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The Bimbo Fun Continues…

You’re about to read part two in our Bimboversity series. You can enjoy as a standalone, but if you’d like to follow Sierra’s transformation, start with Book 1, From Woke to Wet.

Enjoy!


Pink Night

I spent the whole day glowing. Anticipation will do that to a girl.

There was a time when mirrors used to threaten me. I think I once wrote an essay on mirrors for my Gender Studies class. Something about tyranny and male gaze and the evil glass and probably Snow White or something. Got As, of course, but I also got major sadness.

But that was a lifetime ago. Before Professor Steele became my mentor and helped me see a better way.

Thanks to him, today every mirror I passed at school gave me a little thrill. My hair felt extra shiny. My tank top clung just right. My skirt rode up in a way that made walking feel like a performance, and I could feel the boys all watching. Hungering. I used to complain about it, but now I craved those eyes. The power they gave me.

Okay, okay. It wasn’t all perfect. I had an off-moment, I’ll admit. Some guy cat-called me and I almost stumbled, and for a moment, I had this feeling like I wanted to…fight back or something? Yell about…what’s that word…patriarchy? Wasn’t that, like, the thing I was supposed to be mad about?

But how could I be mad when I was so pretty and the sun was shining, and everyone was happy to see me? They were happy and I was happy. So, okay!

The ugly feeling passed, and I left that silly, silly rage behind and remembered the most important thing was to just enjoy the day. And if the boys wanted to watch and enjoy me, well, who was I to say no? This is America and we all have rights, you know.

In the past, I’d never been the kind of girl who practiced a look, especially not a look that was meant to turn me into eye-candy. But tonight would be different. It wasn’t enough to just be pretty. Tonight felt like a runway for something deliciously forbidden.

The envelope with the invitation had been pink and perfect—like my holy place, haha. No, but seriously, the envelope’s presentation made me think the sender knew me better than I knew myself. Even the wording sounded so fun and mysterious:

Private Practicum Invitation. Dress code: Pink. Pleasure encouraged.

I’d read that little card at least five times before bed, and as I fell asleep with visions of small skirts and hot guys in my head, I whispered the address to myself like a secret prayer to keep me safe. Who knows what I dreamed last night?

But no dream could be better than this moment. Dancing around my room picking out a cute outfit. Getting ready for a special night out, a night that, I was sure, could change everything.

Because Professor Steele would be there and I had practiced so, so hard to show him what I could do.

Oh, yeah. Practice! I’d almost forgotten. I turned to the mirror and ran through my affirmations. “Be a good girl and the world will love you,” I told my reflection, and then blushed when the voice came out like a purr. I said it again, this time imagining Professor Steele saying those words to me, reminding me of the proper way to behave. He would be there tonight, right? I’d assumed so, and I didn’t want to doubt. Would he want to see my pink and perfect place? I laughed at the sound of those words. The three p’s had some name we’d learned in English class. What was it?

It was almost funny how calm my hands were as I applied lip gloss. I’d bought a new tube that morning because it felt like preparing for the practicum was part of my homework, and part of being a good girl was following the rules. The color was unapologetic: bubblegum with a glossy shine. I tested it on my wrist and then on my lips and then…then!...I kissed the inside of the envelope like it might catch Professor Steele’s attention. He’d feel my vibe lingering there and think only of me.

Silly, Sierra. Seriously. There’s another one! Three S-words in a row. Maybe I’d ask Professor Steele what that s-thingy was called. I used to know, but now my head was so much lighter and used for other things. I think?

By seven I was standing outside the Manger Building. The campus lights made everything look like a movie you could just walk into. Warm halos on the pavement, shadows that suggested they could hide secrets. I’d never noticed how pretty campus could be at night, and I was just so grateful to be here. Making it prettier. Kidding!

My heart thudded in a way that was partly nerves but just as much need. I realized I wanted this…whatever it was. I knew it was important, and I knew if I was good enough, I could impress my harsh instructor.

He’s not harsh, Sierra! He just wants the best for you and knows you can be a little lazy so he fills in with his discipline.

With that out of the way, I smoothed the skirt, used my phone to check my teeth for gloss. Flipped my hair. Did I look good? Good enough to make him proud?

I had a moment of fear. What if Steele wasn’t impressed? What if he’d been wrong and I wasn’t special at all? What if…

No, Sierra! Stop those bad, bad thoughts.

Think about how good it will feel to make him proud.

“That’s right,” I whispered, standing alone on the walk. “He’ll be so proud.”

I entered the building, went up the stairs to room B-204. I tapped lightly, and the door opened.

I’d thought this was a classroom, but now it was low-lit and smelled faintly of perfume and cedar. Pink fairy lights were strung around a bookshelf; a long table lined the center, and there were cushions on the floor. At the far end, Professor Steele stood with that calm but strong demeanor that silenced classrooms. Like he knew all that would happen and was allowing it to continue. But his expression was different tonight, something I could not decipher. Was it a smile? Or a lesson plan?

“You made it,” he said to me, voice calm. “I’m so glad.”

He was excited to see me! I tried not to blush or make a big deal of it. Because I was not the only girl who had been invited.

Around the room were other girls, some I recognized, some I did not. One was blonde with a too-bright laugh who wore a cropped sweater and platform sneakers. Another sat cross-legged, polishing her nails with a Zenlike level of absorption. They all looked…different. Polished. Expectant. Not all that friendly.

“Welcome,” Steele addressed the room. “This is the Private Practicum. I hope you all feel very special for being invited. Because you are unique and full of talent.” Steele’s voice emphasized certain words, and when he did, I felt my heart swell and mind clear. I’d been having doubts about myself and doing that arguing thing I do when I’m stressed.

But he was right: I am unique. I am talented. I belong.

Steele said, “Tonight you’ll learn a craft many women aspire to learn but are never taught: the art of oral devotion. We’ll work technique, posture, and presence. We’ll emphasize consent, safety, and pleasure…for the giver and the receiver.”

The other girls clapped politely, like they had some script to follow that I had never seen. But my throat tightened at the word devotion as if it were something holy, an initiation into an ancient order. Why weren’t women taught this skill, I wondered. It seemed so important and such a big part of life. I’d never heard about this in Women’s Studies classes. Why not?

I was thinking of that curricular oversight and getting a little angry when Steele’s gaze landed on me and softened. “Sierra,” he said. “You’ve been a superior student in every way. Tonight we build upon your special talents.”

Those last words, emphasized again, felt like a gong calling me to attention. Immediately, I forgot about curriculum and those silly classes I used to take and focused instead on what was important: Steele’s practicum and the here and now.

I wanted to kneel right there and express my gratitude for being included in this secret rite. But I played it cool and kept my composure. Like the other girls there, I followed the professor’s instructions: slid in, found a cushion, and sat facing the center, where Steele’s soft smile made the room suddenly feel smaller and more intimate. A welcoming spot for education.

A place that I could finally learn something that matters.

***


Orientation & Rules

Assuming his usual classroom demeanor, Steele paced slowly around the group as he explained the rules. When he got into lecture mode, he felt electric as he commanded each word, and all of us kept our eyes on him as he paced.

“Consent is central.” He paused and slowly met each of our eyes.

This pause meant the point was important, and if I’d had a notebook, I’d have been jotting it down. But here I just listened. Telling myself consent, consent, consent.

“If anyone ever feels uncomfortable, they say the word ‘red’ and we stop. Completely. Always.”

He waited for us to nod, to show that we understood.

“Good. Also, no phones. This practicum is sacred and private. What happens here stays here. Everyone must feel safe within the group.”

He had a way of saying basic rules that made them feel like sacraments, like we were part of some special rite. And why not? We were chosen and this was information that few people knew. I tried to remember Anthropology class and what it meant to be part of a ritual; the memory was hazy and thinking was hard, so I gave up. Instead, I found myself repeating the rules under my breath. Consent is central. I liked how important it sounded. How special it made me feel. My opinion, my consent, mattered!

I decided I would consent only when I wanted to consent. Then I felt proud of myself for that hard thinking. Turned my attention back to the ritual.

Steele kept pacing and talking and I became intensely aware of his presence. When Steele was near me, I liked how protected I felt in his presence, even while my body burned and ached for his touch.

“Technique comes next,” he said. “Proper breathing, throat openness, jaw relaxation. Don’t believe all that porn you’ve probably seen. Your mouth is not simply a tool. It's like a painter’s brush, capable of all types of expression. Your tongue has memory.”

Someone giggled and Steele turned and watched her until she silenced.

“It’s true.” He stood in front of the girl who had giggled and put his thumb on her lower lip, barely parting her lips, inserting his thumb just a little. “You’ll see.”

God, I was so jealous! Did I have to giggle to get his attention? To feel his touch on my lips? I didn’t want to, but if I had to…

Steele turned away from her. “The lips, too, have intention.”

He passed out laminated cards with diagrams that showed tongue placement, hand positions, male anatomy labeled in clinical fonts. The other girls giggled and traced the words with manicured fingers; they seemed afraid to meet Steele’s approving gaze.

Not me.

When he handed me a card, I held his eyes to let him know I was focused and serious. I felt suddenly, deliciously intent on learning. I knew he was watching and I traced the drawn anatomy as if it were my professor’s and I would worship.

“Very good, Sierra,” Steele said, watching my fingers on the card. “I can tell you’ll be a quick study.”

The other girls glared at me, but I couldn’t hide my pleasure at the compliment. He was happy; I was happy. That was the only relationship I needed anymore.

“We practice on objects first,” Steele said. “You’ll learn on sanitized models designed for our special training. Modeled on a real male’s anatomy for verisimilitude.”

Verisimilitude? Where had I heard that before?

“Please don’t feel pressured. This is supposed to be fun, and we’ll walk you through it.” He smiled in a way that suggested we were lucky to learn his secret technique.

Some older girls brought out a tray of fancy sex toys. Lifelike dildos, I guess. I’d never actually seen one in person, so I felt a little weird looking at them. These looked real, veins and all, smooth and lifelike. My stomach twisted with nerves, and yet, my mouth watered. My palms were sweaty like this was a first date and I had to perform well to be invited back. Maybe that was true.

“Pair up,” Steele instructed.

A tall girl with pink streaks picked up a toy from the tray and slid down to sit next to me. “I’m Kaylee,” she said, grinning. “I’ll be your mentor for oral training. It’s so fun!”

She helped me sit properly, arranging our cushions so our knees almost touched. Like a slumber party and we were about to share secrets. I wasn’t into girls, but I could feel her sexual confidence and being so close to her was like an aphrodisiac. I hoped I’d gain that power too, if she’d help me discover it. I really, really hoped I was good enough.

“First step,” Kaylee said, voice like a chatty tutor, “is posture. Chin down, breathe through your nose.” She pointed at her chin and her nose as she spoke, as if I were a child who didn’t know body parts. But it was cute too.

She waited for me to imitate her posture, and she touched my face to realign my jaw. I think I blushed at her closeness. How sure of herself she seemed.

“Something wrong?” She asked.

“How are you so confident?” I blurted, feeling silly.

“Oh. That.” Kaylee looked at the toy. “This will sound a little crazy but imagine you’re tasting confidence. Cause this is how I got mine.” She opened her mouth and slid the dildo in, exaggerating each movement as Steele called out detailed step-by-step instructions.

I couldn’t help it. Kaylee was pleasuring a sex toy. Many girls were. I giggled. It all felt like a game.

“Sorry,” I said, stifling my laughter. “I’m a little nervous.”

“It’s okay,” Kaylee said. “Girls should have fun. Always.”

“That’s right,” Steele said, materializing just behind me. “Girls are meant for fun.”

Those words shocked my discomfort away and I was right there in the moment again. Ready for whatever was next.

“Listen to Kaylee. She’s one of our most talented oral tutors.”

Steele’s eyes lingered on Kaylee, and I had a sudden flash of jealousy, but I let it go as I tried to keep pace with my mentor. Kaylee passed me the toy and encouraged me to try some of her moves. I opened my mouth and teased the head a little, feeling ridiculous.

I removed the dildo and shook my head. “I’m sorry. I just can’t.”

Kaylee glanced at Steele across the room and he minutely nodded, giving her some type of permission. Kaylee leaned close to me. “Want to know a secret?” She held my hand, and we both gripped the sex toy, considering it. “These toys were specially made for us. Know why?”

I shook my head. “Seems like you could just buy a regular one.”

Kaylee nodded. “That’s exactly right. Same material. But this toy…” She squeezed the shaft for emphasis, “is modeled on Professor Steele.”

My eyes widened and I noticed Steele watching us. Smirking.

“You mean?”

Kaylee grinned. “That’s right. Same size.”

“Oh.”

“He likes you, Sierra. He wants you to challenge yourself. To do a good job. You have so much potential.”

I tried again, now seeing the toy so much differently. It helped to imagine the real thing as I opened my mouth and challenged myself, tried to live up to my full potential. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched for Steele, hoping he would see how hard I was trying.

“That’s it,” Kaylee said. “Don’t try to take it all on the first try.”

Steele moved between us, checking angles, whispering small adjustments. “Sierra, your jaw looks tense.” He caressed the side of my face. “Relax the hinge. Open like a flower, not a trap.”

Open like a flower, I thought. Those words expressed perfectly all I had ever wanted to do. My mouth, my pussy. Open for pollination. What a beautiful idea.

***


Practice Rounds

I was totally self-conscious during that first round of practice. Even with Kaylee’s patient instruction and Dr. Steele’s encouragement, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I didn’t belong. I kept glancing at the other girls and worrying that what they were doing was far superior to my unpracticed efforts. Every time I heard Steele offer those other girls praise, I burned with jealousy, even though I knew he was just doing his job. Taking care of us. Helping us grow.

The whole night was super awkward…but also intensely erotic. Even knowing that the toy had been modeled on Professor Steele, the dildo had been cool at first touch, which was part of what made it weird. Hard to pretend it was the real thing. But these were high quality training tools and the material quickly warmed with my breath, my mouth. It was like I was in communication with the cock, which Kaylee noticed and said was exactly how she felt every time she pleased a guy.

I was, like, totally getting spiritual.

After our first try, we were instructed to start slowly and follow a methodical process: kiss the shaft, map its contours with our tongue, practice a steady suction.

“Mapping it is really fun,” Kaylee said, then pushed back her hair and ran her open mouth along the entire shaft. Feeling it with her lips. “I mean, I’ve really come to appreciate how amazing it is, and it just makes me love that God made us all so special. So different. You know?”

Kaylee continued demonstrating her technique, which she said she got to practice just about every night. She was very disciplined and treated this like athletics, making time to train every night on different sizes. Guys really appreciated her and invited her to every party, gave her little gifts. “It’s just such a perfect life!” She giggled, then went back to work. She hummed and moaned theatrically…I almost got the sense she was performing for a camera. For her, the whole thing was pure enjoyment. Not work at all.

But when my turn came, I channeled the old me—not the feminist bitch but the good girl in the classroom--and concentrated as I would studying for a midterm. My energy shifted and I could feel Steele noticing my focus. It drew him from across the room. Stroking my hair softly, he watched with a sort of soft intensity, correcting a pressure here, a tongue angle there. He bent and spoke quietly, as if sharing secrets that other girls were not privy to. Only me. His special Sierra.

“Use the tip to trace the underside,” he murmured. “Keep your hand moving. Up and down the shaft, and don’t be scared to roam or get creative. Remember, this is partly a show, and your hand is half the show.”

I did as he suggested. Concentrating on my mouth technique while also moving my hand. I slid my lips, traced the shaft, pretended to milk and fill my mouth. A moan escaped me, and with that sound, my self-consciousness left me and I found myself nearly taking all of the dildo—an impossible feat for me—and coating it with saliva.

My intensity felt both ridiculous and perfectly right. But I nearly gagged and had to sit up, blinking.

When I looked up, Kaylee’s face was dreamy, impressed. “You’ve got a real rhythm,” she purred. “You’re a natural. You’re going to be so popular.”

Popular? Me? I’d never been much liked, had always run with a few other nerds who sat alone on Friday nights. But the thought of parties and being wanted sent a thrill of adrenaline through me. I flushed with approval pouring straight into my chest. Kaylee, the pro, had said I was a natural! The word kept repeating in my head, empowering me.

Real power. Sex power. Not that fake feminist nonsense. No, this was the real thing. Finally!

I’d thought we were done, but no. Steele let us break for five minutes and then asked for more. “This time, focus on depth and breath,” he said. Kaylee stood beside him and demonstrated, per his instructions, how to take long breaths and relax the throat.

As she relaxed her throat, Steele ran his hands along her neck to call our attention to how relaxed we should be. “Breathe down,” he instructed, softly running his hands down her chest, “not up.”

I’d always thought blowjobs were just a mouth trick, and maybe that’s why I’d been so bad at them. There was a whole other world to this pleasure, and I was so, so grateful that Steele was letting me in. I’d heard about breath work in my yoga classes, and I guess this was what the yogis meant, because the first time I tried Steele’s technique and let a deeper breath move past my vocal cords, my eyes watered. So many emotions welled up in me that I thought I was going to cry, but Kaylee was beside me.

“Put those emotions to work,” Kaylee whispered. “It always makes us feel better to serve.”

Banishing my thoughts—finally! I was so goddamn sick of thinking all the time!—I opened my mouth and let Kaylee insert the dildo. I used Steele’s technique, first working the head, hoping just to stay there, but Kaylee kept pushing.

“Breathe, girl. You’ve got this. Relax that throat and breathe.”

My gag reflex fluttered and then steadied. The dildo went deeper. My jaw unlocked, my throat finally relaxed. I was no longer forcing anything, just opening like a flower and letting my mouth, my throat be fully enjoyed.

Steele noticed my efforts and guided me. Such patience. It was like I was learning a new language that lived in my throat. It had always been there, but now I could understand it. A new person. Initiated into a secret mystery. Chosen.

“Good,” Steele praised, pushing Kaylee’s hand to sink the dildo a little deeper, exploring my throat. “Let go.”

He was careful to never push us too far. It was apparent that he cared about our safety. During that last exercise, one girl called “red” and then started crying, saying she disappointed Professor Steele.

But to his credit, he quickly rushed to her side and calmed her, told her it was okay and that this type of training was not for everyone. He offered her a private tutoring session if she wanted to continue, which I thought was so very generous. Her own special office hours session? No fair. It made me want to tap out just to get that attention.

But Kaylee noticed my attention wandering and called me back. She whispered, “Don’t be jealous of her. It’s the ones who don’t quit that get all his praise.”

That was all I needed to hear. I relaxed fully and showed Kaylee and Steele just what I could do, and at the end of the round, I was so into it that Kaylee had to tell me to stop and take breath. I sat up and blinked to remember where I was. I realized everyone had gone silent, watching me, and I felt embarrassed. Had I messed up?

But Steele was beaming, as was Kaylee, and when the whole group of girls stood and started clapping for me, I knew I’d found my calling.

***


Public Demonstration

We took another break, and I got to meet some of the other girls. Turns out we had a lot in common, and I’d been silly to think we were in competition. That was the old me trying to come back, I realized, the girl who was so angry that guys never paid attention to her. I blamed other girls for being pretty instead of admitting that I had not even been trying to use my natural assets. I had them, but I’d hidden them. Stupid.

We sipped lemonade. Pink, of course. Made plans to hang out. Gossiped about what else the Practicum would entail. Again, I kind of thought we were done for the night, but Professor Steele rang a little bell, and all of us immediately quieted and turned. Gave him all our attention.

“Now,” Steele said, “I’m so proud of all of you. You did very well for your first lesson. The private practice.”

Each of us fought to hold back our smile but it was futile. Soon all of the girls were grinning, squeezing each other’s hands. We’d done it!

Steele waited for us to quiet and then said, “Now, I’d like a volunteer to show the class what they learned.”

My mouth felt dry. My head felt light. I couldn’t decide if I wanted to run from the room or kneel and do as I was told.

At first, no one volunteered. All of the girls were now looking at the floor, praying not to be chosen. I mean, we’d just started! We couldn’t perform for a crowd yet.

Sensing our mood, Steele said, “Now, I know you’re feeling shy. This is not meant to embarrass anyone. Quite the opposite.” He motioned with his hand and one of the helpers turned on a little white noise, similar to the sounds I’d heard in Steele’s office. Immediately, I felt calm, wondered what I’d been so freaked out about. Steele just had our best interests in mind. He always did.

Steele paced the room as if he were lecturing a class. “Never forget that oral attention is performance. It’s not just the physical pleasure, though that’s a big part of it. You also want to get used to someone watching you get lost in the act. Seeing you enjoy yourself is as sexy as the act itself.”

“Wait,” Amanda, another new recruit, said. “So, like, guys want to see us get excited?”

“Oh yes.” Steele beamed. “Very much so. Don’t buy their stoic nonsense. A girl that gets into sex is the hottest thing there is. Men fear you losing control, but they also crave it.” He waited for that truth to sink in and then asked again for a volunteer.

The new recruits were still too shy, but Kaylee’s hand shot up. Steele smiled and waved her forward. She moved with the practiced confidence of someone who’d mastered this skillset on more than a sex toy. The way she paused before Steele and smirked as he handed her a clean dildo made me burn with jealousy. I knew she was good; and he did too.

I had to admit though: Kaylee did a beautiful demonstration. Her oral technique was flawless, and not just her mouth. She knelt before Professor Steele as he held the dildo out before her. As she sucked on the head, she kept her eyes soft and frequently looked up into his face as he gazed down at her, pleased by his best student. Her cheeks hollowed, lips worked with slow, careful rhythm. She was feeling every inch with her mouth, appreciating it, showing Steele that she was so happy to serve.

Steele narrated softly, pointing out Kaylee’s technique, praising her tongue work, praising her breath control, describing what made someone feel the intense pleasure of Kaylee’s attention. “Just incredible,” Steele said, almost breathless. “Take note, girls.”

When she finished, all of us applauded, and Kaylee blushed deliciously. I wanted that blush too. But there was only one way to get it. I had to earn it.

“Anyone else?” Steele asked, though he didn’t sound like he really expected a volunteer.

I don’t remember deciding to raise my hand, but I did. I volunteered. The girls looked at me with surprise and some curiosity. Maybe even a little jealousy because Steele was smiling at me.

“Come forward,” Steele said, indulgent.

My legs carried me, like my body knew what it wanted and the mind got no say at all. The white noise hummed, and I rode its rhythm to kneel before my professor. When I knelt at the front, my vision—no, my world--narrowed to Steele’s eyes and the dildo he held before him. For Kaylee, he’d held the dildo against his thigh, but for me, he moved it to the center, reminding me clearly of the secret I’d learned: the toy was a model of Steele’s own anatomy.

The energy in the room grew electric. I think I heard my own pulse. Certainly, I felt it.

“Show us your practice,” Steele instructed. He tilted my chin up and looked into my eyes. “Make me proud.”

I whimpered when he said that and was instantly wet. But I made myself focus. I was here to work, to earn my place.

Everything I’d practiced came together: my posture, breath, jaw, hand. I worked slowly at first, testing its size, then I got more confident. When I took it deeper, my throat started to revolt, but I eased that reflex with breath control and thought of the mantra Steele had taught me: No need to think. Just feel good. When I once told him I used to panic about grades, Steele had so kindly taught me to repeat that mantra to calm my anxiety. It helped then; it helped now.

Halfway through my demonstration, Steele put a hand on my head and pressed me closer. Offering more. “Relax your throat,” he whispered. “Remember to breathe down.”

I obeyed. I felt my cheeks flush.

“You’re a natural, Sierra,” he said, his hand caressing my scalp as he worked deeper. “Such a good, smart girl.”

A soft little sound slipped out of me and Steele’s praise melted over me with warmth. I didn’t want to stop, but Steele framed my face with his hands and eased me back. I felt suddenly empty, a little sad. I could do more, I was sure.

“You learn fast.” Professor Steele touched my lips, wet with saliva. “That ease is rare. So very, very rare.”

I was so used to praise for good grades that this new type of attention seemed to warm my chest. Praise for a job well done! For pleasing him. It felt good to be so accomplished, to hear his praise and have the other girls see what I could do.

When I rose, my legs slightly wobbly, Kaylee ran to me and hugged me. She said nothing, just held me, while the other girls whispered like conspirators.

But I didn’t care. Steele’s praise ran through my veins and lifted me up. I felt exalted.

***


Good Girls Do Homework

After my public demonstration, Steele called the whole group to the center of the room. He had us circle and huddle closely, a bit like athletes before a game, and he got down on one knee in the center of our huddle as if he were going to lead a prayer.

“You did well,” Steele said. His playful, flirtatious banter shifted to something more serious. “Each of you. You can’t see how far you’ve come in just a short time, but it’s evident to me.” He made sure to look at each girl, to hold her gaze for just a moment, to let us know how much we mattered. It warmed me to feel how much he cared about me, about us, about women with promise.

“One reason we chose you is because you’re good students. You take instruction and apply yourself. That will get you far. Your oral technique, for instance.” Steele paused, collecting his thoughts. He raised a finger as if he were a Greek philosopher about to pronounce a bold truth. “Technique can be improved through practice, yes. But don’t be misled.”

I felt myself unconsciously leaning forward, my newfound intellect begging for the gift of his wisdom.

“Presence matters more. You are performers, and a good performer gives pleasure and receives power through giving.”

He seemed to be waiting for a response, and I felt myself thrust back into the classroom. My mind raced, seeking the right answer. I took a chance: “So, we’re like, being selfless by giving pleasure.” I was working it out while I talked, but Steele’s excited look, his widened eyes, emboldened me to continue. “But we get power by…”

“Yes?”

“By pleasing someone else?”

“Exactly, Sierra!” Steele clapped loudly and many girls jumped.

But I was glowing, blushing, unable to hide it. And why bother?

“As part of the practicum, you’ll be assigned homework and checkpoints to gauge progress. Tonight’s homework is simple.”

He drew a neat checklist on a small card and handed them to Kaylee to pass out.

Except for mine. That one Steele delivered personally. He pressed it into my hand and his touch lingered, sharing a special energy with me.

“Three minutes of mirror work each night,” Steele said to the group. “Then five minutes of oral practice on your model, which Kaylee will issue in a moment. Record your breathing exercises. Also: find a practice partner outside the practicum and schedule two sessions.”

He stopped for a moment and pursed his lips, then added: “This is optional but recommended. If you’re comfortable, attend the Level Two preparatory session next Friday. There we’ll introduce partnered live technique.”

My stomach fluttered at the words partnered live. How had I forgotten, or just not realized, that this technique was meant to be practiced on a guy? I’d gotten so wrapped up in impressing Steele and being a good student that I’d made the classic college mistake: I’d forgotten to consider how my knowledge would be applied.

The implication of an actual human, rather than a realistic sex toy, made something inside me tilt. Like a roller coaster’s first drop, I both feared and longed for that moment of first drop. I’d given blowjobs before, but I knew now how unpracticed I was then and I was ashamed to realize that I’d always done them with disdain. It was something I felt I had to do just to please a guy.

Now it was something I wanted to do.

No. I NEEDED to do it. Only then could I prove my oral skill, and only then could I be a real woman, one who gained power through service. Just like Steele wanted.

“As always,” Steele added, “consent is paramount. If something ever feels wrong to you, just say the word red aloud.”

A safe word? Nice thought. But I couldn’t imagine anything Steele wanted us to do would ever feel wrong. So far, he’d been right about everything, and each lesson had helped me know myself more. And it didn’t hurt that I was still wet and ready to get back to my dorm room. Kaylee issued me a practice toy, and I knew I could use it for other things too.

***


Practice Makes Me Purr

After the practicum, I walked back across campus alone. Some other girls invited me to join them, but the moon was bright and seemed to be smiling at me. Sounds silly to say out loud, but I’m silly and fun now and I can think things like that because they are true. It was a special night, and I wanted it to linger.

My phone buzzed. I almost didn’t check it, but I thought maybe it was Professor Steele wanting a late-night session. He had so much to teach! And he’d given me my card personally.

But it was Kaylee, my mentor.

Kaylee: You were amazing 😍 Wanna practice tomorrow?

My cheeks went hot. God, I was blushing all the time these days. Was this part of the training? Shaking, I typed yes. Kaylee was so, so talented I knew she could teach me a lot.

She sent a long string of excited emojis and I smiled, so happy to have girls like this in my life now. My other life was a distant dream. The angry texts from friends running some type of purity test on my leftist ideals. This new life was so much more me, and the moon, smiling down, agreed.

Back in my dorm, I stood in front of the mirror and practiced the three minutes as Steele requested. It was important for mindset, I realized. I repeated the mantras, mouth forming beautiful positive phrases that the old me had once sneered at.

Pretty girls are seen, not heard.

I mean, of course! What’s the point of being pretty if everyone’s not admiring your beauty? How had I ever missed that? And I hate to brag, but standing in the mirror, I had to admit I was looking good! My breasts weren’t huge, but they were perky, my nipples nearly always at attention these days, begging to be touched and sucked. I giggled at the thought, but my hand also traced my nipple through my shirt as I imagined bringing a guy home.

Soon, Sierra. Soon. But for now. Concentrate on the mantras.

I took a deep breath and continued saying the mantras aloud, forcing confidence until I felt it:

My job is to be pretty and pleasing.

Boys like me when I am happy.

Dancing is fun. Laughing too.

Saying them aloud almost felt like taking a pill that made the world’s edges soften. I could feel my anxiety, that old companion, slipping away with each mantra. I felt lighter, happier, but also strangely powerful. I’d never realized how much power slept inside me. All I had to do was stop getting in its way.

I got bolder, making up my own mantras.

My pussy is tight and powerful. Every guy wants it.

I giggled, feeling naughty, but I knew it was true. Would Professor Steele approve? I bet he would.

I slid my hand into my shorts and started circling my clit, imagining some guy going wild for the chance to touch me in this way.

Orgasms are a gift from God.

Was that sacrilegious? No! Of course not!

God wants girls happy.

Sounded good to me. And my hand was working my soft, wet pussy so hard now that my legs were getting weak. I sat on the bed and found my practice toy, the dildo that Kaylee had assigned to me. I raised it to my mouth and pretended it was the real thing. Once the skin warmed, it was easy to caress the flare of the head and suck it tenderly and imagine a real man moaning at my skill. My power.

My hand found the rhythm we’d practiced in class, and my lips were wet and so, so warm. Each time I repeated the circle of breath and tongue, I felt a little more fluid, a little less like an observer and more like a performer.

The performance part was the hardest. How come no one had ever told me that a good girl knew how to give a show? It seemed so important, and yet it was kept secret. Hidden from us.

As if dared by the unfairness of this secrecy, I closed my eyes and fully imagined Professor Steele receiving my oral technique. In my fantasy, he closed his eyes and leaned forward as I sucked his head, teasing him, making him press his hips to come closer.

I slid my lips off with a wet smack and said, “Beg for it.”

I was so bold! This was so new! So fun!

And you know what? Steele begged. “Oh, Sierra, no one is as good as you. You’re so talented, so special. Please don’t stop.”

All I needed to hear. I widened my jaw and remembered my breathing technique. Slowly I took more of Steele’s thickness.

More.

Then more.

Finally, he found my throat and pressed against it as I massaged Steele the way no other girl ever had. Or would. Even Kaylee. I was sure.

Steele moaned, threw his head back, and I felt him shiver. He was close, and I refused to pull off. He whispered, “I never give my seed to a student.”

Oh, but he’d give it to me. I worked my mouth up and down his long cock, taking the whole thing into my throat, until he groaned. I imagined him letting go, a gift for his favorite student.

When I finally lay down to sleep, my body was humming like it had been shocked but did not want to ever let that charge go. In the dark, shame and pride were waging a silly, silly battle. I pictured them like protestors yelling across a picket line. The shame side called me a sellout who threw away my feminism for cheap pleasure. The pride side was quieter, telling me that I should feel good for what I had accomplished. And it’s true: ever since Steele started educating me, I’d never felt more like myself. The Sierra that had wanted to smash the patriarchy felt oddly curbed. Quieted. Like there was no need for her anymore, and all that yelling was just…what’s that big word…performance?

I looked at my toy, the replica of Steele, and remembered it could go more places in my mouth. I lay down and parted my legs, and so the night began.

As the toy filled me, I realized there was a new part of me to discover. That part wanted to be challenged and praised. I realized it had always been there, lying dormant, but now it was waking up. And anything long asleep is hungry and wants to be stretched.

I giggled. Stretched? Oh, but I wanted it!

Nasty, nasty Sierra.

Smart girls don’t talk that way.

But I wasn’t a smart girl anymore.

No. I was something better.

***


First Live Practice

Kaylee arrived the next afternoon with peppermint gum, a special treat that she laughingly popped into my mouth. She asked me to close my eyes and open my mouth, which was like totally the ultimate trust exercise. And I did it, and the gum was like some special flavor of peppermint. Made my whole mouth a party.

“Where’d you get it?” I asked.

“Professor Steele’s secret batch. Gives girls power.” Then she did the whole pretend to lock her mouth with an invisible key thing, which I hadn’t seen since my mom used to keep secrets. Threw away the key.

“Secret, huh?”

Kaylee nodded. “Always. He’s got loads of secrets, but you’re on the fast track to initiation after last night, so he thought you could handle the gum.”

My lips were getting tingly and my tongue felt like it had a will of its own. Not in a horror movie kind of way. Just that it wanted to be active, to be used for its true purpose.

Kaylee watched my lips and the movement of my mouth with the appreciation one might give a painting, but of course my mouth was better than whatever Picasso could dream up. Easier to understand, that’s for sure. At least it wasn’t square!

Wait. How did I remember that Picasso was a painter? Or that he did square stuff sometimes. “Cubism…” I whispered, forgetting to chew.

“Ohmygod! Sierra? What’s wrong?” Kaylee touched my hand and looked at me with concern. “You look like sad or something?”

I touched the back of my head, and before I realized what I was saying, I told Kaylee, “I’m okay. I was just thinking about something.”

Kaylee’s eyes widened as if I’d slapped her. “Thinking? No, Sierra! Not that!” She started petting my hair and walking me towards a bench.

I let her lead me because my mind was racing. Picasso. Cubism. I’d almost minored in Art History. There was still time…

While I’d been thinking, Kaylee had sat me down on a bench and turned away, whispering fiercely into her phone. I heard her say, “You’re sure? Two pieces isn’t too much?”

When she hung up, she turned to me and took a little too long to smile. I didn’t mean to see it, but my mind—my old beloved brain—was working again and I saw that her friendliness was just a façade that she’d trained on many, many girls and I was just another standing in line.

“Is your phone playing music?” I asked. I thought I heard some sound of waves crashing, maybe white noise. Or maybe not.

Kaylee looked at her phone sitting on her lap. “Don’t think so. I can though. Is there a song you want to hear?”

I shook my head. “No, I just need a minute.”

“I don’t mind. Music makes us happy. And happiness is good.”

With those words, my private thoughts went blank. Like, they were just gone. I remembered that I’d been thinking about something…something important…but no matter how I tried, I could not find that thread of thoughts. “My head hurts,” I said, rubbing my temple.

“Poor baby,” Kaylee said. “Thinking is hard. Smiling is easy.”

That feeling again. My mind went blank, but this time, the feeling lasted longer. And it felt…nice. Freeing. “What was I so worried about?” I asked Kaylee.

She smiled, a genuine smile this time, and toyed with my hair. “Some silly old thing. You know how our girl brains are.”

“Confused.”

“Exactly. But don’t worry. Professor Steele cares for us and wants us to be happy.”

I blinked and sat up straighter, my headache receding with those wonderful words. The world looked brighter. “Such a pretty day.”

“Know what?” Kaylee said. “This gum loses its flavor quickly.” She tossed another piece in her mouth, making sure that I noticed, and then began to chew. “Want another?”

Now that she mentioned it, my gum did seem a little flavorless. I opened my mouth and let her put another piece of gum on my tongue. She left her finger there as if holding a pill in place.

“Show me your technique,” Kaylee said, her finger on my tongue.

Like a good girl, I closed my lips around her finger and sucked lightly. My tongue caressed the whorls of her fingerprint, how closely I knew her now.

“Someone’s talented,” Kaylee purred. She popped her gum too, an exaggerated opening of her mouth, so I could see the full shape of her lips. Wondered, for a second, what they could do. And not just to guys. Last night, I’d been so stressed that I hadn’t noticed how pretty she was, but now as I sucked her finger, my eyes need not pretend. Her blonde hair shined in the morning light. Her cropped sweater slid just so to reveal a smooth, tanned stomach that my mouth would love to trace.

My throat tightened for reasons that had nothing to do with practicing technique.

We found a quiet corner in the student lounge with couches and a low coffee table. This early on a weekend, the place was deserted. She said it was important to start practicing in a semi-public place to get used to the idea that we were performers. It was tough to imagine, because I’d always thought of sex as a private thing between two people. But Kaylee said that can be true, but Professor Steele thought those ideas were too limiting.

“We’re hot girls,” Kaylee said. “I know, you’re embarrassed to admit it, but it’s true. And hot girls having fun makes the world happy.”

With those words, my jaw relaxed and I felt my doubts vanish. Of course she was right. This was my duty, my right.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice sweeter than the syrup I dripped on pancakes.

I nodded. Eager now.

Earlier, we had agreed that the first session together would be gentle. Controlled and with clear boundaries. Mental health is, of course, so important.

First step, per Steele’s requirements, was some mirror practice. Kaylee produced a hand-held mirror from her bag and had me hold it. Kaylee went first, showing me how she kept herself top-of-the-list in technique. And in Steele’s entourage. It was like I watched two Kaylee’s, the human and the glass, performing a perfect act of service and pleasure. Her lips so full, teasing each part of the dildo.

In the distance, I heard footsteps and seized up at the thought of getting discovered, but Kaylee just raised her eyebrows and continued. So confident.

Finally, she popped off the dildo and wiped her mouth. “Your turn, girl.”

“I’ll go wash off the toy,” I said, turning for the bathroom.

But Kaylee grabbed my wrist, a little hard. “No, we’re sisters now. Sometimes we might both want to serve someone. So let’s practice.”

I looked at the wet dildo and reminded myself this was Kaylee’s saliva. Hadn’t I just been admiring her lips? Her mouth?

As if reading my mind, Kaylee leaned in and kissed me. First a soft touch, and then she opened her mouth and her tongue found mine. I luxuriated in the warmth of her open mouth and her sweet scent. More, I wanted more.

But she broke away. Grinned. “Better?”

I nodded. My turn to receive. I felt a jolt of vulnerability that was deliciously raw.

“I’ve got a naughty idea,” Kaylee said. “Want to hide in that closet?”

“I guess?” I had no idea what she had in mind, but she was gorgeous, so sexy, and she grabbed my hand and led me into a supply closet. Made me close my eyes while she readied herself.

“Okay. Open them!”

Oh. My. God.

Kaylee was naked. Her full breasts and hard nipples ready to be touched. Her hair lightly spilling over her shoulders. Shaking, I traced her sides, her flat stomach, to the flair of her hips. And there, she’d strapped on the dildo.

“I think you’re ready for some real practice,” Kaylee said. “I’ve never done this with a trainee before.”

I knelt and looked up at her. “You think I’m…special?”

“Very.” She smoothed my hair back, and placing her hand on the back of my head, guided my mouth onto the dildo.

Her cock.

Kaylee quietly watched me lick the head, feel the veins with my lips as I worshiped her length. Then she guided my head down a little, exploring more of my mouth.

Here I almost panicked a little. I don’t know why. I was such a silly girl, forgetting all the talent I had.

But Kaylee saw me, the real me, and whispered encouragement and instructions. “Breathe down, soften the jaw, just like we learned. That’s a good girl.”

When I took all of her, the sensations were intense and different than just an inanimate practice object. Sounds crazy, I know, but it was like I wasn’t practicing on a sex toy. I was pleasuring an extension of Kaylee. The toy seemed to gather a human warmth, and I could feel variations in pressure as the head massaged my throat.

Then Kaylee let loose a small laugh, so out of context that I had taken her beyond control. I learned the difference between simulation and reality: bodies moved, adjusted, and sometimes made small noises. These were all cues and now I was sensitive enough to respond.

Kaylee’s moans, and even her laughter, were gentle encouragements; my reactions were honest and immediate. Begging for more. Gagging and going beyond. In this way she took my mouth, my throat. You’d think she was making me hers, but really the power was mine.

Afterward, we put the toy away and she dressed. I was sad to see her nakedness be covered, but I didn’t know how to ask for more. Then we sat quietly drinking water. It was so important to hydrate, I’d learned, and I’d better have a large, insulated pink cup on me at all times. Luckily, Kaylee had thought ahead and supplied me with one. She was so thoughtful, such a good mentor.

When we’d calmed, we went back to the student lounge and pulled two chairs close together. Then we took out our pink journals and jotted down all the things we felt, tried, and learned. It was so freeing to get my thoughts out. And I did still have thoughts! I realized now how silly and unfair I’d once been to think hot girls had no brains or thoughts of their own. Of course they did! But their thoughts were different than those of the old feminist me.

Hot girls didn’t sit around crying about the patriarchy and gender norms or what pronoun would suit them. No, hot girls thought about things important in their world: lip gloss, cute Insta poses, how to sit and stand to get attention, how much cleavage was too much. And yes, sex and how to own it.

So Kaylee and I compared notes like lab partners. She deconstructed my technique lovingly and even admitted that she’d learned a new mouth trick from what I’d done in the closet. She kept looking at her lap, and I realized she felt shy, the way you would after your first time.

“Was this your first time wearing…” I ventured.

Kaylee glanced quickly at me then away.

“You wore it so well,” I said. “Made me comfortable.”

She quickly kissed my cheek. “I’ve always wanted to! And you’re getting better,” she said. “You’re a natural. Steele’s going to be so proud he chose you.”

Her praise made me dizzy with pride. I’m pretty sure I just sat there smiling, unable to form the right words to answer. I knew Kaylee was really just another girl like me, but hearing her praise meant so much to me. It didn’t quite fill me up the way Steele’s compliments did. Kaylee’s praise was smaller, but sweeter, like cotton candy fresh off the machine. Warm and ready to melt in my wet mouth.

***


Deeper Training

Over the following week, practice became ritual. I repeated mantras in the shower, practiced breathing when crossing streets, chewed gum to stretch my jaw, and graded myself against Steele’s brief checklist. Always I was asking myself how I was doing and if I was living up to Steele’s expectations. He demanded so much, but I knew he had my best interests at heart. I’d already changed so much for the better because of his kind attention.

The more I trained, the more the mantras felt right: My purpose is pleasure. It was, I realized, intoxicating to be useful in a way I’d never admitted I wanted. That was maybe the weirdest part. Now that I gave into the truth of the mantras, I realized how much time I had wasted being angry at society instead of just giving into my hidden desires.

And why had they been hidden? So many girls just instinctively knew how to behave, and yet I’d fought it. These questions always sent me into a mental health spiral, which was nothing new. I was always prone to overthinking. But now I knew how to stop them with the right mantra: Thinking is hard. Dancing is fun.

And so when those doubts crept in, I’d rise from my bed and dance in the darkness of my room. As my mind cleared, I’d strip to my underwear and finally to nothing at all. I’d catch my gorgeous female form in moonlit mirror and touch my pussy until my legs were shaking, and I had to fall on the bed and bite my pillow.

It was a wonderful thing to be finally free.

In class, Steele began to introduce more advanced instructions. Just when I thought I’d mastered it all, he had us practicing hand choreography, synchronized breathing with a partner, subtle eye contact meant to cue rhythm and pace. The last one was hard for us to understand, but Steele patiently explained this concept. Body language, he said, says more than words. And if we were in tune with our partner, we’d sense his needs without him having to ask. This was the ultimate form of service. And power, for it meant we knew a guy’s internal desires, even if he was unaware.

I focused on my drills like the perfect student I had always been, and from across the room, Steele watched me and nodded like a proud teacher marking his star student. He couldn’t say that to the other girls, of course. Too much jealousy. But one night, he finally admitted to me: “You’re being considered for Level Two, the fast track,” he told me quietly after practice. “Attendance is not guaranteed, but you’ve shown aptitude.”

As he spoke, I had unconsciously leaned into him, my nipples brushing his bicep. At the offer of Level Two, my heart beat so hard I thought he might feel it through my shirt.

“Level Two?” I echoed stupidly.

“To be taught partnered technique,” he explained. “More public settings, more nuanced consent dynamics, and advanced presence training.”

He tapped my jaw gently, as if to test the looseness of it. “Prepare.”

Prepare. When he said that word, his patient tone was gone and a new, stern instructor persona overtook him. I felt I’d been issued a summons. I imagined what Level Two might be, because Kaylee had never revealed it. Would it be an actual man in front of me? A real test, real power exchange? My stomach lurched in a delicious way.

And most importantly: Was I ready?

***


Epilogue: The RSVP

The pink envelope arrived two days later. This one was smaller than the first I had received. Also, heavier with a wax-like sticker that made my fingers tingle when I broke it. I was scared to look inside. I hoped for an invitation, but Steele had seemed so stern with me. Almost like he wondered if I were still worth betting on. What if this smaller envelope meant he’d cut me from the program?

My fingers shook and I had to fight to get control of myself. I repeated a new mantra Steele had given me for when I felt anxious: Pretty girls don’t worry. Life is full of opportunities.

A few rounds of that mantra helped me quit being so silly. I removed the paper from the envelope:

Level Two Fast-Track: Confirm attendance with mentor. Special attire required: classic black, minimal jewelry. Report at 8:00 p.m., Room B-304.

I read it three times and then, with a little thrill in my chest, I wrote yes on the little card.

Later, I rushed over to Kaylee’s room. Instead of knocking, I slid the RSVP under the door and tried to rush down the hallway; I don’t know what I was scared of, but I felt suddenly fearful of how she might react. But as I hustled away, I heard her door open, and she called my name.

When I turned, Kaylee held up my RSVP and squealed. “Excited! Girl, this will be so fun!” Wearing cute little socks, she padded down the hallway and grabbed me, looking at me as if she were a proud mother. Her little girl had finally done something worthwhile!

We both did a ridiculous little dance of victory right there in the hallway. We got all tangled up in each other that we started laughing like idiots. Her grin was like grace descending on me. I’d faced my fear and done the right thing just like she had known I would.

That night, I stood in front of the mirror and practiced longer than the required three minutes. I didn’t record them or call attention to my extra work. I wasn’t seeking attention. No, better. I was trying to be the best girl I could be.

I said the mantras until my throat felt smooth with practice. I imagined the Level Two sessions even though I had no idea what they entailed. Kaylee would give no clues. But I saw myself in a classy black dress kneeling before my professor. I imagined Steele’s hand in my hair, imagined his praise of my technique. The visions made me ache in a way that reminded me of church when I was a little girl. Holy.

I whispered into the mirror, “I want to be very good for him,” and the reflection smiled back. The girl in the mirror knew I could do this hard thing; had known all along how good I could be.
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