
        
            
                
            
        

    
Submitting To The Lesbian Goth

Bookworm to Bimbo 4

A.S. Harper


Kindle Edition

Copyright 2024 A.S. Harper

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, events and incidents are products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events are purely coincidental.

This book is for adult readers only. It contains explicit sexual scenes with graphic language which may be considered offensive by some people. All characters in this book are 18 years or older and give consent.


Hello valued reader! I hope you enjoy this erotic story. Trust me when I tell you I love writing these books even more than you love reading them.

If you’re interested in more, sign up to my newsletter using the link below and you’ll receive a free and exclusive 4k word eBook called Sasha’s Submission. You’ll also be kept up to date with all my latest and hottest releases, and I hope to get to know you all a bit better in the process.

Click here to receive your free eBook

Or

Visit my website


Contents Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Other Stories


Chapter

One

Madison and I walked through the mall in search of clothes that would keep us warm for winter while still being eye-catchingly slutty. I’d picked up some patterned, ass-hugging leggings and some tight sweaters that wouldn’t be able to hide my tits from the eyes of anyone who wanted to look, especially if my nipples hardened underneath them. I was still going to be a bit cold, but that was the price for looking like an irresistible bimbo, and I was more than willing to pay it.

It had been a couple of months since I’d agreed to be transformed into the ultimate slut and make myself as sexy as my bimbo tutor, Madison. I’d lost the few extra pounds I’d been carrying and my body was starting to tone up very nicely. My arms actually had some definition and my butt had tightened and lifted with the endless squats and glute bridges Madison made me do. My hair was dyed blonde and worn in low-hanging pigtails every day. I’d ditched my glasses and committed to putting in contact lenses every morning. And I’d even taken another exciting step to making myself into Madison’s image.

It was why I was so excited to be out of my dorm room and doing some shopping. I’d had my lips filled and had been on bed rest while the swelling went down. I wasn’t allowed to do anything that raised my blood pressure which meant no workouts at the gym and, more painfully, no sex. It had been almost seventy-two hours since Madison fingered me in the cosmetic surgeon’s parking lot before my appointment, the longest I’d gone without sex since being seduced into bimbodom two months prior. I’d gently masturbated myself a few times while stuck in bed but those orgasms just didn’t hit the same since being enlightened to the all-consuming bliss of lesbian sex. I was horny as fuck.

Still, every time I caught my reflection in a shop window or mirror I was reminded of how hot I looked, and that my sexless suffering was worth it in the long run. Gone were my thin, uninspiring lips, replaced with plump, juicy ones more like Madison’s. I hadn’t gone overboard, I didn’t have some horrifically obvious fake mouth. They were perfect and passed for natural with the swelling having gone down. They were what people would describe as “blowjob lips” but after my disappointment with men these lips weren’t going to be blowing anyone anytime soon, they were strictly “clit-sucking lips”.

“You look more and more like a bimbo with each passing day, Reagan,” Madison smiled at me, catching me admiring myself in a shop window as we walked through the concourse of the mall.

“I love the way I look so much,” I responded. “I know I’ve thanked you about a billion times for bimbofying me, but I gotta say it again. Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

Madison giggled at my enthusiasm. “You’ve certainly taken to the lifestyle, have you been fucking anyone new lately?”

Just then, we walked past a couple holding hands as they perused the mall. I could feel the boyfriend’s eyes ogling me and Madison, but neither of us returned his gaze. We just both smiled at his pretty girlfriend. She must have sensed our appreciation for her hotness because she looked up and blushed when she saw our ‘fuck me’ eyes. She made eye contact with me and bit her bottom lip, and as the couple passed us her head turned. I did the same, looking back over my shoulder to catch her checking out my toned ass in my leggings, which made my pussy pulse with arousal. God, I loved being a lesbian slut.

“Nah,” I shrugged, answering my bimbo tutor’s question. “You, Cassandra and Aria are enough for me.” The three girls I was regularly fucking kept me plenty satisfied.

“That’s not the point,” Madison said, discern in her voice. “You’re a bimbo, so it’s never enough. You always want more sex, more women, more orgasms.”

“You’re right,” I shook my head, feeling like an idiot. “I’m glad I have you to keep me on the path,” I said earnestly. Being a bimbo didn’t exactly come naturally to me. I’d been a shy nerd all my life and loved the change I’d made, but sometimes had to be reminded that I still had a long way to go to live my best bimbo lifestyle.

“Aria has certainly gone all in,” Madison said, blowing out an impressed puff of air. “You should see that girl go. She already has consultations for lip filler and breast enlargements. You never would have thought such a horny little cunt slut was underneath all that anger.”

Aria was Madison’s other project, one that was decidedly harder to bimbofy than me, and yet she seemed to be taking great strides. She was a short feminist with a fat ass and shaved head we found yelling into a megaphone outside the library one day, but after being seduced into an erotic lesbian threeway with Madison and I, she was convinced to leave all that behind. She definitely lacked the natural equipment to be a bimbo, but it sounded like she was very committed. I felt a little jealous of how quickly she was advancing despite her disadvantages.

“She’s pretty kinky in bed too,” Madison added.

“Really? Like kinky how?” I perked up. I’d become interested in exploring some new aspects of sex that Madison had alluded to in the past. Lesbian sex in itself isn’t kinky, although Madison shaving and seducing me in her apartment that first time certainly felt naughty as hell. But licking girls’ buttholes and having threesomes with them was a little kinky, and every time I did something taboo I felt such a thrill. I wanted to take things further and test my sexual boundaries.

“Oh, you know, just some rougher than usual sex. Using some toys and ropes and whatnot.”

“What? I want to try that,” I practically whimpered like I was the least-favorite child missing out on something.

“Oh, you will in good time, Reagan. Don’t worry. You’ll learn all about kinky sex when you come home with me for Christmas break,” she reassured me.

“Am I going to get to meet your… benefactor?” I asked. Madison had a mystery woman that paid for her to maintain her bimbo lifestyle. Someone paying for her fancy off-campus apartment and all her shopping trips and gym membership. My bimbo tutor would always play coy whenever I asked about her though, keeping her cards close to her chest. All I knew is that she was some wealthy, married woman back in Madison’s home town. Whenever I asked why this woman would finance Madison when she lived so far away, she’d just respond ‘Because that’s how good I am in bed.’ which was something I could certainly attest to.

“Oh, you’re going to meet her alright,” Madison smiled at the thought. “That’s the whole reason I’m bringing you. I’m going to give you to her as a Christmas present to show her my appreciation. She’s going to have two little blonde sluts she can do anything she wants with.”

As Madison spoke, she touched her ever-present black choker she wore around her neck at all times. I wondered what that had to do with her benefactor. Her words certainly weren’t helping my horniness, and I could feel my pussy starting to get wet as we walked.

“Oh my god,” I breathed at the thought of being given to an older woman as a present, a piece of property whose holes were ready to be used. “Please can we blow off this afternoon’s creative writing class? Just take me home and fuck me?” I begged, needing a release for my days of pent up sexual frustration.

“Oh, I’m sorry Reagan. I’m already blowing off the class to get my eyebrows done and my pussy waxed. I want to look my best for Christmas break. You’ll just have to wait til tonight. Then Aria and I can lick you all over.”

I dropped my shoulder in a humph, like a bratty child being denied ice cream. Days without sex and all the talk of my body being given as a present and I still had to wait. Class was going to be torture.


Chapter

Two

Class was fucking torture.

Everything seemed so menial when you were a horny slut whose only concern was being fucked. Especially homework. My entire life used to be dedicated to my studies, but since being bimbofied I had more important things to worry about. I couldn’t be writing assignments when I had to workout, keep my pussy shaved, get my eyebrows done, shop for new clothes and have sex with some pretty girl almost every night. Granted, my recent forced time off probably would have been the perfect opportunity to do my work, but it just didn’t occur to me. It was no longer a priority. Call me a dumb blonde, but the thought didn’t even enter my head.

“I’m sorry sir, I forgot to do it,” I confessed to the TA when it came to my turn to share my story.

There was a pause as he stared at me expectedly, as if I was suddenly going to pull a story out of my ass. I shrugged at him brattily like ‘what do you want from me?’ He just shook his head before saying, “Please hang back after class, Reagan.”

I scoffed and slumped into my chair as he continued around the room, hearing short stories from my classmates. At least I got to wear some of my slutty new clothes. I had a pair of bright orange leggings on, about the most eye-catching color possible to ensure everyone looked at my newly toned butt as I walked. I paired it with a white crop top that the cold air caused my hardened nipples to poke through. It was pushing it given how cold it was outside, but I made the sacrifice in hopes of catching the attention of some curious girl to beef up my body count a little. I could always be a better bimbo.

Eventually the TA got around to Demi, a reclusive goth girl who I’d heard say about seven words in total since the start of semester. She certainly looked the part, always dressed in all black, covered in tattoos and piercings, dyed black hair, pale skin and dark purple lipstick. The works.

“Alright Demi, wow us with your story of a protagonist struggling to come to grips with an aspect of their personality,” the TA said with an almost exasperated tone.

Demi started reading her story in her slow, monotonous drawl, as if she was perpetually bored. “She stepped out onto the street and felt the coolness of the night air soothe her raw wrists and ankles. Looking back over her shoulder at the unassuming stairs leading down to the hidden BDSM sex club, she played the events of the night over in her head. After months of yearning for something more, something sexier, to lose control, her mind was finally quiet.

“The leather had felt so good on her skin, being bound and forced to relinquish control like that,” Goth Daria continued monotonously. “She’d never thought of herself as a kinky person, and yet, she couldn’t deny how much she loved being submissive. It went against every moment of dominance she exerted in the business world. It went against her clean upbringing. Being somewhere so dirty and being whipped and gagged. But how could she deny herself the pleasure she felt? How could she not go back down those seedy stairs? She had to. The yearning would undoubtedly come again, to submit, to be a bound slave.”

The story severely turned me on. I sat there squirming in my chair as I listened, my pussy raging between my legs in need of release. The kinky nature of her story was the worst thing I could have heard that day with my curiosities about taboo sex already plaguing my thoughts. The story earned sniggers from our classmates, with a couple of people muttering under their breath ‘what a freak’, but it didn’t deter Demi. She didn’t care about their opinion. She just kept reading her very gripping story.

She got to the end just as I was about to grind my cunt against the chair in hopes of enough friction to make myself cum. I was sitting bolt upright, my face flushed and my lips slightly parted. I wanted to be the girl in the story so bad, being dominated and used and teased into a heightened orgasm.

The TA just stared at her for a moment, looking slightly stunned at what he’d just heard. “You can stay back too, please,” he said, earning an eye roll from Demi as she put away her story.

The end of class mercifully came and all the diligent college students packed up their things and filtered out of the room, leaving just Demi and I sitting there awaiting whatever uninteresting discipline the TA could cook up. He leaned back against his desk with his arms crossed, his sleeves rolled up like he was some hardass. He wasn’t intimidating Demi or I though, he was just a wimpy senior with a creative writing major, not exactly scary.

“The two of you need to try harder,” he started. “Reagan, you used to be my best student and now you’re not even doing your assignments. And Demi, I don’t know what makes you think that story is appropriate for a college class but keep your porn-writing to your own time.”

“It wasn’t porn,” Demi said, devoid of any emotion. “My story was valid and the point of it was to make you feel uneasy like the character did as she came to grips with her newfound love of submissive sex.”

“Hearing about a BDSM sex dungeon is not appropriate for class. No matter the creative spin you put on it.”

“But sir-” I spoke up, wanting to defend Demi for her excellent writing, but the TA raised a hand to cut me off.

“I don’t want to hear it. The two of you need to do better. End of.” With that, he picked up his bag and walked out of the room, leaving the two of us sitting there.

With him gone, Demi showed how pissed off she really was as she collected her things and angrily shoved them into her black vinyl backpack. “Fucking prick,” she muttered to herself.

“He doesn’t know what he’s talking about,” I said. “I really, really enjoyed your story.”

“Don’t patronize me,” Demi spat without even looking up at me.

“I’m not!” I insisted. “It was really well written. And I know this wasn’t the point of the story, but I found it really hot too.”

“Bullshit,” she said, looking up at me this time. “I’ve seen the way you dress now, Reagan. Hanging out with that Madison girl and making yourself just like her. I’ve known plenty of girls like you in my time. You don’t like my story, you just want to make fun of me.”

“No, really,” I tried to persist but I knew it was no use. “Were you bullied in high school?” I asked, softening my voice.

“I wasn’t accepted then and I didn’t expect to be accepted now. No matter where I go, you prissy blonde bitches will always be there to make fun of me for being Wiccan and dressing in black instead of showing off my tits and ass to anyone who’ll look,” she said, motioning to my scantily clad body.

“Those girls sound like cunts,” I said, my vulgar language startling her a little and pausing her  angry packing.

“They are,” she said before she resumed.

“I bet you wish you could tie them up and humiliate them like how they humiliated you, huh? You could do whatever you wanted to them and they wouldn’t be able to stop you.”

Demi stopped packing again and this time looked up at me. Her dark purple lips curled into a wicked grin. “Would you like to see my apartment, Reagan?” she asked.

“Y’know, I really would,” I replied, my pussy tingling beneath my bright orange leggings.


Chapter

Three

I followed the dark and gothic Demi into her studio apartment, which was just as dark and gothic as she was. Where she lived certainly wasn’t as nice as Madison’s place, but then, Demi probably wasn’t eating the pussy of some rich, married lady, and I couldn’t imagine her thriving in the dorms.

Her bedspread was black, her one couch a dark gray and looking like it had been picked up off the side of the road. Half-melted candles were scattered around the place, a wooden pentagram hung from the wall. I’m sure she would have painted her walls black if she’d been allowed. What did excite me was the various dildos and vibrators I saw just out in the open, as well as straps hanging from all four corners of the bed, leather cuffs attached to the end of them. It made my pussy thrum at the thought of them being used on me.

“Have you ever brought a girl back here before?” I asked out of curiosity.

“No, never a girl. I like to bring home jock types and force them to submit to me. I tie them to the bed and dominate them. It’s a way of working through my high school trauma, having power over those that had power over me back then. But I’m not a lesbian. It’s never occurred to me to bring home one of the cheerleaders.”

“So why me?” I asked.

“Well, you offered,” Demi smiled mischievously down at me, the Wiccan standing a good five inches taller than me. “It’s not like I’ve never imagined humiliating those girls that bullied me. It’s just my fantasies involving them were usually public displays of revenge rather than sexual domination.” The very use of that word made my pussy purr. “As you can see, I am pretty open minded when it comes to sex,” she said as she gestured around the room at the plentiful evidence of her kinky sex life. “So if I can disgrace a little slut bitch like you the same way I do those jock dickheads, then I’m down for it.”

She turned to face me as she spoke, her black-painted fingernails trailing up my arm. Not that it was much of an accomplishment in my hyper-horny state, but her touch combined with talk of domination and humiliation were saturating my panties. I looked up into her cold eyes, feeling the thrill of being in the control of the towering goth. The fake-blonde and the fake-black, the light and the dark, two girls who had made themselves into the image of what they aspired to be. “What are you going to do to me?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

“Whatever I want,” she said as she leaned down and pressed her matte purple lips to my glossy pink ones.

I breathed out hard through my nose and whimpered into her mouth as I instinctively raised to my toes to return the kiss. Even from the kiss alone, it felt as if Demi was in charge. As I locked lips with the sexy goth, my body radiated with arousal and submissiveness, ready to be introduced to a world of kink, the next step on my path to true bimbodom.

Demi kept kissing me as her hands grabbed my hips and she guided me towards her bed, my back to it. She kissed me harder and harder each time our lips broke, our mouths opening and tongues sliding along each other each time. She wasn’t as gentle a kisser as Madison or even Aria, her movements were strong and forceful. She sucked my bottom lip into her mouth and bit down just hard enough for me to feel the pain, before she pushed me off her, making my ass fall down onto the bed as I let out an excited yelp from the bite.

If her fucking was anything like her kissing, I was in for some rough fun, and I looked up at the pale-skinned goth with lust in my eyes, my mouth hanging open as I breathed heavily. I was so impossibly turned on. I was going to let this woman do whatever she wanted to me.

“Your mouth is soft,” she commented as she grabbed my face by my cheeks with one hand, squishing them together and making me whimper again in her grip. “I wonder if the rest of you is as well.”

With that, she bent over and crammed her tongue into my mouth again, making me voice a moan as she practically tickled my tonsils, swirling herself around inside me as her purple lips melded to my supple, artificially plump pink ones. Her tongue had a stud pierced into the end of it that pressed into the soft flesh of my mouth, and I was desperate to feel it on my clit. I was wet as a fucking fish, sure that my arousal would be visible through my bright orange leggings.

Demi mounted the bed and forced me down onto my back, the pair of us crawling up to the head of the bed while we kissed. I could feel her tits brushing against mine through our clothes with our movements, and I couldn’t wait to see the tattooed dark beauty naked. I wanted to trail my tongue all over her milky skin and explore her sex.

The goth grabbed me by the wrists as we made out and pulled them above my head, letting me feel her weight on top of me as she gripped me tightly. I felt exposed and vulnerable with my arms above my head, like I was prey being mauled by a sexy predator. I closed my eyes and sighed into the air as Demi kissed down my cheek and latched onto my neck, her dark hair strewn across my face and one of the pointier piercings in her ear pressing into my skin. My back arched like it always did when someone kissed my neck, sending tingles down my spine and pushing my breasts up against hers as I let myself be taken. Again, Demi wasn’t afraid to use her teeth, the gothic woman biting my flesh and marking me with her control.

“Oh, fuck,” I mewled as I felt the love-bite, knowing the visible brand of my submissiveness would be visible for days, loving the message it would send to the world, and to my other lovers. Demi intended for the mark to humiliate me, but I would wear it as a badge of honor.

Still grasping my wrists, Demi released my neck and straightened herself up, looking down at me with her wicked grin. “Now everyone’s going to know what a whore you are. Giving your little body to girls in class… you filthy fucking slut,” she chastized me, making me all the hotter for her.

“Mmm I am such a filthy slut,” I repeated her words, knowing my place.

I let out another girlish squeal as Demi suddenly spread my arms out, pointing my hands towards the corners of the bed. I giggled and watched her with glee as she took the straps dangling from her bed posts and tightened the leather cuffs around my wrists. A pulse of arousal shot out of my pussy as I felt the cool leather go tight against my skin, my arms secured. It created a strange sense of innate vulnerability. I couldn’t use my arms to defend myself, or cover myself up. I was tied to the bed, and was subject to this Wiccan woman’s will.

“Stick out your tongue,” Demi instructed firmly and I immediately did as I was told, my brow creasing as I opened my mouth and lay my tongue flat against my chin. She bent over and spat straight onto it, and I wriggled beneath her as I felt her saliva roll down the back of my throat, pulling on the wrist restraints as my body swelled with horniness. “Good girl,” she said, loving my submissive willingness to be degraded.

The sexy goth dismounted me and climbed off the bed, making her way to the bottom of it and repeating the action with the ankle restraints in the other two corners. I lay there forcibly spread-eagled and still fully clothed, swallowing my controller’s spit as she tethered me.

“You’re so wet you’ve ruined your skanky leggings,” Demi said, staring straight between my spread legs. I knew my arousal must have soaked through. “Stupid bimbo. Don’t you have any shame?”

“Not when it comes to lesbian sex, Demi,” I whined. “I just can’t fucking help myself.”

“You’ll address me as Mistress from now on, you dumb slut,” she ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, causing a shiver to run down my spine as I said the words. They felt so right.

Demi’s purple lips curled into her trademark sly grin as she watched me from the foot of the bed. Her prissy little blonde slut all tied up and begging to be debased and fucked. I could see her eyes light up as she took me in, picturing me as one of those popular cheerleader types that made her life hell in high school. Now the roles were reversed. Now she’d have her revenge. And I had to take it all.

She bent down as she reached underneath her flowy black skirt and pulled her panties down, pulling the predictably black underwear over her Doc Martins before she stepped around to the side of the bed.

“I don’t want to hear any more of your prissy whining,” she spat.

“Yes, Mist-” I started, but was cut off as she stuffed her panties into my mouth. I gagged on them at first, my mouth filled with cotton. I inhaled her feminine smell off of them, breathing in the wet patch on the gusset of the underwear. I was convinced the scent of pussy was like a drug for me, and as it filled my lungs and entered my bloodstream I moaned and my eyelids fluttered while I became intoxicated by it, giving me the rush my lesbian bimbo self craved so badly.

Demi opened her bedside drawer and pulled out a large pair of fabric scissors. My eyes went wide as I saw the glint of the metal, wondering what the hell she planned on doing with those. Still wearing her devious smile, the sexy goth mounted me again, her bare cunt resting on my groin, unfortunately hidden by her skirt. What I would have given to see beneath it.

She inserted one of the blades of the scissors beneath the base of my crop top and squeezed her hand, the fabric of my brand new top ruined. I moaned half out of pity at seeing my latest purchase destroyed, half out of arousal at what Demi was doing, my financial worries coming second to my need for sex. She continued slicing up the middle of my top, the cold, dull back of the blade pressing into my skin with each cut. It made my heart quicken at the danger of having such sharp scissors pressing into me, unable to push Demi off of me or voice my protests if I had any. I was completely submitted to her will. There was nothing I could do. I fucking loved it.

“Let’s see what’s underneath this slutty little thing you call a top,” Demi said, her eyes widening with each cut her scissors made, revealing more and more of my skin as the fabric tore apart. Eventually, she got to the top, and as the final thread holding my crop top together was cut, it fell to my sides, my tits freed and immediately bursting out for my mistress to see. “Ohh look at those,” she cooed as she set the scissors down on the bed beside me and ran her hands over my big, round breasts.

I let out soft, muffled moans into the panties stuffed in my mouth as Demi played with my tits, the first time lesbian goth seeming quite entranced by them. She held them in her hands and shook them, feeling them bounce around in her palms before lightly squeezing them, my pliable flesh indented by her pale fingers. Just briefly, I could see beneath her angry facade and saw an excited girl, relishing her first time lesbian experience the same way I did.

“You know, I’ve never played with another woman’s breasts before. It’s fun though, I can see why men are so obsessed with them,” she said as she leant over and gave one of my nipples a little kiss. The feeling of her purple lips pursed around my tender pink areola made me shudder, the straps of my restraints tightening as I was reminded of my bound state. “Mmm,” Demi groaned as she made her way to my other, licking it hard with her tongue, her metal stud feeling fantastic and making it stiff with arousal.

I squirmed beneath her as she licked and kissed all over my chest, taking her time to enjoy my round tits. She pressed her face into the middle of me and held my breasts against her cheeks, feeling their warmth on her face. Every moan I made was muffled by her panties, every shiver she elicited in me made my restraints rattle and the leather cuffs dig into my skin. My chest glistened, covered in her saliva and streaks of purple lipstick, my ruined crop top hanging off my shoulders to the sides of me.

Demi looked up over me at the head of the bed and I followed her gaze, pressing my head into the mattress to see what she was looking at, albeit upside down. A thin chain was hanging loosely on the wooden bedhead, two clamps attached to each end of it. She grabbed one end of it and pulled, the sound of each link of the chain being dragged across the wood as she did so, the sound of the erotic pain I was destined to receive.

“You know, I’ve used these on a few members of the college football team, and a couple from the basketball team,’ Demi said with a husky voice as she attached one of the clamps to an erect nipple. I let out a higher pitched groan as I felt the pinch on my sensitive skin. “Yours are the first female nipples these clamps have touched… besides my own.”

She clamped the other around my free nipple and my back arched as I experienced the pleasurable pain radiating from the tips of my tits. It felt so fucking naughty; the sharp pain of the nipple clamps combining with the bright glow of arousal in my pussy. I felt so slutty for how much I loved having my mouth stuffed and nipples clamped. Demi seemed to be enjoying the sight, her eyes wide with satisfaction at seeing the hot blonde bimbo being tied up and inflicted upon. I felt the coldness of the thin chain linking the two clamps resting on my bare stomach. Everything about it all was so fucking hot and I voiced my muffled delight through the filter of the black underwear crammed in my mouth.

The gothic beauty then crawled down into the wide space between my legs, trailing her black painted fingernails along my bare flesh and then over the lycra of my bright orange leggings as she raked my thighs. She watched my face as she touched a fingertip to the wet spot between my legs and loved watching me squirm and moan in reaction. Then she picked up the scissors off the bed while her other hand pulled on the wet spot of my leggings, creating a bit of space between my cunt and the lycra. I let out a stifled cry, not wanting the leggings I’d just bought to suffer the same fate as my crop top, but I couldn’t form any actual words with my mouth stuffed, and I knew it wouldn’t matter if I could.

Seemingly getting off on my tortured whimpers, Demi slid the blade into the wet spot, piercing my leggings, the blade coming dangerously close to my pussy as she made a single cut. I couldn’t deny it, the thrill was exhilarating. Demi set the scissors down before gripping the hole she’d just made with both hands and pulling as hard as she could. She let out a satisfied laugh as the fabric tore, an expensive rip filling my ears as the hole widened to my thighs.

Without wasting a second, she took the scissors again and carefully threaded a blade beneath the waistline of my thong, cutting it before repeating the action on the other side. She pulled on the gusset of my panties and with the waist compromised, they slid out from beneath my butt, a wonderful friction over my asshole as she threaded them out of the giant tear in my leggings.

“Mmm look at those lovely fuckholes,” Demi mused as she put my ruined and soaking wet panties to her face and breathed in. “You smell incredible, Reagan. I want to wear your pussy smell as a fragrance,” she said before stuffing my thong into her cleavage, the wet fabric perfuming her chest.

I was a tied up, submissive slut with my clothes torn, my nipples clamped and my mouth gagged. The perfect fuckdoll who couldn’t talk back and would do whatever their lover wanted to please them. The bondage made me feel like I was in my rightful place, and my head was swimming in a pool of pleasure as I felt like a true bimbo, there only for the use of the gothic domme.

“I have to make sure you know what you are,” Demi said as she leaned over me to return the scissors to her drawer before taking out a red marker. She returned to her position crouched between my legs and wrote the word ‘slut’ across my hairless mound, tilting her head as she admired her work. “That’s much better. Now you’re good enough to eat.”

I was branded, clamped and bound. A willing body of submissive flesh. I couldn’t wait for what was to come.


Chapter

Four

Demi tossed the marker back in her drawer before she lowered her head to my snatch, planting sweet kisses around my vulva. Each time I felt her lips press against my skin I twitched and ached for her to go a little more inward, to kiss my slutty pussy and give me what I so desperately needed. My pink was practically a water slide, shimmering with arousal and throbbing with desperation.

The kinky goth giggled to herself at my reactions to her lips before they’d even touched my pussy properly. “I’ve never eaten pussy before,” she said in a low voice, her breath warm on my gash. “I have a feeling I don’t need to be very good at it to make a girl like you cum though.”

“Mm-mm,” I replied through the filter of her panties as I shook my head. At that point it would be a miracle if I didn’t instantly cum from a quick lick of my clit.

“Well, let’s find out,” Demi said before she trailed her tongue up between my puffy cunt lips, letting out a monotonous groan through her open mouth as she did so.

My whole body tensed as my clamped tits heaved upwards. My eyes rolled back into my head as I pulled tight on my restraints, letting out a guttural moan of my own into my panty-filled mouth. My bimbo awakening had caused me to crave the mouths of pretty girls and I’d been denied that through my lip procedure recovery. To finally have another girl licking me there after so long, and a sexy, bondage inclined goth girl at that, my whole body felt on fire with pleasure.

“Mm, your pussy feels silky smooth,” Demi said as she curled her tongue back into her mouth after licking her first snatch. “Tastes good too.”

She licked me again and again, her tongue growing more confident in its movements as she explored every part of my slutty cunt. She nibbled the wings, penetrated my hole, and circled around my clit. The rigid ball of her tongue stud against the softness of the rest of her tongue felt so good to me, the tiny little hard spot teasing me into a frenzy. Each movement caused naughty wet noises to be heard and made me breathe a little harder as I enjoyed the ride.

I writhed as Demi satiated herself with my pussy, my involuntary movements causing me to pull on the straps confining me to the bed and making the leather cuffs dig into my wrists and ankles, enough to leave marks to complement the purple hickey on my neck and the accurate ‘slut’ written across my mons.

“You’re such a whore for letting yourself be tied up and eaten out by a girl from class,” Demi said before sucking my clit into her mouth and flicking it with the metal stud in her tongue. I quivered in pleasure as she did so, and inhaled sharply as she suddenly released it and it flicked back into place. “You deserve every ounce of humiliation I give you. Having my dirty panties stuffed in your mouth, your nipples clamped and marked for what you are. You’re a pointless blonde bitch who’s only use in this world is letting strangers enjoy your body.”

The vocal tongue-lashing was followed by a physical one, as Demi licked my clit again and again, flicking it up and down with the tip of her tongue before circling it with the metal stud. I groaned and groaned, getting off on her accusations as much as I was her actions. I pulled my head off the bed and watched her eating me out with fervor, her top, purple lip pressed against my mound just below the word she’d labeled me with, her dark eyeshadow around her sinister looking eyes as she looked up at me, her tongue working overtime to tease my horny, swollen pearl.

As I came I pulled on all four restraints as my muscles all tried to contract, the bed I was confined to rattling as I writhed on top of it. My eyes watered as I forced them to stay open, not wanting to miss the sight of Demi diving down and licking the length of my pink as it rewarded her efforts with my sweet nectar, coating her face and making her purple lips shine as she hungrily ate it up.

I moaned as loud as I could and bit down on the black panties in my mouth, the thin chain connecting my nipples rattling as I shuddered. The combination of pain mixed with enormous pleasure was too much for me to handle, and I thought I was going to pass out by how overwhelmed submissive sex made me feel.

Demi pulled her face out of my pussy and leant over me as she watched me ride out my orgasm, shoving two fingers into my slick hole and using her thumb to rub my clit while the cum-saliva cocktail dribbled out of her mouth and onto my tits. I looked up at her through my half-closed eyes, staring at the pale, wicked face of the sexy goth as I convulsed on her fingers, honey still oozing out of me and running down between my butt cheeks.

Eventually, my labored breathing stopped as my climax mercifully died down, and I tried to catch my breath which was difficult with a mouthful of underwear. Demi pulled her fingers out of my snatch and licked the cum off them while she watched me regain my senses. As the otherworldly pleasure of my orgasm waned into a lovely, dull afterglow, the pain around my wrists and ankles became more apparent, my extremities tingling as I’d accidentally cut off circulation to them while cumming.

I was in heaven, finally being made to cum by another woman and had my introduction to submissive sex. The erotic pain inflicted on me only heightened the pleasure Demi made me feel. Demi pulled her panties out of my mouth and tossed the wet ball of cotton to the side of the room.

“You look a lot prettier than normal being tied up and gagged while I make you cum,” Demi said as she pulled her loose black top out from her waist cincher leather corset and pulled it over her head before unclasping her bra and sliding the straps down her arms.

Her two pale, lovely breasts hung from her chest, perched atop her black leather corset, her nipples little oases of pink amongst her milky white skin, which had a slight shine to them from my own panties being stuffed between them previously. Of course, both her nipples were pierced, the gothic beauty staying on brand. I sighed as I gazed upon them, loving that Demi was finally losing some clothes.

“I bet you I’d look even prettier with a mouth full of your pussy,” I replied, hungry for what was between Demi’s legs.

“In good time,” she said as she bent over, feeding her tits to me.

Still bound to the bed, I immediately started sucking and licking around her chest as much as my head would allow. I loved sucking the metal of the rings piercing her nipples, giving me something to tug on and return some of the erotic pain Demi had given me. She moaned and alternated breasts, feeling my warm, willing mouth suck her.

“Such a soft mouth,” Demi echoed her previous assessment as she mewled, enjoying the feeling of a woman tending to her breasts.

I ached to be able to use my hands to squeeze and caress her chest at the same time, but I loved being fed. Even as I pleasured Demi, she was still the one in control. She gripped the back of my head and pulled it off the bed, holding me against her while my mouth worked its magic. I sealed my mouth over one of her areolas and fluttered the tip of my tongue against her nipple, flicking the metal ring pierced through it and making Demi giggle.

“Mmm, I love that,” she said as she closed her eyes and smiled. “I want you to do that to my clit.”

“Then show it to me,” I said as I released her boob from my mouth.

She pulled back on my hair hard, making me gasp in surprise. She looked me in the eyes and spoke through clenched teeth, “Listen, cunt! I’ll show you my snatch when I’m good and ready.” Then she spat on my mouth and pressed me against her tits again, smothering me. I moaned and wriggled beneath her at the feeling of being degraded like that, of being spoken to like the dirty little lesbian slut I was.

While I kept kissing and licking her milky breasts, Demi started playing with her skirt. She shuffled her legs around as she pushed the waistband down and over her feet, the flowy black garment falling off the edge of the bed and leaving Demi wearing only her torn stockings, black leather corset and enough piercings to make airports a hassle.

She straddled my waist and sat herself up, affording me a look at her in all her gothic glory. She looked so fucking hot. Her dyed black hair, purple lipstick, leather corset, stockings and pale skin. I was surprised to find her pussy completely clean shaven, but even more surprised to see a pentagram tattoo on her hairless mound. I wasn’t sure who was more committed to their lifestyle, me or her. The Wiccan babe shuffled forward before lifting her legs off the bed one at a time and threading her feet over and beneath my bound arms, her tattooed cunt hovering inches away from my submissive mouth.

Her pussy was close enough that I could smell her womanhood, her tangy sex penetrating my nostrils as my jaw moved instinctively, my body squirming on the bed as I yearned to be fed. “Please…” I begged, looking up at Demi in desperation, starving for pussy.

Demi chuckled as she looked down at me with her trademark deviant grin, her lovely black hair hanging down to one side of her face. She reached down and grabbed the back of my head again, pulling me up as she lowered herself down, connecting her sweet pinkness with my enhanced lips.

I groaned with delight the second I tasted her, my lips sinking into her juicy pussy as I kissed and sucked it lightly, swallowing my first mouthful of her wonderful sex. My arms were pinched between her calves and back of her thighs, feeling the weight of the beautiful woman on top of me. Demi watched from above and exhaled slowly as she felt a girl’s mouth on her snatch for the first time.

Looking up at her, I snaked my tongue through her pink, licking her velvety flesh and making wonderful wet noises while I explored. I poked my tongue into her hole, tongue-fucking her while I felt her muscle choke me in response. She quivered on top of me, her lovely tits jiggling with her movements.

“You slutty fucking cheerleader,” Demi said down to me. “You’ll fuck anything, won’t you?”

I wondered if the cheerleader she was imagining me as was someone specific. Someone from her high school that made her life hell and she was now exacting her revenge by forcing her to eat her pussy. I hoped so. I loved the feeling of being disrespected by her, the hate mixed with lust in her eyes.

“Mhmm,” I moaned back at her in the affirmative, my forehead creased as I desperately licked her delicious cunt.

I sealed my lips over her clit, my artificially plump top lip touching her pentagram tattoo while I fluttered my tongue against her clit as requested. Demi’s muscles sporadically tensed as if she was being electrocuted, and she let out a stammered breath as I sent licks of pleasure throughout her body.

“Ohh, that feels so good,” she cooed. “But I don’t want to cum just yet. I want you to work for it a little harder first.”

She regretfully pulled her tasty pussy away from my mouth, and I smacked my lips to suck off any juices on them. Demi unthreaded her legs from beneath my arms and put her feet on the bottom rung of the bedhead, while she used her hands to hang on to the top of it.

“Now, tell me what a slut you are and you’ll earn a taste of my pussy,” she said as she stayed suspended in the air above me.

“I’m such a skanky bitch,” I said with curled lips.

“Yes, you are,” she replied before lowering her pussy onto my mouth for a moment, my tongue licking her pink as many times as it could before she took it away from me again.

“Do you like being tied up and fed pussy?”

“Mhmm,” I nodded. “It’s what I deserve.”

“That’s right,” she said before lowering herself again, and I sucked her clit into my mouth, tugging on her sensitive flesh and shaking my head left and right, making her mouth spread wide and let out a cry of pleasure before she pulled herself off me again.

“You’re such a dirty whore, Reagan. I wonder if there’s anything you wouldn’t do to please me.”

“I’ll do whatever it takes to make you feel good,” I said up at her, before she rewarded me with her snatch once again. This time I moved my whole head and trailed my tongue all the way through her lips and brushed it against her asshole.

“Oh!” she gasped in surprise as she instinctively pulled away from the tongue that just tickled her butthole. Her shocked expression quickly morphed into a deviant one. “You’re even willing to do that, huh? You’re an even bigger bimbo than I thought.”

Her words filled me with such joy. I really was a bimbo. A beautiful blonde slut who could make other girls feel so good. It was my purpose in life to be fucked, and use my obedient mouth to make women cum.

“Do it again,” Demi instructed before lowering her ass onto my mouth.

I flicked my tongue against her pucker, fluttering it like I did to her clit and nipple. Her tiny crater contracted in response as Demi let out a pleasured sigh. I pulled my head off the bed and licked her a little harder, my tongue molding to the crease of her ass as I licked her naughty hole again and again. I loved eating ass. It was so naughty and lewd and degrading, especially in the state that I was in.

I could feel the tiny hole sucking in the flat of my tongue as I buttered her butt with my saliva. Demi cautiously let one hand go from the bedhead and reached down to rub her own clit while my submissive tongue rimmed her from below.

“Oh fuck, Reagan,” she breathed. “That… feels… so… good…”

My naughty mouth never stopped, my juicy lips kissing her tight pucker and my salacious tongue swirling around it, my nose perfectly positioned to breathe in the feminine scent of her pussy while her black-painted fingernails made a circular blur around her clit. I moaned into her asshole, loving being on my back and spread like a starfish while this gothic babe sat on my face. Demi gripped on to the bedhead for dear life as her eyes squeezed shut and she succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure she was experiencing.

“Nyyyeeaahhh,” she cried out as her orgasm erupted inside of her.

I could feel her butthole spasming beneath my tongue as I kept licking it as hard as I could, penetrating her just a little when it was relaxed before being forced out as it contracted. An initial burst of liquid sex exploded out of her vagina and coated my nose and top lip as she vibrated, the bedhead rattling against the wall as she tried her best to keep her grip.

Almost inevitably though, her hand slipped as she was taken over by the powerful ecstasy of her climax, her limbs no longer obeying her commands as she buckled. With a gasp, she fell away from bedhead and landed on my chest with a dull thud. It hurt, and knocked the wind out of me a little, but I didn’t care. I just watched as she lay back on top of me, writhing as her voice quivered, her pale butt squished against my chest as her perfectly pink pussy with the pentagram tattoo oozed cum onto my sternum. The back of her head rested against my mound and her dark hair tickled my exposed snatch.

It was a fucking beautiful sight. Demi looked so hot writhing in pleasure on top of me wearing her torn stockings and leather corset. Seeing her pussy pulse right in front of me and leak honey onto my skin was something I would never forget. I’d achieved my goal. I’d done what I was made to do.

Demi’s convulsions slowed as her orgasm died down, but she stayed laying on top of me for a moment while she caught her breath, not concerned about my own as she rested her full weight on my torso. “Ohhh, that was something else,” she said, exhausted, as she climbed off me and the bed entirely.

“That was wicked,” I said, satisfied by my meal of gothic pussy and ass.

Demi made her way around the bed, unstrapping my limbs one by one. I felt good, basking in the wonderful afterglow of terrific sex, but I was sad to think our time together was over. I wanted more from the tattooed babe. I flexed my sore wrists and examined my tender skin made red from pulling on the restraints in the heat of the moment. A little smile bubbled in the corners of my mouth as I relished the marks of my introduction to kinky sex. I couldn’t wait to tell Madison all about it.

“Oh, we’re not done yet,” Demi announced, making my heart skip a beat. She knelt at the end of the bed and grabbed my hips before she flipped me over. I squealed with delight at being woman-handled by the domineering goth and she gave my jiggling ass a playful slap as I settled, lying on my front. “I want to see just how much your slutty pussy can take.”


Chapter

Five

I tried to suppress my glee as the bicurious goth restrapped only my ankles into the restraints, the cuffs tightening again around my tender flesh in my flipped over position. I squirmed a little on the bed as I felt the pain of my raw skin being strapped mixing with the excitement of whatever Demi was going to use my body for next. I just lay there, my crop top still hanging off my shoulders, my bright orange leggings torn between my legs with my creamy pussy on display through the hole in them, waiting.

The horny goth appeared at my side and she rummaged through her bedside drawer again, procuring a thick black dildo attached to a strap-on harness. Demi pulled the flared base of the fake cock out of the harness and put it on the bed in front of my face. “You have until I get this harness on to lubricate that as much as you can.”

My pussy thrummed at the thought of being fucked by Demi wearing a strap-on, but I didn’t have time to waste, the sexy goth was already stepping into the holes of the harness and sliding it up her stockinged legs. I grabbed the black dildo with both hands and shoved it in my mouth, messily blowing the pretend prick in order to get as much of my saliva on it as I could. I spat on it and licked down the length of the shaft, even gagging a little when I got a bit overenthusiastic.

Demi tightened the straps around her milky thighs and then reached for the plastic cock. I tried to hold onto it, desperate to lube it up a bit more, but Demi snarled, “Give me that,” as she snatched it out of my hands before affixing it to the base-plate of her harness, the pretend penis glistening and dripping with my saliva.

“Why do you even have that if you’ve never had sex with a girl before?” I asked as I looked up at the powerful woman.

Demi stood there with her hands on her hips, proudly wielding the strap-on and looking intimidating as fuck with all her tattoos, leather corset and ripped stockings. “I put men’s cocks into chastity cages and then make them wear this to fuck me with,” she replied with a naughty grin. “It’s fucking humiliating for them.”

“Mmm, I bet,” I smiled up at her, in awe of her sexual prowess.

She took a pair of discarded jeans off the floor and unthreaded the belt from it before she made her way behind me, out of sight. My entire nether region was still glistening from the first orgasm she’d given me, my crotch steaming out of the hole torn in my leggings. I felt her kneel on the bed between my open legs before her hands grabbed me by the hips and pulled them up and back.

As I was pulled back into a kneeling position, the hole in my leggings ripped further open as my ass cheeks spread, and I gasped as Demi trailed a fingertip up my wet cunt. She reached forward and grabbed both of my shoulders, before she slid her hands down my arms, pulling them back and holding my wrists together at the base of my spine. Unable to keep myself propped up, my forehead pressed into the mattress as Demi wrapped the belt around my wrists, tying them together before she placed the ends of the belt in one of my hands.

“You keep holding that tight, you filthy slut,” she instructed. “If I see that belt go loose, I stop fucking you, do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, so unbelievably turned on by being made to keep my own restraint on.

I felt the head of the dildo pressing against my opening, and my mouth spread wide as I took in a deep breath when Demi pushed it into me. My greedy pussy gobbled up the entire length of the fake cock, as my toes curled and my back arched a little as I was stuffed.

“Mm, that’s a good girl,” Demi cooed as she buried the dildo all the way into me. “Such a fucking skank.”

I loved being filled up by her. When she grabbed my hips and started pumping her detachable dick in and out of me I moaned with appreciation. I pressed a cheek against the mattress and drooled onto it as my body rocked with her movements, pulling the dildo out of me before slamming it back in again, my wanting hole stretched by the latex lubricated by my own mouth. I just stayed in place, doing nothing except holding onto the belt tied around my wrists, letting my hole be fucked.

“You take that cock so well,” Demi said through gritted teeth as she gave me a hard spank.

I let out a high pitched yelp as she brought her hand down on me, my rump rippling every time she thrust into me, slapping against her stomach. “Thank you, Mistress,” I moaned as my pussy was plundered.

The fake cock pressed all the way into me, filling up my space, choked by my tight entrance. Demi spanked me again in exactly the same spot, and I thanked her again. She tore open the rip in my leggings even more and spanked me again, making my ass glow red. Then she pressed the pad of her thumb against my asshole and started rubbing it, sending me wild.

“Oh my god! THANK YOU, MISTRESS!” I yelled enthusiastically as she massaged my pucker, using a bit of pressure to make sure I could feel it while she fucked me.

“It’s what you deserve, you naughty girl, you naughty slut,” Demi said behind me as her thumb stroked against my asshole, her ceaseless hips fucking me with the strap-on.

I came for a second time, my pussy spasming around the dildo and dripping cum onto the mattress as I screamed in pleasure. “Fuuuuuuuuck! Thank youuuuu,” I cried out as I went cross-eyed, drool leaking out of my mouth and making a second wet spot on Demi’s comforter. My body vibrated as Demi pushed the latex cock all the way in and held it there while her thumb kept rubbing my butthole.

“AHHH!” I screamed as I fell forward, my body sliding off the dripping wet dildo as my head became buried somewhere in the mess of pillows at the head of the bed. My body shuddered as the orgasm controlled it, and I twitched and gasped on my front as Demi giggled devilishly to herself behind me.

The moment my climax wound down, Demi unstrapped my wrists and took my ankles out of the leather restraints, freeing me from her control. “You have to get out now,” she announced.

I rolled over onto my back and looked up at her, my tank top cut down the middle, my leggings ruined, still dazed from the pleasure she’d just made me feel. “Huh?” I said, struggling to comprehend what was going on as my mind reset.

“I don’t want any sluts hanging around in my home longer than they have to. Get out,” she repeated.

I managed to sit myself up on the edge of the bed, my head still swimming as I took in the instruction. “Um, okay,” I mumbled.

Demi helped pin my top back together with safety pins and leant me a black denim skirt to cover up the gaping hole in my leggings before she kicked me out unceremoniously. The sex fog faded and I became capable of thought again as I walked out of her building and back onto campus towards my dorm.

As I sauntered through campus, satisfied and partially dazed, I relished the looks all of my fellow students gave me. I must have been quite the image. My hair was a mess and my lipstick smudged. My top was already tight as it was, and the safety pins down the middle of it were at the limit as my tits tried their best to break free, an inch wide line of skin visible up my midline. I felt the breeze up the denim skirt, aerating my steaming pussy as I walked. No one would have any doubt I’d just been fucked, although I’d doubt anyone would be able to guess quite how.

My introduction to bondage and submission was everything I could have hoped for. I couldn’t wait to do more. I smiled as I thought about what joys Christmas break might bring back in Madison’s home town.

I hoped Madison’s mysterious benefactor liked me. I hoped I would be the best present she’d ever gotten. One thing was for sure, I would do anything she wanted me to.

THE END
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