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		Introduction

		

		It is always amazing where one can get inspiration for new bimbo fiction stories. In this case, I was stung by a bee (twice) and it gave me the idea to have a new species of bee that causes women who get stung to turn into bimbos.

		This is the third of the Bimbo Bee books, this time featuring Cali. The books can be read in any order, however, they will be written in alphabetical order.

		With all this in mind, and the aching and itching results of my two bee stings (thankfully I’m not allergic), please enjoy Cali and the Bimbo Bee.

		

	
		

		Cali and the Bimbo Bee

		

		“H ow was class today?” Gerald asked me as I sat down at the table in the faculty lounge.

		“You know,” I said with a sigh. “The usual. I had a student try to argue that the homework wasn’t important, that only tests and quizzes should be graded.”

		“They are necessarily wrong, Cali,” Hakeem countered.

		“I know, but most students can’t handle that kind of schedule,” I said. “And to be honest, if I had a student who never turned in homework, but aced every quiz and test, I would probably just ignore the homework score, even if that might not be viewed as fair. But most college kids need the extra structure to learn the material. But let’s not get into the theory of teaching and instead focus on the real reason for this lunch, getting to know each other better.”

		“Agreed,” Gerald said.

		It was the monthly Thatcher College interdisciplinary faculty lunch. The whole idea was to make sure the different professors from different departments got to know each other. Thatcher might have been a small college by most standards, but that did not mean it was easy to leave the department bubble.

		For myself, I rarely left the math department. If I saw faculty from other departments, it was usually just in passing. And the only way I would have known they were faculty was by their age. But even then, I wouldn’t give more than a wave hello to most people.

		These monthly faculty lunches were designed to change that. At my table there was Hakeem who was a history professor who primarily taught African American Studies courses, a growing field at Thatcher. Gerald, on the other hand, was a biology professor. Usually we also had a music professor who sat with us, but I had heard she was out sick. That meant it was just the three of us and I was the only woman at the table.

		Elsewhere around the lounge were other tables with other professors. Marcus, the head of the math department, sat at an adjacent table, although his back was toward me, so I couldn’t see if he was enjoying his lunch or not.

		“How are you both doing?” I asked, once I had gotten myself settled. I picked out a slice of bread from the bread basket in the middle of the table and began to butter it. I was hungry and could not wait for lunch to be served. That was the one major draw of these monthly luncheons. The college provided us with the food.

		“The usual,” Hakeem answered. “Although the recent protests should make for great discussions in my classes. I always enjoy bringing current events into the classroom as a way to talk about the past. As much as it feels like things have changed in the last 60 years, it’s surprising how much injustice there still is. These protests should help shine some light on that fact.”

		“I can see that,” I said. “Too bad the math I have to teach is all so old. My students aren’t ready for the cutting edge stuff, especially my mock math class.”

		Mock math wasn’t actually called that, but it was the preferred name used by the students and a few of the professors. Not unlike Rocks for Jocks, Mock Math was more of a conceptual math course designed for students who had little interest in the subject and could not handle the more complex math areas like calculus or combinatorics. We covered things like game theory and basic statistics. Most of the time, students didn’t even need to use a calculator.

		But that was the problem with much of my subject. So much of the math I taught students had to be sanitized before it could be applied to “real world” situations. Or more accurately, the real world scenarios needed to be sanitized to have the math work out. It wasn’t that the math was wrong, but there were additional variables that needed to be accounted for when it came to modeling things like how long it would take to drop a penny off the Empire State Building, never mind the fact no one should ever do that with the risk of killing someone down below.

		“Actually,” Gerald cut in with his own story, “I had something interesting happen today. I had a person from town come to my office with an insect they had trapped.”

		Gerald reached into his bag and removed a clear plastic jar with an insect inside. The first thing I noticed about the bug was its color. It was pink with black stripes. In fact, it looked like a bumble bee that had its yellow stripes painted pink.

		“What is it?” I asked, curious. I had never been a fan of most insects and bugs. I had been stung by a hive of bees when I was a little girl and had developed a fear of them since then. It was a fear of all insects, actually. However, this insect was clearly enclosed in a jar, so as weird as it was to look at, I felt safe from it.

		“That’s the thing,” Gerald said. “I don’t know. I’ve never seen an insect with markings like these before.”

		“It looks a bit like a bee,” Hakeem said.

		“That’s my thinking,” Gerald said. “I’m guessing it’s a species of bee or wasp. There are a number of insects that have red markings. This could just be a lighter coloring than we’ve seen before.”

		“But, I mean, that pink is really bright,” I said. The pink stripes were almost a hot pink, about what I might describe as a cross between neon pink and princess pink.

		“That’s the strange part,” Gerald said. “And I’ve already checked. This is not someone trying to be funny by painting the bee pink. From what I can tell, the pink pigmentation is natural. The bee has grown to be this way.”

		“Are you thinking this is a new species?” I asked. I didn’t like the idea of there being another species of stinging insect. It had been bad enough picking up the three or four stings I had when that hive went after me as a kid. It ruined an entire day of summer camp when it happened. But just knowing there were additional stinging insects living in the area was enough to make my skin crawl. It was bad enough that Murder Hornets had been spotted in the country. Those weren’t likely to move into the region where I lived anytime soon, but those were the scariest from what I had seen.

		“It’s possible,” Gerald said. “More study will be needed. Sadly, I won’t be able to do too much until I find additional samples. I’m already planning to set out a variety of traps this weekend, hoping to catch additional specimens.”

		“Have fun with that,” I said, growing disinterested in the conversation. I began to eye the bee in the jar suspiciously, worried it might find a way to get out. Air holes had been punched into the container, but a part of me wondered if they were too big. Could the bee figure out a way to get out? I didn’t want to know.

		“What, you never work on the weekends?” Gerald asked, mockingly.

		“Only when I have to,” I answered. “With my teaching schedule this semester, I’ve been able to avoid it so far, but you never know. If my next sabbatical doesn’t get approved, I may need to start working weekends to keep up my research commitments.”

		There were two requirements for professors at Thatcher College. We needed to teach classes and do research. When it came to math, the whole department generally agreed that the teaching aspect came first. That was the most important part of our jobs. The research was secondary, but that did not absolve us of actually doing research. For me, I primarily focused my research on how to make learning high level mathematics easier, how to open them up to more people. Really, what it meant was I spent my summers and sabbaticals writing new textbooks and designing new curriculum that I would then use in my classes the next year.

		That kind of study actually turned out to be beneficial to me, because it meant I got royalties on the textbooks sales. But it also meant that I could keep down the cost of the textbooks, because they were not written by one of the big textbook publishers that charged hundreds of dollars for their books sometimes. My students were definitely happy that my books cost a fifth of the big name publisher textbooks. Thatcher College got a cut too, which they didn’t mind. It didn’t pay for my position, but it certainly helped keep me employed.

		“Lucky you,” Gerald said. “But then again, this is the kind of stuff I live for. I’ve never gotten to name a species before. This could be my first time, assuming this is a new species. We’ll need to run genetic tests once this little guy dies, but who knows how long that will take. I don’t even know what it eats yet. Is it a pollinator or does it eat something else?”

		I didn’t want to know, so I instead turned my attention to my bread, which I had only half eaten. I could hear the sound of plates being brought out, which meant lunch would arrive soon. That was good, because my bread wasn’t going to cut it. I was hungry and I needed something more substantial.

		Lunch went as expected after that. I kept a wary eye on the bee jar, just to make sure the bee hadn’t escaped. It seemed perfectly content to just hang out, wandering around the various surfaces. It did not look angry or worked up at being confined as it was. As long as it stayed confined, I would be happy.

		The food tasted delicious, as I had come to expect from the campus catering group. It wasn’t often that they pulled out all the stops when it came to the food they served, but these luncheons were often some of the better food I had eaten from them.

		It was only as I was getting up to go, having office hours to attend in the afternoon, that things got weird. I had hoisted my purse onto my shoulder when Gerald let out a gasp.

		“The bee,” he said. “It’s gone.”

		I looked down at the table and, sure enough, the bee was no longer in the jar. The lid was still closed, meaning it must have gotten out through one of the air holes.

		“I’d love to commiserate with you,” I said, “but I need to get going. Bees give me the creeps.”

		I quickly left the faculty lounge, walking briskly. I went straight to my office on the other side of campus. Working at such a small school meant it wasn’t far. And the weather was nice, another bonus. There were no worries about a freak thunderstorm or some other means to leave me soaking wet. It was dry and warm, a perfect day for sitting by my office window, hoping no students needed help. The odds were not in my favor, but a professor could wish.

		Luckily, there were no students waiting outside my office when I arrived. I unlocked the door, propping it open so that someone could come in if they needed something, and sat down, pushing my chair toward the already open window.

		I loved fresh air. My first office at Thatcher had no windows. It did not share a wall with the outside, making it difficult for me to concentrate. I needed natural light and, when possible, fresh air to do my work. Thankfully, after a retirement last year, I managed to move up in seniority in the department and get an office with a window.

		I sat there, daydreaming about nothing in particular. I could look out my window and watch students on the quad. A group of young men were tossing a frisbee around. A group of women, probably from one of the sororities, were out sunbathing in their bikinis. I never would have had the guts to do something like that. I couldn’t even bring myself to wear a bikini. It was always a one-piece swimsuit for me.

		Not that I questioned the decision making when it came to wearing bikinis on the campus quad. It had not been that long ago that I had been in their position. Although I wasn’t in a sorority and I wouldn’t have been caught dead sunbathing on the quad. But those were minor differences. The truth was I was not that much older than many of my students and I could remember what it was like attending college myself. Yes, I had been hyper focused on my schoolwork, but there were always students like that, especially in the math department.

		It was even harder being a woman in the field. When I was in college, the math department was all men. 10 years later, I was the token woman. It was a start, but I couldn’t wait until they got more gender parity in the STEM fields.

		As the minutes ticked by, becoming hours, I was silently thrilled that I didn’t have any students needing help. And to make it all better, I was completely caught up in both my grading and my lesson planning. After one of my lectures got canceled for a campus wide event, I used that time to get ahead. Suffice it to say, I was counting down the moments until the weekend arrived. That, of course, meant I still needed to get through my Friday class schedule. There was just mock math, which I sometimes felt I could just make up as I went along. Only half the class ever paid attention anyway. For most, it was just a means to get their math credit out of the way and be done with it.

		I watched the clock as it ticked down to the end of my scheduled office hours. After that, I was free. I spent my last few minutes tidying my office and setting out the supplies I would need for tomorrow’s class. Other than that one class, I almost had a three-day weekend. Maybe it was the good weather, but I was really looking forward to that time away from campus.

		“Mother fucker,” I screamed out as a sudden pain on my hand erupted. I had been reaching into my purse when a stinging pain shot into my hand. “What the fuck was that?”

		Marcus came running into my office from his own next door. “What’s wrong?” he asked, worried. I usually didn’t curse like that. I kept my foul mouth for home, which I would sometimes really open up after a rough day. But I always saved it for when I was alone, not in public or on campus.

		“Shit, sorry,” I said. “I stabbed myself or something.”

		I began to suck on my hand where I had hurt myself.

		“You don’t need me to call Campus Security, do you?” Marcus asked.

		His question was part of protocol on campus. The first call was always to Campus Security, even when it was a medical emergency. They were the ones who would then contact emergency services. I knew there were valid reasons for calling security first. Their employees were trained for various medical situations, making them a better bet if prompt help was needed. An ambulance could take 10 minutes to arrive. Campus Security could be there in less than half that time.

		However, I also had the feeling that the college administration made everyone call Campus Security first was to keep emergency situations off the books. It was a matter of looking better by massaging the statistics. At least the administration was on top of proper procedure when it came to sexual assault. That had been a requirement of mine before I was hired. I refused to work for a school that would brush such accusations under the rug and try to hide them for fear of making the school look bad. It was better to be proactive about those situations, rather than reactive.

		“No, I think I’ll be okay.”

		I pulled my hand out of my mouth and looked at the wound. It looked like a sting.

		“That mother fucker,” I started again, this time not yelling. “I should have known.”

		“What?” Marcus asked, again growing concerned.

		“Gerald brought a bee with him to lunch,” I explained. “It got out of its jar as we were wrapping up. I think it hitched a ride on my purse.”

		“You’re not allergic, are you?” Marcus asked, more concerned than ever.

		I shook my head. “Luckily, no. It just hurts like a bitch.”

		“Go home, get some ice on it, take the rest of the day off,” Marcus said.

		“Thanks,” I said. “It’s the end of my day, anyway.”

		“I know,” Marcus said. “That was a joke.”

		“Oh,” I said. I would be the first to admit a lot of jokes went over my head. I just wasn’t in tune with the comedic styles of most people. I didn’t mind. It just meant I wasn’t spending my free time at comedy clubs or watching stand-up comedy specials. I stuck with more routine entertainment, like whatever the currently hyped historical drama happened to be.

		“I should probably get going,” I said as I eyed my purse suspiciously. I didn’t know where the bee had gone to. It might still be in the purse.

		“Yes, go and feel better. See you tomorrow.”

		I cautiously picked up my purse and started to walk out of my office.

		“I’ll lock up for you,” Marcus said as he saw me hesitating about how to lock the door. My keys were in my purse and I wasn’t keen on sticking my hand back in there again. I had already decided I would be dumping out the contents of my purse on my doorstep. I lived within walking distance of campus, so I rarely drove. It had to be pouring rain for me to drive to work.

		“Thanks,” I said with a smile. “Today has just been weird.”

		“That’s just because of the interdepartmental luncheon,” Marcus agreed. “Tomorrow will be better.”

		With Marcus agreeing to lock my door, I began my walk out of the building. My hand still hurt, but the pain was already fading. It did not seem nearly as bad as I remembered when I got stung as a kid. But then again, I hadn’t been stung by a hive this time, just one bee. That had to be easier to handle.

		I did stop in the building office before I left. I checked my mailbox for anything pressing. There was nothing important that couldn’t wait for tomorrow, so I left everything there and started home.

		Other than my hurting hand, it was a really nice day. I saw a few student athletes run by on their way off campus for a long run. The frat houses on my way had students sitting out not he porches, drinking and smoking. I didn’t want to know what they were drinking or what they were smoking, but I wasn’t the kind of professor who cared. As long as they made good choices in the classroom, I didn’t care what they did outside of it. If they spent their off hours drunk or high, who was I to complain?

		As soon as I got home, I turned over my purse on the front step, letting everything fall out. I was careful as I sorted through the collection of keys, some makeup, a whistle, a bottle of bear spray, and a few receipts. Luckily, there was no sign of the bee that stung me. I picked up my keys, pushed everything else back into my purse, and let myself in.

		“Oomph,” I said as I sat down on my couch, happy to take a load off. “I’m tired.”

		I put my head back and closed my eyes for a moment. Before I knew it, I was asleep.
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		I awoke Friday morning with a start. I looked around as the sunlight poured in through the living room window. I had fallen asleep on the couch and apparently slept the whole night away.

		“Fuck,” I said as I looked at the clock. I had an hour before I was supposed to teach mock math. I needed to hurry up and get ready.

		The fact I had missed dinner the night before didn’t matter. I was hungry, but more importantly, I was horny.

		I jumped into the shower and immediately my hands went to my pussy. I knew I was close to running late, but I couldn’t help myself. My body demanded attention. With the hot spray hitting my sensitive skin, it was even worse.

		“Five minutes,” I told myself. That was how long I would give myself to get my hormones in check. If I could cum in that time, great. If not, I would have to deal with the consequences.

		As it turned out, however, my body was incredibly primed for every touch I gave my clit. When I added a finger in my pussy, my arousal only grew. There was no way I could stop.

		I kept going, my free hand moving up and finding my breasts. My nipples were especially sensitive, as if they had been hooked up with a direct line to my pussy. Before I knew it, I was cumming, unable to control myself as I came. My vision turned white as I dropped to my knees, the water still raining down on me.

		“Wow,” I finally said. I felt like I was finally awake. What was more, I felt like before that moment, my mind had been still sleeping.

		I took a deep breath and continued showering. I had to rush to find an appropriate outfit. Oddly, my bra was a bit tight, but I didn’t have time to think about that. I hadn’t thought it was that time of the month, when I had a tendency to put on a little water weight, but sometimes my cycle had hiccups. Maybe it was that time after all.

		“You’re late,” one of my students said as I walked into class Friday morning. I was still eating a croissant I had picked up in the building office before I went up to my own office to grab my lesson plan for the day.

		“Sorry about that,” I said. “The last 18 hours or so have been weird. But I’m here now, so we can get started.”

		I paused to finish eating my croissant and looked out over the classroom, surveying my students. Mock math was always the most diverse of courses. There were athletes, sorority and fraternity members, English majors, and more. What the class generally lacked was the nerds, the math and science majors who took the more complex courses. They probably would have been bored with the class overall, but I had always believed they would have benefitted from some of its contents.

		I jumped right into my lecture as soon as I had swallowed down the last bite of my croissant. It all seemed to be going as expected until I started to feel a familiar tingle between my legs. To say the feeling was familiar was simply because I had been aroused before, as evidenced by my self-play in the shower as I got ready for today’s class. However, it was completely new when it came to actually teaching. I was actually glad I was a woman, because I was certain I would be sporting a major tent in my pants if I were a man.

		“Excuse me,” I said, interrupting my lecture. I placed both hands on the lectern and bowed my head, trying to get my arousal under control. I bit my lower lip as I tried to think of the least sexy thing that I could.

		“Professor,” one of my students said. “Are you all right?”

		I took a deep breath, unhappy that I was unable to push the arousal away, before I raised my head and smiled. “Yes, I’m fine. It’s just been a weird morning. First I got stung by a bee yesterday, then I fell asleep and slept until about an hour ago. I don’t understand what happened exactly. I’m just a little off this morning.”

		“You could always cancel class,” one of the jocks said.

		I looked at the student who spoke. His name was Colt, a football player. He had wide shoulders, strong arms, and an ah shucks smile that normally did nothing for me, but now made my legs quake.

		“No,” I said. “You’re not getting off that easily.”

		I took another deep breath and continued my lecture. Although it wasn’t easy. No matter what I did, I could not put my arousal out of my mind. It didn’t help that there were so many attractive people in this class. Mock math was popular among the most attractive students on campus, partly because of its ease. It did not require too much thought. It was more about teaching logic and getting students to think about how math could be applied to different subjects. They often didn’t actually have to apply the math. It was like mathematical philosophy wrapped up in subjects that students could relate to.

		I thought I was doing well until another student interrupted. “Um, professor, you stopped talking in the middle of a sentence.”

		I cursed inwardly, realizing I had gotten lost in a fantasy. I wasn’t supposed to fantasize about my students. I was 10 years older than them, although that hadn’t stopped some of my faculty colleagues. There were at least two professors on staff now married to former students. The relationships had clearly started when they still held a student-professor relationship, which was supposed to be a hard line for dismissal. But that had been another time, when such activities were simply frowned upon, as opposed to outright banned.

		Still, I had never had this issue before. Sure, there were students I thought were attractive. On a campus of students who averaged about 20-years old, that was inevitable. However, I had never fantasized about my students before. I had never imagined Colt walking me back to my office, shutting the door behind him as he proceeded to order me to strip bare for him. I had never imagined him bending me over my desk, pushing the stacks of papers to the floor without a care, and fucking me from behind, hard and fast. I had never imagined how big his cock might be. If the size of his hands were any indication, he was a big man with a big cock.

		“I’m sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “Where was I? Oh, yes…”

		I jumped back into my lecture, my cheeks burning. I was talking about game theory, in this case, the prisoner’s dilemma. The subject didn’t help keep me from thinking about my students. I knew it was wrong. The power dynamic was all off. But at the same time, if we ever got suspected of an improper relationship, it would be its own kind of prisoner’s dilemma. If we kept our mouths shut, there would be no penalty. If one of us spoke, it would mean my job, which was a bit of a deviation of the norm. Although being socially ostracized was a possible outcome for the student as well. And if we both announced our love for each other, well, we’d get in trouble, but a relationship could survive that, I figured.

		The age gap would be a bit weird. I had about 10 years on my students, which was not unheard of, but usually it went the other way, with the male professor attaching themselves to a female student. I hadn’t heard of it going the other direction very often, although there were a few isolated cases, I was sure.

		“Um, professor?” asked another student, interrupting my lecture.

		“Yes?” I said, annoyed by the interruption.

		“It’s time for class to end.” The student pointed up toward the clock on the wall. I verified the time on my watch.

		“Sure enough,” I said. “Class dismissed. You all know about your homework assignment from the syllabus. I’ll see you all next week.”

		My students grabbed their notebooks. Some shoved them into their backpacks and shuffled out. Others just closed them and carried them out in their arms.

		There was no other class in the room to follow this, so I planned to use the quiet to organize my thoughts and chastise myself for letting my arousal affect me as it had. But then I looked up to see Colt still sitting in his seat. His eyes watched me intently as I stood there.

		“Colt, what are you still doing here?” I asked, trying to ignore the thrill of being alone with such a handsome man. I felt a shudder go up my spine.

		“I had a question,” he said, playing it coolly.

		“What is it?”

		“Was it just me or were you staring at me during your lecture?”

		Had I been staring? Fuck. That was not what I wanted to be doing. The heat between my legs had grown since I first entered the classroom. By the time I dismissed the students, I was hornier than I had been when I pleasured myself in the shower.

		What was wrong with me? This was completely unlike me. Sure, I knew how to pleasure myself. It was the only time I experienced orgasms. I didn’t have a man in my life for that sort of thing. And now that I was alone with Colt, my arousal had spiked again. I couldn’t remember being this horny. I had to actively fight back against my earlier fantasy.

		“I’m sure it was just you,” I said, trying to pass it off as nothing, although I knew he was probably correct. I probably had been staring at him.

		“Professor, your cheeks are red,” Colt said. “Have I embarrassed you? I didn’t mean to.”

		I clenched my hands around the edge of the lectern, not wanting to admit the truth. I was embarrassed, angry, horrified, and completely turned on. The mix of emotions was difficult to understand, let alone control.

		“I’m fine,” I said through gritted teeth. “You should go. I have work to do.”

		“If you say so, Professor,” Colt said with a devious smile. “I will probably need to drop by during your office hours this afternoon. I have a lot more questions for you, but they can wait until you’re feeling better.”

		Better? I knew exactly what would make me feel better. It would feel better to have Colt’s cock hammering my pussy. That was what I needed. That would have solved all my problems. At least, it would have solved my immediate problems.

		“Good,” I said as I began to gather up my lecture notes. I began to walk out of the classroom, but I paused at the door and looked over my shoulder to see Colt standing beside his desk. He really was a fine specimen of a man. “I’ll see you later, Colt.”

		I nearly ran back to my office. I couldn’t believe I had said what I just had. I felt like a complete idiot. What did I expect to come from an office hours visit from Colt? He had never needed help before. I was certain he had some ulterior motive. Then again, given my arousal, I might have had an ulterior motive as well. I was not keen on the idea of risking my career over a relationship with a student, but at the moment, the rewards seemed far greater than the risks. If I had a man to regularly fuck me, I certainly wouldn’t have a problem with my arousal anymore. I would have someone around to take care of that.

		“Stop thinking that way,” I scolded myself as I unlocked my office. Stepping inside, I closed the door behind me and sank back against the door. My breathing was heavy, but not because I had nearly run from the classroom. My chest was heaving because I was imagining Colt fucking me. It felt so deliciously good to imagine it, even though I knew it was wrong. I was in a position of power over Colt. I couldn’t abuse that position just so I could cum.

		“I’m such an idiot,” I said, hitting my forehead with my palm. “I don’t need Colt to take care of myself.”

		I locked my office door, making sure I wouldn’t be disturbed. I closed the blinds on my window, not wanting anyone from outside to see what I was about to do. My lecture notes got deposited on the corner of my desk. I could deal with those later.

		I plunked myself down in my chair and put my feet up on my desk, letting them slide apart to give myself better access. With a little fumbling I managed to open my pants and push them down around my thighs, basically as far as I could manage with my legs splayed wide.

		My panties provided little resistance. My fingers easily slid beneath them.

		“Oh, yes,” I moaned quietly as my fingers went to work, giving me pleasure that I had been needing for the past hour. All I needed to do was wait. And my wait was now at an end.

		As my fingers rubbed against my clit, teased my lower lips, and otherwise gave into my sexual needs, In my entire life, I had never masturbated more than twice in one day. I had never cum more than once in one day either. But there I was, pushing myself to a new record.

		My moans grew louder as my fingers pushed my arousal higher. I knew the walls were not soundproof. I had heard my coworkers listening to music through the walls before. I needed to keep quiet. I needed to avoid detection. I was certain no one would completely complain. We all had our needs sometimes, but the idea of masturbating at work was not something I wanted to get caught doing.

		My eyes scanned my desk, looking for something I could use to help mute my moaning. What I wouldn’t have given for a gag right then. I had never even used one before. I certainly didn’t own one. But as I sat there with one hand down my panties, I knew I needed something in my mouth to help quiet me down.

		“Popsicle sticks,” I said when I saw the plastic cup filled with them.

		I had them to use as math demonstration aids. There were certain items that I had found useful in demonstrating concepts to students. Popsicle sticks had generally proven to be a good aid with many different uses. Today, one of them would serve a more important use.

		I plucked a popsicle stick out of the cup and placed it in my mouth, biting down on it like it was a bit, as if I were a horse. I closed my lips around it as my teeth clamped down on the wood, forcing me to breathe through my nose. It didn’t completely eliminate the noise I made, but it muted it enough I was certain my self-ministrations would go unnoticed by my office neighbors. Thankfully I didn’t work in an office environment that used cubicles. There was no way I would get the privacy I needed in that case.

		My fingers were well practiced. The only thing that could have made the moment better was if I had access to a vibrator, but I had left that at home. Not that I would have brought my vibrator to campus. It lived in my bedside drawer where it belonged, only to come out when I needed it in the bedroom, which itself was rare.

		I knew how I looked as I sat there in my office playing with myself. I knew I was not the first female professor to do something like this. The odds favored someone being brazen enough. And I was certain there had been plenty of male professors who had jacked off in their offices before. It probably happened more frequently than I wanted to guess. Not that I could blame men for their sexual appetites when I was masturbating to the image of Colt fucking my brains out in this very room.

		I could have kept going. I knew I could have pushed myself right up until the edge of orgasm and stayed there, putting my fantasy in neutral and backing off enough with my ministrations to keep me on that edge. But I wasn’t in the mood to do that. I needed to cum.

		Oddly, my orgasm came as Colt in my fantasy came inside me, his big thick cock holding itself in my pussy as he unloaded a torrent of cum inside of me. But as my own orgasm overtook me, I didn’t think about what had just happened in my mind. I was fully fixed on the cascade of orgasmic pleasure that flowed through my body. This was better than anything I had ever experienced before. My vision turned white as I threw my head back and simply gave myself over to the pleasure.

		I don’t know how long I sat there, my mind blank as I enjoyed the pleasure sending quakes and shudders all over my body. A knock at the door was what finally brought me out of my relaxed state and back into the moment.

		“Just a minute,” I called through the door as I worked to make myself presentable.

		My hand was covered in my juices. I needed to do something, but I had no sink to wash my hands in. I would need to visit the bathroom for that. With no other options, I licked my fingers clean and then wiped them on my pants to dry them.

		My pants, too, needed fixing. I pulled them back up and refastened them, doing my best to make myself look presentable.

		When I finally opened my office door, I was uncertain of how I looked. It suddenly dawned on me that I didn’t have a mirror in my office. That clearly needed to change. It was an oversight I would need to remedy soon.

		“Marcus,” I said in surprise.

		“Hey, Cali,” he said. “I wanted to check in on you. You doing okay?”

		“Okay?” I said, my brain operating more slowly than I was used to, even post orgasm. “Yes, I’m okay. Never better.”

		“Your hand doesn’t hurt?”

		“My hand?” I said, confused for a moment.

		“You know, the sting or whatever you got last night?”

		“Oh, yeah, that’s right. Whatever it was, it doesn’t hurt anymore.”

		And that was the truth. If it had been a bee sting, as I had guessed, the pain had passed. And it didn’t even itch. Although I had to admit that other aspects of my life didn’t add up correctly. I had slept far too long last night. And I had just cum twice this morning and just the sight of Marcus made me want to cum for a third time. What was it about men that got me so hot and bothered this morning?

		Actually, it was the women too. I watched as a female student walked down the hallway, her top not quite reaching the top of her shorts, leaving a narrow band of tanned flesh visible. Then again, the way she had rolled down the waistband of her shorts meant it was entirely on purpose. I could barely stop myself from staring at her ass as she walked away. If Marcus noticed, he didn’t let on.

		“That’s good,” Marcus said. “Anyway, I should get back to work. I have lots of paperwork to do today so I can avoid taking it home with me over the weekend. If you need anything, just give me a holler.”

		“Will do,” I said, my mind wondering if I should holler for his help the next time I needed to cum. I could definitely foresee that need in the future. And just the idea of Marcus laying me down on the couch in his office and proceeding to fuck me was more than I could handle. This latest fantasy made me want to cum again already.

		Suddenly Marcus grew confused. “Did you do something new with your hair?”

		This time it was my turn to be confused. “My hair? No, nothing new with my hair.”

		“Hmm, well, have a nice day,” Marcus said, putting his confusion aside. “And if I don’t see you again today, have a good weekend.”

		“Thanks, Marcus,” I said. “You, too.”

		As soon as my door was shut again, I once again sank back against it and sighed. There was something definitely wrong with me. What was more, I needed to get out of my office. I needed to get home and in a hurry. Something strange was happening to me and I needed to get myself away from people. I could lock myself in my office all afternoon, but I didn’t want to risk another encounter with Colt. The only safe place for me was at home. And at least there I would have my vibrator. I had a feeling I was going to need it and a new set of batteries before the weekend was out.

		Walking across campus on my way home was hard. It had been easy enough to hang a sign on my door, canceling my office hours. I didn’t bother to tell Marcus that I was cutting out for the day, but I was sure he wouldn’t even notice. If he had as much paperwork as he said he did, he would be locked away in his own office all afternoon, not noticing the lack of my presence.

		What made walking across campus so difficult was seeing all the students milling about. There was the shirtless game of touch football happening on the quad. There were groups of female students sitting out, chatting and gossiping. I had always wondered what it would be like to have friends like that and sit out on a Friday after classes had finished and just chat and gossip. It seemed doubtful that they were discussing philosophy or anything related to school. They seemed more likely to be discussing their weekend plans, what parties they planned to go to, what they planned to wear, if they were hoping to hook up with anyone.

		“Stop it,” I told myself as my imagination started to run wild. I bit my tongue and hurried home, trying to force the images from my head.

		As soon as I arrived home, I knew I could do one thing. I knew I could relax.
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		Sitting at home, it didn’t take me long to realize how hungry I was. Other than the croissant I had for breakfast, I hadn’t eaten anything since yesterday’s luncheon. That meal had been filling, but it was too long ago to still sustain me. I needed food before I could even think about how I planned to spend the rest of my day.

		My refrigerator was mostly bare. It seemed I would need to go shopping soon. Or something like that. I might need to shop for new bras too. It didn’t feel like that time of the month, but my bra was really starting to dig into me. I could only hope I wasn’t putting on any permanent weight. I had always prided myself on mostly avoiding the college spread.

		Large quantities of food and lots of studying were usually not great combinations, but my metabolism had always been high. Sure, my system had slowed a little in recent years, but it was nice being able to manage my weight without lots of exercise. But if I had put on some weight recently and then I hit my period, that would explain why my bra hurt so much.

		The only food available was a package of hotdogs I didn’t remember buying. The best by date hadn’t been reached yet, so I decided that it would be my lunch before I had the opportunity to go shopping this weekend.

		As the hotdogs cooked, I took a moment to take off my bra. At home, I didn’t need it.

		“Ah, that’s better,” I said as soon as I unhooked the clasps. I dropped the bra in the hamper and started to put my top back on when I caught my reflection in a mirror.

		“Hmm,” I said, distracted by my reflection. “Maybe Marcus was right. My hair does look different.”

		My hair looked lighter. My usually almost raven black hair now appeared to be a medium brown. It seemed longer, too. Normally I kept it short, at jaw length, but today, it appeared to brush against my shoulders.

		And looking at my shoulders meant I also saw my breasts. They looked bigger for some reason. Obviously there were some issues with my bra, but they looked noticeably bigger on my frame. If I was gaining weight, it was not affecting every part of my body equally.

		Not that I had ever been particularly big. My breasts had always been small and I was perfectly fine with that. Unlike some women, I had no breast envy when it came to other women. I could have been flat as a board and it wouldn’t have bothered me. Seeing them bigger was new, but I had never cared about such things before.

		“Shit, my food,” I suddenly remembered before I rushed into the kitchen, my blouse open and flying behind me as I ran.

		“Phew,” I said as I saw that no harm had come to my meal. I was being lazy and just boiled a couple hotdogs instead of grilling them. It was just easier that way, although I had no doubt putting them on the grill would have tasted better.

		I buttoned up my blouse and then set to work added condiments to my two hotdogs. Normally I wouldn’t have eaten so much for lunch, but I was hungry. Clearly, my body was craving calories. I never noticed that I left several buttons undone, buttons I had always buttoned before.

		As soon as I sat down at the kitchen table to begin eating, I knew making hotdogs was a bad choice. Yes, they weren’t healthy for me, but more importantly, given my recent fantasies, they looked too much like cocks.

		“What the hell is wrong with me?” I asked as I began imagining sucking on the hotdogs as if they were real cocks. “This isn’t me.”

		That didn’t stop me from craving cock, however. I didn’t understand what was happening. A part of me was disgusted by my sexual fixations, but another part of me was excited and completely fascinated. It was so easy to think about men, about their cocks, about sex. It was as if those thoughts were available via an express lane, while all my other thoughts were only available via a congested road network. The sexual thoughts, when they came to me, were simply easier to think about.

		At least I had removed myself from campus. Given my thoughts and recent proclivities, I considered myself lucky not to have done anything foolish. Had Colt really been flirting with me? That’s how I read it at the time. And as much as I hated myself for letting him flirt with me, I hated myself almost as much for removing myself from the situation. There was a part of me that didn’t care about societal or moral norms and just wanted him to claim me, to fuck me, which he clearly wanted, I think.

		“Stop it,” I told myself. “Just eat your damn lunch.”

		I wasn’t someone who usually swore. It was only when I was in a great deal of pain or, like now, pissed at myself. I ate my hotdogs, trying not to get caught up in the fact that they could be seen as stand-ins for cocks. It was more important to just eat my lunch and not try and turn it into another sexual activity. I had already cum twice. Did I really need to do it again?

		That answer turned out to be a yes.

		I barely had time to clean up after my lunch before I was holding my legs together, trying to stave off another masturbation episode. I looked like I needed to pee. I even considered locking myself into handcuffs to keep my hands away from my pussy. Why I had those handcuffs, I didn’t want to think about. However, I knew that was not a viable plan. Yes, I could lock myself away, prevent myself from touching my pussy, but that would only lead to other problems, including how I was going to get out of those handcuffs and how I might explain them to anyone I got to help me.

		“Fuck it,” I finally said, giving up on holding out. I didn’t know why I was so horny, but there was only one solution. I needed to orgasm, repeatedly if necessary, until I was finally satisfied.

		I stripped off my clothes and sat up on my bed. There were no doubts. My breasts were definitely bigger. Now that I wasn’t wearing a bra, I could feel the increased weight. I didn’t understand what was happening to me, but I didn’t mind the increase in size. I probably never would have admitted that before, but it now seemed true. I had never cared that much before, but then again, I had never had much to talk about. While some women did wish they were bigger, I just hadn’t cared. Now, I was finding myself caring, at least a little bit.

		I reached into my bedside drawer and pulled out my vibrator. It made a familiar hum when I turned it on. I had no idea how much longer the batteries would last. I could only hope they would last long enough for my body to finally get what it needed.

		“Oh, that’s the stuff right there,” I said as I pushed the vibrator against my clit. It only took a few seconds before I felt like I was about to cum. I hadn’t even realized I was that turned on, but this insatiableness was new to me.

		I threw my head back, letting my eyes roll up into the back of my head. My mouth hung open, my tongue sticking out, drool escaping, dripping down onto my chin and ultimately my chest. None of that matter, however, as my clit assumed dominance over my body. It knew what it wanted. It told me what it needed. It needed attention. It needed me to cum.

		My third orgasm of the day was another big one. I didn’t need to worry about staying quiet this time. I loaned and nearly screamed as I came, pushing myself over the edge and enjoying the crushing force of my orgasm. I couldn’t help but blackout, losing consciousness, even if only for a moment, overwhelmed as I was by the sudden onrush of orgasmic energy.

		“Wow,” I said as I started to return to my senses. The vibrator was still going, but I had dropped it. It buzzed harmlessly on the bed sheets between my legs, not touching me, as sad as that now seemed to me.

		It took me a moment to organize my thoughts. They seemed to come to me more slowly than I was used to. It wasn’t bad. Nothing felt bad. I felt great. Still, my mind seemed slowed by my recent orgasm. My thoughts felt fuzzy, almost like they could not be trusted.

		I giggled. I didn’t know why I giggled. I was not thinking about anything in particular. And whatever might have been trickling through my mind certainly wasn’t funny. And yet, nonetheless, I had giggled. And what was more, I liked it. I liked how giggling made me feel lighthearted. I liked how it made me feel fun.

		It wasn’t that I was having fun. I could hardly call sitting on my bed mindlessly fun, but I felt fun. I felt as if other people would find me fun to be around. Other people would enjoy me, in whatever way they chose to.

		I nearly picked up the vibrator and brought it back to my clit. A fourth orgasm for the day did sound like a good idea, but I had other ideas. Instead, I switched off the vibrator and left it to sit quietly on the bed.

		It was me who got up. I pushed myself off my bed and slowly walked into the bathroom. I felt different about myself and I wanted to see how that had manifested itself physically. I had expected to feel more confident, because I did, but the moment I saw my reflection, I knew more than just my confidence had changed.

		First and foremost, my breasts were bigger again. There was no doubt now. My breasts were getting bigger. The knowledge that this wasn’t supposed to happen at my age wasn’t a major concern, however. The fact was, they looked good on me. They were big, but they still fit my frame. They were perky too, with hard nipples poking straight out.

		“Don’t need a bra with these puppies,” I said as I bounced up and down on my toes. The bouncing and jiggling of my breasts was nearly mesmerizing. I started giggling again, which only made the jiggling more apparent.

		I stood there, bouncing and jiggling for several minutes. It was just so easy to get lost in the simple display. I wanted to show others my nice boobs. I was sure they would be a big hit, especially with men.

		But as I stood there, I couldn’t help but look at my face and feel that I needed an upgrade. I didn’t mean that I needed cosmetic enhancements like Botox or fillers. I just needed to decorate my face better. I had never used more than the minimum amount of makeup required for the occasion. That had just been part of my style, opting for as natural a look as I could muster.

		Natural, however, wasn’t a concern anymore. I wanted to look my best. I wanted my face to look as good as my boobs now did. That meant makeup to highlight my best features, playing them up while minimizing the aspects of my face that I liked less.

		“Hmm,” I said as I started to look through my makeup drawer. What I saw did not impress me. I suddenly could not understand how I owned so little makeup. I was a woman. That should have meant I had a whole vanity overflowing with makeup. I always wanted to look my best, didn’t I?

		I did what I could with what I had. It wasn’t just that my supply was limited, but in several cases, my supply was nearly gone. I couldn’t remember the last time I had bought any makeup products. I certainly hadn’t since starting work at Thatcher College a few years prior. I couldn’t believe I had not done my womanly duty in supporting the cosmetic industry in that time. It was sacrilege, not because I wasn’t buying products I didn’t need, but because I didn’t have the products I needed to look my best.

		“I’m going shopping,” I told my reflection.

		And that was what I did. After applying my makeup as best as I could, I set about finding something decent to wear. The blouse and pants I had worn to class would not cut it. There was no way I could stand to wear such boring clothes anymore. From now on, I was going to stand firm and wear only stylish clothes that properly highlighted my body and made people aware of how attractive I really was.

		Deep down, I knew these were new feelings. I had never cared much about my appearance. I had never cared much about what I wore, as long as it was comfortable and work appropriate. But I seemed to have a new definition for how I wanted to present myself to the world. It wasn’t enough to be comfortable and appropriate. I needed to be fashionable. I needed to be stylish. I needed men to see me as a woman with all the womanly assets I possessed. Sure, some people might think I had dolled myself up to look like a sex object, but after spending much of my day masturbating to three terrific orgasms, I didn’t see much of a problem with that.

		The only problem was I simply didn’t have any clothes that appealed to me. My closet was filled with blouses, slacks, and jackets, much like I had worn to work that morning. I had a few pairs of jeans, but they were all baggy and ill-fitting. It was like I had never heard of wearing anything fitted before.

		I eventually settled on a pair of old jeans I found in my dresser. They were still a bit loose for my tastes, but they had shrunk over time and now provided a more snug fit than my other options. For a top, I selected a tank top I sometimes wore to sleep in. It was low cut, providing a nice view of my boobs and it was tight across my midriff. Purple over blue. It would have to work, at least for now.

		I tied my hair up in a ponytail. It continued to get lighter, coming in at a light brown now. It looked good, especially at its increased length. I could not understand why I had ever preferred my hair to be so short. The longer it was, the better it was, in my opinion.

		I also opted to use a different purse from the one I had been using. I had one I had never used before, having been a gift from an old friend several years before. Before all this, I didn’t understand why I had kept it. It wasn’t something that I ever had considered using before. Now, I saw it for what it was. It was stylish and it went well with the image I was trying to convey, not that I completely understood what that image was.

		There was no way I could walk to the cosmetics boutique. It was on the other side of town, which suited me just fine. I didn’t really want to be seen going out right now. A part of me was embarrassed with myself. There was still that part of me that wanted to keep things simple, that wanted to go unnoticed, that wanted to blend it and just do my job. But there was a growing part of me that wanted more than that. That part of me wanted to be the center of attention and have both men and women awed by my presence. I wanted people, and men in particular, to think about how much they wanted to fuck me when they saw me.

		Whether it was the first part of me, the old part of me, or the new part of me, I didn’t want to be seen yet. I wasn’t complete.

		That proved to be no problem. It was early afternoon when I reached the boutique. I had never set foot in the shop before, but I immediately felt at home there. The few women working at the counter looked much like I hoped to someday look. I wasn’t ready yet, that was for sure. I wasn’t even sure how I was going to make it happen, but somehow I knew I had a specific future and these women, with their heavily made-up faces and bright colored clothing that did little to hide their womanly curves, were the type of women I wanted to be associated with in the future.

		“What can I do for you?” one of the women asked me as I approached the counter. The name tag pinned to her prodigious chest said her name was Sandi.

		“I’m needing to upgrade my look,” I said. The old part of me cringed at the words, especially what came next. “I’m making a change, trying to be as fashionable as possible. Actually I really like your style. What can you tell me about it?”

		Sandi smiled before she launched into a complete spiel about every product she used and how she liked to mix things up. I ate it all up. Usually I was not the kind of person who went in for these kinds of sales pitches, but on this occasion, I didn’t care. I listened, I learned, I absorbed. And when I left more than an hour later, I did so with a freshly made up face and both arms heavily laden with bags of new purchases.

		There was a part of me that wanted to spend the rest of my day shopping. It felt good, buying things that helped improve my appearance. However, I had another more pressing need. Spending more than an hour with Sandi and her colleagues had gotten me hot. The tingle between my legs, which honestly I could not always feel, had grown to a raging fire. If I didn’t find relief soon, I was liable to jump someone. And as hot as that might have been, that wasn’t fair to me or the other person.

		I drove home and the moment I was inside my hours, I started stripping down, taking off every article of clothing I wore. To some strange degree, I felt better being naked. Or maybe it was just that the clothes I had been wearing did not match my new style and I no longer found them comfortable. If anything, they felt itchy.

		I did manage to carry my bags of makeup and hair care products to the bathroom before I returned to my bed for another round with my vibrator. In mere moments, I was lost on a sea of erotic ecstasy. Nothing else mattered except for the buzzing between my legs. My free hand played with my boobs, but I could barely feel how my fingers poked, prodded and pinched my boobs and especially my nipples.

		When I came, it was as if my orgasm was a runaway freight train. I felt completely blasted apart, as if the orgasm had reached my soul. I didn’t understand it. Nor did I care. All that mattered was how good I felt. And I felt wondrous. I never could have imagined cumming could be this good. And I hadn’t even had real sex yet. It had only been my fingers and my trusty vibrator.

		However, even I knew that masturbation was a poor substitute for a real cock. There was only so much I could do before I begged the first man I saw to fuck me until I was screaming.

		And screaming had definitely become a part of my orgasm routine. There was no way my neighbors didn’t hear me as I came this time. I was just glad I lived in a single family home and not a townhouse or apartment. My neighbors would have been banging on the walls with all the noise I made. Or they would have been banging on the door, wanting to join in the fun.

		I bit my lip as I recovered from my latest orgasm, enjoying the dirty thoughts my mind now seemed so ready to create. There was a part of me that hated how much my body seemed to be in control. I had never been someone who cared about shopping before now, but the fact that I had been willing to delay shopping for a whole new wardrobe just so I could go home and masturbate should have been a big red flag. What had happened to me? It made no sense.

		After my orgasm, I got up and swayed into the bathroom. First, I wanted to get another look at my reflection. I could already tell my boobs were bigger again. I could feel the added weight on my chest and the way they moved when I walked was more pronounced. My hair continued to lighten and lengthen. I decided I could officially call myself a blonde now.

		I had never cared about my hair before. I had never minded that my nearly black hair was almost impossible to do anything with. Now, however, I was nearly ecstatic to call myself a blonde. I thought back to all the women I had either disliked for their beauty or otherwise annoyed by them and I realized they had all been blondes. Every single woman who I felt was too pretty for their own good had blonde hair, whether they dyed it or it was natural. They had been some shade of blonde. And now so too was I.

		But it wasn’t just my boobs and my hair that had changed. It took me a few minutes to go through everything. My mind, after all those orgasms, wasn’t working at full speed. Not that speed much mattered at the moment. I was perfectly happy to be slow thinking as I surveyed my body.

		“I’ve got a nice butt,” I said for the first time in my life. And it was true. My butt had grown into a nice tight bubble butt. Or, at least, that was where it was headed. There was still room for improvement, much like with my boobs.

		To make it all even better, my waist seemed smaller. I had never been particularly wide through the middle, but I knew I carried a few pounds there. Those pounds seemed to have just disappeared. Or maybe they were going to my boobs and my butt. I had never heard of that happening naturally, but I could certainly get behind the results. I could say with complete honesty that I had never looked better than I did right then.

		Even my skin looked better. The various scars and other marks I had picked up through life, including a birthmark on my hip, seemed to be fading. They were still visible, but I had to look closely to see them. My skin was darker too, almost as if I had spent time sunbathing out on the quad as those sorority girls had been yesterday.

		As I completed my survey of my body, I couldn’t help but smile. I looked good. I looked really good. Somewhere, I was certain there was a man who would find me absolutely scrumptious and be unable to keep his hands off me. Preferably, there were a lot of men out there like that. I knew I wanted to meet them.
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		When I woke up Saturday morning, there was a smile on my face. I stretched lazily, knowing I wasn’t in a hurry to be anywhere or do anything. I did find it disappointing there wasn’t a man sleeping beside me, as much as I had tried to make that a reality.

		I could still remember Friday night when I had seduced the pizza boy. He was a Thatcher student, I was pretty sure, but he didn’t recognize me.

		I had ordered pizza, because I had forgotten to go grocery shopping. It was getting late and I wasn’t in the mood to go out. I was too horny for that. So I had ordered pizza.

		The young man’s jaw nearly hit the floor when I answered the door in the nude. I hadn’t put clothes back on since I had taken them off following my trip to buy makeup. He was a handsome young man, probably delivering pizza to pay for beer money.

		I knew what I was doing was wrong. I was vaguely aware that I had seen him around campus, but when he arrived at my door, he certainly showed no signs of recognizing me. Then again, he had a hard time pulling his eyes away from my boobs. They were pretty great, after all.

		I could still remember how he had responded when I asked if he wanted to come in. He had barely been able to say anything. Instead, he simply nodded with an affirmative grunt.

		It was cute really. He had a lot of energy, although not a lot of staying power. But that didn’t seem to matter. I got him sitting down on my couch and deftly freed his cock with my fingers. Then I rode him until we came together.

		It had been a long time since I last had sex. Instinctively, I knew this young man wasn’t very good. I even tried to slow things down to keep him from blowing too soon, but he simply couldn’t help himself. And yet, as I looked back on all of my sexual encounters before that point, he had made me cum harder than any man ever had before.

		Somewhere in there I blacked out. When I came to my senses, the pizza boy was gone. He had been kind enough to leave my pizza for me. And as far as I knew, he had enjoyed the tip I gave him. I certainly got more than the tip from him.

		Last night’s fuck had been the moment when I realized I no longer cared about my job. I could already get in trouble for fucking a Thatcher College student, even if I had never actually had him in class. But that didn’t matter to me anymore. I had spent the majority of my life enriching my mind and now it was time to try something different. I wanted to enrich my body. I wanted people to ignore my thoughts and opinions. I wanted them instead to focus on my body and all the pleasure it could give them. I actually wanted to be seen as a sex object, not as a person. That became my new goal.

		Waking up Saturday morning, that goal was at the forefront of my mind.

		I had already gone shopping for makeup. That part of my makeover was complete. And while I was chatting with Sandi and the other women at the boutique, I had asked them where they liked to shop. They had all raved about several stores at the local mall being good for women like us. I could now only smile at how much they had included me into their little circle. If only they knew how much I both appreciated their support, but also planned to completely blow them out of the water when all was said and done.

		I started my shopping early. I considered taking a few moments to get myself off before I left the house, but I decided I wanted to be extra turned on while shopping. The reason I came up with was I didn’t want the old me reasserting herself. I didn’t want to have to think about consequences or the fact that all of the clothes I wanted were not appropriate for a professor like myself. Instead, I just wanted to think about how sexy I looked in all my new outfits.

		It was definitely possible I went a little overboard on my shopping trip. I bought more than I could possibly wear over the course of the next month, but I didn’t care. I especially went crazy when it came to buying shoes. I couldn’t believe that I didn’t own a single pair of high heels. That was pretty much all I ended up buying. The only non-high-heeled pair of shoes I bought were a pair of pink trainers for the gym.

		By the time I had returned home, I had already changed into a more fashionable outfit than the boring tank top and jeans I had recycled from my Friday excursion. I wore a matching yellow halter top and skirt combination that left part of my midriff bare. The skirt was short enough to barely go down past the curve of my ass. I even more a matching yellow thong, although I couldn’t wait to take that off and have it replaced with a cock.

		My shoes were, of course, tall heels. They were white strappy sandals with a platform sole and a heel that added a significant amount to my height. I couldn’t walk very fast in them, but that wasn’t the point of shoes like that. They instead did a great job of displaying my legs and my ass. They also made it so there was more time for people to look at me. I loved feeling people’s gaze on my legs, on my ass, on my tits, on me. It brought a smile to my face.

		When I returned home from my shopping trip, I decided I needed to go all the way with this new person I was becoming. I emailed Colt. Of course, I tried to be sly about it. I used a private email, although I only had access to his school email. I simply invited him over to finish our discussion form class. I didn’t even remember what we had been talking about, but I remembered the interaction. I wanted to continue that interaction and take it to its obvious conclusion. I wanted him to fuck me.

		It only took Colt 15 minutes to respond. I had set the computer to ding as soon as a message arrived. We quickly settled on a time and a place, that being as soon as possible and my house.

		I took the time it took for him to arrive to freshen up my makeup and ditch the thong. I wasn’t going to be needing it. The fresh air felt good on my moist pussy lips. It only served to turn me on and further strengthen the belief that I was doing the right thing.

		When the doorbell finally rang, I was almost beside myself with anticipation and glee. I had been fantasizing about Colt’s cock for too long. It had only been a few times over the past two days, but it had felt like a lifetime.

		I opened the door and Colt’s smirk turned into a full blown smile as he looked me up and down. His eyes paid special attention to my tits. It helped that I was thrusting them out, holding my shoulders back to make them appear as big as possible. I could not understand how I hadn’t cared about the size of my tits before. They had become a huge selling point and they felt so good. I couldn’t wait for Cole to claim them as I hoped he would claim the rest of me very shortly.

		“Professor,” Colt said, “you’re looking amazing.”

		I giggled at the compliment. I couldn’t help it. I liked hearing how good I looked.

		“Please, call me Cali,” I practically cooed.

		“All right,” Colt said. “I can do that, Cali. Can I come in?”

		“Please do,” I said, standing back so he could come inside. As he did, he remained close, being sure to rub up against my tits. I practically purred in response.

		Colt made himself comfortable on the couch, in the same spot the pizza boy had sat the night before. Not that I was going to tell him that. I didn’t want him to think me too big of a slut. A little slutty was okay. Even a lot of slutty could be considered acceptable, but I still had limits. I didn’t want him to think me depraved.

		“Can I get you a drink?” I asked. “I have beer and wine.”

		“A beer would be great, Cali.”

		I could tell that Colt was trying to act nonchalant. He was trying to act like being invited to his professor’s home under such circumstances was entirely normal. He even tried to act like his other professors dressed in skimpy clothes like I had to greet him. No, I knew this wasn’t normal. However, I didn’t care anymore. This was what I wanted. I suddenly realized I had a whole stable of young and virile men at my disposal. The rules be damned. I wasn’t about to pass up all that cock.

		As I sashayed into the kitchen to get drinks, I could feel the wetness in my pussy just thinking about not only what I was about to do with Colt, but the prospect of having more Thatcher students come visit me privately. I vaguely understood I would need to keep all this a secret, but even that was hard to imagine. It would only take one person to start bragging that they fucked a professor for the hammer to come down. Given my new proclivities and fashion sense, I would be the first person accused.

		But all those consequences seemed far away. I couldn’t keep thinking about them while I had a man so close to me. And I had a job to do. I was getting a beer for Colt. I needed to focus on that and not get distracted.

		I considered my options as I peered in the refrigerator. I did have beer, although it wasn’t something that appealed to me. There was a bottle of wine, however. It had been a gift that I had yet to open. Now seemed like the perfect time.

		I returned several minutes later with two glasses. One was a pint glass with Colt’s beer in it. The other was a wine glass with a white wine I had never tried before.

		“Here you go, babe,” I said, handing Colt his beer before I took a seat beside him on the couch.

		“This is nice,” Colt said after he took a sip of beer. He wrapped his arm around my shoulder and pulled me closer to him. “You’re pretty nice too.”

		I nearly swooned at the compliment. He liked me. He really liked me. I mean, of course he liked me for my body. Who wouldn’t? But he thought I was nice too? That was almost too much. I needed Colt in my life. That much was obvious. He was strong and the more I looked at him, the more I believed he was smarter than me. Sure, I was a professor of numbers, but numbers really didn’t matter in the grand scheme of things. Colt had street smarts. That I was sure of. And there was so much I could learn from him, assuming I was smart enough to learn much of anything at this point.

		The truth was, since sometime yesterday, I hadn’t been feeling like my normal self. Obviously I was acting different, because I finally found a desire to be fashionable and sexy. But it was more than that. My mind felt slow and I felt a little dumb. There were instances when I found myself not understanding things. Like this morning, when shopping, I was trying to understand the sale on a dress and I just couldn’t figure out how much the cost was going to be. And that was something with numbers, my specialty.

		I still bought the dress. I finally decided the numbers didn’t matter. And in the end, they didn’t. I just handed my credit card to the clerk who was busy staring into my cleavage. I didn’t even know if I got charged for everything. I supposed I could go back and look at my receipt, but that seemed like too much work. Numbers were fine, but I had more important interests now. That much was very clear to me.

		“Thanks,” I said. “You’re really sexy and nice yourself.”

		I took a sip of my wine and then nuzzled my face against Colt’s chest. He had big and strong muscles and he had a musk about him that left me weak in the knees. It was a good thing I was sitting down or I might end up on my knees. I still could. I imagined sucking Colt’s cock would be a great way to get things started.

		“You’ve changed a lot,” Colt said. “Your hair, your tits, your attitude. I like it. I think more women should be like you.”

		“That’s sweet of you to say,” I said as I reached into Colt’s lap with my free hand and began to massage his cock. He was as big as I had hoped and only getting bigger at the attention I gave him.

		“You can’t help yourself, can you?” Colt said with a chuckle.

		It was weird. I knew I had always been the one in control at one point. I was the professor. I should have been in charge. I should have been the one to decide what was appropriate. But I couldn’t help myself. I found myself automatically acquiescing to Colt’s desires, even the unspoken ones. In that moment, I knew he was the one in charge. Even though I was his professor, I would have done anything he asked of me. He could have told me to change the grade book to make sure he got an A and I would do it in a heartbeat. He could tell me that I needed to teach class in the buff and I would do that too. Thankfully, Colt’s mind was on more immediate matters.

		“You know how to please a man, don’t you?” Colt said. I wasn’t sure if he expected an answer or not, but I knew just what to do.

		I started by downing the rest of my wine. I was sure I would be drinking more later, but I didn’t want to accidentally knock over the glass and have wine spill everywhere if things got more heated.

		I slipped off the couch and moved between Colt’s legs, kneeling before him. I looked up to see him smiling down at me. It made me feel good. I knew I was pleasing him.

		With deft fingers, I freed Colt’s hardening cock. It sprung to attention and bobbed slightly in rhythm with his heartbeat. My mouth watered as I looked on at this piece of perfect man meat. I needed to taste him. I needed to swallow his cum. I felt as if his cock was the wellspring of life and I needed to drink from it to live.

		“This is what I want,” I said as I reached out with both hands and gently massaged his cock, running my fingers lightly up and down his shaft, urging him to full hardness. “This is what I need.”

		“You know what to do,” Colt said.

		The truth was, I didn’t know what to do. I had never sucked a cock in my life. This was going to be my first time, but I didn’t want Colt to know that. I had an image as a slut to uphold. And what slut hasn’t ever sucked a cock before.

		But as I sat there on my knees, I realized something. I might not know what to do, but that was okay. My mind was fallible. My mind was broken. It wasn’t worth paying attention to. Instead, I needed to turn off my mind and just let my body take over. Let my instincts run wild and just go with the flow.

		And that is exactly what I did.

		I started by sticking out my tongue and licking up the length of Colt’s shaft from base to head.

		“Oh fuck that’s nice,” Colt said, giving me the feedback I needed to know that my body had this figured out, even if my mind was useless.

		I took several more licks, wetting his cock and generally enjoying his taste. But it was when I finally lowered my mouth over Colt’s cock when the real fun began. Suddenly I was a flurry of action as I used both my hands and my mouth and lips to pleasure Colt’s cock. I bobbed up and down on his shaft, hollowing my cheeks to improve the suction force on his cock. I even relaxed my throat and let his big cock push deeper into me, using my mouth as if it were another pussy.

		Based on Colt’s moans and groans, I was doing good work. His hands ran through my blonde hair, sometimes pushing me down deeper onto his cock. When he took charge, I let him. I didn’t fight him. This was what we both wanted.

		I could tell Colt was trying not to cum. I could tell he was trying to hold back and prolong this moment as much as possible. I didn’t blame him. I was certain that if I felt the kind of pleasure he seemed to be experiencing that I wouldn’t want it to end either. But I had plans beyond this blowjob. Colt would not be leaving my house until he had fucked me at least once. I not only needed to taste his cum, but I needed him to give me an orgasm. Maybe more than one if he could manage it.

		I doubled my effort as I sensed Colt growing close. Before I knew it, he was beginning to twitch in my mouth. I pulled back slightly, keeping his head in my mouth and used my hands to jack his cock until he let out an animalistic groan and began to fill my mouth with his cum.

		Colt shot cum into my waiting mouth again and again, filling it until I could take no more. Two rivulets of cum escaped my lips and ran down my chin.

		“Show me the cum,” Colt said once he was finished.

		I sat up straight and opened my mouth, showing him his creamy cum still in my mouth.

		“Swallow it, slut.”

		I made a big show of swallowing his cum. It tasted delicious. I was almost sad to have to swallow at all, knowing the flavors would eventually fade. When I opened my mouth again, the only cum visible was that which had escaped my mouth in the act.

		“Damn,” Colt said. “You really are a slut. I love it.”

		I could have felt bad about being called a slut. I knew women weren’t supposed to want to be called sluts. Yet, as much as I wanted to hate it, I knew it was true. I had no problem calling myself a slut, but now I realized I saw it as a compliment when others, especially men, called me a slut as well.

		“That was fun,” I said before I began to push the escaped cum into my mouth. “Your cum is super yummy.”

		“And you sound like a bimbo,” Colt said. “Even better.”

		I had never considered myself to be a bimbo before, but the more I thought about it, the more I realized it seemed to be an accurate description of myself. I seemed pretty dumb and I was a slut who was obsessed with sex and fashion. That about summed up a bimbo in my mind. I knew I had always viewed bimbo as an insult, but the more I thought about it, the more I felt a sense of pride in being a bimbo. It felt natural and good.

		“I am a bimbo,” I announced.

		Colt simply laughed, making me giggle. “Why don’t you go get me another beer? You can pour yourself another glass of wine if you want.”

		I took Colt’s empty pint glass and picked up my wine glass and stood up. Colt slapped my ass, sending me mincing into the kitchen on my high heels. I simply giggled at getting handled like a piece of meat. It was fun. It felt good.

		When I returned, Colt’s cock was still out in the open. I returned by his side. He took his beer and I sipped my wine. Meanwhile, my free hand snaked down into Colt’s lap and began to gently stroke his cock. It would be a while before he was ready to go again, but I wanted to make sure he was ready as soon as possible. I had given my first blowjob, but now I needed something more from him. I needed him to fuck me properly. I needed him to make me even more of a bimbo than I already was.
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		It didn’t take long for the Dean to get word of my actions. By Sunday night, I had been called into his office. He didn’t even wait for Monday to arrive. He had me meet him that night.

		I only had an hour to get ready for the meeting, which would mean I was cutting it close.

		Colt had been a wonderful lover, although he hadn’t much cared for my own pleasure. But that was all right, since I had such a hair trigger. I came three separate times with his cock inside of me. Two of those times came with his cock in my pussy. The third time we came together as he fucked my ass. That was another new experience, but one I hoped to repeat soon.

		At some point during Colt’s stay at my house, I stopped changing. By the time I had fully understood that I changed every time I had an orgasm, I wanted to see the changes through to the end. I wanted to see how much of a bimbo I would become.

		When I finally walked into the Dean’s office, I was a vision of bimbo goodness. My hair was now platinum blonde and nearly reached my ass. I had decided to wear a white blouse and a tartan skirt, paired with Mary Janes that sported both a high heel and a sizable platform sole. I even had a little tie that ended nestled in my cleavage. The over-sexed school girl look was what I was aiming for, and I think I had it down perfectly.

		“What the hell are you wearing?” roared the Dean when he looked up from his desk to see me.

		His eyes roamed over my body, unable to find any one place to focus on. My skirt was short, barely long enough to hide the fact I wasn’t wearing any panties. My blouse was tied off underneath my tits, leaving my midriff bare and showing off the belly-button piercing I had gotten that afternoon. I knew they had fallen out of style, but I couldn’t help but remember the sorority girls from when I was in college and how much I wanted to emulate their look.

		Then, of course, there were my tits. They were big, they were round, and they were very perky. I wasn’t wearing a bra. I didn’t need to with these puppies. I hadn’t bothered to actually use any of the buttons on my blouse, so the Dean got a full look at my cleavage.

		There had been other changes that had come near the end of my transformation process. My lips had plumped up, making blowjobs even better. My nose had slimmed down and my eyes appeared bigger. My eyelashes were certainly longer. Elsewhere, my fingernails had grown into glamor-length nails, my skin now sported a nice tan all over, and all of my body hair seemed to have disappeared. No more shaving or waxing for me.

		“Don’t you like it?” I said as I clasped my hands behind my back, making my tits pop even more, as I turned back and forth innocently. “I wore this just for you.”

		“You’re fired,” the Dean said. “I don’t know what you’re playing at, but I won’t allow a professor at this school to behave as you have.”

		“You don’t want to fire me,” I said as I started to walk around the Dean’s desk. As I reached his chair, I gracefully sank to my knees. I was getting pretty good at that by now.

		I looked up into the Dean’s shocked face. He had not expected any of this from me, which was what I was counting on. Without saying a word, I reached out to free the Dean’s hardening cock from the confines of his pants. He was twice my age, but I didn’t care. He had a cock for me to please. That was the only way I could hope to keep my job, or at least not get summarily fired. If I didn’t have a job, I couldn’t keep buying sexy clothes and that would be a tragedy.

		“Do you like my tits?” I asked as my hands ran up and down the Dean’s shaft. “They grew a lot this weekend. I used to be tiny, but now I’ve got big tits. Do you like them?”

		The Dean said nothing. He simply nodded.

		I giggled in response. “You know what? My tits like your cock. Would you like for my tits to meet your cock? I think they would like that.”

		Again, the Dean simply nodded.

		I had been fantasizing about a tittiefuck all day and now I was glad I was finally going to get the chance to do it. I drooled onto my chest, making sure my cleavage was nice and slick to accept the Dean’s cock.

		His cock was a perfect fit for my tits. I was such a fun feeling to wrap my big tits around his cock and slowly fuck him. I had known my tits we’re fun to look at. And I knew they helped make guys hard. I even knew they felt good when played with, but I had no idea they would feel this good when I had a cock between them.

		The Dean didn’t last long. Before either of us were ready, he blasted his load across my chest, painting my tits with his hot white cum.

		“Fuck,” the Dean said after his finished cumming.

		I took my time wiping his cum off my tits with my fingers and feeding it into my mouth.

		“Yummy,” I said. “I love the taste of cum.”

		“What the hell happened to you?” the Dean finally asked me, his senses returned to him. He wasn’t angry anymore. I had made sure of that.

		“I got turned into a bimbo,” I said happily as I continued to sit at his feet.

		“But how?”

		I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I’m just a bimbo now.”

		“We can’t have you teaching anymore,” the Dean said, taking a step back from his earlier announcement that I was fired. That was a step in the right direction.

		I certainly couldn’t argue with the Dean on that one. Me teaching? That seemed like a stupid thing for me to do. The only things I could maybe teach were sex education and how to dress to get fucked. And as far as the sex education part went, it would be about how to have sex. I didn’t worry about all the other stuff.

		“But I can definitely see a reason to keep you around,” the Dean continued. “I don’t know what we’ll have you do yet, but I think I want to keep you around. I’ll handle the position change stuff. You just go home and stay there until I come and see you. And no more contacting students. I’m in charge of who comes to see you now.”

		It was annoying to be told to go home and stay there, but I had to admit, I liked the idea of the Dean being in charge. Maybe something good would come of all this. As long as I got to have fun, I was all for it.
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		“Ladies and gentlemen,” the Dean announced at the alumni dinner. “Tonight we have a special event. It is an auction of sorts. The winner will get to spend the weekend with our lovely Professor Cali.”

		That was my cue. I walked out onto the stage dressed like a professor of old wearing a long robe that nearly went to the ground. This robe, however, was a little different. First, it was pink. Second, it was designed to actually show off my tits. It also showed off my high heels below the hem near my ankles. My hair was done up in a sexy bun and my nails were painted a lovely pink to match my robe. My plush lips were painted to match as well.

		I waved to the crowd and smiled. The plan was simple. The alumni were going to participate in an auction to raise money for the college. The winner of the auction would get to spend a weekend with me. And I would do absolutely anything they wanted.

		That wasn’t actually the selling point. I wasn’t a prostitute. I wasn’t selling sex. I actually had a lecture I would give the winner. It was a lecture about math. The Dean had written it for me. I could barely read it, but I was able to manage well enough.

		The sex? That I would give for free. They were buying a private lecture and I was spending the rest of the weekend doing what I did best.

		I struggled to pay attention during the auction. The Dean had gotten me all worked up backstage. He had been playing with my tits, which he did frequently. It had been his idea for me to get my nipples pierced. He loved teasing me with them. To be honest, I loved it too. But usually after he teased me for a while, he would at least fuck me.

		Not tonight, however. Tonight, he teased me and then went up on stage, leaving me a horny mess.

		I used to have a good mind for numbers, but not anymore. I was lucky to count past five, since I usually forgot I could use both hands for counting. That was okay with me though, because no one really cared that I couldn’t do math anymore. They were more interested in other parts of me. What was left of my brain was unneeded. And that was how I liked it.

		The Dean had found various uses for me. I had become the reward for high achieving students. I had also become a reward for struggling students who managed to get their grades up, although the Dean had a suspicion that some students were tanking their grades so they could get access to me when they “improved.”

		I was also popular among the faculty. Anytime a professor earned an award or brought positive attention to Thatcher College, I was part of the prize. I had become as adept at making women cum as I was at making men cum. I had even been part of the team that attracted new professors to Thatcher.

		More often than not, the Dean had started referring to my addition to the college as a perk. Sometimes he just called me Perk. That was okay with me. After all, I was a pretty perky bimbo. At least my tits were perky.

		“And the winner of the auction is the gentleman at Table Seven,” the Dean announced.

		The audience clapped and I looked out, fighting against the bright lights illuminating the stage. I spotted Colt at the table, which confused me for a moment. He hadn’t graduated yet. He was still a student. But there was a man sitting next to him who looked very familiar.

		I couldn’t help but smile when I realized who had won a weekend with me. I could only hope there were certain traits that ran in the family.

		There was still a big mystery about what happened to me. Several faculty members were on the case. Between Marcus and Gerald, both of whom I had been sure to thank fully, had been on the case. The current theory was it was that pink bee that Gerald had brought to the luncheon. Unfortunately, they had never managed to catch another one to confirm.

		Not that it mattered. I had thought I had been happy as a math professor, but now I knew the truth. I was much happier as a bimbo. And I am thankful for everyone at Thatcher College for helping me be the best bimbo I can be. It truly is great to not only be a bimbo, but to have the support of my friends, coworkers, and everyone else who liked my big tits. It’s the best.
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