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Livie just wanted the day to end already. Her back was aching, her shirt was slightly damp from a thin sheet of sweat that formed on her brown skin, and she was just ready to relax. But she had to keep herself together, there was just one more customer in line to buy some of her baked goods. And she knew something good was waiting for her if she could just get through it.

While she started the day out strong, by the very end, she had to feign interest so that she wouldn’t upset any of her customers. It didn’t help that tomorrow was the start of her weekend, it meant that she spent all day being distracted. All she could think about was how tonight, her wife was going to offer her relief by taking control of her body.

It was the extended pause that showed on the customer’s face that brought her back to reality. Livie didn’t realize that she was just standing there, daydreaming away. She gave a quick shake to her head, and with a short laugh, tried to bridge the gap between her awkward silence and the customer.

“So, that’s one coffee cake, a chocolate doughnut, and two croissants?” Livie repeated the customer’s order back.

“Uhm, could we actually make that a glazed doughnut?”

“No problem!” Livie flashed her best customer service smile. But in her mind she was already in her living room, bound to the floor. She was doing it again… and Livie felt guilty for letting her mind wander away like this. She needed to bring herself back to reality. So close to the end of the work week, just one last customer she needed to keep her facade up for.

On a normal day, Livie was pretty good at maintaining her appearances for customers. She owned and operated a small hole in the wall bakery. And she’d gotten into a really good rhythm of waking up, preparing goods for the day, and then taking orders up front.

But eventually, all of those responsibilities start to weigh her down, and she reaches a point of disconnecting from her life. It’s like she was mentally counting down the days to where she could finally be wrapped in her wife’s arms, and under her rough but tender care.

It’s why she had such a hard time focusing on the customer in front of her.

Livie handed the bag of goodies to the customer, who gave her a small wave before putting change into the tip jar. The jingle of the coins snapped her out of her mind once more.

“Thanks, Liv. You ever take a vacation from this place?”

Livie let out the biggest sigh, friendly enough as to not offend her customer for asking a question that seemed to come from a place of caring. Vacation wasn’t really a thing for someone in her position.

“If I leave, then who’s going to make sure you get a glazed doughnut and not a chocolate doughnut?”

The customer laughed, and wagged a playful finger before wishing her well, the bakery door jingling as it closed behind an empty shop. Livie walked up to that door after it shut, and flipped the sign from open to closed. She wiped her hands on her apron, cleaning her hands from the day.

Another exhausted huff escaped her body, she had to admit that the customer did have a point. But while she wasn’t ready to take a break from this place, she was thrilled that she could finally let her mind rest and wind down. 

Livie walked into the kitchen, arranging for dishes to be washed and put away. It was almost meditative for her, the ritual of closing up her store before her days off. There was no one besides her, the whirring of a kitchen vent the only sound in place. It was moments like these where she was able to safely let her mind slip into fantasy. No one could interrupt her.

She walked around, gathering loose kitchen utensils, trying to ignore the twinges of pain in her body. In her mind, the brown hair and eyes of her wife, Claire, embraced her tired soul. As she grabbed a wooden spatula, she recalled the time she got a text from her wife asking her to save a weathered one for them to use during play time. Livie shuddered. Soon, she thought.

A different kind of twinge traveled around her body. One of subtle arousal, and the fantasy that her and Claire share of turning the bakery kitchen into their sexy playground. Of course, it’s never something Livie could allow unless she wanted to feel disturbed about working there after. That’s why Claire was the first to suggest they bring the kitchen into their playground instead. Livie hoped to see that weathered spatula come into their scene tonight. She knew she wasn’t in control of that, though.

Right then, a pair of arms wrapped around her from behind. “Thinkin’ about tonight?” a warm sultry voice whispered in her ear. The breath along Livie’s neck made her shudder.

Livie turned around to face her wife, who had come downstairs from their apartment above the cafe to help her close up. Livie’s tired flesh welcomed her soft embrace, made ever softer by her chubby body. She always adored Claire’s hugs.

“Oh, Claire, you know me too well,” Livie murmured, giving Claire a playful nip on her nose before leaning in to give her a kiss on the cheek.

“Naughty Livie! Don’t think I won’t get you back for that tonight,” Claire moved to tickle Livie, but when she didn’t get the rolling laughter she expected, she was concerned.

“Aw, Livie… are you tired?” Claire’s flirtatious tone was replaced with that of concern. She reciprocated Livie’s kiss, eliciting a drawn out groan from Livie.

“Yeah. Long lines, long day. But it’s all good, I honestly wouldn’t have it any different.”

“You wouldn’t? Not even if you could hire someone to cover the front?” Claire always pushed for Livie to hire outside help, and it’s always been a point of tension in their relationship that Livie can be gone for so long and remain distant at the end of the day.

“Even if I could… I guess I don’t know? I really love meeting my customers, seeing their minds churn looking at the display case. And some of them have the most wholesome stories. Like cable TV romance movie wholesome. How could I trade that in?”

Claire laughed, her long brown hair bouncing off her shoulders. “Are you trying to tell me you want to veg out tonight instead of our original plans?”

Livie pulled her head away from Claire’s body, a faux look of shock spread across her face. “Why, Claire,” she touched her hand to her own chest, “When have I ever gone back on plans?”

“Stop, you’re ridiculous,” Claire giggled again, “let’s get this place closed up then. And I’ll give you the movie magic you’re looking for.”

“Movie magic? Really? I don’t think whatever we’re going to be doing tonight would ever be allowed in a movie theater.”

Claire playfully rolled her eyes and snorted, “You know what I mean,” she danced her way slyly around Livie’s body, hands crawling up her shoulders and tickling her neck. “Maybe I’ll mark you, tonight.” she whispered, making goosebumps appear on Livie’s body.

“I— Oh…”

“Uh oh, you really want me to, don’t you?” Claire wiggled her brows, “Noted…” She walked away from Livie to start closing down the shop without her.

In her absence, Livie mentally facepalmed herself for revealing her desire like that. It wasn’t that she didn’t want Claire to know, she just wished she had smoother words to say in response. But sometimes she couldn’t help but to be speechless around Claire, especially when she breaks out into her flirtatious words. She knew just how to get Livie wound up.

They both took turns carrying empty display trays back to the kitchen, washing dishes and squeezing each other’s bodies playfully. The air around them felt light, playful, yet sticky with desire. Livie even considered tossing away her conventions and taking Claire’s body on the countertops. Knowing that she couldn’t just made her want it even more. Suspense was important to them though, and Livie especially found that making herself wait was more rewarding than getting what she wanted when she wanted it. Once they reached a point where everything was mostly done, Claire stepped away from the closing chores.

“I'm going to get everything set up upstairs. What vacation scene are we doing tonight?” Claire asked with a quick kiss.

Livie started getting excited, she could already feel the tug of firm bondage along her soft skin, but she remembered part of the fun was in the waiting. ‘Vacation’ was their code word for the many different scenarios they could play in. It mainly helped Claire with the scene setting, but it helped Livie get into the mindset, too.

“Hm… let’s do something forest themed? I’m not sure exactly what, but you can cover the rest, right?”

“Oh, that sounds great actually,” Livie could see the gears churning in Claire’s mind, she trusted the prompt would yield some good results tonight, “I’ll see you up there. Don’t. Rush. You’ll need to save all that extra energy for when I ravage your body tonight.” she poked a thumb into Livie’s side as a playful warning.

Still, that didn’t stop Livie from scrambling to get everything that was left cleaned up before heading upstairs to their tiny apartment. She had been waiting for this all day, after all.

Livie was greeted by the scent of pine needles and smokiness. Claire had lit candles before she could come back up. There was soft instrumental music playing in the background, the sound of flutes and light guitar filled her ears. The lights were dimmed, with the brightest sources being from the candles. The sun was already long gone, so Claire had been able to transform the apartment into a warm naturesque looking cave. Livie felt like she had stepped into a new world.

The floor mat they used for play time was also set up in the middle of the living room with different kinky toys that were meant to be used on her. Livie’s heart began to race. She especially looked at their bondage rope with needy eyes. Livie wanted to be on that floor mat now. But she wasn’t in charge of her fate tonight.

“Shoes off.” Claire spoke from a distance.

The door to the bathroom squeaked open and Claire walked out dressed for the occasion, she wore an off-white gown with a deep v neck that was only held closed with a brown cord. Her legs were bare, and Livie could tell that she wore nothing underneath her gown, it was see-through enough that her nipples were visible. On her head was a makeshift crown made of sticks and fake flowers. All Livie could think was that she resembled a goddess.

“Wow… babe…” Livie said, awestruck.

“Shoes. You must be barefoot in my presence.” Claire repeated, pointing to Livie’s sneakers. She was clearly in character.

Claire’s tone of voice was so commanding, and Livie was happy to follow her request. She quickly took her sneakers off and waited for further instructions.

“You’re filthy.” Claire said, circling around her wife, inspecting her form with a look of disgust on her face. “You can’t expect to please your goddess in this condition. You must be bathed by my pure hands. Follow.”

Livie couldn’t find the words to express herself to Claire as she followed her into the bathroom she just walked out of. It was just as transformed as the rest of the apartment. The bathroom was perfectly candlelit by more candles that were placed on the shelves around them. Livie could see that Claire already drew a bath for her, and it made her heart soar with gratitude.

“What is this?” Livie whispered, as she looked into the tub, there were different herbs floating around.

“A soak blend, milk, honey, some lavender and rosemary. Strip down, love.” Claire said, tugging at Livie’s shirt.

Livie shed off her clothes, staring back at the fully clothed figure of her wife, who nodded at her to go in. She stepped in, the warmth of the water climbing up her naked legs, urging her to submerge. The water hugged her body nicely once she lowered herself, and she leaned back with heavy breath.

“Let the bath soothe your aching muscles. You have a long night ahead.” Claire turned to the shelves and grabbed a cup to hand to Livie. When she smelled it, she could tell it was some sort of tea. Livie sipped it, the steaming liquid coating her throat in subtle raspberry flavor.

“Thank you, Claire.”

“Goddess. I expect you to call me Goddess if you wish to receive more of my care tonight.”

“Thank you, Goddess.” Livie corrected herself, smiling at her verbal submission. She met eyes with her goddess, a lump forming in her throat from seeing her beauty. Claire’s face reflected dutiful care, her lidded eyes looking down on Livie’s every movement, waiting to see if she needed to step in. The candles outlined Claire’s rounded cheeks, and Livie could only think that her wife looked picturesque. It was enough to make Livie suddenly feel so self conscious, she found herself hugging her knees to her body to hide her form.

“Don’t be shy. I’ve seen every part of you. From your neck to your toes. And anyway, it’s time to wash up.” Claire took the cup from Livie once she was finished drinking it, placing it carefully back on the bathroom shelf. Then, she grabbed a small glass bowl, soap, and a washcloth. “Lower your knees.”

With slight humility, Livie moved her knees from her body, and went to grab the cloth and soap from Claire, who refused to give it to her.

“Why?”

“I don’t expect you to wash yourself. It’s my job to prepare you for the night. Do not fight me on this.”

Livie’s breath caught in her chest as Claire began to wash her, the exfoliating texture of the cloth scrubbing away all thoughts of the week. She allowed herself to relax again, leaning back as Claire maneuvered her body to wash her.

At a certain point, Claire found herself focusing on Livie’s breasts. Quiet whimpers escaped Livie as Claire massaged her breasts in gentle movements, circling around her nipples with fingers. She felt blood rush to her face, and her own hands began to wander on her body.

“Oh Goddess,” Livie said with ragged breath, “You’re treating me so well.”

Claire gave her a sweet smile. She leaned in to kiss Livie’s lips, softly for just a second, before pulling away. “Hush, dear. Not another word from you tonight.”

Livie’s mouth hungered for another kiss, but instead received the stinging breath of Claire’s command. She bit her lips, and held her tongue, letting Claire tease her more. She knew not to ask too much of her goddess, especially when Claire was already giving so much to her.

Claire moved on from her breasts, rubbing Livie’s collarbones, shoulders, and slowly worked her way around her neck. Livie couldn’t help but to groan under her relieving touch. She was more sore than she realized, and the massage felt amazing.

In between hands that rubbed her, Claire snuck small kisses, and tiny bites. It was as if Livie was being reduced to prey, and Claire was preparing her as her meal. All Livie could do was surrender under her touches. Her body began to vibrate with the pure infatuation she felt for her goddess, and the sensual touches she gave her.

Claire could tell that Livie was perfectly primed, and ready to continue. She wrapped one arm around Livie’s body, being careful not to fall into the tub herself, and the other arm tugged Livie’s hair so her head would hang back.

“I’m going to give your first mark for the night, right now.” Claire whispered. Livie shuddered, her mouth agape as she looked at her goddess hovering above her.

She watched, immobilized from her head being held back, as Claire clamped onto her exposed neck. Livie felt her skin being suctioned into Claire’s mouth, her teeth softly holding her skin in place. Livie let out a drawn out moan as her nerves sent pulses down her body and in between her legs. She could only squeeze them together to quell the sensation, knowing that her goddess was going to make her wait for release either way. When Claire lifted herself on Livie’s neck, she traced the mark she created and laughed to herself, pleased with her work.

“You’re perfect.” Claire purred, dragging her finger across Livie’s mouth. Livie was immensely turned on by her goddess’s demeanor, so different from her usual easygoing self. It was as if she was getting back at Livie for all those times she had to neglect her for work. Now she had all of her attention. And Livie really wanted to give more of it.

Claire stood up, and stuck her hand out for Livie to hold. It was time for her to leave the bathtub. Livie grabbed her hand, feeling groggy from the bath and massage. But once the towel was wrapped around her body, a surge of energy began to course through her, refreshing her muscles.

“Look at you.” Claire said, pulling her in front of the bathroom mirror. “Look at how your skin is glowing.” She unraveled the towel from Livie’s body, once again leaving her exposed to the air.

The candlelight highlighted the silhouette of her body, untouched drops of water on her dark skin caught the light and looked like drops of gold. Her hands moved around her body, she no longer recognized herself as the person who operated a bakery. She looked and felt ethereal. Her hand grazed her neck at the hickey Claire gifted her, and Livie couldn’t help but smile.

Claire wrapped herself around her again. “Now you see yourself for how I see you.” she sighed and kissed Livie’s cheek.

Once Livie was dry, Claire guided her to the living room. Livie didn’t mind being naked at this point, she enjoyed the texture of Claire’s gown rubbing against her body as they walked to the floor mat together. And something about her nudity felt so natural and safe.

The floor mat represented many things to Livie and Claire, sometimes it was a podium, sometimes it was a medical table, and sometimes it was just a floor mat. What was important was that once Livie was on this mat, she was to be completely under Claire’s command, and she trusted her wife to be equally as fair as she could be cruel.

“Kneel.” Claire said, holding Livie’s shoulders down until her knees hit the mat. Once she was in position, Claire sat on the couch in front of her. From this view, she could just barely see up Claire’s gown and in between her legs. Claire watched her gaze carefully, and a smirk spread across her face as she watched Livie’s eyes move up her body.

“I see you looking up my skirt. You like it?” Claire extended a leg out and put it on Livie’s shoulder, “Have a feel.”

Livie felt the weight of Claire’s heavy leg rest on her shoulder, she ran her hand up and down Claire’s calf, feeling slight stubble growing from her otherwise supple skin. Claire smelled amazing, Livie realized now without all the smells of the bakery, her wife used her favorite perfume.

Strawberries and champagne… Livie thought, and breathed in the scent of her leg, leaning into it dreamily as if she could envelop herself in her skin.

“Lick it, love.” Claire’s eyes hooded as she looked down on Livie in her naked form. She wiggled her leg to urge Livie to follow her request. Livie hesitated, but when she caught Claire’s eye, Livie could tell she was serious.

Livie started by delivering small kisses to her leg, up her calf and around her knee. She stroked Claire’s leg, as if to draw in more of that sweet scent. The repetitive motions of it all made her ravenous. Those kisses morphed into long strokes of her tongue, leaving wet trails on Claire’s leg while soft groans escaped Livie’s mouth.

So good, Livie thought, and she wanted badly to voice this. The words formed in her chest, held back when she remembered her goddess’s command. What ended up coming out was a moan of pure satisfaction through her kisses.

“Tasty, right?” Claire giggled, and slid her leg away from Livie’s grasp, taking in her confused look. “I think it’s time we actually play.”

Claire stood up and walked towards her array of implements that she brought out for Livie, her gown billowing in her own self-made breeze. Livie gulped, taking in the swirling scent of pine, strawberries, and champagne from that breeze. Goosebumps crawled over her body, though she wasn’t cold. Just nervous. She trusted her wife to be gentle to her body, but at the same time the idea of being roughed up sent waves of arousal through her body.

The rope! Livie thought, her mind flashing back to her bakery, her thoughts of being tied up by Claire had distracted her all day. And now, finally, her wish was coming true. Claire had grabbed the rope first, and Livie’s mouth began to water with desire. It always took a while for Claire to bind Livie in rope. But in a way, that was Livie’s favorite part. Her mind could be truly empty whilst Claire worked.

“My pretty canvas. What shape will we make you into today?” Claire sung, dragging her free hand along Livie’s back while the other hand held the rope firmly. “I’d like to give you the gift of choosing where your ties will be. I’ll wait for you to get in position.”

It was a gift indeed. Usually, Claire would pull Livie into her pose, but maybe it was something in Livie’s tone earlier that told Claire that Livie needed to choose her positioning for the night. And with that sore feeling still present, although dull, Livie welcomed the chance to choose a bit of her fate.

Livie wrapped her own arms behind her back, puffing out her chest in an almost prideful manner. She took a deep breath in and kneeled forward towards Claire, offering her body up.

“Hm. I like it,” Claire hummed.

The feeling of rope running along Livie’s bare skin grounded her in reality. She became hyper aware of every tug the rope made along her body. Livie listened to the sounds of Claire grunting while she secured her ties, and felt the rise and fall of Claire’s stomach while she was cradled along for the rope work. She felt herself tense up and relax as the ties fell into place. Livie realized that Claire could have tied her into any position and she wouldn’t have minded, regardless of how sore she was. Livie would do anything to be in service of her wife.

Livie had her arms bound behind her back, with the rope wrapped around her collarbone and laced underneath her breasts. Every breath reminded her of her position, the slight tightening of her bindings telling her she was at the complete whim of her goddess, Claire. She thought to herself how it was almost dangerous how much she enjoyed being tied up, and as she looked down at herself, she truly felt like a gift being presented to Claire.

Now, she faced Claire, who was looking at her handiwork with pride. There was such a glow in Claire’s eyes, the fires of lust that made Livie’s heart skip a beat. Her thoughts flashed from wondering what Claire was going to do to her next, to knowing that whatever it was, she was going to give herself completely to her.

“Open your legs for me, Livie.” Claire whispered, so quietly that Livie could barely hear it over the ambient music.

Livie shuddered before she found herself obeying, her legs spreading apart. Claire knelt down, looking between her legs as if she were being examined. Her fingers graced along the edges of her folds, wet with arousal and practically begging for more. All the while Claire just kept looking like she was nothing more than an object. This type of teasing always drove Livie mad. It made heat rush throughout her body, and she had to bite her tongue rather than ask for more.

“You already look like you’re wet down there. You must like it when I take care of you, huh?” Claire gave Livie a sly smile that took her breath away. “Maybe I should take care of you some more.”

Livie nodded vigorously, her mind had failed her in realizing a little too late the faux pas that she had just made.

“Livie! I can’t believe how greedy you are. First, you spend all day in the bakery. Making me wait for you all day,” Claire pulled Livie forward from her legs, causing Livie to slide on her back.

“Then, you practically beg me with your eyes to bring out the rope. Oh, and this is after I bathe you.” Claire moved on top of Livie’s body, forcing her legs to close together. Her warmth on top of her made Livie begin to throb for more.

“And after all of that. All that I do for you, you still want more from me? Greedy.” Claire kept shifting her body higher up Livie’s. From Livie’s angle, she could make out Claire’s underboob so clearly, and she desperately wanted to grab at them, but the bindings on her arms reminded her of her place.

“You want me so badly? Well,” Claire lifted up her gown, exposing her pussy to Livie for the first time tonight. She then hovered herself over Livie’s face, refusing to look down at Livie’s mystified eyes. “Beg for me.”

Claire lowered herself onto Livie’s face, making Livie moan into her pussy.

“Hm? I can’t hear you, Liv, speak up.” Claire playfully mocked her knowing that she couldn’t talk. Claire started grinding, all the while Livie lapped away at Claire’s lips like the proper servant that she was supposed to be. The smell of Claire was intoxicating to Livie, more than the scent of pine, and the scent of the herbal bath.

“Yes, Livie, that’s it. Work for me.” And Livie would’ve. She could’ve spent all of her time below Claire, but from the way Claire was rutting her hips, it was becoming clear that even Claire was sinking too far into the action. Livie could hear Claire begin to break character, her huffs becoming tiny mewls which quickly became full moans.

“Ugh. That’s so damn good. You’re gonna make your goddess come.” Claire groaned, her body sunk heavier onto Livie, the sensation of being bound while also having weight on her making her feel trapped, as if her only way to get out was to finish off her wife. Of course, she could always misbehave, throw Claire off her body in an attempt to receive punishments.     

But something about the way Claire’s thighs squeezing around Livie’s head made her eyes roll back, her body pulse more, and her pussy uncontrollably wet. Livie delved her tongue into Claire as much as she could, trying to pry more of Claire’s pleasure out of her body.

“Yes, Livie! That feels so fucking good. I love when you fight for my pleasure.”

Livie was drowning in Claire’s words. She loved working hard for her, and shifted towards sucking Claire’s clit. It made Claire’s body freeze in her mouth, and she heard a ragged breath fall from Claire’s mouth with a deep body shake.

Claire let her gown fall back down, shielding Livie’s eyes from seeing her face, but Livie didn’t mind as she was able to see Claire’s naked body from underneath her.

“You did well.” Claire said with a sigh, moving off Livie with a graceful motion. “You proved that you’re not so greedy after all.” She gave a playful slap between Livie’s thighs, and Livie let out a needy whine.

While any other day she could have found her way to orgasm from eating Claire out, her body craved more than just that tonight. And Livie was beginning to really feel the effects of that; every touch made her body buzz. The look on Claire’s face told her that she still had a ways to go.

With a strut laced with the woozy after effects of orgasm, Claire went to go grab a wooden spatula, and Livie’s mind flashed back to the bakery again. It was almost ironic that the same thing that took so much time away from them being together would also be the one of the things that bring them back together.

Claire dragged it over her own body first, around her plump legs, letting it pull her gown up just a little as it traced her torso. Livie held her breath as she watched the spectacle, taking note of the ways her wife wished to be touched. Claire let it bounce one of her breasts lightly, and Livie wished she could get up and put her hands there instead. Then Claire let it land into her own hand with a slap, summoning Livie back into reality.

Claire laughed. “You look eager, my love. Do you miss having your hands on my body?” She shimmied, a look of righteousness appearing on her face. “Well now you have to wait. Feels bad waiting, doesn’t it?” She watched Livie’s face drop into regret. It was almost like she was mocking Livie, knowing well enough that she couldn’t move to caress Claire in the way she wished she could.

“I want you to remember that feeling while I spank you, Liv. Remember that you have to wait. And when your pussy is begging me to touch it, you’ll finally understand how much your goddess wants you.”

Claire’s thin fingers settled on the wooden spatula, she twirled it in her hand like she’s been practicing this her whole life. And Livie knew the damage that she could do, which only made her heart pound in her chest and her body buzz with anticipation. She shuffled in place, struggling between appeasing Claire and not overstepping into her role too much.

She did truly feel guilty for leaving Claire on her own so much. Claire’s truthful words almost stung her more than the idea of being spanked. Livie meant to be at Claire’s whim, and she wanted to follow Claire’s lead, knowing that if it becomes too much, she’d call it off. The hope was that they’d be able to release both of their frustrations during play. This was just the price Livie had to pay for letting Claire’s needs get so pent up.

“Bend over for me, my love.” Claire looked down with soft eyes. It was a silent sign that told Livie that everything between them was still okay.

And just as Livie got that sign, she was finally ready to pay Claire back for all the missed time together.

Livie bent on her hands and knees, her lips quivered, she drew in a breath in preparation for Claire to begin striking her. But she wasn’t prepared for a blindfold to get wrapped around her eyes. Another gasp fell from her mouth.

“Claire?” Livie asked in surprise. Surprise, she realized, is an emotion she hasn’t felt in a while. Everyday was routinely the same, down to the final hour. But this was different, this was new, and she didn’t have a scripted response for how to react. The blindfold wrapped around her head made butterflies grow in her stomach, and her mouth water for more of that feeling. But she had broken her silence unintentionally, and although she still couldn’t see it, she could sense Claire kneel beside her.

“Livie,” Claire asked, her tone breaking character as well. “Everything okay?”

“Oh! Yes, yes. You just caught me off guard,” Livie reassured her.

“Do you like my little surprise for you? I thought we’d try something a little different.”

“Mm, I do like it, I’ll just miss your cute face is all.”

Claire laughed, and Livie could only imagine the playful roll of her eyes that Claire must be doing. “Uh oh, I guess you’ll just have to use your imagination then, Liv.” Claire said, not knowing that Livie’s imagination was already working away.

Livie’s mind tried to fill in the blank space where her vision used to be. And she was beginning to learn that her mind can be quite creative, even when it’s not trying to distract her from her work.

She imagined herself in her submissive form, tied up and unable to see. Then she imagined Claire, her wife and goddess, guiding her towards pleasure. Something she only trusted her goddess to handle, and suddenly, Livie became even more grateful that Claire knew her as well as she did. The bindings of trust between them grew tighter, and she felt closer to Claire even without being able to see her.

Livie was ready to fall back into her place. A place where her mind felt empty yet she felt so present, and every interaction was built around instincts instead of societal expectations. Livie dropped onto her chest, her backside presented to Claire as if it were Claire’s to begin with. And Claire didn’t speak, but from the shuffling movements, she could tell that Claire was back to standing up.

They were back in their desired roles.

“Are you still sore from today, Livie?” Claire asked, her smokey voice signaling that she was still very near. With only darkness to look at, Livie could only  vividly imagine Claire’s supple body hovering the spatula over her ass. Her breath quickened in suspense, and her body shuddered.

Livie nodded, her nails dug into her arms as she began to brace herself.

“I’m glad to hear that.”

Fuck, she wants it to hurt. Livie thoughts raced. Firm wood struck Livie’s ass before she felt the wind from it. She yelped out as the sting of the spatula added on to the sting of the day’s work.

Claire brought it down again, this time it was much lighter, but it didn’t matter. The effect of the first one was already firmly in place, and Livie could only stay still and listen for Claire’s soft footsteps to imagine where she was going. One after another fell on Livie's upper thighs, and without sight to distract her, she was made to focus on how she felt.

Physically, every moment of contact the spatula made with her caused bolts of pain to travel around her legs. But the utter relief she would get when Claire rested in between made her almost desire more of that same pain. Livie wanted to endure it all, she knew she could do it. She loved the way it made her body jiggle, and feel raw. She loved the push and pull of the dynamic that someone she adored and trusted would be able to hold her through a bath and also leave her in darkness for spanking. It tore down her facade, there was no need to feign anything in this space. Her vulnerability made her ultimately feel safe.

And she realized that she needed this, badly, to remind herself of the promises she made to her wife to serve her as she would any other customer that walks into her bakery.

Livie’s mind began to imagine things as she was left to her other four senses. Her brain wanted to fill in the blank, but she didn’t think her mind would race like this, that it could race like this. Her image of Claire became more sensuous as her imagination went wild. Claire turned into a forest goddess, her gown made of gold silk, a crown in her hair.

“If only you could see how red I’m making you down here.” Claire whispered, dragging the spatula over tender areas on her body. Livie felt herself tense up from the dull pain, only relaxing once nothing was touching it.

“Thank you, goddess.” The words dribbled out of Livie’s mouth like syrup.

“Goddess? My, are we speaking again, Livie?”

It was not a rhetorical question, nor was it a challenge. Claire’s question was genuine, knowing that Livie had begun to sink into a more submissive state of mind, it was only proper for someone in Claire’s position to grant Livie the ability to speak again if only to just check in on her.

“Yes, my Goddess, if I may?”

“Of course. Where is my sweet little sub’s mind at right now? I want to know everything before I continue.”

Livie took in a deep breath, the swelling of her body making areas where she was spanked begin to sting, and the rope feel even more snug. She felt so secure. She could still smell pine needles from scented candles. Her skin felt dewy from the bath. The ambient music was taking her someplace else.

“In my mind, we’re deep in the forest. In a beautiful grotto.” Livie took Claire on a verbal journey of her imagination, occasionally sucking in her breath when Claire teased the spatula on her. And the more Livie described the scene her mind created for her, the more she sunk into it. It felt so good to her to be in that space, so freeing.

Suddenly, instead of the cool, smooth edge of the spatula, Livie felt Claire’s warm fingers trace shapes on her backside. “I love that. Are you willing to be my little forest fairy with that burning hot ass?” Goosebumps rose along Livie’s skin. She was beginning to feel small.

“Mm, my little fairy. I think it’s time. I need to make you all the way mine, now don’t I?” Claire brought her teeth to Livie’s sensitive skin, drawing out a sweet moan from her body. “So tender and warm. I think we can push you just a little bit further.”

Her words brought a different kind of ache to Livie’s body. One of neediness to placate her growing arousal. It sent shivers down her spine to have to repress it long enough to endure more spanks from her goddess. There was no punishment for early orgasm, but she knew the prize for waiting was worth restricting herself.

Livie could hear Claire shuffling to get back up, and the exchange of tools, she could only guess as to which one was next. The anticipation was destroying her, and her breathing was only getting more and more intense as a response. 

“Remember to breathe right, my love.” Claire’s voice reassured her position, and Livie’s breaths reached a normal rhythm. Like a prize, she felt the next implement tickle its way down her back, the very tip of a riding crop.

Livie started to feel woozy with delight. Her goddess was taking her for a ride, and all the worries of the real world began to melt away as she focused on every swirl the bit of leather made on her body.

Claire picked up on the shift in Livie’s body language, “You look beautiful when your mind is so focused like this.”

Those words registered in Livie’s brain as colorful flickers of loving light. Focus felt like a much better word for how she was. She wasn’t just an empty vessel, she was focused on taking in all that Claire wanted to give her. She wanted Claire to fill her up and make her whole.

A quick hiss escaped Livie’s mouth as Claire whipped the backs of her thighs with the riding crop. It stung much more than the spatula, especially after the pause they took minutes ago. The strikes were more concentrated too, the sound and the way the air moved around her more precise. Yet from all the build up, it was surprisingly tolerable, she knew she could handle it. It pushed her reassurance that Claire would take care of her if anything were to arise.

Livie didn't receive as many strokes with the crop than she did with the spatula. She didn’t need to though, from how warmed up she was, each strike sent vibrations in between her legs that traveled to her pussy. Livie could feel herself sinking deeper into submission but only because the thought of losing herself in it was turning her on so much.

Secretly, she hoped that Claire would treat her to some sort of light touch there to give her relief, even if the resulting relief would end in her denying herself climax. But until that moment came, Livie has had to resort to wriggling her body in place, with the intent to bring stimulation between her dampening legs.

“Does my sexy sub need to be fucked?” Claire asked, and Livie could sense that she crouched beside her head. A hand grabbed Livie’s ass, giving it a gentle squeeze that brought out a strained groan from Livie.

“Your ass feels so fucking plump now. Hm.” Claire gave a yank to the rope on Livie’s back, pulling her up into a sit position. “I can’t leave my fairy tied up like this though, she needs to be able to spread her wings, right?”

Livie’s heart fluttered into her throat. She felt dazed in Claire’s arms, barely able to get out a word. But after a moment, she was able to utter a breathy “Yes. Please goddess.”

“Please…what?”

“Please release me so you can fuck me.”

“Oh dear. Who said anything about releasing you?”

It was then that Livie heard the buzz of a vibrator, and felt it travel around her thighs. She could tell it was purposefully set to pulse at a rate much lower than would be enough to get her off. But as Claire teased it between her folds, she worried it would cause her to go over the edge.

“This is a little something to keep you occupied while I unravel you. But just remember,” Claire pulled Livie’s face in to whisper in her ear, “You’re not going anywhere.”

Claire slipped the vibrator into Livie’s already throbbing pussy, the slow pulsing making Livie whimper. And while Livie tried to hold back on her pleasure, Claire worked to undo the rope that kept her bound. The unwinding, release of her arms from her torso flooded her body with endorphins, like she could breathe in the middle of a long marathon. It felt so good to be free, but Claire’s words hung in her mind, she wasn’t done just yet.

Claire removed her blindfold too, and it felt like a blessing to be greeted by Claire’s soft face, and the way her hair was now weaved through her floral crown.

“Wait here, my dear. Not that you’re going anywhere. You wouldn’t want to leave before I fill you up.”

Livie started to melt, the vibrator in her body ringing up through her skull. Her breathing was quick, shallow, as she focused on keeping herself together long enough for her goddess to be the one to mentally unravel her.

Claire lidded her eyes, watching Livie squirm on the mat, and she pursed her lips. “Oh. I think I left something in you. How does it feel? Tell me.”

“It feels so good, goddess. I just—.”

“Just what?”

“I just want to please you.” Livie could barely get the words out, her head swung back as she derived pleasure from acknowledging her place.

Claire smirked, and shed her gown off to reveal her voluptuous body to an already weakened Livie. Her soft hips tilted as she rested a hand on her waist, a look of confidence knowing the power she was having over Livie.

“I— I want you so bad, goddess.” Livie whined, restraining herself from reaching out to Claire.

It seemed like Livie said all of the right things. Claire brought out a strap on. Something she reserved only for when Livie hasn’t orgasmed yet. And it was always worth Livie withholding herself. She watched her goddess put it on with a sense of awe, and pride.

“Do you like what you see, little fairy?” Claire asked.

“Mhm.” Livie barely uttered out, shuddering from suspense.

Claire walked up to her again, standing tall over her seated body. “Lick it.”

Wide eyed, Livie stared at the extension of Claire with a deep desire to take as much as she could into her mouth to impress Claire. Livie dropped her jaw open, and stuck the dildo in her mouth slowly to start, looking up to see if her goddess approved. When she finally got the nod she was waiting for, she delved deeper, focusing on the sensation of it stretching her mouth out while the vibrator in her pussy kept her minimally stimulated.

Suddenly, she was hyper aware that both ends of body were being occupied, and as she got more into it, Livie felt fingers lace through her hair to guide her head down the length of the strap. Euphoria burst through her brain. Livie felt so dirty being on the other end of Claire’s sensual touch. It was amazing to see her goddess transform from nurturing Livie to totally objectifying her. And that object Claire put into her pussy was feeling more and more tactile as her arousal began to swell.

Livie moaned onto the strap, her eyes rolling in the back of her head. She grasped onto Claire's thick legs for support as she pushed herself towards her limit. It was becoming almost uncontrollable for her, the rhythmic pulsing of the vibrator, with the roll of Claire’s hips, that matched the beat of the ambient music and the gliding of Livie’s mouth. It was overly invigorating, Livie’s moans got louder and higher pitched. Right as she was about to roll over the edge, Claire pulled Livie’s head back, breaking her rhythm, and cutting her off from coming.

“Uhn uhn, this is not how a fairy finishes. She needs to present her spanked ass so her goddess can fuck her to completion.”

It was almost an instinctive motion that Livie did when she heard those words fall from Claire’s mouth. She dropped back down to her elbows, her ass raising high above her shoulders, vibrator still oscillating inside of her. Claire strutted around her, impressed that Livie knew what to do without her saying. She leaned over and pulled the vibrator out, aligning her strap on between Livie’s still reddened cheeks. And Livie felt the same hands that took care of her slip in the middle of her legs, feeling the wetness that had formed from their play.

“You’re so obedient right now. You must really like me, huh?” Claire said, teasing the dildo outside of Livie.

“Uh huh…I love you, goddess.” Livie moaned, just in time as Claire slipped inside of her.

With her arms freed, Livie braced her body by digging her nails into the mat. While she stretched her arms out, the sensation of the ropes around her still lingered. The ghost of the bindings telling her, and dragging her, to stay in place. Claire was right, she was released, but there was no going anywhere for her.

“My perfect little fairy. I have so much love to give to you. If only you’ll devote yourself to me.”

“I do! I want all of your love, please my goddess.” Livie begged, and Claire began thrusting inside of her. Livie took all of her in with ease, and each time Claire’s hips smacked against her ass, she was reminded of all the spanks she endured to get to this point. All the times she had to quell her climax to receive Claire in this way. Livie felt as if she was truly giving herself over to her goddess.

Claire brought a hand down on Livie's ass. A rough slap that turned a switch on in Livie’s brain. She wanted orgasm, needed it. But her words failed her, all she could let out were moans.

“You’re making such pretty little sounds right now,” Claire exclaimed, almost breathless from her rutting, “It’s like sweet honey in my ears.”

Another hand landed down on Livie, and she felt like her brain was rolling into overdrive. Her moans got louder, brighter, as she wanted to deliver the sweet sounds that her goddess loved so much. Livie loved feeling as pretty and divine as Claire described her, it made her knees feel completely weak.

“I wanna hear you come, little fairy.” Claire cried out, reaching underneath Livie’s hips to play with her already sensitive clit.

The combination of it all, Claire playing inside and outside of her, Claire’s voice and weight on her back, Livie’s tender body, it all sent signals to her brain in a way that it could hardly process. Livie’s eyes rolled deep inside her head, her jaw dropped as she let out the long moan of a built up orgasm. Her muscles began to shake, and Claire held her steady while she climaxed. When it was finally over, Claire pulled out of her, and pulled Livie’s body into her lap.

“You did such an amazing job tonight, Livie.” Claire whispered, weaving her fingers through Livie’s hair. “You work so hard for me, and I love it.”

Livie was happy to take in all of Claire’s praise. She looked up at her wife, who was only focused on her. Their eyes locked together, and Claire giggled before sinking her head down to kiss her forehead. Warmth spread to Livie’s cheeks, she couldn’t believe how dynamic Claire could be. Livie took a deep breath, the pine scent began to ground her back in reality.

“You… blew my mind tonight, Claire.” Livie smiled. She still felt a bit woozy from play, but sometimes having short conversations between them would help her wooziness subside.

“Which part did you like?”

“Um… hm…”

Claire noticed Livie’s struggling and patted her head. “Don’t worry about telling me now. Just think about it and we’ll go over it later on, yeah? Right now I just wanna hold my cutie.”

Livie beamed as Claire pulled her body in more for a cuddle. She relaxed into Claire’s arms and they sat in silence for a while, listening to the music in the background as they winded down. Livie kept focusing on the mesmerizing feeling of Claire’s fingers in her hair, while the soreness from rough play began to creep on to her body.

“Let me get us more tea.” Claire murmured. She slid Livie off of her lap, and grabbed the gown she was wearing earlier. Lifting Livie’s arms, she gracefully slipped it on, the oversized sleeves draping into Livie’s lap like a blanket.

“Thank you.” Livie took in a deep breath, the scent of strawberries and champagne perfume was soaked into the gown, and it was soothing.

Claire returned with two mugs of tea, the same as Livie had earlier. The taste brought her back to the scene they did in the bathtub, and she brought her hand to her neck where Claire had given her a hickey. Claire watched her and laughed.

“Oh yeah, I got you good. Good thing you have the weekend, because that might be a little awkward to have to explain to customers.”

“Mm, I know, thank goodness.”

“How do you feel?” Claire sat down again next to her, and Livie leaned on her shoulder.

“Amazing. Like I was taken on an insane roller coaster, I guess.”

“I bet. I seem to recount you saying you felt like you were in a grotto. I loved that imagery.”

Livie did remember when she said that. How her mind had been made to imagine things. “The blindfold!”

“So, you liked that?”

Livie put her hand over Claire’s, “We need to use that again.”

Claire laughed some more, and the two of them continued to recount their playtime, laughing at the awkward moments and planning on things to improve on in the future.

When Livie felt like she could stand, she walked back to the bathroom, and shed the gown off to look at herself in the mirror. The hickey Claire had given her was in full bloom on her neck. She twisted her hips to get a look at her backside. It was still quite reddened, and in fact, a few welts had popped up from when Claire struck her hardest.

In the shower, with water rushing over them they started to sting. Livie traced her fingers over them, relishing the warmth and tender stinging that radiated from them.

The bathroom door creaked, and Claire appeared as Livie was getting out of the shower, a coy smile on her face.

“What?” Livie asked, and Claire just responded by making a beckoning motion with her finger.

Livie walked over, a slight suspicion in her gait, and when she was close enough, Claire embraced her. She felt Claire’s hands grab her backside, and a soothing sensation started to travel its way around her marks.

In their proximity, Claire touched her nose to Livie’s. “Soothing cream. I did some good work back there.” she muttered.

Even out of their scene, Claire was still so observant of Livie’s needs. She felt so lucky she could receive Claire’s attention like that, even after she spends so much time away from her.

When they left the bathroom, Livie could see that Claire cleaned everything up while she was in the shower. Their living room was now just a normal room. The music was off, and there was a slight smoky smell from candles being blown out. It looked cozy, and the idea of rest seemed very inviting suddenly.

They made their way to bed, where Livie was able to snuggle more into Claire under heavy covers, exchanging small kisses while they settled in for the night.

***

More stories here for you to enjoy~

The Mistress Tames her Brat:

“Portia gasped as the pleasure she built up was taken away. Right at the very edge. How cruel it was of the Mistress to stop, as if she knew that Portia needed just a little push before falling over into ecstasy. Portia was throbbing once more. But this time, she wasn’t frustrated. She was only determined to get more from Mistress Kay, her body demanded it.” More here…

Fixated On Her Crush:

“Soon, she felt it press her lip down, and open. There was such a hunger in Portia’s eyes that Janie almost felt scared. Portia mirrored the look she created on Janie’s face, gaping her mouth open while remaining focused on Janie’s bottom lip. Janie just stood still, feeling every brush of Portia’s thumb across her face. Her hair stood up on end as Portia’s free hand crawled around her neck. She felt trapped, but in a good way, it seemed as if Portia didn’t want her to move. It was exhilarating being caught in her grasp.” More here…
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