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DISCLAIMER: SEXY TIMES AHEAD

HEADS UP, READER: This story contains graphic descriptions of masturbation, exhibitionism, oral sex, humiliation, and some good ole’ fashioned bimbo training. If you’re looking for a nice gentle romance about a co-ed taking a road trip with her professor, you’ve come to the wrong place. If you’re looking for an extreme story about a big-titted bimbo-in-training showing off and getting used in a oonvertible on the open road, then you’re in good hands.


Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

Olivia,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So. Ready for a little shopping?”


Author’s Note

Hello, dear reader! I hope you enjoyed Olivia’s latest adventure with Derrick. If you were expecting “Dressed by the Professor” next, don’t worry--it’s on the way. I just couldn’t help myself but expand a little on the adventures they had on their way to the mall. 

If you enjoyed the story, please consider leaving a rating or review! They’re the best way for other readers to find hot new reads, and the more people reading my work, the more I can write.

Thanks for reading! 

– x.o. Pax
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