
        
            
                
            
        

    
Bundled by the Professor

Pax Parker’s “A+ Bimbo Slut” Series Books 1 - 4

Four red-hot stories of bimbo sex slave training, public humiliation, MMF sex, oral, anal, and a whole lot more. Read on for a short description of each story!

Disappointing the Professor (A+ Bimbo Slut #1)

Smart and talented freshman student Olivia Miles has fallen in love with her economics professor, Derrick Landry. She breaks up with her highschool boyfriend so they can be together, but after she walks in on him pounding one of the trashiest students in school, Derrick drops a bomb: he never wanted her in the first place. He’s only interested in women who can be loyal, dedicated bimbo sex slaves. Prudish Olivia is shocked, but she’s not a quitter. She’ll do whatever it takes to make him love her back, and if that means becoming a bimbo slut, then what choice does she have?

Taken by the Professor (A+ Bimbo Slut #2)

After her first humiliating lesson in bimbo sex servitude, Olivia hasn’t heard from the Professor in a week. When she finally leaves the house and heads to a party across town, he finally summons her--and she’ll do whatever and whoever it takes to get to him in time. As Derrick trims down her wardrobe to help her polish her new bimbo look, he decides to tie her up and take advantage of a teachable moment.

Driving with the Professor (A+ Bimbo Slut #3)

Olivia wakes up sore and covered in cum, but within the hour she’s speeding down the highway in the Professor’s convertible. Derrick’s smart man and knows how to take advantage of a situation. He’ll never miss an opportunity to parade his bimbo: soon, she’s on all fours, showing off everything for any stranger lucky enough to drive by.

Dressed by the Professor (A+ Bimbo Slut #4)

At the mall, the Professor shops for a new wardrobe for Olivia--the more humiliating and revealing, the better. And with tits like hers, it’s not hard to do. Playing dress-up with her is so much fun that he can’t help but invite the salesmen to join him in showing her how a bimbo slut is supposed to be used.
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Book # 1 - Disappointing the Professor




Chapter 1

This close, I could smell his skin: the faint smell of leather and sweat and a cologne I couldn't name. I hung my head back as he devoured my neck and gave in to the sensations of everything he was doing to my body. His strong hands low on my hips, pulling me into him. His tongue, gliding across mine. His thigh, pushing between my legs, opening me. All I could feel was Derrick. All of him, enjoying all of me.

We were behind the Italian restaurant where we'd had dinner, in a dark alleyway where he'd pulled me roughly after what was supposed to be our goodbye kiss. The headlights of cars driving past slipped in and out of the darkness between the buildings, giving him an air of mystery; nothing but a pair of eyes, a shoulder, a mouth in the darkness.

It felt too good. This was only the fourth date and, as amazing as he was, I hadn't planned on letting things get this far. One of his hands moved up my side slowly, but with intention. I inhaled sharply when he grabbed my breast firmly and began to knead it while he ground his knee between my legs. I was so, so close to giving in as the swell of Ariana Grande's voice rose and hit one of her signature high notes.

Wait, what? Why the hell was Ariana Grande here?

The doubt was enough to jar me out of my sleepy sex dream and back into reality. I dully opened an eye and dug around my backpack for my phone just in time to watch it, lit up and cheerily singing “One Last Time” to announce an incoming call, go silent and dark. Whoops. I looked around the dimly lit train at my fellow passengers—few and mostly sleeping themselves—hoping it hadn't disturbed anyone. I unlocked my phone and checked to see who the missed call was from, though I had pretty good idea who it was (and, though I tried to keep myself in denial, who it wasn't.)

Four missed calls and eight messages, all from Avery. I checked the time—it was 11:47, almost two hours after I was supposed to meet him. The ball of guilt in my stomach grew. He was probably worried sick about me. I went through the messages:

18:43 – hey babe, still getting in at 9? i can grab us dinner before i get ya

19:11 – i miss you

19:11 – and i miss that body ;)

20:43 – hey just left, should be at the station soon. Wait inside if i'm a couple minutes late, k?

21:07 – They said the train is late, everything ok?

21:49 – A train just dropped a bunch of people off, why weren't you on it?

22:02 – Olivia where are you? Are you okay?

22:08 – O! call me

And then, the string of missed calls.

My brain was urging me to call him back right away and soothe his worries, but my heart reluctantly dragged behind. This was a conversation I had avoided having all week, throwing every excuse in the book at him for why I couldn't see him while I was back home for Thanksgiving. Sorry, gotta go upstate for a couple of days to see grandpa. Sorry, girls-only day trip. Sorry, caught a vicious and most likely extremely contagious flu that's knocked me on my back.

I had run out of excuses earlier today, when he had called me and demanded, in the joking tone of someone trying their hardest to keep their voice light, that I take the train across the city and spend the night at his place.

“24 hours. It's all I ask for. I beg of you. You can bring all your stuff, and I'll drive you back to school tomorrow whenever you're ready.” He was so sweet, and so desperate to see me.

“Okay, sure. Of course. I'll see you tonight.” The lie had sprung so easily from my mouth, even though I'd had no intention of going. I had already bought a train ticket back to school.

When my mom had driven me to the station earlier in the evening, she couldn't help but ask about Avery. “I know it's none of my business, and I know that things are changing so quickly for you right now, but...you really couldn't give him the time of day while you were home this week. Are you two, you know... still 'on'?”

Embarrassed, I didn't respond right away. I slung my backpack over one shoulder and roughly pulled the handle up on my wheeled carry-on. “Yeah, no. We're not. He gets it. Distance is hard. We're both growing up. The usual story,” I said dismissively, not looking at her. This was the first time I was admitting it aloud, and unfortunately, it wasn't actually to Avery.

“Well, you're only a couple hours away, and three years of history ain't nothing, kiddo.” She could tell by my impatient shuffling from foot to foot that she was starting to lose me and changed her tune. “But hey, I trust that you know what you're doing. It'll be sad not to see Avery around anymore but, you've gotta grow up sometime, right? Maybe it's better anyway if you just focus on school for a little while.” She pulled me in for a hug—too tight, and too long, as her hugs always were now that I'd moved away—and I could barely peel myself away as the train's bells starting clanging in the distance.

“I gotta go, Mom. I'll call you when I get there, okay? Or tomorrow. Don't worry about me,” I'd commanded with a wagging finger. “You worry too much. Okay, bye. Bye!” And I'd hauled my luggage (admittedly, a little excessive for a week at home) up onto the top level of the train where I had, apparently, immediately fallen asleep.

So I had lied to my mom and been a coward with Avery all week, and now, I was about to become the biggest bitch on the planet as I broke up with my sweet, worried boyfriend over the phone while he waited for me at a train station with cold, soggy takeout. I felt a surge of regret, but then the faint memory of my dream shimmered in the back of my mind: Derrick Landry. Economics professor and lover extraordinaire. Just over six feet of fair-haired, steely-eyed, charismatic sexiness topped off with a London accent that made me wet. That thin snippet of memory was all it took. I rubbed my hand over my face while the phone dialled Avery's number. I leaned my head back against the padded train seat and waited, heavy with dread, for him to pick up.

It didn't take long. Two rings in, his voice suddenly jumped out at me, shrill and tinny through the speakers. “Ollie, Jesus, what's happening? Are you okay? Where are you?”

I responded calmly, trying to keep my voice down so I didn't cause a scene and wake the other passengers. “Yeah, I'm okay. I'm on the train.”

“Oh, what? Okay, thank god. But—which train are you on? I thought--”

“Yeah, I'm not on that train.” I studied my nails. “I'm on a different train... heading in the opposite direction.”

“Uh, okay, but—sorry, I don't get it. Are you going back to school? Did something happen? Is everything okay at home?”

Leave it to him to be the thoughtful, concerned boyfriend, even in the end, while he was finally starting to put all the pieces together. “Uh, yeah, something did happen. Nothing bad, everyone's fine. Just—look, Avery,” I took a deep breath. “You are amazing. You know that. You know that I think that. But--”

He cut me off. “Hold on. 'You're amazing, but'? Are we seriously having a 'you're amazing, but' conversation on the phone, while you're on a speeding train away from me, when you literally had a week to come and talk to me about this to my face?”

I blushed. It hadn't taken him long to sort the situation out. “I'm sorry. I didn't want to do it like this, but I was just... I was afraid. I didn't want to hurt you.”

He barked a harsh laughed and I could hear in his voice that he was on the verge of tears. “Well, if you didn't wanna hurt me, you could have started by not ignoring me since frosh week, or not flaking out on visiting me at school, or not setting your Facebook relationship status to 'private'.” I could practically hear him counting off the past few months' injustices on his fingers. “Really, Olivia, I think the ship on not hurting me has sailed. So at this point, you're actually just being a coward.”

“I deserve that. I do.” I let his anger wash over me; it actually made me feel better, somehow. Like I was paying my dues. “But it's just that, the distance, you know, and we're supposed to be finding out who we really are, and--” I was racing through all of my carefully thought-out arguments, throwing them at him quickly now that they felt flimsy and dishonest in the moment.

“Cut the bullshit, Ollie.” I was shocked; he never swore at me, even when we fought. “I know what this is about. You finally got out of Pinedale and now you feel like you're hot shit.” He paused for a moment, breathing raggedly. I said nothing. I knew that me winning a scholarship for University of Chatham while he was stuck at the community college in our hometown was a sore spot, so I let him vent. “You want to sleep around at school. Or, no, sorry, you want to sleep around at school and not feel bad about it. Or maybe you met somebody else. Whatever. But don't blame this on the distance--which is pathetic by the way, you're like two hours away—and don't make it sound like you're doing this for me, either. You're throwing away three years of a good thing for nothing, and that's on you.” The last few words of his rant came out choked and rough as he broke down in tears. The sounds of his staggered breathing were cut off as he hung up on me.

I should have been heartbroken. I should have been wracked with guilt and empathy for my poor , sweet (now, ex-) boyfriend, sitting in a train station parking lot alone at midnight, crying in his car. The man I had loved and been loved by for the last three years of my life. The man who had stood with me when my dog was put down, who had tutored me through two excruciating semesters of calculus, who had taught me how to drive and blamed himself when I failed the test twice.

But I wasn't.

The moment he hung up the phone, I felt like a weight had been lifted, like the lies were over and the rest of my life could finally begin. I wasn't thinking of Avery at all. Instead, I closed my eyes, leaned my head back against the gently bumpy train, and tingled with anticipation as I thought about Derrick. I thought about his hands, his mouth, and... other things.

I'm coming home, Professor, I thought to myself. I hope you're ready for me.




Chapter 2

As the train rolled on, I dreamt of him.

I had first seen him in the hallways at Byward Hall, the economics building. I had taken econ on a whim, and as I walked through the hallways on my second day of class, I had been struck by the sight of him outside the door to the lecture hall. He was just over six feet, with broad shoulders that tapered in neatly to a trim waist. His light brown hair was combed back, and his steely grey-green eyes sparkled as he'd leaned in and spoke with a group of students. I was too far away to hear what he was saying, but the way they all leaned in and occasionally burst into laughter told me he was charming and probably very funny. I could tell by the way his jacket hung against him that he wasn't overly muscled, but lean and taut. In my reverie, I couldn't remember what he had been wearing or what he had taught us that day in class—all I could remember was his beautiful face.

When the train finally pulled in, it was almost 2 a.m. There had been a delay at the stop right before mine, and it had taken almost an hour to get the train running again. I solemnly swore that I'd spend next summer working as many jobs as it took to get myself a car.

I took a cab from the station back to my campus. Struggling, I dragged my bags out of the trunk and wheeled them back to my dorm room. As I passed by Byward Hall, I peered as closely as I could at the offices on the top floor. Was Derrick there, working late as usual? I had seen the light on in his office so many times over the last few weeks; I knew he was a hard worker and a dedicated teacher. Unfortunately (or, maybe fortunately, considering the state of my hair and makeup) I couldn't see anyone still there.

I was glad when I finally got back to my room and opened up the door to see my roommate Kayleigh wide awake, flipping through a magazine on her bed. “Kaaaaye!” I dropped my baggage at the door and flopped on her bed, hugging her.

“Ollie! Welcome home, finally!” she hugged me back. “How was your was you week back home?” Kayleigh didn't get along well with her parents, so she'd stayed on campus over the holidays. As much as I had enjoyed seeing my family, I couldn't help but be jealous of all the parties she'd probably gone to.

“Ugh, I missed you so much over the last week. I barely had any fun. It just wasn't the same hanging out with my old high school friends, when everyone has changed so much, you know?” I was being pretty uncharitable to my old friends—we had actually had a wonderful time together. But now, back on campus in what felt like my new life, I was embarrassed by them.

“Well, yeah, they suck and I'm awesome, so, your standards have risen, obviously.” She winked at me and stretched, her tank top rising above her pale, toned stomach. Kayleigh had wild, curly dark hair, ice blue eyes, and a slim, gorgeous body. She had gotten changed in front of me dozens of times and I knew she had a very shapely set of tits, although they were quite small. The two of us had the potential to get into a lot of trouble when we went to parties together.

I was interrupted from my staring by her asking, “Oh! Enough about that boring shit. Did you do it?”

She had known about (and actively encouraged) my plan to break up with Avery, even though she wasn't the biggest fan of my relationship with Derrick. “I did, yeah.”

“Oh, god. How did he take it?” She sat up on her knees, listening intently.

“Yeah, about as well as you'd expect. He was pretty pissed.” I rolled off the bed and walked over to my luggage, hefting it up onto the bed and starting to unpack.

“Bleh. Well, whatever. Now you're free to do whatever it is that you think you're going to do with Professor Moneybags, I guess. Orrr...” she said, plucking a purple lacy bra out of my suitcase and shaking it at me, “better idea, we could spend the rest of the semester having some fun.”

I rolled my eyes. “I will be having fun. With Derrick. And he wants you to hang out with us some time so he can meet you, I told you that!”

Kaye sat back. “Olivia, I know you're going to do whatever you want to do and I know that I can't stop you, but are you seriously hoping expecting it to work out?” I didn't say anything and kept unpacking in silence.

“I mean, let's look at the evidence here. He hasn't called you for two weeks since he found out you had a boyfriend back home. He is like, at least 15 years older than you.” Kaye was counting her arguments on her fingers. “And he's banging other girls, like, all the time. There are at least two girls in my Intro to Semantics class who have slept with him.”

“There are at least two girls in your class who claim to have slept with him,” I retorted. I had heard all this before, but I refused to believe it. “Those girls are so trashy. They're just hoping their stock will go up if people think that they've landed the hottest prof on campus. And I don't have a boyfriend anymore, so, problem solved.”

“Well, whatever. At least I tried.” Kaye threw the bra at my head. “But girl, Avery is seriously hot. Does this mean I can go for it?”

“Bitch!” I shrieked, tackling her. We dissolved into giggles and chatted about campus gossip until we both fell asleep.




Chapter 3

The next morning, I slept in. Kayleigh had class, so she was up and out the door by seven thirty, leaving me the room to myself. I had the day off before my classes began again tomorrow, and I planned to make the most of it.

I woke up around nine and pulled a Pop-Tart out of our stash before hunkering down and getting to some schoolwork. I had been pretty diligent the week before—I didn't have much else to do while I was busy avoiding Avery—so I was caught up on everything, but I always liked to review a few days of notes before a new week began. Some people called this type-A, or nerdy, but I considered it a condition of my continued success. I was only able to attend this school because I'd won an academic scholarship-I had to keep my grades up, or I'd be shipped back to Pinedale. Being smart and a good student were important to me, and it didn't hurt that I knew it was one of the things that had attracted Derrick to me, too.

He had first approached me at the end of one of the Intro to Economics classes he was teaching a couple of months ago, not long after school had started. The T. A. had handed back our first essays before class began and I had blushed with pride when I saw that Derrick had scrawled “Very impressive. Keep it up.” beside my grade of 93%. After the lecture ended, I saw him whisper something to the TA and point at me, and the TA nodded yes, confirming who I was.

Derrick had immediately stood up and walked over to me, locking eyes with me as he crossed the classroom. When he got to my seat, he leaned against the side of my desk, blocking me from reaching my backpack and leaving.

“So. You're Miss Olivia, are you?”

I nodded. “That's me. Great lecture today, Professor Landry. It was really interesting learning about the, uh, the hand. The invisible hand.” I had noticed how good looking he was on the first day of class in September, but hadn't ever spoken with him one-on-one until this moment and tripped over my words.

“I enjoyed your essay very much. Maybe you'd like to continue discussing it with me at dinner this weekend?”

“Sure! Of course. There were a few things I was confused about, so I'd love to...” I was clear as water on all of the curriculum so far, but not wanting to admit to myself that he was asking me out, I'd tried to offer what I could do justify our meeting. “Um, I guess you need my phone number? Or I could take yours--” I fumbled, getting my phone out of my purse.

“I'll take yours. Just say it out loud; I'll remember it.” I swallowed, then told him my number.

Spoiler alert: we didn't talk about my essay that weekend.

We had a series of dinner and coffee dates after that; each one increasingly more physical, starting with a hand on my knee at our first dinner and finishing off with a hot-and-heavy make-out session during our fourth. I was desperate to have sex with him, but I didn't want him to think I was just another slutty co-ed. I wanted to be different. The day after we had eaten at the Italian restaurant, we had been texting back and forth when he had told me that he just didn't feel comfortable pursuing a relationship with me while I still had a boyfriend back home whom, he was sure, was wonderful. I had argued, railed against him, and eventually begged him to change his mind, promising that I would break up with Avery as soon as I saw him next. His texts had grown shorter with every response until he had stopped responding at all, and when I tried to call him, I couldn't get through. He had even switched his office hours around so he would be there during times of the day when I had class.

It had broken my heart to read those texts, and I knew what I had to do. We had such an incredible connection that I would do whatever it took to get him back. Step one of my plan had been breaking up with Avery. Now it was time for step two.

I spent the morning looking over my notes and taking a glance at the homework that would be dropped on my place that week. I was starving, but I wanted to look as thin as possible that night. Because I had the day off, my normal evening class that ran until wouldn't stop me from dropping in on Professor Landry's office hours, and I intended to make a good impression. As much as I had fought off his attentions before, I knew now that I was ready to give him everything and that tonight would be the night it would happen.

By late afternoon, I started getting ready. I started with a long, hot shower. Most of the other girls were in class, so I had the floor's bathroom to myself. I washed myself thoroughly with all my best (read: most expensive) products, perfuming every inch of my body. I carefully trimmed my blonde bush down, short and tidy, rubbing my finger over my clit now and then as I thought about seeing Derrick later that evening.

After I got back to my room, I dropped my towel on the floor and stared at myself in the floor-length mirror. I had to admit, I liked what I saw. Although no one would ever call me skinny, my stomach was tight and my thighs were smooth and long, and my boobs—the real piece de resistance that earned me most of the attention that I received—were still perky and firm, despite being so big. The last time I had had a proper bra fitting they had declared me an H-cup, but that was a couple of years ago and those bras felt tight on me now. I rarely dressed in an overtly sexual fashion for class—I usually saved that for parties on the weekends—but I cleaned up pretty well when I put proper effort into it.

I started with a bright yellow lacey thong, covered up by a skin-tight grey pencil skirt. It was almost impossible to walk properly in, but it made my ass look so glorious that I'd deal with it. I added a yellow push-up bra that left my breasts an inch from my chin and a deep V-neck black tank top tucked into the top of my skirt.

I took my time completing the look. I added a few simple accessories—nothing over the top—and a spray of perfume. I put on a deadly pair of black patent 3” heels that only made it more difficult to walk in. I straightened my hair so it sat perfectly just below my shoulders. A touch of pale pink lipstick and some mascara, and I was done.

I turned around and studied myself in the mirror. Not bad.

Kay was just returning from class as I opened the door to leave. “Whoa ho, Miss Thang, let me look at you! Are you going to see Prof. Landry? He's gonna cream himself, you look amazing!” She grabbed my arm and spun me around. “Hot damn, I'd fuck you!” She slapped my ass, hard.

“Don't ruin me! It took me, like, three hours to do this!” I pulled myself out of her clutches.

“So, does this mean I probably shouldn't wait up for you then?” she asked with a wicked grin.

I winked back at her. “I'll tell you everything in the morning... maybe.” And with that, I took off across the campus for Derrick's office.

Chapter 4

The sky was dark as I walked across campus. Most of the other students were walking past me back towards the dorms, or over to parking lots before they drove home, if they commuted. I wrapped a black trenchcoat around my waist, but that didn't stop me from getting plenty of stares and a few catcalls as I made my way to the economics building.

When I reached the door of the building, I glanced up and saw the glow of a light on. He was still there! I checked my phone for the time; 8:47, perfect. I knew Derrick's office hours ended at nine, so unless there was some particularly stupid student in there taking up his time right to the end, he would probably be alone, marking papers or reading.

I checked myself out in the reflection in the glass. I looked pretty hot—classy, but sexy. I entered the building and tottered my way up the stairs to the fourth floor where his office was. When I got to the door of his office, I stopped, suddenly nervous. What if he really didn't want to see me anymore? What if Kaye was right, and I was just too young for him? I was no child; at twenty years old, it was easy for me to imagine a life with him, but could he imagine one with me? I closed my eyes for a moment and tried to regain my bravery by imagining the way his face would light up when I walked into the office, trying to hide his longing for me but not quite succeeding. It worked. I removed my coat, rearranged my breasts up a little higher in my bra, took a deep breath, and opened the door.

I was right about one thing: Derrick Landry was not alone, and it was a particularly stupid student who was with him. But they were definitely not studying.

Although her face was pressed down on the desk and turned away from me, I recognized Bella Thompson from our Intro to Economics class by the trashy palm tree tattoo on her wrist. Her huge tits were squashed against the desk beneath her as Derrick stood behind her, holding her arms in the air behind her back, ramming his cock into her. Her bleach-blonde hair was matted with sweat and hanging in tangled pageant-queen curls off the edge of the desk, bouncing limply with every thrust. She was squealing, loudly and obnoxiously in delight, but he was silent as he focused on fucking her as hard as he could. Her exclamations of pleasure were so loud that neither one of them heard the door open, and it wasn't until I finally caught my breath with a deep gasp that they both looked up (or, tried to, as Bella couldn't really see the door from where she was pinned).

This was not the scene I had imagined when I was prettying myself up earlier in the evening. Derrick's jaw dropped when he saw me and stopped thrusting immediately. Bella, not knowing what was going on, asked dumbly, “Ricky? What's going on? Why are you stopping?” and wiggled back against his cock, trying to encourage him to continue. I stared him right in the eyes for a few seconds before biting my lip to stop myself from crying and turning on my heel as quickly as I could out of his office and back down the hall.

I heard commotion behind me as I walked away, tottering and tripping in my stupid heels and skirt. I could barely walk in those shoes at the best of times, and now, confused and upset with tears streaming down my face, I fell over and landed hard on all fours. The tears were really flowing now. I struggled to reach down to my feet and pull my heels off before pulling myself up and starting down the hallway again. A few seconds later, I heard the sounds of Bella noisily and unhappily exiting Derrick's office and heading for the stairwell on the other side of the building. “You are such an asshole!” she screamed. “You fucking asshole!” I didn't look back.

I was all the way at the bottom of the west stairwell and about to leave when I heard the door open loudly above me and Derrick's voice call out, “Olivia?” As much as I wanted to storm out and ignore him, my heart caught in my chest. “Ollie?”

It was the sound I most and least wanted to hear. He had chased after me. He had sent trashy Bella away, and ran after me instead. That had to mean something, didn't it? I stood still and stared up as his head appeared over the railing. “Ollie, please. Don't be upset. Come upstairs to my office, I need to talk to you.” His head disappeared again.

Not happy at having to walk back up all those stairs in that skirt but compelled by the drama of the moment, I plodded back up, tripping once or twice. It was only a few stories but it felt like an eternity as I was dying to hear what he had to say. I tried to wipe some of the running mascara off my face and rolled the situation around in my brain. The pieces started falling into place. Of course he would be with another girl after we had broken up. In fact, she was probably just a rebound to make him feel better after we ended. He probably picked someone from my class because it reminded him of me! The thought of her trashy, half-naked body stomping across campus in a tantrum made the corners of my mouth twitch with a half-smile.

I felt a tiny bit better as I opened his office door for the second time that evening. He was perched on his massive wooden desk at the far side of the room, chewing his thumbnail and looking anxious. I had never known him to appear anything less than ultra-confident, so seeing him in that state weakened my resolve to be angry.

“Olivia.” He was immediately by my side, lowering me into the plush leather chair across from him desk. “I'm so, so sorry. You must be shocked. Here,” he said, offering me a glass of water. I wasn't crying anymore, but had occasional hiccups from my distress.

“Ollie, here. Let me.” He pulled out a soft handkerchief and wiped gently at the makeup smeared all over my face. I let him tend to me, feeling satisfied in his guilt and distress, waiting for him to speak.

“There. That's better.” He pulled back and crossed the room to grab a wooden stool, before bringing it back beside me and taking a seat. “I'm so sorry you had to see that. Please don't be so upset. Are you feeling a little more calm now?” I gulped and nodded.

“Good, because I need you to listen very carefully to what I'm about to say.” I nodded again, waiting breathlessly for his confession, whatever it may be.

“It's very, very important to me that you never speak of what you saw here. Do you understand?”

I nodded yet again, but slower this time, not quite sure what he meant. Was he saying that it would upset him if I reminded him of this horrible night of infidelity? Or that he was ashamed of it, and didn't want anyone to know he had sunk so low as to sleep with one of the most notoriously trashy freshman girls?

“You have no idea what it would do to my reputation, to be caught involved with a student. I've gotten into a bit of trouble in the past, which is why I came here in the first place, and if Bella says anything I can deny it but not if she has a witness to corroborate her story.”

I furrowed my brow, trying to understand.

“So are we agreed, then? You'll keep this to yourself and won't mention it to anyone, including your roommate?”

For the second time tonight, I was thrown completely off guard. Was this the big speech he'd wanted to deliver? “Um, okay. I won't.”

He breathed a huge sigh of relief. “Good. Good. I hoped you'd be reasonable about this. And of course, to show my gratitude, you can expect a very strong mark in Intro to Econ at the end of the semester--”

Finally, that was the last straw. My composure broke, and I lost it. “Excuse me? This was what you had to say to me? A demand of silence and a fucking bribe?” I stood up suddenly. “I don't need a fucking gift grade from you, Derrick! I am an excellent fucking student!”

Derrick remained reserved, but looked slightly confused. “Olivia, I'm not sure... what's this about? Are you upset that I was with Bella just now?”

I laughed indignantly. “Am I upset? Am I upset that you were fucking her? Yes I'm upset that you were fucking her!” I hissed. “You spend the last two months wining and dining me, building this incredible relationship, making me fall in love with you—yeah, I'll say it again, I'm in love with you, Derrick—and then you break up with me and sleep with a trashy bitch like that? Are you fucking kidding me?” He opened his mouth to speak, but I cut him off. “And yeah, I get it, you didn't want to date someone who was already involved. I understand that and honestly, yeah, I respected you more for it at the time. But then you totally ignore me, and you change your office hours, and you don't even look at me in class, and then you chase after me and bring me back here to tell me I better keep my mouth shut about the fact that you were 'involved' with a student? News flash, Derrick! I am also a student you are involved with!” I had to stop speaking to catch my breath, and he cut in.

“Olivia. I'm sorry that you're upset about what happened between us before, but I think you've misinterpreted the situation. We weren't building a relationship, and we're certainly not still involved.”

I coughed in shock. “But I broke up with Avery! I broke up with him so we could be together again! Nothing's holding us back now!”

There was a strange look on his beautiful face as he began to put together the pieces of a puzzle that was still invisible to me. “Olivia. I'm going to have to ask you to keep your voice down. I assure you that you've misunderstood the situation and if you continue to scream about this then I'm going to have to be rather blunt with you, and for the sake of our student-teacher relationship, I'd like to avoid that.”

I couldn't stop. “How am I confused? We went on dates! I impressed you with my essay and you asked me out! You wanted to hang out with my friends!” I picked up a crystal paperweight off of a table nearby and made to throw it at the wall.

“Olivia.” His voice was louder, now, and without a trace of mercy. He grabbed my arm and twisted it around until the paperweight fell out of my hand and shattered on the floor. “Do you want to know the truth? Do you really want to know why I spent that time with you?” He released my arm and I jerked away from him.

“I think you owe me that much, asshole,” I spat.

“Fine.” He went back across the room and leaned against his desk. “I asked you to dinner because I thought you were someone else.”

I was stunned. “But, that's not true. I saw you asking Mitchell who I was--”

“I received an essay from another student, Olivia Powell. It was so exquisitely poor, laughably so, that it caught my attention and I assumed that it must have been written by one of the dumbest girls in the class. It piqued my interest. I don't mark many papers, so I didn't realize that there were multiple Olivias in the class. When I asked Mitchell to point you out in the next class, I did the math—huge tits, blonde hair, you were half-way there already—and after I spoke with you and you could barely string a sentence together, I thought you might be the type of woman I'd be interested in fucking.”

Here he paused to pour himself a glass of scotch out of the glittering decanter on his desk. I would have spoken, but my brain was reeling in offense at the speech he was giving me.

“After we went out a few times and you would barely let me grab your tits, I knew I was off the mark. That, and your incessant talking—yes, you're a smart girl, but that's a massive turn-off for me. And, to spoil things even further, it turns out the real Olivia Powell is not only dumb, but unattractive as well.” He took another sip. “Well, such is life. There are enough girls like Bella in your year to keep me entertained. Oh, and I asked you about meeting with your roommate because I've seen you talking to her in the halls and I'd hoped I could turn the occasion into a threesome.”

I felt weak. The man I was in love with was defiling our relationship and my character in a few short sentences. “I don't understand. So, it was all just about sex?”

“You can't possibly have known this when we started out, Olivia, but I am a man of very specific tastes. I don't have girlfriends, or wives. I have relationships with women who fulfill me sexually, and I fulfill them sexually. And what fulfills me sexually is a woman who loves dedicating her entire life, soul and body to being an object of pleasure for the men in her life. Nothing less than that is enough. You, even with a body like that, are not enough.”

“Is... is that it, then? Because I'm not some, some plastic-wrapped bimbo, then you don't want to be with me any more?”

He sighed. “I have a great respect and admiration for strong, intelligent women, Olivia. I just don't like fucking them.”

I rose slowly out of my chair. I took a few short, shallow breaths to regain my composure. “Well then... I suppose this is the last time we'll be speaking to each other then. Have a good life. And go to hell!” I waited for him to say something, anything, but he didn't. Despite everything he had just said to me and about me, I couldn't help but feel an intense and painful attraction and longing for him. After a minute or two of staring at each other in silence, he sat down at his desk, picked up an economics magazine, and silently dismissed me. I left his office and made my way back across campus, crying quietly and grieving.

Chapter 5

The next four days were the worst four days of my life. After getting home that night and bawling onto Kaye's supportive (though unsurprised) shoulder for hours, I had skipped my Tuesday econ class. There was no way in hell I was going to give him the pleasure of seeing me puffy-eyed and exhausted less than 24-hours after breaking my heart.

Kayleigh had been wonderful for the first day, but sensed I might need some space to myself so she grabbed a few things and stayed for a while with one of the new “friends” she had met at a bar over the holidays. One day blended into the next, and I spent most of the week sitting in my dorm room, un-showered and gross, alternating between crying, watching MTV reality shows, day drinking, and occasionally frigging off while thinking about Derrick. I was ashamed that, even after what he had done, I was still so in love with him, and as I mentally re-played our conversation over and over again, some of the things he'd said made me pretty hot. A woman who dedicates her life to sexually pleasing the men in her life? A threesome with Kaye? I wasn't sure why the thoughts turned me on, but they did. Several of my classmates or study-buddies were willing to send me their notes from lecture every day, so I was able to keep myself cloistered for a solid 72-hours.

Until today.

I only had one class this morning: the second weekly session of my Intro to Econ class, which I had fully planned on skipping until I remembered that I had an important test worth 35% of my grade that morning. Although I was hurt and humiliated, the part of me that wanted to just pull the covers over my head and go back to sleep was smaller than the part of me that wanted to maintain my 90% average. I knew the material and I was fully prepared, so I motivated myself with the promise that I'd earn the “A” that Derrick had tried to bribe me with.

For the first time in four days, I got up, showered, and got dressed. My body hurt from spending so much time lying down. My eyes were still a little red and puffy, but I did what I could with makeup to hide it.

I waked across campus and into the lecture hall. I was later than I usually was—in the past, I'd get there a good twenty minutes early, hoping to catch Derrick in a witty, flirty conversation for a minute or two before he started lecturing. So much for that. I was now fighting with the other two hundred students to find one of the remaining seats, and found one near the back barely a minute before Derrick walked into the room, put on his glasses, and signalled to the assistants to start handing out the test. “Good morning, everyone. Feel free to start as soon as you've got a test in hand. Best of luck!”

I tried my best to focus on the paper in front of me, but I was seriously distracted. I kept trying to look up without him noticing. Was he watching me? Had he even seen that I was in class today? Would that surprise him?

I scolded myself and managed to answer a few questions before my attention got away from me again. Keeping my head down, I casually slid my eyes over to his desk and watched as he sat there, speaking intimately with one of the prettier assistants. I didn't know her name—she taught another section's tutorial—but she always seemed bright and bubbly when I overheard her during her office hours. I hadn't taken the time to notice before the way her large breasts strained the fabric of her t-shirt, or how her skirt was a few inches shorter than was appropriate for the classroom. Peering closer, I saw that his hand rested casually against the edge of the desk, but that his thumb was sliding almost imperceptibly over the tanned skin of her upper thigh. I watched her twitch and breath shallowly, not stopping her quiet talking. I guessed that she was one of the many reasons he stayed so late in his office at night. Jealously rose in me like a dragon and I pressed my pencil into the paper so hard it snapped.

Goddamnit, Olivia, focus. He's not your problem anymore. But he was my problem—he was my biggest problem, and I knew in my heart, my only solution.

The test was short—only four pages—and would have normally taken me only half the time, but because I was so distracted, I was one of the last ones to finish. Derek had left at some point and the bubbly TA was the only one left still collecting papers . Great; now I'd have to talk to her. I walked up to the front to hand mine in, but she was caught up in conversation with four of the male students from the class, all thirsty for her attention. As I waited, I watched the way her hair bounced around her shoulders in perfect ringlets, saw her long, pink-shellacked nails, and heard her laughing and chirping cheerfully about the latest episode of The Bachelor. As much as I wanted to hate her and her pink lipgloss and her short skirt, I couldn't help but think how sexy and ultimately, how happy she looked.

I didn't know it yet, but that was the moment my mind was made up.

As I left the hall, several of my friends that shared the next class with me called out to get my attention. “Hey, Ollie! How hard was that test?” I usually walked to class with them, but today, I ignored them and headed in the opposite direction. I didn't even know where I was headed; my body was on auto-pilot. I refused to let myself think about anything.

His office wasn't far from the lecture hall. I walked up the stairs, down the hall and opened the door to his office without hesitation.

Derrick looked up, surprised. “Olivia? What are you--”

“Stop talking. Please. Just for a minute.”

I could tell that he wanted to argue, but after considering it for a couple of seconds, closed his mouth and nodded.

The words flew out of my mouth before consulting my brain for permission. “Derrick, the other night was the worst night of my life. You hurt me so badly, and insulted me, and broke my heart. But even after all that, when I was sitting in your classroom just now, I still felt everything for you that I've felt since the beginning. I really do love you, and I know that even if you don't love me back yet, something about me was attractive to you. Something about me made you want to be with me. And I've thought about it, and I'm done suffering without you. I'd rather be a,” my voice caught as I searched for the words, “a slutty bimbo by your side than the world's smartest woman on my own. I'm fully prepared to do whatever it takes to be with you.”

“Olivia.” He sighed, exhausted by my rant. He stayed seated and rubbed his temples. “You're saying the right words, and I can appreciate the passion of your emotions right now, but I'm afraid that not every woman has it in her to become the type of woman that I desire. I'm not sure that you can spend twenty years being a judgemental prude then turn around and become a free, sex-loving slut. I'm not sure you even really realize what you're promising to me.”

“Derrick. I spent the last hour staring at you and that gorgeous TA, and even though I want to hate her for being the kind of woman you prefer over me, for being a dumb slut, all I could think about is how happy you're making her. And I know you could make me that happy, too, if you'd teach me.” I started blinking back tears. “I can give up the awards, the books, all of it. All I need in my life is you.”

He stared at me, hard. I could see the wheels turning in his head. The silence seemed to last forever between us, but I was determined not to break it.

Finally, he stood up and slowly walked over to where I was standing. He put his hand to my chin. “You want me to teach you, hm?” He let his hand drop and gently cupped the outside of my right breast. “Like you said, you are an excellent student...”

Chapter 6

He stared into my eyes for a long moment.

Then, suddenly, his decision was made. He walked briskly over to his office door, locked it and pulled the blinds closed. He turned off the lights in the front half of the room so we wouldn't cast any revealing shadows. Returning to stand in front of me, he pulled back on my hair so my face was raised to his. He slipped his tongue into my mouth and I melted. He kissed me passionately for a minute before drawing both my hands behind my back.

“I'm not sure you're ready to do this on your own, so this will help,” he said, reaching into the drawer of the sidetable. A second later, I felt a tightness biting into my wrists as he zip-tied them together.

What the hell? I thought, surprised by the power play. My arms were pulled so tightly behind me that my breasts were stuck out proudly in front, straining the buttons on my top. It was uncomfortable and made me feel vulnerable, but after the speech I had just delivered, I sure as hell wasn't going to say anything.

“Much better,” he muttered, sounding pleased. He walked around until he was in front of me again, and started playing with the straining buttons.

“I hope you understand what you've gotten yourself into, Olivia,” he said as he popped the first button open. “I doubt that a girl like you can even imagine the types of things I'm going to expect you to do, let alone enjoy them.” Another button popped. “But I am very, very glad you've come around.” I could feel myself getting wet with anticipation. I could do this. I could do whatever he wanted. How hard could it be?

“Now, I suspect you'll be pleased to know that from the moment I set eyes on these tits, I was determined to fuck them and suck them and get my hands all over them.” In one short motion, he ripped the remaining buttons open, tearing my shirt and revealing my breasts to him, high and proud in a tight, lacy bra. Although they're so big, they've got a firm tear-drop shape with small areolas and thick, short nipples. For once, I was glad to have them—I'd never met a man who didn't lose his mind over them, and Derrick was no different. “So I expect that, during our little lesson, you'll let me do exactly as I please with them without struggling and you won't speak unless I ask you a question. Understand?”

“Yes, Derrick,” I gasped.

“It's “Professor Landry” or “Professor”. I worked quite hard to earn a PhD and I won't have a dumb little slut like you neglecting my accomplishments. Understand?”

My gut reaction to the rude words was anger. I remained silent but furrowed my brow.

“Do... you.. under...stand?” he said, fish-hooking the side of my mouth with his finger and pulling my head down to the side.

“Yes, Professor. I'm sorry.”

“Very good. Now then...” He roughly pulled my gigantic breasts out of the cups of my bra, leaving them spilling out over top of it. He moaned at the sight. “Good God, they're absolutely massive,” he exclaimed. He used both hands to lift my left breast up to his mouth and gave it a few quick, loud sucks before letting it fall ungraciously back to my body.

He grabbed an overflowing handful and jiggled it from side to side, watching it spill over and knock into my other breast. “Thank god you're young; in ten years these things will be at your knees and they'll be worthless. But for now...God, they're exquisite.” He casually slapped at them, the left then the right, watching them swing into one another.

“How large are they? F-cups?” he asked.

“Um, H, last time I got them measured.”

“I've never seen natural tits this big. Good god, they must break your back. How much do they weigh?” He turned away, and I wasn't sure if he actually wanted an answer. I was trying to come up with a sexy response when he came back with a small digital scale in his hand.

“Here. One of my assistants uses this to measure out her meals. I think this will be a better use.” Wait, was he serious? He unceremoniously picked up and dropped on of my tits onto the scale. I felt humiliated, like a freak, as he waited for the scale to register.

“Four point seven pounds. My God. You've got ten pounds of fat strapped to your chest.” He set the scale down and resumed grabbing and slapping at them. It hurt, but sent goosebumps rippling down my sides.

“How is it possible that a girl with tits like this hasn't just naturally turned into a slut?” he queried. “When did they get this big? Highschool?” I nodded silently. “Ah, I bet that was a lot of fun for your gym teachers, wasn't it?” He tugged hard, repeatedly, on my swollen left nipple. “How did these bloody things even fit into a school uniform?”

“I... They didn't. I needed to buy a shirt from the women's department. The other kids made fun of me for it. I wore two bras, but it didn't help.” He was kneading my breasts now, pressing with his palms while my nipples were squeezed between his thumbs and forefingers. “My teacher made me run extra laps every day for no reason.”

Derrick snorted. “Oh believe me, it was for a reason. Two very large, supple reasons.”

With one last smack to each tit, he was satisfied. “Now, it's time to prepare for our lesson.” He crossed the room and grabbed the wooden stool I recognized from the last time I had been in his office. When he set it behind me, I assumed he wanted me to sit. He sharply smacked my ass and pulled me back to standing by my nipples. I yelped in pain.

“I know you're an entitled girl, but you're not sitting down unless I tell you to sit.” He used two more zip ties to attach my ankles to opposite legs of the stool so I was slightly off-balance and couldn't close my legs. He yanked my skirt up around my waist and pulled my panties to the side before delicately dabbing his middle finger inside me up to the first knuckle. He lifted the finger to his nose and smelled it. “Hm. Strong, but pleasant. The hair is unacceptable; next time, make sure you're shaven.” He wiped his finger on the side of my cheek and walked to his desk. He opened up the top drawer and started to root around while I stood in the middle of the room with my shirt torn open, my tits hanging out, and my skirt pulled haphazardly around my waist, revealing a soaked pair of low-cut panties. He took his sweet time looking for what he wanted, and when he returned, he showed me a 5” silver vibrator humming in his hand.

“I have a feeling you'll enjoy this,” he said as he held it hard against my mound. “I use this on every single one of my sluts. It was in Bella's pussy the night you saw me fucking her, and in another student's the night before that.” He lifted it up to my nose and I could smell a cocktail of different women on it. He tapped lightly on my bottom lip, and I hesitated for a minute before opening my mouth. “Good girl,” he said as he pushed it all around my mouth, slipping it between my teeth and my cheeks and gagging me on it for a minute or two. “Can you taste them all?”

In any other situation, I would have been disgusted at the idea of tasting Bella's pussy. But now, I was so horny that I would have taken anything he'd asked me into my mouth, and remembering the scene of him fucking her hard in this same room made my knees weak.

Once the vibrator was dripping with my drool, he slipped it up inside me. I moaned as the vibrating metal entered me, and my clit swelled as the vibrations hit. He turned to go back to his desk but my pussy was so wet that, despite my pelvic muscles desperately clenching at it to keep it in, the vibrator slipped out of me and clattered to the floor, leaving traces of pussy juice and spit all over the hardwood. He picked it up and shoved it back into my thankful pussy, this time hiking up my panties so high over my hips that they were securely wedged deep in my ass crack and split my pussy lips, outlining my swollen clit. He took a moment to appreciate the view and rubbed my clit through my panties. He spanked my pussy a few times before standing up and returning to his desk.

He sat down, pulled out a piece of paper and a pen, and a cell phone. He took a minute to set up the phone with the camera on me and, after I heard the “beep” of the camera starting to record, he commanded, “Now, bounce them around.”

I felt humiliated knowing that a camera was on me, and my face—and every other part of my body—was fully on display. “Olivia. I won't ask again.”

Reluctantly, I started bouncing my knees awkwardly, trying not to fall over. My tits began to bounce around ungraciously, slapping into each other and occasionally bouncing up high enough to tap me on the chin. Derrick watched appreciatively for a moment through the screen, then propped the phone up against a large book and got down to business.

“Firstly, let's go over some ground rules. If you want to be with me, you'll be with me in the capacity that suits me. That means, until and unless I decide otherwise, you are going to be my bimbo slut. You will not be my girlfriend, or my wife, or even just my friend. You are a bimbo slut and will be treated as such.” He scribbled this out on the paper.

“It will be difficult for you to dedicate yourself to this lifestyle unless you fully grasp what it entails, so I'll describe it to you. Nothing too specific, that will come later; this is more of an over-arching mission statement for your new life.”

As he spoke, I stopped bouncing for a minute to rest. My breasts were getting sore from all the bouncing—they were accustomed to being supported by a bra most of the time—and the zip ties were cutting into my ankles.

He looked up instantly. “I'm sorry, did I say you could stop?”

I blushed. “No, sorry Professor.” I started bouncing again and he resumed his speech.

“As my bimbo slut, your first priority will be giving me sexual pleasure. Your second priority will be giving yourself sexual pleasure. If you're successful in your training, these two priorities will become your two ultimate fixations. You won't care about anything else, and will do everything in your power to steer every situation towards those two things. We'll work together to make sure that your appearance projects to the world that sex is the thing you care most about.”

The vibrator buzzed away inside me, wedged in by my soaking wet panties. I could feel my juices streaming down my right leg and pooling in my shoe.

“Now, for some nomenclature... we've already discussed that you'll call me Professor or Professor Landry at all times. Do not call me Derrick. Don't think of me as Derrick, either; it will help you to instinctually address me correctly. You, on the other hand, will be called whatever I decide.”

I was getting a little out of breath from having my massive breasts repeatedly bouncing up and down, knocking a little air out of my lungs every time. I was trying my best to listen but was distracted by the orgasm building between my legs.

“You will refer to your sexual parts by the following names: tits, ass, and pussy. Normal women have breasts, or sometimes boobs; those massive things on your chest can only be described as tits, my dear. You may also describe your pussy as your slit or your cunt.”

He stood up and picked up the camera, fiddling with the settings. He continued talking as he waked over to me.

“As my bimbo slut, one of your proudest pleasures will be in sharing your glorious body, whether physically or through videos and photography. Keep bouncing, Olivia. Understand that I will make many of these videos and take many pictures. I may keep them for myself, or may share them with whoever I decide.” He started slapping at my tits again, bringing the camera close to watch them bounce so wildly that they were barely in the frame. “If I happen to send you a video to watch, however, you will not send them to anyone. They are my property, not yours.” He bent at the waist and brought the camera down to my pussy. He pulled my panties aside and gave the camera a good look at my pussy lips and clit, swollen and slick with juice. My face went hot with renewed humiliation as he moved around behind me and smacked my ass for the camera a few times, then spread my cheeks open so it got a good look at my asshole.

“Now, I'll give you more specific instructions as we continue your training, but you have three homework assignments between now and our next session.” He walked back to his desk and sat. “Your first assignment is to drop out of the Intro to Econ class I teach you. Now, don't say anything--” He cut me off before I had a chance to object. “I know it's too late in the semester to drop a course without academic penalty, but you don't have a choice. The consequences for sleeping with a random student at the school would be barely a slap on the wrist, especially since I've received tenure. However, the consequences for sleeping with a student I'm actively teaching would be much more punishing and I'm not willing to risk it. If you want this, you're going to have to accept the F and deal with it. Understand?”

Breathless, I nodded my assent. I'd somehow have to explain this to my mother and the scholarship committee, and find a way to somehow make it up with my other grades. What other choice did I have?

“I'll still ask you to attend lectures from time to time, so you'll still potentially run into your friends from the class. It's up to you what you decide to tell them, as long as it doesn't involve me.” I watched him underline that last part twice.

“Secondly, you'll begin a daily vitamin and supplement regiment that will help to bring your sex drive into line with what I'm looking for.” He pulled a large box out of his drawer and placed it on top of the desk. “I usually keep these here for my TA's to use, but I'd prefer you to start right away so I'll give them to you now. They're mostly natural, and extremely effective. You'll take them morning and night—there's a schedule written out inside.”

“Thirdly, you'll launder and sort all of your clothing items. Anything you no longer care for will be donated; everything else, you'll pack up in suitcases. I'll assess them at our next meeting. You'll keep what I decide, and the rest will be thrown away.”

The vibrator in my pussy was making me delirious, and I groaned with relief when he folded up the paper and put it in his pocket. I couldn't focus anymore and desperately needed to cum. He pinched my right nipple hard with one hand and stroked my clit over my panties with the other as he leaned in and spoke gently in my ear.

“Being a bimbo is not just an act that can be put on when the occasion suits, Olivia. Being a bimbo is an all-encompassing lifestyle. It means giving up things that might be important to you know, but trust me—once you've embraced it, you'll realize that you never needed those things in the first place.” I waited, shaking with anticipation as he bent down and pulled something else from the side table. In one quick motion, he cut the zip tie between my wrists and freed my hands.

“Put your hands out in front of you,” he commanded. A second later, he pushed me over and I fell flat to the floor on my hands and knees, with my legs still spread and the zipties around my ankles digging deeper into my skin and holding me tightly to the stool. The weight of the vibrator shifted and now pressed on my g-spot, making me moan.

Derrick walked out in front of me and removed his jacket, then his belt. He stared me in the eye as he undid his pants and pulled out a thick, rock-hard cock.

“This is now to be the only reward you care about, Olivia. See how hard you've made me? That means you're doing your job correctly. Now suck.” With that, he put his hand on the back of my head and pulled it toward him. I opened my mouth and enthusiastically swallowed his cock. God, I'd dreamed about doing this so many times, and it was finally happening! I hummed in pleasure and started bouncing my ass up and down in the air a little, enjoying the buzz of the vibrator. My thighs were both covered in my pussy juices and my knees slipped a little on the wet floor. I brought a hand up to start stroking him, but he slapped it away.

“No hands unless I tell you to. Only use your mouth.”

I moved my head back and forth, flicking my tongue around his shaft and sucking hard at the head of his cock. As I swallowed him deeper, he pushed on the back of my head and I instinctively jerked back as my gag reflex kicked in.

“Oh, no no no, little cumslut. Bimbos always deep-throat. If you haven't learned to by your age, then we may as well start your training off right now.” He took his cock out of my mouth and smacked it against my cheeks a few times. Re-positioning it in front of my open mouth, he roughly pulled my head into him until my nose was shoved into his thick mass of pubes and his cock was three inches into my throat. My eyes watered and I tried to calm myself so I could breathe through my nose. He held me tight for what felt like forever as drool leaked out of the sides of my open mouth and onto the floor. As I grew accustomed to the feeling, he slowly started to pull himself in and out of my mouth, pulling out an inch further every few strokes. In a couple of minutes, he was full-on face-fucking me. His balls slapped into my chin and tears ran all over my face. After a while he took one hand off of the back of my head and used it to slap at my tits and yank on my nipples. My pussy was screaming for relief and clenching desperately around the vibrator in my pussy.

Suddenly, he pulled out of my mouth completely. I looked up, scared I had done something wrong.

“Sit back on your heels,” he commanded through clenched teeth, rubbing his cock furiously. I did, and he immediately let loose thick spurts of jizz all over my tits. “Fuuuuuuck...” he exhaled as he continued to cum, covering my chest and neck. It felt warm on my skin as it dribbled down, collecting in my belly button and under my breasts. My clit felt like it was on fire and I prayed that he'd flip me over and fuck me and finally let me cum.

He stared at me for a minute, just watching as I sat there, covered in his cum and bound to the stool, wriggling and grinding pathetically at the air with arousal. Without taking his eyes off me, he reached over and picked up his phone and aimed the camera at me once again. He reached out and lifted one of my gigantic tits up to my mouth.

“Clean yourself up.”

I took a hesitant first lick, then attacked my cum-covered tits with abandon. I lifted them both up and rubbed my face against them, licking and sucking at them and getting his cum and my spit all over my face, too. I was so horny I could cry.

When I had gotten most of it up, he stood suddenly and cut the zip ties from my ankles. I almost laughed with relief. I was sure that now, finally, he'd pull me up and fuck me. I was so ready to cum that I wouldn't have lasted a dozen thrusts of his cock into my pussy.

I was confused and devastated when he started pulling my skirt back down around my hips.

“But, De—Professor, what about--”

“This session was not about making you cum, Olivia” he replied shortly. He deftly pulled the vibrator out of my pussy, and I felt utterly empty. “You haven't done anything yet to be rewarded for.”

I started to cry in frustration. “Please, please just let me cum—I'll use the vibrator, you don't have to touch me--”

He immediately shut the desk drawer. “No.” He threw my shirt to me. “Now get dressed.”

I knew he wouldn't change his mind. Still shaking with arousal and gasping a little, I tried to pull my shirt on and realized that there was no way in hell I could close it with all the buttons ripped off. “I can't wear this, it's ruined,” I protested.

He raised his eyebrows. “Hmm, good point.” He walked over to me and in a second, tied the shirt up high under my breasts, exposing my stomach and most of my cleavage. “There, that will do.”

It felt cold now where his cum and my juices covered my skin. “Is there any tissue? I need to clean myself up.”

“No, you don't. You look perfect right the way you are. Covered in cum and pussy juices. In fact...” He picked up the camera again.

“When will I see you next?” I asked as he took pictures of me from a variety of angles.

“I'll let you know. One of my TA's will find you.” He turned me around and flipped up my skirt and took one last picture of my sopping, twitching pussy from behind.

“Oh, and I almost forgot...” He pushed me down so I was bent at the waist, leaning on the stool with my elbows. He pulled the instructions out of his pocket, rolled them into a small roll, pulled my pussy lips apart and inserted my instructions up inside me. “Now,” he said, slapping my pussy a few times for good measure, “get out.” He pushed me out the door and locked it behind me.

As embarrassed as I was to be seen in the halls looking like this, I was desperate to get to a bathroom so I could cum. Fortunately, I only saw one or two of the economics faculty in passing as I raced down the hall and into the women's bathroom. There was another girl at the mirror fixing her make-up, but I didn't wait for her to leave before I locked myself into one of the stalls, pulled Derrick's notes out of my pussy and began furiously fingering myself. I didn't care how loud it was. It took me less than a minute to cum and I moaned as I had the most intense orgasm of my life. I didn't hear the other girl leave until I had already finished and was sitting on the floor of the stall, slumped against the toilet. Oops.

As I caught my breath and started wiping at my face and body with wads of toilet paper, I thought about what had just happened. My tits were aching from where he had been pulling and slapping them, and my jaw was stiff from deep-throating him. I didn't have to go through with this. I could pretend this never happened, stay enrolled in the class, ignore him for the rest of the semester. I didn't know if I could do this. But as I thought of his hard cock and his gorgeous body, my hand tightened around the instructions he had written out for me.

I made up my mind. I loved him. I would wait for the TA to contact me, and then, I'd do whatever it took.
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Book #2: Taken by the Professor

Who am I now?

I've never felt this unsure.

When I first fell in love with Derrick, I knew who I was. I was smart, ambitious, and hard-working. I was at the top of my class. I was riding a full scholarship and had so many possibilities ahead of me.

But if I want to be with him, that can't be who I am anymore.

It doesn't matter how smart I am. It doesn't matter how many awards I win, or how well I do in class. He doesn't care if my jokes are clever, or my opinions are informed.

All he wants me to do now, is fuck him. Well—fuck him, and suck him, and maybe his friends, too. He wants to abuse my massive tits and make me show my body off everywhere. He wants to teach me how to become a perfect bimbo slut so that he can love me back.

And I think... I think I'm going to let him.

Chapter 1

It had been a week since Derrick had taken me under his wing for my bimbo training and face-fucked me in his office, and I was starting to wonder if it had happened at all.

The aftermath, at least, was real: I had gone straight to the registrar's office after I had cleaned myself in the bathroom and dropped out of my Intro to Econ class. On the plus side, this would mean I could sleep in on Fridays and I could make up the lost credit during the summer. On the down side, it meant I hadn't seen Derrick all week. As the pale bruises around my breasts—I mean, my tits—had faded away, and my clothes sat quietly in suitcases like he asked me, it started to feel like that night had never happened. I was taking the vitamin supplements he'd demanded (eight different pills, twice a day) but I didn't really feel anything happening. I was worried that he had forgotten about me, or had never really intended to train me in the first place.

I tried to go about my business as usual. Now that my course load was lighter, I had less homework to distract me so I decided to spend more time with my roommate Kayleigh. It was Saturday night, and after refusing to commit to any plans in case Derrick called, I had finally relented around 7:30 to head out to a party with her. It was off-campus and at least a 40-minute bus drive away, but I was going stir-crazy waiting around in my dorm room so much and didn't mind making the trip.

As I got ready, I resisted the temptation to take extra time in the shower to frig off to the memory of my first lesson (but I did make sure my pussy was nicely shaved, just in case.) Attempting to embrace my new life as a bimbo, I dug around through my suitcases to find something a little sexier than I'd usually wear. I settle on a white tank top with a blue denim vest and a pair of skin-tight khakis. I added a cute pair of black gladiator sandals—flats were key on the nights Kayleigh and I decided to go hard on our drinking.

“Oliviaaaa, I'm so excited!” Kaye chirped as we made our way to the bus stop in front of the dorms. “We haven't turned up together in weeks! My friend Taylor has the coolest house off-campus. There's a pool and maaaybe a hot tub too? Some of the hottest guys are going to be there, mostly seniors, I think.”

“Well, I doubt you'll have any trouble hooking up with your pick of the litter in that outfit,” I added. I had to admit, Kaye looked stunning tonight. She wore shiny black leather leggings that made her long, skinny legs look even longer, and an almost-see-through blue sleeveless top. I was a little jealous—her tiny, perky tits made her look sexy and irresistible when she didn't wear a bra. I never had that luxury; with the size of mine, I looked like an attention-seeking whore.

“And what about you?” she prodded. “Will you be hooking up with some of Chatham's finest studs, or are you still waiting around for the dear Professor to come and claim you?” I hadn't told her anything that had happened that night, so she still thought that she might be able to get me to fuck a few guys and get over him. I rolled my eyes and answered, “Maybe. If I see anyone there hot enough.” I figured that would shut her up.

We had poured some vodka into Gatorade bottles before we left so we could start pre-drinking on our long bus ride across town. As we drove, I realized how long the trip actually was and got a little worried about how we'd get back, but the liquor started to hit me and the rest of the drive flew by. By the time we got off the bus and made our way to the house, we had a solid buzz going and were definitely ready to party.

“Hey ladies, what's up? You coming in here?” a good-looking guy in a baseball cap and polo shirt called out to us as we made our way up the driveway.

“Oh you know it!” Kaye said, winking at me. “Hey, do you know where Taylor is?” As we pushed past them both on our way into the house, the guy took a good, long stare at my chest and whistled. I felt a little rush—if I hadn't been so in love with Derrick, I might have enjoyed messing around with him a little.

Kaye had been right: the party was a good one. The older guys had bought plenty of beer and booze to get (and keep) everybody good and drunk. I didn't know any of the other people there besides Kaye, but they were all really friendly and happy to bring me into the fold. And Kaye had been right on another count, too: all of the guys there were pretty good looking, but some of them were straight-up gorgeous.

We had just thrown back a few beers and were starting to have a loud, rowdy conversation with a group of business majors when my phone vibrated in my pocket, letting me know I had a text. I pulled it out and gasped when I saw “New Message: Derrick” lit up on the screen. Kaye was sitting on the lap of a muscled biz dev student who had his arm around her waist and a hand on her leg. She looked up at me as soon as she heard my text tone, almost as if she knew who it was from. I could read the expression on her face perfectly: Don't you dare, Olivia. I ignored her and slipped out of the room to the backyard where I could read it in peace.

My heart was pounding with anticipation as I opened up my text app to see what he'd sent me.

21:45 – Where are you?

I fumbled with the keys, my fingers clumsy from the alcohol.

21:47 – At a party. Off-campus. where are you?

He texted me back within seconds.

21:47 – I'm going to text you an address. Be there in an hour. Bring your clothes.

Oh, shit. Shit. I knew I shouldn't have gone out tonight. When the address came through a few seconds later, I knew instantly that there was no way I could get the bus back to campus, grab my clothes, and be at Derrick's in an hour. I texted him back:

21:48-- i'm so sorry, I don't know if i can! I'm all the way in Leslieville, but i'll be there as soon as i can!

I bit my lip as I waited for him to respond. The Derrick I knew a month ago would have been warm and understanding. The Derrick I had met for the first time in his office a week ago was a completely different person. His response came almost immediately.

21:48 – Not my problem. Be there by 10:47 or don't show up at all.

My mind spun as I tried to sort out my options. I couldn't let the him down—who knew if he'd ever give me another chance? The bus would be too slow. I couldn't really afford a cab, but I didn't have a choice.

While I was panicking, Kaye stormed out of the house and slammed the sliding door shut behind her. She looked around the yard and when she spotted me, stormed over.

“Who are you texting?” she demanded. “Is that Derrick?”

I was too drunk and distracted to come up with a lie. “Yeah.”

“Oh hell no! You need to end that conversation right now. I do not want our night to be ruined by you turning into a sobbing mess while you try to drunk dial him. Let's go back in the house,” she commanded, grabbing my shoulder and pulling me towards the door.

“I can't—he wants me to go over there, I have to leave—” I pulled away from her.

“Bitch, what? Are you seriously going to abandon me halfway across the city because some guy, who fucked with you once, wants to fuck with you again?” She was a lot more drunk that I'd realized inside. She was screaming at the top of her lungs now, and had attracted a small crowd who were all giggling and whispering. “You are going to put your phone away, walk back into that house, and pick yourself a hot frat boy to fuck, and that's final!”

A voice from the crowd called out, “I volunteer!” and the rest burst into laughter.

“Kaye, I'm so sorry but I have to go, you don't understand, I have to,” I pleaded as I pushed my way past through the crowd to the gate by the side of the house.

“Okay, fuck you too, then, Olivia! I don't even fucking care!” she screamed as I let myself out and escaped to the front yard.

The drama and my tight timeline were sobering me up, fast. I was already six minutes into my one-hour deadline, and I imagined that Derrick wouldn't be too lenient on me being late for our second session. I dialed the cab company and was put on hold. As I stood there, phone to my ear, I reached into my pocket to see how much money I had on me when I realized my wallet wasn't there. I gasped. I immediately hung up the phone and patted myself down, checking every pocket, inside my bra, on the lawn around me. “No! Nononono!” I started to breathe heavily, almost hyperventilating.

“Hey, are you alright, sweetheart?” A voice called from the doorway. I looked up, and saw the guy in the baseball cap who had leered at my earlier in the night.

“I—no. I lost my wallet, and I've got to leave, like, ASAP, all the way back to campus, and now I can't pay for a cab--” I was about to give into my despair. I wasn't sure if I had left it at home or lost it somewhere at the party, but I didn't have time to look for it. I had been waiting for him to summon me all week, and now that it had finally happened, I was going to ruin everything. What if he wouldn't give me another chance? The thought hit me and I broke down in tears.

The guy stepped out of the house and closed the door behind him. He walked down the steps towards me and put an arm around my shoulder. “Hey, hey, shhh. It's okay. It's fine.” He squeezed me tightly against him and rested his chin on top of my head. He held me like that for a minute, and I felt slightly calmer. He pulled away and looked me in the eye. “So you really gotta get outta here, huh? There's no way you can stay over?”

I shook my head tearfully.

“Well if it's really important... I've got thirty bucks on me from doing a beer run earlier.”

I looked up at him, incredulous at his sweetness. “Wait, really?” He nodded. “And you'd be willing to give it to me?”

He nodded again, but slower this time. “I mean, yeah, if you really need it. I just need, I don't know...” His arms dropped from my shoulders to around my waist. “Something in return?” He pulled me in and began kissing my neck.

I was shocked, and suddenly repulsed by him. I ripped myself away from him. “Are you fucking kidding me? You want me to fuck you for thirty bucks? You can go fuck yourself!”

“What? No! No. I don't want you to fuck me,” he reassured me, grabbing back onto my shoulders. “But maybe we could do something else?”

I was blown away by the audacity of this guy. “I don't even know your name! Who are you?” I demanded.

“Okay, fair point. Let me introduce myself. My name's Steve, I'm in fourth year biochem, and I want to fuck the shit out of your huge tits. Now do you want that thirty bucks or not?”

I gulped. I did not want to have this guy rub his cock all over me minutes before I was going to see Derrick, but I was desperate. There's no way Kaye would lend me the money so I could ditch her to see him, and I didn't know anyone else here. My time was running out. And besides, a tit-fuck wasn't like real sex. I'd always save that for Derrick.

“Okay, fine. You have five minutes to come and then I'm leaving.”

Steve whooped and fist-pumped the air. “Fuck yeah! Drunk sluts rule!” and immediately started man-handling my tits.

“Not here!” I hissed. “Come around the side. And give me the money first.”

He eagerly handed me the crumpled up wad of bills and started pulling my shirt over my head as we walked around to the dark side of the house and took a moment to marvel at the size of my tits before struggling with the clasps of my bra. “Girl, how have I never seen you around campus before? I mean, seriously, how could anyone miss these things bouncing around the halls?” After a minute of his jabber, I got impatient and pulled it off myself.

“Hurry up. You're down to four minutes now.”

He stopped talking immediately and buried his face into my chest, biting and sucking and slobbering all over them. He used both hands to knead brutishly at them and entertained himself for a solid minute by lifting them up by the nipples and watching them drop.

“Three minutes.”

“What the hell, are you actually keeping time?” he scoffed. “Get on your knees, you're done when I'm done.”

My cheeks burned red with indignation, but I didn't have any other choice. I got on my knees on and pushed my tits together while he pulled out his rock hard cock. He bent his knees a little to try to get into position.

“No, it's no good. Kneel down on those bags of soil over there.” He pointed.

Are you fucking kidding me, I thought, but I didn't want to argue. I settled down on the bags of soil and he tried again.

This time, he got into the perfect position. He worked up a huge wad of spit in his mouth and carefully let it fall out onto my cleavage. He toyed with my nipples as he slid his cock up and down between my tits, groaning loudly and pausing every so often to spit on my chest (and sometimes accidentally onto my face). I was worried that the people in the backyard could hear us, but wanted to get it over with as quickly as possible.

It only took a minute or two of thrusting for him to finish. He locked his knees and grabbed onto the back of my head as he came, moaning “Oh, shiiiiiiiit,” as he finished all over my tits. As soon as he was done, I was on my feet, wiping his cum off of my chest and neck and, since I had nowhere else to put it, tried ineffectively to wipe it off of my hands onto the side of the house. It wasn't until I turned around to pick up my shirt and bra that I noticed several glowing rectangles hovering above the fence.

“Oh, fuck you guys! You fucking perverts!” I picked up a handful of gravel and threw it at them. The strangers behind the fence immediately burst out laughing and pulled the phones back behind the fence for protection. Great, now my fall from grace was preserved forever on the phones of half a dozen strangers. I tried to reassure myself that they wouldn't have been able to pick up enough in the darkness for me to be recognizable.

I looked at my watch. I was down to forty minutes. I called the cab company and by the grace of God was on my back to campus in minutes. As soon as we pulled over, I threw the cash at the driver and jumped out of the cab.

“Miss! Excuse me! Missus!” The cab driver was yelling at me through a rolled-down window. “Miss! Hey! Come back!”

Frustrated, I turned around. “What?!” I screamed. Did this guy want a piece now, too?

“The cost is twenty four dollars. You only gave me seventeen.”

No. Way. That scumbag had ripped me off—and I had been stupid enough not to check.

“I'm sorry, I don't have any more money, I'm in a huge rush, I just--” I paused for a moment, then exhaled in resignation. I lifted up my shirt. “Take a picture and we'll call it even.”

With eyes wide, the cab driver fumbled with his phone and took what must have been a few dozen pictures of my tits. I held my shirt high to cover my face, hoping that when those pictures inevitably showed up on the internet, I'd just be another unrecognizable set of boobs.

I raced up to my room and darted around the room, grabbing as many suitcases and bags as I could carry. I didn't want to leave anything, so I stacked them on top of one another and looped the straps of more bags over my arms. I probably looked like a refugee fleeing disaster with all my worldly belongings on my back as I walked the four blocks to Derrick's house.

I got a little lost once I got into the suburbs, and my arms were burning with the weight of all the bags. It was hard to see the house numbers in the dark. When I finally found his house, I was impressed—this was an expensive neighbourhood and the house was a good size, covered in ivy and looking like old money. I struggled to lug all the bags up the stairs and set them down before pulling my phone out: 10:51. I was late. I prayed he wouldn't hold it against me as I rung the doorbell.

Chapter 2

The porchlight came on suddenly and blinded me. I squinted against the light, waiting for him.

A second later, he answered the door in jeans and a white t-shirt, with his beard trimmed closely to his chin and his hair perfectly ruffled. I had never seen him dressed this casually before, and it felt wonderfully intimate.

“Olivia. I didn't think you were coming.”

His gorgeous accent set my heart fluttering. “Of course I came! I would never stay away.”

He turned and walked briskly into the house, leaving the front door open behind him. “That's not what I meant,” he remarked over his shoulder as he walked down the front hall. “I didn't think you were coming because I told you not to bother showing up if you were going to be late.”

“Oh, I--” I was so confused. Did he want me to follow him? I quickly grabbed up my bags and dragged them clumsily into the dark entryway. “I'm sorry, I was just so far away, and I had to get back to campus to grab my stuff, and I lost my wallet--”

He cut me off, taking a few steps closer to me and peering intently at me in the darkness of the hall. “And look at you. You show up late, and still your hair's a mess, your outfit is appalling, I smell booze on your breath, and is that... what is that? What's all over you?” My eyes widened in fear as he flicked on the light and the chandelier hanging above us illuminated the hallway. He dragged a finger across the top of my cleavage and lifted it to the light to inspect. “Oh, did I interrupt something at your party? Did you really show up here covered in another's man cum?”

In an instant, I was overtaken with shame and worry and utter despondency. I knew this was a mistake I could never come back from. I stared down at the floor; I couldn't look him in the eye. “I.......I'm so sorry. Der—Professor, I'm so, so sorry.” Against my will, my eyes welled with tears and they started streaming down my cheeks. “When I got your message I knew I couldn't get back in time on the bus, so I tried to get a cab but I lost my wallet, and this guy, this disgusting guy, told me he'd give me thirty bucks if I let him fuck my tits, it was the only way I could get here and now I've shown up looking repulsive and you're probably disgusted by me right now, I don't blame you, I--”

“Olivia.” He lifted my face to look at his. “Stop.” He pushed the finger covered in Steve's cum into my mouth and ran it up and down the inside of my cheek. “What you did was absolutely perfect.”

“Re-ayy?” I said, my voice garbled by his hand in my mouth.

“Olivia. You let someone fuck your tits for thirty dollars so you could come all the way here on a moment's notice in case I might want to fuck you, too.” He smoothed his other hand over my hair. “Good God, you might have a bit of bimbo slut in you after all.” He pulled the finger out of my mouth and headed into the living room. “Come. Bring your bags.”

Exhilarated in my relief, I eagerly grabbed them up again and followed him. I hadn't ruined everything after all! “Professor, I'm sorry I went out tonight, but I thought you said one of the TA's would let me know when you wanted me. I.. I almost thought you'd forgotten about me.”

“Olivia, I'll stop you right there. If you want to continue this relationship, you won't question me or doubt my memory again.” Chastised, I nodded.“It's only natural for you to worry about me ignoring you or abandoning you, but if that happens it is always by my design and never because my memory has failed. It is not your job to presume that your mental faculties have exceeded mine, ever. Understand?” I nodded again.

“Good. To satisfy your curiosity, I was going to have my TA Ellie bring you a note on Monday morning. But my evening date with your school chum Bella fell through—the girl went and got herself a nasty case of alcohol poisoning last night—and I didn't want to waste the whole evening. Now, let's fix you up a bit, shall we?”

He reached out, grabbed my tank top with both hands, and pulled. It was a cheap one, flimsy and thin, so it gave in without much of a fight. It tore down the middle until it reached below the bottom of my bra. “If you're going to wear a tank top, you'd better do it right.” He unclasped my bra and roughly pulled it off me. My huge tits fell and stretched the torn top, revealing so much cleavage that my nipples were almost visible.

“Better. Much better.” He leaned down and started sucking on of my nipples through the shirt. The sensations sent a wave of pleasure shooting through me and my clit began to hum. He switched tits, and when he was done, there were two massive wet spots making the flimsy shirt almost see-through.

“Now, this is a sight worth capturing. Arms behind your back, Olivia.” He pulled his cell phone out of his pocket and started taking pictures of me.

After a minute, he replaced his phone and continued his adjustments. “As sexy as this is, I think there's a much better option for these pieces.” He ripped the tank top fully in half and walked behind me. He pulled my arms together and tied them tightly at the elbows with the torn shirt. I stood there in nothing but my wide open denim vest with my tits hanging out. He came around to the front and jerked the vest together. It was so tight around my tits that I was almost wheezing as he did up the three buttons. When I'd bought the vest, I'd never intended for it to be closed at all, let alone act as the sole force containing my tits. Now, the buttons were straining and my tits were squashed together by the small pieces of fabric, pushed out even further by my bound arms.

“Now, look at yourself.” He guided me over to a full-length mirror in the hall. “Notice how the vest is so over-filled that your tits are almost at your chin, and if you turn to the side here--” he gently turned my body-- “there's so much side-boob going on that you're practically naked. And this delicious underboob here... But your nipples are fully covered, so you won't be removed from any respectable places. Understand?” he asked, grabbing a nipple hard through the vest.

“Yes, Professor.”

“You see, Olivia,” he said, rummaging around in the top drawer of a nearby sidetable, “half the point of being a bimbo is being seen. No one is going to know you're a sex-crazed slut if you get kicked out of class for showing the wrong body part.” He emerged from the drawer with a pair of scissors. “It's all a game of showing as much as possible, as often as possible.” He lined the scissors up at the ankle seam of my khakis. I stood still as a statue as he slowly cut up, higher and higher, until he was only a few inches from the waistband. He cut around my leg until the entire pant leg was removed and then cut the other to match. I looked in the mirror. The khakis were so tight that my pussy was clearly outlined, and the khakis—or, the shorts they had turned into—barely covered my pussy lips. From the back, they let almost half of my ass-cheeks show. He hiked up my underwear so it came high on my hips, sticking out over top.

“Much better. Now, this is an outfit that I'd expect to see you wearing to the kind of party you attended tonight.” He stood behind me and we both stared at my body in the mirror as he mashed my tits together with one hand and slipped one hand down the front of my pants. He started wiggling his finger inside my pussy, and as I ground my ass back against him, I could feel his cock had hardened to its full eight inches.

“No time for this quite yet. You're not done.” He went to his front closet and pulled open the mirrored sliding door. “What's your shoe size?”

I answered seven and a half, and after digging around for a minute, he threw a pair of neon yellow patent stilettos to the ground at my feet. I picked one up, disbelieving. The thing had at least a six-inch heel. I felt, for my health and safety, that I had to draw the line somewhere.

“Derrick, I can't w--”

“Professor. Don't make that mistake again, or you're not going to enjoy the consequences—although, I confess that I certainly will.”

I tried again. “Professor, I can't wear these. Honestly. You've never seen me in heels for a good reason, I'm awful in them. Maybe we could work our way up, you know, start with a nice reasonable two-inch heel and go from there?”

He grabbed my underwear and pulled up so hard that it split my pussy lips in two and rubbed painfully against my clit. “Put them on, Olivia.”

Reluctantly, I bent over and used the sidetable in the hall for balance as I put on one heel, then the other. They had a peep toe and an ankle-strap. Even though my feet were instantly begging for release from these contraptions, I had to admit—they looked sexy as hell.

“Good girl. Now, we're going to take a few pictures,” he said, pulling my phone out of my pocket. I was confused—why was he using my phone? My embarrassment over being on camera was quickly disappearing as he constantly brought it out, so I started to ham up my poses a little—sticking my tongue out, bending over and sticking my ass out, lifting a leg up high so he could see my pussy. I was actually starting to enjoy it a little.

“God, you look amazing,” he muttered as he snapped away. I could see his cock hard as a rock inside his jeans. I started to drool a little just looking at it.

“Now, what do you say we punish this vest a little, hm?” He zoomed the camera in a switched it over to video. “Bounce, my little cum-slut.”

With the height of the heels and my arms unavailable to help me balance, I wasn't very elegant but I started again bobbing at my knees, feeling the weight of my tits rise and fall. They jiggled together in violent ripples, threatening to spill out the top or over the sides. Derrick reached out and started slapping at them while I was bouncing. “Yes, keep it up, good girl.”

Eventually, my massive tits were too much. The first button popped, and the other two were quick to follow. My tits exploded out of the tight denim and were set free.

“Oh, God,” Derrick groaned. That seemed to do the trick. He grabbed me around the waist, lifting me. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he carried me into the living room.

He threw me down on the couch and immediately collapsed on top of me, burying his face in my chest and squeezing and kneading my tits. He sucked hard on one then the other, always keeping both nipples hard as diamonds. My arm tied tightly at the elbows made me feel vulnerable, but the attention to my tits made my pussy start to flow with juice.

“Oh, Olivia... you do clean up nicely,” he muttered as he reached a hand into my shorts and started rubbing his palm against my mound. “I think tonight may be the night I try out this slutty little pussy for the first time.”

He stood up and pulled me to my feet. He untied my arms and I rubbed my elbows with relief.

“Ah ah ah, not so fast,” he warned. “You're not done yet.” He pulled the vest off of me, then tied my arms back up with the tank top. He hung the vest around my neck like a scarf then bent me over.

“Lift your left foot,” he commanded. I did as he said, and he guided my foot through one of the arm holes of the vest.

“Now, the other.” He did the same to my right. Now, my head was pinned, with the fabric of the vest keeping me bent in half and my arms still bound up by the tank top around my elbows. The ridiculous position combined with the insane heels constantly threatened to send me toppling, but he grabbed onto my hips to support me.

“Are you feeling a little exposed, my pretty little slut?” he asked. I couldn't see what he was doing, but I heard the signature chirp of his phone camera taking pictures. “You should be; you've soaked through your new shorts and you're practically naked.” He stopped taking pictures for a minute and yanked my shorts down to my knees in one swift pull. He spent a minute running his finger over my swollen pussy lips, packed into the soaking wet thong. He took his time, dipping it just inside me every once in a while, using his other hand to rub my ass cheeks and his thumb to circle my asshole. After a minute or two, he grabbed the back of the thong and pulled it up so high that the fabric disappeared inside my pussy.

He disappeared suddenly, wordlessly, and I immediately began to sway dangerously without him to balance me. Where the hell did he go? My pussy was drooling in anticipation and I was desperate for his cock.

A minute later, he was back. I felt him pull the string of my thong to the side and shove in something big and buzzy. I jerked up slightly as I felt a similar buzz press in between my asscheeks and rest on the outside of my asshole.

“You'll notice, Olivia, that this vibrator is a two-headed model. A true bimbo fucktoy is happy to take a man in any of her holes, and I decided this would be a gentle warm-up.” My whole face was going red as the blood rushed to my head. I had never done anal, but I had to admit, the vibe did feel kinda nice. “Neither one is on a high enough setting for you to achieve orgasm, of course, so you'll just have to wait while I sort through all this.”

Wait, what? I struggled to keep myself standing upright as I heard him drag my suitcases into the living room and unzip one. Was he seriously going to leave me here like this while he sorted through four bags of clothes? My pussy was clenching hard around the vibrator and I needed to get fucked sooner rather than later.

“Oh, I nearly forgot. Here.” He gently guided me in tottering around until my face was turned towards the middle of the room. Peering between my legs, I could watch him. “Now, you can watch and the view for me,” he remarked, fucking me for a moment with the vibrator, “is much improved.”

“Now, here we'll start the keep pile,” he said, gesturing to the seat of an elegant armchair, “and the rest will be thrown away.”

He started rifling around in the first suitcase and pulled out a sweater my mom had given to me for Christmas the year before. “Good God, Olivia, I told you to only bring the clothes you wore regularly.”

“I do! I do wear that one,” I protested weakly. I felt like an idiot trying to have a conversation with him upside down like this.

“You wear this? This? Oh Lord. Well, you don't anymore. It's hideous.” He tossed it to the side.

“Sweater...sweater....another sweater... Olivia, have you ever heard of fashion? Has the term ever found its way into your dull little brain?” He dumped the entire suitcase out onto the floor. “If I found these bags lost at the airport, I'd think they belonged to a fat old doddering grandma.”

My stomach knotted in embarrassment. I always needed to buy large sizes to fit my tits, even though they were always way too big around the waist. I'd always felt insecure about it.

“You're only young once, Olivia. Without serious surgical intervention, tits the size of yours have maybe 5 to 10 years maximum before they're sagging at your knees. You've got to make the most of the time you've got.” He went through the next bag, insulting and throwing away most of my favourite clothes. “Too big. Too frumpy. Too old-fashioned. Not your color.” He threw away concert t-shirts, hand-knitted sweaters, cherished old pairs of jeans that fit just right. “I hate to say this, my dear, but it looks like you've got almost nothing that's acceptable here. What a pity—some of it looks rather expensive.” I wanted to argue, but it was hard to concentrate with the vibrator buzzing in my holes. My juices were running down my legs and I occasionally caught myself licking at them mindlessly.

After about twenty minutes, he was done. He had left me with a few pairs of panties, one pair of super-short terry cloth shorts that I had gotten from the campus store in the wrong size accidentally, a few thin tank tops, a pair of cowboy boots, a single push-up bra, and a bikini top of Kaye's that had accidentally gotten mixed in with my clothes and would never in a million years be able to contain my massive tits.

“I know there isn't much left here, Olivia, but don't worry—we'll go shopping and I'll sort you all out. I'm happy to help my bimbos look their best.” I nodded without really understanding what he was saying. My clit was swollen and electric from the buzzing of the vibrator, and all I could think about was getting fucked, or figuring out a way to free my hands so I could do it myself.

His feet and ankles filled my view as he came over to me and started rubbing his hands over my back, ass and pussy. He gave me a good hard spank now and then, sometimes on my ass, sometimes on my pussy lips or mound. My thong was so soaked that it sent little splatters of pussy juice everywhere when he did. He pulled out his hardened cock and let it stab at my legs pussy as he continued to spank and slap me.

Derrick pulled the vibrator out of me and both of my holes felt pathetically empty. I breathed heavy, knowing what was coming next. He kneeled down and slipped the end that had been in my pussy into my mouth. Unconsciously, I started sucking at it greedily. He pulled the string of my thong to the side and I could feel him positioning the head of his cock at bottom of my slit. He rubbed it back and forth for a few strokes, getting it wet and slippery. “I have been thinking... about this pussy... since the first day of class...” he said, pushing in just an inch. “And I have been fantasizing about it... since you made me go with you...on all those miserable, sexless dates...” I moaned loudly, muffled by the vibrator crammed in my mouth and the pools of drool that spilled out down my cheeks.

He pulled the vibrator out of my mouth. “I'm sorry, what was that?”

“Professor, pleaaase, please,” I begged.

“What are you asking for, Olivia?”

“Please fuck me, oh God,” I moaned as I tried in vain to push myself back on his dick. He dug his fingers tightly into my hips.

“Keep... talking...” he groaned as he slid in another inch.

It was hot and humiliating to have to beg him to fuck me while I was tied up and bent over like this. There was so much blood in my head from being upside down for so long that I could barely speak or think straight. “Professor Landry, please fuck me, please give me that fat cock, I love you so much, please fuck my sopping pussy, I'll be your bimbo fucktoy forever, I'll do anything please please--”

Without warning, he rammed his cock in up to the hilt. I screamed out as my pussy stretched to take him. He thrust hard and my pussy lips were so engorged that they wrapped tightly around his shaft as he pumped me.

“You like that, you fucking slut? You like having your brains fucked out?”

He kept fucking me hard, sending droplets of pussy juice everywhere every time his body slammed into mine. My tits were hanging in my face, swinging around wildly. His cock felt so good inside me; it felt so right to finally be fucked by him. He railed me without pause, pulling out almost all the way before slamming his cock back inside me. My clit was on fire and after over half an hour of being teased with the vibrator, I was already only seconds away from cumming.

Suddenly, he stopped. I wailed with frustration. “Professor! Fuck me! Fuck m—unggghhh!” My eyes rolled back as I felt the buzz of the vibrator again. He rolled it around in my pussy juice and pushed it a few inches into my asshole before starting to fuck me again. I couldn't stop moaning now—the room was filled with my long, gutteral grunts every time he slammed into me. I was only a few thrusts away when he ripped the vest over my head pulled me upright.

The blood rushing out of my head made me see stars and pushed me over into orgasm. I screamed over and over again as the combination of the head rush, the fat cock in my pussy and the vibrator up my ass threw me into the hardest orgasm I'd ever had. My pussy was gushing and I almost blacked out. Derrick never slowed down. After a full minute, my knees gave out and I collapsed forward. Derrick grabbed onto my tits to keep me up as he continued to fuck my barely-conscious body. I made jibberish nonsense sounds as he railed me, letting one tit swing freely while he clutched at the other.

“You fucking bimbo whore, look at you, look at your massive slut tits,” he sneered as he fucked my weak body. “God, I love fucking bimbos like you!” It was like he flipped the switch into overdrive. He pushed me down over the arm of the chair so he didn't have to support me any longer and starting slamming his cock into me as hard as he could. One of my tits had fallen off of the chair and dangled in the air, swinging like a huge heavy pendulum.

“Oh, Olivia, yes, yeeeeesss,” he moaned as he came, pulling out and coming all over my pussy and the tops of my thighs. It felt like a dozen spurts coated me as I slipped off the chair, unable to hold myself up anymore.

I lay on the ground, panting, covered in Derrick's cum and my own spit and juices, with the vibrator still humming in my asshole and those brutal yellow heels still on my feet. He untied the shirt binding me at the elbows and threw a blanket over half of me before wordlessly walking out of the room. In my daze, I could hear the soft creaks as he went up the stairs. When he reached the top, he called down, “Be up and ready at 9 a.m. We're going shopping.” And with that, he flicked off the lights.

Before I passed out, I only had one thought:

I love you, Professor.
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Book #3: Driving with the Professor

Chapter 1

When the alarm went off the next morning, I jerked awake, sore and disoriented. Where the hell am I?

I looked frantically around the room--I'd never been here before. I cast around for the source of the noise, but it turned itself off before I could figure out where it was coming from. I had no idea what time it was. The room around me was expensively furnished and tastefully decorated. It was certainly a change of scenery from the messy, cramped dorm room I shared with my roommate Kayleigh. And it certainly wasn't the house out in Lesliseville where we'd gone to party last night.

Where the hell am I,  and what am I doing lying on the floor, totally naked? My arms were sore around the elbows, and my shoulders felt like they'd been popped out and back into their sockets. My pussy and--oh my God, my asshole too--felt raw and used. I was lying in a small pool of some mysterious liquids. And my feet were absolutely killing me. Was I... did someone...

When I looked down at my body and saw the neon yellow patent heels still wedged onto my feet, my memory was triggered and the events of the night before came flooding back--last night, Derrick, the heels, the vulnerability, the dirty fucking. I was so relieved that it had been him and not some gross guy from the party. I realized, as I lay there piecing together the events of the previous night, that he'd taken my ass virginity with that vibrator without any ceremony or attention--and even more strangely, that I hadn't even tried to stop him. What's happening to me? Why did I enjoy being used like that last night? The whole reason I was playing this game was so that I could spend enough time with Derrick that he could fall in love with me. The real me. I was happy to play the part of a bimbo slut if it meant he'd let me into his life, but that would never be the real me.

But last night...it didn't feel like I was playing a part. It felt good. I loved the way he tore my clothes to shreds and slapped my tits around. I loved being exposed and photographed and insulted. If it had been anyone else, i would have been utterly offended and angry at being left to sleep naked and cum-covered on the floor, but I was just happy--honored, even--that I'd had the privilege to sleep in his house. As I lay there on the ground, my tits covered in one man's jizz and my legs and pussy covered in another's, the pain in my arms reminding me of the way I'd been tied up and used, I didn't even notice my right hand making its way down to my pussy lips, stroking and tugging lightly on them, and my left hand slowly circling around my nipple. I pushed a few fingers deeper into my pussy and started fingering myself as I remembered the events from the night before over and over again. I occasionally stopped to pull my fingers out and taste them,  savoring the thrilling new flavor of Derrick's cum--this was only the second time I'd gotten to taste it, this time mostly dried up and mixed up with my own juices. It was such a disgusting thing to do, there was a voice in the back of my head that was totally repulsed by what I was doing, and yet... I found it addictive and started spooning it out of me and into my mouth.

Suddenly, I jolted with the resurfacing of a new fragment of memory: Be up and ready by nine. We're going shopping. Derrick must have come down and set the alarm after I’d passed out. I knew I should figure out where the bathroom was so I could shower and get ready, but I was way too horny to stop. My orgasm was building quickly, but my own two hands weren't doing a fast enough job.

I searched around the room for something, anything, to help me. My eyes landed on the side table in the hall where he'd put the vibrator from the night before. Perfect. I used the couch to pull myself up, struggling to keep my balance in the heels--why didn't I just take them off?--and tottered over to the side table,  my hand furiously drumming on my clit. My juices were pouring down my legs and left a thin trail from where i had been lying out into the hallway. I searched desperately in the top drawer for the vibrator and as soon as my hand found its smooth, cylindrical form, I pulled it out with a cry of victory. Without wasting time walking back to the living room, I immediately dropped to my knees and spread my legs as far as I could. I shoved it up inside my pussy with a few quick strokes to get it nice and wet. I twisted around awkwardly, inexperienced at shoving things up my own ass but staunchly determined to get it in there. I flicked the intensity setting to "5" and was shocked at how much stronger it was than Derrick had set it the night before. I was terrified at what "10" might feel like.

I fiddled around a bit more, frustrated at the delay, pulling my ass cheek open with one hand and angling the vibrator this way and that with the other. I had only done this one before, but when the buzzing hit the entrance to my asshole, my tense and quivering body immediately relaxed to let it in like it was built for it. I eased it in as far as Derrick had, and then, when it felt too good to stop, a couple of inches more. With the vibrator up my ass, I was finally able to finish myself off, groaning loudly and shuddering hard. It was a good, long orgasm, but as soon as it was over, I already started to feel horny again.

There was no time for that, though. The alarm went off again--I guess Derrick had set a second one, just in case-- and this time, I was able to find it. He had tucked it neatly on the top shelf of a bookcase, set beside expensive-looking leather-bound economics and finance texts. I turned the alarm off and noticed a note written in his tight, elegant script.

Chapter 2

Olivia,

Well done last night. We may make a bimbo slut out of you yet. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did.

I stopped reading for a second and clutched the note to my chest. The very beginnings of tears welled up in my eyes at the compliment. I had finally done something right! With renewed determination, I studied the rest of the note.

You'll find a bathroom on the main floor beside the kitchen. You'll find everything you should need there to get yourself ready.

You won't have your supplements from home, so please take your regular dosage from the pills in the kitchen cabinet, above the sink. We don't want you breaking your streak, now do we?

I made mental note: shower, get ready, pills above the sink. Got it.

I don't have any clothes that will fit your chest here at the house, so you'll have to make do with some of the items left over from your wardrobe purge. I presume you can make an outfit out of what's left.

When you're ready and dressed, please turn on the coffee maker. You may help yourself to black coffee and an orange if you're hungry. I take cream.

I raised an eyebrow. An orange? And black coffee? What kind of breakfast is that? I was used to having a nice big bowl of cereal, or some pancakes, or something tasty and sizeable from the campus cafe. And what--I looked around to confirm my suspicion--had he done with the rest of my clothes?

There wasn't time to sit there asking questions. It was 7:30--plenty of time to get ready on a normal day, but today I wanted to look extra special. It wasn't every day I got to go shopping with the man I loved.

I raced past the kitchen and found the main floor bathroom. I was blown away--there was a huge bathtub and an equally massive separate shower with three shower heads suspended from the ceiling. It was all done in very clean, modern finishes with glassy white and grey marble. I marveled at how clean everything was. He must have a housekeeper or something, I thought, as I turned on the water and stepped into the shower.

The water was instantly warm, and the rain-shower jets felt amazing on my body. I would have loved to stay in there all morning if I hadn't had a deadline. I turned to look at the shampoo options hanging over the shower head and was amazed to find a full variety of high-end women's shampoo where I'd expected to find a couple of men's 2-in-1's instead. I chose the shampoo and conditioner that promised to make my hair glossy and shiny and went to work.

I chose an exfoliating body wash and, after rubbing a hand over my pussy and feeling the tiniest bit of scratchy stubble, was relieved to see a brand-new razor on the side of the tub. I shaved everything, just to be safe.

When I (reluctantly) stepped out of the warm water and into the steamy bathroom, Derrick's insightful preparation didn't stop. He had everything a woman would need to make herself look her best. When I got around to doing my makeup, I opened up a large crocodile - skin makeup kit hoping to be delighted further.

What I found was bimbo makeup heaven. Every garish shade of eyeshadow and eyeliner. Lipsticks in bubblegum pink, baby pink, and firetruck red. A whole suite of fake lashes, featuring such options as "super fake" and "super fake with crystals". No a single neutral or pastel in sight. Lots and lots of glitter.

I did the best I could with what I had. While I was originally horrified at the options set out before me, as I painted myself up, I slowly got used to seeing the bold colours painted thickly on my face. I'd never seen myself look like this before, and I had to admit... I looked pretty hot. My lids were covered in a deep blue eyeshadow that complimented my bright green eyes, and my lashes were thick and heavy with the addition of the fakes. I had gone a little heavy with the glue, so I’d covered it up with a thick, glittery black liner. I slowly circled my lips with the glittery baby pink lipstick, rubbed them together, and set off to find an outfit.

I had taken longer than I'd intended to in the steamy shower. I glanced at the clock on my way through the kitchen and noticed it was already 8:49. Shit! I had the foresight to hit "Brew" on the coffee machine so it could bubble away while I was getting dressed.

Back in the living room, I frantically tore through the small pile of clothes he'd left me. There was no combination I'd ever have gone out in public in a week ago, but...this was my life. I quickly pulled on a black thong, the impossibly small and tight cotton shorts, the pushup bra and one of the thin white tank tops, and my pair of cowboy boots. I checked myself out in the mirror and was simultaneously horrified and turned on. I turned from side to side, examining myself. The baby blue shorts shower off my long, curvy legs and were so tight that I had a prominent camel toe that I took a moment to stroke appreciatively. The push-up bra shoved my tits up under my chin and the thin tank top did little to hold them in and rose up to expose an inch of my midrift. The cowboy boots just made the whole thing look a little more obscene.

I was back in the kitchen at 8:59, pouring coffee and throwing back pills. I didn't have time to count them out exactly, so I erred on the side of caution and took a few extra, just to be safe. At 9:00 exactly, I heard the creak of the stairs as Derrick took the first step.

Chapter 3

"Good morning, Olivia," Derrick said as he came into the kitchen. I tingled at the sound of his voice. He was dressed in a long-sleeved blue button-down and fitted black jeans, his hair impeccably styled and his grey-green eyes bright with the freshness of a night well slept. When his arm slipped around my ass as he picked up his coffee, I felt my heart start pounding in my chest. God, this man is irresistable.

"You're looking quite well. How did you sleep?"

He ran a hand along the very bottom of my ass cheek, up underneath my shorts. The stroking felt so loving and good.

"I slept great! I must have been exhausted after, uh--" I wasn't used to saying out loud the types of things we'd been doing.

"After I tied you up and fucked your brain out?" Derrick offered helpfully.

I nodded.

"Sat it back, Olivia. You've got to get used to it."

I nodded again. "Yes, Professor. After you tied me up and ripped up my clothes and fucked my brains out." Saying it brought all the memories back, and I felt a familiar moistness set in in my shorts.

"Very good. Now," he started, pausing to sip his coffee, "we'll be going shopping today to replace the one we got rid of yesterday. That means we'll be going out in public, and that means we've got some rules to go over."

He started pulling at my clothes, adjusting here and there. "As a bimbo slut, your incredible body is mine to share.” He grabbed the straps of my thong and pulled them high up on my hips. “I might decide to show you off, or invite someone to touch you.” He rolled the waistband of my already too-short shorts over twice, leaving them just below the lines of my pelvic bones. He reached around and unsnapped my bra, leaving my tits sagging and straining against the flimsy fabric of the tank top. “You won’t be needing that, Olivia.” He tossed it to the ground.

“And if I do, you're going to let them. Eventually, you'll learn to love it. You might be uncomfortable with it at first, but trust me--soon you’ll love how freeing it is to embrace your raw sexuality in public.”

He finished his coffee and we headed into the garage. Again, I was impressed--I had no idea what kind of convertible was sitting in his driveway, but it looked classic, Italian, and pristine. We both got into the car. I stroked the leather seats admiringly, but I didn’t dare touch the complicated-looking dash, lit up with a million little blue lights.

As we drove, he flew past the mall my friends and I usually shopped at. “We’ve got to go somewhere a bit farther away,” he explained. “I can’t be seen with you where so many of the students shop.”

I understood, but felt a little disappointed. I’d been hoping that we would go out shopping together where we’d be seen by the other students; to prove to them that we were together. I didn’t even mind wearing my ridiculous outfit if I could show off to all those other sluts that Derrick was with me.

As we pulled onto the highway, Derrick handed me a pair of oversized Prada sunglasses. I put them on. My hair was flying in the wind dramatically behind me. Derrick had his arm around my shoulder and was absent-mindedly stroking my arm. In this expensive car, with these expensive sunglasses, draped in the arm of one of the sexiest men on the planet, I felt pretty glamourous. Is this what it would be like to be Mrs. Derrick Landry? Is this what my life is going to be like someday? I doubted that he’d ever taken any of his other sluts from the school along with him.

He snapped me out of my reverie with a command. “Open the glove compartment.”

I did, and a selection of dildos, vibrators, and other things I couldn’t identify but looked vaguely sexual came tumbling out. My God, this man just keeps sex toys everywhere, doesn't he? As I struggled to put them back in, he barked, “Take the black one with diamonds, turn it to ‘2’, and put it in your pussy.”

I sorted through the toys to find the one he wanted and did as he instructed. It was short but fat, and had a good two-inch-wide base on it. God, it felt good to have something inside me again. It wasn’t enough to get me properly going, but the buzz just made me feel… complete, somehow. I couldn’t ever remember enjoying sex or sexual activities this much before, but I figured it must have been because Derrick was so good at it.

As we drove he didn’t speak, but he reached over casually from time to time to fondle a tit or stroke my pussy. I loved sitting there by his side, enticing him enough that he had to keep putting his hands on me. I wasn’t sure how far we were going--I knew there was a huge mall a few towns over, but I couldn’t be sure and I didn’t want to ask in case Derrick thought I didn’t trust him.

After about ten minutes, a pickup truck with came speeding up on our right. Derrick caught sight of them in the rearview mirror. “Take your tits out.”

My dreamy, romantic mood suddenly evaporated. “Uh, what?”

“Take your tits out now.” He voice was firmer this time. “Hurry up.”

“Um, but, did you see,” I stammered, “there’s a truck coming up beside us.”

“Why do you think I want you to take them out, you bloody idiot? Now take them out and show them off for the boys.”

I had become comfortable enough being a bimbo around my wonderful Derrick, but I was still so uncomfortable with the idea of having strangers look at me. Still, I didn’t want to ruin our afternoon by being stubborn, so I reluctantly pulled my tits out of the tank top. They hung heavy against my torso, and the cold air rushing past instantly had my nipples rock-hard.

“Good girl,” Derrick patted me on the leg. The truck had been about to speed past us when, suddenly, it slowed to match our pace. I could see it was packed with a group of twenty-something men, all of whom had noticed my half-naked state, and were all slapping each other on the back, pointing at me and shouting.

“Arch your back,” Derrick commanded. “Play with your nipples.”

My face was burning, but I did as I was told. I started pinching and twisting my fat nipples, and despite the humiliation, it felt good. It felt really good. I started to get into it and tried to ignore them by closing my eyes and imagining Derrick was doing it to me.

The guys in the truck rolled down the windows and I could see they all had their phones  out, recording me. Great. My amateur pornography career continues.  They started screaming at me, but between the number of them and the wind, I couldn’t make out what they were saying.

The driver was trying to stare at me as he could, and kept veering into our lane and jerking it back to correct it. Derrick drove confidently and kept pace with the distracted driver perfectly.

“Put your leg up on the door. Show them your pussy,” he demanded next. “And start sucking one of your titties. And don’t look away. Look them in the eyes, Olivia.”

I could see that his cock was rock hard in his pants. As humiliating as this was, it felt good to know that I was making him happy and horny. I put my leg up by the sideview mirror and lifted one of my heavy tits to my mouth. I’d never sucked my own tit before, but it felt amazing. I started out slow, just nibbling at my nip and taking a few tentative sucks, before I started getting greedy. I flicked my nipple with my tongue and started chewing at it a little, quivering from the pain but not stopping.

The guys in the truck went ballistic. They leaned halfway out the back window, arms out, trying to get their cameras as close to me as possible.  The guy in the passenger seat actually stood up so he could film me over top of the truck. The driver, obviously feeling cheated, was getting more and more reckless as he tried to get a glimpse.

I switched tits and let the one I'd been sucking fall back to my chest, covered in saliva and engorged with arousal. I decided to go the extra mile and pull the crotch of my shorts to the side, giving them a look at my thong and the vibrator stuffed in my pussy. Derrick evidently approved of my extra-credit effort because he grabbed my hand and put it onto his rock-hard cock. Delighted to be given such a gift, I sucked as much of my tit into my mouth as I could while I rubbed his hard-on appreciatively. Somehow, the guys in the truck managed to go even wilder, and the driver of the truck veered so close that he almost clipped our car. That, apparently, was where Derrick drew the line. He leaned back, gave them a big shit-eating grin, and flipped them off. He sped up a little, and so did they. He did it again, and I watched a small smile creep out of the corner of his mouth as they tried to keep up in their rust-bucket. He toyed with them a while longer, keeping us just far enough ahead of them that they couldn't see much, before putting the pedal to the floor and taking off.

“My God, that was incredible,” he said, reaching out to play with the tit that wasn't currently in my mouth. “You are incredible, my little bimbo. I be they got every single inch of your slutty little body on camera.” He reached down and, without looking, flicked the vibrator to '4'. I twitched in response, then let out a low moan started grinding against it as he pushed it in and out of me. “Do you like that, Olivia? Do you like that those rednecks back there got to see you sucking your titties and playing with your wet little cunt?”

He'd never called my pussy that before, and I loved it. “I loved it Professor, I fucking loved it,” I gasped out, taking my tit out of my mouth for a second.

“You, my dear, have made me so hard I'm about to cum in my pants if you don't do something about it.”

My eyes lit up and I began fumbling with his belt. He grabbed me by the hair and pulled me down, so I was on my hands and knees on the seat, with my ass up in the air and my tits resting falling on the stick-shift. I had to take my seatbelt off to make it happen, but I knew I was in safe hands. I'd do anything to get to that delicious cock again. It was a little awkward leaning over the stick-shift, but I was desperate to get him in my mouth again.

“Mmm, don't worry. Someday, when you're more practised, I'll park it somewhere and have you sit on stick shift while you suck me.” I nodded enthusiastically while I tugged his hard cock out. “Many of my sluts love that. Your friend Bella, especially.”

Hearing her name stung. I felt a little deflated to know that he'd had other women, lots of them most likely, in the car just like this—especially that tramp from my class. I tried to put it out of my head as I finally sprang his cock free from his fitted jeans and took him into my mouth.

Derrick must have been an expert at getting road head, because he drove nice and steady, never interrupting my greedy sucking by changing gears. I licked his shaft up and down, swirling my tongue around the head with lots of needy sucking on his ballsack. He would occasionally push my head down until I started gagging a bit with his cock deep in my throat, but I was quickly getting used to having it there. He used my hair to pull me up and down and controlled the blowjob exactly as he wanted it.

“Mmm, you're more than just an obscenely large pair of fat tits, my little fucktoy. Turns out you've got quite a sweet mouth on you, too,” he said, holding my face down so close his pubes tickled my nostrils. While he held me there, he reached over my back and tugged my shorts down around my knees. I wiggled my ass in the air with pleasure and anticipation and he laughed, spanking each cheek hard several times. It hurt, but the vibrations carried down to my pussy and I hoped he'd keep going.

He pulled my thong down next and took hold of the vibrator. He flicked to a higher setting—I couldn't see what—and started fucking me with it, slowly, holding my head perfectly still down on his cock.

Derrick slowed the car down and took the highway at a leisurely pace. He occasionally pulled the vibrator out and wiped it on my tits or my cheek or in my hair, getting pussy juice all over my body. My drool was spilling out of my mouth as my jaw was forced open around his thick eight inches. My nostrils were flared as I tried hard to breathe through my nose. He started fucking me harder with the vibrator and I began to moan loudly, muffled by the cock in my mouth. I could hear the sound of cars passing us, and I knew that my pussy and asshole were fully on display.

“Your cunt's getting a lot of screentime, Olivia,” he grunted as he plunged the vibrator in and out of me. “There will be dozens of men jerking off tonight, watching videos of you sucking your huge, fat tits and your wet little cunt stuffed with this vibrator. I bet they'll put it on the internet, and thousands of people are going to watch it. Do you like that, my little bimbo cum slut?”

It was getting harder and harder to breathe, and I let out a tiny, high-pitched scream of pleasure as he pulled the sopping vibrator out of my pussy and pushed it into my asshole. He finally released my head and I pulled up off of dick and moaned out loud, “Oh Professor, I fucking love it, show them all my ass and my pussy getting fucked with your vibrator, I want them to see me, ungh, please fuck me harder!”

“Oh, how can I say no when you beg so pretty for it?” He reached into the glove compartment and pulled out another, fatter dildo and shoved it without ceremony into my pussy. He pushed my head and shoulders down so my cheek rested against the leather of the seat, used the vibrator in my ass to lift me up, then moved me until my ass and pussy were hanging out over the door of the car. He couldn't reach any of my holes anymore, but gave me his fingers to suck on while the vibrators did their work.

The cars never stopped passing. Occasionally, I heard truckers honk their horns or other people shout out, but I couldn't focus on them. My pussy was on fire and it clenched desperately on the dildo. My asshole was buzzing with pleasure. We'd go over a bump every now and then that sent my hole body shuddering.

I was so, so close to cumming but couldn't get over the edge until we drove over a new section of the road covered in rumble strips. The extra vibrations set me off and I started cumming hard, my juices streaming out of my pussy and being whisked away by the wind. Derrick jammed his fingers deep into my mouth and I sucked on them while I came, moaning and crying out.

“Look at you, you little fucking slut,” Derrick said lovingly, petting the side of my face while I lay against the leather coughing and catching my breath, “your cunt's so wet my favorite dildo's slipped right out of you.”

I hadn't even noticed that the dildo was gone until now, and I felt over-stretched and empty.

“Now, suck my dick.” I was exhausted by my orgasm, but could never say no to the chance to suck Derrick's cock. He pulled me in and was more gentle with me this time. I slowly and firmly sucked him for miles with my tits hanging out of my shirt and my pants and panties around my knees until he suddenly pushed my head all the way onto his cock, moaning “Oh fuck, yeah Olivia, fuck yeah,” and pumped his hot cum into my mouth and down my throat. It tasted like a treat to me now, and I devoured it, licking every inch of his dick until it was perfectly clean.

He put his softening cock back in his pants and instructed me to get myself put back together. I looked in the mirror—my makeup was smeared, there were various sex juices all over my face and my clothes were in disarray. We drove past another exit or two when he changed lanes and pulled off of the highway. As we sat at the lights at the end of the exit ramp, he turned and looked at me.

“So. Ready for a little shopping?”
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Book #4: Dressed by the Professor

Chapter 1

We sat at the lights at the end of the exit ramp waiting for it to turn green. Derrick turned to me with his signature killer smile and asked, “Ready for a little shopping?”

I was blown away at his energy. He looked as fresh and unspent as he had first thing this morning, while I was exhausted from my orgasm and the physical demands of sucking him off in a speeding convertible. To be fair, I thought, it doesn't take much energy to sit there and get your dick sucked. The thought of spending an afternoon shopping made me feel exhausted before we'd even started, but this was one of my most cherished dreams: walking around the mall on a weekend afternoon with Derrick. I'd figure out a way to rally my strength, no matter what it took.

I flipped down the overhead sun visor and slid open the mirror. I looked awful—my makeup was smeared all over my face and one of my false eyelashes had began to peel off. My hair was both wind-blown and tangled, and I had a variety of wet-looking substances all over my face, neck and chest. I'd managed to get my clothes back on and re-adjusted, but the rest of me looked... well, freshly fucked. Or, freshly face-fucked, as it were.

“Look under your seat,” Derrick said, noticing my dismay as I turned my face one way then the other in the mirror. “You'll find a small repair kit. You've got a good ten minutes before we get to the mall, so see if you can do a little damage control.”

I did as instructed, and was relieved to find a miniature version of the makeup kit I'd found in the bathroom. Fewer options, but somehow, just as much glitter. I got to work immediately.

As I re-painted and smoothed my face and hair, I occasionally glanced out the window at the scenery passing by. It was a nice if boring-looking town, one and the same as a thousand others. It looked a lot like one I'd left behind in my hometown Pinedale, except with a lot more money. I was glad I'd moved to a big university town like Chatham and escaped the boredom.

Mama Susie's Diner – Best Diner in Dalton! Dalton Paper & Ink Supplies. Dalton Recruitment Services. With every sign that passed, the town name tugged at the back of my memory. I'd never been here but, for some reason, I knew I'd heard of it before. Had we passed through it on a road trip once, maybe? Or had Avery stayed over here for a lacrosse tournament? My memory felt foggier lately; nothing was really missing, but it felt like it was just a liiiitle bit harder to reach things. I figured if it was important, it would come to me. I decided to focus on my makeup.

It was Sunday, and the mall was extremely busy as usual on a weekend. It took ten minutes of cruising around the parking lot to find a space that was appropriate to park a $100,000+ convertible in. (No shopping cart corals. No tight spaces. In good view of the security cameras.) As soon as we parked, Derrick turned to me, pulled my face towards him and started kissing me. I melted into him. It didn't seem to matter that we'd just both just cum a half hour earlier; I was as ravenous for his mouth and touch as he seemed for mine. Of all the things we did together, he rarely seemed to want to kiss me; it broke my heart but made me cherish it even more on the rare occasions when he offered it.

He raised up a hand and started kneading my tits roughly. I leaned into it, loving it, but was nervous--there was no one walking through our section of the parking lot yet, but a shopper could come out any second and see us. He used his thumb to rub my pussy lips and clit through the shorts, and I pushed back against his touch. He leaned down and started French-kissing my pussy, his tongue flicking over my clit and his warm breath setting me on fire. He snuck a finger up the side of the leg hole and started stroking my smooth pussy lips over the thong. I moaned and put a hand on the back of his head, but my eyes darted around the parking lot. Shit, what if someone comes out? What if it’s a family or something? Just as I was getting really hot, he pulled away, leaving a dark navy spot of his spit combined with my juices over the crotch of my baby blue shorts.

In an instant, he was out of the car. “Come along, Olivia.”

Damnit. I tried dabbing at the wet spot with my tank top, but it didn’t help. I had to hope no one would notice.

“Oh, and one more thing.” He came around to my side of the car and leaned over the door. He opened up the glove compartment again and pulled out a small egg vibrator. My pussy twitched with excitement. He set it to a low setting and pulled my shorts to the side, expertly slipping it in. I had only been empty for the last half an hour, but it wasn't until my pussy had something inside it again that I realized I'd missed it.

“And, perhaps you should know, this one's remote controlled. I can, and will, turn it up and down as I like.”

My heart started beating faster at the idea. The low buzzing did little but give me a small tingle in my clit, and I couldn't wait until he'd turn it up higher.

As we walked into the mall, I realized that, dressed up the way I was, I stuck out like a sore thumb. No, scratch that—a sore, neon thumb with a spotlight and a marching band behind it. The usual crowd at the mall near my school was always older teenagers and college students, often dressed in cheap, sexy (and sometimes, even a little trashy) outfits. This mall was completely different—it looked like it was mostly upper-middle class professional couples and families, all well-dressed in expensive and tasteful outfits. Even the mall itself was elegant and expensive looking with marble columns and tasteful greenery placed thoughtfully where it wouldn't impede foot traffic. The children skipped along in coats that probably cost more than my entire (previous) wardrobe had. The day had been extremely warm for the season so I hadn't realized how seasonally inappropriate my outfit was until I saw all the others in their warm clothes. The cold air-conditioned air of the mall kept my nipples rock-hard, and I knew they were easily seen beneath the thin white fabric of the tank top. My shorts hung low on my hips and didn't do much to cover my ass. As I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the window of one of the shops, I could tell that my makeup looked garish under this light. I blushed as I noticed several people staring and discreetly pointing at me and chuckling between themselves at what I was wearing. I knew it wasn't likely, but I was paranoid that they could hear the faint buzzing between my legs.

Derrick, on the other hand, looked amazing as usual. He pulled off his button-down and jeans with as much style and grace as the other shoppers would in a three-piece suit. I was so proud to be the girl on his arm. “First stop: new clothes.” Derrick had a hand around my waist and guided me as we walked. “I want to do that before you're too tired—the shoe store I'll be taking you to later will be quite...fatiguing, for you.” My heart warmed at his concern. As embarrassing as it was to be seen like this, it also felt wonderful to be hanging out off of school property with Derrick. It's almost like a date! I leaned my head against his shoulder as we walked.

As we walked down the expansive hallway of the mall, I got excited looking at the names of all the high-end stores we passed. Prada. Hermes. Oscar de la Renta. I'd drooled over those clothes before, but I'd never seen any of them in real life. I knew Derrick was rich as sin, and he'd brought me here to replace my entire wardrobe. Was it crazy to think that soon I'd be strutting around campus covered in Diane von Furstenburg and Emilio Pucci?

The mall was absolutely massive and we walked along without going in any stores for a good few minutes. I was hyper-aware of the air-conditioned air on the wet patch at my crotch. I tried to keep my expression pleasant and refined to make up for the state of my appearance, nodding thoughtfully at window displays. Derrick rolled his eyes at my attempts but said nothing.

We were almost at the end of the mall when I saw the store we were heading for. My heart started beating faster as we approached it. Jimmy Choo. The holy motherfucking grail of shoe stores. I couldn't believe that I was about to get a pair—no, probably at least three or FOUR pairs!--of Jimmy. Motherfucking. Choos. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad to wear a pair of ridiculous high heels if they came from one of the world's best shoe designers. I'd even heard from blogs online that they were so well-designed that they weren't even that uncomfortable. A pair of navy suede pumps with a chic 5” heel and the signature red sole caught my eye, and my brain instantly ran through a dream-reel of me walking around campus in them, casually dismissing the attentions of other men, getting compliments from chic-looking, jealous women.

My heart was slowly broken as we walked right past it. Maybe...maybe he doesn’t realize this is it? I turned my head as we walked past, my eyes glued to the blue pumps. I tried not to let my emotions show, but against my will I heard myself let out a small squeak of disappointment.

Derrick snorted. “Oh, I'm sorry, did you think we were going in there?”

I nodded, staring at the ground in disappointment. “Uh huh.”

Amused, he admonished me. “Firstly, I told you were going shopping for clothes first. And secondly, what, between forcing you to wear an outfit like that, shoving a vibrator up your ass, making you suck your tits in front of dozens of strangers, and forcing you to walk around with mall with a vibrator in your pussy, could possibly make you think that you'd be enjoying the fine comforts of Jimmy Choo?” He did nothing to keep his voice down, and I could see other shoppers' expressions change to incredulous and intrigued as they overheard our conversation. “There are much more appropriate stores for dressing sluts like you, Olivia.” Crushed, I didn't answer.

We walked past the store and took escalator to the bottom floor. Here, there were no big, fancy windows or elegant marble columns. We had entered the Dalton mall equivalent of the ghetto. Instead of high-end brands, we were surrounded by cheap import stores, vacuum repair and discount sports supplies. The crowd looked a lot more like the one back in Chatham, which made me feel just a little bit better.

He hummed thoughtfully as we walked past a selection of trashy clothing stores. I'd never seen so many sequins sewn to so little fabric in my life. As we came close to a particularly cramped and cluttered store called “That Girl”, Derrick's eyes lit up.

“Mmm, I think this one should have exactly the type of clothing we're looking for,” he remarked with a small smile. I felt nervous—half excited, half dreading the kinds of outfits he'd put me in.

Guiding me inside the store, he immediately started pulling hangers off of racks and putting them over his arm. I looked around the room and started judging the other shoppers in the store: hair piled high, the shortest of shorts, crop tops everywhere, three pounds of make-up. Most of them looked younger than me, too. I started to feel a little high-and-mighty when I realized I was standing there braless with short-shorts and a vibrator in my pussy, and I had just sucked dick on camera for strangers a half hour beforehand.

“Mmm, this will do nicely,” he commented as he pulled up a thin, baby pink bra top with fringes and crystals. As horrified as I was to be seen shopping in this store, I thought it was pretty sweet of him to choose out the outfits he'd like to see me in. I wandered through the cramped aisles filled with clothes on spinning racks.

As I held out a cut-off baseball-style tee that said “Naughty Girl” in varsity writing on the back, a man suddenly appeared at my side. “Can I get a room started for you, Miss?”

I looked up. He was a slightly bulky, awkward looking guy about my age with a cheap haircut and a brash, loud presence. He was standing there with a shit-eating grin, staring openly at my chest. I imagined getting this job at a girl's clothing store was probably the highlight of his life. He must know the owner or something. I looked at the name tag on his chest: Rich. He didn't even look up when I responded dryly, “Sure, Rich,” and handed him the shirt. He disappeared, and I was glad to continue shopping in peace.

I was flipping through a section of faux-animal print leggings when he was suddenly back. “Can I take that for you, too?” He was standing closer to me than before, and I glared at him a little as I shoved a pile of leggings into his arms. I looked across the store and saw Derrick's arms full. “I think my boyfriend needs a little help with the items he's picking out for me,” I added, wielding the word like a don't-fuck-with-me shield. He waggled his eyebrows at me knowingly, like he knew what I was implying and didn't care. He walked away and I overheard him talking to Derrick while I continued looking through.

I pulled out a cute length gold dress and held it up appreciatively. It would be pretty tight around the chest, but it wasn't ridiculously short and the straight-across neckline wasn't too scandalous. I thought I'd look pretty sexy in it, so I added it to my pile. After a few more minutes of browsing, I heard Derrick call my name.

“Olivia. Let's get started, shall we?” He graced me with one of his killer smiles and I felt my stomach lurch with attraction. Maybe this could actually kind of fun.

As we went into the dressing area, I noticed there were girls names written on little chalkboards beside each dressing room: Lexie. Kellie. Hailey. That's strange, I thought. Salesman Extroardinaire Rich didn't ask me my name.

It didn't take long to figure out why. As we got to the very end of the long line of busy change rooms where the larger handicapped-accessible change-room was, my eyes fell to the chalkboard beside it. Rich had amateurishly drawn a huge pair of fat boobs with milk dripping out of the nipples and written “Big Titty Girl” vertically where it would fit along the side.

I was instantly fuming. “God, Professor, do you see that? I wanna talk to this asshole's manager.”

Derrick was too busy laughing to support me. “Well, I've got to say, he's not wrong.”

Rich walked into the back area and called out to us. “Is that room okay? I figured you might need it 'cause it's bigger. 'Cause, you know,” and he held out his hands in front of his chest like he was cupping two huge watermelons. The teenage girls chatting and checking themselves out in the mirror all looked at me, then looked at each other and smirked.

“It's perfect. Thank you for your keen foresight, Rich,” Derrick loudly praised him. “Olivia, get in there and get started.” He seemed to be delighted in my discomfort around the gross clerk.

I didn't like the two of them ganging up on me. I stomped into the changeroom and slammed the door shut. I tried to lock it, but the sliding lock had been broken off and no one had bothered to replace it. Frustrated, I pulled the small bench in front of the door to keep it closed, stripped myself naked down to my thong and grabbed items randomly from the pile.

I managed to get the denim shorts on without too much of a struggle. They were tight and showed off my camel toe, but I was getting used to that now. The shirt presented a bigger problem. That adorable crop-top baseball tee couldn't do its job; it fit well around the shoulders, but my tits stretched the fabric out so much that it barely hung an inch below my nipples.

“How's it going in there, Olivia?” Derrick called through the door.

“Yeah, Olivia, how's it going?” I heard Rich chime in. God, why doesn't Derrick make him go away?

“Not good on the first one. Too short.” I started to take it off.

Derrick pulled the door open. I yelped in surprised and had to yank the shirt down quickly before anyone standing in the hall could see me. “That's not how this works, darling. You've got to show me everything.”

I nodded begrudgingly and began to turn in a little circle for him.

“No, no. Out here.” He pushed the door open wide.

My cheeks burned. This outfit was humiliating, and now all of these flat-chested little teenagers and that disgusting cashier were going to see me in it. I stepped out into the mirrored hall. Rich wolf-whistled.

“Now, what makes you think it's too small, Olivia? It looks absolutely perfect to me,” he said, standing back and staring appreciatively. “It's not this bit here, is it?” He ran his fingers along the curve of my heavy, exposed underboob. I nodded wordlessly, avoiding eye contact with anyone else in the room.

“Well I think it's exactly what we're looking for. What do you think, Rich?”

What the hell? What was he bringing him into this for? My eyes narrowed as Rich enthusiastically took the invitation to stare openly at my body, rubbing his chin between his forefinger and thumb.

“Well, I say, with tits that big, there's no point in hiding 'em, you know?”

Derrick slapped him on the back heartily. “Wise words as usual, good friend. We're taking that one, Olivia. Try the next one.” He slapped my ass as I headed back into the changeroom.

Humiliated, I searched through the piles for something that might cover me a bit better. When I came to that cute shiny gold dress from earlier, I felt relieved. Surely this will fit me just fine.

Three minutes later, I had just barely gotten it over my hips. I was confused and struggled tug it up higher when a horrifying thought dawned on me. I twisted around until I found the size tag.

Small/Medium. Goddamnit. I never wore a small anything, and only a medium in pants. On top, I always needed at least a large, sometimes bigger if the brand was small—and this brand felt absolutely tiny. Derrick was distracted outside the door of the stall, making conversation with Rich. I swallowed, weighing my options. I certainly didn't want to ask for a new size and attract more negative attention to myself. Plus, I wasn't even sure if this store carried bigger sizes. It seemed to be strongly marketed towards stick-thin, slutty teenagers.

I decided to try my luck rather than risk the embarassment. It took another five minutes of slowly, slooowly working the dress up my body, tugging and re-tugging, gaining every spare inch of fabric. When I eventually managed to pull it over my tits, I was sweating with the effort of it. Relieved, I turned to look at myself in the mirror.

Oh, shit. Shit, shit, shit! Just like the first shirt, the dress on me looked absolutely nothing like it had on the hanger. It was a sleeveless tube top on top, and my heavy tits were squashed up inside the cheap fabric. To compensate, the mid-thigh hemline had risen a good six inches above my knees.

Derrick had finally noticed my absence. “Where's the next one, Olivia? Hurry up.”

I heard Rich sagely comment, “Don't rush her, man. It probably takes a long time to load those titties up into those little outfits, you know?”

“Just a second!” I called over the door. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Just do it, Olivia. Do it for Derrick.

When I pushed the door open, Derrick raised an eyebrow in interest. “Oh. Oh that is nice. That is very, very nice,” he said, running a finger along the hemline. “You, my dear, look absolutely stunning,” he whispered in my ear.

Turning, he added, “But we can't throw something in the 'Yes' pile without consulting our fashion expert. Richard, what are your thoughts on this one?”

Fully engaged in his role now, Richard looked me up and down, reaching out and slightly tugging on the hemline. “I mean, she looks hot for sure, but I just don't think it's the right size.”

Oh thank. Fucking. God. For once, the man had something of value to say. I hated to burst Derrick's bubble and was glad Rich was going to do it for me.

“Really, dude, you've gotta take it down a size.”

I coughed in shock. What the fuck did you just say? You damn little pervert. Derrick burst out laughing. “You know, Rich, there were two directions you could have taken that, and I'm very happy you went the way you did. Would you mind grabbing us another one in the proper size?” Rich bowed awkwardly and set off.

Derrick pushed me backwards back into the dressing room. He ran a hand between my legs as he kissed my neck. “I've got to say, Olivia, you do look quite smashing in this dress, but our new friend is right. It could be much, much better.”

I sniffed. “He isn't my new friend.”

“Well, dear, I'd say that's just because you haven't gotten to know him well enough yet. In fact,” Derrick paused to push the door open wide, “Richard! There you are. Come in here. We could use your expert hands,” he called, throwing a wink at me.

Rich was only too happy to join us in the dressing room. Even though it was a larger one, with three of us in there, it was quite cramped.

“First, Rich, please help Olivia get undressed.”

“No!” I shouted, before I could stop myself. I clapped a hand over my mouth and then started backpedalling. “No no, it's fine. Don't trouble yourself with that. You two chat while I just slip out of this here--” I turned away from them to face the back corner.

“I won't have you tearing the merchandise, Olivia. You see, if he tears it, it's no skin off my back. If you tear it, I'll have to buy it.”

Tears started welling up in my eyes as Rich started to roll the skin-tight dress back down my body. “It's twelve dollars,” I whispered through gritted teeth, but Derrick ignored me.

Rich took his sweet time working the dress down my body, with lots of unnecessary little pinches and squeezes. When he had rolled it down to my nipples, the fabric couldn't take it anymore and my tits burst out. “Oh, yeah,” he said, “they're even bigger than they looked in the dress.” He gave them a few honks before continuing.

He pulled the down to my knees and let it drop to the floor. I stepped out of it, staring straight ahead and not even looking at Derrick.

“And now the next one, if you will, good sir.”

Knowing what a hard time I'd had getting the bigger size on, I knew that the XXS/XS would take a Herculean strength to get onto me. Rich licked his lips as he held up the dress against my almost-naked body.

“Oh yeah. This is gonna be so much better. Step in, Jugs.” He bent down and held the top of the tube dress open, his eyes glued on my cunt. I knew, as I lifted each leg, I was giving him quite the show.

The trouble started before the dress even got around my hips. It took so much effort that Rich was pressed against my naked torso, his face smashed against my tits as he heaved and heaved. I could feel his dick hard against my body and prayed that he didn't get off from grinding against me. I sucked in my stomach and did everything I could to be smaller, but it was a good ten minutes before the dress was on my body.

I could barely breathe; could barely walk, it was so tight around the tops of my thighs. Now, in the smaller size, it came to barely an inch below my pussy. My huge tits strained at the cheap fabric and stretched it so thin it was practically see-though.

Derrick nodded appreciatively. “Any further adjustments you'd make, Rich?”

Rich stared thoughtfully at his handiwork. As much of a perv as he was, he was taking his new duty in making me look as trashy as possible very, very seriously. He reached out and tugged the neckline down, down, down, until the dress was staying up only from my hard nipples and an act of God. He gave my right tit a quick little slap, nodded briskly, and turned to Derrick for approval.

“I agree. It's much better, but... I'm not sure. You can sort of see the thong there. Is it supposed to look like that?”

I had no idea what Derrick was getting at. He loved seeing my underwear under any outfit, and there was no way in hell I could avoid it in this one.

“Uh, yeah, I don't know. Like, it's pretty hot, if you're into that.” Rich obviously didn't get it either.

Derrick didn't give up. “I'm not sure. Perhaps you could do something about it.”

Rich shrugged his shoulders and squatted down. He pulled the hemline of the dress up to my waist and started tugging on my thong up higher and higher until most of the fabric had disappeared up into my pussy. My entire face was beet red as he molested me. I couldn't believe that Derrick was letting another man see me and touch me like this, but I could tell from the smile on his face that he loved it.

Rich fiddled with it for another minute or two. Eventually, Derrick made a tut-tutting sound. “Hm. That's really not helping much, is it?”

“Well, I could try just shoving it in a bit,” Rich offered. He pulled it down low so the side strings dug into my hips, twisted the triangle of fabric into a little ball, then used one hand to spread my pussy lips as he tried to shove the thong up inside me.

“Uh oh. Looks like there's something else already in here,” he commented. “I guess I can just, uh...” He smushed it in between my pussy lips and folded them over to hold it in, but it slipped out immediately, crumpled and damp.

“Sorry dude. I tried.” He stood up, dusting his hands.

“Well, perhaps nothing can be done. But at the very least, you should take a few pictures of your handiwork. To show your manager what a good job you've done.”

The shit-eating grin was back. “Awesome, thanks dude. I think I will.”

The two of them spent the next 10 minutes taking photos of me. Upskirt, then from above for maximum cleavage. Derrick tugged the dress down so they both got plenty of pictures of my naked tits. He posed me bent over at the waist so they could get my tits hanging down and see my pussy from behind in the mirror.

When they were done, I got dressed back up in my other outfit while Rich rang up a bunch of outfits of Derrick's choosing. I felt a burning shame about what I'd just let that creep do to me, but as I pulled up my shorts, I noticed my pussy was soaking wet.

As we left the store, Derrick made sure to call back to him, “Oh, and don't be afraid to let your co-workers see the pictures. They should know what a good job you've done!” My cheeks burned at the thought of Rich jerking off to my pictures later and I was glad to leave.

Chapter 2

“I'm going to bring the bags to the car. You wait here,” Derrick said, walking away without waiting for me to respond. Now that he was gone, I felt more ridiculous and exposed in my outfit than before. I paced a few steps back and forth, but I wasn't sure: when he said “here”, did he mean the mall, or right here, on this very spot? I didn't want to risk it. Out of habit, I reached into my pocket to grab my phone when I realized I hadn't gotten it back from Derrick the night before.

Bored, I studied the prices advertised outside a supplement store nearby. Organic whey protein, only $29.99! All acai berry extracts now 40%!

“I hope you're not planning on buying any of that weird herbal stuff, kiddo,” a woman's voice said behind me. I turned, and my heart started beating a million times a minute when I saw who it was.

OH. SHIT. “Aunt Rena! Oh, hey! How are you!” My brain was suddenly in full-on panic mode. I suddenly remembered why the name Dalton had been so familiar: when I'd gone home to visit my family a couple of weeks ago, my mom had mentioned that my Aunt Rena had gotten a huge promotion at work and she and Uncle Greg had relocated out here. I'd always been close with Aunt Rena, even though I hadn't seen her since the summer. I felt ashamed for her to see me dressed up the way I was.

She gave me an awkward hug, her forearms ringed with the handles of heavy shopping bags. “Oh I'm good, Ollie, real good. Just came down to pick up some new vacuum bags. The old house didn't have any carpets so, it we didn't really need...” She trailed off and shifted the shopping bags in her arms. I could see her expression change as she took in my skimpy outfit and painted on makeup. “But how are you, sweetheart? Are you enjoying school?”

“Oh yeah, for sure. Absolutely. It's great,” I babbled. What if Derrick comes back and wants to be introduced to her? What the hell do I say? “Lots of new friends.”

“Oh, I believe it. We've been, uh, keeping up with you on Facebook. Looks like lots of things are changing for you.” She stopped talking for a second, then took a step closer to me an spoke more softly. “Sweetie, is everything okay? I know going off to school's big change. You're such a smart girl and I just don't want you to lose your way.”

What the hell is she talking about? I mean, she was right—my life had become a whirlwind of sex lately, but she didn't know that. This was a pretty big speech to give just because she saw me walking around at the mall without a bra.

“Your mom told me about Avery,” she continued. “That musta broke your heart.”

Oooh. So that's what she's talking about. “Well, you know how it is. We just kinda grew apart.”

She sighed, and I could tell her arms were getting tired from the weight of the bags. Good. “Well, Ollie, I'd better get going. Say hi to your family for me and you've got to come over and see the new house soon, okay sweetie? You have a good time shopping!” She gave me one more awkward hug before heading back towards the escalators.

The timing was a thing of beauty. Just as she disappeared to the top level, Derrick came gliding into view on the escalator across from it. Thank God. Who knows what he would have made me do in front of her?

“I hope you're ready for round two,” he said with a wink as he joined me again.

Derrick guided me over to a shoe store called “Sky High”. The outside of the store was plastered in SALE and 80% OFF signs written in lurid-colored marker. From 50 feet away, I could tell from the harsh fluorescent lighting and the chipped slat shelving that this was going to be nothing like my beloved Jimmy Choo. From what I could see, every pair of shoes in there had a heel height of at least 5” and was either bejewelled, bedazzled, pleather, or some combination of the above.

As we walked through the door, Derrick's arm around my waist tightened and slipped just slightly lower on my hips. I could tell that he was getting excited at the prospect of dressing me up in some of these shoes. There were no other shoppers in the store—no wonder. This shit is tacky as hell. I started to walk around the store, browsing and trying to convince myself that some of the shoes weren't that bad, when a thin man in a cheap, sun-bleached t-shirt and sweat pants came out from behind the counter.

“Mr. Landy! So happy to see you here again! And ah—with another beautiful young lady, I see,” he said, leering at me. I was shocked at the familiarity; Derrick must have been a regular here to have earned such personal attention. Derrick shook his hand.

“I'm glad to see you again, my friend. I'm hoping you'll be able to help my new friend find some flattering shoes.” I could see the fire of anticipation dancing behind his eyes. The man had no name tag on, and Derrick hadn't called him by name.

“Oh, I'll try Mr. Landy, I'll try,” he promised as he went over me with elevator eyes. “But I don't know if you left me any stock after last week! I hope she isn't the same size as the other girl.” Wait, what? Did Derrick do this with other women? Did he do this with...Bella? I thought back to all the times I'd laughed with my friends at the outfits she'd worn to class, remembering specifically a pair of high-heeled baby blue platform sandals with glittery dolphin charms that laced up to the middle of her thighs. I bet he bought her those. I bet he bought them here.

The thought instantly deflated anything feelings of romance or specialness I had about the situation. The owner of the shoe store came over and took my hand. “I'm happy to help you, sweet girl. You are definitely the sweetest of all Derrick's girlfriends. I know we are going to find you many pairs of sexy shoes, yes?” He stood uncomfortably close to me and didn't try to hide the glances he stole at my nearly-naked tits. I was instantly creeped out and repulsed. Why was Derrick letting this man look at me like this? But when I looked up at him, he had a small smile of approval on his face.

“But first, we'll need our privacy. I'll close up. Only for you, Mr. Landy,” he added with a wagging finger as he pulled down the metal grate to close the store. He went to the counter and hastily scribbled out a note, “REOPEN @ NOON”, and slipped it out between the bars. I wasn't sure if I was more relieved that I'd be spared from the eyes of other shoppers or more disturbed that I was now effectively locked in with this man.

He put a hand on my arm, walked me back over to one of the chairs and sat me down. The cheap, cracked pleather pinched at the bare skin of my legs. “I've got to measure your feet,” he explained, pulling out a low stool and sitting across from me. He leaned over to pull out the measuring tool out from under the chair beside me, and as he did so, took a not-so-subtle sniff of my pussy. I let out an indignant gasp.

“Olivia.” Derrick was on me in a second. “Let the man do his work. Stop making things difficult.”

The salesman looked up at me and gave me a wide grin. He stared me right in the eye as he leaned down again and took another loud, deliberate sniff. Satisfied, he put the size measurer on the floor and put my foot on it. As he placed it down, he slid the measurer over a good foot, leaving my legs spread. I instinctively pulled them back together, but knowing that Derrick would get angry again, I reluctantly slid it back.

Great. Now this creep has a front-row seat to my wet pussy lips. The man started measuring my right foot, stroking his trembling fingers lightly over my arch. Great. Guy has a foot fetish. I tried not to look, but Inoticed he had a raging erection in his pants as he softly stroked each of my toes. To make matters even worse, Derrick's hand went to his pocket and I suddenly felt the egg spring to life in my pussy. The buzzing got audibly louder and attracted the salesman's attention. He wiggled his eyebrows at me. “Having a little bit of fun today? Don't worry. That's why the chairs are plastic. Very easy to clean up.” He winked at me before standing up and turning to Derrick.

“Size eight!” he announced loudly. “39 for European brands, but 38 for the French.”

Derrick nodded. “I'll trust your... expert judgement, when it comes to the styles. Anything high and daring will do.”

The man scuttled off to the back and Derrick finally pushed himself off of the counter and walked over to me. He stood behind the chair and leaned down to inhale the scent at my neck.

“Mmm, I can't wait to see you in some new shoes, my dear,” he said, cupping one of my tits and putting his tongue in my ear. I started squirming, happy to be touched. He started devouring my neck and pinching my nipple. I expected him to stop when the salesman came back out with what looked like a dozen shoes boxes piled high in his arms, but he didn't.

I was embarrassed to be seen like getting ravaged this, but it felt so good that I couldn't stop him. Derrick rubbed his hands over my midriff while the salesman sat down again and pulled a pair of baby-pink pleather platform heels with 5” heels and a 3” platform. “These are an everyday shoe. Good for class and shopping.” As he slipped them onto my feet, they instantly felt uncomfortable and cramped. Good God, why I couldn't I be up in Jimmy Choo right now?

“Now, walk.” Derrick pushed me to standing, and after a few seconds of reaching for the arm of the chair for balance, I managed to stay upright.

“To the end and back,” he commanded. I took a few hesitant steps and almost fell over. Holy hell, how do girls walk in these things? The end of the small store suddenly felt like it was a million miles away. The two men laughed and heckled me as I took tiny baby steps, my ankles bending outwards and threatening to give out. It took me almost a full minute to reach the end, and just as long to get back. I stumbled the last few steps back to the chair and collapsed in it. I had a new scrap of respect for Bella.

Derrick's hands and mouth were back on me again, hungrier than before. He obviously liked seeing me in these heels, and I liked making him happy. The salesman took the shoes off of me, letting out a shuddering breath as he did. I told myself not to look, but I couldn't help it—a quick peek between his legs told me he had a raging erection. I tried not to screw my face up in disgust. The things I do for you, my love.

The salesman pulled out a new pair: black, shiny leather calf-high boots with diamond studs along the seam in the back and a 6” wedge heel. He ran a finger along my leg as he did up the zipper. Derrick again pulled me up and this time, smacked my ass as I walked away.

“Oh, much better, Olivia,” he praised me as I walked with a little more confidence down the short aisle. The wedges were much easier to walk in, and at the end of the store, I gave a sassy little spin as I turned around to walk back.

When I sat back down again, Derrick was in a frenzy. He pulled my head up to him and started tonguing my mouth as his hands roughly pulled my tank top up over my tits and started groping me. I could feel his hardened cock pressing against my shoulder. The salesman watched my naked appreciatively and rubbed himself over his pants for a minute as he frantically pulled out more options.

A pair of 5” pair of see-through plastic heels with see-through straps and glittery gold charms. 6” of fire-engine red jewel encrusted pumps. An ultra-strappy pair of neon yellow sandals with a heel the width of my pinky.

He finally pulled out a pair of shiny gold sandals that looked like little more than a detached heel with four feet of gold straps. Derrick broke our furious kiss to gasp out, “Oh yes, those ones, yes,” before returning to my mouth.

The salesman licked his lips before slipping the base of the shoe on my foot. He started crossing the straps over my ankle in a complicated pattern, slowly, like a ritual. I heard him humming nervously as he did it. Derrick pulled my hair back hard and was biting me all over as the man worked the straps up my legs. The vibrator in my pussy hummed away and I was way past the point of arousal, even with the creepy salesman's hands on me. As he lightly pulled one of the straps around the back of my knee and stroked the soft flesh there, I even started to enjoy his touch.

Higher, higher, higher. I was lost in Derrick's delicious kisses and man-handling on my tits, and the salesman's hands delicately worked their way up my thigh. He was only an inch from my pussy when the straps ran out and he tied them in a small delicate bow. He swiped, every so softly and slowly, at the trickle of pussy juice that was leaking out of my shorts. He did the same to the other leg, and this time, I enjoyed every second. Where his hands had felt creepy before, I now savoured the light, delicate touches on my thighs contrasted with Derrick's rough abuse of my upper half.

Once the salesman was finished, Derrick pulled himself off of me abruptly and shoved me up to a stand. “Walk. Now. Go,” he growled.

These shoes were an absolute marvel. A 5” platform and a 7” heel, supported by no upper fabric but the straps tied expertly around my legs. I had to arch my back, stick my butt out, and hold my arms out to the sides in order to stay balanced. My tits were still hanging out and my blue shorts were dark and wet. I walked to the end and as I turned, welcome their hungry stares. My pussy quivered with anticipation at what would happen when I got back to the chair.

I took it slow and teasing. One foot in front of the other. Swinging my hips slowly and sensually. Stepping hard and with intention, sending my tits bouncing. Neither man said anything as their eyes burned into me.

When I got back to the chair, both men were on me instantly. Derrick had pulled his cock out and turned my head to the side before he rammed all eight inches roughly into my mouth. The salesman kneeled on the ground in front of me and started sucking my toes, licking in between them. Derrick began face-fucking me hard, not taking his eyes off of the slutty heels. “You. Are. Such. A. Good. Little. Whore,” he said, giving me one word with every thrust.

The man on the ground took his own cock out and started jerking himself off. He gnawed on my left foot and I found myself grinding my right against his dick and softly wiggling my toes against his balls. Olivia, what the fuck are you doing? my brain screamed at me, but I didn't care. Taking my participation as permission, he reached up and started playing with my pussy lips over my shorts. Ungh, that feels sooo good. I kept sucking Derrick's cock, but turned and looked the salesman in the eye as I ran my foot up and down his shaft. He came almost instantly, all over his pants and my foot. He moaned with pleasure. I bet Derrick's other girlfriends never did that, I thought smugly.

“We'll take them all. All of them. Pack them up now,” Derrick commanded him with urgency in his voice. “And whatever else you have. Ring it all up.” The man instantly stood up and scurried away, grabbing at the various boxes as he went.

Derrick came around and sat in one of the chairs beside me. In a second, he'd tugged the egg vibrator out of my cock and shoved it into my mouth. He lifted me up easily and impaled me on his cock. I straddled him in the chair and rode his hard cock while he sucked and bit my tits. He had his hands on my hips and slammed upwards into me to the “cha-ching” sounds of the cash register. The man worked slowly while he watched us fuck.

“You like that, you little fucking slut?” he whispered in my ear as he fucked me. “You like getting your toes sucked by that man while you suck my cock?”

After the torturous hour long grope session, my body was primed and ready. I mumbled “Yes, Professor,” around the buzzing vibrator in my mouth. He pinched both of my nipples extra hard as I came, whining loudly with the intensity. The man at the counter was breathing heavy again and I heard the wet sounds of a cock being jerked off.

Derrick was ready. He lifted me off his cock and spun me around so I was facing outwards. He pulled me back down and fucked me furiously. The salesman got a perfect view of my tits swinging wildly as Derrick came, pumping a full load up into my pussy.

Derrick pushed me off of him and I collapsed into one of the other chairs. He stood in front of me and presented his cock. “Clean it up.” I happily made sure he was good and clean before he put it back in his pants and headed over to the counter to pay.

I got a few minutes to recover while they finished up the transaction. Looks like Derrick has a thing for slutty shoes. I've never seen his crank turned like that. My thin tank top was now wet with patches of sweat, and Derrick's cum leaked from my pussy. I lay there in a daze while Derrick discussed delivery arrangements with the salesman. Eventually, he came back and held an arm out to help me up. I stood up shakily, still wearing the monstrous heels, and leaned on him for support as we walked out of the store. The salesman winked and waved at me from behind the counter. With every step, there was a little squick sound as my left foot stuck to the pool of cum he'd left on me.

When we finally got to the car, I was so weak and unbalanced that as soon as Derrick opened the door, I collapsed inside. As he fired up the engine and started pulling out of the parking spot, I could feel myself drifting off.

Right before I fell asleep, he leaned down and murmured in my ear.

“My dear, you've earned your first B+.”

The last thought I had before passing out was, What the hell am I going to have to do to get an A?


Author’s Note

Hello, dear reader! I hope you enjoyed this collection of bimbo slut training stories. If you did, keep an eye out for the next in the series, “Trained by the Professor (and the Roommate!)”. Yep, you read that right--it’s time that sexy Kayleigh gets a little action, don’t you agree?

If you enjoyed the story, tell your friends and family! Just kidding--that could get awkward fast. (Or maybe not? I don’t know who you hang out with.) But please consider leaving a rating or review! They’re the best way for other readers to find hot new reads, and the more people reading, the more I can write.

Thanks for reading!

– x.o. Pax
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