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Chapter

One

Madison and I got plenty of looks as we passed through airport security. I could feel the eyes of men and women in the queue watching me as I took off my shoes and stood in the scanner with my arms above my head, which tugged my tight sweater up enough to expose some midriff. I pulled my carry-on baggage off the conveyor belt and my tits jiggled as the case hit the ground with a thud, and I saw the eyes of a middle-aged man with his family just about fall out of his head as he ogled me.

This was my new normal ever since Madison bimbofied me. Well, it was an ongoing process, but I’d made great strides in the last couple of months since the blonde slut I was traveling with had seduced me, shaved me and tongue-fucked me into her debaucherous lifestyle. My hair was dyed blonde, my body toned in the gym, my wardrobe much more revealing, my lips fuller and contact lenses replacing my glasses. Gone was the timid nerd with her head always stuck in a book. Now I was hot, well on my way to being as good a bimbo as Madison.

And people checked me out. I had the attention of every straight man and most of the straight women too. I fucking loved it. Along my journey I’d discovered a disinterest in doing anything with guys but I still lapped up their horny stares. I loved the way I turned them into drooling puppies, desperate to do whatever I wanted to increase their chances of sleeping with me. But I never would. Lesbian sex excited me so much more. The mouth of a confident pussy-eater or even just a curious girl was so much better to me than the best dick.

The airport was bustling with the Christmas holiday crowd. Madison and I strolled through the concourse trying to find a reprieve from the sheer amount of people everywhere. People were gross; coughing and yelling, letting their shit kids run amok. Madison and I had important details to discuss for the coming few days of Christmas break. Fortunately we found a place with almost no one in it: a bookstore.

“I’m so excited you’re coming home with me, Reagan,” my bimbo tutor said to me in the silence of the bookstore as we browsed an empty aisle. “We get to spend Christmas together!”

“I know!” I replied, reading the various titles of the books with no real intention of buying one. “It’s going to be so much fun!”

“Have you been naughty or nice this year, Miss Lister?”

“Well, nice for most of it,” I grinned at the girl who taught me my lesbian bimbo ways. “Then someone came along and corrupted me and made me all naughty.”

“Sounds hot,” Madison giggled. “You should probably thank that person, y’know.”

“Oh, I do, at every available opportunity,” I said as I beamed at my tutor, grabbing her hips and giving her a sweet kiss on the lips. “I’m so excited to meet the woman that pays for your lavish lesbian lifestyle, Madi.”

“Don’t you worry, Reagan, I’m sure she’ll be just as pleased to meet you,” Madison replied as we each went back to perusing the books. “But there are a couple of rules that are in your best interest to follow, this Christmas break.”

“I can follow rules, depending on what the punishment is for breaking them,” I said as I winked. I was finally going to be meeting the mysterious older woman that bankrolled Madison’s bimbo lifestyle. After all, gym memberships, slutty clothes, lip filler, sex toys and fancy apartments weren’t cheap. I didn’t know much about the woman, other than that she was married and rich, and that her husband had no clue she was fucking a slutty coed half her age behind his back.

“Her name is Mrs Sutherland,” Madison said as she touched the black choker she always wore, the corner of her mouth bubbling into a slight grin as she said the name. “And that’s all you should call her. You should do whatever she tells you to do and trust her, she’ll always make sure you’re well looked after. She’s done so much for me, I want to give you to her as her Christmas present as a thank you. I have a feeling she’s gonna love what I’ve turned you into.”

“Turning me into,” I corrected her. My bimbo journey was not yet complete, but I was loving every second of the ride. “I’ll do everything I can to be a good Christmas present for her, Madison. I promise,” I said sincerely. I wanted to thank Madison just as much as she wanted to thank Mrs Sutherland. She’d done so much for me, opened up my life to so many new avenues of pleasure. I owed her.

“I mean it,” Madison continued. “Whatever she tells you to do. Lick wherever she tells you to lick, bend in whatever way she wants you to bend.”

“I mean it too,” I said. “I’ve never been with an older woman before. What’s it like?”

“It’s fucking transcendent. You have no idea how powerful and commanding she is. She makes you feel like everything and nothing simultaneously. She’s bigger than you, more experienced than you, and can make you cum harder than you ever have in your entire life.”

I squirmed a little hearing Madison’s description, feeling a familiar warmth swelling in my groin. It was going to be the most fun, wettest Christmas of my life. Just then I came across a book with a title that grabbed my attention. I pulled it out of the shelf and held it up to show Madison.

“Look, Secrets of the Female Orgasm,” I laughed. “It’s an awfully thick book. I reckon we could condense it to a post-it note.”

Madison giggled too as she started listing our edit. “One: have sex with other women. Two: don’t neglect the asshole.”

“Three: spend Christmas break submitted to an older woman.”

“Four: Group sex is more fun for everyone.”

The two of us broke down in laughter until I saw Madison looking over my shoulder at something. I collected myself and turned around to see what she was looking at. There was a young woman a couple of aisles down, watching us over the top of the bookshelves. When I caught her staring she blushed a deep shade of pink and averted her gaze, embarrassed at having been noticed eavesdropping.

I didn’t get a good look at her, just that she was pretty, with a freckled face and beautiful strawberry red hair worn just above her shoulders. She faced away from us and awkwardly browsed books on the other side of the store. I turned back to Madison and we both quietly giggled to ourselves at the embarrassment caused. We’d gotten carried away and didn’t realize how loud we were talking about our favorite aspects of lesbian sex.

“Are you going to buy it?” Madison asked me in jest.

“Nah, no one reads physical books anymore,” I said as I slid the ridiculously titled book back into the shelf.


Chapter

Two

Madison and I boarded the plane, shuffling our way down the aisle towards our seats. As we got closer to our row, we both saw it at the same time. The cute redhead from the bookstore was seated directly in front of us! We both looked down at her as we slowly made our way up.

Feeling someone’s gaze on her, she looked up and to her horror met eyes with us. Her expression was hilarious, her cheeks turning to a shade of red close to her hair color. She probably thought she’d never see us again, and that all we’d amount to was one wordless, awkward encounter, and there we were. Madison and I both grinned coyly, refusing to look away from her as she sat there petrified. She was about to be even more uncomfortable when she’d realize the seats we were making our way to were right behind her.

Without saying a word, Madison lifted her baggage up into the overhead compartment right above the redhead. She made an absolute show of it, pretending to shuffle luggage around inside and forcing her bag right back. Her tight sweater slid up over her toned stomach, just like mine in the scanner, her big tits bouncing as she rifled through the overhead compartment. I tried to contain myself as I watched the redhead look absolutely mortified, unsure where to look, Madison’s round breasts jiggling just inches away from her face.

Madison eventually wrapped up her little show and took her seat by the window. Next it was my turn, and I pulled the same moves as my blonde bimbo tutor, showing some skin and getting my body unnecessarily close to the shy redhead’s face.

“Hurry up, Reagan, your tits are bouncing all over the place,” Madison chimed in, adding some spice that no doubt would have made the redhead’s cheeks flush an even deeper shade.

“I’m coming,” I chirped back before holding onto the headrest of the ginger’s seat as I swung into mine. Madison and I exchanged a glance, grinning mischievously to each other.

As the plane took off the cabin was filled with the dull rumbling sound of the engines. Most people put their headphones on and amused themselves with their various devices, including the man sitting in the row in front of us next to our new friend. This enabled Madison and I to continue our cheeky torture, as well as catching up on some much needed gossip.

“So tell me about this goth girl you fucked!” Madison said, loud enough that the redhead could hear her over the engine noise. “I’ve been dying for some details.”

“Oh, fuck yes!” I exclaimed excitedly as I turned in my seat. I was as keen to show-off my latest bimbo exploits to my teacher as much as I was to toy with the redhead in the next row. “She fucked me, really. She tied me down to her bed, cut my clothes into tatters and fucked me through the holes.”

“Jesus! And you said it was her first time with another girl?”

“You wouldn’t know it. The confidence she had, Madison, it was so hot. I was just strapped there, spread-eagled and having to take whatever she gave me. She was covered in piercings and tattoos and black nail polish and uh… her purple lipstick. So fucking hot. Seeing her purple mouth pursed around my clit… it makes me warm just thinking about it.”

“Fuck yes, Reagan! Look at you go! You’re becoming a true lesbian bimbo.”

“I get a little sluttier every day thanks to you, babe,” I winked at her, thankful for the path she had enlightened me to.

“Then what happened. What was the hottest thing she did to you?”

“Okay so,” I leaned in but did not lower my voice, seeing the head of the ginger turn, her ear visible between the gaps in the headrests. She was eavesdropping again, the curious little thing. “She had me on my knees, my ankles tethered to the ends of the bed, and she pulled my hands behind my back, wrapped up my wrists with a belt and told me that if I let go of it she’d stop doing it.”

“Doing what?”

“Fucking me with a strap-on while she rubbed my asshole with her thumb. I was fucking drooling into her mattress and screaming my lungs out when she made me cum that way.”

The seat in front of me suddenly snapped forward as the redhead jumped to her feet in a hurry. I craned my neck to look up at her but she did her best to ignore us, straightening herself out and adjusting her hair before she made her way past me and towards the bathroom, pretending we did not exist.

Madison and I suppressed our giggles as my bimbo tutor made hand signals for me to get up. I did so and let her out, the gorgeous lesbian following after the redhead towards the bathroom. I stood in the aisle and watched as she snuck up behind the redhead and pinched her hips from behind just as she was about to open the bathroom door. The ginger startled, turning around as she jumped to face Madison with wide eyes, instinctively grabbing hold of my lover's arms.

I was in awe watching her work her magic. The blonde met the redhead’s nervous gaze with a calm, sexy one, her devious mouth curled into a wry smile. I saw her lean in and whisper something into the redhead’s ear. I saw the ginger’s grip tighten on Madison’s arms as she took in whatever my tutor was saying to her privately. Her face went from startled to something else. Her mouth hung open, her eyes wide and unsure. It looked like… curiosity.

The cute stranger turned around and opened the bathroom door, disappearing inside of it as Madison followed her in. I saw the door close and I sat back down in my seat, beaming at Madison’s sluttiness. I was equal parts impressed and fucking horny after witnessing the display.

I knew what the redheaded stranger was having done to her at that very moment. The new experiences, the thoughts previously confined to the bedroom late at night suddenly becoming reality. She was just one of many women Madison had seduced into first time lesbian sex, and with myself being one of them, I knew how much her whole world was changing at that moment while I sat in my seat.

I lost track of time as I sat there, daydreaming, thinking about what the pair of them must look like punching their ticket for the mile high club. I thought back to my first lesbian experience, how intrigued I was by Madison, and the pleasure she offered me. How I never looked back. How there was still so much for me to explore and experience on my journey to bimbodom.

My daydreaming was suddenly interrupted as I sensed Madison standing at my side. Before I knew it she’d rammed two fingers into my mouth, startling me for a moment before I recognized the flavor they were basted in. My startled grunt morphed into a satisfied moan as I licked the stranger’s cum off my teacher’s fingers. I savored the delicious tang, the taste instantly activating some deep recess of my brain that sent me into overdrive. It was like a drug for me. Once I’d had a taste I could only think of one thing until it had been fucked out of me.

Madison couldn’t linger feeding me her fingers without someone seeing, so she pulled them out, and I stood to let her back into her seat. “How was it?” I asked, searching up the aisle for the redhead but not finding her.

“Good. She’s waiting for you,” Madison replied before sliding past me and into her seat.

My pussy pulsed as I heard the words. I looked at the bathroom door, wanting so badly what was waiting behind it. I loved Madison. The things she did for me were more than any little slut could ever ask for.

It was like I was floating on air as I made my way down the aisle. Plenty of heads turned as I breezed past them, but I barely noticed. I had tunnel-vision for the bathroom door. After what seemed like simultaneously an eternity and ten seconds, I reached my destination. I knocked on the door and licked my lips. The sign flipped from occupied to vacant and pushed it open.

What I found behind it was a sight that made me spectacularly horny. The redhead I glimpsed in the bookstore and assumed I’d never see again, leaning against the wall, out of breath and disheveled. Her wavy, strawberry red hair a mess, her tank top lifted behind her head, her tits exposed and glistening with what I could only assume was Madison’s saliva. Her leggings and underwear were both around her knees. She braced herself against the walls of the small cubicle, panting away, her breasts heaving with each breath.

“I’m Grace,” she managed to say as I closed the door behind me.

“I’m Reagan,” I said as I locked the door.

And that was all that was said before I fell to my knees and grabbed the willing redhead by her hips. She gasped as I pulled her pussy towards me and gorged myself on her sex. I moaned feverishly as I lapped up her delicious honey, her trimmed red pubes brushing my nose. Grace tensed, her hands pushing harder against the walls to brace herself more as she let out a stifled whimper of pleasure.

She tasted heavenly, and I loved receiving the flavor I’d tasted on Madison’s fingers directly from the source. Hers was the fifth pussy I’d ever eaten and I loved it every bit as much as I loved my first. My fingers squeezed the flesh of her hips as I satiated my slutty urges, delving into her warm, sticky hole and licking upwards, flicking her tiny little clit.

“Oh… fuck,” she moaned as she enjoyed my devoted mouth, perhaps not as expert as Madison’s, but just as eager.

I stuck my tongue out and rocked her hips back and forth against it, and Grace helped, face-fucking me in the tiny bathroom as she looked down at me, her brow creased in ecstasy and disbelief. I met her gaze, looking up at her with my tongue poking out, my eyes focused and narrow as if saying ‘cum for me’.

And that she did. Grace’s thighs tensed around my head as her eyes rolled back, her hips thrusting out as she climaxed. I reached up and squeezed both her tits as I wagged my tongue left and right over her sensitive bean, her honey dripping onto my chin and into the gusset of her panties stretched between her knees.

“Nggghhhhh,” she whined as her body trembled. Unable to hold herself up, she slid down against the wall, falling onto her ass, completely out of breath once more. “What the fuck?” the pretty little redhead questioned herself as she stared blankly at me, her cheeks once again flushed pink, only this time not with embarrassment, but with exertion from the adrenaline charged orgasm I’d just made her experience.

I threw myself forward and found her exhausted, quivering mouth with my hungry one. She returned my kiss passionately, our tongues sliding along each other and swirling, our moans mixing together between our mouths. I could taste a familiar flavor on her, the unmistakable sweetness of Madison’s pussy. I could tell Grace had barely a clue what she was doing, but I could also tell she was absolutely having the time of her life.

I pulled away from our wet kiss and stood up, unbuttoning my jeans and wiggling them off my hips. I peeled them down to my knees and turned around, showing my ass to the dazed Grace before I slid a thumb beneath the string of my thong and pulled it over one ass cheek. I could feel her eyes boring into my core, staring at my glistening sex and not knowing why she wanted it but absolutely unable to deny herself.

“Do you want it?” I asked, wanting to hear her admit her dirty lesbian desires.

“I fucking want it so fucking bad,” she breathed, barely above a whisper, as if she was committing to a crime.

“Then eat it,” I said as I leaned over and pushed back, pinning her head against the wall.

The timid redhead’s tongue went straight to work, extending out between my velvet lips as my ass pressed against her face. Her moans vibrated against my cunt as I braced myself on the bathroom sink, staring at my own cum-stained face in the mirror. I felt such a sense of pride looking at myself, my hair a fake colored blonde, my face perfectly made up, my lips glistening with the nectar of another woman, a stranger eating my pussy. This was who I was meant to be. This was who I wanted to be. This was the best version of myself.

Grace’s head game was keen but unpracticed. She wagged her tongue around aimlessly, occasionally brushing it against my clit, occasionally slithering into my vagina. There was something about her untrained eagerness that just made it all the hotter, and me all the hotter for her. I could feel the warm glow of an orgasm building in my cunt despite the new-lesbian’s shortfalls.

I pressed her head harder against the wall, my ass cheeks mushing against her face, burying her in my sex. My many ass-building sessions in the gym ensured I had enough booty to keep my thong in place, stretched to the side and out of the way, allowing the eager ginger full access to the snatch she was being smothered by.

“Fuck, you’re gonna make me cum,” I moaned down to her in encouragement.

Her hands reached up and grabbed my thighs, her nose knocking against my asshole as she reached forward with her tongue and managed to find my clit. She flicked at my horny bean with the rigid tip of her tongue and it sent me over the edge. I stared straight into the reflection of my own eyes as I came, my body shuddering with delight at the release it constantly craved.

I stifled my usually loud moans given the environment, having to cover my mouth with a hand as I convulsed between the sink and the wall of the bathroom, smashing against Grace’s timid face over and over. “Mmph,” was all that could be heard as I rode the waves of my orgasm, loving what the embarrassed little bookstore girl had done to me.

Once my climax wound down, I turned the tap on and rinsed the cum off my face. My thong snapped back into place as I stood tall, and I pulled my tight jeans back up before straightening myself up in the mirror. Grace picked herself up off the floor and stood behind me in complete disbelief at what had just happened, her tits still out, her ginger snatch still on full display. I looked at her in the mirror, the redhead in equal parts shock and satisfaction.

“Ten minutes ago I’d never even kissed a girl…” she said, meeting my eyes in the mirror.

“Well, now you’ve fucked two of them,” I said before I spun around and gave her a kiss on the cheek.

I let myself out of the bathroom, slinking out of the smallest gap I could make with the door. There were a couple of people waiting in line, staring at me with raised eyebrows. A few months ago I would have been horrifyingly embarrassed. Now I accepted their stares with pride. It made me feel all warm inside.

I made my way back to my seat, loving how embarrassed Grace would surely be when she came out of the bathroom. When she eventually did come out, I heard the gasp of one of the people queuing at the sight of another woman emerging from the bathroom. I giggled to myself as Grace quickly got back into her seat without a word.

For the rest of the flight I would only see the top of her ginger head over the headrest, she didn’t acknowledge Madison or me for the rest of the trip.


Chapter

Three

As we deboarded the plane, Madison and I made sure we repeated our show for Grace, getting our tits nice and close to her face as we got our bags out of the overhead compartment. The man next to her stared blatantly at us, but Grace’s head was locked forward, the naughty redhead determined to ignore us.

We made our way through the security checkpoint without hassle and exited the airport to the pickup bays out front. We scanned the area, although I wasn’t much help, not sure exactly who we were looking for.

Suddenly I heard a gasp to my left, and I saw Madison’s face light up. I followed her line of sight and laid my eyes upon a jaw dropping sight. There was a woman, mid-forties, tall, leaning against a black SUV and looking at us, her eyes taking us in with a confident assessment. She was breathtaking, her wavy sandy blonde hair cascading down her shoulders, her figure was so curvy and feminine, with wide hips and a heavy bosom. Her button-up blouse, black jacket and business skirt couldn’t conceal her perfect hourglass shape. Her glossy pink lips spread into a smile as we each finished our assessments of each other.

Madison restrained herself from skipping over to the woman, her feet desperate to cover the ground as quickly as possible without seeming desperate, although I knew she was. I expected her to jump up into Mrs Sutherland’s arms and plant kisses all over her face, but instead she once again contained herself, standing in front of the older woman nice and proper, her fists clenched at her excited energy trying to burst out of her, but not being allowed to.

“Hello, Mrs Sutherland,” Madison said with the squeaky, excited voice of a girl getting the puppy she’d begged for months for. The pair leaned in for a polite kiss on the cheek, any onlookers would never suspect the naughty things the two had done to each other.

“Hello, my dear,” Mrs Sutherland replied as they pecked each other on the cheek. “You smell like pussy. Hers, I presume?” the older woman looked at me, her glare penetrating my soul and making my heart flutter.

“No actually, it’s ummmm…” Madison scanned around us, spotting the shy redhead we fucked in the bathroom scurrying over to a cab. “That girl’s! Bye, Grace!” she called out, pointing directly at the timid ginger.

Grace instinctively turned to see where the voice had come from, realized who had said it and hurriedly got in the cab. One last act of embarrassment for the girl who’d had such a naughty introduction to lesbian sex. I was sure I’d never see Grace again, but that was the life of a bimbo, fucking random girls just for the fun of it.

“That’s my girl. I look forward to hearing about it later,” Mrs Sutherland said with a hint of pride in her voice. “And who do we have here?”

“Mrs Sutherland, I’d like you to meet Reagan,” Madison extended her arms as she presented me. “She’s a lot of fun.”

“She looks it,” the older woman commented as she looked me up and down.

“Nice to meet you, Mrs Sutherland,” I held out my hand and she took it, squeezing it as she maintained direct eye contact with me, her mouth still but her eyes smiling. It felt like a bolt of lightning was sent up my arm, her powerful hand holding mine in hers, the intensity of her eyes. I melted a little on the inside.

“Likewise. I’m looking forward to getting to know you over the Christmas break, Reagan. Now, enough dawdling. Let’s get out of here.”

With that, we loaded our bags in the car and hopped in, Madison in the front passenger seat, me in the back. As soon as the doors were closed the pair in the front leant over the console and exchanged in a heated, passionate tongue kiss, shielded from the outside world by the heavily tinted windows. They had to act polite in public, at risk of being spotted together in their home city. I knew Mrs Sutherland was a married woman, cheating on her husband with a slutty college girl, so they had to maintain appearances in order to keep the status quo.

I simply watched from the back seat as their heated kiss ended, arching an eyebrow at the passion they had for one another. Mrs Sutherland pulled away from the younger girl and started the car. Madison just lingered there for a moment, the kiss of her older lover meaning so much to her.

We made idle chit chat as Mrs Sutherland navigated the heavy airport traffic, but once we were on the highway she reached over and started groping Madison as she drove. She continued talking as if nothing was happening, freely using her blonde slut’s body as she steered with one hand. Madison of course let it happen, sitting there obediently as the older woman caressed her breasts over her sweater and ran down her legs.

“So, no one’s at home at the moment,” Mrs Sutherland said as she squeezed one of Madison’s thighs.

“No one?” Madison asked.

“Nope,” Mrs Sutherland said with a tone that suggested she knew what Madison was getting at. “Lara doesn’t land until Christmas Eve.”

“Who’s Lara?” I asked from the back seat.

“We better make the most of the next couple of days then. You probably won’t have much time after that,” Madison said to her lover, either ignoring me or just not hearing me.

“Well, neither will you, I imagine. You do have to spend some time with your parents, you know, Madison.”

Madison shrugged. “They think I’m not arriving until Christmas Eve as well.”

Mrs Sutherland chuckled as her hand wandered up to Madison’s neck, giving it a gentle squeeze. “And why did you lead them to believe that?”

“Well, they would have wanted to pick me up from the airport and spend time together straight away. And I had someone I wanted to see first.”

“Naughty girl,” Mrs Sutherland smiled at her favorite college girl. “Unzip your pants.”

Madison followed the instruction immediately, unbuttoning the top of her jeans and pulling the zip down. Mrs Sutherland’s fondling hand immediately slid over the blonde’s breasts and stomach and dove into her pants. Madison tensed and sucked in air as she felt her lover’s hand touching her pussy for the first time in what must have been months.

“I’m so happy to see you,” Mrs Sutherland said as her hand contorted and stroked beneath Madison’s panties.

“I’m happy to see you too,” the younger girl replied breathily, her face flushed and mouth hanging slightly open. “Ohhh, I’ve missed your touch.”

“Nice to see my money’s keeping you so pretty, dear. Your pussy feels impossibly smooth.”

“It’s those new wax strips you sent me, they’re amazing,” Madison said between breaths, her breasts heaving as we weaved through traffic.

“I love it. I can’t wait to eat it,” Mrs Sutherland said as her hand kept moving inside the blonde’s pants, making circular motions, her eyes trained on the road ahead.

“Oh fuck, I want you to so bad!” Madison’s voice sounded almost pained.

She came, writhing in the front seat, the seatbelt locking her in place as she flooded her panties. I watched from the back, completely mesmerized by the erotic display as my bimbo tutor came onto the older woman’s fingers. Mrs Sutherland didn’t look, didn’t say anything, just kept her eyes on the road, as if there wasn’t a woman half her age having an orgasm in the seat next to her. Something about her lack of interest made it all the hotter. Madison’s body was hers to use however she pleased.

As my bimbo tutor collapsed in a heap, Mrs Sutherland pulled her hand out of her panties and started licking her fingers as if she’d just had them in a bag of fries. She pulled off the highway, making satisfied noises as she tasted her younger lover’s sex, savoring it for all it was worth. Madison just sat there, slumped, jeans unzipped, catching her breath.

“We’re here,” Mrs Sutherland said as she turned a corner. The whole area was a bit Stepford Wives. I could tell it was a wealthy suburb. I was willing to bet none of the neighbors knew what happened behind the Sutherland’s door though.

Madison collected herself and zipped up her jeans as we pulled into the driveway of a giant, gaudy, McMansion looking house. I wondered just how much fun I was going to have in it. I could never have guessed.


Chapter

Four

Madison and I, the two blonde college bimbos, entered the giant house of the older woman escorting us. The Sutherlands’ house was massive, and a lot more tastefully decorated than the outside suggested. We left our bags by the door and stepped into the giant open plan living room and kitchen. There were two long sofas, a magnificent fireplace and a giant Christmas tree spectacularly decorated. An obscene number of presents lay beneath it.

“Wow, you have a beautiful home, Mrs Sutherland,” I said in awe as I took it all in. I could see how Madison kept up her slutty lifestyle, if the person bankrolling her lived somewhere so opulent.

“Thank you, Reagan,” she replied warmly. “Such a polite young woman. It pleases me to see.”

For some reason her words made me feel all warm inside. I wanted to please Mrs Sutherland. I craved her approval even though I’d only just met her. I smiled at the compliment. I still couldn’t believe what I’d seen in the car. The way she just freely used my friend like that, making her cum in broad daylight on the highway. I wanted that. I wanted to be used.

“It’s been a minute since I’ve been here,” Madison sighed as she looked out over the living room, seemingly nostalgic for it. I was sure she had some hot memories she was replaying in her head.

“I’ve missed having you here,” Mrs Sutherland took her lover’s hands in hers and leant over to sweetly kiss Madison on the lips, the older woman standing a few inches taller than my bimbo counterpart.

“That’s a lot of presents,” Madison motioned to the tree. “Any of them for me?”

“Don’t be a brat, Madison,” Mrs Sutherland said as she beamed down at her obedient little sex pet. “You’ll get your presents in due time. There’s some for both of you.”

“Oh, that’s so sweet,” I said. “You didn’t have to.”

“Oh, don’t you worry, dear. They’re as much for me as they are for you,” the older woman said to me with a naughty grin bubbling in the corners of her mouth. “Speaking of presents, those bags look awfully small. Didn’t you get me anything for Christmas?”

“Of course I did!” Madison guffawed. “I’ve been working on it for months!”

Mrs Sutherland looked all excited, breaking her cool demeanor for the first time. “What is it!?”

Madison smiled cheekily up at her, before pulling her hands away and walking over to me. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a length of red ribbon, before she wrapped it around my neck and tied it into a bow. I just stood there and let it happen, grinning at Mrs Sutherland as the finishing touches were put on her present: me.

“Reagan here was a shy little nerd when I met her,” Madison said. “But I could tell right away she had the curiosity inside her, the cravings. Over the last few months I’ve been making her into a naughty little lesbian slut. Now she’s toned, blonde and willing to do anything you tell her. Isn’t that right, Reagan?” she asked as she kissed me on the cheek.

“You transformed me into this,” I replied as we pressed our cheeks together, tilting our heads ever so slightly down so that we could look up at the older woman seductively. My groin was feeling warm, tingling with anticipation for whatever Mrs Sutherland wanted to do to us. “I promise I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Now you can have two of us,” Madison added. “Do you like it?”

It. I fucking loved being referred to as it. The warmth in my cunt swelled a little. Madison had history with this woman. Love, even. But she didn’t know me, I was nothing more than a sex object to her. An object ready to be used.

“I love it,” Mrs Sutherland replied, her voice dropping a little. She stared at the two blonde bimbos in front of her, one with a black choker around her neck, the other a red ribbon. Her eyes widened with lust as she thought of the possibilities.

“Do you want to unwrap her?” Madison asked as she fondled my breasts over my tight sweater, stoking the flames in my groin.

“I can’t wait,” Mrs Sutherland replied as she stalked over to us, her heavy breasts bouncing in her blouse with each step, her hips swinging side to side. Her eyes were locked on me, like a lioness about to take down its prey. It made me so fucking horny.

She took me by the wrist and led me over to one of the couches. I allowed myself to be pulled, an obedient Christmas present. The older woman sat down on the sofa and willed me towards her. I straddled her lap as her hands slid up my arms to my neck and head. The stunning, powerful older woman pulled my face towards her and we locked lips.

My heart fluttered in my chest as we kissed. I could feel her passion, her lust, her yearning for my supple young body as she kissed me, her mouth contradictorily soft and hard at the same time. I heard Madison squeal with glee at seeing her older lover enjoying her gift. Electricity radiated throughout my every nerve as the middle-aged woman wrapped me in her arms, holding me as we made out.

Our mouths parted as I let out a girlish moan, Mrs Sutherland taking the opportunity to slide her tongue inside me. Our mouths melded and tongues swirled as I held her face in my hands, the older woman’s strong arms wrapped around my back. Without even meaning to, I instinctively started gyrating in her lap, grinding my cunt against her groin through my jeans. The certified MILF grabbed my toned, round ass and felt it squeezing and relaxing as I rubbed up against her.

“You’ve trained her well,” Mrs Sutherland said as she broke away from my mouth. “She’s such a good little slut.”

Her words filled me with such joy as I looked down at her with equal parts lust and awe. The older woman met my gaze with her confident one before taking my mouth again. I loved every moment of being in the arms of an older woman. I’d only been with girls my own age, most of whom were first time lesbians with degrees of unsureness. That was hot in its own way, but Mrs Sutherland was completely different. She was strong and commanding and knew what she wanted, and she wanted me. I was hers to have. A good little girl in the arms of a woman a generation above me, pleasing her, making her happy with my willing body.

“I’m so glad you like her. I really tried my best to make her as slutty as possible for you,” Madison said as I sensed her voice getting closer.

Next thing I knew she was brushing my bottle-blonde hair off one of my shoulders and kissing my neck. She knew how much that drove me wild. My spine arched as it became electrified and I moaned into Mrs Sutherland’s mouth, feeling my teacher’s wet lips against my sensitive neck, as well as the older woman’s commanding tongue in my mouth. I melted further into the MILF, our breasts pushing together, separated by less than an inch of clothing.

Mrs Sutherland regretfully pulled away from my mouth again. “You know, your friend behind you serves me so well. She does everything she’s told. Are you going to be as obedient a slut as her?”

I reached behind my head and combed my fingers into Madison’s hair while she kept nibbling on my neck. “Yes,” I sighed, overcome with arousal. I had already been game to be her submissive Christmas present, but after the way the two of them had worked me up, they could have told me to rob a bank naked and I would have. I just wanted my time with them to continue, no matter the cost.

“Good,” Mrs Sutherland smiled up at me, the action causing the creases in her face to accentuate. She wasn’t like the porcelain skin of Grace in the airplane bathroom, hers was slightly weathered, experienced. Pleasing her pleased me. “I want the two of you on your knees in front of me.”

The pair of us immediately did as we were told. I practically leapt off her in an effort to obey as quickly as possible. Us two young girls kneeled in front of the older woman on the couch, black choker and red ribbon signifying our willingness to comply. We were shoulder to shoulder, eagerly awaiting our next instruction.

“You both look so sexy in those tight fucking sweaters,” Mrs Sutherland commented. Winter made it harder to dress slutty, but Madison and I found ways. Our sweaters and jeans hugged our bodies as tightly as possible, leaving no curve to the imagination. “But I want to see you both out of them. Take off each others’.”

Madison and I giggled and shuffled on our knees to face each other. We both saw the excitement in each others’ eyes for the first items of clothing to be shed. I raised my arms and Madison pulled at the hem of my sweater, peeling it off over my head. I shook my hair back into place as she tossed the cotton garment away, feeling Mrs Sutherland’s eyes over my topless body. I wore a lacy, sheer bra that my nipples could easily be seen through, and it definitely didn’t go unnoticed by the other two women in the room.

“So beautiful,” Mrs Sutherland commented, filling me with glee at her appreciation for my body I’d worked so hard on. “Now take off hers.”

Madison raised her arms up instantly, eager to lose some clothes. I returned the favor and pulled the sweater over her head, revealing her lovely breasts in a lacy red bra, looking as enticing as ever.

“Now your bras…” Mrs Sutherland instructed, and we both immediately reached behind ourselves to unclasp our naughty lingerie, sliding the straps down our arms and tossing them to the side. Madison and I broke out in laughter at the perfect unison we did it in as we both sat there naked from the waist up, our tits jiggling with our elation.

“You two really seem to get along,” the older woman commented.

We both nodded as we smiled at each other cutely. I’d never seen Madison act this girlish before. She was always my superior, the more experienced lesbian showing me the ropes. Now we were on the same level, both dedicated to the gorgeous older woman commanding us. “We do,” Madison replied.

“Show me how much you like each other.”

Our giggling died down as we shuffled closer to each other on our knees, one of Madison’s arms went to my waist, the other to my face, and I did the same to her as we came in to kiss. She brushed my hair over my shoulder as we locked lips, ensuring Mrs Sutherland could see everything. Our bare breasts melded together as we lightly moaned and exchanged kiss after kiss, our tongues entwining between our keen mouths.

Madison’s soft hand in my hair suddenly became a fist and she pulled my head backwards, making me exhale sharply at the sudden force. Her tongue slid over my ribboned neck and down to my breasts, kissing and licking all over them for Mrs Sutherland’s enjoyment. She angled her head so that the older woman could see everything, taking one of my nipples into her mouth, biting it lightly before letting it slip out so that she could flick it with her tongue. I breathed heavily and stared at the ceiling as my body was used as a display.

“That’s enough,” Mrs Sutherland said, and Madison stopped immediately, letting go of my hair and sitting back on her heels. I brought my head forward and stared at the sexy slut with such lust. She could always turn me on like no one else, her mouth was practically the whole reason I had become a lesbian bimbo. “Hand in your panties,” the older woman said, outstretching both hands expectedly.

Madison and I both got to our feet and kicked off our shoes and socks, before we each unbuttoned our jeans and shimmied our hips to peel the tight denim off ourselves. After a bit of effort, we both kicked away our pants and then bent over as we hooked our thumbs into our panties and slid them off. We both stood before Mrs Sutherland, naked and hairless, perfect blonde bimbos; and handed in our panties, both soiled with sex from our plane ride, and Madison’s more so from the car ride.

Mrs Sutherland took the two balls of wet fabric and took turns lifting them to her face, inhaling our feminine scent off them, breathing us deep into her lungs. “You’ve both been very naughty girls,” she said. “These are saturated.”

“It was the redhead on the plane, Mrs Sutherland,” I said, and I felt Madison’s face whip towards me, as if I’d done something wrong.

“I didn’t ask, stupid girl,” Mrs Sutherland spat, chastising me for speaking out of turn. I shrank into myself in response.

“Sorry, Mrs Sutherland.”

“Get on the floor.”

I did so, falling to my hands and knees on the carpet.

“I was going to have some fun first with your lovely present, darling,” Mrs Sutherland spoke to Madison. “But if she’s going to speak before being spoken to then she’ll just have to wait to cum. Come here,” she said as she patted her lap.

Madison giggled gleefully and spun around as she took her seat on her older lover’s lap. The naked young coed looked so sexy as the fully clothed older woman wrapped her arms around her and caressed her perfect body. Mrs Sutherland nibbled at her shoulders and neck, touching the black choker.

“You still wear your choker every single day?” she asked.

“Every day.”

“Good girl. What does it remind you of?”

“It reminds me of who I belong to.”

“And who’s that?”

“You, Mrs Sutherland.”

“That’s right. Now spread those legs.” Madison did so, her legs hooked over the powerful thighs of Mrs Sutherland, the pair widening them so that the blonde bimbo’s perfect, hairless snatch could flower open, her glistening lips peeling off of each other to reveal her velvety pinkness between them. I stayed there on all fours on the floor, feeling so exposed with my ass in the air, completely naked. I might have even been cool if it wasn’t for the sight of Madison’s perfect pussy warming me up.

“I want to see how well my little slut has taught you to eat pussy, Reagan. Come here and show me what you’ve got.”

I felt so fucking horny being bossed around like that. It had a whole different dimension to when Demi had dominated. Mrs Sutherland was twice my age, and I wasn’t tied up, I had the ability to get up and run away if I wanted. But I didn’t want to. I wanted to comply. I wanted to please her so badly. I crawled over on all fours between the spread legs of the girl who had seduced me into bimbodom, and began devouring her cunt as I had done so many times before, but this time I had something to prove.

I slid my practiced tongue through her wet cunt, lapping up the nectar I was so familiar with that I could taste it on strangers’ mouths. Madison moaned and breathed heavily, her eyelids fluttering as I circled her clit with the tiniest bit of pressure. Mrs Sutherland’s hands explored all over her naked flesh, holding her tits, squeezing her thighs and even grabbing her neck as she watched me over her pet’s shoulder, a salacious grin on her face the whole time.

Madison’s moans were complemented by the wet noises being made between her legs, as I delved into her hole and swirled my tongue around as much as her tightness would allow, tasting her delicious honey straight from the source. My hands rested on the insides of her thighs, keeping her legs spread as she twitched and writhed in her owner’s lap. I licked the length of her over and over, zig-zagging my tongue across her velvety pink, feeling all the ridges and bumps of the pussy that converted me into a lesbian slut.

“Oh, fuck, Reagan,” Madison moaned as I tickled her engorged little nub with the tip of my tongue. “You’re so much better than when I first met you.”

“She certainly seems to be enjoying herself,” Mrs Sutherland mused as she watched me devour her pet’s tasty snatch. “I’m curious though, did you teach her how to eat ass as well?” As she said it, I felt her hand on the top of my head, gently pushing down on me. I dragged the underside of my tongue down the length of Madison’s cunt and made my way to her asshole, her cheeks already spread by her position in the older woman’s lap.

“Of course I di- ohhhhh!” her sentence morphed into a pleasure cry as my deviant tongue reached her perfect little rosebud asshole. She tensed and her spine arched, pushing her tits out as her older companion held them and squeezed her nipples hard. Madison was having a good time.

I serviced her ass with the same skill I did her pussy, flicking my tongue over it again and again, basting it with my saliva. I loved feeling it contract and relax to my touch, and I moaned with delight as I spread the flat of my tongue on it and wagged left and right, basking in its savory flavor and naughtiness.

One of Mrs Sutherland’s hands fell to Madison’s cunt and she began rubbing her clit. Her middle-aged hand, barely showing the signs of aging, powerful and precise in its movements, dragged my bimbo counterpart’s clit around in circles, driving her wild while I feasted on her back door.

“Oh my god! That feels so fucking good!” Madison said through panted breaths, her body becoming more tense, her face flushed with arousal, her slim, young body wrapped up in the arms of her older lover and her salad being tossed by her eager protege.

“Do you wanna cum, baby?” Mrs Sutherland said into her ear before biting her lobe.

“Yeah!”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah!”

“How much?”

“So fucking much, Mrs Sutherland. I can’t stop it!”

“Then cum for me.”

On command, Madison let out a guttural groan as her body undulated against Mrs Sutherland. Her asshole spasmed against my tongue, and I just kept licking eagerly, my whole head moving, animalistic sounds coming out of my mouth as my blonde head bobbed between her legs. As she shuddered, Mrs Sutherland’s grip tightened, keeping her tight against her body as she rode out wave after wave of her orgasm.

The older woman’s fingers didn’t stop, a sexy blur in my peripheral vision as Madison’s cunt oozed sticky, sweet juices down her taint and between her crack, straight onto my waiting tongue that pushed it against her asshole, making the most fantastically lewd squelching sounds as I rimmed her.

As her orgasm subsided, Madison went limp in her lover’s arms, sporadically twitching as her brain reset, her toned stomach tensing and forcing out another drop of delicious cum from her hole. I sat back and took in the beautiful sight before me, my mouth and chin glistening with the naughtiness of my lesbian sex life. My eyes were wide and I was breathing almost as hard as Madison, swirling my tongue around my mouth like a wild wolf finishing its meal.

Every time I had lesbian sex it affirmed my decision to turn myself into the perfect bimbo, and that had never been more true than sitting there watching my tutor in the arms of her older lover. I couldn’t wait to find out what else Mrs Sutherland had in store for us.


Chapter

Five

“My dear,” Mrs Sutherland whispered into the exhausted Madison’s ear. “I love my Christmas present so much. Now’s the time for me to give you yours.” I saw the faintest of smiles flash across the panting girl’s face. “Reagan, why don’t you go and get it from under the tree.”

Excited to find out what it was, I leapt to my feet and practically skipped my naked ass over to the enormous Christmas tree. I dropped to my knees and searched the pile of presents until I saw a small box with Madison’s name on it. I took it over to the pair on the couch, Madison still recovering in Mrs Sutherland’s lap.

The MILF took it from me and held it in front of them both. “Would you like me to open it for you?” she offered, the exhausted lesbian in her arms too tired to move. Madison nodded and Mrs Sutherland pulled the bow holding the wrapped box together. She lifted the lid and I saw Madison’s eyes light up at what was inside.

“What is it?” I asked excitedly, desperate to know.

Madison found some control of her arms again and lifted the present out of the box. I recognized it instantly even though I’d never seen one in real life before. It was a shiny, silver buttplug. Madison’s eyes widened in joy as she looked at it, turning the toy over in her hands.

“Oh, it’s beautiful,” she said as she admired the heart shaped pink jewel encrusted into the end of it. “Thank you,” she said sweetly before turning her head to kiss Mrs Sutherland on the mouth.

“Do you want to try it on?” the older woman asked, as if Madison was a kid who just got a new dress or something.

“I think you mean try it in,” Madison asked, the pair giggling.

I watched with curiosity. Madison’s tone of voice suggested she was quite comfortable with having her ass plugged, but I’d never seen it before. Sure, I’d had my ass licked by a handful of women, but I’d never had anything up there before. Madison seemed excited to have it done to her, maybe I would like it too?

“Reagan, would you?” Madison offered the plug to me, the pink, heart-shaped jewel pointed towards me.

“I’ve never done that before…” I said, feeling hesitant for the first time since meeting Mrs Sutherland.

“It’s pretty straightforward,” Madison reassured me with a wry smile and a shrug. “You just put it up my ass.”

I returned her smile with a head tilt and a sarcastic ‘Yeah, alright’ expression of my own, before I took the plug out of her hand and resumed my position on my knees between the open legs of the two other women. I looked at the size of the plug, the tapered end of the shiny chrome, and then looked at Madison’s tiny, perfect asshole, still glistening with the cocktail of cum and saliva I’d slathered it in.

“She should be plenty lubricated,” Mrs Sutherland said from the sofa. “But spit on the end, to be kind to your friend.”

I did so, putting the tapered end of the plug up to my artificially enhanced bimbo lips and pushed out a glob of spit onto it, my saliva dribbling down the upside-down ice cream cone shape of the toy. I leant forward and pressed the end against Madison’s waiting asshole. She flinched the moment the cool chrome touched her back door, and I immediately pulled away.

“No, it’s okay,” she said. “It was just colder than I expected. Do it, Reagan.”

“Okay…” I replied nervously before putting the plug at her exit… well, entrance… again.

I pushed gently upwards, Madison relaxing her asshole to let the toy in. I slightly rotated it back and forth as I pushed, and my eyes widened as I watched the chrome plug be swallowed up by her slutty little asshole. I couldn’t believe how easily it was going in, just as I couldn’t believe how much Madison’s asshole was stretching to accommodate it. I’d only ever seen her rosebud so tight and closed, it was strange seeing it dilate.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuck,” Madison moaned above me as the plug went deeper into her, each millimeter causing her to stretch that little bit more. Finally, the thickest part of the buttplug went into her and her asshole immediately contracted and squeezed tightly around the flared base, causing Madison to jolt in Mrs Sutherland’s arms and let out a high pitched squeal before giggling and smiling so gleefully.

“Oh, you good girl,” Mrs Sutherland said. “How does it feel?”

“So fucking good,” Madison replied, her beaming face turning towards Mrs Sutherland so the older woman could see how happy she was.

I kept looking between my counterpart’s elated face and the heart-shaped jewel adorning her asshole, trying to link the two in my brain. Why did it make her feel so good? She looked so happy. She looked so slutty. Then it dawned on me. It made her so happy because it was so slutty. Allowing herself to be plugged for the satisfaction of her older, dominant lover was hot as fuck. I suddenly felt a pang of jealousy in my stomach. I wanted to be as good a bimbo as Madison.

“Merry Christmas, my love,” Mrs Sutherland said before giving her a sweet and slow kiss on the lips, making me feel all the more envious. “I want to taste my present,” she added, replacing the jealousy I felt with exhilaration.

Madison giggled as she hopped off Mrs Sutherland’s lap, and the older woman reached down and grabbed my wrists, pulling me up onto the couch and positioning me so that I was bent over on my knees, facing one end of the long sofa. I too couldn’t help but giggle, the pair of us college sluts behaving like little girls at Christmas because… we kind of were.

My bimbo tutor watched on in glee as I was put into position by her MILF lover, standing nearby with her ass plugged while she enjoyed the show. Mrs Sutherland, still fully clothed, leaned down behind me and placed sweet little kisses all over my rump and backs of my legs. I felt so warm inside, my lips curled into a smile and my eyes closed as I basked in the adoration of this spectacular older woman. Her big, luscious lips made their way all over my young, willing skin.

The sultry middle-aged MILF bent over more and I inhaled sharply as she licked me from my clit all the way upwards through my desperate cunt and the entire length of the crack of my ass. “Oh my god,” I breathed as my eyelids fluttered and my back arched.

“Mmm, delicious,” Mrs Sutherland said behind me before she did it again.

My breathing was staggered and my muscles tensed whenever she touched somewhere sensitive. She was incredible. It felt so hot having my body enjoyed by a woman twice my age. She flicked my horny little clit before making her way up to my asshole, rimming it for a moment before making her way back down. She was consuming all of me and I was loving it.

“Come over and kiss your friend,” Mrs Sutherland commanded Madison, who happily climbed onto the couch in front of me, on her knees.

Our lips locked and we exchanged tongues while the older woman kept licking and sucking me from behind, her expert tongue sending bolts of pleasure throughout my body. I was definitely noisier than Madison, moaning loudly into her mouth while she did so softly back into mine. It was at that moment that I remembered she was plugged.

“Doesn’t it hurt?” I asked her between sighs of pleasure.

“Not at all,” she smiled back at me. “It feels amazing. It’s like a constant reminder of who my ass belongs to. I love it.”

“Do you think I’d like it?”

Madison took my face in both her hands. “I’m sure you would,” she said sincerely before kissing me again.

Mrs Sutherland overheard our exchange, and pulled her face out of my ass, kneeling upright and sinking two fingers into my slippery channel. I groaned deeply as I was penetrated.

“Have you never had anything up your ass, dear?” she asked from behind me, her thumb finding my butthole and rubbing the little starfish, made slick with spit.

“Mm-mm,” I shook my head. “I’ve only had it licked.”

“Not even a finger?”

“Nope,” I said, looking over my shoulder back at the commanding older woman.

“What about a thumb?” she said at the same moment she applied some pressure to my back door.

My brow creased in shock as her thickest digit pushed inside of me up to the first knuckle, my ring forcibly stretched. I felt a not-unsexy burn in my asshole as I let out an “Oh fuck!”

“I’m going to go deeper now,” she said as she pushed her thumb further into me. I gritted my teeth and groaned, turning to face Madison again, who immediately launched forward and kissed me.

Mrs Sutherland’s whole thumb was inside me, my ring choking her second knuckle. Her two fingers began pumping in my pussy again, the action causing her thumb to rock back and forth slightly inside my tightest space. Madison reached beneath me and started rubbing my clit while she kept kissing me passionately, proud of her protege for taking it in the ass.

While her one hand used my holes like a bowling ball, Mrs Sutherland’s other hand wrapped around my neck, over the red ribbon still tied to it. “You look so pretty, Reagan,” she said, her words meaning so much more to me than they perhaps should. “I’m so grateful you’re my present.”

Her words of affirmation, combined with the confident hand around my throat, both my holes being plundered, and Madison’s fantastic fingers flicking my tiny pink pearl. It was too much. It was an overwhelming level of hotness. I didn’t stand a chance.

I came like I’d never cum before. I pulled away from Madison’s mouth and let out an almighty cry of ecstasy as waves of pleasure coursed throughout my whole body, my every nerve alight with orgasmic bliss. I felt it in my heart all the way out to the tips of my toes. My back undulated up and down, my toned butt cheeks squeezing Mrs Sutherland’s hand while my asshole did the same to her fingers, before releasing them as I pushed back.

“Holy fuck! Holy fuck! Holy fuck!!!” I screamed as cum exploded around the deft fingers inside my cunt, my pleasure juices dripping down the backs of my thighs as I vibrated between the two women at either end of me.

My ass had never felt so good. I knew it could be a source of pleasure from the many rimjobs pretty girls had given me, but this was a whole other level. My entire nether region felt like a sun, burning hot and bright with euphoria. I understood then why Madison was so devoted to Mrs Sutherland. She made me feel better than I ever could have imagined.

My orgasm waned, and I shuddered with an aftershock as the older woman pulled her fingers out of both my holes, my asshole still burning slightly as it closed shut, another string of sticky goo seeping out of my slutty cunt. She released my neck from her grasp, and Madison stroked the insides of my thighs, collecting my nectar on her fingers before sucking it all off herself.

“Now’s probably the best time for Reagan to receive her Christmas present,” the older woman said.

“Oh, what?” I asked, still dazed from the mind-bending orgasm I’d just had. “You didn’t have to…”

“Oh, but I wanted to. Madison, be a dear and go and find it please. It’s labeled ‘Madison’s friend’. I’m afraid I didn’t know your name when I wrapped it, Reagan.”

Madison quickly located the present and brought it back over to the sofa, placing it down in front of me. I pulled off the ribbon and lifted the lid to find something I probably could have guessed. An identical chrome buttplug sat inside the box. My heart skipped a beat as I saw it, nervous but excited to be gifted such a toy.

“Oh my,” I said, unsure whether I’d reached that level of bimbo just yet.

“Oh my god! It’s beautiful!” Madison exclaimed. “We can match!”

“That’s the idea. My two perfect little sluts. Matching hair, matching lips, matching hairless pussies… matching buttplugs. Pass it to me.”

I expected Madison to pick it up, but she did nothing. “I think she’s talking to you, Reagan.”

I hesitantly reached inside the box and pulled out the naughty looking toy. I was slightly scared to think it was going to go up my butt, but definitely a lot more curious. Without looking, I reached behind myself and passed it to the older woman. I heard her spit on it, and felt the ends of her hair brush against my ass as she leant over and spat on my willing hole.

The next thing I felt was the tip of the buttplug against my ring. “Coach her through it, Madison,” Mrs Sutherland instructed.

Madison climbed back up onto the sofa and took my face in her hands. “Just relax. Your urge is to tighten up but you have to fight it. You can do this. It’ll feel so good after, I promise.”

I felt a bit of pressure on my asshole, and it was penetrated by about an inch of the toy. The burning sensation came back and I stiffened, pushing the plug out of me.

“Argh!” I sighed in frustration. “I’m scared.”

“It’s alright, Reagan. You can do this. You’re such a good little slut,” Madison comforted me. “I know you can be plugged, just like me. It’ll make her so happy.”

I wanted to make Mrs Sutherland happy. I wanted to be plugged and be a good girl. I wanted to be sluttier. To be a better bimbo. I blew out a deep breath of air and relaxed myself, arching my back so my ass went up in the air a little more, presenting myself for the older woman.

I felt the pressure once again, as Mrs Sutherland twisted and pushed the toy into me. I felt the burning, but it wasn’t altogether unpleasant. In fact, it was pretty hot, reminding me of the mixture of pleasure and pain Demi had made me feel when I was tied to her bed with my nipples clamped. The toy sank further and further into me, my asshole stretching as it was filled.

Finally, I reached the end of the tapered section of the toy, and I felt a mixture of relief and pleasure as my ring closed shut around the thin section of the flared base, holding it in place. I’d done it. I was officially plugged.

“Oh, good girl,” Mrs Sutherland said from behind me, making my heart flutter with affection. “You look so beautiful, and now you match your friend. Why don’t the two of you stand up and show me what you got for Christmas.”

Madison leapt off the couch gleefully, I did so a bit more gingerly. It felt strange having the plug in me. I could feel it with every movement, every step. It was hot, but different to anything I’d ever felt before.

My bimbo counterpart on the other hand was positively beaming. I think she was enjoying the fact that I had a buttplug in me more than I was. She grabbed my hands and shook them as made a little squealing noise. “Can you believe this, Reagan? Isn’t it the best?”

“I like it,” I said honestly, even if I wasn’t quite used to it yet.

“You’re such a bimbo, Reagan. We both are,” Madison said, her words getting a smile from me. I did love exploring my sexual boundaries, becoming a better bimbo.

“Show me,” Mrs Sutherland commanded.

The pair of us blonde college sluts turned away from her and shook our asses a little bit as we bent over, displaying the two heart-shaped jewels between our cheeks for the salacious older woman.

She clapped with adoration. “Oh, perfect. You two look so fucking sexy. My two lovely little lesbian sluts. I’m so fucking wet, I need your mouths to make me cum.”

Madison and I looked at each other and smiled, the two of us both so excited to please this older woman. I couldn’t wait to make her cum.


Chapter

Six

“We better stay off the couch,” Mrs Sutherland said as she stood. “I don’t want any more cum getting on it, my husband will start to get suspicious.”

“Just a small amount of cum is fine then?” Madison joked as the older woman walked over to us, her two subservient lesbian bimbos.

“Cheeky slut,” she commented back. “Are you going to help me out of this jacket, or what?”

The mid-forties MILF turned her back to Madison who pulled the jacket off her shoulders and down her arms, the breathtaking older woman watching me ogle her the whole time. She was just more than Madison or myself or any of the girls I’d ever fucked. She was taller, curvier, bigger breasts, more confident. She was the epitome of femininity to me.

“Staring at the buttons isn't going to undo them, Reagan,” she said to me.

I took my lead and made my way down her blouse, undoing every last button and pulling it out of her business skirt. Madison repeated the same action behind her and discarded the garment before unclasping her bra. I gasped as the bra went loose and fell away from her fantastic bosom. She slid the underwear down her arms and tossed it aside too, giving me a full view of her wonderful chest.

I couldn’t believe how big and round and perfect they were. No matter how many hours at the gym I did, I couldn’t increase my cup-size, not that mine were small by any means. “How are they so big? Are they fake?”

“They’ve had a bit of help to stay up,” Mrs Sutherland shrugged. “But your boobs tend to swell up when you have a baby, my dear.”

“That might interfere with some aspirations of mine,” I said, having no intention of getting pregnant. There were more important things for me to become than a mother.

“Better stick to fucking MILFs than being one then,” Mrs Sutherland said as she wrapped an arm around my head and pulled me into her voluptuous chest. I cupped her giant breasts and pushed them against each side of my face as I breathed in her feminine scent. I kissed my way up to one of her nipples as she reached around behind her and found Madison’s neck, pulling her under her arm to see to her other.

Madison looked so hot snaked under her arm, one hand on her ribs, the other on her back as we both flicked Mrs Sutherland’s nipples with our obedient tongues. We sucked on her areolas and lightly bit her horny little nubs, relishing her moans of pleasure above us.

I heard the sound of a zip being undone. Madison’s hand must have been busy behind. Mrs Sutherland shook her hips and Madison and I both pulled down on her skirt until it fell to the ground around her ankles. The older woman pushed on both of our heads and Madison stepped around to the front of her as we both fell to our knees.

She kicked her skirt to the side and took a second to admire the view below her. She looked so fucking sensual and sexy with her hand on her hip, her heavy breasts hanging from her chest. I imagine Madison and I looked pretty sexy ourselves, two almost identical blonde sluts, kneeling on the floor, causing our asses to spread and display the plugs in both of them, black choker around Madison’s neck, red ribbon around mine. We were ready and willing to serve, for our mouths to be used. We were just two little hungry pets begging their owner for dinner.

I wanted to rip off her black lace panties so bad. I was sure Madison felt the same. Perhaps that’s why she decided to do it herself. Mrs Sutherland denied us the privilege and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her underwear, pulling them down her legs and kicking them to the side so that all she wore was her high heels and thigh-high stockings. She cocked a hip and rested a hand on it as my jaw dropped.

She was so beautiful, her wide hips and thick thighs. Her delta of trimmed pubic hair nestled between them. She was absolutely stunning. A true woman. I wanted her so bad.

Mrs Sutherland stepped between the two of us on the floor, facing Madison, her ass only a few inches from my face. It was as big as her body suggested. Large and round, just a hint of cellulite. It was magnificent. She bent at the knees and grabbed the heads of Madison and I, pulling us into her nethers. At her front, her dutiful sex-pet started devouring her pussy, while I was charged with eating her fabulous ass.

It was actually difficult for me to reach her puckered starfish, and I had to wriggle my face to bury it in her plentiful booty. I made hungry, vicious noises as I nestled my way in, my hands pressing her rump against my face so that I was adequately smothered. I reached out with a probing tongue until I found her back door and began licking.

“Oh, that’s it, good girls,” she mewled from above. Madison and I performed our duties, our slutty tongues licking their assigned holes. Occasionally the tips of our tongues would flick against each other between the older woman’s legs.

I absolutely loved being face deep in her crevice. If I pushed her rump up to the sides of my face, I literally couldn’t breathe, and I did so over and over, seeing how long I could go. It was fucking heaven. If I had to die, smothered by ass would be the way I would want to go.

Her hands held our heads in place, the perfect older woman loving our subservient mouths. Madison and I both groaned into her like porn stars, absolutely thrilled to be used and loving the meal we were being served.

Suddenly Mrs Sutherland’s hands turned into fists as she pulled both of us back by our hair. We both yelped and giggled, our faces covered in honey and saliva, looking up hungrily at the older woman, so fucking impossibly turned on. She turned around between us, so that I was then facing her front. She pulled us both in again and we went to work with our reversed roles.

Her pubes tickled my nostrils as I ground my face against her cunt, my tongue lapping up her tasty juices. She’d held off her own sexual attention for so long that she was incredibly fucking wet. It must have been torture for her fully clothed while she fucked the both of her whores but I had a feeling it was by design. She held onto my hair with a clenched fist and fucked my mouth while looking down at me with gritted teeth.

“Fuck yeah, fuck yeah,” she said, drool spilling out of her mouth as she spoke, straight onto her stomach and my face. “Such a slutty little mouth. You like eating the cunt of a woman twice your age, Reagan?”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned up at her in response with a submissive look on my face, my brow creased, my tongue poking out as she ground herself against it.

I saw Madison’s hands on the older woman’s hips, trying her best to make Mrs Sutherland bend over so that she could reach her asshole. Mrs Sutherland stopped her vigorous movements and stood still, bent at the knees so that her two sluts could do all the work. There were naughty sounds of two tongues obediently licking, lapping, flicking. We were both buried in this magnificent woman as much as we could be, both so invested in making her cum.

Then she did.

Her grip on my hair tightened to the point of hurting as she hollered throughout her giant living room. “ARGHHH! FUCK!” she screamed out as she shuddered between Madison and my faces, knocking into us, not that we cared. Cum seeped out of her and I did my best to lick up every drop. Madison pressed her tongue as hard into the older woman’s ass as she could.

Mrs Sutherland kept straightening and then falling over and over, making our tongues slide all over her. When she couldn’t bear it anymore, she pulled our faces away, Madison and I both forced to look up as she let out one final scream of ecstasy when she crested her climax. Her legs buckled and she fell to the floor between us.

She immediately pulled me into her and kissed me deeply on the mouth, showing her appreciation for my oral efforts. Then she reached behind her and did the same with Madison, moaning and shuddering with aftershocks as she did so.

“Oh, my girls,” she said. “That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had.”


Chapter

Seven

After a few minutes of kissing and exchanging compliments to each other on the floor. The three of us got up, and Madison and I started retrieving our clothes. I got re-dressed a lot faster than she did though as the older woman kept groping her and kissing her, the reunited lovers giggling in each others’ company.

I looked around the living room, taking in the beautiful space and having my interest piqued by some photos on the mantle. There was a man who was obviously Mr Sutherland. Poor bastard had no idea his money was being used to keep Madison the biggest bimbo around. But there was another girl in a lot of the photos too. She was blonde. Pretty.

“Is that your daughter, Mrs Sutherland!?” I asked. “She’s fucking hot. Nice to know you passed down your good genes.”

Mrs Sutherland looked over to me observing her photos. “Oh, yes. That’s Lara. Her and Madison used to be quite good friends when they were little. Then they hated each other for a while. Then they became very good friends again. I’ve lost track of where we’re at now. Back to hating each other?”

Madison’s sunny disposition suddenly changed, as she withdrew into herself and started becoming very preoccupied with getting dressed.

“Oh, don’t sulk, Madison. She’s over it. I promise.”

“What happened?”

“Nothing!” Madison snapped at me. “I don’t think she’s over it, Mrs S.”

“She is!” Mrs Sutherland exclaimed in that mom-way of insisting she was right. “Come to dinner on Christmas Eve. She’ll be here. Then you’ll see.”

“I dunno,” Madison rubbed her arm, avoiding eye contact.

“I think you’re forgetting that collar you’re wearing, Madison. You don’t get to choose which commands to follow. If you want to stay submitted to me, you’ll do it.”

Madison scoffed, acting petulant. “Fine,” she said through gritted teeth. “Reagan, we should get going.”

“Ohh, there, there, my sweet girl,” Mrs Sutherland wrapped her arms around her head and comforted her in her naked bosom. “It’ll be fine. Trust me. You trust me, don’t you?”

I saw the faintest of smiles crack on Madison’s face between the older woman’s breasts. “Yes,” she mumbled.

“Good. Now, Mr Sutherland isn’t due back for a couple more hours, and your parents aren’t expecting you for two more days. So don’t you two go running off anywhere. There’s plenty more fun for us to have.”

My whole body tingled at the thought. And I was suddenly very aware of the buttplug still stuffed in my ass.

We really shouldn’t have bothered getting dressed.

THE END
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My Lesbian Bimbo Beginnings

If you thought this book was hot, then you’ll love reading about Madison’s own bimbo journey as she transforms from nerd to nympho in the first three books of her own series!

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

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

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