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The Bimbo Fun Continues…

You’re about to read part three in our Bimboversity series. You can enjoy as a standalone, but if you’d like to follow the whole story, start with Book 1, From Woke to Wet.

Enjoy!


Messes Kill Stresses

My name is Dr. Katrina Wexman, and I am having a bad day, the kind that wrecks offices and careers. Class just ended, or I should say exploded, and I’m hustling to my office. Lock the door. I throw some folders, but it’s not enough. I kick my recycling bin around the room. Raise my chair and consider smashing it on the desk, but I see my feminist icons glaring at me from their frames, and I pause.

WTF, Dr. Wexman?

Okay. So I’m having a bit of a tantrum. A secret tantrum, of course. We’re all professionals here! Women of my stature do not get hysterical, as we all know. That’s for Victorian novels!

But still, a tantrum. Which will not do.

Normally, I rule my Gender Studies classes and this department, with…not an iron fist, exactly, but a more female-forward approximation of that ridiculous patriarchal phrase. A stern loving hand? A maternal embrace?

I stop my destruction long enough to ponder these phrases. Why are there no female-forward versions of the iron fist cliché? Surely, women have earned that right to own a powerful phrase. We’ve suffered enough at the male hand. I glance at the framed posters of pioneering feminists gracing my wall and ask them for guidance. My hands shake with barely controlled rage, a fact that embarrasses me, especially because the rage is at myself. My own stupidity.

I’m almost scared to admit it, but my therapist says I need to stop keeping secrets. All because I stupidly admitted to her that, just once, I wished I could dress pretty, like a traditional woman, and be appreciated for nothing more than my looks. And yes, I told her that I wanted to be fun. For once, I didn’t want to be Dr. Wexman the accomplished head of just about every committee I can find.

But we all know that’s a stupid idea, a moment of weakness, and nothing more.

Which was all today’s classroom screw-up was, but unfortunately a student recorded the incident. Now it will show up on social media, or in my colleagues’ inboxes, and that will be the end of me. Any of these things could ruin my decade of carefully constructed identity in academia.

I take a deep breath and practice what my therapist suggested: admit my mistakes. Fine.

“I misgendered a student in my classroom.” My voice shakes as I say these words, so I try again. “I misgendered a student in class.”

Here’s the story. At the beginning of the semester, Chris, the offended student, had filled out the required “Choose Your Own Adventure Identity” form and clarified in bold letters that on Monday-Wednesday the preferred pronouns were He/they, on Thursday Ze, and on Friday it would only be Xbot. Clear enough. Clearer than other students whose pronouns shift by the hour.

Chris is an excellent student and an easy identity to remember.

But today is  Friday, and my mind is full after weeks of planning tonight’s stupid Holiday Party for the university. It’s a huge deal, managing entertainment and catering and full bar orders. We have a full committee, but as usual, I’m the Chair and all the work falls on me. The details and emails are endless and flit around my already crowded and overpowered mind. I can’t sleep. Or concentrate. So yeah, I messed up some pronouns.

But I’m still guilty. Chris offered a clarifying point during class and I referred back to it intending the move as praise. But I was bored with the class already and thinking of the catering order for the Holiday Party, which made me think of the catering manager who was actually hot but I can’t admit it because I say I hate cisgender men on my Twitter profile. Still, I wondered if he’d be at the party tonight, and what he would wear, and if he would notice me if I wore a tighter dress. Embarrassing, ridiculous thoughts, not befitting a feminist like me. But I was distracted, that much was sure.

And there lay my fatal mistake. Distraction. I faced the class and said, “So when Chris so thoughtfully critiqued the patriarchal institution of marriage, what school of criticism was he likely referring to?”

Chris rasped, “He?”

The whole class froze. No clicking on laptops, no shifting in seats. All eyes wide and looking at Chris, or Xbot, it being Friday.

I noted the looks but at first did not fully sense the mistake—I was thinking of ordering the Holiday punch, damn it, and that manager’s chest--until Chris cleared Xbot’s throat and said, “I’ve never been so offended. I feel unsafe in this classroom now.”

Students were nodding in sympathy, and oh boy was this going south fast. I glanced at my “Choose Your Own Adventure Identity” form that I had so thoughtfully color-coded to keep their shifting identities straight, and then my sharp mind focused and zoomed in on the offense. There in pink outline: Chris = Xbot. Friday only.

Damn.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, dropping my usual sarcastic, controlling façade. My face quivered and I felt, god help me, like crying. That had never happened in class. Will never happen again! I fought for control, begging the class for forgiveness, but already many of them were rising and shuffling towards the door.

Chris flattened against the wall as Xbot exited the room because it was, in Xbot’s words, which Xbot spoke loudly into a recording phone, “the only safe way to exit Dr. Wexman’s class on a day like today.”

And then class was empty, and I stood alone, quaking, in a room that I once controlled. I’d been admired, near the top of my field, Chair of my department, and with this one error, I might finally be undone.

Almost certainly am undone.

And all because of this stupid Holiday Party! My mind is already full of academic articles, my book project, a conference presentation, and two graduate thesis proposals. I don’t need to be adding these useless details. Let one of those silly women in the Marketing Department handle the party. Put something in their empty heads for once!

Still, my feminist idols glare down from my office walls. How far I have fallen, they seem to say. How far, and how fast.

And so, the office smashing. Not a pretty sight, but it’s late in the day, my colleagues have gone home to get dressed for the Holiday Party. I have finally let loose, my dark hair escaping its restrictive bun and falling about my face. My sweater off, revealing sizable breasts that must always remain hidden from the horrible male gaze. What little eye makeup I wear is smudged.

But it doesn’t matter. I’m alone in the office and am throwing books from my shelf. Blasphemy! And yet, it feels so good to just do something rather than think.

Tomorrow, I’ll clean my office and have it perfect by Monday.

But it’s Friday, I’m pissed, and years of accumulated stress just keep pouring out of me. So let them pour!

***


Mr. Patriarchy Makes an Offer

I never hear my door open. One moment I am joyfully tearing folders in half and tossing them in the air, letting them rain confetti-like on my sweat-streaked face. The next moment my nemesis, Professor Max Steele, is standing in the doorway. In secret we call him Mr. Patriarchy. His days are over but he can’t admit it, just struts around like he still owns the place.

At first, he doesn’t say anything, which I find maddening. He loves that silent stare, and I just know he’s happy to have found me with my hair mussed, makeup running, and body on display.

“What?” I face him to let him know I’m not one of his little undergrad girls that he loves to mentor.

He just stands there, framed in the doorway. His eyes flit quickly around the room, but he doesn’t call attention to the mess or embarrass me. Still, I get the feeling he’s been watching long enough to understand exactly what kind of disaster he’s walked into.

And for someone walking into such a disaster, his posture suggests calm, almost to a ridiculous extent. His hands hang loose at his sides, shoulders relaxed, the faintest hint of a smile tugs at his mouth. But somehow this doesn’t come off as mocking. More like he’s seen this before and is not at all surprised.

“Katrina.” Just my name and he lets it hang there between us.

I know I should tell him to get lost; I can’t believe he entered my office. We walk wide circles around each other professionally. No love lost.

But then he says my name again: “Katrina.”

For a moment, I lose the ability to speak, to move. He’s caught me mid-tantrum and I glance down at a torn folder dangling from my hand. In class I tell young women that their looks do not matter, but here in my office, I know I look insane: hair wild, makeup smudged, chest heaving, surrounded by feminist literature I’ve just shredded into confetti. I’m normally the picture of control. What the hell has come over me?

Steele steps inside and closes the door behind him. He presses the button and locks the door with a soft click.

That sound shoots straight down my spine. When was the last time a man locked a door in my presence? I can’t recall.

“How long have you been standing there?” I whisper.

“Long enough.” His eyes move from the overturned recycling bin to my emptied desk drawers to me.

No. To my body.

I should cross my arms. Cover myself. Reassert control. Something.

But instead I just stand there and breathe fast and shallow like a grad student who forgot her thesis defense date. Vulnerable. Needy.

Steele is holding a small box in his hand. I hadn’t noticed it when he first entered, but now he has his palm flat to display the sleek, matte-black device. About the size of a jewelry case.

“What’s that?” I ask, forgetting my rage.

Steele raises the box to eye-level and inspects it, as if even he is mystified. “I wasn’t eavesdropping. I was stepping into my office to get my coat when I heard the noise.”

He looks at me, but the box is between our faces, and I find it hard to meet his eyes.

The box hums faintly, like it’s alive.

“I was worried about you,” he says in a soft voice that I realize I have been desperately needing to hear. No irony, no sarcasm. Just real, honest concern. “Are you okay?”

I blink and force myself to look away from the box. “Yeah, I just made a mess.”

“Messes kill stresses,” Steele says, his voice taking on a rhythmic cadence.

“Never heard that before.”

“I brought you something,” he says, drawing my attention back to the box in his hand. His voice stays dangerously gentle. The kind of gentle that makes my knees feel unreliable. Not something I’d ever thought I would say, but suddenly, it’s true. And I’m scared.

“I don’t need anything from you,” I lie. “I’m fine.”

Steele takes another step toward me.

Slow and certain.

Like the world waits for him and moves at his will.

Typical man, I think, but there’s no meanness in my thought. My sarcasm feels forced, fake, the knee-jerk reaction of a different woman. A bitter woman.

“Katrina,” he says again, softer. “You’re doing such a great job as Chair. Everyone can see it. And planning tonight’s Holiday Party? We know you’re doing all the work.”

My eyes tear up at the praise. I’m so used to working so hard and being unseen, doing all the emotional labor. Had Steele known all this time but been too afraid to tell me? Maybe he is nicer that I’d ever imagined?

Steele continues. “Katrina. Your mind is incredible, but it’s exhausted. You’re carrying too much. Let me help.”

I swallow. Hard.

God, I hate that he’s right. That he can tell me how I’m feeling and I need therapy just to face my own emotions. I hate even more how good it feels to be seen. To finally be seen.

“What…what’s in the box?” I manage.

His smile deepens. Somehow, too, so does his gaze. Both of them warm me, make me feel cared for. Special.

“It’s just a little gift. Something to quiet that brilliant, overworked mind of yours,” he murmurs.

This is Steele, I remind myself. My nemesis. My competition. My opposite.

I know all these things. We’ve been academic enemies for many years. And yet here he is and my body feels grateful. Relieved?

“Just for tonight. You deserve a holiday, too, you know.” Steele extends his hand and softly touches my temple, the exact spot where my headaches always begin.

And suddenly, for the first time in many years, I feel my worries…stop.

***


The Gift That Thinks for You

The box hums again. Sounds like a faint vibration, but it gets stronger when I focus my attention on it. I get the sense that the box is aware of my presence.

But that’s stupid. Of course, it’s stupid. Sci-fi nonsense.

My academic mind, honed to a knife edge of intellectual sharpness, starts whirring with insightful questions about this box and its power. My feminist idols gaze encouragingly at me, telling me to question this gift. No man, after all, gives a woman anything for free.

I touch my head, amazed at the ferocity of my mind, but somehow the buzz of that little matte-black square cuts through my thoughts. My questions seem to grow more distant, fading from me even as I try to grasp them.

Eventually, all I can manage is, “What exactly is that thing?”

Steele puts his free hand on my arm. It’s a light touch, but suddenly the room feels cozier. Warmer. And I’m too aware of the way my hair is falling over my shoulders, the way my sweater hangs off me now, my breathing too fast, too shallow. None of this is me, I want to reassure him, but I find myself at a loss for words.

“It’s just a relaxation device,” Steele says, his voice quiet and even. “Something my research team has been developing at Bimboversity’s request. Helps with cognitive overload.”

I almost laugh. Cognitive overload. What a ridiculous phrase. An academic buzzword I’d normally mock.

What did it mean, anyway? Fear of our mind’s power? Of our own responsibilities? I live my whole life teetering on cognitive overload, but it’s a fire any real scholar plays with. To want help with it seemed like a sign of weakness. At least, it used to.

Now hearing the phrase from Steele’s mouth, his body close to mine, I have to admit, the phrase describes me perfectly. I can see myself trying to juggle teaching and research and party planning and I realize I have been overloaded. For a long time.

Steele turns the box over in his hands like he’s showing me a piece of jewelry. “It runs a neural-feedback loop,” he explains. “Which isn’t as sinister as it sounds.”

“Who says I don’t like sinister?” I tease, and bite my lip, gazing at him.

Steele ignores my flirting. “The box gently redirects overwhelming thought patterns. Lets you rest.”

Rest.

I can’t remember the last time I rested.

I don’t mean performing rest, as we love to say. True, I’ve done my share of posting about self-care online while also humble bragging about my managing an insane workload. And why was that admirable? I can’t remember.

Steele touches my hair and lets his hand slip to my collarbone. A light touch and then gone. “You deserve rest, Kitty.”

My name is Katrina, I want to tell him. No one has called me Kitty since I was a child.

But I don’t correct him. I’m enamored with the black box and what it promises: Actual rest.

My throat tightens. “I don’t need a toy,” I say, but even I can hear the wobble in my voice.

“Katrina. You’re exhausted.” He leads me to a chair and helps me sit. Then he kneels beside me and sets the box on my thigh. “You’ve every right to be exhausted. You do so much and are seldom appreciated. But it doesn’t have to be that way.”

Those words? They break me. A tiny crack right through the disciplined armor I’ve been constructing for years. I did not know how long I had been waiting for someone to speak to me so kindly, to see me for who I really am.

Steele slides the box further up my thigh. He’s offering it to me. Waiting for me to accept his gift.

“Open it,” he says gently.

My fingers tremble. I hate that visible weakness. I’m supposed to be strong! Composed. In charge. I glance at the feminists on my wall and imagine their disgust.

Steele notices my glance and suggests we do some redecorating. “Let me help you with those.”

I nod, but I have to stare at the floor as he removes my framed idols and turns their faces to the wall.

While he redecorates, the box is warm in my hands. Almost soothing. The lid clicks open, and inside is the smallest, sleekest device I’ve ever seen. It’s a thin curved earpiece with a single rose-gold light. It pulses softly as if in time with my breathing.

“It looks like jewelry,” I whisper.

Steele stands beside me now, his hand on my shoulder. “It is. Beautiful women deserve beautiful things.”

My stomach flips. No one has ever said something like that to me. Or if they did, and it wasn’t ironic, I’d lambast them until they ran for cover. I shouldn’t like such a direct compliment on my looks, but I do. His words thrill me.

“May I put it in?” he asks. “Don’t worry. I never force things.”

I should say no. I should shove the box back into his hands and kick him out of my office. Who asked him here anyway?

But my mind…my mind is so, so tired. All it wants is rest. Not forever, but maybe a little rest would be okay. Tomorrow I can clean my office and catch up on all my work.

And Steele’s voice is so warm.

“Yes,” I hear myself say, barely above a whisper.

His eyes soften, and he squats down slowly, giving me every chance to pull away.
His fingers brush my hair back behind my ear. The touch is barely there, but it sends a shiver across my skin. It’s been so long since I’ve been touched, I realize. Far too long.

“Good,” he murmurs. “Just breathe.”

The earpiece snaps gently into place. Immediately, a soft tingling spreads along my jawline, up my temple. The feeling is warm. The word fizzy comes to mind. Fizzy? Did I just think that?

My breath catches. “What is this again?”

“Relax,” Steele says. “You deserve it.” He caresses the back of my hair and I almost start crying. Steele’s whispering kindnesses to me in a voice that’s deep, steady, perfectly paced.

And somewhere in his litany of reassurances something shifts. I can’t quite describe it; smart words flee me. It’s a subtle shift inside my skull, like my thoughts are on a conveyor belt that suddenly slows to its preferred speed.

The clutter quiets.

The noise settles.

The endless mental tabs close.

My shoulders sag in relief. A mental quiet overtakes me. “Oh.” I touch my temple, astonished to find my headache gone. “My god.”

My voice sounds different. Softer. Younger.

“How do you feel?”

For the first time in my life, the words come out before I can think. “Light,” I whisper. “Really…I don’t know…happy?”

“Yes,” Steele says, smiling. “Good girls have quiet minds.”

“Thank you, sir.” A flush rises in my cheeks. Sir? That wasn’t what I meant to say.
I meant to sound annoyed. Brisk. Professional.

But my mouth said something else entirely.

Steele nods approvingly. “Don’t worry. That’s just the feedback loop working.”

I blink slowly. My eyelids feel heavy, like I’ve been crying. Must be a hangover from my office tantrum, which reminds me of the mess. I glance at the destruction, amazed that I had authored it.

“Forget the mess,” Steele said. “Just enjoy the therapy.”

“Therapy?” I ask.

“It’s shifting you out of your crisis state,” he says. “Letting your mind rest. Helping you feel instead of think.”

Feeling instead of thinking?

That sounds a bit dangerous. That’s everything my career has fought against. For over a decade, I’ve written about women who lived on thought and killed all feeling just to thrive in a world of men, and now this machine was flipping my switch back to feeling. The idea felt terrifying.

But it also felt…

Nice.

Really, really nice.

“I shouldn’t…” I shake my head, fighting for control of myself. “This isn’t appropriate. We’re colleagues.”

“Kitty,” he says softly, “you’ve been carrying this department…no, this university…on your back for years. You don’t have to do that tonight. Not with this.”

I swallow hard. My frenetic thoughts are like bees smoked into lazy submission. Flying in circles.

Warm circles.

Pretty circles.

“I don’t feel mad anymore,” I whisper.

“You’re really good at giving into the therapy.” His praise is soft but firm, like he expected my response. Like he knew exactly how this whole thing would go.

The praise hits somewhere low in my stomach. Hot and sweet.

I blush. “Oh. Really?”

“Let the device help you,” he says. “Just for tonight.”

Just for tonight. What’s the harm in one night of rest? Steele is right; I’ve earned it. My chest loosens. My breathing slows. The frantic tightness in my skull dissolves into a warm, fizzy glow.

“Is this what calm feels like?”

Steele watches me with the kind of satisfaction that should irritate me with its smugness. But it doesn’t. Not even a little. He knows so much, and it’s clear he was right about what I needed. I’m grateful to him.

“It’s what you deserve,” he says.

And I believe him.

For once in my life, I actually believe him.

A soft laugh escapes me. It’s light, breathy, unfamiliar. Sounds nothing like me.

“Oh wow,” I say, touching the earpiece lightly. “This is… really…like, wow. You know?”

“Good girl,” he says without thinking.

“Oh.” The words hit me and I find myself gripping the arms of the chair. Touched in a deep, secret place. Good girl. Am I really?

He lightly touches my hair and repeats the phrase softly, so I have to strain to hear: Good girl.

“Oh,” I gasp again, softer this time.

Steele’s eyes sharpen. He heard my reaction.

I heard my reaction.

A fluttery warmth blooms in my chest, slow and syrupy.

I feel kinda floaty?

Sweet.

Soft.

A balloon filled with cotton candy. But wait, that wouldn’t float. Would it? Any physics professors here? Haha.

Who cares? It feels so nice to just sit here.

For the first time all day, maybe all year, I don’t want to think.

I just want to feel.

Steele steps back slightly and nods toward my coat.

“Put that on,” he says gently. “The Holiday Party is about to start.”

I glance at the clock. It’s evening. How? Where did the time go? My eyes widen and I glance at my wrinkled outfit, imagine my smeared makeup. “I can’t go like this.”

“You can,” he says. His voice is velvety smooth and reassuring. “And you will. Because I’ll be right beside you.”

A calm settles over my entire body.

“Plus, you look great. Everyone’s going to be jealous.”

“You really think so?”

Steele hands me my coat, and after I tie it shut, he does an odd thing: he readjusts the front of the coat to reveal my breasts, beautiful curves that I’ve kept hidden so long.

“Perfect,” he says. He puts a hand on the small of my back and walks me from my ruined office.

And god help me.

I feel excited. So excited that I could just…squeal?

***


The Holiday Party

I’m a little flustered with all this party preparation and I keep trying to stall to fix my makeup and hair, but Steele is so calm. He just guides me out the door and his confident hand on my hip seems to quell all anxiety. I seem to recall a distant time when I recoiled from a man’s touch, but not tonight. Suddenly, I crave it, and Steele is so thoughtful, he doesn’t take advantage of me or slip his hand lower. He’s just my confident guide, and for a moment, I have this image of him as a godlike figure guiding his beautiful mistress through the halls of heaven.

I let out a little giggle, because come on, that’s ridiculous.

“Sorry,” I say. “I’m feeling a little…”

“Silly?” Steele asks, opening the door. “You deserve to laugh a little after all the stress you’ve been handling.”

That permission makes me sigh and it feels like yet another weight lifting. Seriously. How much have I been carrying?

We step out into the hallway outside my office and it feels different. Hard to explain. I mean, it’s the same polished, bright floor and the same glaring lights that have been here since before the Obama administration, but for some reason everything looks softer. Warmer. No more the harsh light of academic reality. Instead the world has been dusted in the faintest shimmer.

I touch the earpiece and wonder. Is this why things look different?

Or maybe it’s Steele walking beside me. He’s dropped his hand from my waist but still walks closely, arm brushing mine.

Or maybe it’s the strange, floaty calm that’s spread through my body like warm honey.

Whatever the feeling is, I don’t hate it.

At the elevator, Steele presses the button for me even though my hand was halfway there. I could have done it, obviously. I’m not helpless. And yet, he took the initiative, so I didn’t have to bother.

A tiny gesture. A stupid thing, really.

But it feels nice. Considerate.

“I can push buttons, you know,” I say, trying to sound annoyed.

“I know.” Steele’s tone is warm, indulgent. “But tonight you don’t have to.”

His words ripple through me, filling me again with that warm honey sensation.

I don’t have to work tonight. I try on the idea and find it fits perfectly. For once, I do the opposite of leaning in. I lean out and let Steele take control.

I let him press the buttons.

I let him stand slightly in front of me as the elevator doors open.

I let him guide me in with a hand on the small of my back.

And the whole time my brain feels like it’s wrapped in a velvet blanket, a covering that shields me from the constant flow of anxiety that pervades my life.

I hum a silly little Christmas song as the elevator descends, and Steele glances at me with a smile.

“I like that one,” Steele says. “You’ve a nice voice.”

I blush and touch my neck. “I’ve always liked Christmas songs, but I never told anyone. Reminds me of being a kid.”

Steele smiles. “It’s our secret. You’re very pretty when you sing.”

My knees weaken with that bit of praise, and I steady myself on the wall.

When the elevator opens on the main floor, the party is already started. The sound hits us first: laughter, clinking glasses, holiday music played by a live jazz band. The lobby has been transformed with twinkling fairy lights, wreaths, a towering tree, and someone’s truly questionable choice of candy-cane-themed centerpieces.

“You planned all this?” Steele says. “You’re so impressive. I see all the hard work you do.”

Again, that melting feeling, but Steele steadies me. It occurs to me that he shouldn’t be touching me in public where colleagues can see, but that worry quickly fizzles as the earpiece calms me. Who cares what these prudes think.

Still, there are a ton of people here, and the possibility of their judging eyes frightens me. I smooth my dress. “I should have fixed myself up.”

Steele’s voice slips low. “You’re gorgeous. Real. Something they can never attain.” He gestures briefly at the crowd who has yet to turn and notice our entrance. “Deep breath, Kitty.”

That name again. I inhale without thinking. The air tastes like pine and cinnamon, and the scents remind me of childhood and the safety of home.

We step out of the elevator and heads turn.

Several colleagues pause mid-conversation. A few blink in surprise. The Dean’s eyes widen so much I fear that I’ve forgotten to wear clothes.

And it takes me a moment to realize why.

My coat.

It’s still tied, yes, but Steele, in his confidence, had opened it a bit before we left the office. Not enough to be obscene. He would never do that. But enough that my neckline, my cleavage, things I usually hide like state secrets, are suddenly visible.

“Oh my god.” I grab the edges of the coat to pull them closed, but Steele stops me with a single fingertip pressed lightly to my wrist.

“No,” he says softly. “You look perfect.”

My breath catches.

Perfect? No one has ever called me that. Perfect. The word is a spark in dry grass. It ignites something.

I drop my hands and let the coat remain open. Display my womanly shape.

Two colleagues approach. Miriam Patel from Anthropology and Ana Lopez from Sociology. Both women are in tasteful holiday dresses that reveal nothing, and both look scandalized.

“Katrina?” Miriam says slowly, her eyes flitting to Steele. “Are you…okay?”

I smile automatically. A big smile. Unforced. No irony around haunts its edges.

“I’m great!” I say brightly. Way too brightly for this dour crowd. “Like totally great.”

Miriam glances at Ana. “Sounds like Katrina did a little pregaming before the party.”

Ana titters in her studied way, but I don’t mind. It’s a party. Girls can laugh.

“No way!” I giggle. Actually giggle.

Oh my god.

The two women exchange looks, and I can feel my career slipping down the pathetic rungs of academia. So much here depends on appearance, and I have broken that rule.

Steele, who has stayed silent, now steps slightly closer to me. His nearness is protective, supportive, and he offers these nosy women a polite smile.

“She’s just relaxing tonight,” he says, a hint of amusement in his voice. “You realize she planned this whole party, right?”

The women swallow. They were on the committee, and while both took credit for the party, neither of them ever answered emails or showed up to meetings. Typical.

Steele says, “I’d say she deserves a well-earned break.”

I’m so, so grateful for this man. I nod enthusiastically. “Yeah! A break.”

Another giggle bubbles up but this time I don’t block it. “Breaks are, like, amazing.”

Ana blinks, and Miriam leans in and whispers, “Are you sure she’s okay?”

Steele places a warm hand on my lower back. “She’s better than okay.”

The touch sends a soft, fizzy warmth drifting up my spine, and before I can stop myself, I murmur, “That feels soooooo good…”

Both women’s jaws drop.

“I’m going to check on the desserts,” Miriam says, fleeing, and Ana hurries after her.

I watch them go, confused. “Why’d they leave?” I ask.

“You’re glowing,” Steele says.

“Glowing?”

I look down at myself like I might actually be emitting light.

He leans down, voice low at my ear. “Everyone here spends their lives performing,” he murmurs. “Pretending. Managing their false appearance. You’re the only one in the room who’s actually relaxed.”

I tilt my head, watching the lights sparkle across the lobby.

Relaxed. Is that really what this is?

It feels more like floating. Drifting.

“They’re jealous of you,” Steele says. “I’m afraid that’s the price you’ll pay for being relaxed. And beautiful.”

Beautiful! Me?

We start walking again, my steps a little lighter than they should be. Steele’s hand stays at the small of my back, guiding me gently, and every time I pause to overthink a simple choice—things like where to stand, who to greet, whether to adjust my coat--the earpiece softens the thought.

Then Professors Randall and Chu approach us.

Oh no. Both men layer their words in acidic skepticism, and right now, they’re weaving like drunks. Deadly foes for a woman in my state.

“Katrina,” Randall says, adjusting his glasses, “you look different tonight.”

“Pretty,” Chu adds before quickly correcting: “Not that I’m hitting on you, or that you always weren’t…”

“Thank you!” I beam. “Steele helped me get ready.”

Randall’s eyebrows rise toward the ceiling, and Steele clears his throat.

Chu leans into me and inhales. “Are you drunk?”

“Nope!” I chirp, rocking on my heels. “Just happy.”

Randall looks concerned. “Happy about what? Have you seen the news lately?”

Steele steps between us, blocking the men’s line of sight with practiced ease.

“Kitty,” he says gently, “why don’t you go get us two drinks? Something sweet.”

I blink at him. “Me?”

“Yes.” His smile is soft. Encouraging. “It would make me very happy.”

The words hum inside my chest. Making him happy suddenly feels like the most important thing in the world.

“Oh! Okay!” I start towards the bar, but then I remember a super-hard question. “Um…how do I…decide what to get?”

Steele’s eyes soften. “You’ll know when you see it. Trust yourself.”

Trust myself. It’s such a simple instruction. Ridiculous, really. Why hadn’t I thought of that? I search my brain for an answer, noting my behavior’s gotten a little weird, but then my body is moving and I’m enjoying the Christmas music and the sound of laughter and the feeling of air on skin.

I bounce toward the bar, coat fully open now, hair loose, mind cotton-soft and oh-so-fizzy. For the first time in years, I don’t think about how I look or what people think or whether I’m representing the department correctly.

I just move my body. My attractive body. The one I’ve been afraid to flaunt.

And it feels amazing.

I reach the bar and the lights glitter off the bottles and I wonder if the world is so happy that it’s winking at me. Everything looks pretty. Shiny. Delicious.

“Ohhh,” I whisper, mesmerized. “Sparkles.”

The bartender, a grad student I vaguely recognize, looks at me in surprise. “Dr. Wexman?”

I giggle. “Hi! I need, um…sweet drinks. Two of them.”

He lists a variety of options and waits for me to answer.

I blink. That is a lot of choices. Too many.

My mind tries to spin up a response, but the earpiece hums softly and the thoughts slip away. I decide to trust myself and lean forward, smiling. “I dunno. Pretty ones?”

The bartender stares, confused, but then his eyes drift down towards my neckline. I smile, let him enjoy the view. Isn’t it nice to be admired?

Finally, he mixes two pink cocktails with sugar rims.

PINK!

My favorite color. But shhh, it’s a secret. Always has been. I wanted to do the holiday party in a pink theme but hid the idea because I knew people would laugh. Why are they so sour?

But seeing the drinks now makes something warm flare in my chest. “Oh my god,” I whisper, lifting them carefully. “They’re soooooo cute.”

When I turn around, Steele is exactly where I left him, watching me with that unreadable expression. What to call it? Part admiration, part pride, part something deeper that makes my stomach flutter.

Seeing him there, I want to do something spontaneous and remove my coat. But I’m scared. My body would be on full display in a dress that might be just a little too tight for this occasion.

I walk toward Steele, accentuating the movement of my hips as I do. I hold Steele’s eyes and I can feel his deep appreciation for the woman I am. He loves my realness, my lack of façade.

As I cross the room, heads turn again.

But not because I look ridiculous.

And not because I’m out of place.

For the first time, I feel visible. Alive. Unburdened.

And yes, I’ll say it: I feel pretty.

When I reach Steele, he takes one drink from my hand and lets his fingertips linger on my hand.

“Good girl,” he murmurs.

A breathy sound escapes me. Half sigh, half whimper. I can’t help it. The reaction is so natural and right.

And it’s such a wonderful party. The room sparkles. The earpiece pulses in time with my heartbeat.

“Oh,” I whisper. “Wow. It’s just such a magical season.”

Steele leans closer, lips brushing the shell of my ear.

“Ready,” he says softly, “for your first holiday lesson, Kitty?”

The lights blur.

“I think so?”

“Good,” Steele says. “Lesson one. Let yourself enjoy being seen.”

“People will stare.”

“Yes. Can you be brave, Kitty?”

“I can be brave.” Forgetting my fears, I do the first thing that feels natural: I slip my coat off fully and reveal my dress, my full curvaceous form. Let the world watch.

***


Meet Me Under the Mistletoe

The Holiday Party is bustling now with women in gorgeous dresses and men in red and green blazers, everyone laughing and forgetting the daily stress of university life. Voices echo across the lobby in warm clusters, and every surface glows with soft light. Candles flicker on tables, pine garlands blink with tiny LEDs, and at the center of it all is the massive Christmas tree.

I should know the details because I picked out these decorations, agonized over them in fact, but somehow everything looks a little hazy. Call it dreamy. As I take in the vibe, I feel as if I’m walking through a snow globe that someone shook too hard.

It’s not unpleasant, but it is certainly odd.

Steele walks beside me, one hand warm at the small of my back, guiding me through the crowd. Sometimes I feel a little anxious about my tight dress and all it reveals, but Steele seems to sense my tension and disperse it with a touch. Every touch sends a little flutter through my stomach, and I keep glancing up at him as if he might disappear.

He won’t abandon me. In a hazy room, he’s the one thing that feels solid.

“Look ahead,” he murmurs.

I lift my gaze and nearly gasp.

At the far end of the lobby, near the jazz band, there’s a massive hanging sprig of mistletoe. Did I really order something so enormous? It’s ridiculous, and yet it excites me.

“Ohhhh,” I breathe. “That’s huge.”

“Yes,” he says softly. “Is that okay?”

“Oh yes! I like big things.”

Steele’s lips curve in a way that makes my knees feel watery. He guides me toward the mistletoe gently, but with purpose, like this was the plan all along. Even in my fuzzy state, I remember that mistletoe means kissing, and everyone else is avoiding it. No one here would ever do public affection, even for a joke.

I should resist. Should tell him this is inappropriate. Should insist we go mingle with the committee I’ve spent weeks wrangling and not put ourselves in danger of embarrassment.

But instead, my feet follow.

It’s like the mistletoe is reeling me in.

When we reach the tall archway beneath it, the lobby noise fades to a pleasant hum. The tree lights cast a warm glow over Steele’s face, softening the sharp edges and making him look almost boyish.

Almost.

He steps in front of me, blocking some of the crowd from view, which eases a bit of my tension. Out of sight, out of mind, I think and nearly titter. Was happiness this simple?

Steele’s body is warm and his presence reassures me.

“Dear Kitty,” he says.

“Yes?”

He tilts his head, studying the way I blush. The way I sway slightly with the music. The way my collarbone leads the eye down to my heavy breasts.

“You brought me the drinks,” he says. “Perfectly. And you carried yourself beautifully. You deserve something in return.”

“Like a present?” I ask, voice embarrassingly hopeful.

He steps closer, close enough that I catch the clean, warm scent of his cologne.

“Yes. A present just for you.”

The mistletoe hangs above us. I still wonder if I ordered something so enormous and absurd, but in this moment it feels magical. Like a promise or a dare from a world that is just begging me to stop. For once, just stop. And feel.

Steele lifts a hand and brushes a strand of hair behind my ear; it’s the same gesture that made my brain go soft back in my office. Before I can worry if others are watching, I lean into his confident touch. My gaze drifts towards the floor.

“Kitty,” Steele murmurs, touching my chin. “Look at me.”

I do.

Instantly.

His eyes are steady and warm and impossibly sure of my worth. I’ve never felt so valued.

I feel my lips part slightly.

“You must know what mistletoe means,” he says. “You ordered it.”

I nod, swallowing. “I…I think so.”

“Tell me,” he says, voice soft but commanding.

“K-kissing,” I whisper, glancing down again. The word trembles out of me like I’ve never said it before. “It’s a tradition.”

“That’s right.” He smiles. “And good girls follow tradition.”

The praise hits low and warm and sweet, and my knees almost give out.

“I’m a good girl?” I breathe, barely audible.

His gaze softens with something like pride.

“You’re a very good girl tonight. I couldn’t be more proud of you.”

My chest flutters and I inhale sharply, dizzy with a spreading internal warmth.

Then Steele slips a hand to the back of my neck and pulls me toward him. The move is not forceful and certainly not rushed. He’s undeniably in control.

My breath stops and for a moment I glance around the room. “What if someone sees us?”

“Katrina,” he says softly, mouth inches from mine, “stop thinking.”

The earpiece hums, warm against my skin.

And I do.

I stop thinking.

I feel. Everything.

His lips brush mine. It’s soft at first, just a hint of touch, barely there. A tease. My entire body lights up. A tiny sound escapes me, something I’ve never heard before, breathy and helpless.

Steele deepens the kiss slowly, guiding me into him with the gentle pressure of his hand. The curve of his lips fit perfectly in mind and the tip of his tongue touches mine just a little. Another hint of what could be.

As we hold the kiss, my thoughts dissolve fully into a warm glitter rain that blesses my skull. I feel all anxiety blown clear of my body and my heart…well, my heart stutters. My toes curl in my boots and I almost laugh because it feels like a romance novel, but then I remember that I’m living it and let feelings reign.

“Oh,” I whisper against his mouth.

He pulls back just enough to study me: the way my lips part, the way my eyes haze, the way my breath trembles. For him.

“My perfect girl,” he murmurs.

The praise hits harder than the kiss. My whole body shivers and I have to lean against him for support. For maybe the first time in my life, I feel soft and overwhelmed and unbearably alive.

“Again,” I whisper before I can stop myself. “Please.”

A small, confident smile. “Of course.” He leans into me, and though I can sense people staring, I no longer care. The world disappears.

The second kiss is deeper. Slower. Like he’s guiding me into myself, a deeper sensual part of me that I always feared to touch. But here she is, waiting to come out and play.

His hand slides from my neck to my waist, pulling me just close enough that I feel his warmth everywhere. My mind blurs. A soft, helpless whimper escapes me and I’m horrified: it’s too loud, too needy. I pull away for a second, scared by the intensity of feeling. I clamp a hand over my mouth.

Steele gently moves my hand away.

“No hiding,” he says. “Not tonight.”

I melt. Open my mouth and lean in again and let him kiss me however deeply and for however long.

When he finally breaks the kiss, my breath comes in small, trembling gasps. My skin feels too warm, my legs too soft, my mind too quiet.

“Steele,” I whisper, clutching his jacket for balance.

He leans close, lips brushing my ear.

“That was your holiday lesson,” he murmurs. “How to receive.”

I was being taught? I seize, the academic in me fearing that I’d failed a test. “Did I…” I swallow. “Did I do it right?”

He smiles. “You did it perfectly.”

I glow. No metaphors here. I swear I actually glow.

The magic of the room again strikes me. The mistletoe sways gently above us; the lights sparkle; the world feels warm and manageable. Even safe.

And for the first time in a very, very long time, I’m not thinking of the next thing I have to do. My responsibilities are so gone they do not even exist as memory. I am here now, and I don’t want the moment to end.

“Ready,” Steele whispers, “for the next lesson?”

A soft, eager, breathy sound slips from my lips: “Yes.”

“Then come with me,” he says, offering his hand.

I take it instantly.

No more thinking. I’m just feeling.

And everything feels so good and so right.

***


How Good Girls Listen

Steele leads me away from the party with that same warm hand at the small of my back. I follow his lead instantly, my breath still trembling from the lingering mistletoe kiss. It’s kind of fun to imagine I’m still back there under the mistletoe exploring his mouth with mine. What a nice holiday dessert!

We wind through the crowd, past the many food tables and the Toys-for-Tots bin, until our distance makes the music soften. He turns down a side hallway lined with faculty offices and it’s a little jarring because we’ve left the sparkly lights behind.

Now it’s quiet. Empty.

“Where are we going?” I whisper.

“Your next lesson is private,” he says. “Only for my best students.”

My eyes widen and I hide a secret smile. A tingling pervades my whole body.

He stops beside a small seminar room. 304.

I touch the door and say, almost to myself: “I teach here. I think?”

Steele smiles. “You do. And you’re such a good teacher.”

I bite back a smile; it’s such a nice compliment. But I’m a little unnerved because I can’t quite remember just what it is I teach. Something about women, I’m sure of that. I feel a little silly too, so I don’t ask.

Tonight, there’s no graduate workshop, just a darkened room with Christmas lights strung along the window. I don’t remember approving those lights, but they're beautiful. Gentle. Cozy.

Ever the gentleman, Steele opens the door for me, and I walk inside without hesitation. I stand just inside the entry way watching the lights twinkle, and I think it’s so lovely that he took me to a room where I can still enjoy the lights. So thoughtful.

The moment the door clicks shut behind us, my heart flutters.

I can’t quite explain the sensation, but this room feels different from the lobby. Obviously quieter since there’s no party. But some type of intimacy is suggested.

Steele steps closer, his commanding presence filling a space that should feel empty. His very presence makes it welcoming.

“Kitty.” Steele removes a box from his pocket and sets it on the table, where it glows and whirs quietly. Then he says quietly, “Take a deep breath.”

I do.

I remember this room being lifeless, but now the air smells like coffee grounds and pine and something warm I can’t name. It smells like my childhood Christmas. The magic of it hits me and I feel a little emotional. Life was so good.

He nods. “Good girl.”

My knees almost give out, but I blink to steady myself. Why do I keep feeling weak? Those words do something to me I can’t explain, something warm and floaty and dizzy and thrilling. It scares me and I want more and more and more.

Steele moves to the center of the room and turns toward me, his eyes steady.

“Come here.”

Those two words should feel demanding, but he phrases them softly in a way that lets me know: it’s okay to do what I’ve always wanted. I can stop pretending.

I feel his words in my whole body.

I walk to him, slow and obedient, almost hypnotized by the way he’s watching me. It’s so different from the gaze I’ve come to expect from colleagues. Steele’s look is not academic, not critical, holds no judgment or cynicism. It’s like he wants me to do well, and when he looks at me, he sees something precious.

So I approach slowly, letting him drink me in while my spirit soars from pleasing him. Like shedding my coat, the need to pretend falls away and I am so, so light. So happy and alive.

When I reach him, he slowly lifts a hand and touches my chin.

“Look at me.”

My gaze rises automatically.

His look is so warm that my mind just melts. Any remaining worries slip away and there’s no hesitation, only feeling for him and this wonderful night.

“You did beautifully tonight, pretty girl,” he says. “Under the mistletoe. You followed my guidance perfectly.”

“I mean…” I breathe out a shaky little laugh. “I just did what you said. No big deal.”

“That’s why it was beautiful. And don’t talk down about yourself.”

He lets his thumb brush my cheek and slip to trace my bottom lip, opening my mouth just a little. “Next lesson,” he says softly. “How good girls listen.”

I shiver, awaiting his command. Of course I can listen, I tell myself. I’ll make him so proud.

He steps back a few inches and gestures downward.

“Kneel.”

Inside my chest, the word rings some soft bell summoning me to prayer.

For a second I freeze. It’s not fear, but the command is so shockingly direct that it sends me back to the classroom, reminds me of a lecture I must have given. But I inhale the coffee and Christmas scent and the memory evaporates, and Steele’s command echoes in my head: “Kneel.” And it feels right. Perfectly, wildly right.

My heartbeat stutters.

Steele waits. Patient. Calm.

The earpiece hums and the warm scent pervades the room. Christmas lights, so pretty, twinkle.

And I kneel.

My body sinks to the carpet in a slow, graceful motion, as if I’ve done this a hundred times. Though in truth I’m inexperienced, had at one time promised to never kneel for a man again. What was wrong with me? Running from the pleasure of pleasing?

My hands settle lightly on my thighs, and I wait for the next instruction. Suddenly the world feels aligned. I fight back the urge to say, “Look how well I’m listening,” and I give myself a little gold star for being good. I’ll bet he noticed and will reward me.

Steele exhales slowly, almost like he’s savoring the moment. “Very good,” he says.

I should be used to it now, but the praise sends another warm rush through me.

“Is this right?” My voice comes out soft, breathy.

“Perfect,” he says. “Now look up at me.”

I tilt my chin and look up, eyes meeting his downcast gaze. The room seems to hum around us as if our little ritual has made it come alive. Maybe it’s just the Christmas lights, but everything feels warm and shimmering.

Steele steps very close, though still not touching me, not crowding me, just near enough that I feel the heat from him. Like a promise to be kept. If I listen well enough.

I know I can. I’m a graduate of a top Ivy League school with a CV that’s over ten pages. Oh, I can listen. I can do anything he wants.

“Listening,” he says softly, “is a full-body act. Not just ears. Not just the mind.” His gaze travels over me, appreciating my body. Savoring my curves and softness as he would a work of art. “Listening means bringing together breath, focus, presence. And most of all, trust.”

I swallow and wait, unsure if I’m supposed to respond. Should I be only listening, or showing that I understand?

“Let’s try something.” Steele leans down slightly, voice dropping to a velvet murmur. “When I speak, breathe with me. Match my pace. Don’t think; just follow.”

My chest rises automatically.

He inhales slowly, and I inhale with him.

He exhales; I exhale.

We settle into a rhythm and it’s a strange, blissful surrender.

“Good girl,” he whispers.

A helpless, tiny sound slips out of me. Somewhere between a sigh and a whimper.

Steele slowly lets his fingers slip under my chin, tilting my face up even more. “I want you to listen to just the tone of my voice,” he says. “Let the meaning come later. Let your mind rest.”

The earpiece hums in agreement, and suddenly my thoughts get syrupy, thick, soft.
Pleasantly slow.

He tests me.

“Katrina.”

My breath catches.

“Kitty.”

My breath stutters.

“Good girl.”

My whole body warms, a soft wave rolling through me, unbearably sweet.

Steele’s eyes deepen. “There. That’s it.” Again, he brushes a thumb over my lower lip and slips the tip just barely into my mouth. It’s there but a second, then gone. “You feel that, don’t you?”

I nod, breathless. “Yes, sir.”

The honorific slips out. It’s unplanned, uncontrolled, instinctual. I do not want to take it back. The single syllable felt the perfect shape of my mouth.

He smiles, a look of love and pride and maybe even something darker hiding there.

“Kiss my hand.” He offers his hand to me and waits for me to lean into it.

My pulse thuds and I’m suddenly aware of blood coursing through my body, but my mind doesn’t protest. I trust my body. It’s obvious now that it knows better than my mind ever will. Why had it taken me so long for me to listen?

I lean in and press a soft, trembling kiss to the edge of his thumb.

My touch is warm. Sweet. Most of all, it’s obedient.

The moment my lips touch Steele’s flesh, a rush of heat floods my chest. I’m struck by a soft, dizzy, overwhelming bloom of pleasure that feels something like light emanating from my ribs. Crazy, yes, but so wonderful.

I gasp and feel my eyes shut. For just a moment, I feel lost in the pleasant light of myself.

Steele’s voice drops even lower. “That’s it,” he whispers. “Let yourself feel this moment. The joy. You’ve earned it, Kitty.”

I do. Oh God, how I feel. The pleasure rolls through me, warm and bright and impossible to contain by the limits of my body. The intensity scares me, as if I could be blown apart by how badly I want this moment to last.

Sensing my fear, Steele brushes my cheek again, gentler now. Shifts my hair behind my ears. “You’re doing perfectly, Kitty.”

One of those small, involuntary sounds escapes me. A breathy little moan of pure sweetness as my deepest self is crying yes yes yes and my body trembles with little leftover pleasure sparkles.

Steele watches intently. “Good girl,” he says one last time, soft and deep.

Just when I thought I’d peaked, his praise washes through me like a warm river, and for a moment I can’t do anything but breathe. I’ve become soft and trembling and utterly melted at his feet.

Then he offers his hand.

“Ready for the lesson?”

I no longer hesitate. Why had I ever mistrusted this wonderful man? The one who just wants me to find my best self? “Yes,” I whisper. “Please teach me.”

***


Pleasing Is Pleasure

To show him I’m ready to learn, I begin to rise, but Steele minutely shakes his head and keeps a hand on my shoulder. He’s not forcing or pushing me down, just suggesting the best way to do things. And I know he’s the teacher here, so I stay kneeling and find that this is where I’m most comfortable: on my knees before him.

“Kitty.”

Steele brushes my hair back so tenderly I begin to tremble. When have I ever been touched with such care, such love? I feel ashamed to be given so great a gift so I look at the floor, but again he redirects me, touching me just beneath the chin and angling my face upwards.

“Kitty. Look at me, darling.”

I sigh from my deepest place and bring my eyes to meet his. It’s difficult to rest in his intense gaze, but I know his expectations are high, so I force myself to let him see me, the real me, and gaze into my soul.

“Purse your lips for me.”

I feel a little silly, but Steele’s tone tells me he’s not joking. So I abandon my fear.

He holds eye contact while he traces my lips with admiration. “Very good. Now tilt your head up and swallow.”

I do so, swallowing only saliva, and he touches my exposed throat. I shiver, unused to being caressed on my neck; his touch sends that feeling of full-body warmth coursing through me. I want him to keep doing it, so I swallow again, and again, and I can feel Steele’s fingers appreciating how my throat works.

“Very good.” Still looking deep into my eyes. “How do you feel?”

I struggle for the right words. “I just feel, right? Maybe?” I gesture at my position, kneeling on the floor.

“This next part is very important,” Steele says. “I know you’re a very good listener…”

“I am!”

Steele laughs. “I know. But I want to know what YOU want, Kitty.”

I look inside my head for critical thoughts and find only warmth and sparkles and bubbles and all the fun I’ve been missing all these years. And in the warmest place I am kneeling before Steele. That vision confirms for me that everything I’m doing is right.

“I just want to please you,” I whisper, a little ashamed for being so direct. Does that turn him off? Maybe he didn’t really want me to tell him?

“Why?”

Oh, I don’t want to mess this up! “I don’t know, I guess I just feel so warm and right kneeling here. Knowing it makes you happy. It does make you happy, right?”

I look up expectantly and am thrilled to see his quiet smile. He touches my face. “Of course you do, baby.”

I want to say more but my inner words are melting into simple things I no longer need. Just to feel the sparkly warmth is enough. But I do want him to be proud of me! So I tell him:

“May I please you, sir?” I whisper. The word slips out again. “I want to show you. I want to make you happy.”

Steele’s eyes soften. “Good girl,” he murmurs. “Show me how devoted you are.”

A rush of warmth floods my chest.

Without thinking, guided by some deep feminine instinct, I shift closer on my knees until I’m right in front of him. Steele remains perfectly still, letting me choose. His only guidance is the warmth of his gaze and the gentle weight of his hand stroking my hair.

I angle myself toward him, hands resting lightly at his hips. I don’t want to come on too strong. No, I just present myself. Wanting him to feel how much I want to serve, to please, to be good.

At my nearness, Steele’s breath catches. He brushes his knuckles along my cheek, then lets his fingers slip into my hair, cradling the back of my head with a slow, possessive tenderness.

“That’s it,” he says. “Just like that. Let yourself be here. Let yourself feel.”

I lean forward, pressing my cheek against him through the warm fabric of his slacks. His body reacts beneath the cloth, a subtle tension, a heat I can sense even without seeing anything.

Surprisingly, a little sound escapes him. Low, surprised, pleased.

I melt.

Encouraged, I press my lips gently against him through the fabric. It’s my delicate kiss. I don’t need to see anything. I don’t need to name anything. I only need the warmth, the closeness, the way his hand tightens ever so slightly in my hair.

“Oh, Kitty,” he breathes, voice thickening. “You’re such a good listener.”

The sound of it makes my whole body glow.

I move again, working now on instinct, letting my lips explore the shape of him through the barrier of cloth. No exposure, nothing explicit. Just devotion. Just pressure and warmth and the rhythm he quietly guides me into with the soft tilt of his hand.

He exhales sharply, a trembling sound. “Good girl,” he whispers. “You’re doing so well.”

The praise floods me. My mind tingles and banishes all thoughts. In their place is only sweetness, sparkles, pleasure blooming outward like soft fireworks.

But then I make a mistake! I get too eager and lose the rhythm, pressing too hard. A pang of fear shoots through me. Oh no. I messed up. I always mess things up! Stupid, stupid, stupid.

“Kitty.” One word, and everything stops. Steele cups my face in both hands, lifting me slightly so our eyes meet.

“Breathe with me,” he says gently. “I’m here for you.”

I feel silly when tears form. It’s not sadness, but the overwhelming relief of being steadied and loved into softness. So much better than being judged. I mirror his breath, in and out, letting my shoulders relax again.

“There you go,” he whispers. “Good girl.”

My whole body shivers.

He guides me back in. Still not forcing or pushing, simply offering direction with the gentlest pressure of his palm. Now there’s no fabric between us. I return to worshipping him, slow and rhythmic, letting him guide the pace, the angle, the softness.

His body tenses above me, breath coming harder now.

As he gives into the pleasure, I feel powerful. Beautiful. Truly desired and appreciated.

A warm, dizzying pleasure spreads through my chest and extends to my whole body. But it’s not just from the act, it’s what it all means. From pleasing him. From being seen. From being good.

“Oh, Kitty.” His voice breaks, just slightly. He closes his eyes, his whole body tenses, and it’s like we’ve become one. I practice relaxing as he lets go and I accept all that he offers.

“Kitty. You’re just incredible.”

The moment he says it, something inside me breaks open: a soft, overwhelming burst of warmth and joy and sparkles exploding through my entire body. I gasp, trembling, clutching at his legs as the pleasure rolls over me in waves.

I love being good for him, and he loves me being good. Is there a greater euphoria?

I sink against him, breathy and shaking, overwhelmed by sweetness.

Steele steadies me, stroking my hair, guiding me gently upright.

“Kitty,” he murmurs, lifting my chin with a finger. “That was so, so wonderful.”

My heart skips. My lips part in a dazed, happy smile.

“Did I pass?” I flutter my eyelashes, suddenly shy.

Steele laughs softly. “Oh, you didn’t just pass,” he says. “You got an A+.”

A delighted squeal bursts out of me, and I clap my hands like a thrilled little girl. “Oh my gosh! I love pluses!”

“Well,” Steele says, smoothing my hair back into place. “You earned it. What a good, good girl.”

The praise washes over me again, leaving me warm and glowing, swaying to some secret inner music only my sparkly mind can hear.

***


A Very Kitty Christmas

Steele helps me to my feet, his hand warm and steady around mine. I’m overcome by the sparkling, floating feeling of having pleased him so completely. I have a silly thought, just an image: I’m made of gingerbread, warm and soft, fresh from the oven. A little unsteady on my feet and my body is lit with Christmas lights! How fun!

Steele brushes my hair back gently, letting his fingertips linger just enough to make my breath catch.

“You did beautifully tonight,” he says. “Better than even I expected.”

The praise makes my whole body glow. I feel like there might be actual light coming off me, but maybe that’s just the Christmas lights reflecting off my sparkly brain.

I lean into him, letting him guide me out of the seminar room and into the dim hallway. The sounds of the party drift down the hallway. The usual laughter and holiday jazz, but they’re soft now, far away, like that world has been placed safely behind frosted glass and we need not trouble much with it.

“Steele?” I whisper.

“Yes, Kitty?”

I touch my temple lightly where the earpiece hums its gentle, warm rhythm. “Will this feeling go away?”

He stops walking and turns to face me. Takes both of my hands. “The calm?” he asks. “The quiet? The sense of being exactly where you belong?”

I nod.

He cups my cheek, thumb brushing my skin in slow, soothing circles. “It may fade,” he says, “but it won’t disappear. Not if you choose to keep it. That’s why I asked you what you want, Kitty. Because making you happy is all I want.”

My breath catches. “You want me to choose?”

“Yes. You shouldn’t let anyone force change on you. Not even me. But if you want to learn how to carry this softness and joy with you, then I’d love to teach you.”

I want to say my heart flutters but the real feeling is a few cartwheels followed by a roundoff and some wild, wild spirit fingers. Happy girl!

“You’d teach me more?” I ask, trying not to squeal again.

“Of course,” he says. “You’re my best student.”

My cheeks heat. I bounce once on my toes, and he laughs softly, pleased that I am so happy.

He offers his arm. I take it instantly.

“Come,” he says. “Let’s get you some fresh air.”

He leads me by a side door near the atrium. Struck by an impulse, I break away and open the door and cold December air rushes in. Snowflakes drift lazily downward. With the holiday music playing behind us, the scene is truly like something out of a movie. I gasp, stepping out into it, letting the snow kiss my hair, my cheeks, my lips.

“Steele!” I twirl once, arms out. “It’s snowing! Really snowing!”

He watches me with that same unreadable expression. Call it part pride, part protectiveness, part something deeper that I cannot name. And don’t really need to.

“You look radiant,” he says. “But you need a coat, dear girl.”

I giggle and let myself fall against him. He steadies me instantly, rubs his hands on my arms to warm them.

“I haven’t felt this happy,” I whisper, “in I don’t even know how long.”

“You deserve a Christmas like this.”

He tilts my chin up, eyes searching mine, and the world goes still. The snow, the cold, the distant sounds of the party all disappear.

“Kitty,” he says softly. “You did three lessons tonight.”

I blink, surprised. “I did?”

“Yes,” he says, smiling. “Lesson One: Receiving. Lesson Two: Listening. Lesson Three: Trust.”

My heart thumps so loudly I’m sure he can hear it.

“And you passed each one beautifully.”

A warm, fizzy shiver runs down my spine. “Really?”

“Truly.” He lifts a strand of my hair, dusted with snow, and kisses it gently. “I’m proud of you.”

The praise hits like a firework bursting inside my chest and I no longer feel the winter cold. Without thinking, I throw my arms around him, pressing my cheek to his chest. He holds me firmly, warmly, whispers more words of praise that make me almost moan.

For a long moment, we just stand there. Snow falling around us, lights glowing behind us, my mind soft and safe and sparkling.

“Steele?” I whisper into his coat.

“Yes, Kitty?”

“When can I learn more?” I hear the hope in my voice and feel no shame for it. I want this. I want him. I want to feel soft and precious and guided. “I love to learn.”

“I know. Your mind is amazing.” He strokes my back, slow and reassuring. “Whenever you’re ready,” he says. “But if you want my recommendation…”

“Yes?”

“I think you’re ready for Bimboversity Level Two.”

My breath hitches. Level Two! “Please,” I whisper. “I want that.”

He smiles against my hair. “Then after the holiday break, come to my office. Monday morning. I’ll be waiting.”

My entire body tingles with anticipation. “Okay,” I say, glowing. “Okay! Okay! Okay!”

He laughs as I bounce on my toes, snow swirling around me in glittering spirals.

“Come on,” he says, offering his coat to wrap around my shoulders. “Let’s get you back inside before you freeze.”

I slip under his arm, letting him guide me back toward the building and toward everything he just promised.

As we walk through the door, I glance up at him and whisper:

“Merry Christmas, Steele.”

He leans down, kisses my forehead gently, and says, “Merry Christmas, Kitty. There’s no one quite like you.”

The earpiece hums once, soft and warm, like a star twinkling awake inside my mind.

And for the first time in my adult life, I can’t wait for Monday.

***

To be continued in Bimboversity — Book 4.
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From Woke to Wet: The Feminist Freshman’s First Lesson in Obedience 

She came to smash the patriarchy, but now she wants to make her dominant Professor proud.

When she arrived at college, eighteen-year-old Sierra's world revolved around her pronouns, her politics, and her degree in gender studies. But a strange new professor, a warm office with white noise, and a few “innocent” affirmations begin to unravel her carefully constructed identity.

Suddenly, she's wearing lip gloss, giggling through mantras like “Pretty girls are seen, not heard,” and showing up early to class without a bra.

This isn’t the education this young feminist expected!

But it just might be the one she needs.

From Woke to Wet is a campy, kinky bimbofication erotica about obedience, oral technique, and the joy of not having to think too hard.

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.

My First Oral Exam is the second entry in the Bimboversity series: a campy-sensual, mind-melting descent into obedience, oral excellence, and the joy of being told exactly what to do.
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