” I asked her with a quivering voice.

“Holy shit,” she replied. “That was the hottest, most incredible thing I’ve ever done.”

“I knew you’d like it,” I beamed at her.

“Was I okay?”

“Soph, you were perfect. You made me cum harder than I ever have,” I lied. She did make me feel like my body was splitting in two with pleasure, but she was no Mrs Sutherland.

“Really? Does the anal stuff really make it better? It’s hard to imagine cumming harder than how you made me before.”

“Oh, it does. Want me to show you?”

Sophie thought about it for a moment, the cute little nerd no longer paralyzed with awkwardness. She smiled and nodded her head, her ponytail bobbing behind her. “I want to see for myself,” she announced with glee.

“There’s just one problem.”

“What?” she said with sudden concern that she wouldn’t get her ass seen to.

“I can’t quite find the strength to move. You fucked the life out of me.”

Sophie smiled a mischievous grin. “I think we can work something out,” she said.

With that, Sophie spun herself around onto her hands and knees, and began backing up towards me, delivering her tight little ass right to me. I sat myself upright and wrapped my arms around her thighs before suddenly pulling her the rest of the way.

Sophie’s arms fell out from beneath her as I pulled, making them outstretched ahead of her as the side of her face crashed into the couch cushion. I wrapped my legs around her petite body and pushed on the top side of her head with both feet, holding her in position and making her glasses sit askew on her face.

Without a moment of hesitation I buried my face in her rump and began tossing her salad. My pink, wet tongue pushed against her brown starfish as I moved my whole head with the strokes of my tongue. Her penny-flavored back door puckered tightly to my oral touch, and the vocal response from my best friend was instantaneous.

“Oh my god! I never knew it could feel like that!” she exclaimed between deep moans.

I smacked her ass with both hands, making her flesh ripple as I tongued her ass. I pushed my face as deep into her as I could, loving the feeling of being smothered by her ass cheeks, my nose pressing into her tailbone. I moaned almost as loudly as she did, basking in my innocent best friend getting her off-limits hole eaten.

Sophie’s supple young body writhed in pleasure, but her head stayed perfectly still, being pinned to the couch seat by my feet. She reached between our bodies and started rubbing her own pussy while I gorged myself on her ass.

“Madi… Jesus Christ,” she groaned with ecstasy from her first rimjob.

I double spanked her again and dragged the flat of my tongue slowly across her pucker, feeling the wonderful suction of her tiny crater against my taste buds. I moaned again, vibrating her ring of muscle with my love for eating ass. Sophie’s hand worked overtime below my chin, furiously rubbing her clit left and right.

My nympho way of life had led me to some unexpected places, but I never would have thought that within weeks of embracing my sexuality that I would have my tongue in my best friend’s ass. Sophie was as innocent as I was not so long ago, and yet in just one night I’d managed to convince her to do all sorts of debaucherous acts she would never have even considered.

My nerdy BFF seemed to be loving the naughtiness of having me chow down on her booty even more than I did my first time. Maybe she’d always possessed some anal inclinations and she’d been repressing them. In any case, my tongue knocking on her back door was doing wild things to her.

“Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck,” she said in a high pitched almost squeal, her back arching upwards as she began to cum.

Her cheeks shuddered to either side of my face, tensing and squeezing my mouth as I tickled her naughty hole. Gooey nectar spilled out of her pussy even more than the first time, and her vigorous clit flicking sent the warm sex all over my chest and tits, painting me like a piece of Jackson Pollock artwork.

Her butthole squeezed so tight I could probably have formed a diamond in it, her ring of muscle vibrating with immeasurable pleasure from the girl’s tongue buttering it with saliva. I moaned deeply as I felt Sophie’s body writhe and contort on top of mine, fighting against my legs but losing as I kept my best friend’s head exactly where it was.

“Arghhh,” Sophie let out one last, guttural groan as her legs gave way beneath her, and her ass fell away from my mouth.

I took my feet off her head and she slid down my body, her satisfied butthole and hairy snatch looking up at me from my tummy. I looked at the glistening cum splattered around my chest, my bestie's fantastic scent wafting off my own tits while she jerked and trembled below.

“So, was it better with some anal involvement?” I asked, knowing the answer.

“I didn’t think you could make me cum any harder than the first time but… that was something else. My ass feels…” she trailed off.

“Used and satisfied?”

“Exactly,” she said, rolling around and shuffling back against the armrest opposite me. “Does Brandon do that too?”

I laughed, “No way. It takes convincing to get him to eat my pussy most of the time.”

“Well, I can see why you cheat on him with Lara then,” Sophie adjusted her glasses, making them sit properly on the bridge of her nose. “Do you have sex with anyone else?”

“Besides you?”

She shot me an unimpressed look.

“There’s been a couple of other girls,” I admitted.

“Who!?”

“No way I’m telling you.”

“Oh, Madison, please! That’s how we got into this mess was by you keeping secrets from me!”

“Well it seemed to work out for the best.”

I was playing coy because there was no way I was telling anyone about Mrs Sutherland. It was too hot sneaking around with her and I didn’t want to jeopardize what I had with Lara. I considered telling Sophie about my threesome with Lara and the head cheerleader, Imogen, but again, I thought it could lead to less than desirable consequences.

Sophie may appear cute and innocent but she had a vindictive streak in her, and I couldn’t be sure I could trust her with the knowledge of my various lesbian hookups over the last few weeks.

“So, do you want to be a nympho like me now?” I asked, changing the subject.

“It’s tempting,” she breathed. “I can see why you do it. I’ve never felt better than right now. If having sex with other women is always this good, I understand why you want to do it a lot. But I don’t think I have it in me to be as slutty as you and Lara. It seems like a lot of upkeep and I don’t want to wear the clothes you two wear.”

“That’s fair enough,” I shrugged.

“But that doesn’t mean that I don’t want to do this again with you!” she blurted out quickly.

“Oh, don’t worry. We’ll be doing this again,” I smiled at my best friend reassuringly.

Sophie smiled back and decided to put the movie on while we finished our soda and ate cold pizza. We’d both certainly worked up an appetite and finished the pie before cuddling on the couch during the movie. It was like we always used to, except that we were both completely naked.

Towards the end of the movie we heard the front door, and the pair of us leapt to our feet and hurriedly put our clothes back on. We managed to sit back down on the couch just in time before Sophie’s parents came in and found us innocently watching a movie.

Her mom was particularly excited to see me for the first time in a while and complimented me on my blonde hair before giving me a kiss on the cheek. She asked if I had a new perfume to go with the hair, complimenting that too. She had no idea it was Sophie’s sex she was smelling.

I’d been living my nympho lifestyle on the edge all day, almost getting caught by two people. But it was hot, and it was worth it. If Lara hadn’t transformed me into the slut I was, then Sophie and I never would have been this close.

I decided to check my phone once Sophie’s parents had left the room. There were several messages from Brandon, and one from the woman I had listed simply as M.S. in my phone. The sexy, insatiable Mrs Sutherland.

‘I got us a hotel room for next Friday night. I’m going to do things that not even a slut like you has experienced.’

My legs squirmed as I read it. I loved giving myself to the woman more than twice my age, and I couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for me. I looked up at Sophie, my face lit by my phone.

“What?” she asked, meeting my gaze.

I just grinned back at her, I wasn’t finished with her mouth for the night.

THE END


Submitting To The Older Woman

The day had finally arrived. I watched the second hand tick as I sat in my final class of the week, overly excited for my plans with Mrs Sutherland. My pussy was already tingling with horniness at the mere thought of spending the night with her. Every tick of the clock brought the weekend closer, and I sat there daydreaming while my teacher, Ms Parker droned on about the novel we were assigned, The Price of Salt.

Since turning eighteen and volunteering myself to be bimbofied by my former bully turned nympho-tutor, Lara, my weekends had become a lot more fun-filled than they once were. I had multiple people fulfilling my sexual needs, but of all those I was regularly fucking, no one compared to the stunning, insatiable older woman that was Mrs Sutherland. My secret affair and mother of Lara, the forty-something year old, sexually bored housewife relived her college years by using my teenage body for her own gratification.

She was my favorite person to sleep with, and yet our times together were painfully few and far between. About a week ago, she’d eaten me out on her kitchen counter while her husband slept a few feet away. But apart from that, it had been ages since our last proper fuck, weeks since I’d tasted her myself.

That night however, was going to be spectacular. Mrs Sutherland had gotten us a hotel room, where we’d have all the time in the world to fuck each other raw. As hot as it was trying to keep quiet and not wake her husband while she ate me out, I was looking forward to being as loud as I wanted as she had her way with me. And if past experiences were anything to go by, this slut was going to scream.

“Madison, what are your thoughts on Therese and Carol’s relationship?” Ms Parker interrupted my daydreaming, no doubt noticing me not paying attention to her.

“Uh… I dunno. It’s pretty hot, I suppose,” I replied, eliciting suppressed laughter from a few of the other students.

“Nothing else to add?” she pushed for a deeper analysis that I would have happily offered a couple of months ago, pre-bimbofication. Ms Parker was actually a literature professor, but after becoming disenchanted with the college system, came to work at a high school instead. There had long been rumors the pixie-cut professor was a lesbian, but they’d never been substantiated.

“Ummm,” I tried to think of something smart to say based on the first fifty pages of the book, despite the fact that I was meant to have finished it days ago.

The bell blared down the hallways, saving me from my pushy teacher. I crammed my books into my bag and dashed out of the classroom, beating everyone out the door and stopping myself from sprinting down the hall.

“Don’t forget, your book report is due next Monday so make sure you’re finishing it this weekend,” Ms Parker shouted over the bustle. But I was already gone, thoughts of English assignments pushed out of my mind.

“What’s your hurry?” my best friend, Sophie, asked as she ran to catch up with me.

“Oh, just excited for the weekend, that’s all,” I replied as we weaved through the horde of students.

“Speaking of which, did you want to come over tonight and work on the book report? And maybe work on each other in between?”

I grinned at my best friend. I’d taken her virginity a week prior and while she didn’t want to follow me into the slutty, sex filled lifestyle that I subscribed to, she still wanted to fuck me again. She knew what my tongue could make her feel, and there was no going back to simply being friends.

“I’m afraid I can’t, I have plans with Brandon tonight,” I lied. I told my best friend almost everything, but no one could know about my trysts with Mrs Sutherland. Not only for the social fallout it would no doubt cause, but because it made our hookups all the hotter.

“Well, when can we… spend some time together again?” She chose her words carefully, acutely aware of the army of ears surrounding us in the busy hall.

I stopped my hurried walking and turned to her. “We will, soon, I promise,” I touched her arm reassuringly. I really wanted to kiss her, but knew that I couldn’t so publicly. I had a boyfriend after all.

I’d neglected Sophie for weeks when I became a nympho, too obsessed with the spectacular sex I was having with multiple partners to make time for her. Now that she was one of those partners, I definitely had to make sure I made the effort.

“Okay, well, make sure you work on your report. Ms Parker seems to really be riding you lately.”

“Oh, Ms Parker’s a cunt,” I said, causing Sophie to make a shocked face at my profanity.

I regretted it as soon as I said it. Ms Parker had always been my favorite teacher and English my favorite subject. She just expected more of me than the other students because I was usually her best, but since I’d dyed my hair blonde and started wearing revealing outfits to school, my grades had been slipping, and we’d been getting on each other's nerves.

“I didn’t mean that,” I confessed. “I just have to go. Sorry, Soph, we’ll catch up soon, I promise. I’ll make it worth your while.”

We hugged each other goodbye before turning our separate ways towards our respective lockers. I reached mine and started shoving my books in, including my copy of The Price of Salt. There would be no time for book reports this weekend.

“Hey babe!” Brandon said as he wrapped his arms around me and pushed himself against my back, his groin pressing into my butt.

“Hey you,” I smiled and turned my head, giving my boyfriend a kiss.

“Wanna come over tonight? My dick misses your mouth,” he said in an attempt to be sexy.

“Oh, I’m sorry babe. I have plans with Lara tonight,” I lied.

“But Madison, I’m so horny for you. Can’t you bail? I really need to cum,” he pleaded as I turned around to face him.

I’d pined after Brandon for years, finally getting him when I adopted my bimbo persona. He was more than happy to be a couple after I let him fuck me on the first date, assuming he would have my pussy on tap whenever he wanted. Maybe if he was a better lay, he would. But as it stood, sex with Brandon was mostly disappointing, and paled in comparison to the orgasms so many women had given me.

I grabbed his dick over his jeans and massaged his shaft shamelessly in the hall. “We’ll have the time soon, baby. Just not tonight,” I smiled as he made a face to the public over-the-pants handjob. He’d have to finish the job himself tonight though, because I wasn’t prioritizing his orgasms over my own. I had a lesbian cougar to see.

Brandon winced as I released his junk from my grasp, the outline of his hard dick now visible in his jeans. “Great, that’s gonna be uncomfortable to walk around with.”

“Sorry babe,” I winked at him before giving him another kiss goodbye. He sauntered off awkwardly towards the exit, trying to hide his boner.

I loved the effect I had on men now. A couple of months ago none of them would take a second glance at me in the hall, but now they couldn’t help but stop to stare at my round ass and jiggly tits. The only thing I loved more was the knowledge that their sisters and girlfriends had more chance of getting me in bed than they did.

I closed my locker and picked up my bag, praying for no more interruptions between me and my car, desperate to get home and get ready for my evening of hot sex with Mrs Sutherland. I spun around to make my dash for the door when I almost ran head first into Miss Sutherland, the hottest slut in school, Lara.

“Madison!” Lara exclaimed, exchanging air kisses with me.

“Hi Lara, sorry I got-”

“What are you doing tonight? Imogen and I are having a ‘movie night’ and were wondering if you wanted to join?” she asked.

Her air quotes were used as a not so subtle code because she couldn’t say in the school hall that her and the head cheerleader would be eating each other out in her room. Imogen was the perfect, straight-laced student that never put a foot wrong, until she was seduced by the sexy, blonde bimbo that was Lara Sutherland. The three of us had some fun together at a party once, and if it wasn’t for my plans with Lara’s mom, that would be the invitation that I would accept.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Lara. Unfortunately I have plans with Sophie.”

“You’d rather spend time with your nerdy friend talking about Buffy the whatever-the-fuck than being with Imogen and me?” Lara was appalled at my rejection.

“She’s a vampire slayer, and tonight, yes. Yes I would. I haven’t been making a lot of time for Sophie lately and her friendship is really important to me.”

“That’s not something a bimbo would say,” she meant it as an insult. I’d been under her tutelage and had been taught to always choose sex over anything else. Of course what she didn’t know is that she was my fourth invitation for sex tonight, she just wasn’t the one I most wanted.

Lara spun on her heel and walked away from me in a huff, disappointed that we wouldn’t be having another hot threesome. She’d just have to make do with one mouth tonight, her mom was waiting for me.

I made a beeline for the door before anyone else could stop me, putting all thoughts of book reports, disappointed friends and horny boyfriend’s out of my mind. I was going to have my pussy and ass eaten by an incredible older woman, and I was going to let her do whatever she wanted with me. I jumped with glee as I felt the afternoon sun on my face, free from school and ready for fucking.

I drove home as quickly as traffic would allow and jumped into the shower. I lathered shaving foam around my snatch and gave it a quick once over with my razor, ensuring any sprouting hairs were slashed off and maintaining my hairless pussy just like Lara taught me.

I stroked a finger up my slit as I washed away the leftover foam, already wet with anticipation for the night. I thought about knocking one out quickly in the shower to the thought of what Lara and Imogen would be doing to each other but decided against it. Mrs Sutherland wouldn’t want me to waste a single drop of cum that she could have otherwise had for herself.

Once I was fresh for Mrs Sutherland’s mouth, I got myself dressed into a high waisted green micro-skirt, with the fabric laced together at the sides to show as much skin as possible. I put on a backless white halter top that was held together by an o-ring beneath my ample cleavage. It was tight and slutty and didn’t allow for a bra, meaning my pink nipples were faintly visible beneath the white fabric if someone cared to look hard enough. I stepped into a lacy thong and high heels, completing my outfit.

After painting my face with a sexy shade of pink lipstick, smokey eyeshadow and dark eyeliner, I was ready to go. Shaved, sluttily dressed and ready to be used. I was the picture of the perfect slut. I grabbed my overnight bag of essentials and made my way downstairs quietly, hoping to make it to my car without being accosted.

“And just where do you think you’re going?” a disembodied voice called out to me as I reached the bottom of the stairs, mere steps from the front door.

My shoulders sank in disappointment and frustration. I knew I wasn’t lucky enough to sneak past my mom. “I’m just heading out for the night,” I replied as I turned to face her in the living room.

“Where are you going dressed like that?”

“Just to Sophie’s,” I said, adding it to the mental web of lies I’d been telling people all afternoon.

“Just an innocent sleepover wearing half an outfit?”

“Yeah.”

“I know you’re going to see that boyfriend of yours,” she accused me. She had no idea.

“So what if I am?” I played along with her assumption. “I’m eighteen now and I date if I want to. That was the deal.”

“Your father and I didn’t think you’d dye your hair blonde and start dressing like this the moment you had your birthday.”

“Well, your mistake,” I said with a heavy amount of attitude.

“Ms Parker rang,” Mom announced. That one really caught me off guard.

“She what!?”

“I’m told your grades are slipping. I won’t let you let all your hard work go to waste over some boy, Madison.”

“That bitch!” I said incredulously.

“Madison Holloway! You don’t refer to your teachers that way, do you understand me?”

“Yes, Mom,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Now go back upstairs. Ms Parker tells me you have a book report due next week and you’re not going to anyone’s house until it’s completed.”

“I’ve already finished it,” another lie.

“Then show it to me.”

“Ugh,” I scoffed brattily. “I left it at school, okay? I didn’t want to forget it at home so I put it in my locker, ready to hand in.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Yeah well, too bad,” I said as I stormed out the front door, bored of the conversation that was keeping me from my date with my hot, older seductress.

Mom watched from the window as I peeled out of the driveway, screeching my tyres as I headed off for the hotel where I was needed. The bimbo lifestyle made me feel better than I had in my entire life, and I wouldn’t give it up for anything, but it wasn’t without it’s stresses. I was juggling an older woman, her horny daughter, an equally horny boyfriend, a self-discovering bestie and now a pain-in-the-ass teacher putting her nose where it didn’t belong and teaming up with my parents.

I cursed Ms Parker over and over as I weaved through the peak hour traffic on my way to the hotel. What the fuck does it matter to her whether I get straight A’s or not? Just because I have a life and prefer sex over study, that does not make me some sort of damsel she needs to rescue.

I pulled into the parking lot of the hotel and walked through the lobby, my skimpy outfit earning the lusty stares of every man on the floor, and the jealous, faux-offended stares of every woman. The looks never got old. Even in my enraged state, the side of my mouth curled into a little grin as I felt the many pairs of eyes ogling my big tits and round ass swaying in the micro-skirt.

I took the elevator up to the floor that Mrs Sutherland had texted me, my heels clicking on the marble floor as I strode down the hallway in search of the room number she was in. I found the magic number and stood in front of it, my giddiness for what was waiting for me behind the door washing away my anger and frustration. I smiled widely and knocked excitedly on the door.

The heavy hotel room door swung open to reveal the incomparable Mrs Sutherland standing tall behind it. The middle aged woman smiled and grabbed me by the wrist, pulling me inside and pushing me up against the wall, her lips covering mine and sucking the air out of me with a powerful kiss as the door slowly closed itself.

“I’ve missed you,” she said, the older woman looking down at me with her extra few inches of height, even when I was in heels.

“I’ve missed you too,” I replied before kissing her again, wrapping my arms around her neck.

Once we’d completed our oral greeting, she led me into the main part of the hotel room, and I watched her ass crease beneath her tight jeans as we walked. Mrs Sutherland was dressed a little more conservatively than me, although her jeans and tight black tank top still hugged her considerable curves perfectly.

The thing I loved most about fucking Mrs Sutherland was that everything about her was a little more than the girls my own age. She was a little taller, her tits bigger, her hips wider, her ass rounder. All of her was kept in shape though with hours of yoga and the help of some doctors to keep everything perky. Her hair was a darker shade of blonde than mine, although hers didn’t come out of a bottle. To me, she was everything a woman should be. I felt small and subordinate compared to her and I loved it.

“All day I couldn’t stop thinking about you,” she announced as I sat on the edge of the big, king-sized bed and looked up at her with doe eyes.

“Me too, your daughter was very disappointed I couldn’t join her tonight. She thinks I’m at my friend’s house.”

“Oh yeah, I saw her and her hot little redhead friend. I wouldn’t mind taking her for a spin.”

“That’s Imogen, she’s the head cheerleader,” I grinned, keeping my threesome with her and Lara secret. “I wouldn’t mind having a go myself,” I said, pretending I hadn’t already.

“Well, in any case. You and I are going to have a lot more fun together than they are with their movie night.”

I stifled a laugh. I suppose all parents were naive when it came to their own. Mrs Sutherland had no idea that her daughter was the biggest slut in school, or that she preferred girls to boys, or that she was the one that turned me into the bimbo I was and that I wouldn’t even be in this hotel room if it wasn’t for her.

“Enough about them, I’ve been waiting for you for so long,” I said in a sexy, almost whispered voice. “I don’t want to wait any longer.”

Mrs Sutherland bent down and kissed me again, her hand parting my legs and stroking the inside of a thigh as we made out. I reached up and held her head as our tongues entwined between our mouths, swapping spit. I moaned at the feeling of finally having her kiss me, having her touch me.

“You look so sexy and slutty in that outfit,” the older woman said softly between kisses.

“I am slutty. Especially for you,” I responded.

“How slutty?” she asked, pushing me onto my back and climbing on top of me, our legs dangling over the edge of the bed. It felt so hot having her weight pressing down on me, her heavy breasts weighing against my own over my revealing halter top.

“Slutty enough to let you eat me out in front of your sleeping husband, slutty enough to eat your ass after a workout,” I replied as she kissed down my neck, my hands ruffling her strawberry blonde hair.

“Slutty enough to submit yourself to me?”

“What?”

“You heard me,” she lifted her head off my collarbone, looking me in the eyes. “Would you give yourself to me? Do whatever I say? Be my sexual slave, obliged to do my bidding?”

“Woah,” my eyes went wide at the suggestion, and my pussy purred at the thought. “What do you mean, like, spanking me or something?”

“If I want. Or if I wanted to tie you naked to this bed while I went out shopping then I could do that too. The point is you would do whatever I fancy, and trust that it’s for your own pleasure, and that I’ll look after you.”

My pussy purred again as she spoke, my panties becoming soaked at the thought of being dominated by this beautiful older woman. My back arched as a tremor ran up my spine and I stared deeply into my friend’s mom’s green eyes.

“That sounds so hot,” I confessed. “I’d be like your little sex pet. Your little slut for you to use.”

“Now you’re getting it,” Mrs Sutherland smiled. “So what do you say?”

“I’ll do it,” I nodded my head vigorously, desperate to please this older woman in any way I could. Desperate for her to please me in any way she saw fit.

“Excellent,” she smiled as she climbed off of the bed. I sat up to see what she was doing. She stepped over to her overnight bag on the bench, rummaging through it before pulling something out. “Your first command to follow is to wear this choker at all times. Day or night, at school, at home, in the shower, when your boyfriend is balls deep in you, I want you to be reminded that you’re mine. I want you to feel me around your throat.”

My legs squirmed as Mrs Sutherland stepped back towards me. It sounded so hot. The ultimate bimbo act. My body belonged to her and she was putting a collar on me as proof. I raised my head and bared my neck to her, consenting to the pussy-wettening ownership.

She wrapped the black latex band around my neck, clasping it tight behind me. I gasped with delight at the physical form of my submission to this stunning goddess.  It didn’t inhibit my ability to breathe, but it was tight enough that it was impossible to forget about, a constant tension to remind me who I belonged to.

“How’s it feel?” Mrs Sutherland asked.

“Right,” I replied, smiling up at the sensual older woman.

“Your tits look incredible in that slutty top,” she reached down, massaging one of my breasts over the tight fabric, my stiff nipples clearly visible through it. Mrs Sutherland pinched one of them, making me gasp again at the slight pain she caused, a pulse of horniness emanating from my pussy as she did so.

“I wanted to look my best for you.”

“Oh, and you do, Madison. You’re my perfect little slut.”

Every time she referred to me as hers my heart would skip a beat. Submitting myself to her felt so natural, so logical. Two months ago I was a nerdy nobody hiding myself under baggy clothes and a big ‘fuck off’ printed across my forehead. Now I was a skanky blonde teenager, giving her body over to a woman more than twice her age, and it felt good.

“As good as you look in it, I want you to take it off. I want to see my good little slut topless,” she held my chin in her hand as she spoke to me.

I did as I was told and tugged at the bottom of the white halter top, pulling it over my head and baring my naked chest to my older lover. Mrs Sutherland did the same, relieving herself of her black tank top and unclasping her bra, her heavy tits falling free from their confines. The sight of her two fantastic, round globes always made my eyes widen with wonder.

They were so perfect and big, with some cosmetic help to make sure they didn’t sag in her middle age. Mrs Sutherland reached around me and pulled my head into her chest. I inhaled her feminine scent before showing my appreciation for her beautiful breasts.

I explored her peaks with my mouth, placing soft kisses on her flesh and tracing my tongue around her areola. I took a nipple into my mouth and flicked it with the tip of my tongue, making it stand to attention. Mrs Sutherland mussed my hair as I obediently made her tits glisten with my saliva.

“I’ve missed your mouth,” the older woman sighed as her eighteen year old slut tended to her.

I moaned in response as I looked up at her, my lips latched onto a nipple. Mrs Sutherland pushed me off her so that I lay flat on my back again, only this time bare chested. She unzipped her figure hugging jeans and peeled them down her legs, kicking off her shoes in the process. She stood wearing only a naughty thong, a slight dark patch of pubes just barely visible beneath the white fabric over her crotch.

The cougar pounced, taking her turn to enjoy my younger breasts. Her hungry mouth ravished me, my body belonging to her. I felt the tightness of the latex choker as I inhaled sharply, reminding me of my place.

The sexy middle aged woman kissed down my middle, her tongue leaving a trail down my taut stomach as she made her way to my midriff. Her powerful hands reached beneath my skirt and gripped the sides of my lacy thong, pulling it out of the crack of my ass and down my young, smooth legs.

Then she curled her fingers into the high waistband of my tiny, pale green skirt. With a strong tug upwards, she pulled it into place just below my tits, the skirt covering my stomach but exposing everything lower. Mrs Sutherland took a moment to admire my hairless snatch, the mark of a good bimbo who serves no other purpose than to fuck.

“I never get tired of that sight,” she said as she parted my legs with her knee, before climbing onto the bed between them and forcing me to shift upwards towards the pillows as I giggled.

“That sentiment is shared,” I said as I admired the older woman’s grace and confidence as she positioned herself on her knees between my open legs, naked save for her cotton white panties.

“Such a good girl,” she said as she scanned my tight, supple young body, hers for the taking. “I want to lick every inch of you.”

“You can lick me wherever you want.”

“I know.”

With that, she wrapped her arms underneath my thighs and pulled my entire lower half off the bed, dragging my body down slightly so that my legs dangled over her shoulders and my pussy was at her mouth. She went to work on me immediately, her perpetually hungry mouth devouring my sweet young snatch.

I squealed with delight as my body was woman-handled by my domme, the strong older woman supporting the lower half of my weight in the air with her shoulders and her hands on my ass. The rest of my weight went through my own neck and shoulders, pressing into the bed and making my submissive neckwear choke me a little. It felt so hot letting Mrs Sutherland claim what was rightfully hers. My pussy, my ass, my body all belonged to her, and I began moaning with pleasure as her expert tongue explored my pink.

I felt sexy as fuck having my legs suspended in mid-air as my pussy was eaten out, my microskirt with laces up the sides riding my midriff like a corset. Mrs Sutherland knew all my sensitive spots, and every time she teased one it caused me to jerk, making my tits jiggle and the choker squeeze a little tighter around my neck.

We looked each other directly in the eyes as the older woman’s mouth was latched onto my cunt, making soft moans that vibrated my clit as she enjoyed her meal. Her pink, collagen filled lips pursed around my clit and her tongue darted out between them, assaulting my pink pearl with the tip.

“Hnnggg that feels so good, Mrs Sutherland,” I groaned in appreciation for her clitoral attention. My body tensed and my eyelids fluttered as bolts of pleasure shot out from my clit and radiated through my entire body.

The powerful, dominant woman continued her assault on my most sensitive button, twirling her tongue around the nub and tickling it fantastically. My chest heaved as my breathing deepened, waves of pleasure building in my groin as my orgasm neared. My ecstatic moans became higher pitched as my orgasm approached, my body becoming overwhelmed with my domme’s tongue and the sheer hotness of belonging to her.

Mrs Sutherland suddenly pulled her hands away from my ass, and the unexpected loss of support made my lower half fall, my pussy pulling away from her face as my butt fell back down to the bed. I made a tortured gasp as I looked up at my secret lover in confusion, her grinning mouth glistening with my sex.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, perplexed as to why I wasn’t glimpsing heaven at this moment.

“I don’t want you to cum. Not yet,” she announced before grabbing me by the hips and flipping me over on the bed.

My young, bimbo body being manipulated by this goddess made me squeal again as I was forced to lay on my stomach, my round, juicy butt facing my mistress. Again she woman-handled me as she wrapped her arms beneath my waist and pulled it up, forcing me to support myself on my knees, while the side of my face pressed into the mattress. I smiled and gasped, knowing where this was going, or so I thought.

I felt the shifting of weight as Mrs Sutherland climbed off the bed, then I heard the sound of her rummaging through her bag again. I just waited for her on my knees like the good fuckdoll I was, my ass in the air and flushed pink cunt begging for more.

Mrs Sutherland found whatever it was she was looking for and made her way back over to the bed, returning to her position behind me. She was close enough that I could feel her heat on the backs of my thighs, making my cunt yearn for her touch even more.

She bent down and began rimming my ass, the sudden and unexpected anal stimulation causing my back to arch and my brow to crease as I let out an almighty moan of pleasure, thankful for the privacy of our hotel room. There was no way I could have kept quiet near her sleeping husband if she’d rimmed me then, she knew it was my favorite act. Her tongue buttered my ass with saliva, my back door contracting every time she licked it. I instinctively reached between my legs and began fiddling with myself.

“No!” Mrs Sutherland swatted my hand away. “I didn’t tell you to do that so don’t do it!”

“I’m sorry, Mrs Sutherland,” I replied, the reprimand just making me hotter.

Her mouth didn’t return to my rear entry, instead she bent over and spat a loogie into the top of my ass crack. I felt the drool trickling down between my rump.

“Open up, Madison. Let it in,” she instructed.

I did my best to relax my anus, making it wink as my lover’s spit slid inside me. Mrs Sutherland used a finger to baste my starfish in the remainder of her saliva. I heard a sucking noise happening behind me and the next thing I knew, there was a cold, plastic sensation on my ring.

“Oh, what is that?” I asked my ass puckered instinctively, my body tensing up.

“It’s a plug for my little slut,” Mrs Sutherland responded.

“You want to put a toy in my ass?”

“Yes, why? What’s the matter? Aren’t you a real bimbo?”

The rhetorical question was meant to goad me into letting her plug me. And it worked.

“I am! Stick it in me. Do whatever you want to my holes.”

I could practically sense Mrs Sutherland’s smile behind me, and I felt the pressure knocking at my back door as she penetrated me with the buttplug. She was slow but forceful, overpowering my clench as the tapered end of the latex toy slid into me, lubricated by her spit. I opened my mouth and exhaled slowly as I felt the sensual burn of my ring stretching to accommodate the anal invader.

The kinky older woman twisted it as she pushed it in deeper, my asshole stretching wider and wider, hurting me in the most pleasurable way. My spine shuddered as my ass was filled, the hotness of the submissive act far outweighing any pain. As she pushed the thickest part of the plug past my clench, my ring clamped shut around the waist of it, holding it inside me.

I could feel the jewel resting between my rump, and Mrs Sutherland massaged it a little so that the toy swirled around inside my tightest space. I was plugged and I loved it. I felt like the biggest slut letting her do that to me, letting her degrade my holes however she wanted.

“Fuuuuuck,” I drooled onto the duvet cover.

“You look so beautiful, all submissive and plugged,” Mrs Sutherland cooed from behind me, no doubt admiring the sight of her sex pet.

After a moment of admiration, she bent back down and began eating my soaking wet pussy once again. I grabbed fistfuls of duvet as her tongue flicked my clit just how she knew I liked, the energy of the previously denied orgasm returning with double the intensity. Her nose inadvertently pushed on the jewel of the buttplug as she ate me out, moving the latex toy around inside me slightly.

It wasn’t long before Mrs Sutherland tweaked my bean in just the right way and sent me over the edge. A powerful orgasm ripped through me, feeling like it was emanating from both my clit and my asshole. My rear felt so good being filled by the naughty toy, and my ring spasmed around it’s waist, while my whole body trembled with ecstasy.

Cum practically gushed out of my pussy, the pores of my pink seeping more molten sex than my older, kinky domme could lick up. Anything that her tongue or chin missed spilled down onto the bed, mirroring the pool of saliva that drooled out of my mouth at my other end. I cried out with unbridled pleasure, my guttural moan no doubt audible through the walls, but I didn’t care. My sexy domme was giving me an incredible climax and I would let the whole hotel know it.

As my orgasm peaked, my body uncontrollably launched forward so that I lay prone on the bed. The end of the buttplug was just visible between my cheeks as I twitched and moaned, temporarily paralyzed by the intense experience.

Mrs Sutherland started placing kisses on my quivering butt cheeks, before moving her way up my back slowly. As she reached my head, she lowered her weight down on top of me, her submissive little eighteen year old, pressing me into the bed and pushing on the jewel of the buttplug with her crotch.

I moaned again at the feeling of the toy inside me while she kissed my neck and the side of my face, my pussy smell on her breath. “You’re so hot,” she whispered in my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.

“Mm,” was all I said in response, smiling with my eyes closed as I basked in the afterglow of the intense orgasm, enjoying the feeling of my dominant older lover’s weight pressing down on me, the pressure of the choker around my throat and my ass stuffed.

“Come, I want to show you something,” she instructed, pushing herself off the bed and grabbing my wrist.

She pulled me off the bed a little sooner than my body would have liked. My legs felt like jelly beneath me, my knees wobbly and threatening to give way as my groin and ass were still glowing brightly in post-orgasm bliss. Mrs Sutherland positioned me so that I faced the bed, a vacant look on my face, little more than a ragdoll for her to manipulate however she wanted.

She stood between me and the bed, giving me a wet kiss on the lips in an attempt to wake me up from my almost catatonic state. “Look,” she gestured behind me.

I turned my head and looked over my shoulder, seeing my back in the tall mirror on the wall next to the TV. Mrs Sutherland reached around me and grabbed an ass cheek with each hand, pulling them apart so that I had a full view of the red, heart shaped jewel end of the toy currently plugging my butt.

“Don’t you think you look pretty?” she asked, admiring the view in the mirror over my other shoulder.

“Yeah…” I said, the blank affect still on my face, unable to form a more coherent response. I did think it looked beautiful, and I felt sexy as all fuck in my place; choker around my neck, plug up my ass, my body marked for her.

“Get down onto your hands and knees,” Mrs Sutherland commanded as she sat herself on the edge of the bed. “I want to see you bent over while you eat me out.”

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland,” I replied like some kind of robot, unable to think freely. I did as I was told and dropped to the floor on all fours between my mistress’ legs.

My face was just inches away from her pussy, her perfect pink slit adorned by a delta of trimmed fur, another identifier that she was more of a woman than me. I was just a submissive little eighteen year old girl compared to this confident, glorious goddess. The fragrance of her sex seemed to wake me up, as if her pussy was smelling salts.

I snapped out of my daze and realized what the task at hand was. I was breathing in my favorite smell in the world, my dominant’s pussy before me, my mouth obliged to eat it. Mrs Sutherland grabbed too fistfuls of my hair and pulled my face into her, my lips pressing against her wetness.

The older woman sighed deeply as I began licking her snatch up and down. Her eyes remained focused on my plugged butt in the mirror, my submissive head moving with my jaw, my thirsty and obedient tongue lapping up her sweet, flowery cum. Her trimmed pubes tickled my nose as I ground my face into her, my jaw movements causing me to feel the choker a little more.

Mrs Sutherland pushed down on my head and I dragged my tongue lower, over her taint and onto the little brown bud in her crevice. I formed a seal over the bottom of her plump cheeks and tickled her butthole with my tongue, making her pull my hair tighter and shudder at the anal attention.

“Oh, fuck yes. You’re such a good little slut, Madison. Lick my ass,” she encouraged me.

Not that I needed it. I was in heaven pleasuring Mrs Sutherland, finally able to eat her out after weeks. The adulterous domme was the sexiest thing in the world to me, and rimming her was how I showed it. Her cute little starfish puckered beneath my tongue, as I forced my oral organ between her cheeks and lathered the naughty hole with my saliva.

“I want a finger in it,” she said as she regretfully pulled my head away from her back door.

I wanted to rim her more, the lewd act always turned me on more than anything else. But I was obligated to do what I was told, so I placed my pointer finger lengthways in her pink and twisted it around between her lips, coating the digit in her honey. Once it was adequately lubricated, I traced it downwards and to her barely visible butthole between her juicy cheeks.

“Just push it in,” she commanded.

I did so, penetrating her tight space, her asshole accepting the full length of my pointer finger in one push. Mrs Sutherland’s eyelids fluttered and her stomach tensed as her tight, warm space choked my finger. Her ring pulsated just above my knuckle, and I could feel her rapid heartbeat through a nearby blood vessel.

“Oh, fuck!” She exclaimed at the self-inflicted anal. “That feels amazing! Keep eating my pussy!”

“Yes, Mrs Sutherland,” I said with glee, obeying my domme mistress and launching myself forward into her snatch.

My tongue swirled around her clit, dragging the engorged bean every which way as my finger began pumping in and out of her butthole. Mrs Sutherland stroked my hair lovingly, her obedient sex pet giving her what she wanted, while she admired my plugged butt in the mirror.

“Such a good girl. Such a good little slut,” she said with a voice that sounded pained, although I knew it was just immense pleasure.

My tongue wagged between her lips, and I kissed her sensitive nub, sucking it into my mouth and tugging on it. I rolled it between my lips over and over, applying pressure to her clit and tickling the end with my tongue. Mrs Sutherland took a sharp inhale in, her back straightening for a moment before she unleashed her tremendous orgasm.

The older woman leant forward as her muscles tensed, her heavy tits resting on the top of my head. Cum spilled out of her snatch and I released her clit so that I could lick up as much of the precious nectar as I could. What I couldn’t reach trickled down around my finger pumping into her asshole, lubricating it more as her anus spasmed, forcing me out before sucking me back in in a sort of automated butt-fucking.

Mrs Sutherland wailed at the top of her lungs as her eighteen year old sub made her cum hard. Her body vibrated as the sensation electrified her every muscle, her hot, forty-something-year-old body shuddering against me. I moaned gratefully as I licked at her pussy, letting her delicious honey slide down the back of my throat and swallowing it, coating my vocal cords in the sticky goo.

“Ohhhhhh, Madiiiiii,” she cried out as she entered the next wave of her climax, falling backwards onto the bed, her hips bucking her pussy against my face, painting me with her sex.

I pushed my finger deep into her butthole, twisting it around inside her tight space and wearing her like a ring. Her seemingly endless supply of cum continued to spill out of her and onto my waiting tongue, my mouth lapping it up like a thirsty pet dog, complete with a collar. As sexy as Lara made me feel when we fucked, it was nothing compared to her mom.

“That’s enough!” Mrs Sutherland almost shouted and I immediately pulled my face away from her hypersensitive cunt, withdrawing my finger from her ass at the same time. I sat back on my heels and rested my hands on my thighs, watching my mistress writhe while I awaited my next command.

She rode out the last waves of her orgasm on her own, making me watch her twitch and jerk as aftershocks throbbed through her. I just sat there, her cum dripping off my chin, my eyes trained completely on her still seeping pussy. A perfect, obedient pet.

Once she was done, Mrs Sutherland slid off the edge of the bed and onto the floor with me, licking her own cum off my chin and face before covering my lips with hers and sucking the soul out of me with a fantastic, wet kiss. The cum on our mouths mixed together in a delicious cocktail of femininity, and our tongues slid along each other, making us both moan with satisfaction.

“I have something else I want to try on you,” Mrs Sutherland announced after our passionate make-out session on the floor.

“Anything you want,” I replied honestly to my mistress. At this point I was game to do whatever the cheating MILF suggested. I trusted her that whatever she had in store for me would be for my own pleasure.

She smiled wickedly at my willingness and obedience. “Get back on the bed,” she instructed.

We both rose from the floor, my every movement making me acutely aware of the latex crammed in my ass. I walked over to the bed, each step causing a sexy burn in my ring. Mrs Sutherland rummaged through her bag of surprises as I took my position on the edge of the bed, the plug pushing up into me as I sat on it.

The naughty older woman turned around with two pairs of what looked like leather cuffs in her hands. She had a devilish grin on her face as she looked at me, clearly excited for what she was about to do.

“What are those?” I asked, completely confused about what the plan was.

“Oh, you’ll see,” she replied coyly. “Lay back on the bed.”

I did so, unsure where this was going but keen to find out. At her command, I raised my legs into the air, parted. Mrs Sutherland took one and tied one side of a pair of leather cuffs around my calf muscle, ensuring she tightened the straps so it wouldn’t slide down my leg. She took my arm and sheathed my wrist in the other side of the cuff, tying that into place too so that my forearm ran parallel to my lower leg, my hand and foot next to each other in the air.

The kinky domme took the other pair of leather cuffs and repeated the action with my other arm and leg, my legs up in the air and spreadeagled, with my arms tied to them. I felt so vulnerable and exposed, knowing I wouldn’t be able to untie myself if I tried. I loved it.

“Mmm, that’s a good look for you,” Mrs Sutherland said as she stroked my hairless pussy, before gripping the end of my buttplug and rotating it around inside of me.

“Ohhh, I feel amazing,” I said honestly. It made me more aroused than I’d ever been, my young body strapped, collared and plugged for my older mistress. My pussy was glistening with horniness, ready for another orgasm.

“I have one more surprise,” the scheming mistress announced as she made her way over to her bag yet again.

My eyes went wide as she procured a thick, blue strap-on dildo from the bag, holding the fake dick in her hand with the straps dangling below. “Oh my god,” I breathed, wondering how I got this lucky.

“I’ve been hiding this from Mr Sutherland for weeks, waiting for the chance to use it on you.”

“I’m all yours,” I said, fairly redundantly with my arms and legs strapped together in the air.

Mrs Sutherland climbed up onto the bed at my side, throwing a leg over my head so that she was straddling my chest. “Here, hold this for me,” she said as she inserted the dildo into my mouth. I opened wide and let her cram it in, tasting the plastic.

She rocked her hips forward and positioned her mons against the base plate being held up for her by my obedient mouth. She took her time wrapping the straps around her legs and securing the dildo in place while I gagged on it.

“Good girl,” she said as she tightened the final strap and stood up, pulling the pretend prick out of my mouth as she did so. I gasped for air and swallowed the drool that had built up in my mouth, while Mrs Sutherland made her way around to the base of the bed, where my pussy awaited her.

“Oh fuck,” I said as I felt the tip of the dildo pressing into my channel, preparing myself to accept it’s length and girth.

“You want this inside of you?” she asked, holding her strapped on dick at my entrance.

“Please, fuck yes,” I said in response.

I inhaled sharply as Mrs Sutherland immediately plunged the blue cock into my depths. I let out a little wince as my cunt stretched to accept it’s thickness, the naughty older woman sliding it’s full length inside of me and holding it there for a moment.

I sighed deeply as I basked in the feeling of having both holes filled simultaneously. I felt like such a whore, such a submissive, such a good girl letting my friend’s mom use me like this. It was incredible.

Mrs Sutherland withdrew the dildo slowly before pushing it back in, making my tits heave as I breathed in deeply with her motion, the latex collar choking me slightly. The sexy mom built up a rhythm with her hips, her round ass squeezing with every pump into me. She held onto my suspended ankles as she plundered my pussy.

I moaned and writhed on the bed as much as my bindings would allow. It felt so good having her fuck me, even if her dick was plastic and strapped to her, she felt so much better than my boyfriend. She cocked her hips and angled the dildo upwards as she pumped it in and out of me, making the head of the pretend penis graze against my G-spot with every stroke. Mrs Sutherland knew exactly what to do.

“Oh my god. Mrs Sutherland… oh my god,” I moaned as she built up speed, the thick dildo filling my channel and stretching my opening wonderfully as it slid in and out of me.

The wet sounds of my fucked pussy harmonized with my cries of ecstasy as Mrs Sutherland tickled my G-spot over and over. A terrific pressure was building inside of my pussy, and it almost felt like I needed to pee. Whatever she was doing to me, it was working.

My arms and legs instinctively tugged against their restraints, unable to move and making it all so much hotter. My butthole thrummed with pleasure every time the plug was knocked by Mrs Sutherland’s thighs. An orgasm was building rapidly within me, only this felt like nothing I’d ever felt before.

“Oh, FUCK!” I screamed as an earth-shattering orgasm felt like it split me in half.

Cum squirted out of my pussy, actually squirted out of me, splashing against Mrs Sutherland’s stomach and dribbling down into her pubes below the baseplate of the strap-on. The older woman pushed it into me as deep as she could as my cunt contracted around it, spasming as I wailed like a banshee with bliss.

My muscles tried to flex, my arms and legs pulling against the leather cuffs but denied permission to stretch, making me thrash around on the bed as my brain was flooded with ecstasy, my every fibre feeling like it was being electrocuted. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as Mrs Sutherland relished the effects of her hard work, giggling as she watched me try to contort.

Just as I came over the peak of the ridiculous, mind-altering climax, Mrs Sutherland pulled the strap-on out of me, and immediately reached down and pulled the buttplug out too, forcing my asshole to temporarily gape around the thick end of the toy before spitting it out. The move sent me over the edge again, and another orgasm ripped through my body as both my holes slowly contracted to their natural, tight size.

“Ohhh nnnggghhhh,” I made all manner of insane sounding noises as I went for round two on the orgasm-express. A sheen of sweat now coated my entire body from the intensity of the pleasure.

“So fucking pretty,” Mrs Sutherland said as she kissed the top of one of feet while she unstrapped me from my leather binds. My freed limbs collapsed, red rings noticeable on my skin where I’d worn them.

I sucked in air, my tits heaving as I recovered from what she’d just done to me. I was completely spent, my cum painted all over my lover’s midriff, my holes both burning blissfully after being stuffed. This was why I turned down all my other sexual invitations, no one made me feel as good as Mrs Sutherland did.

She unstrapped the dildo from her pelvis, the blue plastic shimmering with my nectar. She dropped it to the floor where it joined the latex plug that just spent the last half hour stuffed inside me. Mrs Sutherland climbed onto the bed and lay on top of me, once again letting me feel her full weight. Our tits squished together, her pubes tickling my hairless mons, our legs entwining as she kissed me passionately.

“How’d that feel?” she asked.

“There aren’t any words, so I won’t bother trying,” I replied, looking up at her in awe.

She chuckled at my response and cuddled me on the bed, placing sweet kisses over the raw parts of my legs and arms. Once I felt more or less recuperated, she went into the bathroom and ran a bath, pouring in some bath salts.

She pulled me off the bed, stripped me of the skirt still wrapped around my midriff and helped me into the bath. I laid with my back against her as the beautiful middle aged woman took care of me, washing my skin, gently rubbing my back door with a soapy finger.

The warm water felt heavenly on my throbbing asshole and spent pussy, and I loved being looked after by my domme. It felt even more intimate than the wild sex we’d just had, as my friend’s mom placed gentle kisses along my neck and shoulders, massaging my breasts with the comforting water and cleaning all the cum off me.

I emerged from the bathtub a new woman. Clean and cared for, but still submissive to my incredible lover. Mrs Sutherland wrapped a towel around me and dried me off, before we both walked back into the main room and lay down naked on the bed.

She ordered room service and the waiter’s eyes just about fell out of his head when she made me answer the door nude. I got off on the humiliation as much as she seemed to, showing off my youthful body to whomever my dominant dictated. I wheeled the trolley into the room, the visual treat  of my nakedness counting as my tip for the man, and Mrs Sutherland and I ate our dinner on the bed while we watched a movie.

“What are you doing next weekend?” the alluring older woman asked after taking a bite of pizza.

“I have plans with Brandon, but nothing I can’t cancel.”

“Good.”

“Why?”

“I have someone I’d like you to meet,” she said with a devilish grin.

“Who?”

“Someone I think you’ll get along with.”

The thought of being shared with someone else made my pussy tingle with arousal once more. Mrs Sutherland made me go down on her again after dinner, and we fucked in the shower the next morning before she took me out shopping. She always bought me whatever clothes I wanted. So long as they were slutty, her credit card was mine to use. It was the most perfect weekend imaginable.

I couldn’t wait for the next.

THE END


Detention With My Lesbian Professor

I left class Friday afternoon a run-of-the-mill bimbo, and returned Monday morning a submissive slut. I walked through the hallways wearing my black latex choker proudly. For the pervasive eyes of the guys and girls at my school, it was just another sexy accessory to make me look hot. Only I knew the taboo truth behind it.

Over the weekend, I had given myself to my older lover, Mrs Sutherland. The choker was an ever-present reminder that my eighteen year old body belonged to her; the gorgeous, powerful woman more than twice my age that dominated my every orifice so many times over the last seventy-two hours. The tightness around my throat was a signifier that I was hers, free to do as I pleased when not with her, but obliged to follow her every command.

I was earning the glances and not-so-subtle ogles of every pair of eyes I walked past in my slutty attire. I wore a pleated skirt that was just high enough to entice but not too high to invite unwanted attention from anyone with authority, with a white blouse that I tied the ends of around my midriff, and my hair done up in pigtails. I looked like I’d just stepped out of a Britney Spears video clip.

“Nice necklace,” Lara Sutherland said to me as we walked together towards my locker.

“It’s a choker,” I corrected her.

“Whatever. Where were you all weekend? You missed out on a hell of a time with Imogen and me.”

‘I was having my every hole filled by your mom,’ was what I wanted to say, but of course had to restrain myself.

“Sorry, I was with Brandon most of the weekend and working on my book report,” I lied. Having a boyfriend may have been disappointing sexually, but at least he was a convenient excuse.

“Well, I’d bet you Brandon didn’t eat you out as well as Imogen did me,” she said in a hushed voice, not wanting any curious ears to overhear about her tryst with the head cheerleader.

“You would win that bet,” I laughed.

A couple of members of the football team passed us, their eyes scanning our bodies like they had horny jock terminator vision. I could imagine the read-outs on their display: Two sluts, blonde hair, big tits… calculating probability they would fuck us.

Lara did have the reputation around school for being easy to get in bed, but it wasn’t common knowledge that you had a better chance if there was a vagina between your legs. As for me, well, I relished the jocks’ attention but my sentiments were similar to Lara’s. A stiff dick is all well and good but it couldn’t compare to the precision of a practiced woman.

It had been two months since my bimbo transformation and what a ride it had been. I was just an awkward brunette virgin when Lara showed me another way. She’d dyed my hair blonde, enlightened me to the ways of lesbian sex, seduced the head cheerleader into a threesome with me and opened my eyes to the heightened pleasures of ass play.

Her mom took everything to a whole other level though. As hot as it was hooking up with other eighteen year olds from school, it wasn’t as risque and sexy as being used by a powerful forty-something-year-old. Mrs Sutherland upped the ante this past weekend by introducing me to a world of submission, bondage and buttplugs, and I felt absolutely radiant as I made my way to my locker, glowing after the most sexually satisfying weekend of my life.

“What are you so happy about?” Lara asked, necessitating another lie.

“Oh, nothing, just enjoying life I guess.”

Not my best, but it was enough for my blonde bimbo counterpart. “Alright, well, I better get to class. I’ll see you at lunch?”

“For sure,” I said to my former bully. We air-kissed each other's cheeks and went our separate ways.

I made it to my locker and looked over the necessary books for my first class, English. I sighed as I pulled out my copy of The Price of Salt, the novel I was meant to be handing in a book report for in ten minutes, of which I’d only read about fifty pages of. Who in their right mind would choose a book report over a weekend of being ravished by a horny cougar though?

Well, Ms Parker would, apparently.

My thirty-something-year-old English teacher had been a professor at some fancy university, but threw it all away to become a high school English teacher earning a fraction of what she used to. Apparently it was something to do with the politics of the higher education system, and she felt she could make a real difference being a teacher. Just my luck.

The youngish professor-turned-teacher held out her hand in front of me, awaiting my assignment that didn’t exist. She looked sternly down at me, surely knowing by my expression and blank desk that I had nothing to hand over, yet asking for it anyway.

“Well, Madison?” she asked, her eyebrows arched in expectation.

“I’m sorry, Ms Parker. I wasn’t able to do it, there was a family emergency on Saturday and I spent the whole weekend at the hospital.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. My grandma had a fall.”

The teacher’s eyes narrowed, trying to decide whether she believed me or not. Her expectant hand retreated to her side, and she placed it on her cocked hip. Ms Parker was pretty, probably around thirty or so, with her almost black hair worn short in a pixie cut. Her high cheekbones and sharp features gave her a sexy stern librarian look, and I would have thought under different circumstances she’d probably be turning me on.

The English teacher’s sexuality had always been a topic of discussion amongst the students. She still dressed feminine and wore makeup, but her short hair and lack of ring on her finger apparently meant she was gay. I’d never presumed that based on the tiny amount of information we had about her, but there was always going to be speculation.

“I don’t believe you,” she finally decided, spinning on her heel and walking back towards the front of the classroom. “I think you and I need to have a talk, Madison. I want you to stay back after class.”

Her instruction earned some hushed oo’s from a few of the students, the golden girl suddenly breaking bad and in trouble. My cheeks blushed as I felt the disapproval of one of my teachers for the first time in my life.

“Dyke cunt,” I muttered under my breath, only not quiet enough.

The oo’s of my peers became louder and I closed my eyes in embarrassment, immediately regretting the horrid comment. I would never say that about a teacher, or in fact anyone, but especially Ms Parker. What made it even more repulsive was my own freer sexual inclinations of late, adding a layer of hypocrisy to the homophobia. I don’t know where it came from, perhaps my teenage brattiness just got the better of me for a moment.

A moment was all it took though, as Ms Parker spun around to face me, a look of disbelief on her face. “What was that!?”

“Nothing, Ms Parker,” I tried pointlessly to cover up my mistake.

“You know what, Miss Holloway. Forget about seeing me after class. You can come back at the end of the day for detention. If you can’t be responsible enough to complete your assignments on time at home, then you can do it in front of me.”

Her comments stung, but the ‘Miss Holloway’ was the worst part. I was always Madison, or occasionally even just Madi to Ms Parker. I was closer to her than any other teacher, and I was traditionally her best student. The formal address cut me deep, as I knew I’d done worse than offending a teacher, I’d offended a friend.

The rest of my day proceeded as it usually would, only it was marred by my shame of insulting my favorite teacher and impending detention. I hung out with Brandon and Lara at lunch, making out with my boyfriend while the girl I’d rather be kissing ate her salad.

“Oh, who cares if you offended a teacher,” Lara said as she popped a cherry tomato into her mouth.

“I do, Lara!” I exclaimed. I wouldn’t expect Lara to understand. She’d been preoccupied with getting as much sex as possible since she got boobs, she’d never exactly been any teacher’s best student. My shuffling of my priorities was a lot more recent than hers.

“And she called your parents last week?” Brandon asked.

“Yep, on Friday after school. She wanted to ‘express her concerns’ about my education.”

“Urgh,” Lara pulled a face. “Stalker much? She probably just wants to fuck you now that you’re hot.”

I pulled a face at Lara’s attitude. “C’mon, Lara, you of all people should know having short hair doesn’t make you a lesbian.”

“Why Lara of all people?” my perplexed boyfriend asked.

“Uhh… just because, Lara has an aunty with short hair and she’s married with kids!” I tried to cover.

“Do you?” Brandon made an oafish expression.

“Erm, yes,” Lara said, her unconvincing response thankfully enough to make Brandon drop it.

“Look, babe,” Brandon addressed me. “Detention is no big deal. Just keep your head down and do your assignment and it will be over before you know it. And if she tries to fuck you, just run.”

Brandon and Lara burst out in uproarious laughter, the pair incredibly amused by my first time in trouble with a teacher. I snatched a piece of cucumber out of Lara’s salad and chewed on it as I averted my attention from the tickled pair. I bet if I told Brandon I was cheating on him with multiple women and detailed all the nasty things Lara’s mom did to me over the weekend they’d both shut the fuck up.

The day seemed to drag on as my detention loomed. Eventually though, the bell rang as the minute hand hit three-thirty, and the halls filled with students, all excited that they were a fifth of the way to the weekend. Not me though. I sluggishly made my way to my locker and exchanged my science books for my english ones. Then, as everyone filed out of the halls and into the carpark, free for the day, I made my way back towards Ms Parker’s classroom.

“Hello, Madison,” Ms Parker greeted me from her desk as I walked into the room, gesturing to one of the tables in the front row. “Please, take a seat.”

I had the taste of metal in my mouth, like I’d just licked a penny. It was something that always happened to me when I knew I’d fucked up. I walked over to the desk in front of hers and dumped my bag before sliding into the chair, face to face with my favorite teacher.

“I think you and I are overdue for a little chat, Madison,” she spoke to me sternly. Something I wasn’t used to.

“I guess so,” I said, my words drenched with attitude. Apparently I wasn’t finished with the bratty teenager routine.

“You seem to have made some changes these last couple of months. You’ve dyed your hair blonde, you dress… differently.”

“Is this detention for the way I dress? You know, all due respect, I don’t care if you don’t like how I look, Ms Parker.”

“No, I like i-” she stopped herself saying something that could come off as inappropriate. “That’s not why you’re here.”

“So then what’s your problem? Why are you ringing my mom and coming down on me so hard in class?”

“Because your grades are slipping! Final exams are coming up and I want to make sure you’re not letting yourself down. You were my best student by far, and now you’re not even handing in assignments on time. What’s going on?”

“You wouldn’t get it,” I seethed, the comment about letting myself down really getting under my skin. I was letting myself down by not dating for the first eighteen years of my life. Now that I was fucking every hot and horny woman I came across, I had become the best version of myself.

“Oh come on, I was a teenager not that long ago. Is it because you’re dating Brandon Sommers now?”

I half laughed, half scoffed. “No, it’s not because of Brandon.”

“Then what is it?”

I rested my elbows on the table and leaned in, wanting to study her reaction to my next words. “It’s Lara Sutherland. I went to her house one day and tried on her slutty clothes and her slutty underwear. And I loved it,” Ms Parker’s eyes went wide in disbelief at the words coming out of my mouth. “She seduced me that day not just into dressing more provocatively, but into playing the part. She made me into the bimbo I am today. Her and I fuck on the regular, along with a couple of other girls from school who you wouldn’t believe. You should see the nasty things we do to each other, the places we put our tongues. Lara loves it when I rim her as-”

“Alright, that’s enough!” Ms Parker practically shouted, raising a hand to stop my rant. Her face was all flustered, her cheeks red and her eyes wide. Her tits heaved in her blouse as she breathed a little heavier.

“Trust me when I tell you no book report is worth missing out on that.”

“Just do your work, Miss Holloway,” she said through a grimace.

“Yes, Ms Parker,” I said as I leaned back into my chair, pulling out my notepad and novel. I smiled to myself at the state the teacher was in. There was no way she was expecting that confession.

She straightened her blouse in an effort to compose herself, clearly awkwardly trying to avoid looking at me. She buried her head in her work, opening up the first of the book reports that were piled on her desk, awaiting grading.

I was pleased with myself for confronting Ms Parker rather than shying away, like old Madison would have. I wasn’t going to apologize for my bimbo lifestyle to anyone, especially a teacher at a school I only had a month left at. I put pen to paper and began writing my report, preparing to pull something out of my ass.

I struggled to concentrate though, with my mind constantly returning to the sexual antics I’d had over the weekend. Mrs Sutherland had pulled something out of my ass, a latex buttplug that made me cum harder than her skanky daughter ever had. Christ, she was sexy. My legs squirmed beneath the desk as I felt myself warming up, my thighs rubbing together. I felt a little hot under the collar too, and stealthily undid a button on my blouse, giving my flushed tits some air.

Then I noticed something, or at least I thought I did. As my thighs rubbed together I could have sworn I saw Ms Taylor’s eyes look up my skirt for a split second before darting away. I watched her grading papers and she bit her bottom lip. Was she checking me out?

She blinked and her eyes flashed towards me again, this time looking at my cleavage, my tight buttoned shirt straining against my heavy bosom. Her eyes met mine for a split second before she hurriedly looked back down at her paperwork. Oh my god! My teacher was perving on me!

Maybe the rumors had some truth to them after all. She was definitely stealing glances at my body. I decided to have a little fun with her and appeal to her basic instincts.

I shuffled in the chair so that it creaked and got her attention, then I uncrossed my legs slowly, giving her a full view up my skirt. Ms Taylor couldn’t help herself, her eyes looked up, staring at my panties between my parted legs. I crossed them the other way as the teacher took a sharp breath in, before closing her eyes and whispering something to herself. I did all I could to suppress a giggle.

Messing with my teacher was a lot more fun than trying to write a report on a book I hadn’t even read. I tilted my head up a bit and stretched my arms out behind me, making a groaning noise that was a little sexier than your standard stretching relief. The move pushed my tits out, my button-up straining even more against my breasts.

I looked down and saw Ms Taylor staring straight at my chest, thinking I couldn’t see her from my position. Her mouth hung open as she practically salivated in her chair. Oh yeah, Ms Taylor definitely had the hots for me. I returned to my original position and Ms Taylor dropped her head, pretending to focus on her work.

As enjoyable as it was messing with the clearly lesbian young teacher, a wicked, slutty thought flashed across my mind. What if I fucked her? It would be so hot hooking up with a teacher at school, far sluttier than anything Lara had ever done. Ms Parker was fine as hell, with her thin build, full lips and pixie cut hair.

My mind was made up, I was going to seduce her. Lara wouldn’t be able to deny I was the bigger bimbo after that. It shouldn’t be too hard. Ms Parker was clearly turned on by me, and she already knew I liked girls. Presumably she had morals about not sleeping with students, but I’d see how strict her morals were when she came face to face with my shaved young pussy.

I picked up my copy of The Price of Salt and slid out of my chair, making my way around to Ms Parker’s side of the desk. The teacher’s eyes couldn’t help but watch my ass as I planted myself on the edge of her desk, my rump pressing against the fabric of my skirt.

“Ms Parker, I have a question about the book,” I said, looking down at her.

“Sure thing, Madison. What’s up,” she replied, trying to hide the fact that she was blushing and flustered as hell, especially with her face at my boob height.

“When Richard accuses Therese of having a schoolgirl crush on Carol, what does he mean by that? Would he really suspect his girlfriend might be a lesbian back in those times?”

“Well, I think Richard says it kind of playfully, not really expecting his girlfriend to be cheating on him with an older woman. But there is definitely an undertone of serious suspicion, like he knows something is going on, but hasn’t even admitted it to himself yet.”

“Hmm, that makes sense. I guess I’m in a similar position to Therese really. I’m dating Brandon, but I don’t enjoy having sex with him that much. I much prefer it when Lara and I are together.”

“Well, what you do in your personal time isn’t my business,” Ms Parker tried to keep it professional, unable to look me in the eye.

“How old are you, if you don’t mind my asking?”

“I’m thirty-one.”

“Hmm, I guess that makes you Carol,” I said with a devilish grin on my face.

“What?”

“Well, if I’m Therese; the young girl who prefers sleeping with women rather than her boyfriend, then that makes you Carol; the lesbian in her early thirties that I have a schoolgirl crush on.”

“Madison! That’s so inappropriate!”

“Oh, I’m sorry Ms Parker, I didn’t mean to offend.”

“What makes you say that I’m a lesbian?”

“Well, I noticed you looking at me earlier. I gave you the opportunity to look up my skirt and you took it.”

Ms Parker blushed a deep shade of pink. “Madison, I don’t know what you think you saw, but I would never look up the skirt of a student.”

“It’s okay, Ms Parker. I won’t tell anyone, don’t worry. Your wandering eyes got me a bit wet, you know, down there.”

“Madison, I don’t know what you think you saw…” Ms Taylor forced herself to look at me directly in the eyes, her brow creased with concern, “...but please don’t repeat that to anyone else.”

“Don’t worry,” I placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder, smiling down at the worried teacher. “Whatever happens here stays strictly between us, I promise.”

“There’s nothing happening here, Madison. I need you to understand that.”

“So you weren’t checking me out?”

“I…” her eyelids fluttered as her brain tried to decide whether to lie or not. “...was not.”

“It’s okay, Ms Taylor, really. Like I said, it was turning me on. Look, if it’ll make you feel more comfortable, I’ll tell you a secret that no one else knows, and that would make things really bad for me if it ever got out.”

“Madison, that’s really not necesse-”

Too late, I was already bending down and placing my face next to hers. I could feel her eyes looking down my shirt as I whispered in her ear. “I’m not just fucking Lara, I’m sleeping with her mom too. I submitted myself to her in a hotel room this past weekend. I let her tie my limbs together and plug my ass before she fucked me with a strap-on. That’s why I didn’t do my book report. I just love having sex with older women. So you see, now we both know a secret about the other.”

I pulled my face away from her ear and straightened up, looking down at my teacher with a self-satisfied smile. Ms Parker’s mouth was hanging open in shock, her eyes wide. I saw her legs squirm beneath her pencil skirt, confirming that my confession had done as intended and turned her on.

“Now, if I tell anyone you were perving on your eighteen year old slutty student, you can tell Lara what I’m doing with her mom and ruin my life,” I said matter-of-factly.

“Madison, I…” her mouth moved like a fish, the flustered teacher unable to form a sentence.

“It’s okay, look at me,” I placed a finger underneath her chin and tilted her head up. “It’s okay,” I repeated, softer this time, moving my face towards her, my lips barely two inches from hers.

Her eyes darted around my face, her mind in overdrive as she calculated her next move, weighing up what she wanted to do against what she thought she should do. Her pink lips quivered a little, clearly wanting mine pressed up against them, but the teacher was too scared to ask. I closed the rest of the distance between us and gave her a short kiss, our lips locking together for an instant, before I pulled my face away again.

Ms Taylor’s lips were still pursed in the air as I straightened up, her eyes still closed as she processed what just happened. Her eyelids fluttered open and her cheeks suddenly blushed as embarrassment swept over her.

“Oh god. Madison, we shouldn’t have done that,” she said, those damn morals getting in the way again.

“Like I said, Ms Taylor, whatever happens here stays between us. Did you want to look up my skirt properly?”

I hoisted my sneaker up onto the teacher’s desk, the move spreading my pleated skirt and affording Ms Taylor an unobstructed view of my panties. She was unable to help herself. Her eyes made their way up my smooth, toned leg and she stared wide-eyed at my crotch. Her rapt gaze made my pussy feel warm. Watching her morals crumble away right in front of my eyes gave me such a thrill.

“Holy shit,” she said, her mouth falling open again as she looked at my groin, a tiny wet spot of dark pink staining the otherwise light pink cotton panties.

“Do you want to see it?” I asked, twirling a pigtail with my finger.

“Mhmm,” she gulped and nodded her head slowly, as if she was on autopilot.

I smiled, pleased with myself for the seduction in process. Ms Taylor was wrapped around my finger more than my pigtail currently was. The pixie cut wearing lesbian teacher didn’t stand a chance against my tight body and slutty inclinations. I was having such fun turning her into every drooling jock I passed in the hall.

I reached between my legs and pulled my panties to the side, revealing my perfectly hairless pussy to the english teacher, my moist slit glistening under the fluorescent lights of the classroom. Ms Taylor’s eyes were trained directly onto it, hypnotized by the smooth snatch of her eighteen-year-old student in front of her.

“You can eat it if you want,” I suggested, tracing the line of my slit with a finger, enticing the hesitant teacher.

Ms Taylor didn’t say anything, she was completely transfixed by my offering. She wheeled her chair towards me, her eyes never leaving my cunt. Then she bent down, one arm wrapping around my waist while the other underneath my raised thigh, and she began licking my pussy.

She was a woman with a mission, and she moaned sooner than I did as she tasted my snatch for the first time. Her hands massaged my ass as she devoured me, her jaw pushing her tongue through my folds over and over.

My eyes half closed as I looked down at her, the thrill of having a woman going down on me paling in comparison to the thrill of that woman being my English teacher. I wove my fingers into her short black hair, pulling the eager lesbian harder into me. Soft moans escaped my lips as her tongue licked me from my opening up to my clit and back down again.

“Oh, Ms Taylor,” I loved saying her name as she ate me out. It was so naughty seducing my teacher like this, but I was a sex-crazed bimbo after all, just living up to the persona Lara had taught me to be.

And it felt oh so good.

My corrupted teacher dipped her tongue into my channel, drinking from the well of my vibrant, youthful snatch. I kegelled and choked her tongue in response, massaging her organ with my walls as she slid it in and out of me. Ms Taylor groaned with horniness as she swirled her tongue around inside.

She withdrew it and began sliding up and down my length again, teasing my clit with each pass. I breathed deeply as I enjoyed her practiced mouth, my pussy was hardly the first this thirty-year-old lesbian had pleasured, and she knew just what to do.

My chest felt hotter again, and my big tits strained against my shirt and bra as I heaved. I had to free them. I couldn’t let go of my panties for fear of them getting in the way of Ms Taylor’s tongue, so I fumbled at my shirt with my free hand, managing to untie the knot around my midriff and unbuttoning it. I thanked whatever higher power was listening that I was wearing a bra with a front clasp today and my deft fingers made short work of the hooks, my bra bursting to the sides as my tits fell free.

I pinched one of my nipples as Ms Taylor nibbled at my clit, her powerful lips kissing and tugging my sensitive bean fantastically. Any hesitation or worries of wrongdoing seemed to melt away from the teacher’s demeanor, as she rose from the chair, the thirty-one-year-old bending over as she enthusiastically ate me out.

She pulled her face away from my snatch and shoved two fingers in her mouth to lubricate them before pushing them both at once into my channel. I gratefully accepted them as she slid the digits all the way inside me in one motion, moaning loudly to show my appreciation.

“Oh my god, look at those tits,” Ms Taylor said as she caught sight of my naked chest and large, round globes.

She launched herself forward and began sucking and flicking one of my nipples, staining my breast with the cum on her lips. Her fingers pumped in and out of my pussy as her thumb picked up where her mouth left off with my clit, the multi-tasking teacher circling it while she fingered me and pleased my tits. Ms Taylor wasn’t new to lesbian sex like Lara or Imogen, and she wasn’t twenty years out of practice like Mrs Sutherland, she knew exactly what she was doing.

And it felt good.

“Oh fuck,” I said with a staggered breath as the sexy teacher had her way with me.

Bolts of pleasure shot through me from my pussy as her magic hand cast its spell, my tits feeling like they were glowing from her oral attention. I swear if she managed to involve my ass somehow I would have melted into a puddle on the floor with how hot she made me. My fingers remained interlocked with her pixie cut black hair as she moved between my tits, coating my chest in saliva and marking them as she bit down lightly on my areola.

Her thumb ran tiny concentric circles around my pink pearl and I felt a surge of ecstasy well up before sending me over the edge. My head fell back and my legs clamped shut around her hand as I came on her desk. I cried out in bliss as her lips pursed around one of my nipples, tugging on my flesh fantastically as her cum-coated digits never stopped fingering me.

It felt like she was practically vibrating the pad of her thumb on my clit, coaxing the orgasm out of me even further. My cunt pulsed around her knuckles as she buried her fingers as deep as she could into my core, my sticky honey spilling around them as every pore of my pussy seeped sex. My thighs shuddered around her arm and my tits jiggled against her face as I rode out the terrific, unethical, fuck-hot orgasm.

As it wound down, I was able to open my eyes and face Ms Taylor again, only to find her pretty face waiting for me, her lips latching onto mine as she hungrily kissed me. She pulled her slippery fingers out of my snatch and pushed my shirt and bra over my shoulders, the useless garments falling away behind me and leaving me topless.

I returned the favor and made short work of the buttons of her blouse, untucking it from her professional looking pencil skirt and tossing it aside. We kept passionately making out as I found the clasp of her bra and undid it, sliding the straps down Ms Taylor’s arms so that she was as topless as me. I reached around and grabbed two handfuls of ass, pulling her in closer to me so that our tits pressed together, our erect nipples poking into the soft flesh of the others breasts.

“Oh my god, what have I done?” Ms Taylor said as my mouth made it’s way down her neck, kissing and sucking down the side and along her collarbone. Her voice didn’t sound regretful so much as turned on, the horny teacher clearly getting off on the forbidden nature of our tryst as much as I was.

“You gave me an incredible orgasm, that’s what you’ve done,” I replied.

“I shouldn’t have,” she moaned as I kissed a sensitive spot on her neck.

“No, you shouldn’t have, but it felt so fucking good,” I released her neck from my mouth and looked her in the eyes. “You were amazing.”

“Well, the rumors might have some truth to them. I’ve had a lot of practice.”

“I might not have had as much as you, but let me show what me and my friends do to each other.”

I smiled mischievously as I dismounted the teacher’s desk and grabbed her by the hips, turning her so that she pressed up against the edge of the table. I kissed my way down her chest, falling to my knees in front of her as my tongue traced down her midline over her stomach. As I planted my lips just below her belly button I reached around behind her and pulled down the zip of her pencil skirt before curling my fingers into the sides and pulling it down, revealing Ms Taylor’s cotton panties and thigh high stockings beneath.

I pushed my face into her groin and breathed in her scent through her panties, her rich fragrance and powerful pheromones stinging my nostrils as I prodded my nose into her mound. I reached around behind her and squeezed her ass as I did so, kneading her fleshy rump.

“You smell amazing,” I said honestly, loving the feminine musk filling my lungs.

“I’ve been told I taste just as good,” she beamed down at me.

“I can’t wait to find out.”

With that, I gripped the waistline of her panties and pulled them down to the floor, the underwear joining her skirt around her pumps. Ms Taylor stepped out of them and kicked them away as I admired her perfectly neat landing strip of trimmed pubes.

“That’s a new one for me,” I said as I traced a finger down her strip.

“It was a very popular style when I was in college.”

“I like it,” I said, entranced by the older woman’s pubic hair fashion.

“So show me,” Ms Taylor said before grabbing my head and pulling me into her crotch.

My nose pressed into the landing strip I was so fascinated with, and my tongue almost instinctively darted out of my mouth and into my teacher’s pink. I loved eating pussy so much that it had become second nature to me over the last couple of months.

Since becoming a bimbo I’d sought out every opportunity to go down on a girl whether that be my bully, my bully’s mom, my best friend and now my teacher. I lusted for women in a way that I never felt about boys. I wanted to please them, I wanted my mouth to make them cum, it always filled me with such satisfaction and pride. I loved being a slut.

The naked thirty-one-year-old started moaning immediately at what I was doing to her. I licked at her pussy, massaging her clit with my tongue and tugging on her folds with my lips. I ate her snatch like it was my last meal, my hands gripping her thighs as I knelt in front of her with my face between her legs, the obedient student, the teacher’s pet.

“Oh, Madi, that’s so hot. You look so hot,” she said as she watched her student devouring her.

What she’d heard about her flavor was correct. Her pussy tasted amazing. Her cum assaulted the taste buds on my tongue, her rich, full flavor reminding me of red wine. She tasted completely different to any other snatch I’d eaten. I loved it.

Even as I ate the pussy of this beautiful woman, the tight latex choker around my neck reminded me of who I belonged to, and I felt a pulse of arousal shoot out of my clit at the thought of telling Mrs Sutherland about my detention. She’d love to hear how I seduced my teacher, and if I was lucky, she might even punish me for getting in trouble.

Her almost upright position made it hard for me to explore her properly, so I focused on her clit. I teased the engorged bean with the tip of my tongue, lightly flicking across it, the terrific wet sounds of my tongue in her wet snatch filling the room. Ms Taylor moaned a little louder at the clitoral attention, her breathing becoming deeper and more staggered. She was approaching an orgasm already.

“That feels so good,” she whimpered. “Is this what Lara Sutherland has taught you?”

“It’s one thing,” I said, pulling my face away from her pussy, not wanting her to cum just yet. “She also taught me this.”

I grabbed Ms Taylor’s hips and spun her around before jamming my face into her ass. My tongue licked through her crevice as her cheeks smothered me in her standing position. Ms Taylor inhaled sharply and let out a surprised ‘oh’ at the sudden anal attention. I grabbed her cheeks and gave them a squeeze as I licked her again, a taste similar to licking a penny filling my mouth once again as I tongued her salty starfish.

I reached up and pushed between her shoulder blades, guiding my teacher to bend down on her desk. She did so, supporting herself on her elbows as I fluttered my tongue over her butthole again, the tiny crater puckering in sensitivity.

“Oh my god, Madi! You girls are nastier than I thought if this is what you’re all doing!”

I smiled and laughed into her ass as I chowed down on the booty salad, tossing it enthusiastically. Eating ass might not have the intoxicating flavor that pussy does, but it feels so hot licking somewhere so off-limits, doing something so naughty. And rimming my teacher certainly felt extremely naughty.

I swirled my tongue around her back door, gently probing into it as Ms Taylor dropped her head and groaned deeply in pleasure against her desk. I used my thumb to rub her clit, massaging the sensitive little button as I teased an orgasm closer to the surface.

Ms Taylor reached backwards and found my pigtails, grabbing one in each hand using them as reigns to pull be harder into her. I moved my whole head up and down through her valley, buttering her crack with saliva and cum. My thumb worked overtime on her clit, flicking the bean left and right and applying just the right amount of pressure.

“Oh fuck arghhhhh!!!” Ms Taylor wailed as she came hard against my face. I prayed no one happened to be passing by the classroom in the hall, but the thought of being caught just made it all the hotter.

Her butthole seized beneath my tongue, the tiny ring pulsing with pleasure. Ms Taylor’s knees wobbled as she pulled hard on my pigtails, her muscles all flexing uncontrollably. I felt her cum trickling down my thumb and I dive bombed down with my face to collect the delicious nectar, my mouth practically hoovering it out of her cunt.

“Fuck me!” she cried out as she lunged forward, her beautiful round ass clenching as she rode out the tail end of her orgasm.

Ms Taylor let go of my pigtails and collapsed forward onto her desk, her body still shuddering with pleasure as her moans softened and she tried to compose herself. I pulled my head away from her and stood up while I used my thumb to push the spilt over cum off my chin and into my mouth, not wanting to waste a drop of my teacher’s delicious honey.

She spun around and perched her ass on the edge of the desk, her tits jiggling as the aftermath of her orgasm made her jerk sporadically. She looked at me with satisfied, half-closed eyes, looking sexy as fuck in her pumps and thigh high tights, her landing strip of pubes pointing to her glistening lower lips.

She began giggling uncontrollably. “Come here,” she said, making a come hither motion with a finger.

I laughed with her and stepped forward between her open legs, my english teacher wrapping her arms around me and kissing me deeply, the pair of us sharing each other’s flavors with our tongues. As we made out, Ms Taylor pushed down on the waist of my pleated skirt and cotton panties, the two frustrating items of clothing falling down my legs. I kicked them away and joined my teacher in nakedness, save for our shoes, her stockings and my choker.

Ms Taylor reached around and grabbed my plump rear, digging her fingernails into my rump. I pushed my body harder against her causing her to fall backwards on the desk, her head right near the top of it. My mouth didn’t leave hers, as I bent over and kissed my teacher, surrounded by her stationary, laptop and other students’ reports.

One knee at a time, I hoisted myself up onto the wooden desk, my teacher spreading her legs further to accommodate me. My thighs straddled the undersides of hers and our pussies kissed each other wetly.

“Mm, you feel good on me,” Ms Taylor said.

“You feel good under me,” I retorted, my faux blonde hair falling down to the desk beside the face of my smiling teacher.

We kissed again, breathing heavily through our noses as our lips locked together. I clenched my butt muscles and slid my slippery pussy upwards along hers. Our folds glided over each other before I brought myself back down, our clits teasing each other.

“Fuck that’s hot,” I said before I did it again, the moistness of our pussies sliding against each other making sexy, lewd wet noises.

I found a rhythm as we tribbed on top of her desk, grinding my cunt as hard as I could against her and trying to build some friction. Her trimmed pubes scratched my bare mons and her hands ran up and down my back while we made out. My ass cheeks tensed and relaxed over and over, rocking my hips back and forth as I dragged my clit along her pink cunt.

We moaned into each other’s mouths while we kissed, our teeth accidentally knocking into each other as we lost ourselves. Our pussies might have had a thirteen year age gap between them but they felt like they were made for each other as I built up speed with my grinding. Our nipples flicked against each other the same as our clits did, her sensitive nubs on mine electrifying my body with intense arousal.

One of Ms Taylor’s hands made its way to my ass, caressing my crevice and holding my rump as it tensed and relaxed. As I slid down and relaxed, her middle finger quickly darted between my cheeks and pressed against my back door. My butthole tensed and I broke my kiss with my teacher, smiling down at her sudden anal curiosity.

I momentarily stopped my tribbing and reached behind myself, grabbing her wrist and pulling her hand upwards. I took the middle finger into my mouth and wrapped my tongue around it, giving it a little blowjob and coating it in saliva.

“Put it in me,” I said as I spat out her finger.

“So slutty...” she remarked as she returned her now lubricated finger to my ring, curling it and pushing the tip inside me.

I closed my eyes and sighed with pleasure as I relaxed my anus and let my teacher inside of me. The sexy slight stretch of my butthole burned as she pushed in as much of her finger as the angle would allow. I loved the feeling of having my most private, intimate space filled, even if it was just by a finger, and my warm pocket choked the digit gratefully.

I resumed my grinding, quickly building up to the rhythm I reached before, only now my ass cheeks tensed around the knuckle of Ms Taylor’s middle finger, my actions working it in and out of me. I made circles with my hips, our clits swirling around each other, orgasmic tension building in my loins.

“Fuck that feels so good,” I whimpered. “Fuck me it feels so good!”

The expression on Ms Taylor’s face was a mix of pleasure and bewilderment, her finger in a student’s ass, our pussies rubbing together, our engorged beans flicking each other. Our moans became sharper and faster as our orgasms both rapidly approached.

We looked each other directly in the eyes as we came simultaneously. My hips ground my pussy down hard onto hers as my butthole spasmed, pushing her finger out before sucking it back in over and over like some sort of automated butt fucking. Cum seeped out of my snatch and mixed with hers as it trickled down her slit, pooling on the desk between our legs.

We both cried out in ecstasy, my mouth opening wide as my stomach tensed, forcing out a powerful groan that made a string of drool drip off my bottom lip. Ms Taylor stuck her tongue out and let it fall onto it, before curling her tongue back into her mouth and swallowing my spit. It was one of the hottest things I’d ever witnessed.

As our bodies untensed, Ms Taylor pulled her finger out of my butt, our tits heaved against each other as we both sucked in deep breaths of air. Once I’d managed to regain some sense of composure, I dismounted both my teacher and her desk, a drop of cum dribbling down the inside of my thigh as I stood and watched Ms Taylor recover for a moment longer on her desk.

I ran a fingertip through the pool of cum at the bottom of the desk and tasted our cocktail. My sweetness mixed with her full bodied flavor was heavenly. Ms Taylor held out her hands and I took them, helping her to sit up before she slid herself off the desk, kissing me one more time.

“Well that was… something,” she breathed as she collected her panties and skirt, sliding her legs back into them.

“What grade did I earn?” I asked as I did the same with my own underwear and skirt.

Ms Taylor smiled up at me. “Oh, an A plus easily.”

“That wasn’t a very productive detention I suppose.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I learned some interesting things,” she grinned as she clasped her bra back on and thread her arms through the sleeves of her blouse.

“Is it okay if I hand my book report in at the end of the week?” I said as I redressed.

“And if you still don’t have it in?”

“Well, I’m sure we can figure out some way I can make up the extra credit.”

We both laughed as we completed our outfits, hiding any traces of our naughty tryst. My lesbian teacher combed her fingers through her hair and wiped the remainder of her eighteen year old student’s cum off her chin, looking like a professional again. I re-tied the ends of my button-up shirt around my midriff, leaving the drying cum around my mouth, looking like a slutty schoolgirl again.

I put my books back into my school bag and slung it over my shoulder, before giving Ms Taylor’s ass one last squeeze as she wiped down her desk with a tissue.

“See ya round,” I said to her, my glistening lips curling into a smile before I began walking towards the door.

“Madison,” she called my attention, making me stop and look over my shoulder. “It should go without saying, but I feel like I want to say it anyway. This stays between us, okay? No one can know.”

“Of course, goes without saying,” I gave her a reassuring look before opening the door and walking out into the hall towards the parking lot.

My skirt swayed with my ass as I strutted down the hall, tits jiggling in my shirt, lips glistening with an older woman’s cum, my own drying on the inside of my thigh. I was glowing in post-orgasmic bliss, feeling like the nubile young bimbo that I was.

I couldn’t wait to tell my girls about this.

THE END
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Shared By My Mistress: Nerd To Nympho Book 7

Amanda's eyes go wide with lust at the chance to relive her college days and team up with Mrs Sutherland on Madison's supple, submissive body. The compliant blonde bimbo is paraded around the room, made to please the horny housewives with her willing mouth. When Amanda wants to taste Madison for herself, Mrs Sutherland ties her sub to the table, offering her every opening to her thirsty friend.
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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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