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Who am I now?

I've never felt this unsure.

When I first fell in love with Derrick, I knew who I was. I was smart, ambitious, and hard-working. I was at the top of my class. I was riding a full scholarship and had so many possibilities ahead of me.

But if I want to be with him, that can't be who I am anymore.

It doesn't matter how smart I am. It doesn't matter how many awards I win, or how well I do in class. He doesn't care if my jokes are clever, or my opinions are informed.

All he wants me to do now, is fuck him. Well—fuck him, and suck him, and maybe his friends, too. He wants to abuse my massive tits and make me show my body off everywhere. He wants to teach me how to become a perfect bimbo slut so that he can love me back.

And I think... I think I'm going to let him.


Part I - He Summons Me

It had been a week since Derrick had taken me under his wing for my bimbo training and face-fucked me in his office, and I was starting to wonder if it had happened at all.

The aftermath, at least, was real: I had gone straight to the registrar's office after I had cleaned myself in the bathroom and dropped out of my Intro to Econ class. On the plus side, this would mean I could sleep in on Fridays and I could make up the lost credit during the summer. On the down side, it meant I hadn't seen Derrick all week. As the pale bruises around my breasts—I mean, my tits—had faded away, and my clothes sat quietly in suitcases like he asked me, it started to feel like that night had never happened. I was taking the vitamin supplements he'd demanded (eight different pills, twice a day) but I didn't really feel anything happening. I was worried that he had forgotten about me, or had never really intended to train me in the first place.

I tried to go about my business as usual. Now that my course load was lighter, I had less homework to distract me so I decided to spend more time with my roommate Kayleigh. It was Saturday night, and after refusing to commit to any plans in case Derrick called, I had finally relented around 7:30 to head out to a party with her. It was off-campus and at least a 40-minute bus drive away, but I was going stir-crazy waiting around in my dorm room so much and didn't mind making the trip.

As I got ready, I resisted the temptation to take extra time in the shower to frig off to the memory of my first lesson (but I did make sure my pussy was nicely shaved, just in case.) Attempting to embrace my new life as a bimbo, I dug around through my suitcases to find something a little sexier than I'd usually wear. I settle on a white tank top with a blue denim vest and a pair of skin-tight khakis. I added a cute pair of black gladiator sandals—flats were key on the nights Kayleigh and I decided to go hard on our drinking.

“Oliviaaaa, I'm so excited!” Kaye chirped as we made our way to the bus stop in front of the dorms. “We haven't turned up together in weeks! My friend Taylor has the coolest house off-campus. There's a pool and maaaybe a hot tub too? Some of the hottest guys are going to be there, mostly seniors, I think.”

“Well, I doubt you'll have any trouble hooking up with your pick of the litter in that outfit,” I added. I had to admit, Kaye looked stunning tonight. She wore shiny black leather leggings that made her long, skinny legs look even longer, and an almost-see-through blue sleeveless top. I was a little jealous—her tiny, perky tits made her look sexy and irresistible when she didn't wear a bra. I never had that luxury; with the size of mine, I looked like an attention-seeking whore.

“And what about you?” she prodded. “Will you be hooking up with some of Chatham's finest studs, or are you still waiting around for the dear Professor to come and claim you?” I hadn't told her anything that had happened that night, so she still thought that she might be able to get me to fuck a few guys and get over him. I rolled my eyes and answered, “Maybe. If I see anyone there hot enough.” I figured that would shut her up.

We had poured some vodka into Gatorade bottles before we left so we could start pre-drinking on our long bus ride across town. As we drove, I realized how long the trip actually was and got a little worried about how we'd get back, but the liquor started to hit me and the rest of the drive flew by. By the time we got off the bus and made our way to the house, we had a solid buzz going and were definitely ready to party.

“Hey ladies, what's up? You coming in here?” a good-looking guy in a baseball cap and polo shirt called out to us as we made our way up the driveway.

“Oh you know it!” Kaye said, winking at me. “Hey, do you know where Taylor is?” As we pushed past them both on our way into the house, the guy took a good, long stare at my chest and whistled. I felt a little rush—if I hadn't been so in love with Derrick, I might have enjoyed messing around with him a little.

Kaye had been right: the party was a good one. The older guys had bought plenty of beer and booze to get (and keep) everybody good and drunk. I didn't know any of the other people there besides Kaye, but they were all really friendly and happy to bring me into the fold. And Kaye had been right on another count, too: all of the guys there were pretty good looking, but some of them were straight-up gorgeous.

We had just thrown back a few beers and were starting to have a loud, rowdy conversation with a group of business majors when my phone vibrated in my pocket, letting me know I had a text. I pulled it out and gasped when I saw “New Message: Derrick” lit up on the screen. Kaye was sitting on the lap of a muscled biz dev student who had his arm around her waist and a hand on her leg. She looked up at me as soon as she heard my text tone, almost as if she knew who it was from. I could read the expression on her face perfectly: Don't you dare, Olivia. I ignored her and slipped out of the room to the backyard where I could read it in peace.

My heart was pounding with anticipation as I opened up my text app to see what he'd sent me.

21:45 – Where are you?

I fumbled with the keys, my fingers clumsy from the alcohol.

21:47 – At a party. Off-campus. where are you?

He texted me back within seconds.

21:47 – I'm going to text you an address. Be there in an hour. Bring your clothes.

Oh, shit. Shit. I knew I shouldn't have gone out tonight. When the address came through a few seconds later, I knew instantly that there was no way I could get the bus back to campus, grab my clothes, and be at Derrick's in an hour. I texted him back:

21:48-- i'm so sorry, I don't know if i can! I'm all the way in Leslieville, but i'll be there as soon as i can!

I bit my lip as I waited for him to respond. The Derrick I knew a month ago would have been warm and understanding. The Derrick I had met for the first time in his office a week ago was a completely different person. His response came almost immediately.

21:48 – Not my problem. Be there by 10:47 or don't show up at all.

My mind spun as I tried to sort out my options. I couldn't let the him down—who knew if he'd ever give me another chance? The bus would be too slow. I couldn't really afford a cab, but I didn't have a choice.

While I was panicking, Kaye stormed out of the house and slammed the sliding door shut behind her. She looked around the yard and when she spotted me, stormed over.

“Who are you texting?” she demanded. “Is that Derrick?”

I was too drunk and distracted to come up with a lie. “Yeah.”

“Oh hell no! You need to end that conversation right now. I do not want our night to be ruined by you turning into a sobbing mess while you try to drunk dial him. Let's go back in the house,” she commanded, grabbing my shoulder and pulling me towards the door.

“I can't—he wants me to go over there, I have to leave—” I pulled away from her.

“Bitch, what? Are you seriously going to abandon me halfway across the city because some guy, who fucked with you once, wants to fuck with you again?” She was a lot more drunk that I'd realized inside. She was screaming at the top of her lungs now, and had attracted a small crowd who were all giggling and whispering. “You are going to put your phone away, walk back into that house, and pick yourself a hot frat boy to fuck, and that's final!”

A voice from the crowd called out, “I volunteer!” and the rest burst into laughter.

“Kaye, I'm so sorry but I have to go, you don't understand, I have to,” I pleaded as I pushed my way past through the crowd to the gate by the side of the house.

“Okay, fuck you too, then, Olivia! I don't even fucking care!” she screamed as I let myself out and escaped to the front yard.

The drama and my tight timeline were sobering me up, fast. I was already six minutes into my one-hour deadline, and I imagined that Derrick wouldn't be too lenient on me being late for our second session. I dialed the cab company and was put on hold. As I stood there, phone to my ear, I reached into my pocket to see how much money I had on me when I realized my wallet wasn't there. I gasped. I immediately hung up the phone and patted myself down, checking every pocket, inside my bra, on the lawn around me. “No! Nononono!” I started to breathe heavily, almost hyperventilating.

“Hey, are you alright, sweetheart?” A voice called from the doorway. I looked up, and saw the guy in the baseball cap who had leered at my earlier in the night.

“I—no. I lost my wallet, and I've got to leave, like, ASAP, all the way back to campus, and now I can't pay for a cab--” I was about to give into my despair. I wasn't sure if I had left it at home or lost it somewhere at the party, but I didn't have time to look for it. I had been waiting for him to summon me all week, and now that it had finally happened, I was going to ruin everything. What if he wouldn't give me another chance? The thought hit me and I broke down in tears.

The guy stepped out of the house and closed the door behind him. He walked down the steps towards me and put an arm around my shoulder. “Hey, hey, shhh. It's okay. It's fine.” He squeezed me tightly against him and rested his chin on top of my head. He held me like that for a minute, and I felt slightly calmer. He pulled away and looked me in the eye. “So you really gotta get outta here, huh? There's no way you can stay over?”

I shook my head tearfully.

“Well if it's really important... I've got thirty bucks on me from doing a beer run earlier.”

I looked up at him, incredulous at his sweetness. “Wait, really?” He nodded. “And you'd be willing to give it to me?”

He nodded again, but slower this time. “I mean, yeah, if you really need it. I just need, I don't know...” His arms dropped from my shoulders to around my waist. “Something in return?” He pulled me in and began kissing my neck.

I was shocked, and suddenly repulsed by him. I ripped myself away from him. “Are you fucking kidding me? You want me to fuck you for thirty bucks? You can go fuck yourself!”

“What? No! No. I don't want you to fuck me,” he reassured me, grabbing back onto my shoulders. “But maybe we could do something else?”

I was blown away by the audacity of this guy. “I don't even know your name! Who are you?” I demanded.

“Okay, fair point. Let me introduce myself. My name's Steve, I'm in fourth year biochem, and I want to fuck the shit out of your huge tits. Now do you want that thirty bucks or not?”

I gulped. I did not want to have this guy rub his cock all over me minutes before I was going to see Derrick, but I was desperate. There's no way Kaye would lend me the money so I could ditch her to see him, and I didn't know anyone else here. My time was running out. And besides, a tit-fuck wasn't like real sex. I'd always save that for Derrick.

“Okay, fine. You have five minutes to come and then I'm leaving.”

Steve whooped and fist-pumped the air. “Fuck yeah! Drunk sluts rule!” and immediately started man-handling my tits.

“Not here!” I hissed. “Come around the side. And give me the money first.”

He eagerly handed me the crumpled up wad of bills and started pulling my shirt over my head as we walked around to the dark side of the house and took a moment to marvel at the size of my tits before struggling with the clasps of my bra. “Girl, how have I never seen you around campus before? I mean, seriously, how could anyone miss these things bouncing around the halls?” After a minute of his jabber, I got impatient and pulled it off myself.

“Hurry up. You're down to four minutes now.”

He stopped talking immediately and buried his face into my chest, biting and sucking and slobbering all over them. He used both hands to knead brutishly at them and entertained himself for a solid minute by lifting them up by the nipples and watching them drop.

“Three minutes.”

“What the hell, are you actually keeping time?” he scoffed. “Get on your knees, you're done when I'm done.”

My cheeks burned red with indignation, but I didn't have any other choice. I got on my knees on and pushed my tits together while he pulled out his rock hard cock. He bent his knees a little to try to get into position.

“No, it's no good. Kneel down on those bags of soil over there.” He pointed.

Are you fucking kidding me, I thought, but I didn't want to argue. I settled down on the bags of soil and he tried again.

This time, he got into the perfect position. He worked up a huge wad of spit in his mouth and carefully let it fall out onto my cleavage. He toyed with my nipples as he slid his cock up and down between my tits, groaning loudly and pausing every so often to spit on my chest (and sometimes accidentally onto my face). I was worried that the people in the backyard could hear us, but wanted to get it over with as quickly as possible.

It only took a minute or two of thrusting for him to finish. He locked his knees and grabbed onto the back of my head as he came, moaning “Oh, shiiiiiiiit,” as he finished all over my tits. As soon as he was done, I was on my feet, wiping his cum off of my chest and neck and, since I had nowhere else to put it, tried ineffectively to wipe it off of my hands onto the side of the house. It wasn't until I turned around to pick up my shirt and bra that I noticed several glowing rectangles hovering above the fence.

“Oh, fuck you guys! You fucking perverts!” I picked up a handful of gravel and threw it at them. The strangers behind the fence immediately burst out laughing and pulled the phones back behind the fence for protection. Great, now my fall from grace was preserved forever on the phones of half a dozen strangers. I tried to reassure myself that they wouldn't have been able to pick up enough in the darkness for me to be recognizable.

I looked at my watch. I was down to forty minutes. I called the cab company and by the grace of God was on my back to campus in minutes. As soon as we pulled over, I threw the cash at the driver and jumped out of the cab.

“Miss! Excuse me! Missus!” The cab driver was yelling at me through a rolled-down window. “Miss! Hey! Come back!”

Frustrated, I turned around. “What?!” I screamed. Did this guy want a piece now, too?

“The cost is twenty four dollars. You only gave me seventeen.”

No. Way. That scumbag had ripped me off—and I had been stupid enough not to check.

“I'm sorry, I don't have any more money, I'm in a huge rush, I just--” I paused for a moment, then exhaled in resignation. I lifted up my shirt. “Take a picture and we'll call it even.”

With eyes wide, the cab driver fumbled with his phone and took what must have been a few dozen pictures of my tits. I held my shirt high to cover my face, hoping that when those pictures inevitably showed up on the internet, I'd just be another unrecognizable set of boobs.

I raced up to my room and darted around the room, grabbing as many suitcases and bags as I could carry. I didn't want to leave anything, so I stacked them on top of one another and looped the straps of more bags over my arms. I probably looked like a refugee fleeing disaster with all my worldly belongings on my back as I walked the four blocks to Derrick's house.

I got a little lost once I got into the suburbs, and my arms were burning with the weight of all the bags. It was hard to see the house numbers in the dark. When I finally found his house, I was impressed—this was an expensive neighbourhood and the house was a good size, covered in ivy and looking like old money. I struggled to lug all the bags up the stairs and set them down before pulling my phone out: 10:51. I was late. I prayed he wouldn't hold it against me as I rung the doorbell.


Part II - He Takes Me

The porchlight came on suddenly and blinded me. I squinted against the light, waiting for him.

A second later, he answered the door in jeans and a white t-shirt, with his beard trimmed closely to his chin and his hair perfectly ruffled. I had never seen him dressed this casually before, and it felt wonderfully intimate.

“Olivia. I didn't think you were coming.”

His gorgeous accent set my heart fluttering. “Of course I came! I would never stay away.”

He turned and walked briskly into the house, leaving the front door open behind him. “That's not what I meant,” he remarked over his shoulder as he walked down the front hall. “I didn't think you were coming because I told you not to bother showing up if you were going to be late.”

“Oh, I--” I was so confused. Did he want me to follow him? I quickly grabbed up my bags and dragged them clumsily into the dark entryway. “I'm sorry, I was just so far away, and I had to get back to campus to grab my stuff, and I lost my wallet--”

He cut me off, taking a few steps closer to me and peering intently at me in the darkness of the hall. “And look at you. You show up late, and still your hair's a mess, your outfit is appalling, I smell booze on your breath, and is that... what is that? What's all over you?” My eyes widened in fear as he flicked on the light and the chandelier hanging above us illuminated the hallway. He dragged a finger across the top of my cleavage and lifted it to the light to inspect. “Oh, did I interrupt something at your party? Did you really show up here covered in another's man cum?”

In an instant, I was overtaken with shame and worry and utter despondency. I knew this was a mistake I could never come back from. I stared down at the floor; I couldn't look him in the eye. “I.......I'm so sorry. Der—Professor, I'm so, so sorry.” Against my will, my eyes welled with tears and they started streaming down my cheeks. “When I got your message I knew I couldn't get back in time on the bus, so I tried to get a cab but I lost my wallet, and this guy, this disgusting guy, told me he'd give me thirty bucks if I let him fuck my tits, it was the only way I could get here and now I've shown up looking repulsive and you're probably disgusted by me right now, I don't blame you, I--”

“Olivia.” He lifted my face to look at his. “Stop.” He pushed the finger covered in Steve's cum into my mouth and ran it up and down the inside of my cheek. “What you did was absolutely perfect.”

“Re-ayy?” I said, my voice garbled by his hand in my mouth.

“Olivia. You let someone fuck your tits for thirty dollars so you could come all the way here on a moment's notice in case I might want to fuck you, too.” He smoothed his other hand over my hair. “Good God, you might have a bit of bimbo slut in you after all.” He pulled the finger out of my mouth and headed into the living room. “Come. Bring your bags.”

Exhilarated in my relief, I eagerly grabbed them up again and followed him. I hadn't ruined everything after all! “Professor, I'm sorry I went out tonight, but I thought you said one of the TA's would let me know when you wanted me. I.. I almost thought you'd forgotten about me.”

“Olivia, I'll stop you right there. If you want to continue this relationship, you won't question me or doubt my memory again.” Chastised, I nodded.“It's only natural for you to worry about me ignoring you or abandoning you, but if that happens it is always by my design and never because my memory has failed. It is not your job to presume that your mental faculties have exceeded mine, ever. Understand?” I nodded again.

“Good. To satisfy your curiosity, I was going to have my TA Ellie bring you a note on Monday morning. But my evening date with your school chum Bella fell through—the girl went and got herself a nasty case of alcohol poisoning last night—and I didn't want to waste the whole evening. Now, let's fix you up a bit, shall we?”

He reached out, grabbed my tank top with both hands, and pulled. It was a cheap one, flimsy and thin, so it gave in without much of a fight. It tore down the middle until it reached below the bottom of my bra. “If you're going to wear a tank top, you'd better do it right.” He unclasped my bra and roughly pulled it off me. My huge tits fell and stretched the torn top, revealing so much cleavage that my nipples were almost visible.

“Better. Much better.” He leaned down and started sucking on of my nipples through the shirt. The sensations sent a wave of pleasure shooting through me and my clit began to hum. He switched tits, and when he was done, there were two massive wet spots making the flimsy shirt almost see-through.

“Now, this is a sight worth capturing. Arms behind your back, Olivia.” He pulled his cell phone out of his pocket and started taking pictures of me.

After a minute, he replaced his phone and continued his adjustments. “As sexy as this is, I think there's a much better option for these pieces.” He ripped the tank top fully in half and walked behind me. He pulled my arms together and tied them tightly at the elbows with the torn shirt. I stood there in nothing but my wide open denim vest with my tits hanging out. He came around to the front and jerked the vest together. It was so tight around my tits that I was almost wheezing as he did up the three buttons. When I'd bought the vest, I'd never intended for it to be closed at all, let alone act as the sole force containing my tits. Now, the buttons were straining and my tits were squashed together by the small pieces of fabric, pushed out even further by my bound arms.

“Now, look at yourself.” He guided me over to a full-length mirror in the hall. “Notice how the vest is so over-filled that your tits are almost at your chin, and if you turn to the side here--” he gently turned my body-- “there's so much side-boob going on that you're practically naked. And this delicious underboob here... But your nipples are fully covered, so you won't be removed from any respectable places. Understand?” he asked, grabbing a nipple hard through the vest.

“Yes, Professor.”

“You see, Olivia,” he said, rummaging around in the top drawer of a nearby sidetable, “half the point of being a bimbo is being seen. No one is going to know you're a sex-crazed slut if you get kicked out of class for showing the wrong body part.” He emerged from the drawer with a pair of scissors. “It's all a game of showing as much as possible, as often as possible.” He lined the scissors up at the ankle seam of my khakis. I stood still as a statue as he slowly cut up, higher and higher, until he was only a few inches from the waistband. He cut around my leg until the entire pant leg was removed and then cut the other to match. I looked in the mirror. The khakis were so tight that my pussy was clearly outlined, and the khakis—or, the shorts they had turned into—barely covered my pussy lips. From the back, they let almost half of my ass-cheeks show. He hiked up my underwear so it came high on my hips, sticking out over top.

“Much better. Now, this is an outfit that I'd expect to see you wearing to the kind of party you attended tonight.” He stood behind me and we both stared at my body in the mirror as he mashed my tits together with one hand and slipped one hand down the front of my pants. He started wiggling his finger inside my pussy, and as I ground my ass back against him, I could feel his cock had hardened to its full eight inches.

“No time for this quite yet. You're not done.” He went to his front closet and pulled open the mirrored sliding door. “What's your shoe size?”

I answered seven and a half, and after digging around for a minute, he threw a pair of neon yellow patent stilettos to the ground at my feet. I picked one up, disbelieving. The thing had at least a six-inch heel. I felt, for my health and safety, that I had to draw the line somewhere.

“Derrick, I can't w--”

“Professor. Don't make that mistake again, or you're not going to enjoy the consequences—although, I confess that I certainly will.”

I tried again. “Professor, I can't wear these. Honestly. You've never seen me in heels for a good reason, I'm awful in them. Maybe we could work our way up, you know, start with a nice reasonable two-inch heel and go from there?”

He grabbed my underwear and pulled up so hard that it split my pussy lips in two and rubbed painfully against my clit. “Put them on, Olivia.”

Reluctantly, I bent over and used the sidetable in the hall for balance as I put on one heel, then the other. They had a peep toe and an ankle-strap. Even though my feet were instantly begging for release from these contraptions, I had to admit—they looked sexy as hell.

“Good girl. Now, we're going to take a few pictures,” he said, pulling my phone out of my pocket. I was confused—why was he using my phone? My embarrassment over being on camera was quickly disappearing as he constantly brought it out, so I started to ham up my poses a little—sticking my tongue out, bending over and sticking my ass out, lifting a leg up high so he could see my pussy. I was actually starting to enjoy it a little.

“God, you look amazing,” he muttered as he snapped away. I could see his cock hard as a rock inside his jeans. I started to drool a little just looking at it.

“Now, what do you say we punish this vest a little, hm?” He zoomed the camera in a switched it over to video. “Bounce, my little cum-slut.”

With the height of the heels and my arms unavailable to help me balance, I wasn't very elegant but I started again bobbing at my knees, feeling the weight of my tits rise and fall. They jiggled together in violent ripples, threatening to spill out the top or over the sides. Derrick reached out and started slapping at them while I was bouncing. “Yes, keep it up, good girl.”

Eventually, my massive tits were too much. The first button popped, and the other two were quick to follow. My tits exploded out of the tight denim and were set free.

“Oh, God,” Derrick groaned. That seemed to do the trick. He grabbed me around the waist, lifting me. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he carried me into the living room.

He threw me down on the couch and immediately collapsed on top of me, burying his face in my chest and squeezing and kneading my tits. He sucked hard on one then the other, always keeping both nipples hard as diamonds. My arm tied tightly at the elbows made me feel vulnerable, but the attention to my tits made my pussy start to flow with juice.

“Oh, Olivia... you do clean up nicely,” he muttered as he reached a hand into my shorts and started rubbing his palm against my mound. “I think tonight may be the night I try out this slutty little pussy for the first time.”

He stood up and pulled me to my feet. He untied my arms and I rubbed my elbows with relief.

“Ah ah ah, not so fast,” he warned. “You're not done yet.” He pulled the vest off of me, then tied my arms back up with the tank top. He hung the vest around my neck like a scarf then bent me over.

“Lift your left foot,” he commanded. I did as he said, and he guided my foot through one of the arm holes of the vest.

“Now, the other.” He did the same to my right. Now, my head was pinned, with the fabric of the vest keeping me bent in half and my arms still bound up by the tank top around my elbows. The ridiculous position combined with the insane heels constantly threatened to send me toppling, but he grabbed onto my hips to support me.

“Are you feeling a little exposed, my pretty little slut?” he asked. I couldn't see what he was doing, but I heard the signature chirp of his phone camera taking pictures. “You should be; you've soaked through your new shorts and you're practically naked.” He stopped taking pictures for a minute and yanked my shorts down to my knees in one swift pull. He spent a minute running his finger over my swollen pussy lips, packed into the soaking wet thong. He took his time, dipping it just inside me every once in a while, using his other hand to rub my ass cheeks and his thumb to circle my asshole. After a minute or two, he grabbed the back of the thong and pulled it up so high that the fabric disappeared inside my pussy.

He disappeared suddenly, wordlessly, and I immediately began to sway dangerously without him to balance me. Where the hell did he go? My pussy was drooling in anticipation and I was desperate for his cock.

A minute later, he was back. I felt him pull the string of my thong to the side and shove in something big and buzzy. I jerked up slightly as I felt a similar buzz press in between my asscheeks and rest on the outside of my asshole.

“You'll notice, Olivia, that this vibrator is a two-headed model. A true bimbo fucktoy is happy to take a man in any of her holes, and I decided this would be a gentle warm-up.” My whole face was going red as the blood rushed to my head. I had never done anal, but I had to admit, the vibe did feel kinda nice. “Neither one is on a high enough setting for you to achieve orgasm, of course, so you'll just have to wait while I sort through all this.”

Wait, what? I struggled to keep myself standing upright as I heard him drag my suitcases into the living room and unzip one. Was he seriously going to leave me here like this while he sorted through four bags of clothes? My pussy was clenching hard around the vibrator and I needed to get fucked sooner rather than later.

“Oh, I nearly forgot. Here.” He gently guided me in tottering around until my face was turned towards the middle of the room. Peering between my legs, I could watch him. “Now, you can watch and the view for me,” he remarked, fucking me for a moment with the vibrator, “is much improved.”

“Now, here we'll start the keep pile,” he said, gesturing to the seat of an elegant armchair, “and the rest will be thrown away.”

He started rifling around in the first suitcase and pulled out a sweater my mom had given to me for Christmas the year before. “Good God, Olivia, I told you to only bring the clothes you wore regularly.”

“I do! I do wear that one,” I protested weakly. I felt like an idiot trying to have a conversation with him upside down like this.

“You wear this? This? Oh Lord. Well, you don't anymore. It's hideous.” He tossed it to the side.

“Sweater...sweater....another sweater... Olivia, have you ever heard of fashion? Has the term ever found its way into your dull little brain?” He dumped the entire suitcase out onto the floor. “If I found these bags lost at the airport, I'd think they belonged to a fat old doddering grandma.”

My stomach knotted in embarrassment. I always needed to buy large sizes to fit my tits, even though they were always way too big around the waist. I'd always felt insecure about it.

“You're only young once, Olivia. Without serious surgical intervention, tits the size of yours have maybe 5 to 10 years maximum before they're sagging at your knees. You've got to make the most of the time you've got.” He went through the next bag, insulting and throwing away most of my favourite clothes. “Too big. Too frumpy. Too old-fashioned. Not your color.” He threw away concert t-shirts, hand-knitted sweaters, cherished old pairs of jeans that fit just right. “I hate to say this, my dear, but it looks like you've got almost nothing that's acceptable here. What a pity—some of it looks rather expensive.” I wanted to argue, but it was hard to concentrate with the vibrator buzzing in my holes. My juices were running down my legs and I occasionally caught myself licking at them mindlessly.

After about twenty minutes, he was done. He had left me with a few pairs of panties, one pair of super-short terry cloth shorts that I had gotten from the campus store in the wrong size accidentally, a few thin tank tops, a pair of cowboy boots, a single push-up bra, and a bikini top of Kaye's that had accidentally gotten mixed in with my clothes and would never in a million years be able to contain my massive tits.

“I know there isn't much left here, Olivia, but don't worry—we'll go shopping and I'll sort you all out. I'm happy to help my bimbos look their best.” I nodded without really understanding what he was saying. My clit was swollen and electric from the buzzing of the vibrator, and all I could think about was getting fucked, or figuring out a way to free my hands so I could do it myself.

His feet and ankles filled my view as he came over to me and started rubbing his hands over my back, ass and pussy. He gave me a good hard spank now and then, sometimes on my ass, sometimes on my pussy lips or mound. My thong was so soaked that it sent little splatters of pussy juice everywhere when he did. He pulled out his hardened cock and let it stab at my legs pussy as he continued to spank and slap me.

Derrick pulled the vibrator out of me and both of my holes felt pathetically empty. I breathed heavy, knowing what was coming next. He kneeled down and slipped the end that had been in my pussy into my mouth. Unconsciously, I started sucking at it greedily. He pulled the string of my thong to the side and I could feel him positioning the head of his cock at bottom of my slit. He rubbed it back and forth for a few strokes, getting it wet and slippery. “I have been thinking... about this pussy... since the first day of class...” he said, pushing in just an inch. “And I have been fantasizing about it... since you made me go with you...on all those miserable, sexless dates...” I moaned loudly, muffled by the vibrator crammed in my mouth and the pools of drool that spilled out down my cheeks.

He pulled the vibrator out of my mouth. “I'm sorry, what was that?”

“Professor, pleaaase, please,” I begged.

“What are you asking for, Olivia?”

“Please fuck me, oh God,” I moaned as I tried in vain to push myself back on his dick. He dug his fingers tightly into my hips.

“Keep... talking...” he groaned as he slid in another inch.

It was hot and humiliating to have to beg him to fuck me while I was tied up and bent over like this. There was so much blood in my head from being upside down for so long that I could barely speak or think straight. “Professor Landry, please fuck me, please give me that fat cock, I love you so much, please fuck my sopping pussy, I'll be your bimbo fucktoy forever, I'll do anything please please--”

Without warning, he rammed his cock in up to the hilt. I screamed out as my pussy stretched to take him. He thrust hard and my pussy lips were so engorged that they wrapped tightly around his shaft as he pumped me.

“You like that, you fucking slut? You like having your brains fucked out?”

He kept fucking me hard, sending droplets of pussy juice everywhere every time his body slammed into mine. My tits were hanging in my face, swinging around wildly. His cock felt so good inside me; it felt so right to finally be fucked by him. He railed me without pause, pulling out almost all the way before slamming his cock back inside me. My clit was on fire and after over half an hour of being teased with the vibrator, I was already only seconds away from cumming.

Suddenly, he stopped. I wailed with frustration. “Professor! Fuck me! Fuck m—unggghhh!” My eyes rolled back as I felt the buzz of the vibrator again. He rolled it around in my pussy juice and pushed it a few inches into my asshole before starting to fuck me again. I couldn't stop moaning now—the room was filled with my long, gutteral grunts every time he slammed into me. I was only a few thrusts away when he ripped the vest over my head pulled me upright.

The blood rushing out of my head made me see stars and pushed me over into orgasm. I screamed over and over again as the combination of the head rush, the fat cock in my pussy and the vibrator up my ass threw me into the hardest orgasm I'd ever had. My pussy was gushing and I almost blacked out. Derrick never slowed down. After a full minute, my knees gave out and I collapsed forward. Derrick grabbed onto my tits to keep me up as he continued to fuck my barely-conscious body. I made jibberish nonsense sounds as he railed me, letting one tit swing freely while he clutched at the other.

“You fucking bimbo whore, look at you, look at your massive slut tits,” he sneered as he fucked my weak body. “God, I love fucking bimbos like you!” It was like he flipped the switch into overdrive. He pushed me down over the arm of the chair so he didn't have to support me any longer and starting slamming his cock into me as hard as he could. One of my tits had fallen off of the chair and dangled in the air, swinging like a huge heavy pendulum.

“Oh, Olivia, yes, yeeeeesss,” he moaned as he came, pulling out and coming all over my pussy and the tops of my thighs. It felt like a dozen spurts coated me as I slipped off the chair, unable to hold myself up anymore.

I lay on the ground, panting, covered in Derrick's cum and my own spit and juices, with the vibrator still humming in my asshole and those brutal yellow heels still on my feet. He untied the shirt binding me at the elbows and threw a blanket over half of me before wordlessly walking out of the room. In my daze, I could hear the soft creaks as he went up the stairs. When he reached the top, he called down, “Be up and ready at 9 a.m. We're going shopping.” And with that, he flicked off the lights.

Before I passed out, I only had one thought:

I love you, Professor.

Keep reading?


Author’s Note

If you loved this installment of Bimbo University, make sure to check out Bimbo University #1: “Disappointing the Professor”, where Olivia first discovers Derrick’s particular taste in women, and keep your eye out for the next installment, Bimbo University #3: “Driving with the Professor”, where Derrick takes Olivia on the open highway and teaches her how to show off for any drivers lucky enough to pass by. (And, how to give road head in a stick-shift car. Now that’s magical!)

Thanks for reading! I can’t wait to see where the Professor takes Olivia next.

--Pax 


Pax Parker’s “A+ Bimbo Slut” series

Disappointing the Professor (A+ Bimbo Slut #1)

The smart and talented Olivia Miles has fallen in love with her economics professor, Derrick Landry. After she breaks up with her highschool boyfriend so they can be together, she walks in on him sleeping with another student and Derrick drops a bomb: he never wanted her in the first place. He’s only interested in women who can be loyal, dedicated bimbo sex slaves. Prudish Olivia is shocked, but she’s not a quitter. She’ll do whatever it takes to make him love her back, and if that means becoming a bimbo slut, then what choice does she have?

Taken by the Professor (A+ Bimbo Slut #2)

After her first humiliating lesson in bimbo sex servitude, Olivia hasn’t heard from the Professor in a week. When she finally leaves the house and heads to a party across town, he finally summons her--and she’ll do whatever and whoever it takes to get to him in time. As Derrick trims down her wardrobe to help her polish her new bimbo look, he decides to tie her up and take advantage of a teachable moment.

Driving with the Professor (A+ Bimbo Slut #3)

Olivia wakes up sore and covered in cum, but within the hour she’s speeding down the highway in the Professor’s convertible. Derrick’s smart man and knows how to take advantage of a situation. He’ll never miss an opportunity to parade his bimbo: soon, she’s on all fours, showing off everything for any stranger lucky enough to drive by.

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

At the mall, the Professor shops for a new wardrobe for Olivia--the more humiliating and revealing, the better. And with tits like hers, it’s not hard to do. Playing dress-up with her is so much fun that he can’t help but invite the salesmen to join him in showing her how a bimbo slut is supposed to be used.
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