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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.

Keep reading?


Author’s Note

Hey there! Thanks for taking the time to read my story. I hope you enjoyed reading it--I definitely enjoyed writing it.

If you loved it, make sure to check out the next story in the series, “Taken by the Professor”. Seriously--Olivia has no idea what she’s just gotten herself into, and it’s only going to get worse. This won’t be the first time she’s paid for a cab ride home with her body! You’ll find a preview at the back of this book.

Please, please leave me a rating or review if you liked this story! It’s the best way to bring more readers to the series and that means I can take more time to push Olivia to the limit. ;)

- x.o. Pax


Pax Parker’s “A+ Bimbo Slut” series

Disappointing the Professor (A+ Bimbo Slut #1)

The smart and talented Olivia Miles has fallen in love with her economics professor, Derrick Landry. After she breaks up with her highschool boyfriend so they can be together, she walks in on him sleeping with another student and 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.


SNEAK PREVIEW!

Taken by the Professor: A+ Bimbo Slut #2

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.”

Like what you see? Get it here!
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