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Chapter One

Smash the Patriarchy, Then Office Hours

At my university’s Freshman Orientation session, I introduced myself as honestly as I could: “My name is Sierra. Pronouns are she/they. I’m only eighteen but I came to college to change the world.”

People rolled their eyes, but I didn’t care. I was used to that response. Yeah, I know, lots of girls say they care about social justice, but I’ve actually done the work. I got into activism in middle school—even organized a walk-out at my high school—and I can tell you all about the different waves of feminism.

I’ve been on fire for justice for years, so when I finally got to college, I had one goal: make my voice heard to help the oppressed. And maybe get laid by a hot nonbinary barista along the way. As long as we both explicitly consented, of course.

When I enrolled in Gender Studies 101, I expected an old-school feminist professor who’d approach the class with righteous fire. School us on the evils of men. Instead, I got Professor Steele, who I immediately realized was a walking example of everything wrong with tenured white men. With straight white men, period. If we’re being honest.

Professor Steele was tall, smug, wore an actual tweed jacket with elbow patches, and said things like, “Liberal ideology is a form of self-hypnosis.”

Whatever that meant.

While he lectured about post-structural power dynamics, I sat in the front row with my arms crossed, wearing my “Consent is Sexy (But Not Optional)” tee and taking furious notes, which shifted between Steele’s ideas and my own rage. I wanted a good grade because that’s just how I worked, but I figured I could do double-duty and trash this class online. I was a hell of a writer, practiced in tearing down conservatives on X, and my mind raced with ideas to make fun of Steele’s patriarchal nonsense. If nothing else, I’d turn my rage into a thoughtful Medium post about feminism being co-opted by men like Dr. Steele.

Twice during the first class, I challenged Dr. Steele’s assertions, and each time I raised my hand, he smiled at me like I was cute. Cute. Not insightful. Not passionate. Certainly not someone to be taken seriously.

The first time I challenged him, he simply said, “That’s interesting, young lady,” and passed on as I simmered. But the second time, he paid me more attention.

“I appreciate your energy, Sierra.” He offered me a lazy smile, but his eyes had a certain intensity as they held mine. His voice shifted into a slow and calm cadence like he was reading me a bedtime story. “You’re very bright, I can see that. But have you ever considered what it might feel like to stop fighting?”

What? Stop fighting? That was the last thing on my mind.

I had a Google Doc full of fights I intended to pick before winter break. So many things were wrong on this campus, and I was ready to get started making them right. But first I had to get through Dr. Steele’s stupid class.

Luckily, he had office hours that afternoon. I figured it best to go on the attack immediately rather than waiting until I got too comfortable. I marched into his office, ready to dismantle his entire syllabus.

Steele’s office was weirdly warm. Inviting. Like, too cozy for a man who assigned Foucault and looked like he ironed his socks.

Books lined the walls, as expected, but his desk was oddly clean. Everything in its place. Smelled like cedarwood and something sharp. I suppose those things weren’t that weird, but there was one odd detail that was so pervasive I almost didn’t notice it: a white noise machine hummed in the corner. The kind that made soft waves crashing on a beach. The effect of all these things made me a little dizzy.

Or maybe it was the way Dr. Steele stared at me when I walked in. A focused, hungry look. Not the type of thing professors should turn on students. He shouldn’t have been attractive—not to me—but there was something about the way he looked at me, like he could see right through my bullshit.

“Close the door, Sierra.”

I obeyed. There seemed no other choice, and yet, I think I wanted to.

“I think you’re resisting more than just my lectures,” he said, his voice again shifting into that calm cadence. He gestured to the chair across from him. “You’re resisting pleasure. Surrender. The possibility of being free.”

I blinked at him. Hard to explain, but it took real effort for me to remember why I’d come to his office. “Freedom is a luxury for privileged people,” I said. “I’m here to get a degree. And dismantle oppressive systems.”

He smiled. Slow. Lazy. Like he knew a secret that I didn’t.

“You carry too much,” he said, with something like sympathy. “All that anger. All that knowing. It’s impressive, but it’s such a weight for a pretty young girl like you.”

“I don’t think it’s too much to want justice.” I intended to snap at him, but I sounded softer than I meant to. Was it suddenly warm in here? I pushed my sleeves up. My skin felt flushed.

“And yet you came to me. This visit was your idea, not mine,” Steele said, leaning forward. “Why do you think you were so eager to be in my office?”

I opened my mouth. Closed it. I couldn’t remember why I’d come. Was I here to prove something? I couldn’t even remember what pissed me off so much this morning. Maybe I’d just been annoyed at something I’d seen online and let it spill over into class. Had the class actually been bad, or had I just been close-minded?

The waves from the white noise machine crashed again, slow and steady. A nice, lulling sound.

“I can help you,” Steele said. “Class is okay for bottom tier students, but I can tell you’re different. Ready to learn something real.”

He saw something special in me? I swallowed. My mouth was dry. The room tilted just a little to the left. I had come to college to learn, that much I was sure of. I stammered, “I…maybe I should…”

He moved to stand behind me. He did not touch me, but his voice was suddenly right by my ear.

“Repeat after me,” he whispered. “The exact words.”

My thighs clenched.

“I don’t need to think so hard to feel good.”

I laughed. Not my regular laugh. Like, an actual giggle. The exact kind I hated from sorority girls just spilled out of my mouth. How?

Steele ignored my outburst and repeated his line: “I don’t need to think so hard to feel good.”

“That’s ridiculous. I would never say…”

“Say it.”

He was so confident, so assured, and it felt nice to just follow his directions. What was the harm? This game was kind of fun. “I don’t need to think so hard to feel good.”

He said another line.

And another.

I repeated them.

Somewhere between good girls don’t argue and thinking is for boring girls, I felt my nipples harden.

I gasped at their sudden tenderness and felt the urge to cover them. Could he see them poking through my t-shirt?

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Did I just giggle again? Ew. Or…not ew? Ugh. Whatever.

And oh god, why did him praising me make my panties wet? I’d come here hating straight men, but as I stumbled out of his office, I found myself looking forward to Steele’s next class, hoping he’d notice and praise me again.

Maybe I’d wear something tighter to class tomorrow. For educational purposes.

***


Chapter Two

Waves, Lip Gloss, and Confusion

When I got back from Professor Steele’s office, I relaxed in my bed and ended up taking a nap that lasted all night. I can’t remember the last time I slept so soundly. The next morning, I woke up in a brain fog.

No, I hadn’t been drinking. This was not the fog of hangover or of too much sleep. It just felt…wrong? Like my head was a house with the window left open, and part of my brain had drifted out overnight.

I know how that sounds. Believe me. But the feeling was real.

Schoolwork always calmed me, so I went to my desk to focus and plan the day’s work. I blinked at my planner, where I’d scrawled “SMASH THE PATRIARCHY” in thick red ink across the top of the cover. I remembered writing it in a moment of passion and how I enjoyed leaving it visible in class where frat guys could see it. Let them know who they were messing with.

I’d been proud of that bold message, but now? It just looked childish. Like something a high school sophomore would write to feel important. To get attention.

I stared at the cover and that phrase for a long time. What exactly did “Smash the patriarchy” even mean? Like, be mean to my dad and stuff? He paid for my college. Should I hate boys? What a dumb idea!

I shook my head. Instead of being energized by thinking I found the whole process tiring. Forget complex thoughts.

Finally, I flipped the page and scanned my class schedule. For some reason, I couldn’t remember what classes I had today, but when I saw Gender Studies scheduled, a smile appeared. As I got ready for class, I realized I couldn’t stop thinking about him: Professor Steele.

His voice, low and measured. What was with that rhythm of speech? I couldn’t place it. Just thinking of him made me smell his stupid cologne. And the way he’d said good girl? Like he’d meant it just for me, and the words were some sacred phrase that I was supposed to give myself over for. What a dumb idea, right? Male privilege at its worst.

And yet.

My thighs pressed together before I could stop them. I felt my pussy tingle.

This was so stupid. Why had I let him get to me?

And okay, I’ve got eyes. Maybe Professor Steele was handsome in some outdated classical way. But that old masculinity stuff was now so cringe I was surprised that anyone still acted like that. I preferred softness. Intimacy. I was a sucker for activist types with they/them pronouns. The type that cried during poetry slams. I was NOT into smug tweed-wearing patriarchal gatekeepers with full lips and commanding voices.

The hard truth is I didn’t like men like Professor Steele. Most of the time, I didn’t like men, period.

Okay. Nice rant, Sierra. So you don’t like men. Then why are you reaching for that cute lip gloss?

I froze in front of the mirror. Lip gloss? I didn’t even own lip gloss.

And yet, there it was. A little pink tube at the bottom of my drawer, where I kept condoms and tampons. Where had it come from?

I looked at the lip gloss like some alien artifact. Twisted it open. It smelled like strawberries and nostalgia. Middle school dance vibes. I hadn’t worn anything like it since I was thirteen. Back when I was dumb and begging any conceited guy to notice me.

I should’ve thrown the lip gloss out.

Instead, I gazed at myself in the mirror as I coated my lips. I’d never noticed just how lip gloss made lips sparkle. So pretty. What’s wrong with that?

Campus felt different that day. Warmer. My usual anger was nowhere in sight, and I had a friendly vibe that arose from nowhere.

I wore leggings instead of jeans, not sure why. They just felt easier to manage. And honestly? My ass looked better in them. Which wasn’t something I usually thought about. But this morning, I did. I’d turned to leave and caught a glimpse in the mirror. I even found myself turning this way and that to check the angles. All good.

As I walked across the quad, I passed a group of guys tossing a football. One of them whistled. I turned at the sound, not thinking it was for me, and if it was, I was prepared to lecture them on catcalling, but one guy just waved and raised his eyebrows. Appreciative.

Wait. Why was I blushing?

I actually liked being catcalled?

What the hell was happening to me?

I wanted to turn back and glare, but something stopped me. The thought that catcalling maybe wasn’t so bad? Like, maybe it was just his way of showing appreciation? My ass was a work of art, haha.

My Gender Studies class started at 11:30 sharp. I made sure to get there early so I could get the regular seat. It was a big class, and I didn’t want Professor Steele losing me in the crowd. Same seat. Same crossed arms. Same notebook.

Except this time, I didn’t argue with him.

Not once.

Dropping into that same rhythmic calm voice, Steele talked about internalized control systems. About how resistance often masks deeper desire. How our conscious minds are often strangers to the things we want most.

It was fascinating. I didn’t raise my hand. I just listened. Took notes. Noticed the shape of his hands as he wrote on the board. The soft but assured touch he had with a marker, how his fingers seemed to know just where to place pressure. Probably true of his mouth too.

Notetaking was a little tough. Normally, I’m a great student, an organized notetaker. And it’s not like I was being lazy. I’d never do that in Steele’s class, okay? I tried to focus on oppression structures in modern capitalism but that was like kinda boring. Instead I found myself doodling hearts. My first name + Steele.

I even drew boobs. Boobs! WTF?

Shocked, I dropped my pen and the lecture paused. And when our eyes met, Professor Steele held my gaze and smiled. As if he forgave me all my sins.

And my stomach flipped.

After class, Professor Steele approached me. And no, Miss SJW, it wasn’t anything creepy. He just seemed casual. Warm.

“How are you feeling, Sierra?”

“Fine,” I said. Too quickly. “Normal, I guess.”

“Are you?” His dark eyes remained calm. There was no smugness or condescension like I’d noticed in the first class. Only, had I noticed those things? Or had I made them up so I could have a reason to keep hating men? I wasn’t sure. But right now, he simply just seemed full of knowledge. So worth listening to.

“I’ve been thinking,” he continued, “you’re much more engaged than the other students in this class. It’s quite impressive.”

I blushed, felt the warmth crawling up my neck.

“Perhaps you’d like a special challenge?”

I laughed, trying to keep it casual. “What kind? Oral?”

His eyebrows lifted slightly.

I blinked, surprised at myself. Had I just said that? I never flirted with men. Not like that. Not so…trashy. So crass.

I hurriedly tried to save the moment. “I mean, like, verbal participation. Not the other thing. Obviously.”

He laughed and offered that warm smile, so kind not to make things more awkward. “Come to my office. Same time tomorrow.”

I should’ve questioned him. Set a boundary or something. But instead, I just nodded. Obedient. Like a good little student.

Then he walked away. Like he knew I’d do exactly what he wanted.

That night, I sat in my room and tried to journal. Ever since middle school, writing had helped me process things. It put my thoughts in order and gave me a way to get big feelings out. But this time, nothing came out the way it should. Normally I wrote long paragraphs full of feeling, but now my sentences were weirdly short. Stilted. My thoughts careened off-topic, usually not a problem I had. What was wrong with me?

I concentrated and tried to write about the importance of women in STEM fields. How sick I’d been of it always being men represented in tech-heavy jobs. Focusing, I wrote: Women can excel in any field they choose…but uh…why would they want to? Jobs are like totally dull. Just marry a guy who works in finance. I stared at the words as if a stranger had written them.

What the actual fuck, Sierra?

Journaling proved impossible. Each time I tried to write something serious, I kept remembering the sound of Steele’s voice. The feel and shine of the lip gloss. The shape of my ass in leggings. The heat between my thighs when he called me a good girl.

Eventually, I gave up on journaling. Closed the notebook. Stared at myself in the mirror again.

Was I crazy, or did I look different? Not worse. Nothing super dramatic either. Just…softer? My lips glistened. My eyes seemed to open more widely without my trying. My bra straps showed under my tank top.

I bit my lower lip and tilted my head.

Cute, I thought. Hot.

And immediately hated myself for thinking it. Who judges a woman by her looks?

***


Chapter Three

Oral Participation

I showed up five minutes early to our appointment. Which was ridiculous. I barely recognized my own behavior. I’d never been the kind of girl who showed up early for anything. Well, maybe a BLM protest or a poetry reading. And this meeting was obviously neither.

The strange thing is I knew my behavior was barely defensible, but I was unable to stop these urges.

I waited outside Professor Steele’s office, pretending to scroll my phone and ignoring the way my heart pounded. Felt like I was about to get caught shoplifting or something. I could actually feel my pulse in my arms.

When the clock hit 3:00, the door creaked open without me even knocking.

He was waiting.

“Sierra,” Professor Steele said warmly. “Come in, doll.”

His office was just as it had been at our first meeting: warm, inviting, and strangely disorienting. The white noise machine was still on in the corner, but the volume turned so low it would be easy to overlook. I caught a hint of that cedar-cologne again, sharp and masculine.

The furniture was rearranged though. Now there was a single chair placed right in front of his desk.

Not across from his desk, the way most professors might arrange their office.

No. The chair faced his chair. So you’d have to sit directly in front of him.

Like a student being assessed.

Or a girl about to be trained.

“Sit.” He gestured at the chair, and I immediately sat down.

No eye roll. No hesitation. I just sat and affected my best posture. My thighs together, back straight, hands resting in my lap. Why did doing that feel good? Right?

“I can tell you’re an adventurous girl. You like challenge. So I’d like to try a small experiment,” Professor Steele said. “If you’re open to it.”

“Sure,” I said, trying to sound casual, but inside I was really excited. He’d chosen me! My voice cracked slightly. “Is this like extra credit?”

“That comes later.” Which sounded like an inside joke, but he didn’t smile. Just continued to study me. “Repeat after me,” he said. His voice dropped into that odd but comforting rhythm again. Each word sounded smooth, slow, honeyed.

“I am open to new ideas.”

I blinked. This was the oral challenge? Seemed easy enough. I repeated his words exactly: “I am open to new ideas.”

“My thoughts are soft and pretty.”

I laughed. “Okay, that’s kind of…”

He raised an eyebrow. No smile though.

Chastened, I cleared my throat. “My thoughts are soft and pretty.” As I spoke the words, a wave of warmth passed through me. I’d never felt so good, so cared for.

“I love being a good girl.”

An odd feeling fluttered in my belly. My lips became especially sensitive, as if they tingled with leftover gloss. “I love being a good girl.”

“Thinking makes my head tired.”

“I…” I began to disagree—I’d always loved to think! That’s how I got good grades!—but at his look of disappointment, I quickly changed to repeating his words. “Thinking makes my head tired.”

Just like last time, my nipples hardened. I was intensely aware of their sensitivity, how they brushed against my bra.

Oh god. Did he notice? I hoped so. This time I wasn’t embarrassed; I wanted him to look. I think?

Professor Steele stood and moved his chair back to create more space. Then he squatted in front of me. Very, very close. I remained still, my breathing shallow, aware of his closeness and how very little he would have to move to touch me. Which was forbidden, but now that rule seemed so silly. Why did the school get to make rules like that? We were both adults, right? We should get to decide what’s right.

“I’d like to test your focus,” he said. “May I touch you?”

My heart raced. I seemed to remember some t-shirt about consent being sexy and my thighs pressed together again, instinctive, needy. “Yes. I want you to touch me.”

He reached out and gently tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. Nothing more. The smallest move really, but that tiny touch sent a jolt of heated energy straight through me. I could feel my whole body heating, begging for more.

“Good girl.”

The words lit me up like an electrical charge.

I whimpered. Actually whimpered.

Professor Steele smiled sweetly and then held up a finger.

“Open,” he said.

I blinked at him. “You mean, like, my mouth?”

“Yes. Is that a problem?”

Of course it wasn’t. I trusted him. I obeyed.

He traced the edges of my lips as if he truly appreciated their shape. It felt so good to have someone finally notice! Then he slid his finger between my lips, slow and deliberate, pressing gently against my tongue. I felt that he was testing me, and I wanted so badly to pass. I’d always been such a good student, no need to stop now.

“Good,” he said. “Now suck.”

This time, I didn’t think about his command. I just obeyed. I closed my lips and sucked, soft and obedient, taking his finger into my warm, waiting mouth. And I kept my eyes locked on his.

His finger tasted faintly of cedar. My mouth watered. He slid his finger in deeper. Then pulled it out. Then in again.

“Very good girl. So talented.”

A moan escaped me. Involuntarily. I realized I was still in his office and there were likely people outside the door. Didn’t want to get him in trouble.

But I couldn’t lie to myself. I was soaking through my panties.

When he finally withdrew, I felt dazed. Flushed. Not sure what to do or say. Finally, I asked, “Did I pass?”

He smiled kindly and cupped a hand to my cheek. “With flying colors, my dear.”

I nearly leapt from the chair with joy but managed to play it cool. Didn’t want to look too eager and have him think I was immature.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked.

I nodded, slowly. “Yes, Professor.” I was standing, trying to look like a serious student, but then I giggled. The sound came out of nowhere.

High. Breathless.

And I didn’t even hate myself for it. It sounded like the most natural thing in the world.

***


Chapter Four

Mantras and Meltdowns

I didn’t sleep that night, though I tried. My thoughts kept racing and not in the way I wanted them to. Nothing useful came to mind. When I’d first gotten back to my room, I grabbed my journal and tried to describe what had just happened. But just like last time, I kept writing silly things and could not quite remember what had gone on in Professor Steele’s office. I just remember…I don’t know…kind of liking it?

I kept hearing his soothing voice too. Especially that one phrase: Good girl.

Those words echoed inside me, ,ver and over, like they were a two-word playlist set to repeat. As I heard the words, I still sometimes felt his finger tracing my lips, or entering my mouth. Exploring me. Sometimes his breath near my ear. Sometimes I went further and imagined his hands places a professor’s should never go. But I wanted them to.

I shook my head to break the feeling. What the hell was wrong with me? I’d never been like this.

Not for anyone.

Definitely not for any man.

I threw the journal aside and tossed and turned all night. Through the darkness, Professor Steele’s voice was with me, calming me, keeping me company. That was kind of him, I thought. I didn’t really like to be alone anymore. His voice saved me from those thoughts that were like, annoying or something?

The next day, I wore a skirt. For most girls, that wouldn’t be weird, but I didn’t even remember owning one. But there it was in my closet.

The weird part is I don’t even recall deciding to look for a skirt to wwear. I’d gone to my closet for the usual outfit, but as I stood looking at my jeans and sweaters, I suddenly thought ugh, boring. I parted my clothes hangers and found a short black skirt hanging forgotten.

After that, I’m not sure what happened. I don’t remember actually putting it on. I only know that when I stepped outside my dorm, I was wearing the skirt to class. I felt the fall sun on my legs and wished I were a little more tan…okay, a lot more tan. But my legs had a nice shape and I noticed a couple guys staring.

So yeah, I wore the short black skirt.

With a pink tank top.

And no bra.

I didn’t have to look down to know my nipples showed through the fabric. I felt the soft rub of cotton with every step.

Guys stared.

It made me feel…useful.

At 3:00 sharp, I walked into Professor Steele’s office. I felt like I belonged there and didn’t bother to knock. I expected him to notice how hot I looked, but he didn’t even greet me this time. No warm welcome or nice smile.

Lame. I fought not to let my shoulders slump. Why wasn’t he looking at me?

He just gestured to the same chair, and I sat, instinctively, in a posture that just felt right: back straight, thighs pressed tight, already moist with anticipation. Would he touch me again? I hoped so.

“That’s a great outfit,” he said. “Now I know you’re serious about learning.”

I blushed. Finally, he noticed my efforts.

He reached into a drawer and pulled out a sleek, white card. He slid it across the desk to me. On the card, he’d written a list of simple, pink-inked affirmations.

“Today’s lesson,” he said, offering no further instructions.

I wanted to impress him and didn’t want to appear needy, like he had to tell me what to do. I took the card with both hands, hoping his fingers would brush mine. But no. He wanted me to focus on the work.

My fingers trembled. I read the first affirmation aloud. “I don’t need to understand. I just need to obey.” Heat bloomed between my thighs. The feeling gave me courage to speak more confidently, though my voice seemed a trifle higher in pitch. “Pretty girls are seen, not heard.”

My breath hitched, but I pressed on. “Thinking is hard. Being hot is easy.”

It felt so good to say those words, as if I’d let a weight slip from my shoulders. A soft sigh slipped from my lips.

“You’re doing great.” Steele’s voice stayed calm. “Read them all again. It gets easier with practice.”

I read them all again just like he wanted. I tried not to look up to see his reactions, but I really hoped I was doing it right for him. I read slower this time. Sweeter.

“Good girl.” He reached across the desk and ran his fingers through my hair. Only once.

My whole body responded. Nipples tight, pussy throbbing, begging.

Steele stood and came around the desk to stand behind me. He put his hands on my shoulders and massaged them lightly. “I want you to practice,” he said. “I could tell you have a real gift for oral technique.”

He placed a long, smooth, cylindrical object in my hands. What were these things called? Oh yeah! A marker. Like for writing on a whiteboard thingy. You know when teachers write those smart words? Like that.

“Read your mantras while practicing your oral technique,” he said.

I nodded, wide-eyed. I felt dazed with need for his attention. I loved his warm, strong hands on my shoulders, but I wished he’d come around to the front of me. Let me touch him. He shouldn’t have to do all the work.

But Steele moved back behind his desk and sat down. I was alone in the chair. Alone, but so seen.

“Begin,” Steele said.

I looked at the marker. “It’s kind of thick,” I giggled.

Steele smiled. “Is that a problem for you? I like girls who challenge themselves.”

Instead of answering him, I held his gaze while I placed the marker between my lips. Opened. Sucked. Slid it slowly into my mouth.

“Read the mantras.”

I looked at the card and struggled to focus on the words. Had to move the marker to the edge of my lips to speak: “I love obeying smart men.” The words sounded funny spoken around a marker, but Steele did not laugh. He just nodded, and said, “Good.”

His one-word compliment empowered me. I moaned around the marker, sucking it now, no longer feeling plastic but the flesh I could not help but crave. How long would I have to wait to show him how good my oral technique really was?

But to the mantras: “My job is to be pretty and pleasing.”

I started to buck my hips and squeezed my thighs tighter. Oral technique felt so good. I couldn’t stop, it felt so right. What I’d been made to do. Why had I never known?

“I’m just a silly little thing who wants to make sir proud.”

My hand drifted beneath my skirt. No hesitation, no shame. It didn’t even occur to me to stop myself.

By the time I’d repeated the whole affirmation card three times, my cheeks were flushed, my lip gloss smeared, and my panties soaked through. And boy, was my jaw tired. But it was a good tired, like I’d done hard and useful work for a good cause.

I stared wide-eyed at Professor Steele. Had I pleased him? Passed my oral exam? I couldn’t tell from his expression.

Professor Steele didn’t move. Just watched me carefully and then nodded slowly. “Well done, Sierra.”

He stood and took the marker from my hand like a master taking back a dog’s chew toy.

“You may cum now. You’ve earned it.”

The words wrung a gasp from my cute little mouth.

And my body obeyed his command.

No touching. No begging. Just his permission was enough to set me free, to release the pent-up need and energy of all those years denying my true nature.

The orgasm washed over me in waves, much like the white noise machine behind him. It felt like a soft, crashing pleasure that made me arch in the chair. I was like a woman possessed. My eyes fluttered and breath got, like, super shallow and stuff.

I came hard.

Harder than I ever had.

I bit my lip and tried to be quiet, but Steele whispered, “Don’t fight who you are,” and I let go a long moan as if I were releasing a tension I’d never known I carried.

It was better than any sexless activist had ever given me. Easily the best orgasm I had ever had.

And he never even touched me.

Afterward, I just sat there. I didn’t feel ashamed or like I needed to explain myself. I just felt comfortable, even soft. Satisfied. Wonderfully submissive.

“You’re progressing beautifully,” he said. He smiled at me like he was proud and then walked to the door. “I hope feel as good about your work here as I do. You’re an excellent, excellent student.”

The praise should have lit me up, but I was so exhausted that I could barely nod.

Steele opened the door for me, and as I left, he handed me a fresh card.

Homework: Repeat 10x in the mirror tonight. Lip gloss mandatory.

***


Chapter Five

The Invitation

I stood in front of my dorm mirror, lip gloss wand in hand, and admired my new thong. I’d never owned one, but now I saw why pretty girls favored them. I did have a nice ass, and the thong drew the eye perfectly. It was a great combo with a short skirt that would let me accidentally flash guys in class. I kept thinking of Professor Steele, pressing my thighs together, and whispering some mantras just like he wanted.

“I don’t need to understand. I just need to obey.”
“Pretty girls are seen, not heard.”
“Thinking is hard. Being hot is easy.”

Ten times, just like Professor Steele assigned.

By the third round, my voice had gone all breathy. Very sexy, if I do say so myself.

By the fifth, I was smiling. Like, big smile. It didn’t even look like my usual flat stare I gave people, and I couldn’t look mad now if I wanted.

By the tenth, I’d forgotten why I ever thought I needed to study boring stuff like political science.

A soft tap on the door broke my trance.

Just as I went to open the door, an envelope slid underneath it and into my room. No name. No return address. Just pink stationery and a tiny gold sticker in the shape of a heart.

Before opening the envelope, I peeked out into the hallway, hoping to see Steele, maybe invite him in to show him my oral technique for real. But there was no one there.

Pooh.

I tore the envelope open with trembling fingers.

PRIVATE PRACTICUM INVITATION
Select students have been chosen to receive specialized mentorship in obedience, oral technique, and posture refinement.
Report Friday, 7:00 p.m. – Tanger Bldg. Room B-204
Dress code: Pink.
Discretion required. Pleasure encouraged.

For some reason, I had to read this simple invitation several times to understand its meaning. Lots of big words there.

But once I understood I was being invited to a party—and could wear pink!--I giggled.

High. Warm. Effortless.

Was there ever a better sound?

I slipped off my thong and lay back on my bed, thinking about Steele. About how I wanted to show him what a good girl I could be. My fingers drifted, slow and teasing, enjoying my soft skin. I imagined things I knew people said were bad, but I was so, so ready to do them. By the time I whispered his name, I was trembling with pleasure.

I touched my gorgeous tits and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. Finally, I was beautiful. I’d learned to love my body and couldn’t wait to show it off.

Friday couldn't come fast enough.

I closed my eyes and imagined kneeling for him, showing off what I’d learned. He’d be so proud when I took him deep...just like a good girl should.

*End of Book One*


Continued in Book Two, My First Oral Exam.


💋 Psst…Did You Like It?

If you enjoyed Sierra’s first steps into obedience and oral technique, I’d love it if you left a quick review. It doesn’t have to be long. Just a star rating and a few words go a long way.

Your feedback means everything.




Leave a review on Amazon and let me know how much you loved watching a good girl learn.


Bimboversity

My First Oral Exam: A Campy Bimbofication Obedience Story

I used to lead campus protests. Now I kneel for praise.

Your favorite ex-feminist is back! In this campy follow-up to From Woke to Wet, I'm facing my toughest challenge yet: The Oral Exam.

I always knew college would change me, but I didn't know how. Luckily, Professor Steele is doing the hard thinking for me, and he's invited me to a secret practicum on oral technique. He knows I love to learn!

I'm super stressed! But luckily, my hot new mentor, Kaylee, loves to help me practice, and Professor Steele gives me plenty of discipline. And when I please him? Praise flows.

Standing on my own feet really is hard! But kneeling? That's my specialty.

His Bimbo for Christmas: A Holiday Bimbofication Obedience Story

I’m Dr. Katrina Wexman: feminist scholar, department chair, overachiever. Or, I used to be. I got so stressed planning the university's Holiday Party that I finally snapped. One little classroom mistake and my whole career crashes down.

And who appears to offer help? Professor Max Steele. I call him Professor Patriarchy, my rival, my nemesis. But this time, he's kind. He offers me a small humming device that quiets my brilliant, overloaded mind.

My thoughts stop. My body softens. My feelings rush back.

Steele's warm praise and confident touch teaches me how right it feels to be a good girl. And let's not forget his mistletoe antics!

Now I’m glowing through the holiday party, floating through snowflakes, and kneeling for lessons I never thought a woman like me could want.

The old me would be scandalized. But this new me? She's begging, literally on her knees, for more holiday fun.


Books By This Author

Girl Boss Goes Bimbo: A Dark Erotic Bimbo Hotwife Transformation

Before we hired McKenna, I ran the office. I'd worked hard and sacrificed free time, friendship, and passion. My husband and I barely touched each other. But that was normal, right?

McKenna had started as a young, anxious MBA graduate, but soon she began to change: going blonde, giggling more, even sleeping with coworkers. The worst part is she's married!

Then my boss pulled this ditzy blonde into his office. She looked so happy on her knees. My world cracked.

She called it therapy. The kind that makes your thoughts stop and your stress melt.

But can McKenna's therapy help someone like me? Will one hot night at the club with a sexy stranger save my marriage, or ruin it?

Girl Boss Goes Bimbo is a dark, psychological erotic romance about power, praise, and the intoxicating freedom of surrender. 
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