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The A+ Bimbo Slut story so far...

Is this your first time reading about Olivia Miles and Professor Derrick Landry? Here’s what you’ve missed...

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 choices 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 up 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 a smart man and knows how to take advantage of a situation. He’ll never miss an opportunity to parade his bimbo around: soon, she’s on all fours, showing off everything for any lucky stranger driving by.

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

At the mall, the Professor shops for a new wardrobe for Olivia--the more 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.

Trained by the Professor (A+ Bimbo Slut #5)

When Olivia finds out that the Professor has been posting all of the sexy photos he’d been taking of her to her social media, she can’t believe that her sex life has leaked out to her family and friends. She’s determined to quit, but with one phone call, Derrick brings her back in--for good this time. But he can’t let her disloyalty go unpunished, and she quickly learns that he’ll stop at nothing to push her over the edge, and gives her a new list of rules to help her reach her full potential.


Chapter 1

“What. The FUCK. Happened in here?”

I was jolted awake from my deep, exhausted sleep as the bright lights suddenly turned on above me. Groggy and disoriented, I took a second to look at the room around me, trying to figure out where I was. There were clothes and shoes covering every surface, a huge cardboard box filled with what looked like bottles of vitamins, and one very angry looking girl standing in the doorway.

Oh. Shit. My roommate Kaye was finally home, and she was not happy.

I rubbed my eyes and tried to remember what had happened last night. My day-to-day life was starting to get so ridiculous that it was hard to separate reality from my sex-crazed dreams. I remembered a lot of pills, and a lot of sex; Derrick and Rich taking turns with me until I had so many orgasms I passed out. I looked down at myself: a pair of slutty short overalls, no shirt or bra, cum-soaked panties, blue stilettos. Yep. Fucktoy status confirmed.

“Olivia! Wake the fuck up!” Kaye picked up a shoe and threw it at me.

I pulled myself into a sitting position, confused about why she was so mad at me. I mean, yeah, the room's a mess, but... in the back of my mind, I knew there was a reason. Oh, right—two nights before, we'd had a huge fight at a party when I'd abandoned her after Derrick asked me to come over. She was probably still pretty upset about that.

She started tip-toeing her way through the room, trying to find the floor that existed underneath all the clothes, books and shoes. “Why the fuck is your shit all over the place? In the last 48 hours you've pretty much locked down the award for 'Worst Roommate Ever'.” She reached into a pile of clothes and grabbed at items randomly. “And where did these trashy clothes come from? Are they yours?” She examined a sparkly pink bra-top and a pair of short-shorts with the word “Luscious” written in a playful script on the back. “Olivia, what the hell is happening here?”

“What? Nothing, nothing's happening.” I reached down to grab the blanket that had fallen down to the floor and tried to cover myself, but she ripped it away from me before I had a chance. I watched her face as she studied me, and grew acutely aware of my smeared makeup, my tangled hair and the crusty patches of cum that covered my body.

“Oh. My. God. He's done something to you, hasn't he?” She put a hand over her mouth in shock. I twisted uncomfortably, trying to hide the most stained parts of my clothes. “Everyone's talking about how you've changed. You missed an exam yesterday. You, Miss Super Student. And you've been posting those weird slutty pictures on Facebook; everyone thought your account got hacked, or someone was messing with you.”

The idea that all of my friends and classmates had been looking at the pictures, judging me and gossiping about me, made me cringe. Kaye wasn't about to give me time to meditate on that, though, and kept attacking me with her barrage of accusations.

“But you've got all these trashy new clothes, and I know you fucked that guy at the party on Saturday. For like, thirty bucks.”

“No! No.” I was glad I could defend myself about something, anything. “I did not fuck Steve.” And he didn’t give me 30 bucks, either.

“Really? 'Cause he said you did, and a bunch of people said they had videos.”

“No!” I blushed furiously and stared down at my lap as I confessed. “I jerked him off with my boobs, that's it.”

“Oh my God, Olivia, really? Really? Can you think for five fucking seconds about what you just told me?” She sat down on the end of my bed and shoved her fingers into her hair in disbelief. “You actually let some creep at a party titty-fuck you so that you could get cab money to go and fuck Derrick? Do you not understand how fucked up that is?” She jumped off of the bed and started pacing the room, kicking shoes and clothes out of her way. “I mean, if he cares about you so much, why wouldn't he pay for a cab? He's super-loaded, right? So why the hell wouldn't he pay for your cab?”

I didn't respond, but I knew the truth. Derrick loved the idea of me being stranded without any money, needing to use my body to get what I needed. I hung my head and refused to make eye contact.

After a minute of silence, Kaye threw her hands up in frustration. “I don't know what to say, Olivia. I really don't. I don't even care that you abandoned me, your best friend, at a party for this guy. But you're seriously ruining your life right now--" She stopped talking as a thought hit her. “Oh, my God. Olivia. Is he blackmailing you? Or, or drugging you, or something? Is he…" She covered her mouth as a new thought struck her. "Is he trafficking you? I mean, you look super-fucked up. Jessie said some weird looking dude carried you in here last night and it looked like you'd passed out.”

Oh, fuck you, Jessie. Jessie was a nosy girl who lived on the same floor we did. I didn't like her much before, and I didn't like her any better now, knowing she'd been spreading rumors about me. The fact that the rumors were true didn't make it any better. "I'm not on drugs, and Jessie's a damn gossip," I sniffed. "Jesus Christ, Derrick is my boyfriend, not my pimp." Although, the line is certainly getting blurrier…

“Wait, what's this?” she asked, reaching down to scoop up a folded piece of paper lying on top of the piles of clothes. I grabbed frantically at the pocket of my overalls, praying the paper in her hands wasn't the one Rich had given me last night.

The pocket was empty. Kaye was holding in her hands my list of rules, the new governing policies for my life. Shit!

I leaped out of bed and stumbled across the small room and tried to grab it out of her hands. “Nothing! It's nothing. It's private!” I hissed as she held it up and away from me, still unfolding it.

“Rule one, no bras.... oh my God, Olivia, what is this? Is this real? Is this a list of rules he's given you?” I tried to grab it from her, but she was taller than me and had longer arms and it was easy for her to keep me at bay.

“Kayleigh, stop reading that right now. Right. Now!” I demanded desperately. That piece of paper contained the intimate details of my relationship with Derrick, and once she knew about them, she'd tell everyone and no one would ever take our relationship seriously. Plus, Derrick could get in trouble. A LOT of trouble.

“Rule two, high heels. Rule three, one meal a day—one meal a day? Seriously?” She sat down on her bed, fully captivated by the words on the paper. “Oh my god, you have to fuck other dudes? What kind of relationship is this?”

I sat on the edge of my bed, biting my nails. I'll just let her finish, and then I'll come up with some excuse. Or try to explain.

After a while, she put the paper down and stared at me. After a minute of silence, she asked, “Wow. You're really into this, aren't you?” Her voice had lost the anger it had before, but it was somehow scarier now.

“I.... Look, Kayleigh, I love him, and he's into some weird stuff, and we're just working on our relationship--”

“Oh no. No no no. Don't try to play that game.” Suddenly, her expression changed. There was a new hardness in her icy blue eyes that I hadn't seen before. “You don't fuck other dudes for love.You don't stop eating for love.” She stood up slowly and threw the paper at my feet. “You're really into this bimbo sex slave shit, aren't you? That's the only logical answer here. You secretly love it.”

My cheeks burned as I thought back to the night before, when I'd begged to be fucked by one of the most repulsive men I'd ever met. To the car full of married men I'd been hoping would gang-bang me. At first, I thought it was all for Derrick; now, as Kaye stood here and challenged me about it, I knew the truth: it was for me, too. I love it.


Chapter 2

I nodded shamefully. “I do,” I whispered.

“I knew it. I knew that no girl could be as uptight and OCD as you on the outside, and not be a sex-loving freak on the inside.”

She sat down beside me on the bed and lifted a hand up to massage one of my massive tits. “And I knew no girl could have a rack like this and not be totally down-to-fuck with anybody."

"What the hell?!" I jerked away, shocked. Kaye and I had been roommates for a few months now, and despite hanging out in our underwear most nights and getting drunk together at dozens of parties, she'd never even once indicated that she was interested in girls. "Uh, Kaye, what are you--"

Kaye roughly grabbed a fist of my hair and jerked my head down onto the bed. She held her grip on my hair tightly while her other hand continued to maul my tits. "I'm sorry, Princess Olivia, but I just read a signed fucking contract that says that you need to let anyone use your body however they want." She twisted my nipple hard and brought her mouth close to my ear. "Did I misunderstand that? Am I wrong?" I shook my head. "Say it out loud," she demanded before shoving her tongue into my ear. I shivered, my body beginning to tingle.

"The Professor says anyone who wants my body can do whatever they want to it," I whispered, afraid of what would happen next.

"Glad we're on the same page," she snickered. She reached down and grabbed one of the thongs I'd thrown around the room and twisted it around my wrists until they were bound tightly together and repositioned them above my head. She undid the overalls and peeled them off of me, leaving me wearing nothing but yesterday's dirty underwear and random patches of dried cum. She grabbed her phone and opened the camera app. "Now, smile for the camera, little slut!"

Humiliated, I did my best to grit my teeth and squeeze out a smile. It was going to be harder to follow these rules than I'd thought. She spent a few minutes circling the bed, spreading my legs for some shots, grabbing and stretching a nipple out for others. "Damn, Ollie, I have to say it: I've been waiting to get my hands on this body for a long time, and it is more than worth the wait." She smacked my pussy a few times, then roughly pulled the thong up until it almost disappeared between my lips. She continued as she took more pictures. "From the moment I saw you on our move-in day, I've been waiting for the day your experimental college lesbian phase kicked in. I guess you decided to go in a different direction with your sexual awakening but hey, at the end of the day, I don't care what fetish you're particularly fulfilling, as long as I get my share of this slutty little pussy."

My mind reeled. I'd been hoping that maybe she was only interested in a revenge photoshoot, but apparently I was in for a whole lot more. I was still shocked that Kaye had any interest in women in general, let alone me. I studied her long glossy hair, her flat stomach, her hard nipples. As much as I had admired her slim and lithe body in the past, I wasn't sure that I into girls at all and I felt a little queasy at the unknown activities before me. "Kaye, I'm not so sure about this, I'm not really into girls, I mean, I've never--"

Kaye cut me off with a sharp nipple twist. "Oookay, Ollie, no more talky. You're obviously having some trouble following the rules, but don't worry. I'm a very supportive friend." She jerked my thong down my legs and stuffed it mouth, snapping the thin strings around my ears to anchor it there. It hung around my face like a surgeon’s mask, and tasted like dried cum and pussy juice from the night before. It almost tasted...good. "There. Now we don't have to worry about you getting yourself into trouble."

She pushed my legs apart and lay down between them, her face inches from my pussy. She probed between my lips, lightly yanking on them before sticking her ring finger inside me. I was embarrassed that it slid in effortlessly; my pussy was soaked. Am I actually into this, or have I just been well-trained?

She slowly finger-fucked me with just the one finger for a few minutes, doing little but scrutinizing and making thoughtful little "Hmm" sounds as she took a long, invasive look. Despite myself, I could feel myself starting to clench down just a little on her finger each time it entered me, and I hoped that she'd add another finger soon, or speed up, or something. Feeling each puff of her warm breath made me start to fantasize about her tongue. Just a little flick, I silently begged. I had the sudden realization that although I’d done plenty of cocksucking in the last few weeks, I hadn’t been eaten out in forever.

With a long sigh, Kaye pushed herself up and stood beside the bed with her arms crossed. I inwardly groaned, feeling horny and desperate. "Well, Ollie, if this fine slit wasn't literally crusted in cum from sources unknown to me, I would be all over you right now. But since it is, and I'm not disgusting, my first taste of your pussy will have to wait until another day." She started to unbutton her jean shorts. "But, your first taste of mine is right on schedule."

She jerked her shorts and panties down in one quick motion and peeled her top off. Her thin legs let me see a light glistening on her pussy lips and at the tops of her inner thighs. She hadn't been wearing a bra, so she stood there completely naked, nipples hard, pussy wet. "Take a good look, Ollie," she said, spinning around to give me a full show. "You're going to be seeing a lot of it." Fuck, she really was a gorgeous girl. How have we never done this before? She took a step toward the bed and began to raise her knee to straddle my face. I eagerly craned my neck towards her, anxious to get a taste.

"Oops! Almost forgot." She jumped back down and bounded across to her side of the room, where she moved some books off of a large plastic storage box and opened it up. She returned a second later with two vibrators. "Thank God, these are washable, so they'll have to do for you." She shoved the first one into my pussy and I groaned with the familiar comfort of being full. "I assume that, with all the other freaky shit you do with him, he definitely uses your ass, right?" With the thong still in my mouth I couldn't answer, but I nodded. "Good." A second later, both of my holes were full and buzzing.

Kaye pulled the thong, soaked with saliva, out of my mouth and threw it on the floor. "Here we go," she muttered, easing herself over me until she was kneeling with a knee on either side of my head. Her slit hovered just a few inches above my face, and I strained to reach it with my tongue. "You changed your mind about pussy pretty quickly, huh, slut?" she asked as she pinned my head back to the bed with her thumb while I stretched my tongue towards her. "You're fucking begging for it now!"

She dipped down, and I finally got to taste her. We both moaned as my tongue disappeared in between her pussy lips. I lapped at her, shoving my tongue as far into her as I could, nibbling on her clit. "Unggh… you're not good at this, but at least you're enthusiastic," she remarked. She ground herself against my face and put her full weight on me as she reached behind her to grab my nipples. She twisted and yanked on them while I ate her out, and that combined with the fat vibrators in my pussy and ass nearly sent me over the edge. I could feel her getting closer to but right at the moment when I thought we might cum together--which would've been the most amazing thing ever--she was distracted by the ringing of my phone and lifted herself off my face as she reached over to the bedside table to grab it. I squirmed and wriggled my hips, trying to grind myself against the two vibrators inside me.

She picked up the phone and when she saw the caller ID, a wide, cruel smile broke out over her face. "Well look who we have here," she said, angling the phone downwards so that I could see it. "The devil himself."


Chapter 3

Derrick. Oh, shit! As much as I was enjoying myself, I was afraid that if she answered, she was going to say something rude and piss him off.

"Oh, Kaye, I should talk to him--" I was cut off by her suddenly smashing her pussy back down onto my face.

"Don't worry, I can talk enough for the both of us," she said with a smile as she held the phone upwards in a kind of awkward angle. I was confused at first, but then realized: She's doing a video call. I kept my eyes glued to the screen while I tonguefucked her, savoring her juices as they streamed down my cheeks. She answered.

"Ah, Professor Landry. To what do I owe the pleasure?"

I could tell that, for second, he was stunned to see Kayleigh instead of me on the screen. "Ah, Kayleigh, I wasn't expecting--" his beautiful voice trailed off as she angled the phone downwards, showing off her naked shoulders and tits. "…you. How are you?"

"Oh I'm great," she said, stretching out and showing off her tits and tight stomach. "In fact, today is probably one of the highlights of the semester!"

I could hear the laughter in Derrick's voice. "Is that so? I have to say, I wasn't quite expecting that you of all people would be so…open with me." A knot of jealousy began to burn in my stomach. Is he flirting with her?

"It's the least I could do, Prof." She brought the phone down and held it there, the screen filled with the image of the top half of my face and her glistening pussy. "Really, I should thank you for what you've done. For unlocking the freak inside Olivia. Say hello to your boyfriend, Ollie!"

I heard a sharp intake of breath on the other side of the line. Good. He likes it. I rolled my eyes backwards to try to look at the screen positioned above my head and tried to smile with my eyes. She took the phone back and began to talk to Derrick again. "I mean, I hate to say it, because if I'm being totally honest I've kind of hated you since the moment I heard about you, but this is honestly the happiest I've ever seen her. It's like you've unlocked her true form, or something." She leaned back and started absent-mindedly fucking me with the vibrator.

"So, you approve?" I heard him ask. I was so worked up that it was hard to concentrate on their conversation. I buried my face into Kaye and focused on flicking her clit with my tongue.

"Oh, I more than approve. This is going to make the rest of the year something special. I mean, this is ‘Roommate of the Year’ right here." I inwardly smiled at how my title had changed in the last twenty minutes. Her voice got tighter as she got closer to the edge. "Those rules you came up with are a great thing for me. And these clothes, I mean, Jesus," she said, plucking a random pair of blue sequined booty shorts off the bed, "Huge improvement. I'm never going to stop thinking about fucking her. I have to ask, though, what's with the pills?"

He chuckled. "Oh, you're going to like those." He continued to explain what the pills were and what they did. I heard something about my dosage, and regulating me, and blah blah blah. I didn't want to listen anymore, I just wanted to cum. I gave a muffled moan to try to get Kaye's attention.

"Ooh, the little slut wants to cum," she cooed into the phone. "Well, me first. And Derrick's going to watch." She held the phone down an inch from her pussy. “Do it, slut.”

Knowing that getting Kaye off was the key to my own orgasm, I had new motivation for devouring her pussy. I went at her as hard as I could, and within a minute, my face was covered in her juices as she squeezed my head between her thighs and moaned. "Oh, fuck yes, lick me you dirty fucking slut," she cried out as she came. I could hear through the phone's speakers the flapping sound of Derrick jerking off. She took a second to regain her breath, then flipped around until we were in a 69 position and started fucking me hard with both vibrators. "Here's your reward, Ollie," she said as she rocked the vibrators in and out of me like alternating pistons. I came for a full minute, almost crying with relief. When I was lying there, slack and exhausted, she slapped my extra-sensitive pussy a couple of times then picked the phone up again. "Well, I hope you enjoyed the show."

"That was simply beautiful." Derrick sounded very pleased. "Kayleigh, am I to understand that, with this new development, you and I may become allies of a sort?"

"Oh, yes. Absolutely. I am fucking fascinated by all this shit."

He laughed. "Wonderful news. Then, I hope that you'll do me the favour of making sure she's ready for class in twenty minutes?"

Hearing the word "class", my heart skipped a beat. I don't have class today. Not since I dropped out of econ. What's he talking about?

"Sure. You mean, yours? Econ 101 in Room 260?" We’d both memorized each other’s schedules when we’d first become roommates. Unfortunately for me, it sounded like she hadn’t forgotten a thing.

"That's the one. Twenty minutes. No, twenty-five--make sure she's just a little bit late."

Kaylee gave my ass a sharp slap and then saluted the screen. "Aye, aye, captain," she said. "Your wish is my command." She hung up the phone.

Despite the amazing orgasm I'd just had, I felt nervous. I hadn't been to Derek's class in weeks, and now I'd have to go back. It would be so awkward for all of my classmates who knew that I'd dropped out to see me there, especially…oh, God. I could only imagine what sort of outfit Kaye would be planning for me.

"Alright, get up," she commanded. "Derrick has asked me to do him a favour and I want to make sure I make a good first impression." She untied my wrists and I stood silently while she took inventory of my wardrobe, sifting through various piles on the floor. "I am definitely going to organize these while you're gone. This is impossible."

In the end, she decided on a bright yellow miniskirt that just grazed the bottom of my asscheeks and a black crop-top that showed plenty of sideboob. She fished out a pair of pink pleather platforms with hearts on them and, from her own drawer, ankle socks with a little frill. I put on each item as she handed them to me.

She looked around for a minute before triumphantly grabbing the dirty, spit-soaked thong I'd been wearing the night before off of the floor. "And for a finishing touch, this nasty little thing," she said, flinging them at my face. Obediently I bent down a rolled it up my legs, surprised that she'd given me underwear at all. She must have noticed the look on my face, because she added, "We'll need something to hold the vibes in place, right?" Oh. Duh. She pulled the thong to the side, shoved both of the vibrators back inside me, then hiked the thong up so the strings sat high on my hips and it pulled tightly into my pussy. My body instantly felt more relaxed with the fullness.

She grabbed one of my nipples through the top and pulled me over to the full-length mirror. "Tada!" she cheered, throwing her arms out. "What do you think? Will Derrick like it?"

I studied myself. The outfit looked good--it looked damn hot, if I had to say so myself, even if my massive tits were kind of squished in the tight crop top and bulged a little out the bottom and sides--but the rest of me was a mess. My hair was tangled and flattened at the back from the weight of her sitting on my face, and what little was left of my makeup was smeared across my face. I could still see the faint sheen of her juices all over my face and neck, and I was positive that I'd smell of both of our pussies. My wrists had little red marks where the thong had been tied. "Um, it looks good, but maybe I should clean up a little first?"

She grabbed the back of my head and bent me in half. My skirt rode up, completely exposing my ass, and she spanked me hard a dozen times. "Are you criticizing me? Do you think I don't realize that you look like a freshly-fucked slut?" Every blow jostled the vibrators inside me and started getting me excited again, despite the pain. She jerked me back up. "Everything I do is intentional. You look exactly how I want you to look. Understand?" I nodded.

“Good. Oh, and let’s not forget your pills. Have you taken your dose today?” I shook my head, feeling my tits swing just a little with the motion. She walked over to the box, popped open a bottle, and started counting them out.

“Six, seven, eight… and maybe a couple of extras for good measure,” she muttered, tipping at least four more into her hand. “Now, to your knees.”

Obediently, I kneeled, leaning my head back and opening my mouth. I expected her to drop them into my mouth, but was surprised when she squatted instead.

“Oh, you think we’re doing this the regular way? Please, have a little imagination.” One by one, she popped the pills inside her. My mouth watered. She laid back on the bed and spread her legs. “Now, come get your medicine. And no hands!”

I shuffled over on my knees and brought my face to her pussy. She commanded that I count them out as a I got them to make sure I didn’t miss any. The first two were easy, sitting right at the entrance to her hole. “Mm, one and two,” I murmured before going in for more. The next three were close to her entrance, so they were easy, too. It started to get more challenging after that, though. Her pussy was warm and wet from her orgasm earlier, so the pills slid around my tongue as I tried to fish them out. I shoved my face into her, hard, my nose rubbing against her clit as I shoved my tongue into her as far as it could possibly go. I could see her playing with her tits as I ate her out and the sight made my pussy drool. She moaned hard and put one hand on the back of my head so she could grind against my face. “Oh, fuck yeah, Ollie, eat my cunt!”

It took about ten minutes before I got the last one I could find. Kaye came once during the process, but immediately started grinding on me again. I sucked the final pill back and pulled my head away. “Eleven!” I announced proudly.

Breathing heavy, she looked down at me. “There’s twelve.”

I was confused, certain I had gotten them all, but shrugged and dove back into her pussy to look again.

“Not there,” she said, reaching down and pushing my head lower.

Oh, fuck. I shifted my gaze lower, and saw a tiny white dot where my pill poked out of her little asshole. I’d never licked an asshole before, but as horny as I was and as amazing as Kaye’s body was, I was game to try.

I used two fingers to spread her cheeks slightly. Her pussy juices ran down to her crack and had coated her ass as well. I touched my tongue tentatively to her; it gave a sexy little twitch, and I lost it. I licked up and down her crack and shoved my tongue up inside her. “Fuck, yes! Eat my asshole you fucking nasty slut!” She screamed so loudly I thought the whole floor might hear her. She drummed on her clit, and as I sucked the pill out, she came again, gushing a fresh batch of pussy juice all over my face. I lay my head on her thigh, breathing in her smell, while she took a minute to recover. I was dying to cum myself, but I knew that probably wasn’t going to happen.

After a minute, she pulled herself together, stood up and took a few quick pictures of me with my cell. “Hashtag outfit-of-the-day, right? Gotta look good.” She coached me through a few provocative poses before uploading them to my various social media accounts. When she was done, she tossed the phone to me. “Now, be on your way. Try not to accidentally fuck anybody and miss class, Ollie.” She opened the door, gave me a farewell slap on the ass and a surprisingly tender kiss on the cheek. “Bye now!”


Chapter 4

As the door slammed behind me, a few people in the hallways turned at the noise. They’d probably heard all the moaning and wailing during our hour-long fuckfest. After getting a look at my outfit, they were all immediately stunned. I saw two girls immediately start whispering to each other as I passed, not taking their eyes off of me for a second. Another tried (and failed) to subtly take a picture of me with her phone. An awkward looking guy, Jonathan, who’d always been trying to passive-aggressively flirt with me when I was still with Avery, swallowed hard and subconsciously moved a hand to his lap.

Fuck these losers, I thought. The girls are jealous and the guys are horny. I bounced along confidently, feeling the weight of my tits swinging with every step. I stuck my tongue out and winked at Jonathan as I passed by him. “Hey Johnny! How’s it going?” The vibrators in my ass and pussy distracted me from thinking about the awkward time to come as I made my way across the campus to the economics building.

When I got to the classroom, I stood outside the door for a minute, nervous. I looked through the small window and saw the entire class seated and rapt with attention, all looking up at--my heart skipped a beat. My lovely, sexy, brilliant Derrick was standing at the front of the class, one hand in his blazer pocket, the other gesturing casually to a slide on the projector, captivating as always. I’d known I would be seeing him here, but it had been so long since I’d gotten the chance to appreciate him as a teacher. It made my heart swell with a little bit of painful nostalgia, thinking of a time when things were simpler…

“Hey, are you going in or what?” a voice barked from behind me. Surprised, I turned to look at him. I didn’t recognize him; that wasn’t surprising though, the class had at least 500 people in it. “We’re late. Jesus,” he said, pushing past me. “Too dumb to figure out how to open the door or something? Fucking bimbo,” he muttered under his breath. I shuffled in behind him, not wanting to get hit by the door.

A few people looked up as the kid walked in, but as I stepped carefully into the room and scanned for a seat, eventually, every head lifted to stare at me. I saw a few students poke the people beside them, gesturing towards me with wide eyes. I scanned the room, uncomfortable now, looking for a seat. Normally during this class, there were dozens of empty rows of seats; today, though, I couldn’t find a single one. Where did all these people come from?

“Thank you very kindly for deciding to show up, Miss Miles, especially on the day we’re having a collaborative lecture with the fine men and women from Accounting 207.” Oh, fuck me. Today of all days? There was no way that was unintentional. Derrick kept his voice light, but I knew he would be having fun tormenting me. “Please find a seat quickly. I believe there’s one there, in the middle,” he gestured vaguely to the back of the room.

I followed his gaze. Yep, there it was. At the very back of the classroom, up 50 or 60 little stairs, and almost the last seat in the row. I’d have to shimmy my way past at least twenty students to get to it. It was probably the most mathematically perfect spot for me to expose myself to as many people as possible. I didn’t know how he did it, but there was no way it was a happy accident. You clever, clever man, I thought. My clever Professor.

“Sorry!” I chirped, then started making my way towards the seat. I crossed over to the first aisle and started making my way up the stairs. My thong, wet and stretched out, began to sag a little under the weight of the vibes with every step. Oh, fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. I tried to keep my legs as tightly together as I could, crossing them deeply with every step, clenching at the vibrators. My desperation was a mixture of not wanting to be embarrassed by them falling out in front of everyone, and craving the fullness they gave me. It felt like it took an eternity to get up there. As I passed each row, I could feel the eyes of the other students on me, subtly trying to catch an upskirt glimpse.

When I finally got to the top of the stairs, I sighed with relief. Now I could just kind of slide along without having to lift my leg and risk one (or both) of the vibes slipping out of me. As I stood beside the start of the row, waiting for the girl sitting there with her notebook out and her bag on the floor to make a little space for me, I grew a little annoyed. She stared straight ahead, pretending she couldn’t see me, but by now I knew for sure that she could definitely smell Kaye’s and my pussy juices on my skin, and was starting to suspect that this close up, she might even be able to hear the vibrators buzzing in my holes. My nipples hardened at the thought.

“Um, excuse me, sorry. Just need to get through there,” I motioned towards the empty seat near the end of the row. She shot me a look, then took her sweet time folding up the little writing table attached to her chair and hauling her bag off the floor and into her lap. “By all means.” She gestured curtly with her head that I could pass, but as soon as I took a step, one of her legs shot out in front of her and blocked my path. “Wait, didn’t you drop this class? That’s what Bella said. Why are you here?”

Why do you care? I thought, but I was in too vulnerable a position to start a fight--Derrick had told me to sit down, so I needed to sit, ASAP. “Oh, I’m just sitting in on the lecture. You know, prepping for trying the class again next semester.” I held a tight smile to let her know the conversation was over.

She raised an eyebrow and looked me up and down. “You didn’t even bring a pen or paper,” she added suspiciously.

I shrugged. “Just here to listen. Can I get through, please?”

She rolled her eyes and moved her leg to let me pass, when I had moved in front of her, wedged between her knees and the back of the seat in front of her, it was like the guy sitting beside her hadn’t heard or seen anything. His crap was still all over the floor and he was tall, so there was no way I could sneak past his legs.

“Excuse me, sorry, I need to get through,” I whispered to him. The girl made a big show of trying to look around me at the presentation below and huffed in frustration. “Just trying to grab that seat down there.” The guy finally turned to look at me and looked me up and down with a smile. I noticed that he was pretty cute.

“Oh, hey. Why don’t you just switch seats with her?” he asked, jabbing a finger at the annoyed girl. “I’m sure she wouldn’t mind.” He grinned a wolf’s grin and enjoyed the view from my neck down.

Despite myself, I was a little turned on by him. The girl beside him, however, was not. She shot him a dirty look. “Rude.” And to me, “I’m not moving. I can’t see, just go already, God!”

As I shuffled past him, I made sure to lean over just slightly to make sure he got a nice glimpse of my ass. I heard him exhale hard behind me. I caught Derrick’s eye and I could see he was pleased with what was happening. I gave him a little wink.

The next few people had already scrunched their legs up and made room for me to pass, so I walked by them without trouble. When I got to the next obstacle, I noticed it was a kid who’d asked me out a few times earlier in the semester, even though I’d always said no. His name was Cody, and he was a skinny little stoner with greasy hair. I shuddered, remembering how he used to wait around for me after class while I was waiting around for Derrick. I was surprised to see that now he was sitting extremely still, facing forward, not acknowledging me at all.

“Uhhh, hey, Cody, can I get by please?” I was a little weirded out. This guy had had a major hardon for Prude Olivia, and now that I was standing here half-naked and stinking of sex, he didn’t spare me a glance? He ignored me for another 20 seconds or so when finally his mouth twitched and I saw him shoot a little half-glance to the friend sitting on his left.

“Uh, yeah, sure Olivia. Sorry. Go ahead.” He suddenly moved his legs to give me some space. I raised a questioning eyebrow but didn’t care enough to ask any questions.

He had moved his legs but left his backpack on the ground. Rolling my eyes, I lifted my leg to step over it. Right at that moment, I heard the loud “Ka-chk!” sound of an old-school phone camera. Cody’s friend hurriedly jerked his arm away, but it was too late. Cody burst out laughing. “You fucking idiot! You didn’t put it on silent? How stupid are you?” He punched him in the arm. Other people down the row had turned and were watching the scene. At the front of the class, Derrick stopped the lecture.

“Quiet down up there, please. Olivia, stop disrupting the class.” Embarrassed, I waved a hand in apology to the rest of the classroom. Well, it wasn’t like dozens of other people didn’t have worse pictures of me. It annoyed me that Cody was one of them, but what could I do about it? As I pushed my way further down the row, I could hear Cody still whispering with his friend. “Dude let’s see it! Let’s see that pussy. Oh fuck, yeah, that’s nice. Dude, send me that!”

I ignored them and kept moving. I was about halfway to the empty seat now. Most of the class had turned back to pay attention to the lecture, but the rest of the seats I needed to pass were filled with guys, and they’d all been emboldened by watching Cody’s friend take an upskirt shot and get away with it. As I passed in front of each guy and waited for them to fold up their table and let me pass, they each got more and more invasive. The first guy brought a pencil to the hem of my skirt and lifted it, whistling a low note. He took a good, long look before letting me move on. The next guy put his hands on my hips and turned me so I was facing away from him and flipped the back of my skirt up, running a finger up and down my buttcrack. As his finger trailed over me, he must have noticed the buzzing because he stopped right where the vibrator sat and whispered, “Oh, shit!” He pushed against the spot over my underwear and forced the vibe deeper inside me. I groaned quietly. He slapped my ass before sending me along. The pills had sent my hormones coursing through my veins by now, and I was almost sad that I had almost reached the end of the row.

The third guy I passed caught me by surprise and grabbed my arm, pulling me quickly into his lap. I squeaked as my legs got tangled up and I fell on him. I recognized him as a mature student I’d seen around campus--early 40’s, maybe?--and he wrapped an arm tightly around my waist. “Well hey there, pretty girl,” he muttered into my ear. “I’m Scott.” His free hand moved up to rub the outline of my tit while the hand around my waist slid down and casually tucked a couple of fingers into the waistband of my skirt. When I didn’t resist, he started biting along my neck and I moaned a little at the sensation. I could tell the other two guys I’d passed were feeling a little bit ripped off by their brief encounters. I could feel Scott’s cock underneath me, rock hard and pressing against my ass.

All the groping combined with the buzzing in my pussy and ass had made me incredibly horny. “Hi Scott,” I purred. “Mind if I sit here for a minute while the other boys move their things?” I arranged myself so that he got a good look down my shirt and put a finger to my lips, hoping to keep him quiet. I wanted to enjoy myself, but I knew that if we got caught, Derrick would have to interrupt us.

“Not at all,” he replied, before turning and barking at the guys down the row. “Hey, move your shit. She’s gotta get through.” Turning his attention back to me, he moved his hands up to my tits and started full-on mauling me. “They’ll only take a minute,” he reassured me. My nipples were rock solid and felt amazing between his pinching fingers. I started sliding my ass back and forth along his hard cock, aware that I was getting his jeans wet. The chair creaked conspicuously every now and then, but for the most part, no one knew anything was going on.

The guys further down the row were staring at us incredulously. I locked eyes with them as I pulled Scott’s face back to my neck and moaned. “Like, now?” I snapped at them. Like zombies, they slowly started to clear the way, unable to take their eyes off of us. They were all hard beneath their jeans, and one of them had taken out his phone and started filming me. I gave him a wink and spread my legs a little for the camera.

Scott moved his hand up under my skirt and started rolling my clit between his thumb and forefinger over my thong. I almost wailed in pleasure but I caught my voice just in time. He went to put a finger inside me when he was blocked by the vibrator. “Too bad,” he whispered in my ear. “Looks like you’re already full.”

I saw Derrick watching me from the front of the class and had noticed that his lecture, normally smooth and effortless, was a little more awkward than usual. Guess he’s distracted by my show. “Don’t give up so easy,” I taunted Scott as I licked his ear. “It’ll fit!” I was desperate for an orgasm, and the idea of Derrick horny & hard at the front of the class made my pussy drool.

Scott wriggled his finger up inside me. The extra tightness was exhilarating. He could feel through my pussy wall that there was a vibrator in my ass, too. He whistled low and starting slowly working his finger in and out of me. “Goddamn, girl, where the fuck did you come from?”

He put one hand around my waist and started rocking me back and forth faster, grinding his cock against me. “I haven’t jizzed myself since I was a teenager, but I’m gonna go ahead and consider this a special occasion,” he breathed into my ear. Within a minute, he gripped me hard and bit into my neck as he came silently in his jeans. He withdrew the finger from my pussy and traced a trail of pussy juice over my whole face before he put it into my mouth, wiping it along the insides of my cheeks while I sucked on it. There was the faintest sheen of sweat on his face as he tweaked my nipples one last time and then patted me on the ass and gestured towards the empty seat. “The way’s all clear. I’ll be here if you ever wanna...hang out, outside of class.”

I stood, almost deliriously horny, and made my way past the stunned faces of guys in the last remaining seats between me and the empty spot. I was a little disappointed that I didn’t get off, but I planned on grinding down on my twin vibrators as soon as I reached the empty seat. As I passed the guy with his phone out, I paused in front of him, flipped my skirt up, and pumped myself a few times with the vibrator to give him a good show.

The last three seats in the row were cut off from the rest by a large black metal electrical box that housed a bunch of the electronics for the sound system. It was almost as tall as me and I could barely squeeze around it to get to the last few seats. There was one guy sitting on either end with the empty seat in the middle. My juices were running down my legs now and left a slippery trail beneath me. As I bent down to sit, my foot slipped, sending my knees hard into the back of the seat in front of us. There was a nerdy looking guy sitting in it who had previously been very involved in Derrick’s lecture, but his eyes went wide when he caught sight of me and stared with his mouth open. I ignored him. I rearranged myself more comfortable into the seat with a sigh and turned to my two neighbours and introduced myself. “Hi guys, sorry about all the commotion. I’m Olivia!” I whispered, extending a hand to the guy on my right.

“Oh, I know.” He stared hard at me, unsmiling. That was an unusual response from men when I was wearing an outfit like this. I was confused--maybe he’d heard of me from some of my classmates? But what guy wouldn’t be thrilled to spend an hour beside the sluttiest chick in class…..Maybe he’s some sort of ultra-conservative, wait-until-marriage kinda guy? I studied him for a second--long blonde hair falling in his eyes, tall, a little skinny. He had a nose ring and was wearing a tight powermetal shirt. Something about him seemed the tiniest bit familiar...

“Yep, we know a lot about you, Olivia.” The guy on my right spoke up. “I’ve seen about a million pictures of you.” He was shorter, but looked way stronger. His dark hair was buzzed ultra-short and he had a tribal tattoo around each arm. I had no idea who he was, either.

I turned, looking back and forth between them, trying to place them. The furious buzzing and my soaking wet slit made it very hard to focus. I thought I recognized them from somewhere, but…”Have we--”

“Yeah, we have met. We’re Avery’s friends. Remember him?” the guy on my right cut me off. “Ex-boyfriend? We used to work with him. During the summer.” Oh, fuck. I remembered now: Avery had picked up an extra job loading boxes in a warehouse last summer to help him pay for school. He had talked about these guys a lot and really connected with them. I vaguely remembered an end-of-summer kegger when Avery had introduced me to….

“Jameson!” I blurted out, a little too loudly. The guy nodded his head in mock congratulations.

“Ave’s a really good guy, you know. He was fucking shocked when you guys broke up,” the guy on the left added. His name came to me suddenly: Graham. “He had no idea why. But I guess this…” he waved a hand over my body. “...explains everything, doesn’t it?” He put a hand on my upper thigh.

I didn’t respond. This was the first time I’d thought about Avery in a long time, and even though I knew I’d made the right choice, I wasn’t sure how to explain that to his friends. I clenched and unclenched my pussy muscles as I thought of what to say. “You know, um, it just really wasn’t working out anymore, I--”

“Hey, you don’t need to explain. The outfit really speaks for itself. You just need some dick. Or, a lot of dick, I guess.” Jameson rubbed a hand along my stomach and lowered his mouth to my neck for a second, sucking hard--I knew it had probably left a massive hickey--before continuing. “Now, normally, the bro code would indicate that we shouldn’t mess around with anyone’s ex, but… I mean, Avery said it himself a thousand times: ‘Fuck that bitch’. So, we should honor his wishes, right dude?” I turned to look at Graham, who was rubbing his hand further in between my thighs. He nodded.

From the podium below, I heard Derrick announce, “And now that everyone’s seated--finally,” he added as an aside, making most of the class giggle--”I’d like to play short but compelling interview between two of today’s top economists for the remainder of the class.”

And the lights went out.


Chapter 5

The lecture hall was an old one. When the lights went out, the small, dim screen at the front of the class meant the classroom was nearly pitch black. The speakers were so old and crackly that they had to be turned up to max volume so people could understand what they were hearing. All of this plus the metal electrical box gave us pretty effective privacy.

Jameson immediately flipped my shirt up. My huge tits flopped out, nipples rock hard. He immediately grabbed the one on his side and started sucking on it. “I have been jerking off to the thought of these tits since the first time Ave showed me a pic of you,” he grunted between sucks.

Graham, on my other side, grabbed my other tit and started shaking it around, feeling the weight of it wobble. “Fuck, they’re so big! They’re unreal!”

The attention on my nips sent an electric current to my pussy. The video blared all around us. I leaned back in the seat and spread my legs, happy to have some help as I got myself off. I pulled my thong to the side and started plunging the vibrator deeper inside me when Graham grabbed my hand and yanked it away. “Oh hell no,” he said. He unzipped his pants and wrapped my hand around his solid cock. “Do his, too!”

I fumbled with Jameson’s pants until I got his cock out, too. They felt good in my hands, and I enthusiastically jerked them while both guys sucked and bit my tits. I noticed that the nerdy student in front of me now had his laptop camera turned on and the screen aimed up at me, capturing everything. I was enjoying myself too much to care.

Jameson reached down and tugged my skirt up around my waist then pulled the vibrator out of my pussy. I was so wet it started sliding out of me as soon as my thong was pulled aside. He looked around for where to put it before settling on my mouth. I could feel a string of pussy juice stretched between the vibe and my slit fall against my chin. I sucked on the vibe greedily, enjoying the taste. He plunged his hand inside me, starting out big with three fingers. I moaned, muffled by the vibe.

“Goddamn, Ollie, I’m three fingers in and you’re still stretched out,” he whispered in my ear. “You’ve really been taking advantage of the single life, haven’t you?” I felt him push in another finger and moaned again. I nodded my head enthusiastically.

Graham, on the other side of me, clearly felt left out. He started gnawing on my nipple, causing me to chirp in pain. He slipped a couple of fingers inside me, too, and the two of them finger fucked me in unison while I jerked them off. I arched my back against the seat in pleasure. My chest was covered in their spit and gleamed in the flashes of light from the projector. It looked so fucking sexy.

After a couple of minutes, Jameson folded up the armrests on either side of my seat so we had more space. He urged me up on all fours, and I kneeled, facing him. He took the vibrator out of my mouth and lowered my head down onto his cock. I started sucking him while Graham alternated between fingerfucking my pussy and fucking my ass with my other trusty vibrator. I was moaning non-stop now, deliriously horny and in heaven with all three of my holes filled up with something.

They flipped me around and Graham got his turn at a blowjob. He held pushed my head down until I had all of his cock down my throat, then held my head there. The back of my throat twitched at first but I got used to it quickly and started getting playful with my tongue on his balls. Drool pooled in my mouth and spilled out onto his cock. My massive tits rested on his lap and he started casually rolling both of my nipples between his fingers. Suddenly, he made a little grunting sound, grabbed a fistful of my hair and started pumping my head up and down his cock. When he started to come, he pulled me off of him and shot his load all over my neck and tits. The warm, sticky cum trickling down my body felt comforting and good. He lifted one of my tits to my mouth. “Clean yourself up. There’s a lot more where that came from.” I obediently started licking it off myself and scooping it up with my fingers where I couldn’t reach with my tongue.

On the other side of me, Jameson had been torturing me on the edge of orgasm, never letting me go over the edge. Now, he slipped under me so he was sitting beside Graham and I was sitting in his lap. He lifted me up, facing him, and slipped his cock into my pussy effortlessly. He breathed out hard, muttering “Oh, fuck,” as he started pumping me. He wasn’t huge, but it just felt good to get fucked. I bounced up and down on his cock while Graham played with my tits. I reached down and started stroking him to get him hard again.

I guess Jameson was pretty worked up, because it only took him a minute before I could feel him go stiff as a board and start cumming inside me. I bounced a little harder to make it a good orgasm, but I was disappointed. My pussy was on fire and I’d cum so many times in the last 24 hours that it would take a lot to push me over the edge. I pouted as I rode him. “Are you seriously done already? I can’t get off without a cock inside me!”

Graham laughed and pulled me off away from an exhausted Jameson, who was too spent to be offended. I could feel thick trails of cum running down my thighs as they passed me over. “Well, good thing I’m ready for round two,” he added with a laugh before pulling me into his lap.

He slid the vibrator out of my ass and traced the ring of my asshole with his finger. “I’ve never been with a chick who would let me fuck her in the ass,” he said, clearly marveling in the moment. I turned to smile at him.

“Glad I get to be your first!” I purred. He couldn’t take his eyes off my ass as he slowly inched himself inside me, whispering a low, “Oh. My. Gooooood.” So much of my pussy juice had leaked down to my asshole that he slid in easily. I bounced on him again, facing outwards. With one hand he fondled a tit and with the other he guided my hips as I rode him. Jameson started taking some videos on his phone while he recovered. I winked at the camera and started strumming my clit. Oh, fuck, yeah. My moans started getting higher as I got closer to cumming, but right at the moment I would have broken free, Jameson bent me down to start sucking him off. The angle was no good. I squeaked in frustration but didn’t stop.

They traded me back and forth for the rest of the class, always interrupting me right before I was about to cum. They chose a hole at their whim; one fucked me while the other got his dick sucked and held the camera. Both of them came in me or on me four or five times before Jameson, thrusting into my pussy, finally said, “Dude, I’m spent. I can’t believe I got tired of this before she did but this is my last one.”

Graham looked up at the classroom clock. “Shit, class is gonna end any second.” He pulled his cock out of my mouth and started moving away from me.

Frantic, I dug my nails into Jameson’s chest. “Are you fucking kidding me?!” I wailed. These bastards had been edging me for almost an hour and I was getting hysterical. “I need to cum, please, please, pleasepleaseplease--”

“Don’t worry, shut up, I got you,” Jameson said. He turned in his seat and rearranged me so I was riding his dick facing him. He leaned back a little, pulling me with him. In a second, I felt Graham’s cock at the entrance to my asshole. “We can do one more, right dude?”

“Yes, please, fuck, yesssss,” I begged as he slowly filled me. Once both of them were fully inside me, they began pistoning in and out of me, first alternating, then together. I slammed myself up and down, trying to get them each as deep into me as possible. Graham played with one of my tits from behind and Jameson chewed and sucked on the other. He lifted the phone up again to record me. I groaned like an animal, a small string of drool dangling from my lips as I begged them to please not stop this time. Finally, just when I was about to explode, one of the two of them found one of the abandoned vibrators and mashed it firmly against my clit.

Just as I started cumming, the video ended.


Chapter 6

The lecture hall was silent. I didn’t have time or the self-control to think. I leaned my head back and screamed. “Ffffuuuuuck yessss!”

The lights weren’t on yet. I heard people laughing, asking each other what was happening. “Oh my God, did Landry leave porn on his computer or something?” It wouldn’t have been the first time a teacher had played the wrong video for a class. My juices were streaming down my legs and Graham and Jameson were grunting loudly as they neared orgasm themselves. I drooled on Jameson’s shoulder as I moaned loudly. “Ungh, YES, fuck me!”

When the lights finally flicked on, a handful of students turned to look at where the noise was coming from and their jaws dropped. They immediately started shaking their neighbors and pointing at us. Half of them started shouting in disgust; the other half whipped out their cameras and cheered us on. Derrick was pretending to be messing with his laptop to find where the “sounds” were coming from.

“Alright, alright, I’m trying to find it, I’m sure this is just some clever prank--”

“Professor!” one of the students in the front row screamed. “There are naked people having sex in the corner!” Within seconds, anyone in the classroom of hundreds who wasn’t watching us now was.

“Miles. Gordon. Jameson. Stop that immediately!” Derrick shouted from the lecture floor. “This is criminal activity and you will all be punished fully!”

I didn’t care. I was so happy to finally be cumming, and my orgasm was so strong it almost knocked me out. I stared out at all the wide-eyed faces and hundreds of cell phones and rode their cocks even harder. My moans and wails weren’t even English anymore. Scared at getting caught, both guys pushed me off of them mid-orgasm and shot their last few spurts of jizz on my thighs, the rest leaking out of my holes down my legs. Almost slack with exhaustion, I grabbed the vibrator from Jameson’s hand and fucked myself with it for a few more seconds as I finished. Each of the guys jumped up and jerked their pants up around their waists before shoving their way down the row and out the emergency exit.

I lay there, out of breath and covered in spit and cum, smiling in a daze. Derrick was suddenly beside me, grabbing me by the arm and jerking my shirt back over my tits and pulling my skirt back down. “My office, now,” he growled. He was absolutely furious. I was confused--wasn’t this what he wanted? His anger scared me and snapped me back to reality. He pulled me along the row of seats, now vacant from students who stood, staring, out of the way. I stumbled in my heels to keep up with him, tripping a couple of times but he held me painfully upright by my arm.

“Professor, I’m so sorry, I didn’t realize, I didn’t know, I thought--” My apologies meant nothing. He completely ignored me. He dragged me through the hallways to his office, and when we got in, there was a TA in there marking.

“OUT. NOW.” he roared, scaring the poor girl half to death. I started to cry. What had I done wrong? I followed all the damn rules, I wore what he wanted, I DID what he wanted...And everything had been on the down-low before, but now, I’d been outed as a bimbo slut to almost a thousand people; to people who had never even met me before. There was no way my reputation could ever recover now. The worst part was, I wasn’t even satisfied yet. Even as I stood there blubbering and confused, my mind kept wandering to the thought of his drawer full of vibrators.

The TA, another one of his perky, big-titted bimbo girls, quickly collected her papers. “LEAVE THEM AND GET OUT!” She squeaked, dropped them, and scurried out of the room. He slammed the door behind her. He stood at the door for a moment with the blind pulled slightly to the side, watching her disappear down the hallway. My heart lifted when I heard the door lock.

Derrick turned, and the anger I had seen before was now raw, primal lust. “Oh, Olivia,” was all he said before he tore my clothes off of me until I was naked except for my heels. I shivered with anticipation. He stood back and stared at me for a second. I was suddenly just as horny as I’d been twenty minutes ago. He took a step closer and gently lifted my face to his with his thumb. “That was your official coming-out party. That was perfection.” I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, leaning in for a kiss.

Suddenly, I was on my knees.
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