
        
            
                
            
        

    
Girl Boss Goes Bimbo

By

Rex Midnight


Career Woman Gets Upstaged

Work was killing me. Why pretend? I’d climbed the ladder from entry level to VP at my Public Relations firm, which is not an easy thing to do in a world of men. And no, I don’t want to smash the patriarchy or anything, but it’s true that if you looked around our conference room, only one of us had tits.

Or at least, female tits. You know what I mean.

And I’d been careful to keep mine covered. No cleavage, no hint of all that my body can offer and the college parties where I took three men at one time. Ah, youth.

Many people probably imagine women sleeping their way to the top, and maybe some do, but at Samuel and Billington, the only women who rise are those who act like men.

Dress conservatively. Talk quietly. Laugh politely.

And work twice as hard.

I did it all, and now I’d climbed as high as I would likely go. And honestly, I never stopped to ask if I was satisfied until McKenna showed up. She was a new hire in her late twenties. Dark hair and tight body, though she never flaunted it. When she arrived, she was fresh off her MBA and looking to be taken seriously. She showed up early and left late; looked up to me; often asked how to deal with imposter syndrome and her crippling anxiety. She claimed she never felt herself to be enough, which is how most women feel, I think. And told her.

But she wasn’t a killjoy, and she dressed down like I advised, but still, she was young with nice curves. Enough to attract men’s interest.

They invited her out for drinks, shared jokes with her, made excuses to stand close.

It was weird because I was jealous even though I didn’t actually want to fuck anyone I worked with. But I couldn’t blame them for salivating over McKenna. Big tits, soft lips, a nice smile. Easy laugh and fun to talk to. It wasn’t her fault she was gorgeous, no way to hide it.

And she was smart too.

Until one day…she wasn’t.

The trouble started a few weeks after she got hired. McKenna brought her husband, Eric, over for dinner, and she’d seemed a little different. For one thing, she kept absently toying with an earpiece; I figured maybe she had hearing problems. I kept asking myself if she’d had it before, if I’d overlooked it. I didn’t think I had.

Weirder still: she talked differently. The anxiety was gone, and she seemed both confident and completely carefree; unlike the McKenna I knew at work, this one didn’t care about imposter syndrome or looking foolish. This new McKenna said insane, nonsensical things. Her husband brought up the whole Ukraine/Russia deal, and McKenna giggled and said, “If Russia is a country then I’m a little slut.”

Silencing the table.

Finally, my husband gently pointed out that Russia was indeed a country, and she wouldn’t want anyone to think badly about her. Even though, he said, we all knew she was clearly joking.

“Joking?” McKenna blinked. “Did someone tell a joke?”

My husband and I traded glances.

Was McKenna ashamed? Not at all. She laughed it off and pushed her generous tits forward. Flashed a smile at her husband and mine, and it was like both men were instantly hypnotized by her.

Weird. And honestly? A little annoying.

Finally, I had to ask what was up. I couldn’t stand this playacting from a woman with real promise, and I couldn’t see why she’d be trying to impress her husband by acting stupid. They were already married. Drop the act, girl.

My husband, Ryan, squeezed my thigh to shut me up. “Don’t be rude to our guest,” he hissed.

But McKenna was unfazed my directness. “Sorry if I’m being a silly pants.”

Silly pants? WTF?

“It’s all this counseling. Right, Eric?”

Her husband nodded. The way he looked at her floored me. Not that I wanted his attention—I didn’t—but I wanted my husband to look at me that way. Like I was sexy and irresistible. Necessary for him to breathe.

“Like…marriage counseling?” I asked. Again, Ryan shot me a warning glance, but I ignored him. I’m the boss around here, though I’m tired of it. If he’d take the lead in this conversation and get to the bottom of this mystery, then maybe I’d stop prying.

Eric considered my question. “I guess you’d call it that.”

“You’re basically newlyweds,” I said. “You don’t have problems!”

“McKenna was really anxious over her new job,” Eric said. “And our friends told us this counselor could make all that go away.”

I narrowed my eyes. “How is that a marriage counselor problem?”

“Questions are boring,” McKenna said. “Let’s dance!”

She stood and started wiggling in our silent dining room. Was she imagining the music only she could hear? Or maybe that’s what was in her earpiece? She got low and rubbed her ass against her husband’s arm, and then, she actually took my husband’s hand and pulled him from his seat. Started grinding against his leg.

I was in shock, for once, absolutely speechless. What the hell was Ryan doing?

“So fucking hot,” Eric whispered. Again, he looked at McKenna like she made his world spin, and she glanced at him while grinding against my husband’s thigh. And, I swear to God this was intentional, she brushed her nipples against my husband’s chest.

I stared at my husband. What was he expecting? Should I let them fuck here in our dining room?

Normally, one glance from me would warn Ryan and fix this situation, but he was staring at McKenna with pure lust! His mouth partly open, probably imagining her hard nipple softly entering his mouth. He even had a hand on the small of her back, pressing her into him.

“We need some real music in here,” Eric said.

“I think we’re done.” I picked up my plate and bumped McKenna’s arm as I hurried to the kitchen.

As I passed, McKenna flicked her eyes my way, just once. Then she started humming, singing an old song: “All eyes on me.”

After they had left, Ryan came back inside and cupped my breasts while I was doing dishes. I should have pushed him away, but I realized I was turned on as well, something about being so close to McKenna’s unbridled lust. Maybe that’s what was bugging me. I knew she was in the wrong by grinding on my husband, and yet I was horny as hell. WTF?

I let Ryan lift my skirt, bend me against the sink, and slide my underwear down. He knelt behind me, tasted my folds, sucked on them the way I like.

“Someone’s wet,” he murmured.

Then he took me roughly, holding my hips as he pounded me. Even slapped my ass. Called me his little slut.

Usually, I hate that sort of thing. But tonight, I pressed back into him and begged for more. Faster. Harder. I can’t remember the last time I had an orgasm that good, but Ryan had to support me as my legs shook. Then he leaned over me and kissed my neck. Told me how sexy I was.

I wondered then if he had been thinking about McKenna while he fucked me.

Because I sure had been.

***


No Brain Cells Sell

The whole weekend I couldn’t stop thinking about dinner, about how weird McKenna had acted. Maybe she’d been high? And why did I care so much? She was attractive, young, and I guess I shouldn’t be surprised my husband stared at her. It’s what men did.

But dancing? Letting her grind on him while I was sitting right fucking there?

I tried to put it out of my mind, and by Monday, I was back in work mode. Everything running smoothly.

Until McKenna showed up for work several hours late. Why? She’d been at the salon, getting her hair dyed. Blonde.

I waited for our boss, Alex, to rip into her, because lateness was not tolerated when we’re working on big accounts. But Alex spun her around and complimented her new hairstyle. Complimented!

Other men arrived and she giggled and leaned into them. She even put her arm around some of them, let her hand rest lightly on their belt. Just for a moment, but I saw the move. Like a promise.

The men lit up. Of course. They knew she was married but didn’t care. Then McKenna smiled and moved on, her soft hands trailing across their arms as she giggled her way to the next group.

I pulled her into the copy room and asked her what was up.

“You dyed your hair,” I said, before I could restrain myself. Because that was the weirdest part. Last week, she’d had dark brown hair. Today, it was blonde, professionally dyed, and thoughtfully arranged to appear careless. I wanted to hate it, but it looked…great. Carefree and fun.

I touched my naturally blonde hair, regretted that I always had it pulled back in a severe ponytail. My work look. Would guys notice if I let it down?

McKenna lifted her hair as if inspecting split-ends. “I did dye my hair, didn’t I?”

“You don’t remember?” I thought she was playing dumb, but honestly, it was hard to tell. Maybe she had some memory problem? Should I empathize?

“Honestly? I’m not sure?” McKenna looked, for a moment, truly confused, but then she smiled and shrugged. “But cuteness is everything! So go with it, right?”

God, the stupidity rankled me. Because I knew she was smart. Why was she hiding it?

She just stood there smiling, twirling her hair, raising her eyebrows at any passing man, and I had a vision of her being used and made fun of. And I felt sorry for her, stepped back into my mentor role.

“Listen.” I held her elbow and spoke quietly. “The culture here is pretty conservative, as I’ve told you. I don’t want to see you shoot yourself in the foot.”

McKenna’s eyes widened. “That would totally hurt! I love walking!”

Her reply was so stupid it caught me off-guard. Was she messing with me? But then she fiddled with her earpiece again, and I realized it was no act. Whatever was making her act this way, one thing was sure: this was the new McKenna.

“Are you okay?” I asked, bending closer.

“I’m so okay.” She smiled and looked into my eyes, and I felt an immediate heat. I’ve never been into women, but suddenly I felt like kissing her. Those soft lips just looked so inviting.

I shook my head. “You can tell me, you know. Is this about counseling? Did something happen?”

“Everything happens in counseling.”

An answer that was so Zen-like I had no reply. Of course everything happened. It always does.

“And you know? I was thinking? Counseling?” She poked my chest lightly. “Perfect for you and Juice.”

Juice? Wait. That was my husband’s stupid nickname in college. “You mean, Ryan. His name’s Ryan.”

“Oh.” She pursed her lips. “Well, he told me to call him Juice. After our little dance.”

The reminder felt like a slap. Only I called him Juice. A special treat. When we fucked.

“Anyway, I have to get ready for a boring meeting. I didn’t really prepare my slides. But it’s something about cigars?”

“Cigarettes,” I said, thinking she was an idiot. Not fit to work in this agency.

After she left, I went into the office bathroom, gazed into the mirror. I caught a glimpse of the woman I’d become. Hair pulled back tight, frown lines starting to form. I’d once been gorgeous and free. Wanted. Like McKenna.

But then I’d given all that up for stable corporate life. For power and respect.

“It’s worth it,” I told myself, thinking of the enviable life I’d built with my husband. Hell, he loved how professional I was. Thought it was great that I outearned him and had risen higher. I was the girl boss I’d been taught to admire. I had everything a woman could want. Right?

Then why was everyone paying more attention to McKenna? And why was I jealous?

After lunch, we had a tense meeting with a client who wasn’t happy with our latest branding efforts. Steven Broach, CEO of Ciga-minis, a new cigarette line that was clearly targeted at teens. How this was legal, I don’t know, but our company chased profits, not ethics. Anyway, the brand was getting some backlash.

The problem, as all of us at the agency knew, was that their product was stupid and borderline illegal, but we couldn’t say that to the CEO. We were all smiles, as always, as Steven Broach hollered about our incompetence.

“Your job is to fix our image. Now what I need,” he said, “are some new ideas.”

This is normally when everyone in the room would look at me; I was great with creativity under pressure. My specialty.

But today, my boss, Alex, punched his intercom and called in McKenna.

I was glad to see the executives trade questioning glances. Clearly, I wasn’t the only one who thought she was a moron.

But Alex had the power here, and he reassured us that McKenna had impressed him just this morning with her fresh ideas. He mentioned she was young, in her late twenties, which seemed to appease Steve Broach, who wanted the youth market. That was something.

McKenna entered and I think all of us drew in a breath. She’d changed since I had spoken to her just that morning. Now she wore a tight red dress that extended to maybe mid-thigh, if I’m being generous. Her bright smile lit up the whole room, but the men’s eyes all went to her breasts, which were perfectly captured by the dress, uplifted even, not that she needed help. Her generous cleavage enough to smother any man, and her nipples were—I can’t believe I’m about to say this—perky. Hard.

“Everyone.” Alex stood and fairly bowed to McKenna. “This is our newest hire, McKenna.”

“Hi guys!” She smiled, and even I felt the warmth. “Don’t get up, but you can get it up!”

The guys laughed, of course, which surprised me. They were usually straight-faced with clients.

“McKenna, can you share some of those new ideas you had with Steve Broach, here?” Alex pointed at Mr. Broach, and McKenna immediately went and knelt—knelt!!!!—in front of him.

I was about to object, but Broach just smiled lazily at McKenna, and I didn’t want to seem a prude. It was his #metoo moment, not mine.

“Sure!” McKenna toyed with Broach’s shoelace while she spoke. “I was thinking like, show Ciga-minis flying in space, then some astronauts open their helmet things, and the Ciga-minis fly in their mouths.” To illustrate, she looked wide-eyed at him and opened her mouth, pretending to insert something. “Like this?” Again, she mimed pushing something deep into her mouth, far deeper than a Ciga-mini would ever go.

“Love it!” Broach said, watching her lips part for the imagined cigarette penetrating her mouth. “Incredible idea!”

The other men looked at each other and nodded. Murmured agreement.

“How would they breathe?” I asked.

“What?” Alex said, annoyed. “Breathe? Who cares? It’s an ad.”

“I know, but…” I tried not to roll my eyes. “It’s in space. You can’t take off your helmet or you’ll die. Everyone knows that.”

“I don’t!” McKenna said, and giggled. “But we don’t like dead astronauts.” McKenna cooed into Broach’s eyes as she frowned. “Do we?”

“No, darling.” Steve Broach shook his head to force himself to look away. “That’s a good point about breathing, but…”

McKenna gave an exaggerated pout. “You don’t like my idea? It took a lot of brain cells.”

“It’s not that. It’s…” Steve Broach considered me, but then Mckenna sighed and subtly wiggled her chest. “Oh hell. I love it! Such a bold idea!”

McKenna clapped her hands and giggled, then covered her mouth as if embarrassed. Steve Broach smiled softly at her. His approval was so obvious and naked that McKenna blushed.

She’d gotten that result with just a few movements. Had I ever had that skill? I didn’t want to be vapid like her. Did I?

“Can we make this happen?” Alex asked, looking at the rest of the team. “It’s a big shift, but I think McKenna’s right. Cigarettes in space could make people overlook the whole teens smoking problem.”

“That was never my intention!” Steve Broach said.

“Of course not,” McKenna cooed. “You just want to make people happy.”

“That’s right! Boy, you really understand me.”

Alex chuckled and slapped his thighs. “Sounds like everyone is happy. We’ll get to work on the project right way.” He gave me a meaningful look, letting me know that I’d be working late again. When the boss said we, he always meant just me.

He stood and helped McKenna stand. She glanced at Steve Broach’s lap; his erection was obvious, clearly tenting his pants, but he seemed oblivious. Alex escorted him to the door, talking plans for drinks, with McKenna following close behind.

“What the fuck just happened?” I asked, disgusted. And yet, in awe.

The remaining men shook their heads. Then one said, “Whatever it was, I hope it happens to me.”

The other guys laughed and agreed. None of them even looked at me.

***


Ready to Let Go?

A stupid astronaut smoking a cigarette in space. Idiotic! Why did they have to listen to McKenna? Just because she was pretty and batted her eyelashes? That crap still worked?

I shook with growing rage as I stayed late to work on mock-ups. Rage and envy that I wanted to ignore but it was just too strong. I hated that they had ignored me, after all my hard work, and listened to her stupid ideas.

Except…her idea wasn’t actually stupid.

As the concept came together, I had to admit that McKenna’s idea held a certain charm. Yes, it was ridiculous and against all logic, but maybe that’s why it worked. It was an ad; its purpose was to get attention. The silliness of her idea mixed with my artistic skill made the work pop. Maybe it would make people forget that Ciga-minis was a terrible product. That was, in general, our job as an agency.

“Huh.” I sat back and considered the ad. “Not bad. Not bad.”

The men had either gone home or gone out to drink. It was Monday after all, which means Happy Hour for everyone but me. I decided to relax a little.

I shook my hair down. Unbuttoned my shirt a little. An unconscious move, but I was alone in the office. I could stop girl bossing for the night.

Just then, I heard the elevator whisk open and a man’s voice laughing loudly. Then a girlish titter, that could only be Mckenna. They were moving too quickly towards the conference room for me to put away my mess. I was flustered, caught between fixing my hair and putting away the mock-up materials.

I decided to step out and pretend I was leaving so I wouldn’t have to admit I liked McKenna’s idea, especially in front of our boss. I shut off the conference room lights and stepped into the hallway, moved towards their laughter. They passed without seeing me there; they were so fixated on each other. Alex had an arm around McKenna, and both of them had clearly been drinking.

They passed by me and I heard a door creak. Laughter.

But then the laughter went silent.

Too silent.

Instinctively, I slipped off my shoes and padded towards the end of the hall. Alex’s office door was cracked, and I caught a hint of movement inside, but I couldn’t quite make out what was happening. Should I just leave? Say goodbye?

A curiosity I cannot explain pulled me onwards. I peeked through the opening and saw Alex’s back towards me. Alex tossed his button-up shirt aside and stood in a tight t-shirt, his back and shoulder muscles clearly visible. He was silver-haired and fit, an older triathlete whose every move screamed wealth. For the first time, I caught myself admiring his body, thinking of his chiseled features and admitting that he was actually quite attractive. Fuckable, even.

Then I shook my head. Fuckable? Seriously, Madeline.

And anyway, where was McKenna? I was sure she’d come in here, but I didn’t see her.

Then I heard a zipper open, deafening in the silence, and Alex’s pants slipped down to his ankles.

No. They didn’t slip down. Female hands pulled them down. McKenna’s pink-nailed fingers traced Alex’s legs as they rose to cup his ass and pull him closer.

Oh. My. God. I should have run. I should not have been seeing this.

But I stayed, frozen in place. Watching. Pulled by her allure.

I couldn’t see her, but she knelt before him, and he gazed down at her with an almost fatherly pride. I knew I should leave before they saw me, and yet…I wanted to see how she worked this magic.

I stood, breathless, in the hallway.

“McKenna, you’re amazing,” Alex said. His hands moved in front of him, probably stroking her beautiful blonde hair. “So beautiful.”

Her hands seemed to be turning him, forcing him to pivot just a little, and Alex turned, clearly under McKenna’s spell, until I could make out their side profile. Now I could fully see Mckenna, in her tight dress and on her knees, with a cock in her mouth.

Our boss’s cock.

I covered my mouth to stifle a moan. Then I found myself sucking on my fingers, wetting them, as if they were Alex’s cock and I was getting a turn. What the hell was I doing? I felt insane, dried my fingers on my shirt and gripped my hands behind my back. Behave!

McKenna popped off and jerked his full length, coated with her saliva, as she looked up at him. “You’re too big for me, daddy.”

“Oh, don’t say that, baby girl,” Alex said. “You’re doing such a good job.”

“You mean it?” Her huge doe eyes begged for praise.

Alex stroked her hair behind her ears and smiled kindly. “You bet. I see how hard you’re working.”

“Oh, thank you!” Keeping her eyes on his, she widened her jaw and slowly began to take his cock. First it stretched her lips, then Alex worked it deeper, deeper, finding her throat. Kaylee gagged, just a little, but when Alex tried to pull away, she gripped his ass and refused to let him leave.

She took it all.

“Oh my god,” Alex moaned. With slow movements, he worked McKenna’s throat, taking care not to hurt her.

In the hallway, I fought to keep my hand from slipping into my underwear and fingering my clit. I told myself I should be scandalized, ashamed how she let our boss fuck her face. But he took such care with her, even as he stretched her mouth, that I found myself wondering if I could be as good as McKenna. Would anyone ever look at me the way he looked at her?

McKenna worked him to the edge, and when Alex started to quake, she slid back and used her hand. With her free hand, she peeled the top of dress down, baring her gorgeous tits.

Alex closed his eyes and spasmed as she milked him.

She shifted her gaze and held my eyes, watching me while she worked our boss to completion. It felt like a dare, that direct look, and I instinctively stepped back.

Alex’s seed coated her breasts, and she leaned forward, begging for it, catching some on her lips. Licking it. Savoring it. As if this was her greatest happiness.

“Oh, McKenna,” Alex said, caressing her face, looking at her with pride and love. “You’re such a special girl.”

Blushing, McKenna looked at the floor and basked in the boss’s praise.

I rushed out of the building. I was ashamed of what I’d just witnessed.

And incredibly, incredibly wet.

***


Aftermath

I had no idea how to go back to work and pretend things were normal, but I had no other choice. This was my career. So I coped the way I always have: I put my head down and focused on production.

Which is how Alex found me that morning. He’d slipped into my office when I wasn’t looking, and McKenna was basically hanging on his arm.

“What’s this?” He let go of McKenna and drifted towards me. Leaned over my shoulder to peer down at the mock-up. “Marianne. This is your work?”

I nodded. “Well, it’s McKenna’s idea. The astronaut thing.”

“Which you hated.”

I swallowed, chastened. “I did. But she has something. I see it now.”

McKenna was, oddly, quiet. If she was embarrassed that I’d seen her give Alex a blowjob last night, she gave no indication. She sat in a swivel chair and seemed thrilled with spinning herself in slow circles while she played with her hair. She looked so happy, so utterly content with life, that for a moment I wanted to be her.

Alex said, “McKenna did have a good idea, but honestly, it’s your skill that brought it to life. This is just excellent.”

“Well, thank you.” I’m pretty sure I was blushing, which might sound odd considering how long I’d worked here, but Alex had never praised my work so lavishly. It felt good to be recognized.

He lifted the pad to look more closely. I don’t think he’d ever paid that much attention to my work. “I’m so proud of you, Marianne.”

The phrase sent a warm pulse through my whole body. It frightened me, the thrill I got from such a simple compliment. My thoughts went completely blank, and I felt fully relaxed.

I’d worn my hair down, and Alex replaced a strand of hair behind my ear and eyed me kindly. And with the kind of lust he’d showered on McKenna the night before. His gaze lingered, traced my face. Then he patted my shoulder and went out, leaving me alone with McKenna.

I glanced at her and felt a little embarrassed. She’d seen me blush for that compliment. How ridiculous!

McKenna tilted her head and extracted her earpiece. She set it on the table and let out a long, slow sigh. Her eyes were closed, and her face tensed, as if she were experiencing some pain.

“You okay, McKenna?” I rose to go to her.

“Sorry. It’s just such a shift, you know?” Her tone had returned to her normal voice, the smart young woman I’d first mentored. Her voice was still higher than I remembered, but there was a perceptive edge to it now. “Hard to come back to…reality.”

“Why do you wear that thing?”

“It quiets my anxiety. Like this constant stream of self-hatred runs through my head until I put in that earpiece.”

“So…it’s like brainwashing you?”

“Hardly. That thing fucking saves me. It’s the best medicine I’ve ever found. Supposedly, if I keep it in longer, the shift will be permanent. I hope so.”

I was about to speak again, but Alex came back and poked his head in. Smiled at McKenna but then let his eyes travel the length of my body. “Forgot to mention. Marianne, I love your hair down. And what you’re doing with your shirt a little open. We should have a more relaxed vibe around here. Maybe on Fridays or something?”

Then he bid us goodbye and left again.

“Feels good,” McKenna said. “To be sexy. Wanted. To let go.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“He’s a good fuck too.”

“So last night wasn’t the only time…”

“With a cock like that?” McKenna grinned. “Of course not! He gets so stressed and that just makes it harder on everyone. Last night he was pissed about that whole Ciga-mini thing, so I did us all a favor!”

Now that she mentioned it, he did seem more relaxed. Crazy logic on her part, but again, it made a certain sense. Whatever she was doing was working, and whatever I had been doing was mostly not.

“Hope you’re not mad,” McKenna said. “We didn’t know you were here.”

“No, I…” I swallowed, trying to put words to exactly how I’d felt. I couldn’t admit that I’d been excited at seeing her on her knees in front of Alex. So I changed the subject. “Aren’t you married?” I asked, feeling like a prude. “I mean, does your husband know about…”

“That I fuck other guys?” McKenna smiled widely and leapt from the chair. She tiptoed in stocking feet across the carpet and sat on my lap. Whispered in my ear. “He loves it. Begs me to, in fact.”

I blinked, intoxicated by her closeness and her scent.

She fingered my open blouse, let one hand slip, for a moment, under my bra. “Stop hiding, Marianne. We’re all waiting for you to come out and play.”

“I…” My mouth worked. “I can’t…” My eyes suddenly welled with tears, and I pushed her off my lap. “Excuse me.” I ran to the restroom and sobbed over the sink.

When I worked up the confidence to get my stuff, the conference room was dark, my materials thoughtfully put away. The only thing in there was a small business card sitting in front of my chair.

I picked it up, tilted it into dim the hallway light. It read: Dr. Fenton. Relaxation Therapist.

On the back of the card, McKenna had written in pink, puffy pen: For when you’re ready to let go. Love, M.

***


Stop Lying, Already

McKenna’s question—Are you ready to let go?—haunted me. Let go of what? The way she’d asked sounded like she could clearly see something about me that I couldn’t.

And it bothered me because the question made me sound like a prude. Some uptight bitch. And sure, I’m not as young as McKenna and I’m sorry I don’t kneel before clients and bat my eyes to win approval, but that doesn’t have to mean I’m miserable. Or missing out.

That line of reasoning sounded good. I even caught myself whispering these rationalizations to myself as I stepped out of the shower and dried off. Which is when I realized: McKenna was right. I carried a ton of stress, and no one really understood. Or appreciated it.

So why didn’t I just stop?

“Stop.” I wiped the steamy mirror and said to my partial reflection, “Just stop.”

The words jarred me. Could I really? Just stop all the pretense and relax. See what developed?

Because it was possible, and I didn’t need an earpiece to make that shift...and I didn’t need to blow the boss like McKenna did. I imagined myself dressing cuter, letting my hair down at work, smiling and laughing more. When I imagined this scene, something inside of me unclenched and said yes yes yes.

But then that old nagging voice said, “Get real, you’re over 30 and can’t play young girl games.”

And I deflated.

Because of course that was true. McKenna got a pass because she was young and sexy. She was the new girl at work and men love that. For a while. But McKenna did not realize that soon she wouldn’t be that new girl and her power and charm would fade. I didn’t wish that fate on her, but I knew it to be true.

Because I had lived it. I put away the fun-loving girl to become the high-powered woman I am.

I straightened my shoulders, held myself proudly, and looked again at my reflection. Spoke my affirmations.

“I’m strong. A bad bitch. A boss.”

All those things were true.

But now, I realized, I no longer wanted them to be.

I wrapped a towel around myself and hurried down the hallway. In the bedroom, I found the card McKenna had given me and called Dr. Fenton to make an appointment.

A woman answered, and her voice was unmistakably bubbly. Even a little sensual, the way she purred, “Hello.”

I mistook her for a receptionist. Sexist, I know. I’d thought only a man could be working that magic on McKenna.

She laughed at my mistake. “Don’t be embarrassed. I get that all the time.” She asked why I was calling, listened attentively, and then said she could help. “I see lots of women like you.”

“Like me?” I bristled. What did she know about me? We’d never met.

“Oh, you know. Marriage troubles.” She chuckled, then sensing my discomfort, added, “No need to play coy with me. You wouldn’t be calling me if I was wrong.” Her bubbly tone was especially off-putting because her words were so incisive. “I mean, I’m not wrong. Am I?”

I swallowed, wanting to tell her to fuck off. But instantly I felt mouselike in her presence and could only agree with her assessment. I found myself confessing that I was stressed out and I longed for attention. Not work attention, but romantic attention. Sexual attention.

I sighed as I spoke the words, and Dr. Fenton murmured, “Bet that felt good. To finally speak the truth?”

“Yes,” I said, quietly. Palming my eyes. “You have no idea.”

“You’re ready to let go,” she said. As if it’s the most natural thing in the world.

I let out a tiny gasp and covered my mouth. Embarrassed. What the hell was that noise?

Dr. Fenton cut off my thoughts with an abrupt change of tone. She said she was free tomorrow afternoon. And she told me to come alone.

***


You Understand. Right, Honey?

I debated not telling my husband about my appointment, because he knew that Dr. Fenton was a couples therapist. And we’ve talked about couples therapy before, with Ryan always deferring to my judgment. Does he want to go to therapy? Only if I want to.

As always.

Truth is, I wasn’t sure I needed therapy, and it would’ve been nice for once if he’d take the lead. But that wasn’t my husband’s manner. Never had been.

People joked that I wore the pants in our relationship, which I guess is true, but sometimes I’d just like to wear the panties. And have them ripped off for a good, hard fuck.

Anyway, as we lay in bed that night, I told Ryan about my appointment. That Dr. Fenton asked me to come alone, and that I’d cancel it if Ryan felt it was too weird. I think I wanted him to tell me no for once, to be protective. More: to save me from this weird counselor who had quickly disarmed me with a few insightful comments.

But he gave his usual answer: “If that’s what you want. I’m sure it’s fine. Maybe you just need to talk things out, you know?”

“I don’t know what I need,” I said. “Maybe a good hard fuck?” I smiled, pretending to be joking, but inwardly, I was begging. He hadn’t touched me since that weird dinner party with McKenna.

“If only,” Ryan said, as if he couldn’t deliver. “I’m sure therapy will be good for you. Maybe we’ll go together some time!”

Exasperated, I couldn’t wait anymore. I crawled on top of him and started kissing him, harder than I normally would. Biting his lower lip, forcing his mouth open. That woke him up; he loved when I took charge.

Ryan pulled my shirt off and sucked at my tits, paying attention to each nipple. I felt him growing hard beneath me, and I couldn’t wait. We usually both went for missionary, tender lovemaking, but right now I wanted to be taken. Used. Hard.

I don’t know what had come over me, but I couldn’t ignore the feeling anymore. “Please,” I begged. “Fuck me. Hard.”

To say that was out of character for me would be a hell of an understatement. I never talked dirty. Never got wild.

But god I needed it tonight.

Immediately suspicious, Ryan backed off my nipple and looked at me. “Are you sure?”

I rolled my eyes. “Of course I’m sure. Jesus.” I rolled off him, slipped off my panties, and got on my knees. Bent and parted my folds for him. “Take me. Use me.”

“I mean, okay?” Ryan moved behind me and teased me with the head of his cock. He slid inside and I moaned, started to work him, squeezing every inch of him. But he didn’t move. He was more like a post, waiting there for me to fuck him.

“I said fuck me, Ryan. Treat me like a little slut.”

“Really?” He sounded honestly unsure. Though he did get a little more active, it wasn’t hard like I wanted. Needed.

Frustrated, I shut my eyes and ground down on him, taking charge as I normally do. But this time I was thinking of my boss, Alex, and how he had face-fucked McKenna. How happy she looked on her knees before him. Yeah, he was old, but he oozed power and desire. He must have fucked her so good, and maybe I was starting to hope he’d do the same to me.

Suddenly, I desperately wanted to please Alex. However he demanded. The thought made my pussy throb as I imagined my boss pulling my hair from behind, telling me what a good job I was doing, how proud he was of me.

Imagining his praise, a warmth enveloped my entire body. I gripped the sheets and came so hard that my husband lost control as well. As we climaxed together, he held me from behind and we fell together on the bed, laughing.

“Wow.” Ryan shook his head and asked, “What’s gotten into you?”

I didn’t know, exactly, but I was a little scared it had only just begun.

***


Let’s Tell Secrets

Dr. Fenton’s office looked more like a spa. Low light with ambient music that had just a touch of white noise to it. Odd but calming. Minimalist, Zen-style decorations. A small stone fountain on a table. Not the doctor’s office vibe I expected.

And the receptionist looked like a sorority girl. Bleach blonde hair with an out-of-season tan. She wore a tight top that revealed ample cleavage, and when she stood to greet me, she tugged down a ridiculously short skirt. This was work wear?

“Oh my god!” She squealed. “Marianne, right? The new girl?”

Girl? “Um, yes, I’m Dr. Fenton’s new patient.”

“I’m Kristi. But everyone calls me KK! Okay?” Then she giggled. “That’s a lot of Ks!”

“It sure is,” I said, meaning to sound sarcastic, but I felt oddly charmed. Before I realized it, she’d taken my hand and was leading me through a door. She intertwined her arm with mine and her breasts brushed against me. An accident, I’m sure, but hard to ignore. As she whispered in my ear, I could smell strawberry-scented lip gloss.

“Why are you whispering?” I asked.

“You’re whispering too,” KK said, giggling again. “We’re whisper sisters.”

“That’s cute.”

“No. You’re cute.” She twisted a strand of hair that had escaped my bun. “So serious and career oriented.” She laughed and then started whispering again. “Seriously though, we’re whispering because whispering means secrets, and secrets are fun.”

I felt a little silly, but I decided to play along. She was charming. I’ll give her that. “What secrets do we have?”

“Tell me one and I’ll tell you one.” KK stepped into a small room with a leather chair and a loveseat. “Quick. Before Dr. Fenton comes in.” She covered her mouth and hopped a couple times. “This is so fun! Oh my god! I never get to do this at work!”

Her eyes shone with a childlike excitement that was truly endearing. I wracked my brain for some secret, but I was saddened to find my mind filled with workplace drama and intrigue. Stuff I’d once found interesting but now realized was horribly tiresome. I felt a pang of sadness…for myself. How had I let myself become so dull?

“Marianne?” KK’s tone shifted from glee to concern, and she cupped my face. “You look sad. We don’t have to play the secret game. It’s really not part of my job, and I could get in trouble if Dr. Fenton finds out.” She made to move her hand away, but I pressed her palm against my skin and absorbed her warmth, her care. Took a long breath and appreciated her presence. Why didn’t I do that more often? Appreciate the good things in life?

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m just in boring work mode. Hard to get out of, you know?”

KK nodded. “I can’t imagine how much pressure you’re under. My job’s pretty easy, and I get to help people relax.”

I shook my head. “That sounds awesome. Mine’s a lot more…unsatisfying.”

“I hear that a lot. Women carry so much.” She removed her hand from my face but kept holding onto my fingers. Looked earnestly into my eyes. “You can tell me anything. We’re secret sisters now.”

“Anything, huh?”

Seeing my hesitation, she offered to go first. “When I first came to see Dr. Fenton, I was stressed and so anxious. I weighed so much and hated myself.”

“Oh.” I was jarred by her sudden serious turn. Hard to picture this bubbly KK as a depressed girl. “Well, you’ve had quite a turnaround.”

“I know, right?” KK bit her lip. “Know what the hardest part was?”

“Exercising? Dieting?”

She shook her head. “No. Letting go of my old nasty thoughts. That’s what Dr. Fenton helped me with, and I’m so much happier now.”

I couldn’t deny that she seemed happy…and hot. Could Dr. Fenton do that for me? I wasn’t a young college girl anymore, so I had my doubts. Fantasy only went so far, and then it met reality.

“Your turn,” KK prompted. “Secret, please. Something juicy.”

“I don’t know, KK. It’s just…”

“You’ll feel better. Secrets are so heavy. I feel lighter after telling you my secret.”

Honestly, I was trying and coming up empty. God, I was so freaking boring.

“Sneak attack!” KK squealed and covered my eyes.

“What are you doing?” I said, taken aback.

Holding me in the darkness, she told me to blurt out the first, worst secret I could think of. “No judgment here.”

“Yeah, right.”

“It’s true! Dr. Fenton saw my ugly self and transformed me.”

I couldn’t see her, but I felt the truth of her words, how deeply she believed them. I decided to try for her. To let go and let a secret out. I was terrified, but I took a deep breath and said, “I fantasized about someone else when my husband fucked me last night.”

I expected either laughter or derision, but instead, KK said, “Oooh fun! Is he hot?”

“Um, I guess? I mean, he’s older. So…”

“That’s so hot! I love older men!” She removed her hand from my eyes and was looking at me with an open expression I couldn’t read. “You’re going to have an awesome session. I can tell when someone’s about to change.”

KK backed out of the room. “She’ll be in soon, secret sister.” She covered her mouth and made a snake-hissing sound. “That’s a lot of Ss! You get me so tongue-tied.”

Then she shut the door and left me alone with that weird white noise music playing. I wanted to be angry at her for covering my eyes and tricking me into telling a secret, but then I realized I wasn’t angry at all.

I was relaxed. It felt good to admit my fantasy, to have someone help me carry that load.

***


Enter the Doctor

Another receptionist entered. Older than KK, but just as bouncy and happy. She was dressed in a professional but very tight dress, her cleavage not only evident but accentuated, and she strutted slowly as if she controlled the room. Wanted all eyes on her.

I began to tell this new woman that I’d already been prepped by KK, but then I noticed a picture of Dr. Fenton on the wall next to her diplomas, and I realized: this wasn’t a receptionist. This was the counselor I had come to see.

This counselor was…a bimbo?

She watched me glance at her photo and make the connection, as if she knew my embarrassment. I got the sense she could hear my internal dialogue, that she was used to the stereotype, and she didn’t care. Leaned into it.

“Dr. Fenton?” I stammered.

“Marianne. Nice to see you. KK caught me up on the important stuff. So let’s not waste time with small talk.”

She immediately took control and steered the conversation. It was jarring. To have her strong personality clash with her ditzy look. I was immediate put off-balance, psychologically.

She gestured to a leather chair, and I sat the way I normally would at work. Ramrod straight, yellow legal pad in my lap, poised to take notes. “Okay,” I breathed. “Where do I start? My childhood?”

Dr. Fenton cocked her head and considered me as if I were a painting hung askew. She stepped forward, her legs touching my knees, and bent to reach behind me. Her breasts brushed against my face, and I was too polite to object or move. She smelled so lovely, so feminine, and I wondered what her secret scent was. She fiddled with my bun, which I’d pulled to a strained perfection, and released my hair.

Then she stepped back and considered me again. “That’s better. You don’t have to lead here.”

Self-conscious, I touched my hair and blindly tried to arrange it. “I’m not as uptight as I look. I just…”

Dr. Fenton shook her head. “Honey, you wouldn’t be here if you weren’t uptight. So let’s not pretend.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Ma’am? Where had that come from?

But the term did not put her off. “Can you unbutton your shirt a little, please?”

“What?”

“Relax the body, free the mind.” She sat staring at me, and I realized she was waiting for me to obey her command.

Hand shaking, I unbuttoned my top button.

“Good. Two more buttons, please.”

“Two?”

“Boobs over brains.”

“I’m a professional.”

“And I’m not?” She laughed, aware of the game she played. “Here’s a question. Who do you think gets what they want more often?”

My first thought was obviously me, but I found I couldn’t voice it. Because it was a lie. I thought of how I’d sat in the same position for years…yes, I’d climbed, but only so far. And then I envisioned McKenna and how the boss invited her to everything now. I was old enough to know what that level of attention could mean. Sure, he could use and toss her aside, but it was just as likely he’d promote her.

Dr. Fenton folded her hands and leaned on her thighs. “You’re uncomfortable.”

“I just thought…”

She smiled and tapped her head. “And there’s your problem. Thinking.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Happy women don’t care to understand…and that’s okay.” Dr. Fenton held a serious expression to drive the point home, but then she smiled and whispered, as if we now shared a secret: “And isn’t the need to understand everything so damn boring?”

I thought about that. My quest for knowledge just to feel in control. I looked at how tightly I gripped my yellow legal pad and almost laughed at my scribbled notes. They seemed so silly, but I was still clinging. I didn’t want to admit she was right.

“Marianne, I want you take a deep breath. Close your eyes and breathe in and out fully, on my count.”

It felt weird to make myself blind and vulnerable before a stranger. But I obeyed, and it felt…good. To breathe, but more: to be told what to do and to do it without question.

“Now I want you to imagine yourself at work.”

“Not my happy place,” I murmured.

“Oh, we’ll see about that,” Dr. Fenton said. “Picture all those men you work with. Likely less competent than you, but it doesn’t matter. They still climb. Right?”

My mouth quivered with emotion. How did she know?

“Now picture yourself among them. But this time, your hair is down. That gorgeous body is on display in something professional but revealing. Just riding the edge of what’s acceptable.”

I couldn’t help it. I grinned. A natural reaction to that image. Was it possible? To dress like that at work? In my thirties?

“How would your boss respond?”

I pictured Alex, silver-haired and toned, older but full of confidence and lust. “He’d love it.”

“Yes, he would, dear. And so would the rest of them, though they might try to hide it at first.” Dr. Fenton rose, the leather chair creaking, and lightly caressed my hair. A motherly, caring gesture, but confident.

But I fought it. I shook my head. “I’m too old for that sort of stuff. McKenna’s young. Guys love girls like that.”

Dr. Fenton leaned in and I smelled that wonderful perfume again. It was intoxicating. Just the smell of it made me breathe more deeply and my thoughts scattered. In their place a warmth, a relaxing glow.

She whispered, “How old do you think I am?”

I didn’t know. It hadn’t occurred to me to wonder. Because she was so confident and happy.

Then it hit me: “It doesn’t matter.”

“Good girl,” she whispered and stroked my neck.

And I moaned. An actual moan let loose from deep, deep inside me. That moan jarred some emotion that I’ve held back for a long time. I don’t even know the name. But I started crying as I let go of years of tension and Dr. Fenton held me, whispered how proud she was that I’d had this breakthrough.

During our last few minutes, I remembered I’d never talked to her about my marriage. She was supposed to be a couples therapist, but we hadn’t mentioned Ryan. “Don’t you want to know about my marriage?” I asked. “If it’s working?”

Dr. Fenton laughed. “It’s okay, honey. I see your type all the time.”

“What type is that?”

She grinned, her hand on the door. “Uptight and underfucked.”

I gasped a little. No one had ever spoken that way to me. But then I remembered her breathing technique, and her scent seemed even stronger. Did she notice? How overwhelming it was? But it calmed me. And I admitted to her that my husband was a good man, but he couldn’t satisfy me. Wouldn’t take control. It just was not in his nature.

“You need to give up control. You need that to feel complete.”

“Exactly! God, it feels good to have someone explain things this way.”

“Of course.” She watched me. “But you want more than balance, don’t you?”

I thought of McKenna, deepthroating our boss, what she’d said about fucking him, looking starry eyed for his gigantic cock. How happy she was. “I’m not sure.”

Dr. Fenton watched me, but soon our time was up. She rose and told me I had a homework assignment. “Two things. Number one: talk to McKenna about what you told me. Get her opinion.”

“I guess I could do that.”

“Do it to make me happy. Would you?”

“Oh. Of course then.” Seeing her pleased, I felt that warmth again inside. “And the other thing?”

“Wear your hair down. And don’t hide your body.”

“And you think that’s okay?”

“I know it is, dear.”

As soon as she reassured me, all of my doubts dispersed. And I inhaled her lingering scent and breathed, let those doubts remain forever banished.

***


The Invitation

As I was leaving, KK kissed me on the cheek and said she couldn’t wait to see me next week and catch up on our secrets.

Then I was alone in the parking lot. The sun jarred me, as if waking from an intense dream. Honestly, I felt a little silly for what I’d done in there, the things I’d shared with KK and Dr. Fenton. Ridiculous. Who was I kidding?

My self-doubt started to spiral, and I instinctively reached for my phone.

Normally, in these moments I would call my patient, supportive husband.

But not today.

Instead, my fingers tapped McKenna’s name.

When she answered, her chipper voice immediately pierced my anxiety.

“Let me guess,” McKenna said. “You’re already having those nasty thoughts about yourself?”

Her tone sounded like bubble-gum, but that sweetness held a barb. Because she was exactly right. I told her about the session, how good it felt, but then how the spell broke as soon as I left. I was back to calling myself bad names and I didn’t even know why. Just habit, I guess.

“Been there. I used to tell myself I was fat and ugly, that I should work harder and study more. My silly little brain just wasn’t strong enough to see the truth,” McKenna said.

“What truth?”

“Oh, that’s what Dr. Fenton really teaches. I was scared too, but it’s such a relief. Now I never think bad things!”

That sounded wonderful, but also a little scary. I told her maybe this whole thing was wrong for me. “I’m just a boring old career woman. Let’s face it.”

“You…are…not!” McKenna screeched so loudly that I pulled the phone from my ear. “Sorry,” she said. “But you just poked my nasty place. I hate when girls hate themselves.”

I took a deep breath and looked around the parking lot. Empty. The way I felt right now. “I don’t know what to do.”

“Know what you need?” McKenna giggled. “A good hard fuck. Something to knock you right out of your head. Sex is medicine!”

I rolled my eyes as I remembered Ryan’s previous efforts. “Yeah, I’m afraid that’s not my husband’s specialty.”

“Who’s talking about husbands? Boring!”

I laughed, thinking she was joking.

“Joking!” McKenna said. “Of course I’m just kidding.”

“Sure,” I said. “I thought so.”

“Okay, serious idea. Let’s go dancing. Tonight.”

How long had it been since I’d been dancing? Ten years? Could I still move that way?

I tried to psych myself up, but then I remembered: work tomorrow. I needed to catch up on a big project. I’d promised our boss, Alex, and I told McKenna as much.

“No biggie!” McKenna giggled. “Let me handle him.”

“I don’t think he’ll grant an extension.”

“Here’s a secret: he’ll do anything I want after I fuck his brains out.”

“Oh my god,” I said, involuntarily. “You’re intense.”

“Intense is where the jobs are!”

I didn’t know what that meant, but I let it go. She sounded so confident that I couldn’t help but drift into her world. Dancing. Why not?

She quickly texted me the address of the club and told me to wear something a little revealing.

I still wasn’t sure. This whole thing was moving too fast, but McKenna’s excitement was so palpable that I agreed. “If you say so.”

“That’s right,” McKenna cooed. “Now go home and slut it up. See you tonight!”

She was gone. I looked at my phone, wondered if I was too old to be going clubbing with a twenty-something who was fucking our boss, if not the whole office. I should have felt weird, but what I really felt was gratitude. She’d included me!

I got in the car, and when I adjusted the mirror, I caught a glimpse of myself. My hair was down, my face relaxed, and somehow I’d acquired sparkly lip gloss. Odd.

But damn, I looked cute.

I imagined myself on the dance floor, wearing a tight little skirt that had too long lain dormant. Dr. Fenton had taught me to visualize myself as sexy. I tried it now, imagining the thumping music, the bodies pressed close, me gyrating against some hot guy.

Then I caught myself as I drifted into the fantasy. Should I feel guilty? Because the guy I imagined was younger and so not my husband.

But I wasn’t fucking this guy—not like McKenna suggested—it was just dancing.

And dancing is fun! The silly thought popped in my head like a champagne bottle, spraying its fizzy promise all over my doubts and worries. The only thing left in there was a gorgeous empty happiness, the kind you find on the dance floor.

Maybe this was how McKenna felt all the time now. Was that so wrong? To be happy?

No. I decided I didn’t feel guilty. I felt…free.

Smiling, I turned on my favorite song and sang all the way home.

***


You’re Wearing That?

Talking to McKenna had a residual effect, as if her happy carefree mood had infected me. I spent the whole afternoon and evening feeling especially light, and it was like my libido got revved into overdrive. I’d thought age had killed it off, but maybe it was the negative thoughts holding it down.

I’d just gotten naked to get into the shower, but then I thought it would be fun to surprise Ryan and make him take me like I needed. If he did that, I could cancel the whole dancing thing and get taken care of at home.

So, I surprised him.

He was sitting on the bed playing a video game, and I walked out of the bathroom slowly. I’d wrapped myself in a towel, but when I saw him playing his game, I dropped the towel to get his attention.

It didn’t work. He kept playing.

But I didn’t give up. I’d teased my nipples in the bathroom, so they were perky and hard, and I slow-walked towards the bed with fire in my eyes. No way he couldn’t know what was on my mind. I felt so full of need. I just wanted to be taken the way he’d fucked me years ago, when things were new and fresh.

I just needed him to look at me the way men looked at McKenna.

To see me. And take me.

But Ryan didn’t look up. His eyes stayed focused on his game.

I stood there, almost naked, primed to fuck his brains out and do whatever nasty thing he wanted, if only he’d look at me and command me. Tell me to get on my knees. That’s what I really wanted. To stop thinking and be told what to do. Empty my mind for the night and just enjoy, just feel.

But his eyes were on his game. Still.

I sighed, looking down at my naked form. Was I no longer desirable? That nasty thought whispered, but like good friends KK’s and McKenna’s voices rose to beat back my negative self-talk. They reassured me that I was gorgeous, that I was special, and I made a conscious choice to take Dr. Fenton’s advice: listen to the good rather than the bad. Shut out those negative thoughts and let only the happy thoughts fill my head.

Watching my oblivious husband, I was disappointed, yes, at what my marriage had become, but I knew I was partly to blame. We’d both let our passion die for too long, replaced by work and video games and routine.

I was determined to get my passion back, at least.

I was going dancing.

I’d had to reach deep into my closet for the kind of outfit McKenna suggested. I tried a few less revealing choices, but each pic I sent to McKenna got met with a playful thumbs-down emoji and then “Sluttier, please!”

I laughed, reading the words in her unmistakable tone.

Finally, I found an outfit that had not seen daylight in too many years. It still fit!

Even better: I looked hot!

I combed out my hair, nice and straight, and admired the soft texture that I’d hidden too long in a business-like ponytail. Staring in the mirror, I shook my head like a shampoo commercial and laughed as my blonde hair flew about my face. I even practiced a few dance moves. Clumsy? Yes. Silly? Yes. But oh so fun.

Soon I was leaning on the counter laughing, having the best time even though I was alone. I’d forgotten how exciting it was to dress up for a night out. To enjoy the pageantry and to anticipate how the guys would react. And yes, I was definitely thinking about guys now. I’d told myself I didn’t care that Ryan had ignored me, but truthfully, it had happened a lot and I was sick of it.

I’m beautiful and sexy; I’m worth looking at.

I wore the tiny black thong and slid into a tight black miniskirt. Dangerously short. If I moved just right, you could see the thong. I tugged at it, told myself I was too old for this sort of thing, but then I heard McKenna’s gleeful laugh and decided to wear it.

I pulled on a small red top with a low-cut neck. Plenty of cleavage. Nipples evident, especially if I started rubbing against some guy.

Would I really do that? I wondered. Looking at myself in the mirror, checking my eyes for courage or cowardice. How far would I go?

I went light on the makeup, but I did accentuate my eyes, and strangely, I found glittery lip gloss in my bag. Where had that come from? I shrugged and gave it a try. Lovely strawberry smell as I applied it. The gloss caught the light and made my lips look so kissable.

I hadn’t felt this young in years!

Finally, I was ready. I walked through the living room and told Ryan I was leaving. He was on the couch watching a movie, and when he looked up, he did a double take.

“Holy shit!” Ryan said. “You look hot!”

I blushed and turned a little circle. Let him see the whole package. “You like?”

“I love it. God.” Ryan’s eyes crawled over me. “This is for a work thing?”

I tried not to roll my eyes. I’d told him I was going dancing with McKenna, but he’d been gaming. Ignoring me. “Dancing. With McKenna.”

“Dancing.” Ryan’s smile faded and he eyed my skirt. “In that.”

I played dumb. “Yeah, I mean, that’s okay, right? It’s just us girls.”

“Sure, yeah, I trust you. It’s just…” He searched for the words. “Guys are going to be all over you.”

“Oh? Is someone jealous?” Me thinking, you could’ve fucked this pussy earlier. Staked your claim. But you were busy.

Ryan shrugged, which meant he was definitely jealous.

And I felt a very strange feeling: excitement. My husband was jealous I was going out dressed slutty? Worried that other men would want me?

I know I should’ve felt bad for him and offered to stay home. At least dress more conservatively. But I was sick of hiding, sick of not being noticed.

“Guess it’s cool,” Ryan said, relenting. “Just be careful, okay? Lots of guys aren’t as nice as I am.”

That’s what I’m counting on, I thought, and then giggled. My husband looked at me like I was crazy, but I was walking away and into a night full of promise.

***


Party Time

Music hit me before I even got near the door to the club. A bass line, low and insistent, thudded through the brick. Two doormen checked IDs and bags, and each time the door opened to admit someone, light leaked through in pink and electric blue streaks. It was 80s night, and from the looks and sounds of things, the party was on.

McKenna was already in line, but when she saw me, she squealed and abandoned her spot. “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god. You. Look. So. Fucking. Hot.”

I didn’t know how to respond, so I just laughed her off. But her attention and voice made other people turn.

“Seriously, Marianne. You never told me you were such a bad bitch.” She turned me before her, checking my outfit. “Impressive.”

She whipped out her phone for a quick selfie against the club logo. We were posing when a cute guy in his mid-twenties stopped. He was muscular, close-cropped dark hair. A nice smile but piercing eyes.

“Want me to take a photo for you two?” He flashed that smile and I almost melted.

McKenna handed him her phone. We posed against the wall, and he directed us to do something a little more daring. “Come on,” he said. “It’s a party, right?”

“Hell yeah!” McKenna yelled and wrapped her leg around me.

I stumbled, holding her up, and she nibbled my ear while the guy snapped some photos.

“You two are amazing,” the guy said, returning her phone. “Hope to see you inside.”

He’d been talking to both of us, but he’d been looking only at me.

After he left, McKenna looked at me and contorted her face.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yes!” She exploded like a shaken soda can. “That was so hot! He’s so into you. I’m totally jealous.”

“I really doubt that. He’s like 10 years younger than me.”

“Which means he can fuck you all night!”

Before I could protest, she grabbed my hand and pulled me to the front of the line. Turns out she’d fucked the door man, so of course he let us in free.

When the bouncer waved us in, heat wrapped around me like a second skin. McKenna held tight to me and led me through the throng of people. Before I knew what was happening, she’d pressed a shot glass into my hand and was counting down.

Feeling young, I threw back the shot, slammed down the glass, and McKenna cheered.

“Let’s dance!” McKenna started onto the dance floor.

But I froze. The music and the crowd frightened me. It was louder than I remembered. And younger. I was probably 10 years older than everyone but the manager. What was I doing?

McKenna was already in the center of it all, like the room had been waiting for her to arrive. Her red dress clung to her curves, hair bright under the lights, eyes wide and shining. Men gravitated toward her, obviously, but in a way that seemed natural. Like they couldn’t even control their desire.

And the way she danced. It wasn’t practiced or thought out. Pure feeling. She danced like she didn’t care what anyone thought.

Like she was built for being watched.

I felt old then, knowing whatever McKenna had would never be mine.

I turned and moved towards the restroom, wondering if maybe I could sneak out of the club before McKenna saw, but she’d anticipated me and cornered me in the hallway.

I couldn’t lie to her. I told her how silly I felt, how ugly, how old. “I can’t be like you,” I said. “I wished I could, but I can’t.”

I waited for her usual bubbly reply, but her face grew thoughtful. She leaned against the wall and exhaled, lowered her head, and seemed to fiddle with her hair.

Then she was holding something out to me. Her earpiece.

“Take it,” McKenna said, shoving the earpiece towards me. Her smile was gone now, her face clearly tense. She looked like a woman fighting off a worsening migraine. “It’ll free you.”

I looked at the earpiece. Craved it, in fact. The freedom from negativity that it promised.

But I shook my head. “No.” Closed her fingers around it and pushed it back towards her. “You need it.”

“It’s just one night,” she forced a weak smile. “I’ll manage.”

No fucking way would I let her suffer. The mentor that lived within me made that promise, that I would take care of this girl. And taking care of her would take care of me.

“You wear the earpiece,” I said. “I’m going to use Dr. Fenton’s trick.” I closed my eyes as people brushed past us on their way to the restrooms. McKenna held my hand while I visualized myself carefree and dancing. Every doubt that arose I shouted internally at it, telling it to shut up and go away.

The trick worked. For now.

I gave McKenna a genuine smile and was heartened to see her face relaxed. She’d put the earpiece back in.

“Let’s dance,” I said.

“I should warn you,” McKenna said as we snaked our way back to the dance floor. “This place gets a little…handsy. So don’t be freaked out.”

Then we were dancing, and all our talk was gone. Now was the time for action. I gave into my body and gave myself permission to feel. No thoughts, no doubts. Just pure emotional release.

Someone brushed past me, and the contact sparked something alive under my skin. I closed my eyes and remembered what Dr. Fenton had said.

Relax the body. Free the mind.

Stop thinking.

I exhaled and let my shoulders drop. Visualized the music climbing up my legs, my spine, clearing my head.

First, I swayed a little, getting used to the movement.

McKenna reappeared in front of me, cheeks flushed, pupils blown wide. She leaned close to my ear. “That hot guy from earlier?” She nodded towards the other side of the floor. “Totally eye-fucking you.”

I glanced at him, caught his easy smile, but looked quickly away. Thoughts of my husband charged in. “I don’t think I can do that,” I said.

McKenna’s fingers slipped to the small silver earpiece nestled against her skin. “It’s easier with this,” she said, softer now. “Quiets everything. You need to try. I’ll be okay.”

She pulled it free.

And again, her face immediately changed.

The shine in her eyes dimmed. Just a flicker, but I saw the change. Her breath hitched. Her posture wavered.

Without the device, she looked all too fragile, just an anxious girl who was operating way out of her league.

“It’s just noise control,” she added quickly. “Nothing weird.”

She pressed it into my palm.

The bass pounded.

Lights strobed.

For a moment, I imagined slipping the earpiece in. Letting the noise fade for just one night. Letting someone else guide the destructive current inside my head.

But I looked at McKenna—I mean I really looked at her--and saw the cost.

For the second time that night, I gently closed her fingers back around the earpiece.

“I’m okay,” I said. Then I stepped away before she could argue.

I decided to not think, to only move. I disappeared into the crowd.

A hand touched my hip and turned me. My stranger.

“Mr. Photography,” I said, smiling.

He couldn’t have been more than twenty-five. Dark hair. Lean body. A knowing glance at my wedding ring. Why hadn’t I taken it off?

“Hey,” he said, leaning close enough that I could feel his breath against my cheek. “Are you here with…”

I’d feared this moment, but I decided to let instinct guide my answer. “A friend. She’s over there.”

“Oh, right.” He swayed with the music and glanced down at his hand on my hip. “This okay?”

I nodded, and then I remembered why I’d really come here. Not just to dance. But to be somewhere where I could just let go. “It’s okay if you don’t ask me if it’s okay anymore.”

He watched me closely, biting his lip. His eyes flared as if I’d dared him.

The music surged and he, thankfully, took control. He slid both his hands down my sides and rested them on my waist. Tracing my underwear through my thin skirt.

I tensed, but only for a moment. I shut my eyes and drew a deep breath. Put my hands over his to hold them just over the swell of my ass.

That was all the permission he needed. After that, I was his.

The music pumped, a song I didn’t know, but the beat took over and I was caught up in the ocean of all our moving bodies.

He turned me without asking. Pulled me flush against him. His body moved first; mine followed at his insistent touch.

I didn’t guide or correct. Made no suggestions. I let go and followed his lead.

Face-to-face, we pressed together and moved to the music. It didn’t take long for us to find our rhythm, and it occurred to me, only briefly, that this mystery man was a much better dancer than my husband.

His thigh slipped between mine, spreading my legs just a little and guiding me lower until I was grinding on him.

My breath caught as my clit tingled with the pressure.

I could feel eyes watching me. Maybe it was McKenna or some stranger, but again I let the thoughts drift past.

His hands caressed my ass as I ground on his thigh. Then they drifted lower, fingers grazing the edge of my skirt. Pulling it just a little. Testing my boundaries. He looked into my eyes as if to ask, How nasty do you wanna be?

The old me would have stopped him. Would have thought about Ryan and consequences and all the worries of tomorrow.

Instead, I closed my eyes and let my head fill with Dr. Fenton’s scent and the bubbles that followed. The world narrowed to bass and heat and the firm pressure of this young stranger’s hands. He was touching me just above the knee and letting his fingers trail upward to catch the hem of my skirt and tug at it. Just a little. Then a little more.

He leaned down and brushed his mouth against my neck. “You’re the hottest woman here! I love how you move!”

The bubbles in my brain exploded and I laughed giddily.

“What’s so funny?” He asked, concerned now. His hands left my skirt.

“Everything’s funny! That’s why we laugh!” I didn’t know where that came from, but I went with my silliness and grabbed his hands, put them on my skirt’s hem, and helped him lift the skirt to my waist.

His eyes widened, but only for a moment, then his skilled hands were caressing my round ass, tracing the line of the thong as it framed my cheeks and led him lower.

I leaned into him and bit his ear. “Show me how wild this place gets!”

He needed no further prompting. He stepped back for a moment and spun me to face away from him. The action was so quick it jarred what little was left of my thinking mind, and I was free of all thought. I think I saw McKenna smile and spin past but really it could have been anyone.

My stranger slipped one arm around my waist and then angled his hand up to cup my breast. Not even pretending to hide it as he caressed my nipple. Then he used his thigh to spread my legs again. He slid his hand along my smooth thigh, appreciating its shape.

I shivered at his touch.

I still felt exposed, but I glanced around and noticed others doing far crazier things. Some guys dancing with pants unzipped, a girl in the corner on her knees. McKenna being lifted and wrapping her legs around her partner. Biting his lower lip as he ground into her.

Even from across the dance floor, McKenna must have felt my gaze, my need.

She was watching me.

Leaning away from her partner, she made eye contact with me to make sure I was watching. Then she threw her luxurious hair back, looked directly at me and removed her earpiece.

I stiffened and lost rhythm. I wanted to run to her and tell her not to take the chance, not to let her evil thoughts overtake her.

But she was smiling. She shut her eyes for just a moment and then she opened them again with a radiant smile just for me, and then she was reaching down to unzip her partner’s pants.

“Your friend is pretty wild,” the stranger said.

I nodded, breathless from his touch.

They were dancing in a shadowed corner, partially blocked by an empty booth. McKenna had somehow slipped off her underwear and freed her partner’s cock, which was long and thick. I knew I should have looked away, but I was mesmerized by her boldness, the sheer intensity of her sexuality permeated the club.

Afraid of her sexuality but also pulled by it.

I couldn’t believe it: her earpiece was gone. She’d taken it out! She’d let go on her own without the device!

“She likes being watched,” the stranger said into my ear. He positioned us so he could dance with me, hold my ass firmly against his hard cock, as we watched McKenna fuck in the corner.

Her partner lifted her and eased her onto the head of his cock. She held his shoulders and shimmied to accommodate the thick head, and once it entered, she threw her head back and opened her mouth. I knew that look: the sigh of release.

How I wanted that feeling!

I remembered the man holding me, and I leaned fully into him. Found our rhythm as his grip tightened and he explored my curves. Told me to keep watching McKenna while he caressed my tits.

Her partner held back nothing. The music was far too intense for lovemaking. He slid fully into her and she gripped his waist, using her legs to lift herself up and milk the head, then slide all the way back down.

He gripped her cute little ass and guided her, making her take full strokes of his long, thick cock. McKenna was incredibly wet; even from a distance we could tell her body craved to be taken.

Others in the club were just as wild. Not everyone, but enough to make lust normal and welcome. The sight was freeing. No one was hiding. We danced free of judgment tonight, lost in pleasure.

I danced harder.

As my stranger caressed my thigh, his fingers graced the front of my thong. First touching the edge, then moving away. Then sliding just inside my underwear, slowly and deliberately.

Waiting. Giving me space to object, to refuse consent and go back to being the respectable woman who’d walked into the club.

But I was done with her.

I took his hand and moved it to my inner thigh, helped him slip inside my thong.

The movement was small, subtle, but my partner caught it immediately and slid his experienced hand along my folds.

He kissed my ear and said, “Just relax. You’re mine now.”

I moaned and the bubbly feeling exploded inside me. I melted into him, my body fitting the contours of his as we moved in perfect rhythm.

I wondered for a moment if I’d gone too far. Even thought of Ryan sitting on the couch at home oblivious, but then I remembered how he’d actively ignored me, how many nights he’d chosen gaming over his wife, and I let all regrets drift free.

And when I did, my stranger took control.

Sensing my surrender, he leaned over my shoulder and kissed me. It wasn’t sweet or tentative anymore. This time, he was hungry. I could feel his need as his lips found mine, then our tongues met, and we ground together on the dance floor as our mouths explored.

I pressed my pussy against his hand as he parted my folds and enjoyed my wetness. He found my clit and teased it, just the way I like. Not too direct, but dancing around it to make me beg, then just enough pressure to take me to the edge.

Even as he pleasured me, my stranger kept us focused on McKenna. Over the music, I sometimes heard her scream, “Oh! Fuck me, Daddy! Use me!”

Her partner pressed her now against the wall. His back was to us, so all I could see was McKenna’s face as he jammed her against the brick and pounded her repeatedly with his full length. She’d fully let go. Her legs hung limply across his hips as he held her in his powerful arms, seeking deep within her pussy to find her hidden place. Each thrust released more tension and freed her.

“Cum inside me!” She yelled. “Fill me!”

Her partner complied, sinking himself fully into her dripping pussy as she milked him, taking all he had to give. Lost in ecstasy, McKenna leaned her head against the wall, and when she opened her eyes, they were truly, exquisitely empty.

As my stranger worked me to a frenzy, my legs weakened and he lowered his other arm and encircled my waist to support me. I reached back and held his neck, but we were no longer kissing. My mouth broke from his because each touch threw sparks from my pussy all the way into my extremities.

“You’re incredible,” I breathed. Too quiet. He couldn’t have heard me over the music, but he seemed to understand, because he smiled and looked deeply into my eyes. He could tell what I needed, I’m sure of it, and he took full control of my body. Not just for sex, but to blend with me and become one.

Together we lost the world.

I shut my eyes and relaxed into the heat of this stranger, the thrill of the night.

To the beat he explored my soaking pussy with a soft but firm hand. He slipped two fingers inside me, and I moaned, begged for his cock, for him to take me like McKenna. But he refused, said, “Not tonight.”

“Oh,” I pouted, but it felt good to be put in my place. He knew what was best for me. And I trusted him to give it to me when ready.

So I opened myself and he worked me, no longer gentle, but finding my secret place that my husband had never discovered. When I let go, all of the years of frustration and holding came rushing out of my mouth in one lengthy moan. My body writhed in some strange new dance, but he held me, kindly, as I gave my pussy and my whole being up to him.

“Good girl,” he said, one last time as I convulsed in orgasm and then collapsed in his arms.

Finally, finally free.

***


Until the Next Time

Outside the club, McKenna and I stood next to our cars and traded stories of our wild night. I remembered loving this part in college, sharing all the crazy stuff we’d done and giggling, forming stories that we’d always remember. I never thought I could make new ones at this age, and yet, here I was.

“Tell me you got his number,” McKenna said.

I stalled, feeling now a little guilty for what I’d done. But I couldn’t hold back. I squealed and hugged her. “His name’s Andrew! He’s 25!”

“God, he’s going to fuck you so good!”

“I know!” I said, but then I covered my mouth. What was I saying? I was married! This was just one wild night, and we’d luckily stopped before too much had been done.

McKenna saw my hesitation and reassured me. “My husband wasn’t on board at first either, but then he got way into it. Your husband will too.”

“How can you know that?”

She shrugged. “We have our ways!” Then she took her earpiece out of her handbag and tilted her head to reinsert it.

“Wait,” I said. “I thought you were done with that. Tonight you took it out and seemed fine.”

“I just wanted you to know it was possible.” McKenna said, but her face tightened with the usual anxiety. “Trouble is, I’m only free when I’m being fucked. It’s like I need that intensity to quiet my mind.”

I thought about that and wondered if it would be the same for me. I’d been so free on the dance floor, but here in the parking lot, doubts resurfaced.

“Trust me,” McKenna said as she slipped in the earpiece. “I’m better this way.”

I watched her insert the earpiece and her face immediately softened. Her eyes lit up, she smiled, and her shoulders dropped with released tension.

“See?” McKenna said, her voice higher than before. “Happy girls think happy thoughts!”

She hugged me and said she had to get home soon because her husband liked to take her when she was still freshly fucked.

“Can’t say no to that!”

I watched her brake lights fade and wondered how my husband would feel if I came home that way. Stretched and filled by another man. I smiled and found myself humming, my thoughts oddly quiet.

What a happy thought.

What a happy, happy thought.

*To be continued in Book 2*
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On Our Knees for Straight As: Three Bimbofication Stories of Obedience, Oral Exams, and Extra Credit

Bimboversity's cutting-edge researcher, Professor Steele, is on a mission to help women who work too hard and think too much. When he introduces his calming routine, intellectual curiosity gives way to obedience training, seductive mentorship, and very personal evaluations behind closed doors.

His office hours are private, exams are oral, and the smartest thing a girl can do is stop thinking so hard.

From a fiery freshman who learns praise is more addictive than protests to a high-powered feminist professor who discovers the forbidden pleasure of letting go, these stories explore bimbofication, power exchange, and erotic education between consenting adults.

Grades are earned.
Praise is addictive.
And good girls always pass their oral exams.

This anthology is intended for adult readers (18+) and includes Bimboversity Books 1–3,.
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