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Chapter One: We're Doing Legs

If Maeve could breathe reality into her worst nightmare, it would manifest as the inside of a commercial gym. Sweaty strangers packed into a confined space. Full-wall mirrors exposing her from every angle. Heavy equipment she didn’t know how to use. Slamming weights, grunts, and heavy metal music. Muscle-bound lifters in their own world, eyes glazed over with determination. Everywhere she looked, she saw a new reason to leave out the front door and never come back.

“Hey, you new here?” 

Maeve turned and saw a huge man with a comically tight polo shirt sitting at the front desk. His name tag read “CHUNK” in big, bold lettering. She didn’t think he was born with that name.

“Yeah, sorry,” she apologized for no reason. She didn’t love how obvious it was that she didn’t belong here.

“No problem. You sign up online?” Chunk asked. His voice sounded like gravel being passed through a woodchipper. Maeve nodded and showed him the registration code on her phone.

“Two months free? Nice,” Chunk mused to himself. He started typing Maeve’s information into his computer with slow, singular keystrokes.

“You didn’t know about your own promotion?” Maeve asked. Out of all of her well-meaning attempts at self-improvement and discipline, this was one of the more financially responsible ones. The amount of half-started hobbies and unfinished projects she had was getting to be embarrassing.

“Oh, I don’t do the marketing around here. I’m more of the, ‘Have a good lift bro’ and, ‘Nice lift bro, have a good day’ kinda guy,” Chunk explained. Seeing her confusion, Chunk raised his eyebrows as if to say “Watch this,” and looked up at a buff middle-aged woman headed for the door.

“Nice lift bro, have an awesome day!” Chunk said to the woman.

“Thanks Chunk, you too.” She returned his smile and disappeared out the door into the cool autumn air.

“She’s… also a bro?”

“Sure is,” Chunk said as if her question was ridiculous. As he finished setting up her membership, Maeve looked out into the gym. It was a large, open space mostly dominated by rows of squat racks, benches, and bars. There were a few machines scattered around the fringes with not a single treadmill in sight. The website did say that this was a “powerlifting” gym, though she didn’t bother to figure out what that meant.

Her gaze drifted to the far corner of the gym, where she saw a tall, muscle-bound woman press a massive barbell overhead. Her shoulders and triceps trembled from the exertion before locking out in a confident push. The woman held the position for a second and slammed the barbell to the ground with unnecessary force. She looked into the mirror wall in front of her and saw Maeve staring at her.

Maeve swallowed nervously, but didn’t pull her gaze away. The woman’s hair was cut short and her hazel skin glistened with sweat. Her entire right arm was covered in thick tribal tattoos. She wore a sports bra and baggy sweatpants that Maeve could still see her leg muscles through. Piercing brown eyes and a sharp jawline formed a serious, brooding look on her face. She looked like a marble statue come to life.

“That’s Sosefina. Sose,” Chunk interrupted her staring. Seeing Chunk smile and wave, Sose scowled at them both and returned to her lift.

“She’s a professional,” he said as if that explained everything.

“A professional what?”

“Lifter. She’s been to the Olympics.”

“Woah,” Maeve whispered. She risked another look at Sose, who was adding more weight to the bar.

“Want the tour, or do you know what you’re doing?” Chunk asked. Maeve had the instinct to immediately decline the offer, but she definitely needed someone to show her around. 

“If it’s not too much trouble, that would be great.”

“It’s my job,” Chunk laughed. He got up from his chair and motioned for Maeve to follow. Surprisingly, he was no taller than 5’2”, Maeve’s height, but he was almost just as wide with muscles. The bowling ball of a man pointed out the locker room, restrooms, and weight stations and explained the alarmingly few rules of the gym.

“Does the ‘No heavy lifting without a spotter’ rule apply to her?” Maeve nodded her head at Sose.

“Sure does,” Chunk said. “You gonna be the one to tell her?”

“Yeah, good point.”

Chunk asked her if she had questions and Maeve said no despite having many. She threw her jacket and keys into a locker and wandered out onto the gym floor with absolutely no idea what to do. Honestly, she was surprised that she got this far. The last time Maeve put legitimate effort into exercise was back in college playing soccer.

She spotted a rack of small dumbbells that was far away from any serious lifters and decided to settle there. Maeve grabbed two 10-pound dumbbells, the lightest they had, and brought them over to a bench.

A couple benches over, an old man was bench-pressing 50-pounders with ease. Maeve couldn’t help but feel the negative comparison poison what little excitement she had. She watched the old man finish his set and tried to copy his movements. To her surprise, she could press the dumbbells with relative ease. The weight felt light and her arms felt engaged.

Maeve returned the weights to the rack and grabbed a pair of 15s. Just carrying them over to her bench felt like a workout. She stretched her neck to settle in for the next set and saw the old man heave the 50s back on the rack. Impressive.

The next set was harder, but not strenuous. The weight went up and settled back down in slow, controlled motions. She felt a deep stretch in her chest and triceps that felt strangely good. And when she sat back up, she felt like she could definitely handle more weight. On her way to the rack, she saw Sose glancing at her in the mirror as she stripped her barbell. She was watching her intensely.

Feeling an uncharacteristic competitive spirit, Maeve picked up the 25-pound dumbbells and tried to not let them slip through her hands while she brought them to her bench. The old man was gone now; it was just Maeve, her weights, and a feeling of sharp judgement radiating from Sose across the gym. She stretched out her shoulders again and shook the feeling back into her hands. Time to lift.

Maeve wrapped her fingers around the grips, hefted them to her thighs, then laid back on the bench. On an exhale, she brought the dumbbells up to her chest and pushed hard. They lifted an inch and stopped. Maeve strained under the weight, arching her back and pushing feet against the floor. No movement. She thought about dropping the dumbbells, but the way she was holding them above her shoulders meant they couldn’t easily roll off her fingers. Meave took a few panicked breaths and tried one last time to push them off her body. Nothing.

“Give me those,” a voice growled from behind. Maeve opened her hands and the weights were plucked from them as if they were flowers from a garden. She looked over her head and saw Sose standing over her. Her expression was somehow both amused and scornful.

“Thanks,” Maeve said weakly. She sat up and stretched her shoulders as Sose returned the weights.

“Not even a single rep?” Sose stood before her with hands on her hips. Maeve found difficulty looking up to make eye contact. She had eight distinct abs. Maeve didn’t know you could have that many.

“Obviously not. Though I appreciate the reminder,” Maeve said, tearing her gaze away from her muscles to meet Sose’s glare. There was annoyance in her eyes, as if it was an inconvenience to help her.

“Stick to the 15s. And tuck your elbows next time. You have chicken wings.” Sose’s lips curled into an unkind smile. Maeve opened her mouth to retort, but the tall woman was already walking back to her barbell.

“Chicken wings?” Maeve said to herself. She looked at her arms, which weren’t particularly defined. Anger bubbled up in her chest, some at herself and some at Sose. It was stupid to lift a weight she could barely carry from the rack, but the Olympian didn’t have to be so rude about it.

“Hey bro, you good?” Maeve turned and saw Chunk walking up to her.

“Yeah, thanks. Sorry, I broke the rules already.” Maeve hoped her exertion covered up the deep flush of embarrassment in her cheeks.

“It’s cool. Gotta find your limits somehow.” Chunk shrugged with an indifference that told Maeve that safety wasn’t exactly his top priority. He walked away and she spent the next 30 minutes half-heartedly doing bicep curls, shoulder presses, and tricep extensions with the 10 and 15-pound weights. She could only do a few reps at a time, but she did them well enough that no one else came over to scold her. When she didn’t know any other lifts to do, she headed back to her locker feeling tired and defeated.

Maybe it was good that this went so poorly so fast. Some people were made to lift heavy things, and Maeve was just not one of them. Despite her acceptance of failure, Sose’s insult still echoed in her head. She walked over to a mirror and flexed her arms. They were thin, sure, but they weren’t exactly chicken wings.

“I did not think you were the flex-in-the-mirror type.” Maeve jumped at the deep voice and turned to find Sose walking to her locker in a towel. It was just her luck that Maeve chose the locker that was right across from hers.

“There’s not much to flex,” Maeve said, flustered. It was like this woman had a knack for appearing only while she was embarrassing herself. She turned to her locker to get her keys and leave. No point in enduring more ridicule from the Olympian.

“Not yet,” Sose corrected her. Maeve turned to face her and immediately averted her eyes. Sose was completely naked. She was using the towel to dry her arms and legs just a few feet away from her. Maeve felt frozen in place, somehow unable to leave despite having her jacket on and keys in hand. She wasn’t surprised that people were naked in a locker room, but it felt… different talking with Sose while she changed.

“Are you normally this embarrassed around naked women?” Sose asked. Maeve sat back on the long wooden bench and forced herself to look up at her. God, this woman was ripped. Her thighs looked like they were as thick as Maeve’s hips.

“Are you normally this bitchy?” Maeve retorted. Sose laughed a pretty, feminine laugh. It was a strange, but charming contrast to her deep tone.

“Harsh.” Sose touched her heart with her hand in mock surprise. “I apologize for my confidence, little lady.”

“Little lady? Easy to say when you’re 6-foot-whatever with tree trunks for legs.” Maeve rolled her eyes.

“I’m honored. You really think so?” Sose grabbed one of her thighs. Even her large hands came nowhere close to fitting around it. Maeve found herself looking beyond her muscles to the manicured thatch of hair between her thighs. She could tell that she was smooth around her labia, not that it mattered. Though if it didn’t matter, why was she still looking?

“Don’t let it get to your head. Big enough already.” Maeve forced her eyes away from the muscled woman and pretended to look disinterested as she put clean clothes on.

“Hah! That is kind of you. I sometimes worry that my head is too small for my shoulders.” Sose laughed her pretty laugh again and pulled a crewneck over her head.

“Why are you here?” Sose suddenly changed the topic.

“Why am I sitting here? Or why am I at the gym?”

“Both.”

“Good question,” Maeve said. Sose raised her eyebrows with the expectation of an answer.

“Oh, well… I suppose I’m sitting here because you started talking to me and I decided it would be rude to leave. And I’m at the gym because… I suppose I’m hoping to make a good habit. I struggle with those,” Maeve admitted. Sose sat on the bench opposite her and stared at her intently. There was a forceful warmth to her, like a sun blazing through clouds.

“We all have our reasons,” Sose agreed when Maeve didn’t elaborate further. “Have you lifted before?”

“No. I thought that was pretty obvious.”

“It was. I was just asking to be sure,” Sose said. “Do you have a trainer?”

“Nope. Just me.”

“Well, you’re going to need help to make this good habit. I can’t watch someone in my gym lift with bad form.”

“Why not?”

“It’s like a chef watching someone burn food. It physically hurts me.” 

“Oh, good. For a second there, I thought you were actually concerned about me.” Maeve smiled.

“Don’t be silly.” Sose returned her smile. “I’ll see you tomorrow. We’re doing legs.”


Chapter Two: Don't Be Late

“Oh, absolutely not.”

“Get under the bar.” Sose slammed two more 10-pound weights onto the barbell. This was Maeve’s fifth set of squats and it felt like her legs were going to give out just by standing.

“Sose. I think you forget that not everyone is built for this.”

“Your self-doubt is appalling,” Sose said. She scowled when Maeve didn’t move. “I don’t repeat myself.”

Maeve wiped the sweat from her face with the top of her t-shirt and got under the bar. This woman was crazy, but her threatening aura was motivating at the very least. She pressed it off the rack onto her back and took a step back. Sose stepped close to her and hovered her hands above Maeve’s hips, ready to help her if she failed. She had already failed twice today. Maeve was determined to not need the assist again.

Slowly, she hinged her hips down and willed her burning muscles to push the bar back up. It felt like she was about to snap in half.

“Good. Come on,” Sose encouraged her to continue. Maeve inhaled and went again. Fire. Pure agony. She exhaled and let out an ugly grunt as she pushed back to the top.

“Hah! Yes. Let it out, one more.”

Maeve wanted to kill her, but she had neither the energy nor physical prowess to do so. She let out a few rapid breaths and sank down for one final rep. Her thighs trembled at the bottom. They were not interested in Sose’s punishment.

“Come on. Do it. Prove yourself.”

Maeve clenched her abs and shot up, surprising Sose behind her. She helped her rack the barbell and clapped her on the shoulder with a large hand.

“I didn’t even need you,” Maeve said. Pride filled her chest as she collapsed on a nearby bench.

“No you did not,” Sose agreed. Maeve needed help on her last squat of the previous set. It was equally relieving and humiliating to have her hips driven up by the strong woman.

Thankfully, she earned some rest while Sose continued her own workout. Maeve’s barbell looked like a twig in comparison to what Sose was lifting.

“Hey, were you actually in the Olympics?” Maeve asked when she finished a set. A strange emotion flashed across her face, one that she couldn’t place.

“Yeah. I competed when I was in college. I did not reach the podium,” Sose said with an air of finality.

“But that’s still very impressive. I mean…” Maeve trailed off as the Olympian picked up her notebook and made a few marks on a hand-drawn table. It was pretty clear that this wasn’t a pleasant topic for her.

“This is to track progress,” Sose explained, seeing Maeve look over her shoulder. She seemed relieved to talk about something else.

“The columns are for the lifts and the rows are for results. Each week, you review your progress and increase weight appropriately.”

“Wow. This is… this is great.” Maeve flipped through the almost completely filled notebook. “I don’t even keep a calendar.”

“What?” Sose was about to start another set, but stopped to turn to her. Maeve blinked at her. Was she supposed to answer that?

“I… yeah. I don’t think I’ve ever kept one.”

Sose scoffed at her and shook her head. She looked like she was about to say something rude, but stopped herself. 
​“I assume you do not track your meals?” Sose asked, already wincing.

“Track my meals? I don’t think I ate breakfast before this,” Maeve admitted. Sose’s jaw dropped wide open. She stepped away from her bar and ran her hands through her hair. It stuck out at odd angles from the sweat, which made her look even more incredulous.

“Okay. I think we have some work to do.”

“We?” Maeve asked. “It seems like you have everything together.”

“I have my issues.” Her voice was low and serious. “But your weaknesses seem to line up with my strengths. Literally.” Sose smiled at her own joke, nodding to her stacked barbell.

“It’s just that… well I just met you. And you don’t really know me,” Maeve said. Sose’s smile faltered. “It’s not that I don’t appreciate your help. I really am having fun,” she said, noticing Sose’s frown. Maeve paused for a moment, then asked the obvious question. “Why help me?”

The tall woman sat down next to Maeve and looked down at her with soft eyes. Her eyelashes were long and curly, her irises sparkling.

“The first time I touched a barbell was six years ago. When I was in the Olympics, I had only been lifting for three years. Most of my competitors started lifting when they were in diapers,” Sose explained. “I had a good teacher that helped me realize my own potential. He recognized my… genetic advantages… and helped me train. You look like someone with a lot to prove to yourself. A lot of advantages you aren’t utilizing.”

Maeve nodded, taking time to absorb everything Sose was saying. The idea that she needed some order in her life wasn’t unfamiliar, but the positivity certainly was. There was a constant pulse in the back of her head that said, “You need to get your shit together, Maeve.” Maybe it was time to listen to it.

“If you’re going to help me, what do you want in return?” Maeve asked, unable to accept unreciprocated help.

“What do I want? Hah!” Sose laughed. Realizing Maeve was serious, she thought for a second and answered.

“Satisfaction of a job well done.”

“Satisfaction? That’s it?” Maeve narrowed her eyes.

“Only a woman who has yet to be satisfied would ask this.” A knowing, amused look flashed on Sose’s face. Maeve didn’t argue with that.

✽✽✽

An unfamiliar feeling of anticipation settled in Maeve’s chest after her workout. She was waiting on the bench in the locker room for Sose to finish showering. The longer she sat in her sweaty clothes, the more she understood why the Olympian showered immediately after working up a sweat.

“Good. I was worried you’d run off,” Sose said. Maeve turned and saw her walking down the row of lockers, chest wrapped in a towel barely long enough to cover her upper thighs. The anticipation in her chest intensified. Sose faced her locker and let the towel slip into her hands, once again completely unbothered by her nudity. Maeve didn’t avert her gaze this time.

Sose’s muscles were impressively large, but they wove together like an athlete’s rather than stack like a bodybuilder’s. It was as if each muscle group was carefully sculpted not only to be strong itself, but to strengthen the greater system. The deep tan of her skin and the thick black of her hair and tattoos only further punctuated the symmetrical lines on her shoulders and back. In no uncertain terms, she was the most beautiful woman Maeve had ever seen.

Sose tilted her head to the side, her lips curled into a smile. She knew Maeve was staring.

“Sorry,” Maeve mumbled, catching her eye contact. She found a tile on the ground to direct her shame towards. Sose finished drying herself and draped her towel over the open locker door. She turned to face Maeve as she began dressing herself.

“Why are you sorry?” Sose asked. Maeve felt her blood run cold. Was she upset?

“I was looking at you. While you were naked.” The words felt dirty on her lips.

“Does my body make you uncomfortable? I can change elsewhere…”

“No!” Maeve said a little too quickly. “It’s just… not polite to stare, so I apologize."

Sose’s smile was still curled in its curious, amused tilt.

“Hah! You are so funny,” she laughed away the apology, dismissing it as ridiculous. Maeve felt her fear dissipate as Sose got dressed. It was a little ridiculous to be so flustered about casual nudity.

“Okay. Tell me about your life.” Sose wasted no time getting down to business. The whiplash startled Maeve for a second, but she collected herself and looked up to see Sose awaiting a response, ready to take notes. Maeve weighed how honest she wanted to be with her new friend. She didn’t want to scare Sose away with her messiness, but the gentle intensity in her eyes reminded her that the Olympian liked a challenge. And if the unabashed nudity was any indication, Sose was open to her.

“It’s a mess.”

“Good. Lots of potential to grow, then,” Sose encouraged her to elaborate. Maeve felt her stomach twist with vulnerability. She eyed Sose’s notebook.

“Can you not write it down? If that’s okay.”

Sose nodded once and closed her notebook. Maeve let out a long exhale, then spilled everything. She started with her work, where she felt completely uninspired in her remote marketing job. The spark that was driving her a year ago was completely gone; washed away by stubborn managers and rounds of layoffs that picked off all her friends. Then it was her family: a tight web of Irish-Catholics that shared few of Maeve’s beliefs and none of her opinions. Drama with her friend group from college kept her withdrawn most weekends, complications with her doctors made her ADHD medication inconsistent, and conflict with her landlord meant that something was always broken in her apartment.

“Oh. And my love life is completely nonexistent. Which I guess isn’t a problem, more so an empty void,” Maeve laughed bitterly. Sose nodded sympathetically. She listened for the better part of half an hour while other women filtered in and out of the locker room.

“You think a calendar and a training plan can fix all of that?” Maeve finished.

“Yes.” Sose’s expression was pure confidence.

“All of it?” Maeve was surprised by the devotion in her voice.

“If you remain disciplined.”

“What if I can’t?” Self-doubt was already starting to worm its way into Maeve’s mind.

“Then you deprive me of my satisfaction,” Sose said, her tone challenging. Maeve smiled and nodded in agreement.

“When do we start?” Maeve asked.

“Tomorrow.” Sose stood up. “Bring a towel. And a change of clothes,” she added.

Maeve titled her head in confusion.

“You’re sticking to the bench.” Maeve lifted her thigh and winced as it peeled off the wood. The dried sweat practically adhered her to the thing. Sose laughed and turned to leave.

“Wait. Can I… can you…” Maeve stumbled over her words. She cleared her throat and tried again. “I would like your phone number, please.”

“Sure.” The syllable’s casual confidence resonated in Maeve’s head. She felt starstruck as Sose stood over her and typed into her phone. This didn’t feel like asking a friend for their number.

“I set your alarm for 5 a.m.” Sose handed her phone back. “Be here at 6. Don’t be late.”


Chapter Three: Company in the Light

It was a miracle that Maeve even woke up to her alarm. It took three more miracles for her to get out of bed, brush her teeth, and put workout clothes on. She was going to need a lot more miracles if she was going to make it through the day. As she made coffee, she stretched her stiff legs, aching from muscles she didn’t know existed. But there was a little pride in knowing that she was getting stronger. That’s what the pain was for, after all. Before she left, Maeve grabbed a banana and a granola bar to eat on the way over. Sose would approve, she thought.

“Hey bro. Three days in a row. Nice!” Chunk gave her a fist-bump as she walked into the gym, still nursing half a cup of coffee.

“Thanks bro.” The words felt stupid on her lips, but Chunk gave her an approving nod.

“Sose is by the benches,” Chunk said as she walked past him to the locker room. Maeve turned back to him. The look on his face implied more than Maeve was comfortable discussing with the meatball-shaped man. Still, she wondered if she said anything to him about her.

“Did she say anything about me?” Maeve asked quietly. She looked over her shoulder and saw Sose stretching by the benches, facing away from them.

“Yup,” Chunk said unhelpfully. Maeve took a long sip of coffee. It was way too early for this.

“What’d she say?” Maeve demanded in a hushed tone. Chunk looked around conspiratorially. He leaned across the counter and motioned for Maeve to get closer too.

“You ready?” Chunk’s deep voice dropped to a whisper. Maeve nodded, her heart beating fast.

“She said, ‘Tell Maeve I’m by the benches.’”

“Asshole.” Maeve punched his massive arm. Chunk’s laughter rumbled across the gym, seemingly shaking the floor. Sose turned around and looked at them suspiciously.

“Have a good lift bro,” Chunk called after her. Maeve shook her head, cheeks flushed in embarrassment, as she threw her bag into a locker and chugged the rest of her coffee.

“Hey.” Maeve caught Sose’s gaze and walked over to her on the gym floor. It was quiet in the morning with only a dozen other lifters working out.

“6:02,” Sose grumbled, holding up her phone. She already had a thin shine of sweat on her forehead and chest.

“Sorry, I was stopped by Chunk. I did eat breakfast today,” Maeve offered in recompense. Sose grunted again, slightly less disapprovingly, and pointed to the floor next to the bench.

“25 push-ups, 25 sit-ups, 25 squats. Go.” Sose looked down at her with the glare of a drill sergeant. Maeve’s eyes went wide. Was this supposed to be her warmup?

“Now? Oh, you don’t repeat yourself, right.” Maeve dropped to her hands and knees and began her pushups while Sose stood over her. Her chest and arms burned from her workout two days ago, but she didn’t figure Sose would accept that excuse. On her tenth rep, her arms trembled and collapsed. Maeve felt the cool rubber floor against her face. She was exhausted already.

“Get up.”

“I can’t…”

Sose crouched and lifted her chin off the floor. Maeve felt a jolt run down her abs as Sose’s firm grip wrapped around her jaw. She breathed steadily and stared back at Sose with equal determination.

“Up.”

Maeve grit her teeth and pushed into her palms with everything she had. When she reached the top, Sose released her grip and nodded once affirmingly.

“Enough. On your back. Sit-ups.” Maeve obeyed. Sose held her ankles down with more force than was probably necessary.

“One, two… all the way… three,” Sose counted out each rep. She could still feel the grip on her chin. Her fingers were like iron hooks.

Lost in feeling, Maeve felt herself slip free from her thoughts. She listened to Sose’s corrections and followed every instruction as close as she could. When Sose said to stand, she stood. When she said to squat, she pushed her hips back and ignored the scream in her thighs. Over and over again, Maeve listened, worked, and waited for her next command. There wasn’t a single thought that passed through her head for an entire hour. It was beautiful.

“Go get water, we’re done.”

“Already?” Maeve panted. Her entire body was on fire. Sweat ran rivers down her face. Even her fingers were sore.

“Yes,” Sose grumbled, though Maeve could see the corners of her mouth tug upward into a small grin. Maeve drank greedily from the water fountain. It tasted like the nectar of the gods.

“How do you feel?”

“Incredible,” Maeve said between gulps. She really did feel good. Adrenaline and endorphins were pumping hard in her veins.

“Good. Let’s hit the showers and talk about your planner.”

Maeve nodded and followed her into the locker room, still mindlessly euphoric.

“You’re a really good trainer,” Maeve said as she opened her locker. “I mean, I was dying during the first couple of movements, but you pushed me and…”

She turned around and saw Sose peel her sweat-soaked sports bra off her body. Maeve’s euphoria plummeted into a rock in her gut, then a pressure between her legs. Sose didn’t skip a beat, hooking her fingers into her shorts and pushing them to her ankles.

“And…?” Sose asked, grabbing a towel and throwing it over her shoulder.

“And I liked it,” Maeve finished. Her heart was beating out of control.

“I liked it too. You did bring a towel, right?” Sose looked past Maeve to her locker. It was clear Sose was going to wait for her to shower.

“Yes,” she breathed. God, she was nervous. Showering in the gym is a very normal thing, Maeve told herself. Everyone does it, everyone gets naked, and no one cares.

Maeve swallowed her nerves, turned away from Sose, and quickly pulled her shirt overhead, then her pants to the floor. She balled them up and shoved them into the back of her locker. Sose was standing impatiently, bare foot tapping against the tile. Another deep breath and she pulled at her bra, which stubbornly wouldn’t move. Anxiety began to wash away her post-workout glow.

“Want a hand?” Sose was already stepping closer to her. Maeve nodded, still panicking. Sose’s fingers slipped under the fabric on her back and curled up to push it over her breasts. Maeve grabbed the sides and pulled it overhead. She felt Sose step back, but she could still feel her gaze on the back of her neck. Steeling herself, she slid her underwear off her hips, wrapped a towel around her chest, and turned to face Sose.

“After you,” Sose said. If she thought anything about Maeve’s body, it wasn’t perceptible. A hunger in the back of her mind wanted a comment, a facial expression, or something to know what she thought of her. For now, all she could do was push her thoughts down and ignore the feeling that Sose was staring at her towel-wrapped hips. She turned the corner into the shower room to find that this gym had no stalls or partitions separating each showerhead. Great. Sose clearly had no problem with it, as she tossed her towel on a nearby hook and walked to the shower in the middle of the row.

“Come.” Sose’s voice was firm, but welcoming. Maeve moved without thinking, tossing her towel on a hook and sliding over to the shower next to Sose. She didn’t want to be so visible from the entrance, but she thought it would be weirder not to be next to her friend. Maeve turned on the hot water and let it pound into her forehead. 
​“You did very well today.” Maeve glanced over and saw Sose scrubbing her shoulders and arms. Her gaze lingered for a moment before returning to the wall in front of her.

“Thanks.”

“Why are you uncomfortable in the showers? You seem tense.” Sose looked her up and down.

“You’re very direct,” Maeve deflected. She pumped soap into her hands and began washing her chest and arms.

“I see no reason to be otherwise,” Sose said with a shrug. Maeve sighed.

“Well, not everyone has a body like yours.”

“I could say the same thing about you.” Sose turned to face Meave. She flushed at the compliment. “My father was on the Samoan National Rugby Team and my mother played volleyball at UCLA. Like I said, genetic advantages.”

“That actually explains a lot,” Maeve laughed. She felt a little more at ease actually talking about it, not holding her thoughts to herself.

“Well, my dad is 5’5” and my mom looks like a potato farmer.”

“A well-built potato farmer, obviously.” Sose’s eyes flicked to her hips. Another jolt. She was clearly flirting with her. Even more surprisingly, it was clearly working. As much as she tried, she couldn’t just ignore the sexual tension. Why me? Maeve asked herself. And why do I like this woman? Do I even like women?

She glanced over at Sose again, who was washing her hair. Her body stretched like a statue, each muscle flexed in relaxed beauty. Maeve’s latter questions were answered immediately.

“Do you have a boyfriend?” Maeve asked, borrowing Sose’s boldness and propensity for changing subjects without warning. The Olympian opened her eyes and looked genuinely shocked at the question.

“Me? Hah! Boyfriend?” Sose’s pretty laughter echoed as water splashed against the tile. She laughed as if the mere idea of a boyfriend was absurd. Maeve liked that.

“What did you call it yesterday… an empty void?” Sose searched for the memory. “That is my love life too.”

Maeve unsuccessfully tried to hide her smile. “Well, welcome to the void, then. It’s nice to have company in the darkness.”

“Mmm,” Sose hummed into the water, agreeing. She glanced over at Maeve, lips curled upward. “It’s nice to have company in the light too.”


Chapter Four: Satisfaction is Earned

Maeve collapsed in bed exhausted from a day of forced productivity. Sose spent an hour with Maeve after the gym explaining how to set up and follow a weekly planner. Strangely, she didn’t feel as embarrassed as she usually did when someone pointed out how unorganized she was. Each instruction from Sose was delivered without judgement but with high expectations.

There was a grocery list to follow, meals to prepare, lifts to complete, and hard work to do. Maeve didn’t really care about any individual responsibility, but Sose poured her time and effort into her and she didn’t want to let her down. So, Maeve spent two hours in the kitchen after work preparing healthy meals. They were tasty too, which was surprising considering her lack of experience. She penciled in training sessions with Sose in the morning. The layer of laundry covering her bedroom floor disappeared. And the best part was, she didn’t have to spend an ounce of mental effort. Sose handled that part for her. The tranquil flow she found herself in was unlike anything she’d felt before. It wasn’t as intense as the feeling in the gym, but it was clearly and completely connected to Sose’s direction. She even heard her deep voice in her head as she washed dishes.

“Scrub. Again. You missed a spot.”

Now, it was quiet. Her laundry rumbled softly in the dryer. Dishes dried on the rack. Her alarm was set for 4:55 a.m. She didn’t want to be late tomorrow. Maeve stared at the ceiling and ran through her interactions with Sose. She didn’t have a boyfriend. She complimented her body. She praised her work ethic. She designed a personalized weekly planner to build structure into the life of someone she met just days ago. Maeve laughed to herself. Sose was clearly interested in more than friendship. Obviously.

Spurred by the realization, she opened her phone and texted Sose, “Hey.”

Agonizing minutes went by without a response. She didn’t know if there was any standard protocol for these kinds of relationships. Her family was conservative and her college experience was dominated by alternating periods of toxic boyfriends and celibacy. She never really gave the idea of a sapphic relationship much thought. Though now it was just about the only thing she could think about.

Her phone buzzed. Immediate elation.

“Maeve. Tell me what you accomplished today,” Sose responded. So formal. Maeve could hear the syllables in Sose’s accent.

“Everything you told me to do,” Maeve responded immediately. She never was the hard-to-get type.

“Your meals?”

“Prepped.”

“Your planner?”

“Planned.”

“The insurmountable mountain of clothes on your floor?”

“Surmounted.” Maeve giggled to herself. She felt like she was back in high school with a crush.

“I don’t know what to do with myself. I did everything you told me to and my mind won’t quiet,” Maeve said.

“And your body?”

“Physically tired, but I still have energy. Is this what productivity does??”

“Oh yes.”

Maeve saw her start to type something else for a few moments and delete the message. A minute passed, then Maeve saw an incoming call from Sose. She immediately accepted it, her heart pummeling in her chest.

“I don’t like to text.” Sose’s voice was warm and sultry.

“Me neither.” Maeve’s was almost a whisper. Seconds passed before Sose spoke.

“I meant to apologize for being rude to you the other day. I can be territorial.” Territorial. Maeve echoed that word in her head a few times. She imagined Sose standing over her, protective with muscles flared, defending her from some unknown danger.

“Of what? People or the gym?”

“Both. Usually people.”

“You like ordering people around, don’t you?”

“You like being ordered around.” Sose’s response was immediate and firm. Maeve felt herself slip back into the delightful headspace from the gym. If Sose was here with her now…

“By you.” Maeve made her intentions a little more clear.

“Is that right? Well, after such a productive day of following orders, don’t you think you’ve earned some release?”

Maeve felt her stomach tighten and her pulse quicken. Release? It was ambiguous enough to be played off if Maeve didn’t catch her meaning, but there was no mistaking the implication. Maeve got up and closed her bedroom door. She lived alone, but it still felt right to give herself privacy.

“I hope I’ve earned that. But it’s not my decision,” Maeve said as she walked to her bed. She shrugged her big t-shirt off her shoulders and slid her sweatpants to her ankles before disappearing beneath her covers.

“Good. I assume you’re comfortable?”

“Yes.” Maeve reached her hand between her thighs.

“Get up and put your clothes away.” Maeve blinked at her phone, then looked at the shirt and pants on the floor.

“I hate that you guessed that.” She said as she threw them into a basket.

“You’re predictable.”

“You’re annoying. Done.”

Silence followed on Sose’s end for a moment before she spoke again.

“Tell me what you feel.”

“I feel… peaceful.”

“Is that what submission is to you? Peace?”

“Submission?” Maeve asked. She knew what it meant. She wanted to hear Sose say it.

“How you’re feeling right now. The feeling I saw in your eyes at the gym. The willing surrender of your mind, body, and spirit to another.”

“That sounds about right,” Maeve said shyly. It was warm under her comforter. Her hand was cold. She slid her fingertips down her ribs, then her hips, and finally to her thighs.

“This is not just sexual for me, you know,” Sose felt the need to clarify. That made Maeve reach an inch further, just far enough to press against her clit. She was warm to the touch.

“But it is sexual, isn’t it?”

“It is.”

“How are you feeling?” Maeve spun the question back to her.

“Fortunate. This is rare for me,” Sose’s voice was clear and calm, but there was a hint of vulnerability. Maeve’s fingers pushed lower, dipping into the well of her arousal. Her slick fingertips traced lazy lines up and down.

“Well, it’s completely new to me.”

“I know. You’re doing very well. I’m proud.”

Maeve pressed her fingers firmly to her clit. She circled once, shivering with pleasure. It had been a very long time since she heard that from someone.

“Why?”

“You’re fishing, aren’t you?”

“Maybe.”

“You’ll earn your praise. And your pleasure,” Sose said as if reading her mind. Maeve slowed her fingers, but didn’t stop entirely.

“How do I earn that?” Maeve asked. Her mind was racing with ideas, pulling to desperate places. A long pause followed on Sose’s end.

“We can just be friends, you know. My help is yours whether you want this or not.”

“Don’t talk yourself out of what you want.”

“I… thank you,” Sose said. “That was hot.” she admitted.

“Thank you.” Maeve smiled at the affirmation. It was nice to know she was doing this right. “You were telling me about how pleasure is earned.”

“What kind of pleasure?” Sose wanted her to use detail.

“The self-imposed kind.”

“Rarely allowed.” Maeve lifted her fingers off her clit obediently.

“But tonight?” Maeve asked, hopeful.

“You can beg for it.” Silence on Maeve’s end this time. The exchange had been somewhat veiled, though thinly. But this was an ask to fully submit, to almost humiliate herself.

“What’s stopping me from disobeying you?” Maeve chose her words carefully.

“You are. I don’t want to control you. I want you to control yourself.”

“With your encouragement,” Maeve added.

“With my encouragement,” Sose agreed. She seemed pleased with Maeve’s response.

“By your measure, have I earned release today?” Maeve asked. Her three fingers were back to her clit, circling already.

“Yes.” The answer surprised Maeve. She accelerated. A light gasp escaped her lips. Long seconds passed with barely perceptible sounds of pleasure on both ends.

“You’ll ask permission, won’t you?” Sose’s tone was equally desperate. Maeve imagined that she was doing the same thing she was. Her fingers were strong, likely experienced.

“Yes,” Maeve breathed. She was already close to an orgasm. It usually took a lot more to get her here, but this was something else entirely. It felt like one firm stroke would send her to a climax.

“Please.”

“Use your words.”

“Can I… may I orgasm?”

“Yes.” Sose’s voice flipped a switch in her brain. Pure pleasure rippled through her body. It was like every inch of her skin was experiencing the climax. Maeve didn’t bother holding back her moans. She wanted Sose to hear her, to want her. She wanted her to know that it was her command, not her fingers, that pushed her over the edge.

“Did… did you?” Maeve asked, breathing softly in recovery.

“No.” The answer was firm.

“Why not?”

“Satisfaction is earned. I don’t deserve it yet.” 

The words sat heavy with Maeve in her post-orgasmic glow. Sose didn’t earn pleasure, but she did? As a comfortable silence settled across the phone, Maeve had a new goal in mind.

“6 a.m. tomorrow?” Maeve asked, knowing the answer.

“Don’t be late,” they said in unison. Maeve predicted her words and copied her deep tone.

“Predictable, you said?” Maeve teased. She could hear Sose’s eyes roll through the phone before she hung up. The smile on her lips didn’t disappear as she sank into her bed, weightless and unburdened.


Chapter Five: Mercy, Sosefina

“Whatcha reading?” Maeve asked Chunk as she walked into the gym. Her body was unbelievably stiff today. Strangely, she was beginning to like the feeling. The ache in her muscles told her that she was making progress. Each step was a sharp reminder of that.

“Crime and Punishment. Pretty solid,” he said, pushing his glasses up his nose to look at Maeve. He looked surprisingly academic.

“Oh, nice. Are you a big reader?”

“Most certainly. Gotta keep the brain in shape, you know?”

“Right,” Maeve said, thinking about the stack of unread books on her coffee table. “Hey, have you seen Sose? Her car isn’t in the parking lot.”

Chunk raised his eyebrows and put down his book. Maeve grimaced. She sounded like a stalker.

“Nope. Haven’t seen her.”

“Is she… ever late?” Maeve doubled down.

“She’s normally here before 6. You must really be itching to train, huh?” Chunk’s insinuation was apparent.

“It’s cool.” Maeve tried to downplay her obvious obsession. “She just has me on a strict plan, you know how it is.”

“Yup.” Chunk’s eyebrows traveled further up his large forehead. Maeve sighed and checked her phone. It was 6 a.m. with no sign of Sose. She turned away from Chunk, who wished her a good lift, and headed for the locker room. She knew she sounded ridiculous because she felt that way. Nervous energy was steadily building in her head and chest. She replayed the conversation from last night, looking for anything she said that might’ve ruined things. This was completely uncharted territory for her. Anxious minutes passed. She really wanted to send a text.

“Hi. Sorry I'm late.” Sose was in the doorway of the locker room, red-faced and panting. She looked like she just finished an intense workout.

“Hey, no worries,” Maeve lied. She let out a sigh of relief.

“My car wouldn’t start, so I had to run,” Sose explained, putting her bag in the locker next to Maeve’s.

“You ran here?”

“5 miles.”

“And you’re only 10 minutes late?”

“I was encumbered.” Sose motioned to her bag. Maeve didn’t hide her surprise. This woman was insane. She ran 5 miles just to get to the gym.

“You could’ve asked me for a ride,” Maeve offered. Sose tilted her head, as if she hadn’t considered that.

“Hah! That would be smart. I needed the cardio, anyway.”

Maeve looked at her chiseled abs and long, muscled legs. She seriously doubted that Sose needed the run.

“We are going to have fun today.” Sose closed her locker and turned to Maeve.

“What kinda fun?” Thoughts of last night reentered her mind. Sose stepped close. Maeve could smell her sweat, thick with sweet pheromones. Her arousal was already heightened and they hadn’t even begun training yet.

“The kind where we lift heavy things. With our legs.”

✽✽✽

“Up. Push. Good.” Sose helped Maeve rack her barbell. There was praise in her words, but not in her tone. The energy Maeve felt yesterday was there, but redirected to areas of her body that didn’t help her squat. She was distracted, and Sose could tell.

“Are you tired?” Sose asked. Her own eyes were glimmering with power, fully locked into her lift.

“No, I’m sorry.” Maeve felt dizzy. It wasn’t that she was sexually confused; it was that she was sexually charged for something completely unfamiliar. She knew what she felt, but she didn’t know how to translate it.

“Why?”

Maeve sighed. She forgot that an apology to Sose needed a detailed accompaniment.

“I’m distracted today,” Maeve said. “I feel good. Really good. I’m just having a hard time focusing.”

“Do you want to discuss our phone call?” Sose asked, direct as ever. Maeve looked around their area. There were a few lifters nearby, but they all had headphones in. She hoped their music was loud.

“Yes. It was incredible. You’re very good at… whatever it is you were doing. Maybe a little too good,” Maeve said, her tone quiet and shy.

“Would you like me to be less proficient?” Sose looked confused.

“No, I… this is difficult to say, with you right here and…” Maeve stuttered.

“Speak.”

“Yes, of course.” Maeve felt the comfort of the submissive mindspace return.

“I’ve never been with a girl. I didn’t really know that I liked them until you, and I mean, who could blame me?” Maeve waved her hand in front of Sose’s body.

“I’m not everyone’s preference,” Sose admitted.

“What?” Maeve almost choked on a laugh. “You’re like Wonder Woman. Your abs have abs. You look like you could throw me over your shoulder.”

“I could,” she agreed. They shared a smile and Maeve continued.

“This is intimidating, obviously. But I’m drawn to it… to you,” Maeve clarified. “I want to keep exploring this, even if I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“Why?”

“I trust you.”

Sose’s face softened. That meant a lot to her.

“You trust me?” Sose repeated. Maeve nodded firmly. Excitement glimmered in her eyes.

“Good. Would you like to see me tonight?”

“More than anything,” Maeve whispered. She knew she sounded desperate, but she also knew Sose liked that.

“Alright. Reserve your thoughts for then. Focus now,” Sose reached forward and slapped the barbell with both hands. Maeve nodded, but couldn’t keep a flirty smile off her face. The Olympian stepped forward, towering over her.

“Earn it.”

Sose pushed her hard for the next hour. Every time she thought she’d get a break, more weight was added. Her commands were short, firm, and demanding. By her second set, Maeve was dripping sweat. By her fourth, it felt like her legs were going to split in half. But there wasn’t a question in her mind that she was going to tap out. Not today. Sose’s admission from last night, “Satisfaction is earned,” echoed in her mind. If there was going to be any chance of Sose permitting pleasure, she had to push. Finally, Sose nodded her head to the water fountain. Maeve ran to it, not wanting her to change her mind. When she got back, Sose was sitting on a bench, flipping through her notebook.

“You’re available tonight after 8,” Sose said. It wasn’t a question. She flipped to the back of her training notebook, where Maeve saw a small calendar titled with her name. In the Friday column, she saw a large block of time labeled “Training” at 10 p.m. tonight. Her stomach fluttered with anticipation.

“Yes.” Maeve’s breathing accelerated.

“You will return here at 10.”

“Here?” Maeve looked around.

“You know I don’t repeat myself.”

“Isn’t the gym closed?”

“To others, yes. Not to us.”

✽✽✽

The two hours between 8 and 10 p.m. felt like two weeks. Maeve paced around her apartment, looking for things to organize or spaces to clean. Everything was spotless. She tried reading a book, inspired by Chunk, but couldn’t focus on the characters. Sose completely dominated her mind. At 9:30, Maeve got into her car and started driving. The gym was only 10 minutes away, but it couldn’t hurt to be early. She pulled into the almost-empty parking lot and saw Sose’s car parked in the front. She must’ve gotten it fixed. As slow minutes passed, the last lifters started leaving the gym. Maeve squinted at a short man and saw Chunk wave to someone still in the gym, shut off a few lights, and close the door behind him.

Cold air bit her cheeks as she walked up to the door. Maeve knew this wasn’t going to be a traditional workout, but Sose didn’t give her any hint as to what the training entailed. She was going to feel silly if she spent 45 minutes in the shower getting ready just to lift weights.

“Hello?” Maeve called out into the empty gym. Most of the lights were turned off except for a row in the front.

“Lock the door,” Sose’s voice thundered across the gym. Maeve swallowed hard and twisted the lock behind her. They were definitely not lifting weights tonight. She took a few steps across the floor.

“Stop.” Maeve stopped. She was in the middle of two dumbbell racks, still unable to see Sose across all the equipment.

“Hands and knees.” Slowly, she obeyed. The floor was cool from the evaporated cleaner.

“Come.” Maeve exhaled, then began crawling. A week ago, the thought of crawling through an abandoned gym to submit herself to another woman would’ve broken her brain. Now, it felt like muscle memory even though it was her first time.

“Stop.” Maeve stopped again. She could see the outline of Sose’s figure in the back corner of the gym, leisurely reclining with crossed legs. Even as a shadow she was stunning.

“Close your eyes.” Maeve obeyed. She cast her world into darkness and tried to remember the path through the equipment. Feeling around in front of her, Maeve made her way towards her memory of Sose’s voice. She turned and slammed her knee into the edge of a squat rack.

“Fuck,” Maeve groaned. Dull pain radiated through her leg. She heard a small laugh to her right.

“There you are,” Maeve whispered. She changed her angle and moved more cautiously. A few more shuffles and she felt a yoga mat underneath her knees. Maeve reached forward and felt the side of Sose’s calf. Success.

“Kneel.” Maeve sat back on her knees with her trembling hands folded in her lap. She kept her eyes closed, but could feel Sose’s warmth in front of her.

“You are shaking,” Sose observed. Maeve felt Sose lift her hand from her lap and kiss the top of her knuckles. Goosebumps rippled across her skin, but the shaking stopped.

“I don’t want to disappoint you.”

“Ah. You think your lack of experience is a concern of mine?”

“I do.” Maeve cleared her throat. Her lips were dry and her voice was weak.

“Did you ask me my opinion before drawing that conclusion?”

“I did not.” Maeve felt her cheeks burn. “Is my lack of experience a concern?”

“No.” The syllable came fast and hard. “It is a gift.”

“How?” Maeve asked. She felt so small kneeling before the tall woman, eyes closed while Sose inspected her.

“You get to learn what you like. Discard what you dislike. Find kinks and interests and passions,” Sose explained. “Tell me, did you enjoy crawling across the floor to me?”

Maeve nodded and opened her lips to speak, but Sose cut her off.

“The only wrong answer is a dishonest one.”

“I understand,” Maeve said. She took a few seconds to think. Her knee still throbbed from where she slammed into the rack. “The act itself wasn’t enjoyable, but it was exhilarating to submit to you like that.”

“Good. Did you enjoy asking permission to orgasm last night?”

“Yes. That felt really good. Every part,” Maeve answered quickly.

“What about when I added weight to your squat today?”

"No, that wasn't fun in the moment. But afterwards I was proud of myself. In a way."

“So. You understand that discomfort is a necessary part of progress?”

“I do.” Maeve started to feel the pieces slide into place.

“Good. Tonight, I’m going to introduce you to sexual submission. In many ways, it’s similar to your daily training. You will feel pleasure, discomfort, perhaps a little pain,” Sose explained. Maeve tightened in anticipation. “I will tease your boundaries. Push on them a bit. But it is your choice whether or not you want to continue. The only wrong answer…”

“... is a dishonest one,” Maeve finished her sentence. She felt Sose reach forward and grab her ponytail with strong fingers. Her chin was forced up, exposing her neck.

“Do not interrupt me,” Sose tightened her grip. Maeve nodded quickly in understanding. She felt adrenaline rush to her head.

“Good,” Sose released her. “You are right. Answer me honestly, experiment with what excites you, and work to feel comfortable in your submissive mindset. Some people call it subspace.”

“Subspace,” Maeve repeated to herself. It was nice to have a word to describe her feelings.

“While we are like this, you will call me Sosefina. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sosefina.” Her full name was very pretty. It rolled off her lips like rain off a leaf.

“Good. If at any point you wish to stop or take a break, say ‘Mercy.’ Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sosefina.” 

“Open your eyes.” Maeve blinked them open and almost gasped from the sight. Sose was reclining on an incline bench completely naked. Her hair was slicked back, still wet from a shower. A towel was spread across the seat, where her legs were spread confidently to either side. Maeve’s face was inches away from her pussy. She felt the urge to look away, but Sose corrected her.

“Still scared of naked women?” She moved her hips forward and leaned back slightly to give Maeve a better view. Maeve looked up into her eyes, saw gentle encouragement, then dropped her gaze between her thighs. She had to blink a few times to adjust her eyes to what she was seeing. Maeve had never been this close to another woman’s nether regions.

For such a strong, powerful being, Sose’s pussy was pretty and delicate. Her flesh was soft and pink like rose petals, flushed beautifully against her hazel skin. A neatly-trimmed thatch of soft hair covered her mons, but she was freshly shaved elsewhere. Maeve’s gaze drifted lower and she caught a glimmer of arousal just spilling out of her opening. She inhaled sharply in surprise and took in her scent, musky and intoxicating. After a few long seconds, Sose shifted her hips back and leaned forward over Maeve. She parted her lips to say something, but Maeve spoke first.

“You’re horny.” Maeve smiled.

“That is unimportant.” Sose leaned back as if  to signal how little that mattered. Maeve wasn’t convinced.

“When’s the last time you…”

“Unimportant.” Sose raised her voice a notch. Maeve wiped the smile from her face and nodded. Though on the inside, her own curiosity and arousal were burning.

“Stand.” Maeve scrambled to her feet. Despite standing over a seated, naked woman, Maeve felt deeply submissive.

“Cross your arms behind your back. Chin straight. Chest forward. Stay,” Sose rattled off corrections. She stood and circled Maeve a few times.

“Eyes forward,” Sose growled. Maeve couldn’t help but nervously glance out of her peripheral vision while the tall woman inspected her. She felt like a mouse being hunted by a falcon.

“Remove this,” Sose plucked the strap of her tank top and let it snap against her skin. Still looking forward, Maeve slowly pulled it over her head. Her heart thumped steadily, nervous excitement in her veins. By now, she was comfortable being naked with Sose in the showers. This was very different. Sose tapped the side of her running shoes. She took those off next, then her socks and sweatpants. Maeve felt her eyes burn into every inch of her exposed skin. Somehow, the self-conscious dread she normally felt was missing; the hunger in Sose’s eyes filled her confidence. When Sose reached her front, Maeve looked her straight in the eyes and unclasped her bra without being prompted. The lacy garment fell to the pile on the yoga mat.

“I did not…” Sose began correcting her, but she trailed off. Maeve saw her eyes flicker once to her exposed breasts, then her gaze hardened in strength. Sose stepped forward and snapped the waistband of her matching panties against her hips. Maintaining eye contact, Maeve slowly hooked her thumbs around her underwear and slid them down her thighs seductively. Sose’s expression remained firm, but her breathing slightly accelerated. To Maeve, that was a success.

“Return to position.” Sose snapped her fingers. Maeve crossed her arms behind her back, pushed out her chest, and looked forward. More circling and inspecting. An almost imperceptible twitch of Sose’s shoulders told Maeve what she really wanted.

“You can touch me, Sosefina,” Maeve offered. She slightly spread her legs to shoulderwidth.

“Hmm,” Sose hummed. She shifted to Maeve’s back and traced her fingertips down her back. At her waist, she took two gentle handfuls of her hips. Maeve exhaled softly. Her hands were strong and warm. Emboldened by Maeve’s permission, Sose ran her fingers up her spine to her shoulders and arms, squeezing and massaging her muscles. She moved to her front and pressed her palms into her collarbone, fingers wrapping around the back of her neck. Sose’s lips were inches from hers.

“Can I kiss you? Is that allowed in… this?” Maeve asked, looking up into her blazing eyes. She ran the tip of her tongue over her lips. Desperately, Maeve wanted to reach forward and pull the dominant woman into a tender embrace, but she controlled herself. Sose stepped closer. Maeve’s breasts pressed into her ribs. Their hips, offset by the height difference, pressed into each other’s bodies firmly. Sose ran her hands down Maeve’s shoulders and released her arms from behind her back. Slowly, Maeve stretched her hands up Sose’s back. Her muscles were rock-solid, contoured with defined edges. Sose’s hands settled on her hips, barely holding her. Maeve made her move.

Standing up on her toes, Maeve pressed her lips to Sose’s. They were firm for a moment before relenting, soft and eager. The fingers on her hips tightened, pressing into her skin as Sose hungrily kissed her. Maeve pointed her nails and trailed them down across Sose’s skin. She shuddered at the sensation, moaning gently into Maeve’s smiling lips. A light, heady feeling dominated her mind. She leaned in, crushing soft skin against Sose’s firm muscles, wanting more.

“Enough.” Sose pulled away. Her cheeks were flushed and her breath was quick. Maeve happily obeyed, snapping back into her ordered position as if nothing happened. Sose eyed her suspiciously, sensing her motive.

“Kneel.” Maeve dropped to her knees in front of her. She kept her back straight and her gaze forward.

“You’re getting comfortable,” Sose observed. Maeve looked up with innocent eyes. She was met with a scowl and a hand on the back of her neck, pushing her forehead to the yoga mat.

“Stay.” Maeve remained prostrate before her, back arched, hips high, and arms spread forward. The power she felt from the kiss melted into a deeper submission. This was her place, bowed in humility in front of Sose. The tall woman sat down, reclining like a goddess in a fresca. She lazily lifted a foot off the ground.

“Worship.”

Maeve looked up into her piercing eyes and pressed her lips to the top of her foot. She rose slightly from her prostrate position and wrapped her fingers around her heel, massaging her sole with her thumbs. Sose hummed in pleasure. Despite being in a dark, empty gym, Maeve felt like she was in paradise. Growing bolder, Maeve extended her tongue and licked a broad stroke across her arch. Sose twitched and pressed her other foot against Maeve’s chest, pushing her away.

“Enough.” Maeve released her hands and looked up. There was no mistaking the aroused flush in her cheeks.

“You said you have not been with a woman,” Sose said slowly, almost in disbelief. Maeve’s heart soared at the implied compliment.

“Only you,” she whispered, low and provocative. In subspace, as Sose called it, she felt confident; brazen even. There were no questions in her mind about sexuality or desire.

“How do you know…”

“I’m just following your commands,” Maeve said. Sose raised her eyebrows at the interruption.

“Turn around.” Maeve turned so her hips were facing her. She felt a foot press into her upper back, pushing her chest down to the mat.

“Lower.” Maeve obeyed, stretching her arms out above her head and arching her back.

“Higher.” Sose tapped her hip. Maeve struggled to push her butt higher. When she finally stopped getting corrections, her tits and face were pressed firmly into the mat with her ass presented high in the air. With her knees spread, she was fully exposed to Sose. Every inch of sensitive flesh was on display to her. Sose reached forward and grabbed a firm handful of Maeve’s ass. She squeezed tight, then without warning, drew her hand back and slapped her once.

“Oh,” Maeve gasped. The pain was sharp, but fleeting. A warm, dull heat emanated from her pink flesh. Sose smoothed her hands across her ass, then struck again on her other cheek. It was slightly harder this time, so the sharp pain stayed longer before the dull heat returned.

“Would you like me to continue?” Sose asked, her hand resting gently on her hip.

“Yes.” Maeve breathed. She spanked her six more times, alternating cheeks and varying her intensity. Maeve gripped the yoga mat in her fingers, breathing through the delicious pain. It felt like a massage on a sore muscle, but far more targeted and direct.

“More,” Maeve whispered. She felt Sose hesitate, then she unleashed fire, striking with real force. The sound of flesh on flesh echoed in the empty gym, louder with each slap. The pain grew sharper and the warm, fuzzy feeling disappeared. She wasn’t sure how much more she could endure. Maeve shifted her hips uncomfortably, then spoke up.

“Mercy please, Sosefina,” Maeve said. The barrage immediately ended. Sose gently pulled her up so Maeve was comfortably on her knees. A gentle touch circled her raw skin, then traveled up to push hair out of her face. Sose was on her knees too, staring down at her with sympathetic eyes.

“Are you okay?” Her voice was sweet and reassuring. Maeve nodded once. She felt emotion well up in her throat.

“You were incredible,” Sose affirmed. She slid behind Maeve with her back to the wall. She pulled her into her arms so Maeve’s back was against her chest and her legs circled around hers.

“Really?” Maeve asked. She rested her head in the crook of Sose’s neck and let herself fall weightless into the muscle-bound woman.

“I will repeat myself this one time,” Sose whispered in her ear. “You were incredible.”

“Thank you,” Maeve whispered. A warm glow resonated through her as Sose soothed her skin and kissed her head. She felt like she could melt into her. As their breaths aligned, Sose’s hands dipped low and spread across her inner thighs. It was a tentative caress, one that could be played off as gentle. At the end of her stroke, Maeve grabbed her wrists and reserved their direction, back to her pussy. She heard a soft laugh behind her.

“Thank you,” Maeve whispered again. She closed her eyes and felt one of Sose’s hands travel up to her throat. It curled around gently with just enough pressure for Maeve to know her place. Her other hand dipped low across her stomach, mons, and finally…

“Oh,” Maeve gasped. Sose’s fingers slid down either side of her clit, down her vulva to her opening. They swirled, gathering slick arousal, before circling back to the edges of her clit, not yet touching her there. Sose pleasured her with slow, meaningful strokes up and down, over and over with steady pressure. Repeatedly, she would slip a finger inside, curl it gently, then drag it up her vulva and circle it around her engorged clit. There was no rush to her motions, no urgency in her breath. Just slow massages up and down, in and out.

“Tell me what you enjoyed tonight,” Sose’s voice was soft in her ear. Maeve wet her lips with her tongue.

“I liked stripping for you, revealing my body to you one inch at a time…” Sose responded by pressing two fingers firmly to her clit. Maeve tried to push her hips against them, but a gentle pressure on her throat warned her against it.

“I liked worshipping at your feet. I’m not even into… well I don’t know what I’m into… I just liked making you feel good…” Sose began slow circles with light pressure. Maeve reached to her sides and grabbed Sose’s outstretched thighs to steady herself.

“I liked… I loved your pussy. It’s pretty and delicate and… I think I want to taste you.” Sose increased her tempo; circle after circle pressing harder with more intention.

“I liked being spanked… I liked exposing myself to you… and… fuck…” Maeve was on the edge of a ripping-hot orgasm.

“Speak.” Sose’s voice almost pushed her straight over the edge, but Maeve breathed through the pleasure and found her words.

“I liked kissing you… making you wet… seeing the pleasure in your eyes… feeling your embrace when I couldn’t take… any… more…” Sose’s fingers were a whirlwind, stroking and teasing and curling right where Maeve liked it.

“Please, Sosefina…”

“Wait.” Her fingers slowed, then accelerated, then slowed again. The fluctuation made Maeve’s stomach tighten, her fingers digging deep into Sose’s thighs. The hand around her throat tightened, possessive and firm.

“Please… I…”

“Now.”

Time stopped. Every muscle in her body clenched around a central point of pure, raw pleasure. Sose kept circling as Maeve vibrated in her arms. Then, she erupted. Thunder rolled across her skin, her climax pulsing wildly under her strong fingers. Sose trapped her shaking legs under hers, locking her in place as she bucked and moaned with pleasure. Her fingers slowed for a second, then began fluctuating again. Soft and slow, heavy and fast. Maeve knew it was possible but she had never…

“Now.” Maeve’s eyes rolled into her head, her body tense in Sose’s arms. Another eruption, stronger and longer lasting. Roiling pleasure coaxed out of her by expert hands. She breathed hard, gasping for air under Sose’s tight grip. Just as she started to come back to life, Sose’s fingers slowed into their steady, purposeful stroke.

“Again? I can’t… I’m too… oh, fuck…”

“Now.” Pure ecstasy. Her mind completely detached from her body, floating somewhere else. Every ounce of tension in her body was gone, her relaxed, sweaty form held tenderly by Sose. At some point, Sose removed her fingers, but the pleasure didn’t stop pulsing from her sex.

“Open.” Sose held her fingers to Maeve’s lips. Drunk on orgasmic bliss, she cleaned her arousal from Sose’s fingers. She tasted like sweat and sex and feminine musk. Then, Sose’s lips were on hers, tasting her too.

“Come here.” Sose laid flat on the mat and pulled Maeve up into her arms. She felt like a koala around a tree, holding her breast and wrapping her slick thighs around one of hers. Through deep breaths, Maeve’s senses returned. She glanced down to Sose’s hips, then began to stretch her hand down.

“Not tonight,” Sose said softly. She gently lifted Maeve’s hand back to her breast. Maeve sighed and relaxed into her body. Comfortable minutes passed in shared silence and breath.

“What’ll it take for you to earn satisfaction? I’ve earned it three times just tonight.” Maeve looked up at Sose. Her eyes were closed and her breath was calm.

“I am close,” Sose said. “I need to be careful with these things.”

“Why?” Maeve asked. She’d been dying to know why Sose was so rigid about her own pleasure.

“Another time. This is a nice moment,” Sose said. Maeve nodded into her chest and closed her eyes too, not pushing on it. As Sose’s fingers trailed up and down her back, a deep conviction formed in her heart. She tried not to speak it out loud, but her words slipped out before she could stop herself.

“Just so you know, I’m going to make it very, very hard for you to resist me.”

“Is that right?” Sose’s tone was lazy and amused.

“Yeah. I’m gonna burrow my way in no matter how stubborn you are.” Maeve poked a finger into her chest. She knew that Sose was holding something back from her. Whatever it was, Maeve wanted to know and understand and help, just as Sose did for her.

“And how will you do that?” Sose opened an eye to look at her. Maeve gave her a wild grin.

“Easy. You’re already close, and I haven’t even started trying yet.”


Chapter Six: Apologies Have Explanations

Maeve walked into the gym on Monday morning feeling like she was borrowing from a bank she just robbed. It didn’t matter how strongly Sose assured her that no one would find out about their after-hours training session; she still glanced through the windows warily to see if anyone was waiting to arrest her. No authorities to be seen, she swung open the front door and readied herself for an actual workout with the Olympian.

“Whatcha reading, Chunk?” Maeve asked the boulder-shaped trainer sitting behind the front desk. He looked up from a thick tome and gave her a smile. 

“The Bible.”

“What?” Maeve was about to scan her membership card, but stopped in utter confusion. 

“Yeah. It’s the foundation for most Western literature. Figured I’d give it a shot,” Chunk explained.

“Oh. I guess that makes sense. Anything good in there?”

“Not really. I’m still in the Old Testament, and it’s been all downhill since Genesis.”

“Got it. Hey…”

“Sose’s in the locker room,” Chunk interrupted, predicting her question. Maeve blushed and stepped closer.

“Not what I was going to ask, but thank you,” she said. “You’re friends with her, right?”

Chunk raised his eyebrows, looked over his shoulder, and slid a bookmark in the gold-tinted pages.

“Yeah. She trained here the whole time she was testing for the Olympics. We got pretty close,” he explained. Maeve raised her eyebrows questioningly. “Not like that… she doesn’t like… you know.”

“You found out the hard way?” Maeve couldn’t keep the smile off her face. The image of Chunk asking the statuesque half-Samoan lesbian on a date was equally sweet and hilarious.

“I don’t wanna talk about it.” Chunk’s cheeks turned red.

“Sorry,” Maeve said with more amusement in her tone than regret. She eyed the locker room entrance and decided to cut to the chase.

“What ended up happening with her Olympic debut?”

“She was incredible. Far exceeded my standards, most of everyone’s standards too: tenth in her weight class.”

Maeve’s eyes bulged. “Tenth? Like, in the world?”

“Yup. Is there a reason you’re asking me and not her about this?”

“It seems like a sore subject with her.” 

“Well, put yourself in her shoes. She trained to be the best in the world and came up short. Athletes of her caliber have different expectations than normal people like us.”

“That makes sense.” Maeve nodded. Chunk gave her a shrug and turned back to his book.

“By the way, is your name actually Chunk?” She looked at his name tag suspiciously.

“If I told you it was Constantine, would you believe me?”

“Probably not,” Maeve admitted.

“Chunk it is, then,” he said with easy-going acceptance. “Have a good lift, bro.”

Maeve turned the new information over in her head on the short walk to the locker room. It both made sense and broke her heart that Sose couldn’t be proud of where she finished. But the big question remained unanswered: why was Sose so averse to pleasure? The Olympics were years ago and it’s not like an orgasm or two would stifle her muscle growth. Maeve was pretty confident those bodily functions weren’t negatively correlated.

And it wasn’t just Maeve’s heightened arousal driving her need to reciprocate, though she’d be lying to say it wasn’t a factor. It was the confidence and happiness that came from Sose’s training and friendship. Sose insisted that Maeve’s progress was satisfaction enough for her, but it wasn’t enough for Maeve. She wanted to touch and please and explore her. She wanted to listen to her stories and praise her victories and comfort her failures. There was a depth to Sose unlike anyone she’d met before, and it was frustrating to gaze into the inviting waters without being allowed to dive in.

“You’re late. Again.” Sose stared her down from the bench in the locker room. Maeve felt her heart flutter seeing her again and checked her phone. It was 6:00 a.m.

“Not yet.” Maeve hurried to throw her things in a locker. She felt Sose’s piercing brown eyes bore into her back as she moved as fast as she could.

“What were you and Chunk talking about?” The question was casually delivered, but it was definitely pointed. Maeve forgot that Chunk’s voice had a floor-rattling tremble to it.

“The Bible,” Maeve said, still facing her locker. Technically not a lie.

“Really? I didn’t peg either of you as the religious sort.” 

“Apparently it’s… um… the foundation of Western literature,” Maeve stumbled through her explanation. God, this woman made her nervous. She closed her locker and turned to face Sose. Her jet-black hair was slicked back, falling just below her ears. She wore a black sports bra and spandex shorts that left little to the imagination. That said, Maeve would have a hard time not staring at her corded arms and barrel-thick thighs even if she was wearing a snowsuit.

“Ah. Good to know,” Sose said with narrowed eyes. Those and her sharp jawline made her look like a hawk. A hawk that could lift three of her without breaking a sweat. Silence fell between them and Maeve felt her heart beat faster knowing what she was about to propose.

“Before we get started, could I ask you something quick? Not about last Friday, that was amazing. This is actually…”

“Speak,” Sose cut through her ramble. Always so direct.

“This Friday, after we’re done working and training for the week, I’d like to take you on a date. I just want to show you how I feel and that I appreciate…”

“Sure.”

“Yes?” Maeve smiled. She expected more resistance.

“Did you expect me to decline?”

“No,” Maeve lied, still smiling. “This is exciting. I’ll pick you up at 8. Wear something… well I’m gonna wear something nice, you can…”

“I have been on dates before,” Sose said, an amused expression growing on her face. She stood and slammed her locker behind her, angling towards the locker room door. “Why don’t we see how long that smile lasts, yeah?”

✽✽✽

The smile lasted the whole week, much to Sose’s annoyance. Every day Maeve got up early, followed her program to the letter, and went to bed thinking of Sose. Her radiant good mood was noticed by her manager, who complimented her marketing designs for the first time in months, and by her parents, who asked if there was a special someone making her happy during a phone call. Maeve happily explained the newfound structure to her life and left out the details related to the lesbian Olympian who was sexually dominating her.

Friday morning, Maeve was a ball of energy. With both first date and caffeine jitters bouncing around her head, she hoped Sose had something intense cooked up for her.

“Get to the New Testament yet?” Maeve asked Chunk as she walked into the gym. The cheerfulness in her tone made his face scrunch in confusion.

“I wish. Most of this thing is ancient laws and regulations. Apparently you can’t wear clothes made of two materials. Or eat lobster. Or be gay. Those are all right next to each other for some reason,” Chunk explained, clearly wrestling with theological technicalities.

“Well, I’m planning on doing all three today. Speaking of which…”

“Not here,” Chunk interrupted, though she did earn a smile and an eye roll with her joke.

“Really? Maybe she’s having car trouble again.”

“She’s your girlfriend, not mine,” he shrugged.

“She’s not my… well maybe she will be.” Maeve recognized her own defensiveness and chose to be hopeful instead. All week, she had been wrestling with whether or not to ask Sose to be her girlfriend. It seemed like they were dancing around their feelings for each other, and Maeve wanted Sose to know how much she meant to her. Maybe that would help her open up a little more.

“I’m gonna text her, I’m sure it’s fine,” Maeve told herself. Chunk grunted and turned back to his book. She leaned against the front desk and waited while lifters slowly filtered into the gym, her confidence dwindling as minutes passed. Finally, her phone buzzed.

“Not training today. Stick to your schedule,” Sose texted at 6:15. Maeve felt her heart drop.

“She’s not coming in,” Maeve said to Chunk. He looked up at her through his glasses with equal parts disinterest and boredom.

“We have a date planned tonight at 8. Do you think she’ll still come to that? Should I text her?” Maeve asked, unable to keep the anxiety out of her voice.

“I don’t know if I’m the best person…”

Maeve flipped her phone around and showed him the blunt texts from Sose. He winced.

“Yeah, I would double-check. That’s rough,” he offered a grumbled condolence.

“Are we still on for tonight?” Maeve texted Sose.

“Should be.”

Maeve’s face went pale. She went behind Chunk’s desk and sat on the edge, showing him the response. He read it a few times, looked up at Maeve, then read it once more.

“If you’re accepting the words she’s saying as her feelings, which is what I normally do, then it sounds like you should do your training and go on your date tonight,” Chunk said. “But I really would find someone with more experience in the woman-to-woman department.”

“Right, but she said ‘Should,’ like if she really wanted this date, then don’t you think…”

“Hey. Maeve. Just ask her,” Chunk said. His tone was soft, even if it still did sound like he was chewing gravel.

“Okay, yeah. Thanks. I’ll do my workout and… yeah,” Maeve trailed off. She hopped off his desk and went to the locker room numb and confused.

✽✽✽

Maeve paced back and forth in her apartment. It was 7:30 p.m. and she was fidgeting with her phone, flipping it between her hands. She spent the better part of an hour getting ready for the date. Her hair was washed, dried, and curled. Her legs were smooth as butter. She wore a delicately patterned dress with an open back and enough cleavage to make her mother faint. Looking in the mirror, Maeve felt attractive, but she didn’t feel pretty. She was too anxious for that.

“Fuck this,” Maeve said to herself. She took Chunk’s advice and called Sose. The phone rang five times before she answered.

“Hey.” Sose’s voice had none of its usual warmth.

“What’s going on?” Maeve asked, her tone demanding. Silence on the other end. She already felt like she was going to throw up.

“I feel confused. Conflicted.” When she finally spoke, Sose’s voice was shaking. Maeve sat down on her couch and ran her hands through her perfectly styled hair.

“Okay. That’s okay. Can you tell me why?” Maeve struggled to keep her tone even. She knew the gut feeling she had this morning shouldn’t have been ignored.

“I do not want to burden you.”

“You don’t want to burden me?” Maeve scoffed. “I’ve been feeling pretty fucking burdened all day, so why don’t you just say it?” She hated when other people wouldn’t tell her the truth because they thought she couldn’t handle it. It was insulting.

“Maeve…”

“Be direct, Sose. I thought you were good at that.”

“This is a distraction,” Sose said coldly. Maeve felt her rage bubble over.

“A distraction? From what? Explain one singular part of your life to me so I can know what I’m prying you away from.”

Silence on the other end. When Sose finally spoke, her voice was shaking. “I… I’m sorry.”

“Why?” Maeve demanded. “Apologies have explanations, you showed me that.”

“Maeve. Please. This is hard enough.”

“Oh, this is hard? I dragged my ass out of bed every morning for you. I pushed myself harder than I ever have for a sliver of your affection. I…” Maeve faltered, choking back a sob. She grit her teeth and continued. “I crawled across the floor and worshiped at your feet.” Maeve let the silence punctuate her anger. “That was hard. And you're telling me you’re too weak to explain yourself?” Maeve asked, her voice steady, but brimming with heat.

“I can’t…”

“Pathetic.” Maeve hung up. She tossed her phone onto the coffee table and stomped into her bathroom, cranking the shower to its hottest temperature.

“So stupid,” she muttered to herself, looking at her foggy reflection. She took her dress off, balled it up, and threw it into her bedroom. It splayed awkwardly on her carpet next to her laundry basket. She took a step forward to put it away, then stopped. Tears streaked down her cheeks as she turned away from the mess. She’d put that away later. Or not. It didn’t really matter anymore, did it?


Chapter Seven: Speak

Maeve woke up at 4:45 a.m. with puffy eyes and a splitting headache. Her alarm blared from her living room. She pulled her comforter around her and tried to ignore the raid siren sound that Sose set two weeks ago. The memory of the tall woman putting her number in her phone, then setting her alarm crept into her mind, pushing her further into despair. What went wrong?

Minutes passed and unsurprisingly, she couldn’t fall back asleep with the siren blaring in her ears. She peeled herself out of bed and shuffled into her living room to turn it off. Her heart soared annoyingly as she switched it off, hoping to see a text from Sose apologizing for everything. There wasn’t one. The disappointment melted into sadness and propelled her back into bed. She eyed her scattered dress and lingerie on the floor as she dropped herself into her mattress. At this point, she wasn’t even mad at Sose anymore. She was mad at herself for thinking that a literal Olympian wanted a girl like her.

By 5:00, it was clear that she couldn’t go back to sleep. Maeve groaned and pulled herself out of bed again. She let herself be pulled by muscle memory along her morning routine. On her way to the bathroom, she tossed her dress and underwear into her basket without thinking. She brushed her teeth, moisturized, and started a pot of coffee. By 5:15, she was in the car on the way to the gym.

When she got there, she sat in the parking lot, unmoving. It was still dark outside and the only other car was Chunk’s. She absentmindedly wondered why he was always the one to open and close for the day. Driven by routine and the desire to not be alone, Maeve walked into the gym and saw Chunk drinking a coffee and scrolling on his phone. The gym was completely empty.

“Hey bro. Oh,” Chunk said. He saw Maeve’s red eyes and absence of a workout partner, then frowned sympathetically.

“Need a hug?” Chunk was already getting up from the desk. Maeve nodded and put her arms around his massive shoulders. He awkwardly squeezed her around the waist, pushing the air straight out of her lungs.

“Thanks… this is nice,” Maeve coughed, then laughed. He gave her a squeeze on the shoulder and an approving nod.

“Trust me, I know how it feels. Good on you for sticking with your training, though. And let me know if you need a spot,” he offered. Maeve nodded in appreciation and went to throw her things in the locker room. Her mental fog was helping prevent any further rumination on Sose, though she found herself frequently looking around corners and over her shoulder for signs of the Olympian.

Maeve followed her program with unenthusiastic determination. Barbell rows, pull-downs, and bicep curls were all done with solid form, though Maeve knew that Sose would still find issue with them. The familiar crescendo of her heart rate and sweat on her chest and brow were welcome signs that she was doing something right. Twice, Chunk came over to wipe something down nearby and make light conversation. She appreciated that.

In the shower, Maeve did her best to scrub quickly so as to not let images of a sudsy, nude Sose resurface. But with endorphins flooding her system and warm water cleansing her skin, thoughts of the shower she and Sose took after their late-night session bubbled into vision. Deep, playful laughter. Far too much soap, none on the important places. The feeling of cold tile on her back as Sose pressed her into the shower wall. Maeve grit her teeth and turned the knob to cold, unwilling to explore the memory further.

Maeve wrapped her towel around her chest and rubbed her tired eyes as she turned the corner to her locker. She froze. Sose was sitting on the bench, lacing up her shoes. Maeve contemplated a dozen different reactions, all involving getting as far away from her as possible. Unfortunately, Sose was right in front of her locker. A different approach then, Maeve decided.

She walked into the row of lockers, each step firm with spiteful determination. She saw the tall woman notice her out of the corner of her eye. Her hazel cheeks flushed and her eyes stared a hole into the tiled floor, too ashamed to look at her. Maeve had a solution for that. She let her towel drop into her hands far before arriving at her locker, drying her back and neck as she walked. Sose’s eyes trailed up her legs, then straight back to the floor.

“Are you normally this embarrassed around naked women?” Maeve asked, her shaking voice taking a little edge off the otherwise clever line. Sose recoiled, unable to form words or settle on a coherent expression. Maeve eyed her closely while she changed, noticing the slump in her shoulders and the bags under her eyes. Her anger blunted a bit, seeing Sose in a similar state to her.

“I did not… expect you here,” Sose said finally. Maeve shared her look of dismay and pulled a sweatshirt over her head.

“I guess my good habits weren’t completely dependent on you.” There was a little more venom on her lips than was probably deserved.

“Good. That’s good.” Sose sounded awkward, but genuine. The problem between them didn’t have anything to do with the physical training, that much was clear.

“The 2028 Olympics. I’m going to compete.” Maeve heard the words but didn’t register them. She pulled a sweatshirt over her head and closed her locker.

“What?”

“There will be qualifiers and…”

“Sose. What?” Maeve blinked in confusion. There was a sad determination in her eyes. Slowly, Maeve began to understand. Sose was cutting her off because she was a distraction.

“You’re serious? Wow. I can’t…” Maeve couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “Well, good luck. Train hard.”

“That is not what… Maeve.” She was already out the door, tears welling in her eyes again. It didn’t matter what she had to say at this point, her priorities were clear. She stormed out of the gym to her car, ignoring Chunk’s fist bump. Hopefully he’d understand.

“Maeve,” Sose said. Maeve turned to see her calling out to her. She stopped at her car and stared her down with crossed arms. Her breath formed rapid, icy clouds in the morning air. A couple lifters awkwardly shuffled around Sose by the door as she walked closer.

“Can we talk?” Sose asked. She was a few feet in front of her, out of reach as if they had never been entwined.

“Speak,” Maeve’s tone was cold but her face was flush with emotion. Sose ran her hands through her hair and took a tentative step closer. Maeve had to look up at her now to keep eye contact.

“I’m sorry. Feelings have never been my strength. You were correct to point that out,” Sose smiled weakly. “Last night was not handled well. By me. I got confused and I freaked out and… I want to explain and make things right.”

“You want to undo everything you just did?” Maeve asked doubtfully.

“Yes. Please.” Sose’s voice was shaking, just as it was last night. Her eyes were pleading for some kind of kindness from Maeve.

“And how do you plan on doing that?” Maeve asked. She stood solid and firm as she glared up at the Olympian. Last night was rough and this morning wasn’t much better, but she still had so many unanswered questions. Whatever desire she had for Sose that remained was enough to at least entertain a conversation.

“Will you go out with me tonight? Please. I owe you a date.” Sose bit her lip nervously. Her eyes were glassy, as if about to cry.

“Yes.” Maeve was surprised as Sose was with how fast her answer came. There was something in her awkward, serious tone that melted the ice off her heart.

“Are you sure?” Sose asked, eyes wide.

“You once said something about not repeating yourself.” Maeve allowed a small smile to curl on her lips. “Don’t make me feel like an idiot.”

“I will not. I promise.” Sose looked relieved, solemn, and determined all at once. Maeve raised her eyebrows as if to say, “I’ll hold you to that,” and got into her car, cautiously optimistic.


Chapter Eight: Peace Negotiations

Maeve wrapped her jacket around her shoulders and walked up to the French restaurant with as much confidence as she could muster. Her heels echoed on the sidewalk in brisk, steady clicks, but her mind was a whirlwind. She glanced through the window as she walked up to the entrance. Sose was sitting at a small table with her back to the window.

Seeing the athlete in anything other than a sports bra was enough to make her stop and stare, but Sose really did look stunning. Her raven hair was silken and smooth behind her ears, which were adorned with gleaming silver earrings. She wore a simple black silk slip that revealed her muscled back and silk stockings that hugged her giant thighs. Even if she was here for her heart, Maeve didn’t mind how the flush of excitement warmed her up a bit.

“Sorry about the wrinkles,” Maeve said as she approached the table. She smoothed out her dress and sat down across from Sose. Her sharp eyes sparkled in the candlelight. It would’ve been a scene out of a fairytale if her head wasn’t pounding with anxiety.

“You look beautiful.” Sose made no attempt to hide her hungry gaze.

“Thank you.” Maeve’s response was curt and quiet. A well-dressed waitress came over with a bottle of red wine and poured two glasses.

“You drink?” Maeve asked. Sose’s diet was strict. It was already a surprise that she chose a restaurant that served more than lean meats and vegetables.

“On special occasions.”

“Like peace negotiations?”

“Hah! Exactly,” Sose laughed. They both ordered and waited until the waitress was gone to continue. Maeve wasn’t even sure what she picked. Mussels, probably.

“I apologize if this place is a bit fancy for what we’re doing,” Sose said.

“I don’t mind an excuse to wear a dress.”

“Mmm,” Sose hummed in agreement, eyes flickering again. She took a languid sip of wine and kept eye contact with Maeve. A familiar heat rose to her cheeks. Her body desperately wanted to relax into subspace, but she knew she had to resist it. She bit the inside of her lip to keep the comfort at bay and hardened her gaze.

“Alright. Where shall we start?” Maeve drank half her glass in a sip and crossed her arms. She wasn’t going to let Sose seduce herself out of emotional vulnerability.

“Oh. Right,” Sose looked into her lap. She fidgeted for a moment, unable to meet Maeve’s eyes.

“Why did you try to cut me out?” Maeve asked. She couldn’t tolerate the uncomfortable silence.

“You are truly incredible, I want to say. My actions are not a reflection on your character.”

“I know.”

“And I thought that I was leading us both down a difficult path. We both already have enough challenges and I did not want to burden you further.”

“Do you really think that about me? That I’m too weak to handle you?”

“No.”

“Okay, then tell me what’s going on,” Maeve said. “The real stuff, not vague generalizations." Sose looked like she was about to respond, then shook her head to discard the words. She looked at Maeve for help, but Maeve had already done her part. Now she just had to bear the tense silence between them.

“I struggle with… I just feel…” Sose unsuccessfully tried to find an entry point.

“Sose. Tell me about the Olympics,” Maeve reached across the table and gave her hand a squeeze. Sose shifted nervously in her chair. Maeve raised her eyebrows, half threat and half encouragement.

“The Olympics? I suppose that makes sense.” Sose nodded, then cleared her throat.

“Training was my entire life before I tested for the Olympics. If you think my schedule is rigorous now…” Sose scoffed, thinking back to harder days. “I truly committed myself to the sport. So much so that I aced the qualifiers and was in the best form of my life by the time the games came around. My coaches and teammates really thought that I could medal.”

“Doesn’t everyone think that?”

“Hah! Do you think Iceland believes they can beat our five best players in basketball?” Sose laughed at the question. “Athletes know themselves. They know each other too, so they know how they compare.”

“And you were one of the best?”

“In theory. My lifts were close to the top, but not quite elite. If I had a really good day and some of the others struggled, I had a real chance.”

“And you didn’t have a really good day?”

“The issue was the really good night I had the day before.” Sose let out a pained exhale. The waitress came around with delicious-smelling sourdough bread. Maeve didn’t even look at it.

“I was in the Olympic Village for a week before my actual event. I spent most of it with my teammates and coaches training and preparing, but I inevitably began talking with some of my competitors. I knew some of them from other meets. One of whom I knew quite well.” Sose implied her meaning with raised eyebrows and a sip of wine. Maeve felt a double pang of curiosity and jealousy thinking about Sose with another woman.

“The night before the event, I was more stressed than I had ever been. I was shaking so much that I could not sleep.” Sose lifted her hand. There was a small tremble in it even now. “Some of my teammates invited me to drink, so I joined them. I figured it could help calm me down. Then some of the other lifters came to drink. Alfhild too,” she added. Maeve assumed that she was the one Sose knew “quite well.”

“I ended the night in her bed. We were very drunk. The next morning, I had my event and I underperformed,” Sose said with an air of finality. Maeve frowned. She was expecting something much worse.

“How did you feel waking up that day?”

“Mostly fine. I was a bit hungover.”

“And you blame your entire performance on having fun the night before?” Maeve asked carefully.

“I know it’s hard to understand, but…”

“Make me understand.”

“I had a lapse in discipline. I chose temporary satisfaction over long-term success,” Sose said plainly. “Yes, tenth is a good placement. But I know I could have scored higher.”

“Maybe. Or you could have scored lower if you spent all night anxiously awake instead of sleeping.”

“I could have,” Sose agreed. Maeve leaned forward. She felt like she was getting somewhere.

“Is that why you’re scared of me? You think your focus will shift again?”

“It already has. I spend more time planning your program than my own. When we lift together, my attention is divided. I missed a lift last weekend because of our late night.”

“You planned that, Sose. We didn’t need to be in a gym after hours to hook up,” Maeve said a little too loudly. An older couple next to their table gave them a side-eyed look. “And you could’ve just told me that you wanted to train separately. I don’t need you to peel me off the floor anymore,” Maeve continued.

“I know. I realize that now.” Sose chewed on her lip. “I just struggle to separate these things. When I feel strongly about something, I burn hot.”

Maeve nodded in agreement. She was on the receiving end of that heat.

“Right, and because I’m submissive, you think I can’t help you with that.” Maeve slid another piece into place.

“When you say it like that…”

“Am I wrong? Tell me this isn’t how you feel.”

“It is how I felt,” Sose conceded. “But I was wrong.”

“Well, obviously.” Maeve rolled her eyes. “Sose, my strengths are built for your weaknesses too. I know how I feel and I have no problem expressing it. But when you show emotion it looks like it physically wounds you.”

“I just worry about my emotions dictating my life. It feels like my poor decisions are always made because of irrational behavior.”

“You trying to break up with me was an irrational impulse. Tell me why you want to be with me. Logically,” Maeve challenged.

“You make me laugh.”

“That’s an emotional response. Try again.”

“You showed me how willing you are to commit. And you have a very open mind.”

“Those are both purely driven by my emotions. We trick ourselves into thinking that there’s some logical reason behind what we do, but that’s bullshit. If I were thinking logically, I wouldn’t even be here right now,” Maeve said.

“Then why are you here?” Sose was still struggling to wrap her head around what Maeve was saying.

“Because I like the way you make me feel.”

“Really?”

“Yes, Sose. I want to help you feel that too.”

“Even after last night?” Sose winced.

“You acted on your emotions and I acted on mine. All that matters is that we’re here now,” Maeve said. “Let me help.”

“How?”

“I’m so glad you asked.” Maeve smiled. She pretended to straighten out a thick pile of papers and adjust a pair of glasses. “You really need to journal. Use your notebook for more than just calorie counting. Write about your feelings and really think about them.”

“I can do that.” Sose’s gears were already turning, likely trying to fit reflection into her calendar.

“Good. You’re also done training me,” Maeve said. Sose looked taken aback. “We both know that I have no Olympic expectations. I do this because it’s good for me and I like the way my muscles feel.”

“But your form…”

“Is perfectly fine. If you’re set on competing in 2028, then focus on your own lifts.”

“That is very considerate of you,” Sose said. “But I still want to be with you in the gym. I enjoy your company.”

“Well, speaking of sharing company, my final demand is that our pleasure is equal,” Maeve said, a little quieter this time. The waitress chose this exact minute to come with their entrees. They waited awkwardly for her to leave before continuing.

“I’m new to this whole… thing.” Maeve vaguely waved her hand, hoping that the explicit details would be conveyed. “But I’m not going to let you deny yourself pleasure. It’s selfish.”

“It’s part of the dynamic I like…”

“Well, I don’t like that part.” Maeve was firm on this. “I’m a very open-minded girl. You should be thankful that this is where I draw the line.”

“Fair,” Sose said, clearly thinking of new things to explore. “Is there anything else?”

“Promise me that last night won’t happen again.” Maeve needed to hear her say it.

“I will never treat you like that again. I promise.”

“Good.” Maeve gave her hand another squeeze, then grabbed a piece of bread on the way back. She leaned back with a weight off her shoulders and a burning query on the tip of her tongue.

“So. Tell me about this Alfhild.”


Chapter Nine: A Very Fine Wine

“I swear I had no idea. It really just never occurred to me.”

“Come on. There must have been something. A friend? An actress? A cartoon character?”

“I’m serious! My awakening is you, take it as a compliment,” Maeve laughed. She had her arm threaded through Sose’s as they walked up to her apartment. Her face was fuzzy from the wine and the freezing air.

“What about when you… you know?”

“When I masturbate? Usually I’d just think about whatever made me horny. A scene from a movie, an interaction with a barista…”

“A barista? As in, a woman coffee maker?” Sose asked suggestively.

“Baristas don’t have to be women,” Maeve said defensively. Sose raised her eyebrows.

“Okay, this one was. Point taken,” Maeve admitted. She led her up a flight of stairs and swung the door open.

“Your home is lovely,” Sose said. Maeve felt a flush of pride from the approval. She wouldn’t have called her apartment anything beyond “livable” before Sose drove some order into her life.

“Surprised that it’s not a disaster?” Maeve asked. She struck a match and lit a few candles around the living room.

“Of course not.” Sose waved to the book-covered coffee table and patterned rug. “You have good taste.”

“You would know, wouldn’t you?” Maeve’s tone dripped with implication. She remembered how hungrily Sose kissed her after making her clean her own arousal off her fingers.

“Mmm, I suppose so. Should I take my shoes off?” Sose asked.

“Allow me.” Maeve walked over to her and slowly lowered herself to her knees. She lifted Sose’s calf and slid her flat off her heel, placing it neatly on the shoe rack. Maeve held out her hands expectantly for her other foot, which Sose slowly raised for her. She delicately slid her other shoe off her stocking-clad foot. The flat joined its pair and Maeve rose from her knees, smiling casually.

“Do you provide such service for all your guests?” Sose asked. Maeve laughed and grabbed her hand, pulling her along to the couch.

“I’m afraid that might give them the wrong impression,” Maeve said. She guided Sose to the middle cushion, then pulled her dress up to her thighs and straddled her. The Olympian gripped her waist and looked up at her with need in her eyes.

“Why would you be afraid of that?” Her voice was soft and firm like red-hot steel in a forge.

“I was hoping you’d show me,” Maeve said. She traced her fingers up Sose’s hips and ribs and laced them behind her neck. Sose leaned in to kiss her, but Maeve gently pushed her back.

“Not yet,” Maeve purred. “You’re going to earn it.”

“Is that right?” Sose looked amused. They both knew Sose could take whatever she wanted. “And how might I do that?”

“Simple. Just let me in.” Maeve dragged a finger to her heart and pushed. She smiled at the confusion in her eyes.

“Tell me how you feel right now,” Maeve whispered. “Bonus points for five or more adjectives.”

“Grateful. Connected. Curious. Warm,” Sose whispered back. She paused, then continued, “Aroused.”

Maeve reached down to her thighs and pulled her dress up and off her torso. Sose’s eyes followed the fabric up her skin, then settled on her chest as Maeve threw the dress onto a chair. She slid her hands up Maeve’s back, undoubtedly searching for the clasp of her bra, but Maeve pushed them back down.

“Tell me why you won’t let me pleasure you.”

Sose paused for a moment, considering how to answer that one. Maeve stayed silent and watched the Olympian’s eyes roam her body. She wasn’t above using her assets to get information.

“Well, you know I enjoy domination. I like to please and punish in equal measure; both giving and denying orgasms,” Sose explained. Maeve reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. The material loosened, but didn’t reveal her breasts. She wanted more.

“I enjoy taming women like you; taking a disobedient, chaotic girl and whipping them into shape,” Sose said. Maeve slid one strap off her shoulder. Her bra was literally hanging on by a thread. Sose exhaled softly, her grip tightening on Maeve’s waist.

“The pent-up arousal from dominating another is delicious, like an aged wine. I want to savor each moment and memory.” A smile flickered across her face. “But with you, I feel tempted to open the cask, to let myself flow freely.”

Maeve pulled at the strap on her shoulder and let her bra fall to Sose’s lap. Her fingers once again reached up, but Maeve was quick to intercept them. She leaned in close, her breasts tauntingly close to Sose’s lips.

“I kinda wanna smash that cask,” Maeve teased.

“I’m sure you do.”

“Tell me the last time you orgasmed.”

“Two years ago.”

“That long, huh? Must be a very fine wine,” Maeve whispered. She did her best to hide her surprise and slid a hand down between her thighs. She felt her stockings, then warm flesh, and finally her underwear. Maeve pressed two fingers against the fabric and felt the warm, soaked-through fabric. Sose was drenched.

“Stop.” Sose’s order was sudden. Maeve looked up, worried that she did something wrong. “Do you feel as if I’ve earned pleasure?” Sose asked. Her tone was serious, but her eyes were shining with hope.

“Yes. God, yes,” Maeve breathed.

“Then we do this properly,” Sose said. She tightened her arms around Maeve and stood in one quick motion. Maeve wrapped her legs around her back and held on tight as Sose carried her to the bedroom.

“Show off,” Maeve whispered into her ear. Sose raised her eyebrows and threw Maeve onto her bed. She landed with surprising force and almost bounced off the mattress. She grabbed her sheets to steady herself and felt a spark travel down her spine.

“Stand.” Sose snapped to the ground in front of her feet.

“Yes, Sosefina.” Maeve scrambled off the bed and did as she was told. A strand of hair fell into her face, which she shyly blew away.

“Undress me,” Sose said. Maeve reached up, but Sose smacked her hand away. “No hands.”

Maeve crossed her arms behind her back and circled around to Sose’s back. She took the strap of her dress in her teeth and pulled it off her shoulder. Sose grunted in approval and she did the same to her other strap. Thankfully, Sose’s shoulders were so wide that the slip dress fell to her ankles without much more effort. Maeve returned to Sose’s front and dropped to her knees. She bit the elastic top of one of her stockings, but Sose shook her head.

Maeve looked up at the Olympian. She wore no bra, simple black panties, and stockings. If Sose was intending to keep her stockings on, there was only one thing left for Maeve to do. Keeping eye contact, she lightly bit the top elastic above the lace and peeled her underwear off her hips. Maeve could smell the thick scent of arousal between her thighs as she pulled the lace down to her knees, ankles, and finally off her feet. It was unbelievably intoxicating.

“Do you want to taste me?” Sose asked. Maeve nodded enthusiastically, her panties dangling from her teeth. Sose smiled and bent down to push her underwear fully between Maeve’s lips into her mouth. Maeve felt the warm, slick fabric on her tongue and almost moaned at the taste. It was musky and earthy and deeply feminine. She eyed the glistening opening between her legs, aching to drink straight from the source.

“Stand and strip.” Maeve obeyed. It didn’t take long, as everything except her underwear was scattered in her living room. Sose pointed to her laundry basket and Maeve hurried to put them away.

“Lie down.” Sose pointed to her bed. Maeve stretched herself out across her sheets. The cool fabric made her skin ripple with goosebumps. Sose crawled on top of her with want visible in her eyes. She laced her fingers through Maeve’s, then pushed down to pin her into the bed. Maeve gasped, her moan muffled by Sose’s underwear.

“You have nothing to prove to me tonight. I am yours, however you want me,” Sose said. Her lips were almost touching hers. Maeve breathed softly and felt emotion swell behind her eyes.

“That said, I think I have a good idea about what you want. I can demonstrate first, if you’d like,” Sose said. Maeve felt her heart, mind, and body melt into one. She nodded once with pleading eyes.

“When I pleasure another, I like to start here.” Sose kissed the soft flesh beneath her ear. Her tongue dragged a line down to her collarbone, then back up to her lobe. Sose wrapped her lips around it and lightly bit, earning another muffled gasp from Maeve.

“It is possible to orgasm just from this,” Sose whispered in her ear. She repeated the motions again. Maeve moaned deeply, thoroughly convinced what Sose was saying was true.

“Then, to here.” Sose kissed a line across her collarbone before trailing her tongue down to her erect nipple. Sose released Maeve’s hands and cupped her breasts gently. Her tits was always one of her more defining features, but Sose’s large hands easily handled them. She circled her tongue, pointed and firm, before creating a light suction between her lips.

“Mmmm,” Maeve moaned. She pushed her hips up, looking for something to press her sex against. Sose slipped a stocking-covered thigh between her legs and pushed it down. Maeve closed her eyes and grinded her hips up and down against Sose’s muscular leg. The soft, sheer silk of her stocking felt luxurious against her vulva and clit.

“The first time I saw you nude, it was hard to not stare at your breasts,” Sose admitted. She switched to her other tit and created the same suction. Her left nipple, now free from Sose’s lips, tingled as her saliva evaporated from her sensitive flesh. As if predicting her pleasure, Sose wrapped her thumb and forefinger around the freed nipple and rolled it, softly at first, but slowly increasing in pressure. Maeve responded by pressing her hips harder against Sose’s thigh, crushing her clit into the now arousal-soaked silk. She could cum like this, and by the lengthy attention Sose was showing her tits, she felt like she probably would.

“Please, Sosefina,” Maeve moaned through Sose’s panties. Her body was burning bright with raw, unfiltered pleasure. The taste of Sose’s cum on her lips, her muscled thigh on her pussy, and her tongue swirling on her nipple all sent pressure straight to her core.

“Already?” Sose looked up from her breasts. She smiled sinisterly and pressed her thigh harder against Maeve’s pussy. Her eyes went wide, almost climaxing on the spot from the increased pressure. Seductive and slow, Sose dipped her head back to her chest and licked a line up to her nipple. She kept eye contact and bit her nipple softly, her firm teeth digging into her sensitive skin.

“Fuck,” Maeve groaned. She bucked her hips harder as Sose slowly pulled her nipple taut between her teeth. Pain and pleasure swirled into one feeling of rapidly crescendoing ecstasy.

“Cum for me,” Sose whispered through her teeth. Maeve’s eyes rolled back, her teeth bit down on the panties, and her pussy slid back and forth so fast she must’ve looked like a blur. She gripped her sheets and lost herself completely, falling headfirst into a climax. Sose released her nipple, which screamed with fresh pain as blood flow returned.

“Spit.” Sose’s hand was next to her lips as she spasmed with aftershocks. Maeve pushed her panties into her hand with her tongue, which were unceremoniously tossed into the laundry basket. Sose kept her thigh pressed tight against Maeve’s sex as she crushed her lips into hers, kissing deep and purposeful.

“We’re only halfway through my demonstration,” Sose teased in between kisses. Maeve laughed, then gasped as Sose reached her fingers between her legs. She curled her strong fingers into her with one purposeful, smooth motion. Maeve had never enjoyed penetration before, but this was something else entirely. Her two fingers coaxed and curled, expertly building tension. Every now and then she lazily slid her fingers up and gave her clit attention, reminding Maeve that she had the power to easily make her orgasm again.

“Sosefina…” Maeve whispered. She needed more. The Olympian kept her fingers in place and shifted down in the bed, still penetrating Maeve while she readjusted. She dipped her head down and licked a long line up her inner thigh, kissing her softly at the crease of her hip. Maeve pushed her hips forward, urging Sose’s fingers deeper and her lips closer to where she wanted them.

“Have you been kissed here before?” Sose asked, her lips barely grazing Maeve’s clit.

“Never,” Maeve sighed. Her previous partners never took the initiative and she never felt comfortable asking. Alone with her thoughts, she imagined a lover’s head buried between her thighs, but that was only ever a fantasy.

“Their loss.” She kissed her clit like it was a delicate flower, then extended her tongue in a long, broad stroke. Her fingers curled again, teasing her gently from the inside while her lips and tongue applied slow, firm pressure. Maeve reached down and ran her fingers through Sose’s short hair, subconsciously guiding her head in rhythm with her motions. Gradually, Sose established a consistent pattern of quick horizontal strokes offset with long teasing licks from her opening to the top of her clit.

“Oh you’re good at this,” Maeve whispered in disbelief. She didn’t know this kind of pleasure was possible. It felt like the woman between her thighs was perfectly reading her body and mind, predicting the exact motion she needed to edge closer to a climax. Maeve felt her fingers sink deeper, stretching and fully filling her. She clenched down hard on the digits, prompting Sose to increase her pressure and tempo with her tongue. Within seconds, Maeve could feel the waves of another orgasm begin to swell. Her thighs tightened around Sose’s head, her newly built muscles flexing taut. She gasped and moaned and begged as Sose devoured her. Her fingers dug into the back of her head, clenching tight as tension built to a single point of pure rapture. There were a few moments of dream-like bliss before she came crashing back down into her body. Maeve had to cover her own mouth to muffle her screaming as Sose accelerated her through her orgasm. She could hear how wet she was with every thrust of Sose’s fingers, which only slowed when her thighs released their grip on her head. Maeve breathed heavily, expecting to calm down from her heightened state of euphoria. But the calm never came, not as Sose licked her arousal from her fingers and began to crawl back up her sweaty, flush form.

Maeve grabbed Sose’s sides and hooked her heels around her legs, using every ounce of her strength to flip Sose onto her back. They crashed together in a tangle of limbs, but Maeve was somehow on top. Surprise flashed across Sose’s face, not expecting the small woman to be able to overpower her.

“You look like a wild animal.” Sose reached up and smoothed Maeve’s hair behind her ears.

“Hmm.” Maeve nodded, barely processing her words. She was inspecting Sose’s muscled form, which was slick with sweat from sexual exertion. There were too many perfectly sculpted body parts to worship at once. She wanted to lick the shining arousal from her jaw, wrap her lips around her nipples, and bury her entire face in her pussy all at once. She could tell Sose was watching her struggle to initiate from this position.

“Clean me,” Sose ordered. Her dominance snapped Maeve into movement. She could see her essence shining on Sose’s jaw, cheeks, and lips. With a broad tongue, she licked her arousal from her face. It felt dirty and primal and unbelievably hot. Pulses echoed from her already overworked clit as her tongue dragged against her chiseled jaw. Maeve wiped her jaw dry with her thumbs and kissed her lips deeply. Their tongues tangled, messy and passionate. The gentle kissing and demure submission from earlier was something else entirely now. Everything was reduced down to pure lust, want, and need.

“Worship,” Sose said. “Every inch.” Maeve was already moving. She kissed and licked and touched and caressed every part of her perfect body. Starting with her neck, Maeve licked a long line like Sose did, but hers was faster, almost frantic. She could taste her sweat and smell her shampoo, the same floral scent that followed her after a shared shower in the gym. Maeve wrapped her hands around her biceps, massaging the massive muscles as she took her fingers in her mouth and ran her tongue along the length of each digit. Sose moaned a breathy exhale, encouraging Maeve to continue.

Next were her tits, which were small but defined by the muscle underneath. She sucked her nipples, too hard at first judging by Sose’s sharp smack on her outer thigh, then softer and more purposeful in a rhythm. Maeve wondered if she could orgasm from this. She’d have to find out another day, because she was already moving to her abs and hips. She ran her fingers across the divots in her muscled flesh and squeezed the fleshy parts of her hips. Maeve spared a look up at Sose. She looked so beautiful with her deep tan skin on Maeve’s white sheets. Her eyes were closed and a permanent smile was on her lips. She was fully accepting the pleasure.

Maeve returned to her hips and traveled down each leg with squeezes and kisses and firm caresses. She rolled her stockings down and off each one, wanting to worship her skin with no impediment. Slow, purposeful licks on her arches, then calves, and finally inner thighs brought her back to Sose’s waist. There was only one part of her that she had yet to devote her full devotion to.

“I want to taste you, Sosefina,” Maeve said from in between her legs. It felt right to ask permission considering how long Sose withheld pleasure from herself. Sose only nodded in response, parting and lifting her legs to allow Maeve in. Maeve took a deep breath and slid forward on the bed, wrapping her arms around Sose’s upper thighs. Her face was an inch from her sex, and unlike the peek she got in the gym, she could actually act on her desires.

Very delicately, as if walking through a garden of daisies, Maeve extended her tongue and licked a single line up her labia. She was smooth and soft and warm, tasting intensely of sweet pheromones and aged arousal. Maeve licked again, more confidently this time up the center of her pussy. She swirled her tongue around her clit just as Sose did to her and earned a deep, rumbling moan. Maeve dipped her head low and pushed her tongue against her opening. She pushed her tongue inside, shallow and quick, before using her nose and lips and finally tongue to complete a broad, firm stroke up her vulva. Sose moaned her approval.

Maeve tried new patterns, pressures, and angles, each earning slightly different, but all pleasurable reactions. Every moan, gasp, and clench of her thighs was dutifully logged for future use. Sose was letting her experiment, but Maeve wanted to make a breakthrough. She noticed the hitch in her breath when she created a very light suction over her clit with her lips. Maeve repeated it, and felt Sose’s hands in her hair, holding her in place. This was it.

Slowly, Maeve increased her suction until Sose’s grip on her hair was as strong as she could bear. As her thighs began to vibrate, Maeve wet a finger with the dripping arousal and slid it inside her, curling it up in the same coaxing motion Sose did to her. Maeve felt the rough, textured skin of her inner walls and pushed her fingerpad against it while her lips worked her clit from the outside. Sose inhaled suddenly, her moans stopping, but the grip on her hair didn’t relent. Her body began to shake and then buck wildly. Maeve felt her own body bounce in rhythm with the creaking bed, riding the waves of Sose’s rapidly approaching climax. Maeve tried desperately to keep her suction steady and her finger firm. She added a second, partially for Sose’s pleasure, but mostly to relieve the pressure of Sose’s clenching pussy on her single digit. Incoherent rambling spilled from Sose’s lips as her body buzzed with intense sexual energy. She let out a final deep, guttural moan, lifting her hips and Maeve’s head high off the bed before crashing down in a spasming puddle of pleasure. Maeve continued her suction and coaxing, but decreased her tempo in time with Sose’s steadying breath. She slowly withdrew her soaked fingers and admired her puffy pink labia and engorged clit. Her pussy was practically begging her to dive back in.

She gave her clit a long, slow kiss like she was professing her love to it. Sose shuddered and gently pulled her head away. Maeve got the message and climbed up her body, straddling her hips with a proud look on her face. Sose looked drunk with pleasure, her smile lazy and her eyes glazed over.

“How’d I do?” Maeve asked.

“Good. Very good.” Sose’s voice was hoarse. She cleared it and looked at Maeve with pure pride and admiration in her eyes.

“I know this might not be the best time, but I have a thought.”

“Yes?” Maeve felt a small pang of anxiety prickle on her neck.

“It would be good to have a title for this relationship,” Sose said. Maeve smiled wide at the awkward approach.

“Is this you asking me to be your girlfriend?”

“If that is something that…”

“Yes,” Maeve interrupted her, then kissed her lips hard. She lost herself in Sose’s embrace, then pulled back with a sly smile. “You’re so silly. ‘It would be good to have a title for this relationship.’” Maeve dropped her voice low to mimic Sose’s punctuated tone.

“Is that really how I sound?” Sose raised her eyebrows.

“Yeah. I like it.” Maeve kissed her lips again, then rose and straddled her hips. “We should celebrate our very formal title.”

“I might be a little sensitive," Sose warned her. Maeve smiled devilishly and brought her lips to the side of her neck.

“Oh, no. You promised equal pleasure between us. I owe you five,” Maeve whispered into her ear. “And I want the practice.”

“Is that right?”

“I just want to be ready for when they add pussy licking as an Olympic event. Then we can both be Olympians.”

“Hah! You already think you’re the best in the world?” Sose laughed, then gasped as Maeve gently bit her earlobe.

“I will be.” Maeve was already sliding down her muscular form. “After lots of training, of course.”
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Please consider leaving a rating and a review! The support I get from readers like you motivates me to write more sapphic smut.  




Up for round two? Check out: 
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Dorm Room Domination: A first-time freshman learns a kinky secret about her older roommate. 
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Show Me the Ropes: Best friends play a kinky game of Truth or Dare while camping on a secluded mountain. 
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Tie Me Down: Ex-lovers rekindle their fiery relationship with a tense evening of bondage, submission, and hopeful second chances. 
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From best friends exploring their sexualities to experienced couples turning up the heat, I delve into the beautiful spectrum of sapphic relationships with a firm focus on women's pleasure, because after all, isn't that what we're all here for? 
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