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PART I

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sniffed. “He isn't my new friend.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


PART II

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Author’s Note

Thanks for reading through the latest in Olivia’s adventures with Derrick! If you loved it but you haven’t caught up with the rest of the series, make sure to start with A+ Bimbo Slut #1: Disappointing the Professor. You’ll find out exactly how Olivia got into this mess. If you loved it and you’ve read all the rest, you’ll be happy to know that the fifth story, Trained by the Professor (and the Roommate!) is coming soon. Sold wherever fine eBooks are sold (as long as those places are called Amazon)!

As always, thank you to anyone who leaves a rating or review. It’s the most helpful thing you can do if you want to read more Olivia & Derrick adventures in the future!

- x. o. Pax


Also by Pax Parker

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.
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