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  On Her Heels


Meg dropped back into the couch, eyes closed. She groaned in both pain and bliss as Sylvie pressed her thumbs into the balls of her foot. 
“Man, your feet are a total mess.” Sylvie shook her head in disbelief. “What the hell did you do this time?”
Sylvie was good enough a person that she almost managed to hide her exasperation. Meg couldn’t blame her. This wasn’t the first emergency foot massage she’d received from her girlfriend, and she totally got it if Sylvie grew a little annoyed, especially since it was totally Meg’s fault every single time. The fact that it was two in the morning and Sylvie had already been on her way to bed when Meg came home and begged for her skilled hands didn’t help, either.
“Well, I was at this club with Katy and the other girls, and the DJ was on fire, like, one banger after the other. So we were dancing pretty much the whole night…”
Sylvie gave her a flat stare. “Remember how I told you to wear sensible shoes in case this happens? You know, like it has happened the last time? And the time before that?”
Meg donned her best charming smile. “Yeah, you were totally right. But I didn’t plan to dance this much, and those heels look so good on me. It would be a crime not to wear them.”
“A crime is what you’re doing to your feet.” Sylvie pressed down more roughly. She knew how to get the knots and the tension and everything else out, but that didn’t mean she was gentle about it. Meg whimpered as her foot cracked loudly and it felt like all the bones rearranged themselves. Once the pain faded she’d feel a lot better, like she always did after these massages, but making it through them was a challenge every time. And it seemed like she’d fucked up her feet particularly badly tonight. That, or Sylvie gave even less shits than usual about how much her fixes hurt.
“Are you mad?” Meg asked after several minutes of nothing but her girlfriend massaging her feet in silence. A silence that was interrupted every couple of seconds by a groan or a whimper when she hit an especially tender spot.
Sylvie sighed. “No, I’m not mad. I just wish you took better care of yourself. This isn’t healthy, you know.”
“Yeah, I know.”
The silence returned, and Meg felt the need to say something. She couldn’t just leave it like that, with Sylvie low-key annoyed and her having a bad conscience for bothering and worrying her so much. There had to be a way to make it up to her girlfriend.
Meg smirked as her brain, still in party mode, came up with the perfect solution. “You know, since I’ve been such a bad girl, maybe you should put me over your knees until I’ve learned my lesson.”
Sylvie looked up from Meg’s feet. Even her tired eyes couldn’t hide the little spark betraying that she was intrigued by the idea.
Of course she was. Ever since they had admitted to each other that they both had some kinky tendencies, Sylvie had been eager for every opportunity to live out her sadistic urges, and Meg had been all too happy to provide said opportunities. Looking back it was kind of crazy that it had taken them this long to figure each other out. The way Sylvie liked to use her skills as a masseuse for evil should have tipped Meg off from the very beginning.
However, this time she didn’t bite.
“I’m not sure that would send the right message,” Sylvie said, going back to pressing the balls of Meg’s feet. She’d managed to fix the worst of the damage, but it still hurt like hell as she forcefully relaxed all the cramped muscles. “As fun as it is to paint your cheeks red, I know that it’s just as much fun for you. That’s great for a play-punishment, but it means I’d only reward you for a genuinely bad behavior.”
Meg had to admit that Sylvie had a point there. Still, she’d grown fond of her idea and didn’t want to give up so easily. “Then what about a real punishment? One that isn’t fun for me?”
Sylvie gave her a skeptical look. “You know I’m not gonna hurt you in a way that you don’t want. That would be just wrong.” Ironically she emphasized her words with an especially vicious foot pressing. It did release most of the tension around the toes, but Meg just barely managed not to scream.
“I know that,” she said once she trusted her voice again. Thankfully, after that painful shock Sylvie had switched to pulling her toes to make them crack in a way that sounded intense but actually felt so nice and satisfying. “But that’s the point: I want you to punish me. Even if it’s with something I hate. I know I fucked up, so it would be totally fair if there’s some real consequences.” And besides, Meg was sure that whatever Sylvie came up with, it would be fun anyway.
Sylvie still didn’t look convinced, but the intrigued spark was back in her eyes. “Maybe,” she finally said. “But let’s talk about this tomorrow. It’s late, and we’re both in no state to make any decisions. For now I’ll just finish you up real quick and then we should go to bed. I know I certainly need it.”
“Sounds like a plan.”

To no one’s surprise they slept in late the next day. Their morning cuddles were as lovely as ever, with no hint that Sylvie was genuinely mad. Meg decided not to bring the past night up, figuring it was up to her girlfriend to decide what she wanted to make of it all. And indeed, she only needed to wait until after breakfast (or rather after brunch, given the time).
“How’s your feet?” Sylvie asked once they’d both dropped down on the couch again. This was shaping up to be a classic lazy Sunday.
Meg wiggled her toes. “They’re fine. Still hurt a bit, but thanks to your intervention it’s not that bad.”
Sylvie patted her lap and Meg gratefully placed her legs there for a second massage to get rid of the last lingering pains. A second massage that lived up to the sensual image one had of foot massages, unlike the very necessary but also very painful first aid treatments of last night.
“You know, about what you told me yesterday,” Sylvie said carefully after a good five minutes of nothing but the most comfy foot presses. “Were you just joking around, or did you actually mean it? The part where you asked me to punish you for real, and not in the fun way.”
Meg’s inner masochist raised its head. “I totally meant it. Of course, when I said not in a fun way, I didn’t mean that you shouldn’t have any fun. It would be kinda pointless if I pissed you off and then you punish me, but it’s a chore for you, and you don’t actually enjoy it.”
“Just so we’re clear: You didn’t piss me off. You might have strained my patience a little, but only because I don’t like how you keep hurting yourself when you should really know better.”
“Exactly! And because of that it’s totally fair if you show me the errors of my ways. You know, teach me how much it hurts to be a bad girl.”
Sylvie’s expression grew thoughtful. She didn’t say anything for a minute or so and simply continued to work the last traces of tension out of Meg’s feet. “I think I can work with that,” she finally said. “If you’re serious that you want this, then I’d be up for some educational punishment. Could be interesting.”
“Nice.” Mel leaned back with a contended smile on her lips. Her feet barely ached anymore, and it felt so good to be coddled. Also, she was really looking forward to what Sylvie’s twisted mind would come up with. “So that means our next stop is the bedroom? Or should we do it right here?”
“We’re not gonna do anything today,” Sylvie said, surprising Meg with how final she sounded about it. “First of all, I might have fixed you up, but you still need to regenerate for a couple of days to make sure everything is fine. Which also means no heels for you next week.”
“Yeah, I know,” Meg said, shrinking a little under Sylvie’s glare. It was a pity that she couldn’t wear her nicest shoes to the office, but she wasn’t unreasonable. She had some cute flat shoes as well, and after how much she’d destroyed her feet the day before, going right back to the heels could only end in tears.
“Good. And also: I need to prepare. I have a plan, but I need to figure out the logistics first and get some stuff ready.”
“Uuh, that sounds like fun.” So far their kinky endeavors hadn’t been all that sophisticated, but every time Sylvie had prepared something beforehand, it had led to the very best scenes.
“Let’s see if you still say that when I’m done with you.” Sylvie gave Meg’s feet a last affectionate squeeze. “So, just to make absolutely sure: You’re okay with me hurting you in whatever way I see fit? I promise I won’t do anything that’s going to seriously injure you, but what I’m thinking about could get pretty intense.”
“More than okay.” Meg put her legs down and shuffled over to Sylvie to pull her into a loving embrace. “Thanks for looking out for me. But if you want to do it and you feel like it’s the perfect punishment, then I’m totally on board.”

Despite everything she’d said, Meg couldn’t help get a little nervous over the next days. Sylvie didn’t bring the topic up again, except to hint that she wanted to do it on Friday evening. She kept being vague about what “it” was, though, and Meg didn’t push for details. Not knowing what awaited her was part of the fun, even if it made her mind run in circles wondering what she’d gotten herself into.
During her lunch break on Friday Meg got a message from Sylvie, asking once more if she was ready to take her punishment. When Meg confirmed, Sylvie told her that she’d await her in the bedroom and expected Meg to join her as soon as she was home and ready. And also that there was no need for her to wear any clothes.
Predictably Meg could barely focus on work that afternoon. Thankfully there never was much to do at the end of the week and nobody noticed how distracted she was.
Once she was home Meg dropped everything onto the couch until she stood there in all her naked glory. She briefly considered taking a shower, but figured that Sylvie would have told her to do so if need be. After all, this (likely) wasn’t about sex, and Meg wasn’t really dirty or sweaty anyway.
Her heart pounded as she opened the bedroom door. The ropes hanging from the ceiling immediately caught her eyes. As did Sylvie, who was sitting on the bed, more ropes at the ready around her. Meg was the tiniest bit disappointed that her girlfriend was dressed, but that was only fair. Once again: This wasn’t about sex. It was about Meg getting her punishment, so it made perfect sense for Sylvie to stay in a position of power. And it was hard to stay disappointed when she had some real fancy bondage to look forward to.
“Hey there, beautiful. Ready for your punishment?” Sylvie showed a crooked smile. She didn’t sound as secure as she usually did when they got kinky, but then again, today was something new.
“As ready as I’ll ever be.” Maybe that eager tone didn’t fit the framework of the scene, but Meg wanted to clearly signal to her girlfriend that she could go ahead with no worries.
“Then come over here.” Sylvie got up and pointed to the spot beneath the dangling ropes. Meg had been too distracted before to notice that they weren’t the only thing Sylvie had prepared. Her heart sank as she looked at the floor.
At first glance it looked like a large board with two long nails protruding from it. A closer inspection showed that the nails didn’t have a tip. They were more like two thin iron rods pointing up. Right in front of them Sylvie had fixed a bent piece of plastic that formed a little cave. Or something vaguely resembling the pointy ends of shoes.
“Wait a sec, is this what I think it is?” Meg couldn’t help but laugh. Now that she’d put two and two together, she couldn’t unsee it anymore: Sylvie had built something like a heels simulator, reduced to its very essence.
“It is. I figured, since you like wearing your heels so much even though they’re hurting you, the best punishment is to give you exactly what you want.” Sylvie bit her lip as she looked at Meg, waiting for her reaction.
“That’s… wow.” What should Meg say to something like this? Sylvie had done a good job of realizing her vision, that much was for sure. The contraption looked absolutely miserable to stand on.
With every second that Meg kept fretting about what she’d gotten herself into, Sylvie looked more and more nervous. She had to be worried that Meg thought her crazy for putting this together, and that Meg was looking for the most diplomatic way of going back on her words.
Meg couldn’t leave her girlfriend to her anxieties, not when it had been her who’d done something wrong. And the outcome of her inner struggles was a foregone conclusion anyway. There was no way she’d try and talk herself out of her punishment. Miserable or not, her masochistic side was curious to find out how bad this could actually be.
“Okay, let’s do it. Do I just step on it, or how is this supposed to work?”
Sylvie’s face lit up as she realized that she wouldn’t be told off for being weird, and that alone was already worth any amount of pain. After the initial surprise Sylvie quickly got serious again, but the joy in her voice was unmistakable. “Right. You get in position there, and then you leave the rest up to me. I’ll just make sure that you won’t be getting away.”
Meg slipped her toes into the plastic piece. She had to go all the way up on her tiptoes to get her heels onto the metal spikes, but despite the crudeness of the contraption it was actually pretty similar to the pose her feet had when wearing heels. Sylvie must have measured her shoes when she’d built that thing.
It wasn’t as bad as expected. Sure, it wasn’t exactly comfortable to have these metal spikes poke into her heels as she was forced to put some of her weight onto them, but since they didn’t have a pointy tip, it didn’t actually hurt. The far bigger problem was that Meg was unstable as fuck. The toe binds forced her to keep her legs closed while standing on her tiptoes, which made it real hard to balance. She only managed not to topple over by holding on to the ropes hanging down in front of her.
Seemed like that had been the plan all along. Sylvie grabbed the ropes and wrapped them around Meg’s wrists, forcing her to keep her hands at the level of her head. Meg quickly realized that while it was possible to catch some of her weight with her arms, she had to actively work for it. If she relaxed, her entire weight would rest on her cramped toes and the far too small base under her heels.
True to her word, Sylvie made absolutely sure that Meg couldn’t get away. She joined Meg’s ankles together with another rope cuff and, because why not, she also tied her thighs together. Once she was done, there was no way for Meg to get off the contraption which didn’t involve her awkwardly falling over, and even then she couldn’t really fall with her wrists tied to the ceiling. No, she was standing there, and she’d continue to do so until Sylvie decreed that it was enough.
Speaking of which…
“How long is my punishment supposed to be?” Meg’s smile was already a bit forced. Yes, these metal spikes weren’t as bad as they could have been, but after several minutes it got really uncomfortable to have them dig into her heels all the time.
“Until you’ve learned your lesson, of course.” Sylvie leaned in for a quick kiss on Meg’s cheek. “Think you can handle it?”
“Sure.” Meg tried to kiss Sylvie back, but her girlfriend had already stepped back, and bound as she was, following her movement was not an option. So instead Meg presented herself from her most enticing side and subtly wiggled her chest at Sylvie. “I’m all yours.”
She’d expected Sylvie to go for a cheeky nipple pinch or some other way to spice things up, but nothing of the like was coming. Sylvie sat back down on the bed and took out her phone. Seemed like she’d only wanted Meg to be naked so she had something nice to look at while she scrolled the internet to pass the time. It was a little disappointing, but this was supposed to be a punishment, so Meg had no basis to complain about not getting what she wanted. She took a deep breath and settled in.

The first five or ten minutes or so (time was hard to tell with no clock and nothing going on around her except for Sylvie occasionally glancing over to her) passed without any issue. If anything, Meg was starting to get bored. The novelty of standing around naked had worn off now that it had become clear that nothing would come from it, and the bondage wasn’t all that exciting either. Usually she would have simply zoned out and let her mind wander, but that was the one thing she couldn’t do.
Her heels were starting to complain for real. If Meg hadn’t known that these metal spikes didn’t have a pointy tip, she would have been ready to believe that they were actual nails. The spots where they poked into her heels were getting increasingly tender, and it felt as if they might actually break the skin if Meg put her entire weight on them.
She knew that Sylvie wouldn’t risk any injuries, but that didn’t change how much it hurt. Escaping the pain was possible, but it required her to pull herself up with her arms, which took active focus and was getting exhausting in its own right. Things would have certainly been easier if she’d stuck to her resolution to work out more. Or at all.
No matter how hard she tried, it was impossible to keep herself up for any extended amount of time, and she’d inevitably wince as she settled down on the metal spikes again. She tried several times to twist her feet a little so it would at least be a different spot that took the brunt of her weight, but Sylvie had done too good a job. Between her ropes tightly joining Meg’s legs together and that plastic part holding her toes in position, it was all but impossible to move her feet by a significant amount.
Any thoughts of boredom evaporated as the minutes ticked on and Meg struggled to make her position more bearable. Her arms were getting tired, but every time she tried to give them a rest, the pain in her heels made her eyes water. They had to be bruised already. She didn’t want to tear up in front of Sylvie, so she’d pull herself right back up again, but it was getting harder and harder to do so. 
“I… I think I learned my lesson.” Meg surprised herself with how shaky her voice was. Fuck, she really sounded as if she was about to cry. Was she that weak? She was sure that Sylvie’s spankings hurt more than this, but something about this constant unavoidable pain and the predicament she was in messed with her head.
“You think so?” Sylvie looked up from her phone. She was almost convincing in how she acted as if she didn’t care, but Meg knew that look in her eyes too well. Sylvie was enjoying this far more than she’d ever admit. “Just out of curiosity: What lesson would that be?”
“That I shouldn’t have worn heels?”
“Doesn’t sound all that convincing.” Sylvie’s attention went back to her phone. “Let’s continue this conversation when it has sunk in a little more.”
Meg wanted to protest, but she knew that it wouldn’t do her any good. If anything it would only make her come off as a whiny brat, when she wanted to show Sylvie that she could be a good girl.
But what had Sylvie wanted to hear? Had she only refused her answer because she’d said it in such an uncertain tone? Or had Meg been way off and this was actually about more than just the heels? Well, she would show what a good girl she was by using the time to figure it out.

Turns out, figuring things out is pretty hard when your brain is completely preoccupied dealing with so painful a predicament.
It didn’t take long for Meg’s arms to start hurting from the constant strain of trying to keep herself up. If only Sylvie had tied her wrists a little higher she might have been able to fall into the bondage and let the ropes carry her. That would have put some strain on her shoulders, but by alternating between tactics she would have been able to hold herself up much longer. As it was, though, she only had the less than impressive muscles in her arms to save her heels, and her strength was rapidly running out. And it didn’t help how her heels seemed to grow more sensitive by the minute.
By this point Meg was sure that she was developing two big bruises. Her feet kept throbbing painfully even when she managed to pull herself all the way up, and every time she went down again it was all she could do to bite back a pathetic whimper.
She still managed to blink the tears away, but that wouldn’t work for much longer. What would Sylvie do if Meg started crying? Would she laugh at her for how badly this supposed masochist could handle her punishment? Or would she panic and immediately untie her, worrying that she’d gone too far? Meg didn’t know which of these options would be worse, and she didn’t want to find out. She had to convince her girlfriend that she’d been punished enough and that she’d learned her lesson.
“Sylvie, I’m sorry,” Meg said between clenched teeth. She didn’t trust herself to open her mouth without groaning from pain.
“Sorry for what?” Sylvie put her phone aside and stood up, her eyes trained on Meg.
“I’m sorry that I always make you help me out.” Meg ignored the burning ache in her arms and pulled down on the rope with all her remaining strength. The strain in her muscles made her start to sweat, but she needed a somewhat clear head to figure out what to say, and that was impossible while those devilish spikes poked into her bruises. “I’m sorry that I made you stay up late just so you could give me a foot massage. And I’m sorry that I didn’t listen to you when you told me to wear different shoes.”
Sylvie scowled at her. “You think that’s what this is about? That you wronged me?”
“Didn’t I?” Meg yelped as her as her strength gave out and she barely managed to drop down on the spikes in a somewhat controlled manner. Her stomach churned from the pain in her heels, and this time she lost the fight. There was nothing she could do about the tears shooting into her eyes. It just hurt too much.
Sylvie stepped up to her and gently cupped Meg’s face with her hands, wiping away the tears with her thumbs. There was a shadow of concern on Sylvie’s face, but neither the panic nor the mocking sneer Meg had feared. “Are you still with me?”
Meg nodded. She didn’t trust herself not to sob if she tried to talk. It was bad enough that she was apparently such a pussy when it came to pain. Add to that the disappointment at herself that she didn’t know her girlfriend well enough to figure out what she wanted to hear, and she was left with an absolute mess of emotions.
“I don’t want you apologizing to me.” Sylvie’s words were warm and soft, the love in them a stark contrast to the ordeal she was putting Meg through. “I don’t mind helping you out. And I’d gladly stay up late every night if you need something. I might be a little annoyed sometimes, but that doesn’t change that I love you and that I would do anything for you.”
Meg tried to blink the fresh tears away, but it was a fight she stood no chance of winning. “I’m sorry,” she whispered again. And she was. She was sorry that she’d doubted Sylvie and thought that her girlfriend was only out to pay her back.
“Hush~ it’s okay.” Sylvie wiped the new tears away and placed a soft kiss on Meg’s forehead. “How much does it hurt?”
Meg wanted to say “a lot”, and it absolutely did. Her heels were absolutely killing her, and she was already sure that walking would be a real chore this weekend. But she didn’t want to admit how weak she was when she was always so eager to push the pain play in the bedroom. Meg attempted to pull herself up again, but her arms were simply too tired. Instead of a break from the pain, she only left the spikes for a fraction of a second before shoving them right back into her bruised heels. Her whimper was all the answer Sylvie needed.
“Don’t worry, I’ll get you off real soon. But if you can bear it a little longer, let me ask you again: Why are you being punished?”
“Because I didn’t take care of myself,” Meg whispered, and she couldn’t stop more tears from coming out as Sylvie smiled at her.
“That’s right. I don’t tell you to be more sensible because fixing you up is such a bother. It’s not. All I care about is you, and I don’t want you to destroy your body when it would be so easy to prevent it.”
“I’m sorry,” Meg sobbed. She knew that it wasn’t what Sylvie wanted to hear, but she had to say it anyway.
“I know. But it’s okay. You screwed up, but you were punished, and now everything is forgiven and there’s no reason for you to beat yourself up about it anymore. And maybe next time you think back on today and not put your health on the line when there’s no reason to.”
“I will.”
“Good girl.” Sylvie leaned in for a real kiss. It was a pretty wet one with how much Meg was crying, but it was also a much needed oasis of love in this desert of pain and conflicting emotions. “Let’s get you off. You’ve suffered more than enough.”
Sylvie crouched down and pulled the plastic piece holding Meg’s toes in place out of the board. With a bit of help Meg could finally shift off the spikes, and she sighed in relief when she put her feet flat on the ground. Her heels kept aching if she put too much weight onto them, but at least it wasn’t a struggle to merely exist anymore.
Only a minute later Meg was free from the ropes and lying in bed, her head resting on Sylvie’s thighs, her girlfriend gently stroking through her hair to help her calm down.
“Sorry for being such a mess.” Meg sniffled one last time and rubbed her eyes dry. She already felt much more stable and was a little embarrassed about her emotional outburst.
“I told you: There’s nothing to apologize for.” Sylvie let out a sigh. “Are you okay? I didn’t overdo it, right?”
“No, you didn’t. It was pretty bad, but I was also pretty bad, so I totally deserved it.” Meg managed a smile. It was mostly to put Sylvie’s mind at easy, but that didn’t make her words any less true.
“Happy to hear it.” Sylvie smiled right back at her. “Then let’s fix you up. After that ordeal, you deserve to be coddled a bit.”
Meg gladly turned around so she ended up with her feet on Sylvie’s lap. She winced as she got a look at her heels in the process. It wasn’t as bad as it had felt in the moment, but these two dark purple spots looked just as painful as they felt.
“I know who’s not gonna wear any heels for a good while now,” Sylvie joked.
“Yeah.” Meg forced a grin. She gritted her teeth, bracing for the painful fix-up massage. Instead she sighed in bliss when Sylvie kneaded her feet in the gentlest of ways.
“Don’t worry, I’ll be nice. It will take a lot longer to get all the tension out like this, but something tells me you don’t mind.”
“Yeah,” Meg said again as she leaned back into these heavenly touches. “And thank you. For everything.”






  
  Worked Up to a Sweat


Reese watched Ayla get their sportswear out of the cupboard. Right, she’d promised to join Ayla’s workout today. It had seemed like a good idea at the time, and it wasn’t like Reese was opposed to doing some sports on principle, but right now the call of the couch was irresistible. “Mind if I skip today?” 
Ayla put the leggings down. She had that raised eyebrow look she always got in these situations, the one that never failed to give Reese a bad conscience. “Again? You already skipped the last two times, and you promised that you’d join me today.”
“I know,” Reese said, annoyed at herself by how whiny she sounded. But now that she had already provoked Ayla’s wrath, she might as well see it through so she could continue with her chill afternoon. Sure, it wasn’t nice of her to go back on her words, but it really wasn’t such a big deal. Ayla worked out every other day, and it wasn’t like it was such a social thing anyway. It shouldn’t matter much if it was one person or two who copied everything the trainer in the video did. “I’m sorry, but I’m really not feeling it.”
Ayla let out an exasperated sigh and Reese got ready for a well-deserved scolding, but to her surprise Ayla’s expression changed into a warm smile. “Hey, if these sessions aren’t fun for you, just say so and I promise I won’t pester you anymore. I just thought you might want to do something active for a change, and you seemed to like it the last time, so I figured…”
Reese found that she would have preferred a scolding over this mix of understanding and slight disappointment. And the worst thing was that Ayla was right: She had enjoyed herself a week or so back. Once she got started it felt good to move her body, and seeing her girlfriend in her tight-fitting sportswear was a nice bonus. But getting started took so much mental energy.
“I did like it. I just… next time, okay?” She already knew that she’d face the same hurdles next time, but that was something future Reese could worry about. Future Reese didn’t have the best track record when it came to making true on present Reese’s promises, but nobody was perfect.
Ayla sat down on the couch next to Reese and put a hand on her thigh. “You sure you don’t want to join? You know that you never feel good after sitting around all day. A bit of movement will do you good.”
“I know,” Reese whined again. “It’s not like I absolutely don’t wanna, it’s just so hard to find the motivation.”
Ayla’s smile turned naughty and her hand traveled further up Reese’s thigh. “If it’s just that, I could think of a way or two to motivate you.”
It took Reese a moment to context-switch and keep up with her girlfriend. “Are you trying to bribe me with sex?”
“Maybe I am.” Ayla leaned in and traced a line of soft kisses along Reese’s neck. It was so unfair of her to abuse this weak spot! “I heard sex is a real good motivator.”
More kisses, and even a bit of tongue at the base of her neck. Reese shivered as her body reacted the way it always did when Ayla went on the offense like that. However, she wasn’t going to change her mind just because she was a little horny.
“I heard that sex is a pretty good workout. So why don’t we just do that instead?”
Ayla laughed. “The only muscle you work out in the bed is your tongue. You leave all the heavy lifting to me.”
“Because you’re just so good at it.”
It wasn’t even a lie. Ayla was an absolute machine with the strap-on. Before Reese had met her, she’d been convinced that penetration didn’t do anything for her. Which wouldn’t have been much of an issue as a lesbian, but she was still glad that Ayla had shown her the light. However, the only revelation that had come from her own experiments with the strap-on was that fucking someone was an absolute killer for the abs. It was a good thing Ayla enjoyed being on top in the bedroom, because Reese wouldn’t have been up to the task.
Thinking back on the things Ayla liked to do to her only got her even more aroused, and it didn’t help how Ayla slipped her hand under her shirt and gently caressed her breasts. Reese let herself fall back into the couch, enjoying her girlfriend’s skillful touches.
“This doesn’t seem to work,” Ayla said. “If anything, you look even less energetic than before.”
“It’s working in just about every other way, though.” Reese turned her head and stole a cheeky kiss. “Keep trying. I’m pretty sure you’re on the right track.”
“Of course you’d say that.” Ayla stole a kiss back, and they were quickly trapped in one of their endless make-out sessions where no one wanted to be the first to back off.
Reese moaned into Ayla’s mouth as her girlfriend kept kneading her breasts, idly rolling her nipples between her fingers, not hard enough to hurt, but more than enough to make Reese squirm and activate her submissive instincts. It didn’t take long for her skin to tingle all over as the growing arousal turned her so nicely sensitive, and Ayla made full use of it. Her other hand slid under Reese’s clothes as well, stroking over her sides and her tummy to warm her up before she went further south.
Only ten minutes ago Reese would have never thought that their argument would lead to sex, but she certainly wasn’t complaining. A proper rodeo in the bedroom would have been even better, of course, but there was nothing wrong with a quickie on the couch. Hell, by this point it would have been wrong not to have a quickie on the couch. Over the years they’d been together, Ayla had mastered her ability to turn her on, and by the time her hand slipped into her panties, Reese was all ready to go.
Even with the lack of proper foreplay, the first drops of wetness had appeared around Reese’s entrance, enough for Ayla to get the tips of her fingers nicely slick so it felt absolutely amazing when she rubbed around her clit. She once again proved that she was the master of multitasking: One hand in Reese’s crotch, one at her nipples, her lips and tongue occupied with the hottest kisses, and she managed all three sources of pleasure better simultaneously than some of Reese’s previous girlfriends had been able to one at a time. Reese could really thank every God out there that she’d found someone as perfect as Ayla.
She tried to reciprocate with more than just kisses, to get Ayla off as well, but her girlfriend subtly blocked her off and Reese quickly took the hint. While Ayla had a similarly high sex drive, she liked to celebrate her orgasms a little, so it made sense that she’d want to save her own horniness for a better opportunity. One where she could properly ride Reese’s face, most likely. For now this meant that Reese didn’t need to have any bad conscience about just passively enjoying herself.
It didn’t take long for her orgasm to build up. She felt less tension than usual since they’d been so quick to get to this point, but that didn’t mean that Reese didn’t look forward to it. Ayla’s kisses and touches had made her whole body glow, and her pussy was already twitching in excitement. These nimble fingers continued their smooth circles, holding that perfect frequency to really rub the pleasure in. Reese tensed up in anticipation of her climax.
Ayla hands slid out of her clothes, denying her the stimulation she would have needed.
Reese broke the kiss and stared at Ayla in frustrated disbelief. “What was that for?”
Ayla giggled. She had this cutesy habit of hiding her mouth behind her hand when she laughed, only that knowing where her hand had just been made it a whole lot less cutesy. “I’m sorry, that was kinda mean. I guess you want me to continue, don’t you?”
“Of course I do!” Reese shivered as her body slowly backed off the edge. Her pussy was throbbing in frustration and her skin kept tingling all over from arousal. It was a weirdly electrifying state to be in, but that was no reason to stay in it for longer than absolutely necessary.
Ayla didn’t seem in any rush to go back to the sex, though. She looked at Reese with a thoughtful, yet kinda cocky expression. “How about that: I’ll finish you off, but only after you’ve joined me for my workout.”
“What?” That was so out of left field that Reese could do nothing but laugh. “I thought you wanted to bribe me with sex, not blackmail me.”
“Plans have changed,” Alicia said with a little smirk. “And we both know: If I finish you off now, you’re gonna slump down on the couch and not move again for a couple of hours. But if you join me, I promise you’ll get something much better than a quickie at the end of it. I’ll take you to the bedroom, and I’ll get you off in whatever way and however long you want. Deal?”
Reese grumbled to herself. She couldn’t help feeling a little betrayed that Ayla had played her like this. But at the same time she had to admit that it was pretty hot how absolutely Ayla was controlling her pleasure. And also: What were her options here? She could blow Ayla off, which would disappoint her girlfriend and also leave herself with nothing but a sad masturbation session to work off the tension. Nothing about this idea was appealing in any way.
She wasn’t all that thrilled about doing sports either, but the lingering arousal gave her an unfocused energy that she needed to get rid off anyway, and Ayla’s promises were intriguing to say the least. It had been too long since Ayla had last given her one of her heavenly erotic massages. The kind that took an hour at least and ended with Reese being completely spent and barely able to even get up and shower.
“Deal. You sly little bitch.”
“Love you, too,” Ayla said and moved in for another kiss.

Ten minutes later the both of them were all dressed up in Ayla’s fitness center. Or at least that was how Reese liked to think of this particular room in their basement. While she usually didn’t get much use out of it herself, she had to admire what Ayla had managed to turn a previously unremarkable storage room into.
The soft mats tiling the floor made jumping around so much easier on the ankles, one wall was lined with cupboards holding enough weights and other fitness equipment (Reese had zero idea how half of that stuff even worked, let alone what it was called) to give a real fitness center a run for its money, and even without a window, the numerous LED lights in the ceiling and the big mirrors along the walls gave the room a nice, bright atmosphere.
Once Ayla deemed them properly warmed up (Reese had mindlessly copied everything Ayla had done, under the reasonable assumption that her girlfriend knew what she was doing) she turned on one of the videos in her extensive playlist, the total length of which had surpassed the twenty-four hour mark a good while ago. Reese groaned as she realized that it was an abs workout video, and a twenty minute one to boot. But she’d chosen her fate, so she was simply going to try her best.
As she tried to struggle along, she felt like a dying beetle that had fallen on its back. Which was kind of ironic, because one of the exercises was literally called the dying beetle, and it taught her that her strength levels apparently were below that of a half-dead insect. It was deflating how easy it looked when Ayla slowly and elegantly drew wide figures into the air with her fully extended arms and legs. Merely getting all her limbs off the floor at the same time quickly made Reese’s abs burn something fierce, and even just thinking about moving them like Ayla did was preposterous.
Still, she did what Ayla had told her to do, which was to follow along with as much of each exercise as possible and take breaks as needed. Even if that meant ineffectually flailing around for ten seconds and then using the rest of each thirty second block to catch her breath and massage her aching belly. God, she was so out of shape! She’d need to do much, much more of this. Or alternatively to give up and simply deal with the fact that Ayla was the muscle in their team while she was the cute sidekick. Putting it like that, it didn’t sound like such a bad fate.
“Nicely done!” Ayla said when the video was finally over. She smoothly got to her feet, nothing about her poise hinting at any sign of exhaustion. Hell, she hadn’t even really gotten sweaty! To be fair, neither had Reese, but that was only because her abs were so weak that she hadn’t been able to hold out long enough to properly exert herself.
“Thanks, but there’s no need to lie. That was pathetic.” Reese tried to sit up, only to reconsider when her abs flared up and made it clear that this wasn’t in the cards right now. So she rolled onto her belly and got up on her hands and knees before slowly managing to stand up. The whole process made her feel like an eighty year old woman.
“No, it wasn’t.” Ayla hugged her from behind. Surprisingly, her fingers digging into Reese’s aching tummy didn’t feel bad at all. “It was a valiant effort. Everyone has to start somewhere. I wasn’t much better the first time I tried those workouts, but you’ll see, if you keep at it, it’ll get easier and easier.”
Reese didn’t doubt the truth of these words. But she also didn’t doubt that this “keeping at it” was a long and arduous process. “I guess. But now I’m very much looking forward to collapsing on the couch. Or the bed. Someone promised me a reward.”
Ayla laughed. It was a bright sound without any malice, and yet it made Reese’s heart sink. “Who’s talking about collapsing? We’ve barely even started yet. But don’t worry, I’ll put a nicely varied list together. We’re done with the abs for today, I promise. Unless you have some abs-intense plans later, of course.”
Reese managed a weak smile, but the devil on her shoulder was already considering if it was too late to go back on her words and simply throw in the towel.
“Could it be that you need some more motivation?” Ayla’s hand went up to Reese’s bra and pushed it away, exposing her breasts.
“You can’t solve every problem with se…” Reese’s moan drowned out the rest of the sentence. The humiliating torture that had been the last twenty minutes had made her forget all about her arousal, but it seemed like her body remembered. The cool air of the basement was enough to get her nipples stiff, and she completely lost it when Ayla rolled them between her fingers.
“You sure about that? Because it very much sounds like I can.” With another bright giggle Ayla leaned in to attack Reese’s neck again.
“That’s not fair,” Reese whined as her girlfriend’s soft lips and tongue made her shiver. She’d barely caught her breath after the workout, and she was already panting heavily again. Why did she have to be cursed with such a responsive body?
“All is fair in love and war.” Ayla turned Reese around and shoved her against one of the big mirrors. She hooked her fingers into Reese’s leggings and panties and pulled them down to her knees, fully exposing her within seconds. “And something tells me that you love this quite a bit.”
Reese bit her lip to stifle a moan as her girlfriend reached between her legs. “That’s just a leftover from before,” she mumbled as Ayla made both of them feel how wet she was.
“A leftover. I see. But in that case, let’s turn these leftovers into a proper snack. Can’t have you lose your motivation on me here.”
When Ayla’s fingers got pumping, there was no staying silent anymore. Reese held on to her girlfriend to steady herself, her eyes closed as the pleasure washed over her. It seemed like her body had taken very badly to being left hanging before. Or very well, depending on how you looked at it. Either way it took just a minute or two until Ayla had built her up to she same point she’d been at before. Reese moaned as her body once again prepared itself for the impending orgasm.
“Feeling the motivation coming back already?” Ayla teased, her slick fingers alternating between rubbing around her clit and pushing into her up to the first two joints. It wasn’t the wildest fucking ever, but her technique was impeccable. She knew how to touch Reese so as to get her horny beyond belief in no time at all.
“I’m so motivated to take this to the bedroom alright.” Reese struggled to keep her voice steady. Ayla’s fingers felt far too good, and the looming shadow of the orgasm made her glow up from within. But since she wouldn’t get it right now, it was better to cut it off here, because every additional second of bliss would only make it even harder when Ayla eventually left her hanging again. “But I guess I’m up for another video or two, as long as it’s nothing to do with abs.”
“That’s my girl!” Ayla pulled Reese into a hot, tongue-heavy kiss while she gradually slowed down with her hand, finishing off with one last gentle penetration and making sure to slide her wet hand all over Reese’s pussy as she retreated it. The predictable result was that Reese simmered in unfulfilled need, but the slow stop and the help of Ayla’s lips and tongue made the end of the pleasure a lot less frustrating. In fact, Reese found that she actually enjoyed this heightened state the arousal left her in. Getting off would have been great, but she didn’t mind waiting a bit longer to make the orgasm that much better for it. And there was something undeniably energizing about sex.
They went through another video, a ten minute arm workout that Reese could actually follow along with from start to finish. Sure, her weights were much lighter than the ones Ayla used, but it didn’t change how validating it was to see that she wasn’t a completely lost cause. And while her arms were getting heavy over time, the end of the video caught her by surprise. She could have easily continued for a bit longer.
“That was amazing!” Ayla hugged her from behind once they’d both put their weights back into the cupboard. “Your technique was perfect. And just so you know: You look real hot when you flaunt your strength like that. I could get used to the sight.”
“Thanks, but it really wasn’t that big a deal.” Reese knew that her girlfriend was playing the praise up to make her feel better. It was working anyways.
“Classic humble brag if I’ve ever seen one.” Ayla chuckled and gave Reese a quick kiss on her cheek. Followed by a not so quick kiss on her neck. “How’s your motivation holding up? Need another boost?”
Reese laughed. Now that she was in the midst of it and had managed a little accomplishment to stroke her ego, she was actually enjoying herself. As usual, being active wasn’t all that bad once she’d made it over the initial hurdle. Chances were, if Ayla had simply started the next workout, she would have joined in without any complaints. Which didn’t mean that she minded a little sexy attention.
“One can never have too much motivation,” she said as she not so sneakily guided Ayla’s hand to her chest.
While the workout had taken the worst edge off her arousal, the ten minutes hadn’t been enough to let her cool down. Reese was slowly working up a sweat, and seeing her barely clad girlfriend flex her muscles certainly didn’t help with keeping her mind out of the gutter.
Ayla’s lips clamped around the base of her neck. Reese moaned as her girlfriend sucked hard on her weak spot. That was going to be visible for days, and the thought only got Reese even hotter. If there was one thing she loved more than some oral attention on her neck, it was being marked by Ayla’s love. Ayla’s gentle nipple pinches were pretty high up on the list as well. Or the things Ayla’s other hand was doing to her soaked pussy right now.
It took barely a minute to get Reese panting heavily again. It was kinda ironic that the pleasure was quicker to get her sweaty and out of breath than the workout, but by this point she was crazy horny and her body had become so sensitive all over. Every little touch made her shiver with bliss, and Ayla didn’t waste time with little touches. She went all out, making Reese knees shake as she struggled to keep herself upright.
Ayla let go of her neck with a loud smacking sound. The spot she’d kissed so violently kept prickling in the sweetest ache, and through the mirror Reese could watch the purple bruise form on her glistening skin. “Ready for the next workout?”
Reese only nodded, not trusting her voice as Ayla slid her hand out of her panties, leaving her pussy swollen and tingling. And it certainly didn’t help her arousal how Ayla cleaned her hand by rubbing the wetness into Reese’s breast.
Her performance during the next workout was less than stellar. It was a leg routine and not even all that intense, but doing slow, deliberate movements was a lot harder when your legs were already shaking before you had even started. And the horny glow didn’t make it any easier to focus on what the trainer was doing on screen when she could instead watch the leggings stretch over Ayla’s ass. Or the little drops of sweat forming on her girlfriend’s sexy abs. Reese tried to do her best, she really did, but while she certainly was sweating by the end of the video, the workout had only played the smallest part in that.
“You seemed kinda distracted,” Ayla teased her. “What’s the matter? Do you need even more motivation to keep going?”
“I’m not sure I can take more motivation,” Reese joked, though it wasn’t far from the truth. She’d barely cooled down during that last workout, and the need was killing her.
“A wise woman once told me that one can never have too much motivation.” Ayla leaned over Reese, grinning down on her. She looked so amazingly sexy with that self-assured expression on her slightly sweaty face. Reese would have been so ready to initiate another make-out session, one that didn’t end until at least one of them had rubbed a sloppy orgasm out of the other. But she recognized the look: The times where she initiated anything were over. Ayla had slipped into full domination mode, the one where Reese got to do nothing but lie back and enjoy whatever pleasures were heaped upon her.
Only that lying back wasn’t in the cards today.
Ayla cupped Reese’s cheek, playing along her lower lip with her thumb. “Ready for another workout?”
Reese kissed Ayla’s fingers. “Ready for anything.”
“Perfect.” Sadly Ayla left it with a quick peck on Reese’s forehead before she retreated to kneel between her legs. “I would have put on a glutes workout to finish up, but it’s much more fun if I become your personal trainer for that one. Can’t leave exercising your butt to someone else. You won’t need these, by the way.” She grabbed Reese’s leggings and panties and pulled them down her legs, leaving her lying in only her bra.
“And what do you want me to do? Trainer?” Reese knew that she had an absolutely stupid grin on her face, but she couldn’t help herself. As turned on as she was, even the prospect of more sports was exciting, especially when such an eager Ayla was making her do them.
“Glute bridges,” Ayla said. After a quick second where she realized that not everyone had her encyclopedic knowledge of workout routines she continued “Keep lying on your back, legs spread, feet flat on the ground for now, and raise your hips. Then drop down again when I give you the signal and go right back up, until I tell you otherwise.”
Reese took a deep breath to get herself ready. She didn’t quite see what this exercise had to do with her butt. It seemed more like a pretense to make her show off her exposed pussy.
Not that she had any problem with that. She did as she was told, lifting her hips until her crotch was her highest point, and gasped when Ayla ran her tongue over her swollen folds. Fuck, that felt good! She bit her lip and clamored for more, but her girlfriend kept it at that one single lick.
“That was the signal. Down, and give me the next rep!”
Reese felt her aching abs, but she wasn’t even mad. She quickly raised her hips again and sighed in satisfaction when Ayla ran her tongue over her throbbing pussy once more. But again just one single time. The message was clear: Reese was going to have to work for her pleasure. Which was perfectly fine. This was the kind of workout she could get behind.
As she went up again and again, each time rewarded by a heavenly lick that further stoked the flames of her arousal, she learned why this was supposed to be a butt exercise (or glutes, as the fancy-pants called it). She hadn’t noticed at first, but she needed to squeeze her cheeks quite a bit to get her hips high enough. Reese barely even felt the growing ache in her muscles, though. The exciting tingle in her pussy took priority over everything else.
“Let’s try a little endurance training,” Ayla said after who knew how many reps. “Spread your legs more, get on the tips of your toes, go up and hold it as long as you can.”
That pose was a lot more precarious with how much Reese’s legs were shaking already, and it was immediately apparent that it put much more strain on her ass as well. But Reese wasn’t going to disappoint her girlfriend, especially not when she was so nicely rewarded for her efforts.
Ayla wetted her thumb and gently pulled back the hood of her clit. Reese gasped as her most sensitive spot was laid bare. The hungry look in Ayla’s eyes made her shiver. She got the distinct feeling that this endurance training wouldn’t be just about strength.
The almost electric shock as Ayla’s tongue flicked against her overexcited clit made her involuntarily drop her hips. She almost lost her balance completely and just so managed to get herself back into position.
“Someone’s twitchy,” Ayla teased as she leaned in for her next attack. This time it was a quick series of kisses. Less urgently intense, but in Reese’s current state still more than enough to make her squirm.
“It’s your fault,” Reese moaned. It was hard to keep her eyes open. She was so crazy turned on, and Ayla’s soft lips brushing over her throbbing clit made her head swim.
Ayla’s only answer was a giggle and her tongue making its return, gently flicking against Reese’s most sensitive spot. Reese clenched her fists as she willed her body to stop shaking. She didn’t want this to stop, but staying in position was quickly becoming impossible.
It wasn’t just the burning in her calves and butt that got harder to bear by the second. Ayla didn’t keep it at a few licks this time. Her tongue never gave Reese a break, and it didn’t take long until the tension in her loins was growing worse than that in her muscles.
“Fuck, if you keep doing that, I’ll…”
“I told you to hold out, didn’t I?” Ayla stopped just long enough for this little taunt, before going right back to showering Reese’s clit with her deceptively skillful affection.
Reese whined. She’d already been close to coming, and the order to restrain herself immediately made her need so much more urgent. She tried to distract herself by focusing only on the strength it took to keep her hips up, but that barely bought her another half a minute or so.
Ayla knew how to use her tongue to squeeze every last bit of pleasure out of Reese’s clit. It was too much! If Reese had to hold herself up for even a couple of seconds longer while suffering these heavenly licks, she’d simply explode, whether she wanted to or not.
“Please, I can’t anymore!”
Ayla flicked her tongue one last time before she had mercy. If leaving Reese hanging on the edge with her pussy on fire could be called a mercy. “You may get down.”
Reese dropped down, only now realizing how much she’d been straining her calves to remain on her tip-toes. The relief when she could finally relax the aching muscles in her butt almost sent her over. She dug her fingers into the mats, forcing herself to take slow, controlled breaths in an attempt to keep her orgasm at bay. Going over now when Ayla had stopped with her oral game would be so frustrating.
Not that it was any less frustrating to lie there and wait for her body to back down from the edge, every pulsating contraction between her legs sending another little wave of pleasure through her. She was sweating all over from how hot she was in every sense of the word, and keeping herself from reaching for her burning pussy was turning into a workout of its own.
“That was brutal,” she complained when she was finally out of the danger zone. But at the same time she couldn’t stop herself from grinning like crazy. Who would have thought that working out could be this much fun?
“I know. All the best exercises are. Ready for another round?”
Reese had to laugh. They were about an hour into the session now, and with how unused she was to physical exercising, she should have been fucking exhausted. And she was, but at the same time her raging arousal pushed the aches of her body out of her mind and made her want nothing more than to continue this glorious madness.
She still had to grit her teeth as she got back onto her tip-toes and realized just how much her calves burned already. Well, if she was sore after this, that would at least give her a valid excuse to skip the next workout. Only that this thought wasn’t as appealing as it should have been. Maybe if they kept this up, Ayla would manage the impossible and actually make her want to get active.
For now Ayla managed the very much not impossible task of getting Reese right back to the edge with only a couple of licks. Reese moaned out loud as she realized that she hadn’t cooled down at all, and that her need was burning just as fiercely as before. She felt ready to beg for another break already, but that would have been a pathetic performance only a few seconds in.
She tried to hold on, she really did, but Ayla was simply too good at what she did, and Reese was too exhausted to both keep the exhausting pose and hold the orgasm at bay. By instinct she focused on the thing she could succeed at by simply powering through, and when Ayla’s tongue slid over her clit in an especially heavy flurry of licks, it got too much. Reese’s stomach sank as she realized that the pleasure had pushed her past the point of no return.
“Oh God, don’t stop, don’t stop, please,” she whined as the orgasm shook her body. She had to put her feet flat on the floor to stop herself from simply toppling over, but despite the burning ache in her butt she forced herself to keep her hips up. If she dropped away from Ayla’s mouth now, all that sweet pleasure would fizzle out. Or worse yet: If her girlfriend left her hanging as a punishment for not holding on like she was supposed to. Reese was already frustrated that she hadn’t been able to live up to her own expectations. If she’d lose that orgasm as well, she might actually cry.
But Ayla was there for her. She even grabbed Reese’s butt cheeks, supporting her with her arms to make it easier for Reese to hold herself up while Ayla continued to eat her spasming pussy out. It felt like her mouth was everywhere at once. Strong, hungry licks around Reese’s gushing entrance kept her afloat with a nice, mellow pleasure and rounded out the sharp clitoral stimulation. Ayla moaned in unison with Reese, sending deep vibrations through her lips into her core that helped to extend the climax even further.
Only when the wild spasms of the orgasm slowly died down did Ayla let Reese drop to the floor. And even then she followed with her mouth, kept licking her all over. She avoided Reese’s now oversensitive clit, but she gently lapped over Reese’s soft folds to make the tail end of the climax as long and pleasurable as she could.
“Phew!” When Reese’s pussy finally stopped clenching for good after a ridiculously long time, she fully collapsed onto the mats, limbs sprawled out like a dead starfish. Her abs hurt, and by now she was sure that she’d be sore all over tomorrow, but that was okay. It had been so worth it.
Even if it shouldn’t have ended so early.
“Sorry,” Reese said, looking at Ayla sheepishly. “I totally lost it there. You’re just too good at this.”
“That’s okay.” Ayla crawled on top of Reese and kissed her. A sweet gesture that got a lot raunchier with how Reese could taste herself on Ayla’s wet lips. “Did you have fun anyway?”
“So much fun.” Reese laughed and stole another kiss. “Thanks for not leaving me hanging there. That would have been so awful.”
“I might be mean, but I’d never be this cruel. Especially not after you’ve been such a good girl today.” Ayla nuzzled Reese and her smile got a little dirtier. “But it seems like we need to work on your endurance. We might have to do some focused training there.”
“Oh no, how horrible.” Reese stretched herself as best she could with Ayla half lying on top of her. Her body was pretty done for, but it wasn’t the kind of exhaustion that made her want to lie down on the couch and not move a single muscle for the rest of the day. The memories of all the nice and naughty things Ayla had done to her were still vivid in her mind and filled her with an exciting glow that made her eager for more. “Pity I won’t get my reward now, though.”
“Why not? You’ve done the whole workout with me, and you did your best all the way through, so you totally deserve to be spoiled a little. For now we should finish up with a quick stretch and a shower, but after that I’d love to treat you to a second round in the bedroom. If you’re still up for it.”
“More than up for it.” Reese pulled Ayla down into a proper kiss, one that showed how much she loved her girlfriend and everything she was doing to her. And also how horny Reese still was. The orgasm had been great and taken the most urgent edge off her need, but her sexual stamina was so much higher than her physical one. Ayla had promised to get her off any way she wanted, and she’d gladly take a real nice second orgasm. And maybe a third. Or fourth. The day was still young after all.
“It’s a date, then.” Ayla’s face was glowing when Reese finally let her go again. “But you’ve got to promise me that next time it won’t be such a struggle to get you off the couch.”
That was a promise Reese gladly made. To be fair, it wasn’t the first time she’d made it, and so far it hadn’t worked out all that well, but right now she could believe that it would be different this time. Working out was fun. Maybe even without the sex, but she’d never say no to a little extra motivation.






  
  The Thorny Path of Being a Good Girl


Sydney already knew that something was up from the way Emma asked for her punishment. 
By itself, her girlfriend asking to be disciplined wouldn’t have been unusual. As weird as it might sound to “normal” people, their relationship had only deepened since they’d started incorporating physical punishments into it. Emma had always struggled with self-worth and feelings of inadequacy, and receiving the occasional painful session helped her work through these issues, gave her a sense that she had atoned for all her mistakes, real and imagined, and allowed her to move on.
While Sydney had been skeptical at first, she’d warmed up to the idea once she’d realized how much her girlfriend got out of these punishments. Giving and receiving pain had become an intimate thing for them, not really sexual, but similar in how it brought them together in a way they could never envision practicing with anyone else.
Today felt off, though.
They were almost at the end of their one week’s vacation in a little cabin in the woods. It had started out pretty well, but before long Emma’s mood had soured as her plans to use this retreat to get back on her physical exercise, restart her creative productivity, and in general become a much better person overnight, had met the harsh reality of this simply not being how humans worked. Sydney had tried her best to be supportive, to celebrate all the accomplishments Emma did manage, but it hadn’t been enough, and so she’d found herself facing a very contrite and dissatisfied Emma who was all but begging to be chastised.
Sydney had sent her out into the woods with a pair of pruning shears and the instruction to return with a stick that felt right for her punishment. It was a nice idea, she thought, giving Emma some agency and making sure that she’d be satisfied with the outcome of the session.
She expected Emma to bring her a birch twig or a hazelnut stalk. Something that was thin and bendy and would burn like a bitch when used with force on a tender bottom. These kinds of caning-like spankings were always so effective at melting Emma’s frustrations. After all, it was impossible not to feel properly punished when your ass smarted so badly that you didn’t even dare sit down for the rest of the day. Despite the weird mood, Sydney found herself looking forward to the session. It was fun to stripe Emma’s ass, and she knew that once her girlfriend had cried herself out, things would be so much better.
She didn’t expect Emma to return with a short twig that was tensely covered in sharp thorns.
“What’s that?” Sydney asked, looking at the thing in Emma’s palm dumbfounded. The twig looked like it would prick your fingers no matter how gingerly you tried to pick it up.
“You said to bring the stick that I felt I deserved,” Emma said. Her voice was low and trembling, but she looked Sydney straight in the face, determination in her eyes. “Please. I’ve been a major fuck-up. I need to be treated as such.”
“You’re not a major fuck-up,” Sydney protested. As ready as she was to play into Emma’s need for attention, it never felt right to hear her girlfriend talk herself down. Emma had been getting better in that regard, but it seemed like her perceived failures over the course of this vacation had undone most of her progress. “You just set some unrealistic goals for yourself, that doesn’t make you a bad person.”
“I know,” Emma mumbled. “Still, would you do it? Please? I really need it right now.”
Sydney looked at the thorny twig again. It was impossible for this idea not to end in blood and tears. “You know that I don’t want to actually hurt you.”
“I know that I’m asking a lot.” Emma looked at her with such big, pleading eyes that Sydney’s heart ached at the thought of refusing her. “And it’s okay if you don’t want to do it. It was just another stupid idea.”
“No, it’s not stupid!” Sydney burst out. “If you want me to use this thing on you, then I’ll do it. You know best what you need, and I’m gonna trust you on it.”
“Thanks.” That single word sounded so heartfelt that Sydney vowed she’d do whatever it took to get over her discomfort and give Emma the punishment she yearned for.
She just needed to figure out how.
One thing was for sure: There was no way she was going to spank Emma with this thing, and not just because it would be a bloody affair for sure. The twig was too short, and it was also so thorny that Sydney would hurt herself as much as she did Emma. She could have asked for clarifications on how Emma wanted her to use the twig, but that would have broken an unspoken agreement between the two of them: Emma was the one who decided the severity of her punishments, but it was Sydney’s job to figure out the details.
Thankfully Sydney had a twisted mind.
“Get pen and paper ready,” she told Emma. “I know just the thing you need.”

A couple minutes later everything was ready. Sydney had brought one of the plain wooden chairs they usually avoided since they were pretty much the antithesis of comfort. Which made them a perfect fit for a punishment, and they also weren’t in danger of getting damaged, unlike the padded ones. Sydney carefully picked the nasty twig up by its ends and put it on the chair, parallel to the desk so Emma would sit on it with both cheeks while minimizing the risk of getting the thorns into the more precarious spots between her legs.
“You sure you want to do this?” she checked in with Emma one last time.
“Do you?” Emma asked back, the sincerity of her question throwing Sydney momentarily off balance.
Did she want to subject her girlfriend to this punishment? Truth be told, the thought of these sharp thorns cutting into Emma’s skin still made her a little queasy. Emma shouldn’t come away with any actual injuries at least, since she wouldn’t move a lot, and Sydney had a spray bottle with disinfectant ready just in case, so everything was fine from a safety perspective. And it wasn’t like Sydney was against the idea on principle. So far she’d never regretted playing along with Emma’s wishes to increase the intensity. She just hoped that this wouldn’t turn out too spicy for her after all.
“I do. I want to give you exactly what you need, and right now you need to take a seat.”
“Yes. Thank you, Sydney.” Emma kissed Sydney’s cheeks before she raised her dress and carefully lowered herself onto the chair. She’d already been going commando as a way to spice up her dress code for their vacation, so there wasn’t even the thinnest piece of fabric protecting her cheeks.
Despite her eagerness to be punished, Emma hesitated all the way down, lowering her butt one millimeter at the time, coming to a full stop the moment the first thorn poked into her skin. Sydney didn’t rush her girlfriend, didn’t even say anything. She was ready to support Emma if she actually went through with the punishment, but she wouldn’t fault Emma for reconsidering, and she felt like any active encouragement would only create expectations and force Emma to push through even if she didn’t really want to.
For a moment it looked as if Emma was about to throw in the towel after all, but then she took a deep breath and sat all the way down, with a speed that made Sydney wince.
Emma grimaced. She was all tensed up, sitting as if paralyzed, carefully avoiding any movement of her butt that would grind the thorns further into her.
“Are you okay?” Sydney asked, feeling almost as tense as Emma looked.
“Yes,” Emma whispered. She sounded close to tears, but the look of determination in her glistening eyes was unbroken. “Please continue.”
“Okay.” Sydney gathered herself. She was still a little anxious, but seeing her girlfriend this stable gave her the confidence to go through with her plan. “Take the pen. I want you to write ‘The path of being a good girl is a thorny one, but I have the strength to walk it anyway.’ And you’re going to do it as many times as it takes for you to believe it. Or until you can’t take it anymore.”
Emma reached for the pen. She winced at the pain that even such little movement caused her. Still, her voice was steady as she said “I can take it.”
“That’s my girl.” Sydney bent down to kiss Emma’s forehead. “Remember: You’re not punished for being weak. You’re punished because you forgot that you’re strong and amazing.”
Emma sniffled and wiped the wetness out of her eyes. She didn’t say anything, just gave Sydney an adoring look, raised the pen and started writing.

Neither of them talked as Emma filled page after page with her tidy handwriting. Sydney sat by, watching her girlfriend flinch every time she dropped the tension in her muscles for even just a moment. Emma’s lower lip was white from how intensely she gnawed on it. Her pain was obvious, and yet she didn’t even allow herself to whimper. If only Emma realized how strong she really was. Sydney doubted that there were many people able of such determination and resilience. Hell, she herself certainly couldn’t have done it.
As the minutes dragged on, Sydney’s discomfort with the whole situation slowly melted away and was replaced by the warm mix of excitement and lovely adoration she always felt when she was fully immersed into punishing Emma. She’d never considered herself a dominant or a sadist, but she couldn’t deny the thrill she got out of causing the person she loved most in the world a bit of pain in a fun, controlled setting. She could have watched Emma’s struggles for hours without ever growing bored. Every flinch, every sharp intake of breath only made her heart swell with even more love for her perfect girlfriend.
Emma made a point of only stopping once she’d filled all ten sheets, front and back, with copies of the phrase. “Done,” she declared after ending the last “y” with a little flourish of her wrist. A flourish she immediately regretted as she grimaced at the pain.
“Very good. I’m proud of you,” Sydney told her with not a trace of irony in her voice. “You may get up again.”
If anything, Emma rose even more slowly than she’d lowered herself. The anxiety came back when Sydney saw the thorny twig rise together with Emma’s butts. She was already prepared for the worst, but a first glance didn’t even reveal any blood. A second glance would have to wait until she’d gotten the twig unstuck from Emma’s cheeks.
“Hold still, I’ve got to pull the thorns out.”
Sydney pinched both ends of the twig between her fingers. A gentle pull only served to make Emma wince. The thorns were in deeper than Sydney had hoped. It took a bit of wiggling (which had to sting so badly) until the twig finally came free.
There was blood, but only a row of red dots, most of which yielded not even a tiny drop. And most importantly: No thorn remained stuck in Emma’s cheeks. Seemed like both the thorns and Emma herself had been stable enough for the sharp spikes to break her skin without breaking themselves.
“How bad is it?” Sydney asked, in awe that Emma had been able to sit still for the full ten sheets.
“Not that bad, actually.”
Was that disappointment in Emma’s voice? It was clear that it had hurt a lot, but admittedly it also hadn’t looked like the agony Emma must have been psyching herself up for. It didn’t matter how good or bad an experience was in a vacuum, a mismatch with expectations always left a sour taste.
“You don’t sound happy with your punishment.”
“I’m sorry, it’s just…” Emma took a deep breath and looked Sydney straight in the eyes. “I need more. Would you make me walk it for a bit longer, this thorny path of being a good girl?”
Sydney took Emma into her arms. Now that this experiment had worked so nicely, she was open to the idea of pushing things a little further. “I guess we can give it a shot.”

Once they’d disinfected the scratches on Emma’s butts (none of them were big or deep enough to warrant any further treatment) Sydney made Emma show her where she’d gotten that twig from. The source turned out to be a sprawling thicket that to Sydney’s limited botanical background looked like a dried up wild rose bush.
It was a daunting, tangled thing. Its stalks were much longer than the one Emma had brought her, but Sydney could see how cutting out little pieces on the outside was the only feasible course of action. It was impossible to get at the main stalks without reaching right into this knot of thorns, flaying your fingers in the process.
There was enough material for lots and lots of little pieces, though, which got Sydney’s gears turning. She told Emma to take a break at the cabin, before returning with thick gardening gloves and the pruning shears.

Emma’s eyes went wide when Sydney brought her back once all preparations were done. More than half of the thorny thicket was gone, cut into pieces that were scattered along a rough approximation of a line.
“Is that…” Emma began.
“The thorny path of being a good girl, yes,” Sydney finished the sentence for her. “Are you ready to walk it?”
“You mean…” Emma looked down at her sandals.
“Without those, yes.” Sydney gripped Emma’s hand. Now that her idea was about to turn into reality, she realized how much of a step up it was from simply having Emma sit on that one single twig. She was asking a lot here. Too much, maybe.
“That was the idea at least, but I guess overdid it a bit. Maybe we should forget about it and find a more reasonable punishment.”
“No!”
The finality of that single word stopped Sydney dead in her tracks.
“I didn’t walk the path of being a good girl for that last week, so it’s only fitting that I have to make up for it by doing it this way now.” Emma slipped out of her sandals. Her nervousness was palpable in her every hesitant movement, but so was the quiet determination within her.
“You know that you don’t have anything to prove or to make up for, right?” Sydney asked, still holding Emma’s hand. “That you’re my good girl whether you do this or not?”
“I know.” Emma left the longest pause before continuing. “But I could be better. I wanted to be better, and I could have been, but I didn’t manage. And that’s why I want to do this. As a reminder that I have the ability to do things even when they are difficult. That I don’t have to be a failure.”
“You’re not a failure. Don’t even say such a thing!”
“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that.” Emma got herself back together. “Still, can we do this? Please? Will you guide me along the path of being a good girl?”
“Of course I will.” Sydney pulled Emma into a tender kiss. “You know I’d do anything for you.”
“I know. Which is why I want to be the very best that I can be. For you.” Emma moved in for another kiss before taking a step back, never letting go of Sydney’s hand in the process. She placed herself right at the start of the thorny trail and closed her eyes. “I’m ready.”
“Wait, you’re not even gonna look?” Sydney asked incredulously.
“Why would I need to see when I have you to guide me?” As much as Emma tried to make it sound lighthearted, she couldn’t keep the tension out of her voice. Not being able to see where she stepped made the whole thing harder by an entire order of magnitude.
Sydney was about to protest again, but stopped herself. Emma wanted to do this, and Sydney wasn’t going to undermine her agency by arguing about what Emma could or couldn’t do. Especially since this whole thing had been Sydney’s idea to begin with, which implied that she’d believed in her girlfriend to be able to take this punishment. She wasn’t going to retroactively take this trust away.
“Of course I’ll guide you,” she said instead, forcing herself to control her emotions. “I’ll be with you every step of the way.”
“Then let’s do this. Let me show you how much I want to be your good girl.”
Once again Emma didn’t quite manage to translate her determination into actions. She only took the tiniest, most careful step, her leg shaking as she slowly put her foot down, freezing when she felt the first thorns against the middle of her arch.
Once again Sydney neither rushed her nor risked a sense of obligation by praising Emma. She just stood by, holding Emma’s hand while her girlfriend slowly gathered her courage.
“Let’s go further,” Emma finally said. Most of her weight still rested on her tiptoes, but Sydney really couldn’t fault her for keeping the pain to a minimum for as long as she could. “Go slowly, but don’t stop.”
Sydney gently pulled Emma’s hand, making her take the next step. This time Emma ended up with a thorny twig right where she tried to place the balls of her foot. Since she hadn’t put any weight on them yet, she instinctively pivoted to shifting the weight onto her heel instead.
Only that another thorny piece was right under her heel.
Emma twitched away. She was already off balance from her first foot not being properly set down, and her being blind only added to her disorientation. She stumbled, only preventing a fall by holding on to Sydney and taking a quick step forward. Right onto more thorns, and this time her whole weight was behind the step, driving the sharp spikes into her sole.
Sydney winced in sympathy at Emma’s pained gasp. Tears shone in the corners of her girlfriend’s closed eyes. “Are you okay?”
Emma winced as she tried to raise her foot, only to find that the thorny twigs stuck to her skin. Still, she gritted her teeth and said “I’m fine. Keep going!”
Once again Sydney was tempted to declare that it was enough, that they should stop this madness. And once again she decided not to patronize her girlfriend. Emma knew what she was doing, and it was admirable how much she wanted to go on despite the pain.
With one foot already compromised, Emma had a much harder time shifting her weight and avoiding more thorns. Only a couple more steps in she had twigs sticking to both her soles. And what was even worse, she’d lost the initial ones, rolling them off in a way that all but guaranteed that some thorns had stayed in her feet. They were gonna have a lot of fun pulling them out later. And they had to sting so badly with every step Emma took.
“I have no idea how you do it,” Sydney said when they were about halfway through the path she’d prepared. The distance only amounted to a couple of meters, but it felt so much longer when every little step made Emma whimper before she gritted her teeth and put her weight down anyway, pushing countless thorns into her poor soles. “I would have given up after the first meter, tops.”
Emma didn’t say anything, but for a moment she had a triumphant smile on her lips.
Sydney wanted to heap more praise onto Emma, tell her how crazy, but also how amazing she was. She knew better, though. Emma had the bad habit of protesting against praise, to take it as a challenge to find a reason why it was invalid and she wasn’t that amazing after all. What always worked, though, where these little comments that casually implied that others couldn’t do what Emma was doing right now.
And Sydney most certainly could not have walked blindly over these thorns, to keep going even as the pain in her soles made tears run down her cheeks. Her girlfriend was built differently, though. Every step had to be such a struggle for Emma, and yet she always continued, no matter how much it hurt, demanding that Sydney didn’t spare her until she’d walked the entire path.
She still collapsed onto the soft soil when Sydney finally told her that she’d made it to the other side.
“Oh fuck,” Emma cried out as she wiped away her tears so she could properly look at her battered feet. “Fuck, that was brutal!”
“I’m sorry,” Sydney whispered. The mere sight of Emma’s soles made her cringe with guilt and vicarious pain. One twig still stuck to Emma’s left foot, but most of them had fallen off, leaving the skin scratched raw. Once again there was much less blood than Sydney had feared, but that was the only thing Emma had going for her. It was impossible to tell at a glance how many thorns were still buried in her skin.
“Don’t be,” Emma told her, her voice firm despite how she grimaced with pain as she gingerly pulled the twig off her foot, revealing more open scratches that had to burn like hell. A burn that only got worse when Sydney grabbed the bottle of disinfectant and generously sprayed it all over Emma’s soles.
“Thank you,” Emma continued through clenched teeth. “You really showed me today. If I can make it through this, I can do absolutely anything.”
Sydney knew that this confidence wasn’t going to last. In her experience it would take a week at most until Emma’s destructive thoughts were back and she needed another punishment to remind her of her strength. Still, it was nice to hear Emma’s unironic pride while it lasted.
“Of course you can. You’re the strongest person I know.” Sydney kissed Emma, followed by an apologetic smile. “And I’m sorry, but you’ll have to be strong for a bit longer. You’re not going back until I’ve got every last thorn out.”
She brandished the tweezers she’d prepared, predicting this exact situation. Emma winced at the sight.
“Don’t worry, I’ll be as gentle as possible.”
“It’s okay, I can take it,” Emma said, her smile genuine. “I’m your good girl after all.”
“Yes, you are.” Sydney moved in for another kiss. And another. And a third one, just for good measure. “And don’t you forget it.”
“If only not forgetting was that easy.” A shadow crept over Emma’s face, but it was gone again in an instant. “That’s okay, though. Because I know that you’ll be there to remind me again. To set me back on the right path, even if it’s a thorny one. Because you’re my perfect girlfriend.”
“And so are you.”
Sydney allowed herself another minute or two of cuddles and kisses before she got to work, her heart still pounding from how much she loved her girlfriend. She didn’t think of the future and the new problems it would bring. All that mattered right now was how great it felt to see Emmy being fully satisfied with herself.
And how cute her noises were every time Sydney pulled another thorn out of her feet. Because causing pain wasn’t always about teaching a lesson. Sometimes it was just fun.






  
  Group Project Blues


It’s conventional wisdom not to mix business and pleasure. And as with so many other pieces of conventional wisdom, young and naive Tiffany had thought they didn’t apply to her. 
After all, why shouldn’t she team up with her girlfriend for group projects? Most other students she’d gotten to know at university during her first two years had formed groups with their friends, which had worked out fine. Or at least as fine as group projects could work out. And there were several advantages to picking your partner as your, well, partner: There was no need to schedule meetups since you were already living together, you already knew each other’s strength and weaknesses so it was easier to distribute tasks in the best way, and most of all you were both motivated to do your best, because you didn’t want to leave your loved one hanging.
Or so the theory went. But with the deadline looming next week and their report still only consisting of Tiffany’s half, she had to wonder if this might be one of the rare cases where the old ones were right with their supposed wisdom.
Tiffany went into the living room where she was greeted by the familiar picture of Lucy lying on the couch, her feet up on the backrest, typing on her phone. Everything from her posture over her comfy sweatpants to the several cans of energy drinks beside her on the table should have made her look like an absolute slob. The unfair thing about Lucy, though, was that she managed to pull off absolutely any look. Before meeting her, Tiffany had been convinced that every person had things like bad hair days or outfits that looked less than flattering on them. With Lucy, though, it seemed like she could be wearing a literal potato sack after not showering for a week, and she’d still look wild in a sexy way instead of run down and disgusting.
To be fair, it was a nice quality for a partner to have. A romantic partner, that was. It didn’t help get any actual work done.
“Hey, there!” Tiffany was about to sit down next to Lucy but opted to keep standing instead. She had the feeling that she could use any ounce of authority she could get. “How’s your part coming along?”
Lucy stretched her head back and dropped her phone on her tummy so she could look at Tiffany. The pose looked ridiculous in a kind of adorable way, especially since she didn’t stop typing. Tiffany was convinced that Lucy could text people while literally being asleep. It was a pity that Lucy so rarely used this superpower of hers for academic purposes.
“What part?” she asked, her perfect lips slightly parted in an expression of innocent confusion.
Tiffany steeled herself. She couldn’t allow herself to get enamored by her girlfriend. “The part of the report you promised to write? You know, the report that’s due next week? That part?”
“Oh, right.” Lucy stopped typing. She took the tip of her index finger between her lips and looked up at her girlfriend with big eyes, a gesture she knew never failed to make Tiffany’s stomach flutter. “I’m sorry, I totally forgot.”
“You forgot?” Tiffany repeated flatly. Not that she was surprised. While Lucy had pretty much a photographic memory when it came to people, she either couldn’t or didn’t want to remember the less fun things, and Tiffany was increasingly certain it was that second option.
“Yeah, sorry,” Lucy said again. “Would it be okay for you to do it? You’re much faster than me with those things, and also much better anyway. I promise, I’ll make it up you.”
The tip of Lucy’s tongue played against the finger at her mouth. Her other hand also just so happened to tug at her shirt in a way that by total coincidence led to her showing a lot more cleavage. There was no doubt about how Lucy intended to “make it up” to Tiffany.
The thing was: It was tempting. Internally, Tiffany had already resigned herself to writing the entire report. It had always been the most likely outcome. And to Lucy’s credit: As useless as she might be as a study partner, as selfless she was in the bedroom. If Tiffany let her off the hook, she could look forward to some sexy action now, and later to an entire evening of being spoiled in any way she wanted. So, yes, it was tempting to let Lucy pay her way out of her responsibilities with her body.
But if Tiffany gave in to the temptation, she’d only encourage this kind of behavior going forward.
“Sorry, but it’s gonna take a little more than that this time,” Tiffany said, forcing herself to stay firm despite how tingly she got from watching her girlfriend casually suck on the tip of her finger. Lucy was far too good at turning her on. “You can’t solve every problem with sex.”
“But it’s fun. And it worked so well until now.” Lucy’s winning smile wavered when she realized that Tiffany was serious. “Look, I’m sorry. I promise I’ll do better next time.”
“That’s what you said last time.”
“Fair enough.” Lucy traced her tongue along her upper lip. Despite looking genuinely apologetic, she still had a flirty air about her. Either one of these things was just an act, or Lucy had become so accustomed to seducing Tiffany that it was second nature to her without even thinking about it.
“Maybe you’ll have to remember me more forcefully so I won’t forget.”
“What do you mean? Stand behind you with a whip so you don’t slack off?”
“Could be fun,” Lucy joked. “A bit unpractical, though. But you could spank me for being such a bad girl until I mean it when I promise to do better.”
A little jolt went through Tiffany. Was Lucy serious right now? It was hard to tell, what with her constant flirting and shit talking. So far they’d never done any such kind of play, but to her surprise Tiffany found that the idea was intriguing to a degree where she’d be disappointed if it turned out to be just a joke after all.
Lucy was always so sexy and in control. Would she be able to keep that up while she got her butt reddened? Well, the sexy part definitely, but it would be fun to see her cockiness taken down a notch for once.
“I guess I could, yes,” Tiffany said before she had a chance to overthink things. She felt that this was one of those opportunities that you had to go for immediately lest it slipped away. “Should I put you over my knees right here?”
Lucy paused. She looked so adorable with her eyes widening in surprise. Maybe it had been just a joke after all. But Lucy wasn’t one to be thrown off her game easily. “Nah, we gotta do it properly. Play a little dress-up. You know, you as the strict headmistress and me as the student who’s been sent to get her ass whooped for not doing her homework.”
It was still unclear if she was just joking around or not. She definitely looked up for a little adventure, but the thing with Lucy was: She always looked up for a little adventure. Maybe she was just talking trash to get Tiffany hot as a lead-in to some more conventional sexy time. But if it was a bluff, Tiffany was willing to call it.
“In that case: I want you in my office in five minutes. If you’re late or don’t look the part, your butt’s gonna pay for it even harder.”
Lucy’s wide-eyed stare, her finger still between her lips, was the most precious thing ever. She definitely hadn’t expected Tiffany to actually follow through. But she didn’t back down, either. “I’ll be there. Headmistress.”
With a last wink she got up and disappeared into the bedroom for a wardrobe change, but not before cheekily looking back at Tiffany while shaking her butt. A gesture that was somewhat lessened by her baggy sweatpants, but still more than sufficient to get Tiffany hot and bothered.
For a moment Tiffany just stood there, baffled both by the fact that this might be actually happening, and by how turned on she was. Her frustrations about the report were forgotten at this point. Who cared about such trivialities when she’d somehow stumbled into a chance to make her girlfriend squirm in a whole new way? Now she just had to hope that she could play the role convincingly.
Lucy was hogging the wardrobe in the bedroom, but that was okay. Tiffany’s fancy clothes had their own cupboard in their “office” (a tall name for the room with the computers in it, given that a lot more gaming than working happened there). Changing into a better shirt and putting on a blazer was all it took to look like a proper headmistress.
Well, not exactly. Tiffany was missing one essential thing. Luckily this was one of the times when it paid off that both she and Lucy were too lazy and/or disorganized to properly store or throw away stuff they didn’t need anymore.
There, in a half forgotten corner of the room, lay a small assortment of wooden pieces, the remains of various furniture assemblies. Tiffany had no idea if the stick she picked up was supposed to be part of a curtain mounting, or a pole to help plants grow upwards, or if it was just one of these completely random pieces you sometimes found in the box with no indication how they were supposed to belong to the piece of furniture at hand. Not that it mattered. It was about as long as her lower arm, hard but a little bendy, and most of all it looked almost exactly like the tool old teachers used to point at things on the blackboard. And even older teachers had used on unruly students.
In a word: It was perfect.
A knock at the door shook her out of her daydreams. A knock that would have sounded more authentic had Tiffany remembered to close the door behind her. Well, too late for that now.
“Come in!”
Tiffany was proud of how firm her voice sounded, with not a hint of the giggly energy she felt inside. Since getting together with a girlfriend who had a thing for sexy roleplay, her acting skills had improved significantly. It was almost surprising that they’d never gone for a teacher-student thing before.
Of course Lucy had gone all out. There was no trace of the “I’m lazing around at home” look anymore. Instead, her buttoned white shirt (showing as much cleavage as possible without counting as openly indecent) and checkered skirt (as short as one could conceivably get away with under a normal dress code) perfectly sold the impression of this fictional kind of student who channeled her entire existence into being as much of a sexy tease for the authority figures around her as possible. The only thing missing from the picture was the lollipop to seductively suck on.
Her eyes shone with anticipation as she spotted the stick in Tiffany’s hand. Despite the two of them having never played around with real spankings before, she didn’t look the slightest bit nervous at the prospect of getting her ass thrashed with a proper punishment tool. It might just be an act, but given her bubbly excitement and her teasing tone when she said “You wanted to see me, headmistress?” it was much more likely that she genuinely didn’t respect the situation she was in.
Good. That meant there was no reason to hold back.
Tiffany checked her phone. “I wanted to see you two minutes ago. You have some nerve, showing up late when you’re already in trouble for not doing your homework.”
“Oh, I’m sorry.” Lucy dragged that last word out, her lips pursed in a half pout that was the perfect mix of bratty and adorable. She bent forward a bit, not so subtly presenting her cleavage to Tiffany. “Is there any way I can make it up to you?”
Tiffany barely suppressed a laugh. Of course Lucy would maneuver them in the same position as before, only that now it was even more tempting. After several iterations of “Poor tenant seduces landlord into waiving her rent”, “Caught pickpocket proposes an indecent arrangement to the detective” and similar scenarios they’d acted out over time, Tiffany’s body was trained to associate this tone and this look of Lucy with imminent sex. But once again she managed not to let her immediate arousal distract her from what this was really about.
“You had more than enough chances to better yourself,” she declared, her harsh tone betraying nothing of how tingly she was inside. She even managed to meet Lucy’s eyes without letting her gaze wander further down. “We tried it the nice way, but since you’re obviously unwilling to cooperate, I see no other way but to beat some sense into you. You might not listen to reason, but maybe you’ll at least listen to the stick.”
Did that even make sense? Tiffany was very aware that no one would actually talk like this, but she was over the point where she broke character to apologize for unrealistic or cheesy lines. She’d learned that when it came to this kind of improvisation, keeping the energy up was much more important than the actual words themselves.
“You’re right, headmistress. I’ve been a bad, bad girl,” Lucy shot back, hamming it up at least as much as Tiffany had. She grinned as she bent over the desk and raised her skirt. To Tiffany’s surprise she was actually wearing panties (proper white ones, naturally), though Tiffany only saw them for a second before Lucy pulled them down in a swift swoop. “My butt is all yours, headmistress. Satisfy yourself in any way you want.”
Tiffany’s mouth went dry as her girlfriend thrust her supple butt cheeks at her, making sure to tilt her hips in a way that presented her sweet little pussy as well. It was so, so tempting to grope her a little, but Tiffany had decided that she wasn’t playing this kind of headmistress today. This was supposed to be a punishment, and she wasn’t going to let Lucy set the pace.
“I think you still don’t understand the gravity of your situation. Time to show you what happens to bad girls around here.”
The stick snapped across Lucy’s cheeks with a startlingly loud crack. Though not as startling as Lucy’s high-pitched yelp as she jumped from the impact. Tiffany felt a twinge of bad conscience as she watched the red line bloom on Lucy’s butt. That looked like it had hurt much more than intended. “Sorry,” she mumbled, breaking character.
“Wheew!” Lucy took a deep breath to gather herself. Once she’d done so, though, the manic energy in her voice only grew. “Nice one, headmistress. A few more of those and I might actually consider bettering myself.”
Tiffany grinned to herself. Now that she knew she hadn’t overdone it, the excited arousal immediately returned. She tapped Lucy’s butt a couple times with the stick. Not hard at all, but somehow it still had enough of an effect to make her girlfriend tense up all over. “You do realize that by giving me lip, you only make things worse for yourself?” she asked, giving Lucy a final chance to signal her to slow down.
“What can I say, I just love using my lips for all kinds of things.” There was the slightest hint of hesitation in Lucy’s voice, but that didn’t stop her from showing her brattiest self. Which was all the encouragement Tiffany needed.
The stick smacked down three times in rapid succession, painting three almost parallel lines that curved beautifully over these sexy cheeks. Lucy’s gasps quickly rose into a pained howl. After the third strike she jumped up, dancing from one foot to the other as she reached back to protect her smarting ass.
“Keep your hands to yourself, missy! And bend back over the desk! I’m not done with you yet.”
Lucy whimpered. After a moment’s hesitation, though, she did as she was told, bending back over to present her abused butt.
Tiffany gave her girlfriend some time to calm down. Time she spent transfixed by the fruits of her actions. The lines on Lucy’s skin were of a beautiful fiery red, not so dark as to hint at bruises, but maybe that was just a visual delay. Even without Lucy’s violent reactions it would have been obvious that this wasn’t a beginner-friendly spanking at all. Maybe Tiffany should have taken this as a hint to put the stick away.
She didn’t, though, and not just because the sound and the feel of these cracking impacts gave her such a rush of wild energy. While Lucy clearly hadn’t expected this level of pain from her punishment, she didn’t back out. And Tiffany knew her girlfriend too well to worry about this being a case of misguided pride or something of the like. Lucy was very vocal about things she didn’t like, and she would have stopped the scene after the first swat if she’d felt that it went too far.
No, Lucy was willfully subjecting herself to her continued punishment, even now that she fully understood what she was in for. That had to take quite a bit of strength, and Tiffany wasn’t going to devalue that by letting unfounded worries get the better of her. And who knew, maybe Lucy even thought she actually deserved this, deep down.
Tiffany touched the stick against one of the previous welts. Lucy twitched, but given how gentle Tiffany was, it had to be from surprise and anticipation rather than from pain.
“Does it hurt?” Tiffany asked softly, stroking the stick over Lucy’s butt in an almost tender motion. She finished up by tracing the tip nearly all the way to Lucy’s pussy, only to pull back at the last moment.
“Yes,” Lucy whispered. It was fun to watch her struggle between the instinct to thrust out her hips to follow the stick in the hope for some intimate touches, and the instinct to pull back and steel her butt by clenching hard.
Tiffany struck. A lot lighter than before, just a quick flick of her wrists that didn’t even leave any visible trace, but it still gave a satisfying snap and an even more satisfying hitched breath from Lucy, showing that it had hurt nonetheless.
“Do you think you deserve this?”
Lucy chuckled. “I’m a bad girl. I deserve everything I get.”
It was good to hear that Lucy still had her energy. But it was also a sign that Tiffany hadn’t made a real impression yet.
“At least we’re in agreement there.” She brought the stick down with full force.
Lucy cried out as a crimson line appeared on her butt, growing darker and thicker by the moment. “Hands to yourself!” Tiffany reminded her when Lucy instinctively reached back again. That one must have hurt like crazy, and judging by Lucy’s labored breaths it kept burning something fierce. Still, she was a good girl and kept her hands on the desk, even if her fingers were white from how hard she clawed them into the wood.
“If you want to be able to sit tomorrow, you should maybe start apologizing,” Tiffany said, even though it might have been too late already. That last strike was a bruise for sure. One Lucy would keep feeling for a while to come.
“I’m sorry, headmistress.”
It sounded flat and unconvincing. The tingle in Tiffany’s stomach grew even hotter as she realized that this might have been on purpose.
“Not sorry enough, if you ask me. But we can fix that.”
She followed up with several more strikes, not with her full strength, but hard enough to redden the skin, and also more than hard enough to make Lucy scream. Especially when one of the strikes crossed over the bruise.
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” Lucy wailed, shaking from the effort not to reach back. She sounded like she was approaching her limits.
“Sorry for what?”
“I’m sorry for letting you down.”
“What?” Tiffany froze up. That had sounded way too serious.
Lucy looked back over her shoulder. She was nervously gnawing on her lower lip. And was that a hint of wetness in her eyes?
“I’m sorry,” she said again. “You know, for always saying I do stuff and then not following through. I know it’s a pretty shitty thing to do, but, well…”
“Hey, you know I’m not actually mad at you, right?” Tiffany put the stick down and gave Lucy an encouraging smile. Yes, she had been a bit annoyed, but the last thing she wanted was for her girlfriend to actually feel bad. “Just do your best next time and all’s good.”
“Thanks. I will.” Lucy took a deep breath and a smile crept back on her lips. “Wow. Guess a spanking can make you genuinely want to do better. Who would have thought?”
“If it really works, I might have to do it more often from now on.” Tiffany grabbed Lucy’s butt and squeezed. That was always a fun thing to do, even more so now that the lingering pain made Lucy flinch in the cutest way.
“Feel free. But not too soon. I feel like my butt’s gonna take several days to recover. That stick’s brutal,” Lucy said with a little laugh.
“Guess you’ll have to be a good girl for at least that long, then.”
Tiffany ran her fingers over Lucy’s ass, tracing the red lines, paying special attention to the bruise left by the strongest strike. It looked so pretty! She was a little sad that she had to stop already. Then again, there was no reason to end the scene just yet. Especially since there was no way Tiffany would be able to focus on work before she’d taken care of some other things first.
Or rather, let Lucy take care of things. Maybe they should do a sixty-nine pose, so Tiffany could look at Lucy’s butt while her girlfriend showered her in bliss.
“Just out of curiosity: Is that other repayment offer still up?”






  
  Until You Love Yourself


The afternoon had started so nicely: Nice lunch, followed by a nice nap in bed that progressed into nice cuddling, turning even nicer as Alex slowly got more handsy. An unspoken suggestion that Stephanie was all too receptive to. 
It hadn’t been the most intense or inventive sex ever, but it hadn’t needed to be. Stephanie had still been in a cozy mood from the napping and cuddling, so a bit of fingering and lots of loving kisses were exactly what she’d wanted. And an orgasm could be plenty satisfying without making you scream the whole neighborhood down.
So, yeah, the perfect nice afternoon, Stephanie thought as she floated in her afterglow, feeling ready to fall right back into another cuddly nap.
After a blissful minute or two, though, she pushed through the cozy heaviness in her mind. Alex had given her so much pleasure, Stephanie wanted to reciprocate in kind. She shifted in their embrace so it was easier to slide her hand over Alex’s side and tummy, until her fingers cheekily slipped into her girlfriend’s panties.
Which was when the afternoon stopped being so nice.
Alex tensed up, flinching away. “No need, I’m good,” she mumbled.
Stephanie pulled her hand back. She could have let it go. After all, it was perfectly fine and normal for one of them to give the other some pleasure, while not being in the mood for getting something in return. But there was more at play here. Had been for weeks now, and it was becoming increasingly clear that without a confrontation, things would only get worse.
Still, being too aggressive would only push Alex into the defense, so Stephanie acted as if she hadn’t noticed her girlfriend’s suspicious behavior and asked “Are you sure? I wouldn’t mind spoiling you a bit. You know that I love nothing more than seeing you happy.”
“I know,” Alex said. She had a slight flush on her cheeks that wasn’t just from embarrassment. It was clear that she would have liked to say yes. If only her inner demons didn’t get in the way. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled instead, averting her eyes.
“Don’t be. There’s nothing to be sorry for. Just…” Stephanie took a deep breath. She couldn’t avoid the issue any longer. “It’s about the side effects, isn’t it?”
Alex nodded weakly. “I’m sorry,” she said again.
Since a bit over a month now, Alex was on a new medication. One that had finally managed to soften the destructive moods Alex sometimes got, and helped her to find the energy to act on the things she wanted to do instead of despairing about her lack of motivation for anything. After several failed attempts and visiting more doctors than Stephanie wanted to count, it had been great to see Alex genuinely and consistently happy. These pills truly were a godsend.
Except for the tiny issue of the side effects.
Due to some interaction with the hormonal system that Stephanie lacked the medical knowledge to fully grasp, the pills had led to Alex’ clit growing. Not dramatically; it had just become more prominent and the parts surrounding it protruded a little, but it was still subtle enough that it was within the normal range for women, albeit a bit further out on the statistical bell curve.
The doctor had told them that this was a perfectly normal documented side effects, and that it shouldn’t get worse after the first few weeks. So the positive clearly outweighed the negative. Not being robbed of all happiness and motivation on a regular basis was well worth an ultimately insignificant cosmetic change. And Alex thought so, too. She’d gone through far too many terrible phases throughout the years that she would have said no to a cure that actually helped.
But that didn’t stop her from being supremely self-conscious about her body.
“You know that I don’t mind at all, right?” Stephanie asked softly. “You’re as beautiful as you’ve always been.”
“I know,” Alex said without much conviction. “It’s just… weird.”
“Weird doesn’t have to mean bad.” Stephanie knew that this wasn’t the most convincing of arguments, but she had to say something. “I mean it: I still think you’re hot. Nothing has changed there. You don’t have to hide from me.“
Alex managed a weak smile. “Thanks. I know you mean it. That you like me anyway. It just sucks that there has to be an ‘anyway’.”
“But there is no ‘anyway’!” It came out harder than intended, and Stephanie quickly lowered her voice. The last thing she wanted was to make Alex feel like she was being scolded.
It was hard to stay calm, though when the reason for her girlfriend’s anguish was such a non-issue. Stephanie understood Alex being unhappy with this unexpected change in her body, but it just wasn’t true that it made her in any way less desirable to her. “I love you exactly as you are. With everything that entails. Not despite it. Or do you also only love me despite the burn marks on my thigh?”
The sting in Stephanie’s chest stood witness to the fact that despite all this time, she still wasn’t completely over the topic. And no wonder, given how that accident in her childhood had been the reason she’d never worn short skirts or pants through all her teens and well into her time as a young adult. In fact it had been Alex and her adorable “it kinda looks like a smiling face, doesn’t it?” who’d taught her to stop thinking of the marks as something nasty and ugly that needed to be hidden.
“Of course not,” Alex burst out immediately. “But that’s different.”
Stephanie was about to argue back, only to pivot to a different strategy.
“Maybe you’re right. It is different. My burns are basically just pure cosmetics. With you on the other hand, it could be a real opportunity. I know it’s a change and that’s always hard, especially such a sudden one, but who knows, if you give it a chance, it might even be for the best. Just think of the possibilities. I might be able to make you feel good in entirely new ways now.”
Alex shifted uneasily. She clearly wanted to believe Stephanie.
“Come on, at least show me,” Stephanie nudged when Alex didn’t reply. “You’ve been hiding all this time, I didn’t even get a proper look yet. I swear, I won’t be weirded out, and I won’t pretend just to make you feel better. I truly love my best girl just the way she is, and I want to show that to her. Please?”
The combination of the pleading and the puppy eyes did the trick. Alex rolled over onto her back and hooked her thumbs into her panties. “You promise you won’t pretend? I’d much rather you don’t like a part of my body and be honest about it than you force yourself to say otherwise.”
Stephanie put her hand on Alex’. “You trust me, don’t you?”
“I do.”
With a last sigh Alex pulled her panties down. Her trembling showed how much strength it took her not to twist away as Stephanie sat up to get a proper look. But she was a good girl and didn’t resist when Stephanie gently opened her legs, fully laying her bare.
The growth was more pronounced than Stephanie remembered, but that shouldn’t have come as a surprise. Since they’d first discovered the change, Alex had become increasingly secretive about her genitals, never letting her girlfriend get more than a quick glimpse.
On a closer look, Stephanie had to rescind her earlier assessment: If Alex was still on the bell curve of clit shapes, she was close to falling off the far end. Her clitoris, including the hood and the whole package, sat at the top of Alex’ pussy as a small hill, almost the size of a thumb nail. Due to its growth, the hood couldn’t quite contain the main part anymore. Stephanie had always shaken her head at romance authors describing that little nub as a “pearl”, but here she saw the vision. It really was like a pink pearl shining out from its shell.
“Freaky, isn’t it?” Alex said. “Almost like a small… you know…”
“No, it’s not. Freaky, I mean. And it looks nothing like a dick. Believe me, I’ve seen far too many of those. No, what you have is much prettier. And it looks so inviting. Makes me want to kiss it.” Stephanie gave Alex a cheeky smile. “May I?”
Alex gnawed on her lower lip, staying silent. Stephanie already worried that she’d been too forward and had pushed her girlfriend further into her shell, when Alex gave the tiniest nod.
Stephanie took her time, letting the anticipation build for the both of them. Her face hovered inches from Alex’ crotch, enjoying the sweet, heavy scent that had been denied to her for weeks now.
It had been another one of Alex’ grievances that her pussy was pretty much constantly wet, though not in the dripping way that was generally considered sexy. Her moisture was thick and sticky, and it had a stronger smell than that of most other women Stephanie knew. It wasn’t a bad smell, though, once you got used to it, especially with how Stephanie had inadvertently conditioned herself to salivate if she so much as caught a whiff of it.
At the start of their relationship, Alex had been hesitant about Stephanie eating her out, for fear that she’d be disgusted by the stickiness and the strong taste of her pussy. In turn, Stephanie had pushed against this protests, insisting that she wanted to do it anyway.
It had taken so, so much oral pleasure until Alex had finally internalized that Stephanie wasn’t just pretending. For weeks there had always been at least a trace of that taste on Stephanie’s tongue at any given moment. She’d eaten her girlfriend out so often, she’d almost forgotten that other kinds of having sex existed. But she had truly enjoyed each and every time she’d gone done on Alex, even more so when she could see her girlfriend’s doubts slowly melting away until she finally didn’t hate her body anymore.
Now that they were pretty much at the same point again, Stephanie could only hope that a similar treatment would work.
She slowly leaned in all the way. Her plan had been to place just a quick kiss, but Alex’ clit slipped so naturally between her lips, she couldn’t resist the temptation.
“Please don’t suck on it,” Alex whined, her voice tense from a mixture of discomfort and arousal. “It makes it feel even bigger.”
Stephanie thought that a pity. She would have loved to see Alex’ sexy reactions to her really sucked on that engorged nub. But she respected her girlfriend’s wishes and backed off a little, stopping with her slightly parted lips just barely brushing against Alex’ clit. After a few seconds, she brought out her tongue for the tiniest lick.
Alex shivered, her adorable gasp betraying that despite her grievances, the pleasure got to her. It might have helped that while they’d had sex a couple of times during these last few weeks, Alex had never gotten much pleasure in return due to her hiding herself.
“Is it still as sensitive as always?” Stephanie asked after making Alex twitch with another quick flick of her tongue. The doctor had warned them that sensitivity might decrease, but it didn’t look that way to Stephanie, and Alex’ shaky “Yes” gave the final confirmation.
“Would you like me to continue, then?” Stephanie stayed close enough that the words made her lips softly brush against Alex’ clit.
“Maybe,” Alex whispered. “If you really want to.”
“Of course I want to. I’d love nothing more.”
Stephanie had rarely been this gentle in her oral ministrations. She respected Alex’ wish not to suck, didn’t even go for stronger licks, no matter how much she wanted to properly feel the new shape of Alex’ clit against her tongue. Instead she went for a mix of fluttery kisses and the softest prodding with the tip of her tongue, as if she was a kitty lapping up drops of milk.
Her restraint didn’t imply a lack of impact, though. Soon Alex was tensed up all over, whining as the need battled her dissatisfaction. A part of her clearly fought the pleasure, didn’t feel like she deserved it, but at the same time Stephanie was far too skilled in making her feel good. Every time Stephanie changed things up a little by tasting Alex’ wet folds, she was rewarded with a barely suppressed moan that went right back to these adorable whines when she returned to teasing Alex’ most sensitive spot.
She could have sworn that her girlfriend’s clit was getting bigger with every lick. Well, of course it was. It was completely normal for such stimulation to make the blood rush into that nub, making it swell. The effect was just much more pronounced due to Alex’ clit being this big to begin with. And given how much pleasure these little licks brought already, Stephanie could only imagine how amazing her girlfriend would feel when she attacked her clit from all sides at once.
“Sure you don’t want me to suck on it?” she asked after endless minutes of blissful teasing.
Alex kept whining. Her lust was palpable, but in the end her embarrassment won out. “Yes. Sorry.”
“It’s okay.”
Stephanie didn’t push further. She just kept licking, one soft lap at a time, enjoying the familiar taste on her tongue and the fact that she could finally bring her girlfriend some pleasure again, even if it was only in a restricted setting.
Soon a different kind of tension took hold of Alex. While less obvious due to the muted nature of the stimulation, Stephanie immediately recognized the symptoms of the impending orgasm. She increased the frequency of her licks, more deliberately driving Alex towards her climax.
Only to stop at the very moment that Alex held her breath, ready to go over.
Alex’ whine of frustration made Stephanie question if her spontaneous idea might be a little too mean. She silenced these doubts. Both of them were living proof that sometimes the only way through a problem was to face it head-on with relentless exposure therapy.
“I don’t think it’s fair,” she told her confused girlfriend. “That you get to profit from your clit when you hate it. Don’t you agree?”
“What do you mean?” Alex asked, her legs twitching in frustration. Her glazed eyes told of the flood of hormones coursing through her from that almost-orgasm.
Stephanie slowly dragged her tongue over Alex’ clit, with just the right intensity to get her girlfriend right back to the edge, but no further than that. “Look at how it twitches. Isn’t it the hottest thing ever?”
Alex looked down at her clit that was indeed visibly twitching after once again being denied the bliss that Stephanie’s tongue could bring. “Maybe,” she mumbled. “But I still think it looks weird.”
Another lick. Another gasp of burning pleasure.
“I think it looks sexy as all hell,” Stephanie said, teasingly licking her lips. “And I want you to see it, too. So how about we postpone that orgasm until you agree that you’re hot, just the way you are?”
“But what if I won’t?” Alex whispered. She sounded uncertain, but it wasn’t an outright rejection.
“I’m sure we’ll get there.” Stephanie smiled and leaned in for another lick that made Alex twitch with pleasure. “After all, how long can you hate something that makes you feel this good?”
She didn’t feel as confident as she acted, but she knew that Alex needed her to be a source of security right now.
“So, how do we go from here?” Alex asked. Once again it wasn’t a rejection. She seemed more than happy to give herself into Stephanie’s hands, trusting in her girlfriend to know what she was doing.
“For now we’ll give it some time.” Stephanie pulled Alex’ panties back up. “We’ll get up and do something else with the day, while the idea that you’re as sexy as ever slowly sinks in. And from time to time I’ll give you some little reminders how fun your clit is, until eventually you love it just as much as I do. Does that sound like a plan?”
It very much did not, if Stephanie was honest with herself. It was a crazy idea that should never actually work. But Alex didn’t call her out on it. She trusted her to make it work, and so Stephanie would live up to that trust, even if she had to improvise on the way.

Of course things were never that easy. Stephanie and Alex kept talking for quite some time to make sure they understood each other, and especially that Alex was still okay with this little experiment when her mind wasn’t clouded by arousal anymore.
Or at least not as clouded anymore, for having Alex stay horny was the whole point, so her arousal could act as a catalyst to help guide her emotions in the right direction.
Still, they spent most of the following afternoon and evening as if nothing had happened, cozily rewatching their favorite show together, with an extended break to cook dinner. But even during these mundane activities there was always a hint of something going on in the background.
Alex was more cuddly than usual, for once. She hovered close to Stephanie, casually touching her whenever the situation allowed, while idly chatting about whatever was on her mind at the moment. Stephanie was sure that Alex’ behavior was an act for the most part. While their little game had certainly left her sexually frustrated, there hadn’t been enough teasing to have such a lasting effect on her energy. It was much more likely that this was Alex expressing her happiness about Stephanie taking steps to help her. Which of course only made Stephanie appreciate these loving touches even more, and she was happy to reciprocate in kind.
It was rare for them to have sex twice in the same day, but as the evening turned into night, their cuddles came alive with a certain electricity, and it became clear that they wouldn’t go to sleep without taking the first proper steps into their little game.
Stephanie took her time riling Alex up. She restrained herself to hot kisses and tight embraces that let her hands wander all over her girlfriend’s body, while avoiding the real naughty places. Over endless minutes she slowly ramped up the intensity, lingering on Alex’ sensitive neck for ages before moving on to her breasts, kissing and sucking her stiff nipples until Alex was shaking with need. And then she kissed her way back up to Alex’ lips before starting all over again.
Her diligence paid off, for when she finally hooked her fingers into Alex’ panties, her girlfriend was swamped in arousal to the point that she had completely forgotten about her embarrassment. For a joyous moment Stephanie believed that by some miracle Alex had already made peace with her body.
When Stephanie placed her lips on Alex’ clit, though, Alex twitched back, as if the sensations had been an unwelcome reminder of her change. Well, Stephanie had never expected this to be quick or easy.
“I’m sorry.” Alex shifted back into position.
“Don’t apologize. Just lean back and enjoy.”
Stephanie helped Alex back into the mood by going for the light licks that had worked so well in the afternoon. In no time at all Alex was squirming from lust again instead of from discomfort.
As Alex approached the edge, Stephanie slowed down. She wanted the moment to last, and it might help if Alex had a nice phase of bliss before the frustration set in.
“How does it feel?” Stephanie asked between gentle licks over Alex’ folds.
“Real nice,” Alex purred, her voice deep from arousal. She sounded like she had once again forgotten all about her problems.
The perfect opportunity to push a little.
“Then let me make it even nicer,” Stephanie said and closed her lips around Alex’ engorged clit, popping it into her mouth.
Alex tensed up, but she didn’t twitch away, which Stephanie took as a good sign. She didn’t really suck on Alex’ clit, just gently nibbled on it with her lips. Alex remained tense, but her breathless moans betrayed how much she enjoyed the sensations despite herself.
Stephanie engaged her tongue. She parted her lips a little, so she could lick all around Alex’ clit, something that was all the more satisfying for how Alex’ clit permanently poked out from its hood, so no matter which angle Stephanie attacked it from, she always got a nice reaction. She could have spent hours doing nothing but mapping out every little detail of her girlfriend’s most sensitive spot.
Alex didn’t share her patience. Within minutes she was approaching the edge. Stephanie teased her for a bit longer, but once the risk to push Alex over became too great, she finished up with a deep, wet kiss before retreating from Alex’ twitching clit.
“I think that’s enough for today.”
Alex whined. She clawed her fingers into the bed sheets to deal with the tension. “Why?”
“You know why.” Stephanie crawled on top of Alex so she could look her right in the eyes. “Be honest: That felt amazing, didn’t it? And I couldn’t have done this before the change.”
“I guess…” Alex gnawed on her lip. She shifted beneath Stephanie, her cheeks flushed from lust that had nowhere to go.
“But you’re not convinced yet. That’s okay.” Stephanie grinned down at Alex. “We’ll get you there.”

They were busy with work over the next days, which helped keep Alex grounded. But even so they always snuck in at least a quick play session before bedtime. So while the arousal might not have been on Alex’ mind for most of the day, she always fell asleep hot and bothered, squirming in Stephanie’s arms.
And it didn’t take long until her arousal was on her mind all the time.
By the end of the work week she had gotten extra cuddly and touchy. More than that, during dinner on Friday Stephanie caught Alex working her hips, constantly clenching and unclenching her legs. It was subtle enough that even Alex herself might not have been aware she was doing it, but once Stephanie had noticed the signs, they became more obvious by the second.
“Do you want something?” she teased her girlfriend, lifting her foot onto Alex’ chair so her toes could brush against her inner thighs, to make it extra clear what she was talking about.
Alex flinched, and in the most adorable turn of events she even blushed a little. Seemed like she really hadn’t been aware of her own actions.
“Maybe,” she said. It was obvious how much control it took her not to hump Stephanie’s foot. “Could we do a little more tonight?”
Stephanie tapped Alex’ crotch with her toes before pulling her foot back. She grinned at how this small gesture was enough to make Alex bite her lip to stifle a moan. “I’d love nothing more.”

Right after dinner Stephanie took Alex into the bedroom, stripped her down and turned her on with hot kisses all over her body. Not that it would have been necessary, with Alex squirming in need from the very start, but she saw no reason to cut their fun short.
“Look how beautiful it is,” she said when she had finally grown bored of the foreplay and her lips had found Alex’ pussy. Alex’ swollen, wet pussy. Her scent was stronger than ever, and her lower lips looked so hot, literally glistening with her thick, sticky juices.
Alex did look, her face flushed with arousal. Her voice sounded uncertain, though, when she asked “Did it get bigger?”
“It certainly seems that way,” Stephanie conceded.
Alex’ clit was more pronounced than ever. Stephanie hadn’t even touched it yet, and it was already swollen to the point of having almost completely escaped the confines of its hood. In addition to its size, its color had changed as well over the last few days, turning a hot, dark pink that betrayed the fire burning inside this not so small anymore nub. “I’m pretty sure that’s just because of our little experiment, but I wouldn’t mind it staying like this forever. I mean, isn’t it the sexiest thing ever?”
Stephanie caught Alex’ clit between thumb and index finger and gently pulled the hood all the way back, fully exposing that hot, twitching pearl.
“It’s freaky how big it is,” Alex protested, but Stephanie couldn’t find the previous disgust at herself in Alex’ eyes anymore. It seemed like the arousal indeed helped to smother the negative emotions.
“Yes. So big and so, so fun to play with.” She kept eye contact with Alex as she poked out her tongue and let its tip flick all over that clit.
Alex groaned, clenching her fists. She kept staring for maybe a minute, mesmerized, until the teasing became too much and she threw her head back in frustration. “Oh God, please,” she moaned.
“Please what?” Stephanie gave Alex’ clit a short rest, but only to run her tongue between her wet folds, gathering their delicious taste while teasing all of Alex’ other tender spots.
“Please, I need it,” Alex whined. “It’s been so long.”
Stephanie chuckled. She had never had her girlfriend literally beg for sex before, and she found the experience far hotter than it had any right to be. She could really get used to this adorably needy Alex who looked so sexy in her frustration.
“But I don’t think you learned your lesson yet,” she teased, tormenting Alex’ clit with soft licks that had to be so deviously unfulfilling.
Alex’ only reply was a drawn-out whine. She squirmed beneath Stephanie, but she didn’t try to avoid this sweet torment, and she didn’t ask for mercy, either, it should be safe to push things even further.
“You know, I’m sure it would feel so amazing if you just let me suck on it. It looks so inviting and so sexy and I want nothing more than to show you how much I love it. Don’t you want that, too?”
Another whine, followed by the tiniest “okay.”
Stephanie suppressed her laugh. While it was amusing to see Alex’ defenses erode, she didn’t want her girlfriend to feel like she was making fun of her. That didn’t stop her from being a little extra mean, though. For purely therapeutic reasons, of course.
“That wasn’t very convincing,” she teased, and just to give her words more weight she circled around Alex’ engorged clit with the tip of her tongue, just barely grazing it without granting it any proper friction.
Alex banged her fists against the bed. “Please,” she wailed. “Please… please suck on it.”
It still didn’t sound convinced, but Stephanie was proud of Alex for having said these words at all. Her girlfriend had come one step closer to accepting her body, and she deserved to be rewarded for it.
Alex’ breath caught as Stephanie popped her clit into her mouth. After almost a week of regular but unfulfilling sex she had turned supremely sensitive. And once Stephanie started sucking, that sensitivity was exploited to the fullest.
Stephanie could only imagine what it felt like to Alex, though her howling moans and her frantic thrashing gave a pretty good indication. The vacuum made Alex’ clit even bigger, which in turn made it even more satisfying to suck on. Stephanie would have gladly continued until her lungs burned, but sadly this technique was far too effective. It felt like only a couple of seconds had passed before she had to stop in order to prevent Alex from going over.
Alex’ frustrated whine when she let go was the hottest thing ever. “Please,” she begged. “Please, I need it so much!”
Stephanie believed her. Alex’ clit had turned a bright red and looked ready to literally explode. The need had to be absolutely killing her. At the same time Stephanie was barely in control of her own arousal anymore. She might have started this experiment for a greater cause, but she had underestimated how hot it would be to torture her girlfriend like this. Or that Alex would play along so readily when she got mean. They so had to continue exploring these feelings even after this was over.
Though it was far from over yet.
“You need what?” Stephanie riled Alex up with another lick over her pussy. The taste was intoxicating in its richness, the viscous thickness of Alex’ juices making them cling to the insides of Stephanie’s mouth. It felt like they were still latched on to every single taste bud, even after she had swallowed several times.
“You know what. Please!”
“Have you learned your lesson yet?”
“Yes?”
This time Stephanie couldn’t help but laugh. Alex was just too adorable.
“Prove it. Say ‘Please suck my beautiful big clit.’ But say it like you mean it.”
“Please suck my… my beautiful big clit.”
It was painfully obvious that Alex was only saying it because she was told to. She was a terrible actress and an even more terrible liar. Still, she had said it at all, which was one more tiny step of progress. A step which needed a reward, though if Stephanie was honest with herself, she was so horny that she could have barely held herself back anyway.
“Since you ask so nicely,” she said and closed her lips around Alex’ clit again.
She used less force this time so she’d be able to enjoy this devilishly sensitive nub for longer. Even so it only took seconds until Alex tensed up as she approached the edge. Stephanie gave her clit one last lick before letting up, leaving her girlfriend shaking from sexual frustration.
“You didn’t sound all that convinced yet,” she teased. “Let’s try that again.”
Alex’ wide eyes were filled with lust, her chest rapidly rising and falling from her heaving breaths. She needed it so badly, and she was the most beautiful women Stephanie had ever seen for it.
“Please suck my beautiful big clit.”
It sounded just as forced as the first time, but that was okay. They had all evening. And of course Stephanie sucked her anyway. Just enough to make her hit the edge, leaving that swollen nub throbbing in hot frustration.

Stephanie had lost count of how often they went through “Please suck my beautiful big clit”, followed by mind melting, but ultimately fruitless oral pleasure. The muscles in her face already ached from all the sucking, but every time she considered calling it quits, Alex pleaded once more, and Stephanie couldn’t restrain herself.
Her girlfriend had turned into the most beautiful mess. Alex’ quivering voice was barely more than a whisper, each “Please suck my beautiful big clit” more desperate than the last. Stephanie always gave her just the tiniest break to cool down, short enough that it might have been more merciful to tease her all the way through instead of making her hit a hard edge again and again, endlessly.
With each iteration Stephanie had to work harder to hold Alex in position and keep her legs apart. It wasn’t like her girlfriend actually wanted to get away, but she was so agitated from the hot frustration coursing through her, she couldn’t control her own body anymore, twitching and even thrashing like crazy. Which contributed to how by the end of it she was all sweaty, her physical exhaustion matching her mental one.
“Please, please,” she begged, still squirming even though Stephanie had finally stopped torturing her. “Please, I need it so much!”
“I know,” Stephanie said soothingly. Talking felt funny with her facial muscles this tired. Likely her speech was just as slurred as Alex’. “But I don’t think you’ve learned your lesson yet.”
“I have,” Alex protested, but her petulance was fooling no one, not even herself.
“You know you haven’t,” Stephanie said in that same calm tone. “But that’s okay. I know you’ve made progress, and I’m very proud of you for that.”
Alex’ only answer was a desperate whine. She clearly was at her limits. And no wonder. Stephanie doubted that she’d have looked any better after such brutal tease and denial.
“But look at it! You’ve got to see how beautiful it is.”
Maybe it was cruel to make Alex look at her bright red, absurdly swollen clit, thereby reminding her of her burning need. But Stephanie was serious. She truly felt like there was nothing more beautiful or sexy than this engorged bundle of nerves throbbing in hot need, and she wanted Alex to see that, too.
Alex did look, and she seemed just as mesmerized as Stephanie, though likely for different reasons. Her lower lip was frayed from how much she’d gnawed on it, and even now she didn’t manage to stay silent, every other breath accompanied by a hot whimper and a shiver running through her body.
“Tell me how that isn’t sexy as hell,” Stephanie continued, gently pulling on both sides of Alex’ pussy to make her clit stand out as prominently as possible. “Because it’s so big, I can play with it in so many different ways, and all of them make you feel absolutely amazing, don’t they?”
Alex nodded. “It is pretty nice, yes,” she ventured after a little pause.
Stephanie grinned to herself. She knew Alex too well and could see right through her. Yes, she had managed to plant a seed in her girlfriend’s mind, but Alex’ words right now had been purely out of the hope that Stephanie wanted to hear them and would reward them with some sexual satisfaction.
“It really is,” she said. “And I think we should give this idea some more time to sink in.”
“What? But… but…,” Alex whimpered when Stephanie picked up her panties and pulled them back up her legs. She had the most adorably begging puppy eyes that should have melted the coldest of hearts, though on Stephanie they had the opposite effect. Right now Stephanie couldn’t get enough of this newfound desperately aroused Alex.
“No buts,” she said, delighting in wrapping her sadistic glee in loving softness. “Be honest with yourself: You’re not quite there yet, are you?”
“No,” Alex admitted, her voice barely more than a whisper. “But it’s so hard.”
It took far too much self-control for Stephanie not to make an improper pun regarding Alex’ very hard and erect clit. “The important things are never easy,” she said instead. “But if you need to let off some steam, playing with you was really fun, and I’d appreciate some attention myself now.”
Alex laughed. It was a scuffed, slightly crazed sound. “That’s evil. After all this, you want me to get you off while I get nothing?”
“You don’t have to if you don’t want to.” Stephanie pulled Alex’ panties all the way up. She did it in a slow, careful way, and it certainly was just an accident how the cloth ended up rubbing against Alex’ still completely exposed and overly sensitive clit in the process.
Alex squirmed, the cutest noises coming from her sweet mouth. She hooked her thumbs into her panties, but only to adjust them so as to take off the pressure. No matter how much she might have wanted to, she didn’t take her satisfaction into her own hands. She had fully submitted to Stephanie when it came to her pleasure.
And in every other way.
“I want to,” she breathed. “And thank you. For doing this.”
“You’re so welcome.”

Over the following half an hour, Stephanie learned another major advantage of having a terminally needy girlfriend: The oral sex was absolutely amazing.
It might have helped that after teasing Alex for so long, she was crazy horny herself, so anything would have felt good, but still. Alex gave it her all, as if she was eating Stephanie out as a way to distract herself from her own need. Stephanie couldn’t remember ever coming this hard from oral play alone. Or so often.
Cuddling after sex was always nice, but that night it had the extra spice of knowing that Stephanie was the only one satisfied. While Alex had somewhat calmed down again, she shifted much more than usually, and she reacted to the slightest touch, as if her entire body had gotten more sensitive. As much as Stephanie was looking forward to bringing this experiment to a successful finish, she’d be sad to see this new side of her girlfriend go.
But that moment hadn’t come yet, especially since Stephanie had vowed to be extra diligent with teaching Alex about loving her body. Which is why when they woke up the next day and a still very horny Alex tried to start something, she decided to escalate things further.
She slid Alex’ panties down, but instead of getting back in position for some more oral teasing, she lightly sucked on Alex’ thumb and index finger before guiding them down between Alex’ legs so they ended up resting to both sides of her clit.
Alex tensed up. This way of touching herself meant that she couldn’t escape how unnaturally large her clit had become. Which was the whole point, of course.
Stephanie placed a soft kiss on her frown. “Show me what it looks like when you love yourself.”
“But…”
Alex didn’t say “But I don’t,” though the words hung in the air even so. Stephanie did her best to pretend she hadn’t noticed.
“Just do it. See how good it feels. And you know what they say: If you pretend for long enough, it becomes reality.”
Alex didn’t look convinced, and the weekend before she would have insisted that it felt too weird and that she didn’t want to touch herself, especially not with Stephanie watching. However, the past week, and especially the previous night, had brought her to a point where she couldn’t help but crave the pleasure, where she had to concede that weird didn’t necessarily have to mean bad.
As much as the unfamiliar sensations still bothered her, it was just as obvious how good it felt for Alex to have some control over her own pleasure. Her touches were slow and careful at first, but soon they picked up in pace, her breathing getting harder as her fingers rubbed in circles over her engorged clit.
“You like that, don’t you?” Stephanie whispered into Alex’ ear. She was stroking along Alex’ inner thigh, but only so her girlfriend had an intimate reminder of her presence. She didn’t interfere with the self-love in any way.
Alex nodded. Her movements had converged to a steady rhythm that was sure to get her all the way, if only she allowed herself.
Or if Stephanie allowed her to.
“Still think it’s weird?”
Alex whined as her honesty fought against the prospect of spending even more time without any relief from her need. “A bit,” she tried to find a compromise. “But maybe it’s not so bad after all.”
Stephanie chuckled. “I think we’re getting somewhere.”
“Does that mean…” There was a sliver of hope in Alex’ eyes, but she wasn’t disappointed when Stephanie told her no, and neither did she protest. Because she was a good girl and knew that Stephanie was right.
“There’s still quite a way from ‘not so bad’ to ‘loving yourself’. But I’m really proud of your progress, and I’m sure it won’t be long until you’re there. For now, touch yourself all you want, but don’t go over. And once you’re satisfied, I’ll make you your favorite omelets for breakfast.”
“Thank you.” Alex kissed Stephanie, her hand still at work, though at a much slower pace now to prevent any accidents.
The kiss felt nice, no doubt. But it was nothing against the hot rush Stephanie got from the fact that Alex was continuously thanking her for denying her. She would have been more than ready to ask for some morning sex in return, but she postponed her own needs. This morning was about Alex experimenting and celebrating the small victories.

The weekend passed in a sexy haze. It was a good thing they hadn’t made any plans, because they were unable to spend more than an hour without one of them initiating some more naughty time.
This wasn’t to say that they had sex all the time, but Alex ended up in bed several times each day, squirming and whining as Stephanie edged her to hell and back. And even in the times they spent outside the bedroom, they were always just one touch, or even just one hot gaze away from greedy kisses and wandering hands.
By Sunday evening Alex was barely able to stand still anymore, the need shaping her every thought, her every moment. The moment Stephanie suggested “How about we show that clit of yours some more love?” she was already in bed, stripped naked, legs spread, so deliciously vulnerable and yet so admirably strong for subjecting herself to even more teasing when she was already going crazy from frustration.
Of course Stephanie took her time. This was their last chance to have some fun without work getting in the way, and she was going to make full use of it. The foreplay alone took an hour at least, and even when she finally gave Alex’ desperate pussy some attention, she restrained herself to soft licks that titillated rather than cause some actual pleasure. She wanted Alex to be out of her mind from arousal, and she was devilishly diligent in reaching this goal.
“Oh God, please, please…”
Alex had been pleading for the longest time. She didn’t actually demand any satisfaction, readily submitting to everything Stephanie had in store for her, but she couldn’t stay silent, either. The need was simply too great.
“Please what?” Stephanie finally asked, when she felt like she couldn’t tease Alex any more, or her girlfriend might just snap from the tension.
“Please… please suck my beautiful big clit.”
Stephanie wanted to laugh, but Alex sounded so sincere, it would have been cruel to mock her. She just said “Gladly” and leaned in, once more taking that throbbing bundle of nerves into her mouth.
This time Stephanie didn’t hold back. She sucked hard, until her cheeks hurt and her lungs burned. The only reason Alex didn’t come right away was that the sensation was too harsh, too intense after her clit had been primed for gentle pleasure by countless soft licks.
Still, from how loud Alex got, one would have been excused for thinking she had exploded after all. She screamed rather than moaned as the much needed pleasure became almost painful to her overly sensitive clit.
Stephanie sucked until she truly couldn’t take it anymore. When she finally had to grasp for air, she was greeted by the fruits of her labors.
“Look! I made it even bigger! Isn’t it the hottest thing ever?”
Alex’ clit had indeed grown in size from the relentless suction. It was only temporary, of course, but that didn’t change how right now it truly was like a little rounded hill topping off Alex’ twitching pussy.
“Oh fuck,” Alex said as she looked at it, but for the first time Stephanie could hear no negativity in her girlfriend’s voice. Alex might have simply been too done to feel anything but burning arousal, but still. It was a major success.
And as such it needed to be rewarded.
Eventually.
“Do you want more?” Stephanie teased with her words, before teasing much more directly with the tip of her tongue. She just couldn’t get enough of seeing her girlfriend go crazy from lust.
“Yes, please!”
“Convince me.”
Alex whined, but this time she gathered herself and did as she was told. “Please suck my beautiful big clit,” she called out, holding on to the now familiar mantra like it was her life line keeping her from drowning in her sea of arousal.
“Tempting.” Stephanie kissed Alex’ clit. No sucking, not even a lick, just soft lips brushing against even softer flesh, the wet friction of Alex’ thick juices only adding to the infuriating softness of the touch. “But not good enough. Be more specific. Tell me what you want, what it makes you feel like, why you love it.”
Another whine, followed by another heartfelt plea. “Please, when you suck it, it feels so good from all sides at once, and it’s so nice I can barely stand it and I need more and please, I can’t take it anymore, I love what you’re doing to me and yes, I love my clit for making me feel this way, but I really, really, really need it, so please, please…”
Stephanie popped Alex’ clit back into her mouth, shutting her girlfriend up as the spike of pleasure took her breath away. She sucked it once more, but this time with more control, applying a steady pleasure while gently nibbling with her lips, absolutely overwhelming it with sensations.
When she brought her tongue in as well, Alex completely lost it. First she went rigid, then she hammered her fists against the bed and almost suffocated on her moans, then she went rigid again as Stephanie’s expertly stimulation of her most sensitive spot became too much for her to handle.
“Please, I can’t take it anymore, if you continue I… I…”
Stephanie considered denying her once more, but that would have been too cruel. Alex had come pretty far already, and she deserved to end the week with a bang.
“It’s okay, go for it,” she mumbled into Alex’ pussy before going right back to sucking and licking with just the right intensity.
The first half of Alex’ orgasm was silent, for the simple reason that she was spasming so hard, she could barely even breathe. The pleasure made her back arch to a point she would have never achieved on her own. And once she’d caught her breath, she got loud. Real loud.
Stephanie had to hold Alex down with all her strength, or she would have escaped without even meaning to, just from how hard she was twitching. Ever lick, every nibble sent another violent wave of pleasure from that swollen clit into Alex, making her scream once more as an entire week’s worth of frustration unloaded itself into a frighteningly strong climax.
Usually Alex was capable of multiple orgasms, but the first one was already so long and wrecked her so hard, it left her clit sensitive to a point where even the slightest touch became unbearable. Then again, Stephanie doubted if Alex would have been able to survive another orgasm anyway. Her girlfriend lay contorted beneath her, panting heavily, covered in sweat, completely done with everything, but also so, so satisfied.
When the worst of the twitching had stopped, Stephanie let go of Alex and got down on the bed beside her, pulling her girlfriend into a loving embrace. “Did you like that?” she teased.
“I loved it.” Alex laughed, though it sounded more like a side effect of her mental overload than because something was actually funny. “And I love you. That was amazing. Thank you.”
“You’re welcome. Love you, too.”

For the longest time they just lay there, cuddling. Alex took some time to come down from that monster of an orgasm. As her body recovered, though, she grew solemn.
“What’s bothering you?” Stephanie asked, not wanting anything to overshadow this awesome conclusion to their experiment.
“It’s just…” Alex took a deep breath. “I don’t think I’ve been totally honest with you. Like, I feel better about myself, I really do, and I’m so grateful for it, but… honestly, it still feels a little weird. Again, not as bad, but, well… I’m just thinking, did I really deserve this, when I don’t actually love myself as much as I should, yet?”
Stephanie took a moment to gather her thoughts. Alex’ feelings weren’t surprising in the slightest, and they didn’t make the experiment a failure, but she’d have to make sure to find the right words to paint them in a positive light and help Alex move forward in a constructive way.
“Don’t worry about it. A week is far too short to work through such heavy issues. It’s honestly amazing how far you came in such a short time. And you said it yourself: You don’t love yourself as much as you should, yet. This ‘yet’ is the operative word here. We’re going to keep working on this together, keep showing you how amazing your body is, until you truly love it.”
“That sounds good, yes.” Alex snuggled up to Stephanie. It was hard to say if the words had alleviated her lingering concerns, but at least for the moment she appeared to be satisfied. After a good minute of cuddles she asked. “Does that mean you’re going to tease and deny me again? Until I actually love myself?”
Stephanie’s insides glowed with warmth at this question. There was no trepidation in Alex’ voice. Just the opposite: She sounded almost as eager for a yes than she had been for that orgasm.
“I’d love nothing more,” Stephanie said, leaning in for a kiss. “If it was just about me, I’d continue this little experiment until you love yourself, and far, far longer than that.”
Alex let out the most adorable little giggle as she returned the kiss. “In that case I’d love nothing more than to be your guinea pig. Until I love myself. And far, far longer than that.”
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