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Chapter 1

Driving back from the mall, I drifted in and out of sleep. I was exhausted by the afternoon we'd spent there. I dreamt that the Professor was fucking me in the back of a shoe store, with shelves of shoes boxes stacked to the ceiling. In real life, when I slipped groggily closer to the surface of the waking world, I'd feel a finger in my pussy or a hand fondling my tit. Sex was starting to dominate every minute of my life.

He must have taken the scenic route, because the sun was just setting as we got back to the college town. He turned into an area I didn't recognize and pulled into the parking lot of a small strip mall

“I'd bring you closer,” he explained, “but I can't risk being seen with you. Especially not with you looking like that. You'll have to walk the rest of the way.”

Drowsy, I groggily pulled myself up to sitting and rubbed at my eyes. I looked around at the signs on the buildings around me, trying to figure out where we were. Morrow Street Butcher. “Professor, Morrow Street's in the shopping district. We must be, like, three miles from the school.”

Derrick shrugged. “You're a student without a car. I'm sure you've walked that far before.”

“Not in shoes like these,” I replied, looking resentfully at the heels with thigh-high straps he'd put me in.

“Olivia. This isn't a debate,” he snapped. “You'd think you'd be more grateful, considering I just spent a few thousand dollars on your new wardrobe. I'm not going to risk my career to save you the inconvenience of a short walk.”

My face instantly burned. I didn't want him to be upset with me. “I'm sorry, Professor. You're right. Thank you for the clothes.”

He seemed to calm a little. “You're welcome. And I've got to tell you, Olivia—you did very, very well today. I think you're the most promising candidate I've ever had.” He lifted his hand to my face and ran his thumb over my cheek. I pressed into him. “Keep up the good work. You're going to do very, very well. Oh, and you'll need this, I suppose--” he said, tucking my cell phone into one of the bags. I'd forgotten that he'd ever taken it in the first place. God, I hope no one's been trying to call me.

He got out of the car and came around my side to say goodbye. We stood in the parking lot making out hard for a minute. When I'd been with Avery, I wasn't a big fan of public displays of affection. Now, I didn't even protest as Derrick mauled my tits and groped my ass as we kissed.

He drove off, leaving me standing encircled by shopping bags. I struggled to slide them all over my forearms, the handles already starting to dig into me. In the shoes I was wearing, I'd probably be better off getting hit by a car and getting to take an ambulance versus walking all the way back to campus in them, but I didn't have my wallet and there was no way I could take a cab. I tried to balance myself as I heaved the bags up and started walking.

Cars honked and people shouted out their windows at me as I walked, but I barely noticed. I was too busy trying to re-adjust the bags into a more comfortable position and avoid twisting my ankle at the same time. As I passed by a bakery with a large glass front window, I caught a glimpse of my reflection: too-short shorts, a soiled white tank top, no bra, strippers heels laced up to my thighs. A week ago, I would have been horrified to be seen walking in the streets like this; now, I felt myself feeling a little flushed at the idea that all these strangers on the street would see me. In the past, I'd struggled to walk in a kitten heel, but now the 5” stilettos were quickly starting to feel natural.

I made it about halfway before I ran into trouble. My heel got stuck in a particularly deep crack in the sidewalk and I fell forward, slamming down hard on the pavement. My bags went flying, and sparkly spandex clothes spilled all over the sidewalk. “Oh, fuck! Fuck this!” My knees were bleeding and my forearms were scraped. I stumbled as I stood up and, frustrated, grabbing angrily at the various shirts and thongs and miniskirts scattered over the sidewalk and stuffed them in a bag.

I heard a car pull over to the side of the road behind me and a voice called out. “Hey there sugar, everything alright?” When I turned, I saw a older, lower-end BMW filled with a group of men in their late thirties or forties.

“No! It's not alright!” I stomped my foot. “I'm just trying to get back to campus, and I just tripped and spilled my bags everywhere, and--” I was exhausted and sore and at my limit. I started to cry.

“Oh, hey, no no no.” The back door opened and one of the guys got out. He was wearing a bunch of heavily branded clothing that would have been impressive if I hadn't known there was a huge outlet mall right outside the city. He came over and started helping me pick up the clothes, then as an afterthought, stuck out his hand. “I'm Dan.”

I shook it, sniffling. “Olivia.” I bent over to grab more clothes and was acutely aware of my huge tits hanging down, and Dan's eyes on me. One of the other guys in the car whistled before the others shut him up.

“So, where are you headed? You a college girl?” he asked as we worked together. He picked up a thong and turned to waggle it briefly at the other guys, trying to be discreet.

“Yeah, I'm at Chatham,” I answered, pretending not to notice.

“That's great, good for you. Hottest girls in the state go to Chatham,” he said with a wink at the car. “So, you need a ride? We're heading that way—well, we're kinda heading north of there but we can make a detour if you want. How can we leave a poor girl stranded?” He shot me a winning smile.

Great. A bunch of flashy, married middle-aged men wanted to give me a ride to school. Well, it sure as hell beats walking.

“I'd love one,” I said, flashing him a big smile.

“Great! Okay, yeah, let's do this.” He turned and gave a big thumbs up to the guys in the car.

Dan grabbed all of the bags and headed towards the car. As I followed him, I found myself adding a little extra bounce to my step, feeling my boobs bouncing just a little more than usual.

I got into the back of the car with Dan. He introduced me to the other guys in the car. “Olivia, thats Marc, Rory and Stan.” They each gave a wave as he said their name. “Guys, this is Olivia. We're gonna give her a ride back to school, alright?” He patted his hand on my thigh.

“Mm, so I'm crammed right in between Dan & Stan. I like it!” I giggled.

“So, Olivia, what are you majoring in?” Rory, the driver, asked. The four guys all gave me their undivided attention. It probably wasn't a great situation to be in—trapped in a moving car with four strange men--but I felt exhilarated by it. I heard myself getting a little flirty.

“Oh, I'm undeclared right now. I want to try a little bit of everything before I commit, you know?”

Dan's hand started rubbing up and down my thigh. “Oh yeah, for sure. Smart girl. Smart girl.”

“So like, what do you guys do?” I asked as Stan, on my other side, added a hand on my other leg. He started rubbing it and giving it little squeezes.

“Well, I'm a divorce lawyer, Stan here is a sales manager, Marc... I have no idea what the hell he does. Marc, what the fuck do you do?”

Marc turned around from the passenger seat. “Im in software.”

“Yeah, Marc does some bullshit in software. And Rory's a stay at home dad now, 'cause his wife makes two times what he did!” They all laughed.

“Which is good, 'cause she's got no tits to speak of so she's gotta prove her worth somehow,” Marc added.

They all laughed again. “I mean, Olivia, you've gotta understand...” Dan undid my seatbelt and pulled me into his lap. “I'm just a couple of years older than you sweetie, so let me give you a little advice from an older man's perspective. It's great when a woman is smart and all but men like women who have certain, other qualities... two, main qualities, really,” he said, to more laughter. He slid a hand onto my stomach under my shirt, and Stan started ogling my chest openly.

When I didn't protest, the men looked at each other briefly—almost like they were confirming the game plan—and then started touching me more intimately. Dan rubbed his hand back and forth over my stomach, and Stan started tracing the outside curve of my tit. Dan bent his head down and started nibbling at my neck, and Stan put his hand up high on the inside of my thigh and slowly started pulling my legs apart. I leaned into Dan's kisses and started breathing heavily as they both started to fondle my tits. I reached down and put my hand on Dan's crotch and felt his cock was rock hard. I spread my legs just a little farther, inviting Stan's hand up higher. I could feel a little trickle of pussy juice leak out of my shorts and onto Dan's pant leg.

I was so caught up in the moment that I was caught off-guard when the car suddenly stopped. “We're here!” Rory announced loudly.

“Rory, what the hell man?” Dan banged his fist against the ceiling of the car. “You drove straight here? You seriously couldn't have taken the scenic route on this one?”

“Well, it's not very scenic from up here,” Rory shot back. “And Stan, we're having dinner with you and your wife on Friday, and I don't wanna have to look her in the eye and tell her I was there while you were finger-banging another co-ed in the car.”

I was disappointed that we'd gotten there so quickly. I'd been enjoying the men's attention, and I'd gotten really worked up. The other men kept squabbling as Dan helped load my arms up with the shopping bags from the trunk.

“Well, Miss Olivia, it was certainly a pleasure. You have a good week of classes, alright?” He reached out and slapped me on the ass to say goodbye. I regretted that I hadn't been able to get to know them a little better.

As I turned to leave, Dan grabbed me. “Wait a second—you know what, let me give you my number. Where's your phone?”

I shrugged. “It's in one of these bags somewhere.” With my arms all loaded up, I couldn't reach it. Dan rooted around until he found it, triumphant.

“Aha! Let's just throw this in there...shit, girl, you gotta answer your phone, you've got a million messages on here... Okay, where's your contacts? I.... ahh...haha, you got some nice pics on here,” he laughed as he clicked through it. Shit. The pictures Derrick took. I'd forgotten that they were on there. I'd have to bury them in a folder somewhere later.

“Okay, I'm in there. You call me if you ever wanna party with a bunch of old guys, alright sweetheart?”

I winked at him and blew him a kiss as I walked away. I lugged the bags back to my dorm room. A few of the students I passed on my way gave me weird glances, but I didn't think anything of it. When I finally got there, I fumbled with my keys, my arms burning with weight of the bags as they dug into me.

When I finally got into my room, I was relieved to see my roommate Kaye wasn't there. I hadn't spoken to her since the night before when I'd ditched her at that party to go and see Derrick. After the day I'd had, I was ready to pass out and go to bed. I barely managed to untied the strappy shoes, pull my shorts off and fall into bed before I passed out cold, surrounded by shopping bags.


Chapter 2

I woke up with a start, a niggling feeling in the back of my brain telling me I was forgetting something. The sun in my window told me it was around noon.

Groggy, I stretched and rubbed my eyes. When I pulled my hands away, they were black with smeared makeup. I knew that I'd missed my morning English lit class, but I was ahead in that class anyway; I could afford to miss one or two. It wasn't until my eyes landed on the pile of lined paper filled with neat writing and the title “Exam Prep” at the top that it hit me: I'd had an exam this morning.

No. No, no, nononono!

I pushed a bunch of clothes and books off of my night table, desperate to uncover my alarm clock. 11:47. It had ended almost an hour ago.

Oh my fucking God. I am totally, royally screwed. My scholarship was dependent on my continued academic success. After dropping Derrick's econ class, the only way I could keep my average above water was by getting an A in every other class. The exam I'd just missed was worth a whopping 40% of my English lit grade—I could pass the class without it, but just barely.

The only thing to do was to clean myself up, go to my professor and beg for the chance to make up the exam. Even if she only let me do an assignment worth half of what the exam was, I desperately needed every single grade point I could scrape together.

As I got ready to get my shower, I heard the sound of a new text. I picked up my phone and gasped. 43 new messages? What the hell? I had a lot of friends, but I wasn't that popular. I opened up my messages and, even though I was dreading it, read through the ones from Kaye first.

22:07 – bitch if u srsly think u can just ditch me and ill forgive u ur fucking crazy

22:19 – i can't believe what a dumb bitch ur being, that man is going to tyr to fuck u and ruin ur life and ur just gonna let him cuz ur so stupid in luv w him

22:30 – u broke up with ur fucking awesome bf so u could go be some fucktoy

22:50 – hes gonna drop u and dont come crying to me when he does

22:52 – omg some guy just said some girl w huge boobs was letting a guy fuck her for cab money

22:53 – did u actually fuck some guy for 30$$$????so u could get to him???

22:54 – omg yuo fucking slut

What the fuck! Steve said I fucked him? Wrong on both accounts, Kaye: I only let him tittyfuck me, and he only actually gave me $17. Trust a college guy to lie about hooking up with you. I stopped reading the thread of messages. I knew she'd chew me out the next time she saw me; I didn't see a point in putting myself through her drunken rants now.

Next, I opened up the messages from my cousin Lisa. It was weird that Lisa was texting me—we got along great and liked each other's pics on social media, but we didn't talk or hangout on our own. I think I'd texted with her about 4 times in my entire life. Is there a family reunion coming up or something?

11:22 – dude, did your facebook account get hacked? And insta

11:23 – there's some really revealing pics of you on there

11:23 – if you posted those no worries, you look totally hot!

11:24 – but just saying, you're fb friends with aunt rena and aunt dolly

11:24 – might wanna block them or something lol

My heart sunk and my mind spun. Oh. FUCK. Was that what Derrick had been doing with my phone all this time? Did he actually share those photos online? I tried to keep my mind quiet as I methodically opened up the Facebook app on my phone and logged in. No need to panic yet. She could be talking about anything. Photos from anywhere. Lisa's a bit of a prude. She's probably overreacting. It seemed to take an eternity for it to load. I prayed that there was some other explanation, that the photos Lisa was talking about were from a party this semester or something. But as the app finally loaded, I saw it: where before my profile pic had been me in a cute green dress with my graduate's cap on standing with my parents, I was now greeted with a sexy new profile picture of myself, braless in a tiny denim vest with mountains of cleavage, sideboob and underboob, posing in tiny wet shorts. You couldn't tell from the way the photo was cropped that my arms were tied up, so it just looked like I was shoving my tits out for the camera. As I scrolled through my feed, it got even worse—none of the pictures actually showed any full-on nudity, but it looked like I had done a photoshoot just to parade myself around in as few clothes as possible. There were over a hundred likes and almost as many comments, ranging from “nice one Ollie!” to “girl that's pretty racy” to the very last and most recent comment, “Olivia. Take these pictures down NOW.” It was from my mom, only a few minute ago. I noticed with a stabbing feeling in my stomach that Avery had liked and shared every photo, too.

I was stunned. That must have been what Aunt Rena was talking about when we'd met earlier in the day. My face burned with humiliation, knowing that she'd seen them. My knees slowly gave out and I sank down to the bed. What the fuck was happening to me? What was I becoming? A month ago, I was an A+ student, involved, engaged, ambitious. I had self-respect and high standards for myself. Now, in the last 24 hours, I'd let a random guy fuck my tits for cab fare, shown off my pussy to strangers while I gave road head, and jerked off some freak with my foot in a shitty shoe store. I'd been fucked four or five times since yesterday, and yet I suspected that if the men who'd dropped me off had wanted to go farther, I would have let them—all of them. Sex was dominating everything I thought about, and my sex drive was higher than it had ever been.

It had been fine, hot even, while I was incubated in my little world with just Derrick and me, but now that it was leaking over into the rest of my life, it finally hit me that I was destroying everything I'd spent the last nineteen years building.

I took a long look at myself in the mirror. What are you doing to yourself, Olivia? I took in the smeared makeup, the cum stains on my clothes and skin. The ridiculous new shoes, the tacky outfit. When I turned my foot to the side and saw the thick wad of cum dried and stuck under the arch of my foot, I lost it.

I freaked out, dumping every bag of clothing out on the bed and throwing them around the room. I grabbed for a facecloth out of the hamper and started scrubbing furiously at my face, trying to get every last molecule of makeup off me. Then, I remembered the supplements.

I ran to the bed, dropped to my knees and pulled the box of supplements out from underneath it. These must be what's changing me, I thought wildly. I never even thought to look up what's in them, what he's been giving me. He's been poisoning me! I turned each bottle over, staring at the ingredients, recognizing nothing. With wild eyes, I picked up the box and bolted to the bathroom, shoving concerned co-eds out of the way.

“Hey, Olivia, you okay?” called one of the girls from my floor as I pushed past her. I ignored her.

I burst into the bathroom and headed directly into one of the stalls. Without shutting the door behind me, I put the box on the back of the toilet and shakily tried to pull the top off of one of the bottles. I finally wrenched it off, spilling pills all over the floor. I dumped the entire contents of the bottle into the toilet, flushed, and then started on the next one.

It took me a minute to finish them all, then I tore the box in a few pieces and stuffed it into the toilet too. I went into the shower stall, turned the water on as hot as I could bear and sat, crying and watching the water swirl down into the drain.

I don't know how long I sat there, feeling miserable, regretting everything. I kept spinning that conversation with my aunt over and over in my head, re-examining it to uncover every hidden insinuation, every offer of help, every glimmer of pity and judgement. I thought about all the ways that I'd let strange men touch and abuse my body over the last week. I remembered Steve, who couldn't even give me $30 for my trouble. Rich, who never hesitated to follow Derrick's orders and feel up my naked body in the dressing room.

I have to call it off, the voice in the back of my head said, louder and clearer than it had been in days. I can't do this any more. I have to tell Derrick it's over, and try to save anything I can. I'd been repressing that voice for days, and it was like I'd suddenly had a moment of clarity, a gasp of breath above the waves. The suddenness and the firmness that the idea had over me almost broke my heart in half, but I knew it was the right thing to do.

Eventually, the water ran cold. It took everything I had to shakily stand myself back up and turn off the water. Some concerned girl from the floor had left a towel for me, and I wrapped myself up in it before heading back to my room.

Kaye was still missing. Good. I had some important things to do before I could try and repair our friendship. I'd have to call my mom and apologize, take down all those awful pictures...but first. I closed my eyes and tried to steel myself for what I'd have to do before any of that.

Derrick.

What would I tell him? What could I possibly say? That after all my big talk, my expressions of love and devotion, that I just couldn't hack it after all? That I just couldn't be a shared bimbo fucktoy like he wanted?

I could only start with, “I'm sorry”.

When I picked my phone up off the bed to call him, I was surprised. I had two missed calls from him, and a voice mail. That's weird. He never calls me. Happy to have a reason to put off the break-up even for a minute or two, I logged into my voicemail and navigated through the menu.

“You have. One. New message. Press one to listen to your messages now. Press two to record a new voice me--”

I cut the voice off as I pressed one, holding the phone to my ear, breathless with anticipation. I wasn't sure what I was hoping to hear him say.

“Message One.”

It took a second for the message to start, and when it did, there was nothing but heavy breathing for a while. I listened intently, the phone glued to my ear.

“Olivia...” My heart skipped a beat at the sound of his gorgeous voice saying my name. God, that accent. That sexy, sexy accent. My mind was immediately filled with the vision of his thick, firm lips parting to say it. Olivia.

“I needed to call you and tell you...I've been thinking about you all day.” Oh, no. No no no. I could feel a chip in my resolve, and I knew I should hang up instantly without hearing another word before I cracked.

“You're so goddamn beautiful, and sexy, and.. oh God, I don't even know how to say it...” I could hear it now; he was jerking off. The thought of his hard cock instinctively made me open my mouth and I felt the tiniest tingle of pleasure start low in my belly. No, no no. Olivia. Hang up.

“You're perfect, Olivia. Or, you will be, once I'm done with you. Watching you with those men... I've never had a girl so willing, so happy to be fucked. We're just getting started, beautiful girl. I am going to turn you into the perfect woman.” Hang up NOW, Olivia! my brain screamed at me, but I'd already begun stuffing that voice back into the box. My heart was melting as he said words I'd been waiting for him to say all semester. He was sitting at home, jerking off to the thought of me, calling me to tell me how much he wanted me.

“Ungh, you're mine now, darling,” he grunted. I could tell he was getting close. I slipped a finger into my pussy as I listened. “I'm not going to let you quit. You're going to be mine, and I'm going to fuck you endlessly, and keep you tied up in my house where I can look at you and kiss you and fuck you whenever I want, and share you with whoever you want, and keep you starving for my cock...”

I wasn't sure if he was still talking to me, or just saying his dark fantasies aloud. At this point, I didn't care. I added another finger to my cunt and started pumping them in and out. I started sucking on the corner of my phone as I listened to him cum, imagining that he was doing it all over me. This was the man I loved, and I'd do anything for him.

“Olivia... come to my house this afternoon. Get cleaned up and look your best. It's time to get serious now. This is the beginning of the rest of our lives. I'll see you soon, darling. Be here at three.”

I cried out as I came. The machine beeped.

I licked my fingers clean, one by one. I knew it now. I was in this for the long haul.


Chapter 3

Making up my English exam could wait. It was already two o'clock, and I needed to make myself look good for Derrick in a hurry.

I searched quickly through the piles of clothes all over the bed and floor, trying to find some pieces that would go nicely together. I put on a black push-up bra, a thong, and a pair of ultra-short overalls with a tiny front panel that really showed off my tits. I slipped into a new pair of sparkly blue high heels and looked myself over in the mirror.

Not too shabby, I thought, turning from side to side. I liked the way they showed off my ass. I grabbed a short cropped jacket to keep my arms warm and headed out.

As I walked from my room to the bus stop out front of the dorms, I noticed lots of girls staring at me and whispering to one another. I didn't care—they were probably just jealous that they couldn't pull off the outfit as well as I could. I add a little extra force in my step to keep my tits bouncing around as much as possible.

I got on the bus and took the short ride to his neighborhood. As I rode, I started daydreaming as I looked out the window. The way he'd been speaking on the phone... I'd never heard such tenderness in his voice. Was it working? Was Derrick falling in love with me?I knew in my heart that it must be happening.

I tingled with excitement as the bus pulled up to my stop. I bounced down the steps and walked the few blocks Derrick's. Knowing that I'd be seeing him in just a few minutes, my pussy started tingling. When I got to his front door, I pulled out my phone and opened the self-facing camera to inspect myself and make sure I looked good.

Satisfied, I put the camera in my pocket, readjusted my tits so they looked extra tempting, struck a sexy pose and rang the doorbell.

As soon as the door opened, I flung myself at him. I grabbed his hand and shoved it over my bra and wrapped one leg around him while I started to kiss him. Instantly, I knew something was wrong. I pulled my head back to look at him and screamed.

“Rich! What the fuck are you doing here? Where's Derrick?”

“Damn, Jugs, you sure are hot and cold,” he replied. “You're really giving me mixed signals right now.”

I was repulsed by the sight of him. Of everything that had happened yesterday, he was the one person I still shuddered at the thought of. I remembered his sweaty, eager hands tugging the dress down my naked my body. Disgusting. I thought I was done with him forever; that I'd never have to see him again. And yet here he was, answering the door at Derrick's.

“No. Seriously. What the fuck are you doing here? Did Derrick order a delivery or something?” I tried to look around him into the house to see where the hell Derrick was.

“Okay firstly, pretty sure you're supposed to call him Professor,” he said, leaning against the door and blocking my view. “And secondly, we're buds now. He invited me over.” He smirked. “He's been showing me some pics of you. I gotta say, I knew you were slutty, but I didn't know you were into butt stuff. I like that about you.”

My face turned red. I hated the idea of Derrick showing my intimate pictures to this creep. “Look, just let me in, okay? He asked me to come over.”

“Yeah yeah, come on in. Me casa, su casa.” He turned and walked down the hall. My blood boiled at his insinuation that he and Derrick were that close.

Derrick was sitting in the living room, flipping through something on his phone. He looked up when we entered the room. “Olivia! Darling! Welcome back,” he said, standing up and giving me a tight hug and a kiss, running his tongue over my teeth. “I've just been spending a little time with my good friend Richard. You remember Richard, of course?” he asked with a wicked grin. You know damn well I remember Richard. I hate motherfucking Richard. I could see it in his eyes that he was testing me.

“Of course! He was the nice man who helped me get into my dress at the mall yesterday,” I answered sweetly. Almost as if he'd already forgotten our encounter at the door, Rich flopped down on the couch and started flicking through channels on the TV.

Well, forget about him. I've got Derrick with me now. I still had the phone message fresh in my memory, and I was feeling extra affectionate towards him, even more than usual.

“I'm glad you're here. After you did so well yesterday, I've decided to take things to the next level.” Oh. My. God. What the hell did that mean? I tried to tell my stupid inner love-struck idiot that there was no way he was going to propose...was he?

“I'll be giving you a set of rules that I expect you to follow. They'll help you to reach your maximum potential.” Oh. Of course that's what he meant. The next level in my slut training. He wrapped both hands around my waist and started kissing me again, hard, slipping his tongue into my mouth and sucking on mine.

His kisses were my ultimate kyptonite. They always made me melt. The world started spinning around me as he moved his hands down, rubbing my ass over top of the overalls, pressing his leg between mine. I started grinding myself against him, feeling my pussy getting damp as he moved his kisses lower, covering my collarbone and across the top of my cleavage. He unclipped the straps of my overalls and let them fall to the floor. Standing there in nothing but a thong and push-up bra, I ground my pussy against him, savoring his touches all over my body.

“YEAH BABY!” Rich hollered suddenly, cheering at some big moment in the game. I jerked out of my pleasure-coma and was suddenly acutely aware of him, sitting there, ruining everything. I hugged my arms around my top half, self-conscious and uncomfortable.

“Professor, I--”

Derrick cut me off. He firmly moved my arms down to my sides. “Olivia. He's a friend. And it's nothing he hasn't seen before. Isn't that right, Rich?” Rich gave a big thumbs-up, his glued to the screen.

“Now, where were we?” Derrick asked, unsnapping my bra.

My massive tits fell heavily against my body and my nipples went hard in the cold air. I tried to ignore Rich and focus on what Derrick was doing to me. He pulled one of my heavy tits up and started sucking on my fat nipple. I was so horny that despite the other man's presence in the room, I felt myself getting into it again, pushing his head hard against me and reaching a hand down my panties and stroking over top of my clit.

Suddenly, Derrick stopped. “Let me get something,” he whispered in my ear before leaving the room.

I stood awkwardly in the middle of the room, naked except for my thong. Rich's eyes casually slid back and forth between my naked body and the baseball game. My skin crawled.

When Derrick returned, he brought with him two thin silk scarves. He ran them over my neck and shoulders, and I cooed at the luxurious texture. He slipped one up between my legs and lightly rubbed it back and forth a few times. When he pulled it away, there were dark spots where my juices had stained it.

He tied one tightly around each of my wrists, then leaned down and tied them to the short leg of the couch. I was stuck, bent in half wearing nothing but my thong and high heels, my huge tits hanging down and my ass and pussy openly on display. He peeled the thong down my thighs until it was left around my knees.

“Now, Rich, I don't mean to be rude and do work while I've got a guest over, but I hope you don't mind if I take some time to go over Olivia's new rules?” he asked, sliding a finger casually in and out of my pussy.

Rich shook his head. “Nah, bro, you do you.”

“I might even need your help, if you're willing.” It made me sick to my stomach to hear the words, but tied up the way I was, I wasn't in any position to argue.

“Yeah sure, as long as nothing crazy's happening in the game.”

Derrick withdrew his fingers and disappeared for a minute. I heard him rummage around in the notorious side table, and then felt a thick, buzzing presence at the entrance of my pussy. I groaned as he firmly pushed it into me. This was the thickest one he'd used on me yet, and my pussy was happy to stretch wide to accommodate the girth.

Next he presented a shorter, thinner vibrator in front of my face. I obligingly opened my mouth and he put it inside, letting me suck on it. “Good girl,” he said, smacking my ass. “Get it nice and wet.”

When he pulled it out of my mouth, a string of drooled stretched out before falling back onto my face. A second later I felt the familiar, comforting sensation of the vibrator slipping into my asshole.

The feeling of being double-stuffed was quickly becoming my new idea of “comfortable”.

“Now, let's begin, shall we?” Derrick said, sitting down in a chair across from me with a pen and notepad. “Oh, and Rich? Would you mind filming this for me? I'd prefer to have a digital record as well.”

Rich smiled his gross, wide smile and pulled a phone out of his pocket. He set it to “Record”, and Derrick turned my body so my vibrator-stuffed holes were on full display.

“Rule number one: no more bras,” he said, scribbling as he spoke. “Your day-to-day outfits will never include them unless I specify to you ahead of time. I want those delicious, massive tits on display as often as possible. They really are your best quality, Olivia,” he added. “You should show them off.” He reached down and lifted one to my mouth. Obediently, I took the nipple into my mouth and started sucking it.

“Rule two: you now live in high heels. Unless you're sleeping or showering, you're wearing heels. A minimum of five inches for stiletto heels and six inches for wedges. Now, our good friend at the shoe store should have picked you out a decent selection, but if you ever find you're lacking in variety or options, let me know and I'll arrange to have more delivered. Although,” he added pensively, “I'm sure he wouldn't mind another visit with you.”He started pumping the vibrator in my pussy in and out. I could feel the juices leaking down my legs in steady streams and my tits started knocking into my face every time he plunged it into me. It was hard to keep my balance in the heels and I stumbled occasionally but I tried my best.

“Rule three: you'll only eat one meal per day with a caloric value no higher than 850. Your figure is quite slim, but it could be slimmer. You may not use cigarettes to suppress your appetite, but you may have as many cups of black coffee as you choose. No cream or sugar. You'll keep up that routine until you've lost, hmm... start with ten pounds, and we'll re-evaluated then. Remember, Olivia,” he said, wagging a finger at me, “a bimbo will do anything to be the sexiest woman in the room. Your tits are doing you a lot of favors in that department, but when your waist is smaller, they'll look even bigger.”

What? One meal a day? No bra?! The weight of my tits swinging like this for only a few minutes was already almost painful. I wanted to argue, but I didn't want to risk being punished and losing the orgasm I was building up to. I moved my body back against him, trying to get the vibe deeper into my cunt. “Mmm. Yes, Professor.”

“Rule four: you'll add at least ten new pictures to your Facebook and Instagram accounts every day. Did you notice that I'd uploaded a few to your account for you?” I nodded, torn between the shame that I felt remembering my family's reactions and the way my pussy tingled at the thought of being shown off. “Show off as much of yourself as you can without getting your account banned. We'll make it an on-going digital scrapbook of your bimbo transformation. Oh, and set it to public. I want anyone to be able to see.”

He casually pulled the vibrator out of me and placed it in my mouth. I sucked on it, cleaning it as he continued. “Rule five, you'll sleep with at least three other men (or women) every week. If someone wants to touch you, play with you, fuck you, you'll do it. Ask them to take pictures for proof. Rule six, you'll cut up your credit cards and bank cards. I'll give you a weekly allowance, but outside of that, you should be able to get what you want with...other means.” He took back the vibrator and buzzed it on my clit for a few seconds, then shoved it back into my sopping pussy.

With my mouth empty again, I instinctively started straining to get my nipple back. It just didn't feel right not to be sucking on something. Derrick watched with amusement for a minute, then started smacking my ass hard to make my tits bounce closer to my face. “See if you can get it, Olivia.” All the blood rushing to my head from being upside was really throwing off my depth perception. My tits swung wildly and I let out a little whimper of effort each time I tried to grab it, but it was hard to line up and I just kept smacking myself in the face. Eventually I managed to just grab my fat nipple with my teeth, but the weight of my massive tit ripped it back out and I squeaked in pain. Rich giggled from the other side of the couch.

“Haha, aww, you dumb slut. Come on man, just give it to her. It's like watching a dog trying to get the peanut butter off his nose.”

Derrick relented and pushed my right tit into my mouth. I immediately latched on and started sucking, letting out little moans of pleasure.

“Now, let's continue, shall we? Rule seven, and this is a very important rule...”

I was barely even listening anymore. With the dual buzzing in my holes and a fat tit to nibble on in my mouth, I was in heaven. I tried my best to pay attention but my mind was hazy with pleasure.

“You'll be increasing your supplements to double the dose you've been taking so far. This is probably the single most important rule of them all, Olivia. Those supplements will keep your mind and body ready and willing to comply with all of the other rules. Now, you haven't missed any days yet, have you?”

Oh, fuck. I was instantly ripped from my state of pleasure as my mind flashed back to earlier this morning, when I dumped every last pill Derrick had given me down the toilet. I was tempted to lie, but I knew I'd have to ask him for replacements soon and suspected I'd be punished more harshly for lying.

“Um... y-yes, Professor, I didn't take them today.”

His demeanour instantly changed. “Excuse me? You didn't take them today?”

My stomach knotted with guilt and fear. “No, Professor.”

“And why, exactly, did you not take them today?” He pinched one of my nipples painfully hard.

“I.... I was upset, my mom saw the pictures, I was just scared, I wanted to quit so I poured them out--”

“You poured them out because you wanted to quit?” he hissed, twisting my tit. “Where did you pour them, exactly?”

I was so scared, I couldn't make my mouth form the words.

“Olivia. Where. Did. You. Pour. Out. The. Pills.” He smacked my ass hard with every word. My ass cheeks stung and tears started rolling down my cheeks.

“The toilet,” I managed to get out in a whisper.

“The toilet? You dumped them into the toilet?” I nodded anxiously. “Oh Olivia... my dear girl, that was quite a mistake. If I'd known you were having such doubts, I would have freed you. I'm not really interested in working with girls who don't want to work with me, you see.”

My worst fears were coming true. Is this it? Is he going to abandon me, after all this? I am going to lose him?

He started lovingly stroking my beet-red behind. “But, fortunately for you, I've grown quite fond of you, Olivia. I dream about the things I'm going to do to you in the weeks and months to come. So I won't let you go that easily. Unfortunately, however, it means that we're going to have to correct this bad behavior once and for all.” He stood up. “Rich, my friend, I'd like you to come over here and help get our little slut accustomed to the idea that her body belongs to me now, and she'll do what I tell her to do with it.”

Rich rubbed his hands together and clapped. “Hoo-rah! My pleasure, buddy.” He started unbuckling his belt as he walked over. My body tensed up at the thought of him touching me, fucking me, doing anything to me. He repulsed me through and through, but I didn't have a choice.

As he positioned himself behind me, I felt sick. I knew, according to Rule #4, that I'd have to fuck him to make Derrick happy, but as he put his sweaty hands on my hips and started pulling out the vibrator from my ass instead of my pussy, I felt myself almost throw up. Derrick had been shoving vibrators up my ass for a week, but I'd never had a real cock in it before. I bucked hard against my restraints and wailed.

“Derrick! No! Nononono please no! Not my ass, don't let him fuck my ass, I've been saving it for you, please, it's for you not him, it's for your cock, oh my God, please!”

Derrick walked over with the crook of his left arm filled with bottles and slapped me in the face, hard. I was stunned; for a second, my fear was replaced by shock. He bent down and took my face roughly in his hands. “First, you throw away your very expensive supplements. Then, you forget your place and call me by that name. Then, you go so far as to presume to tell me who will or won't fuck you and where.” He stood up and opened one of the bottles. “And to think, I'd thought you were going to be good at this.” He looked up at Rich and nodded. He immediately plunged his cock into my stretched-out asshole, balls-deep.

I cried out. Rich started fucking me hard in the ass; no romance there. It broke my heart that the first cock I'd ever have in my ass was his, not Derrick's. Derrick twisted my head to the side and started popping in dozens of pills. I tried to keep them in, but every time Rich slammed into me, a few fell out onto the floor. Eventually he poured a glass of water into my mouth and I was forced to swallow.

Within seconds, it hit me. I hadn't thought the pills were doing anything, but taking so many at once flooded my body with a wave of arousal. It was like every inch of me, from my clit to my nipples to my thighs and shoulders and belly-button were being electrocuted. My sex drive roared like thunder inside my head. I suddenly couldn't be full enough, fucked hard enough, fucked long enough.

I started bucking back against Rich's dick, trying to force more of it inside me. My tits were swinging wildly, and in my peripheral vision I noticed Derrick had taken up the camera. I didn't care. I kept fucking Rich's dick until he eventually hit his limit, grabbed onto my hips and gave his last few desperate pumps. His cock slipped out of me as he came, spraying ropes of cum all over my legs and the couch.

As Rich collapsed down onto the couch, I turned my body to face Derrick. I bounced my knees, shaking my pussy at him. “Please, Professor? Please fuck me?”

He seemed impressed by my change in attitude. He immediately undid his pants and pulled out his thick, hardened cock. Oh, yes. Yesyesyes. Those were the eight inches of flesh I dreamed about. My body seized with excitement as soon as I saw it, and my pussy drooled for it.

He took Rich's place behind me and replaced the second vibrator back in my asshole. He pulled the other from my pussy and replaced it with the head of his fat cock. I was so wet that he met no resistance; it slipped easily inside me.

The pills continued to push me farther and farther into my mania. Eventually, I could barely tell where we were, what position we were in, or even who was fucking me. The only thing that was important was that I was getting fucked. I noticed Derrick's grip on my hips tighten and his thrusts suddenly getting faster, and I knew he was cumming.

Finally I came too, moaning loudly. The inside of my thighs were wet with jizz and pussy juice, and I'd made a little puddle on the floor. But in that space immediately after my orgasm where I usually felt relief, exhaustion and satisfaction, I only felt hungry, frantic, desperate for more. By that time, Rich had been jerking himself off and had a newly-hardened cock again. I turned my cum-covered ass towards him.

The two men took turns fucking me for the rest of the afternoon and into the evening, picking and choosing a hole at random. One of them would fuck me while the other watched a game on TV, then they'd switch. I spent the next couple of hours with a vibrator in any hole they weren't using, leaking cum out of all my holes. I came so many times that eventually my knees gave out, but I wasn't done yet. I needed more. They propped me up on all fours with one of the couch cushions underneath me and kept going.

After a few hours, both men were spent. I kept whining at them for more sex, so Derrick shoved the vibrator back into my pussy to shut me up. I was so exhausted that I could barely move, so the two men worked together to get my cum-covered overalls back on me. I heard Derrick muttering to Rich, “I think I may have overdone it a little on the pills. Good learning opportunity.”

I don't know what time it was when they dropped me off, but the sky was dark. Derrick couldn't be seen walking through the dorms, so he had Rich deliver me to my dorm room, carrying me over his shoulder with a little glimpse of my ass and pussy visible to anyone walking past us. He dropped me unceremoniously on the bed and tossed a thin blanket over top of me. The last thing I remember before passing out was Rich tucking my list of rules into the front pocket of my overalls and shutting the door.
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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.

Bundled by the Professor - A+ Bimbo Slut Stories #1 - 4

Get the first four stories of Olivia’s bimbo slut training for less than the price of just two stories sold separately!


Author’s Note

Thank you so much for reading my story! If you’re here, you’ve gotten all the way through it, and I hope you enjoyed it. Poor Olivia--that girl has gotten herself in pretty deep, and I suspect it’s only going to get worse for her.

If you enjoyed the story, please consider leaving a rating or review! They’re the best way to help my stories do well, and the more people reading, the more I can write. (And you don’t have to use your real name to review, in case you don’t want your mother/child/husband/boss/local pastor finding out about us ;D )

Thanks again for reading, and don’t miss out on the next story! Kaye gets her revenge for being ditched at the party, and the Professor brings Olivia back into the classroom for a little more public fun. 

– x.o. Pax

cover1.jpeg





