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From Woke to Wet

The Feminist Freshman’s First Lesson in Obedience

Bimboversity - Book 1


Chapter One

Smashing the Patriarchy, Office Hours at 3

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

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

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

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

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

Whatever that meant.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Close the door, Sierra.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My thighs clenched.

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

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

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

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

“Say it.”

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

He said another line.

And another.

I repeated them.

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

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

“Good girl,” he murmured.

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

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

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

***


Chapter Two

Waves, Lip Gloss, and Confusion

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And yet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I should’ve thrown the lip gloss out.

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

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

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

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

Wait. Why was I blushing?

I actually liked being catcalled?

What the hell was happening to me?

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

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

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

Not once.

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

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

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

I even drew boobs. Boobs! WTF?

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

And my stomach flipped.

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

“How are you feeling, Sierra?”

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

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

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

I blushed, felt the warmth crawling up my neck.

“Perhaps you’d like a special challenge?”

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

His eyebrows lifted slightly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the actual fuck, Sierra?

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

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

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

I bit my lower lip and tilted my head.

Cute, I thought. Hot.

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

***


Chapter Three

Oral Participation

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

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

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

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

He was waiting.

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

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

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

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

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

Like a student being assessed.

Or a girl about to be trained.

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

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

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

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

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

“I am open to new ideas.”

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

“My thoughts are soft and pretty.”

I laughed. “Okay, that’s kind of…”

He raised an eyebrow. No smile though.

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

“I love being a good girl.”

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

“Thinking makes my head tired.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl.”

The words lit me up like an electrical charge.

I whimpered. Actually whimpered.

Professor Steele smiled sweetly and then held up a finger.

“Open,” he said.

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

“Yes. Is that a problem?”

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

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

“Good,” he said. “Now suck.”

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

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

“Very good girl. So talented.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked.

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

High. Breathless.

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

***


Chapter Four

Mantras and Meltdowns

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

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

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

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

Not for anyone.

Definitely not for any man.

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

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

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

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

So yeah, I wore the short black skirt.

With a pink tank top.

And no bra.

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

Guys stared.

It made me feel…useful.

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

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

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

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

I blushed. Finally, he noticed my efforts.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Begin,” Steele said.

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

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

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

“Read the mantras.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You may cum now. You’ve earned it.”

The words wrung a gasp from my cute little mouth.

And my body obeyed his command.

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

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

I came hard.

Harder than I ever had.

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

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

And he never even touched me.

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

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

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

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

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

***


Chapter Five

The Invitation

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

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

Ten times, just like Professor Steele assigned.

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

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

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

A soft tap on the door broke my trance.

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

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

Pooh.

I tore the envelope open with trembling fingers.

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

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

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

High. Warm. Effortless.

Was there ever a better sound?

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

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

Friday couldn't come fast enough.

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

*End of Book One*
Continued in Book Two


My First Oral Exam

An Age-Gap Bimbofication Obedience Story
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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.

*End of Book 2*
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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.

*end*

To be continued in Bimboversity — Book 4.


Author Request

If you liked this book, please leave a short review. Your reviews help others find this book and remind me that bimbos still matter.

-Rex Midnight
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