






It took her a few days to really come to terms with it all. Claire Collins was just an ordinary, everyday straight girl. Well, until she met Eva Ashina, a lusty raven-haired Chinese-American with a soft spot for redheads like Claire. An attempted refusal turned date invitation ended with Claire getting tied up in Eva's penthouse and taught the true meaning of submission. It excited her. It aroused her. And it confused her.



Lunch with her roommate, Abigail Loni, was the only way she could clear her head. Luckily, Abigail was a sucker for sordid tales of spontaneous affairs.



"And then she... she... asked me if I wanted to be her's. Asked what I'd do if she
 made
 me her's." Claire's deep blue eyes shot down to the table in embarassment. Claire's ponytail batted against her back.



Abigail leaned forward, saying in an excited whisper, "How'd you respond?"



In a quiet, embarassed little voice, Claire said, "I dared her to try. I told her I was too tough to break."



"Holy shit." Abby was entranced. "What did she do?"



"... a lot."



"C'mon. I've known you since we were in High School. You think you can embarass me?"



"I think
 I
 can embarass
 me
 ." But Abby's Stare Of Interest had been honed by years of practice, mostly on Claire. Claire relented. "She..." Claire's voice dropped to a whisper, even though there was no one else sitting near them. "... tied me up, spanked me, whipped me, and... fingered me until I came."



Abigail sat back in shock. "I never thought you were the type."



"It's not funny!"



"I'm not laughing!" She did have a shit-eating grin on her face, though. "This is great! And she's still interested? No 'hit it and quit it'?"



"We've... been talking, yeah."



"This is great! Claire, you should be shouting this from rooftops!"



"But I'm not..." Claire hesitated. "... it's... embarassing. I mean, all my life, guys, and now...? It's just... weird."



"So? Sexuality's fluid. Why should you feel embarassed? Go get 'er, tiger!"



"I don't even know if I... like her. I hardly know her!"



"So?" Abby fixed her with a serious stare. "Look, worst case scenario, you get laid for a little while. God knows you need it."



Claire narrowed her eyes. "Fuck you."



"Best case scenario? You find someone who you really actually like and mesh with." Abby didn't even acknowledge that Claire said anything. "I don't get what your big problem is."



"She's... I'm... it's..." Claire sputtered, before finally settling on, "... complicated, okay?"



"I think it's super simple and you're just trying to stay in that safe little bubble of your's, Claire." Abigail slurped her drink loudly and raised an eyebrow. "You can't stay in there forever, y'know."



"It's not about being safe! It's about..." What was it about? Claire didn't actually have an answer. "... I like my life, okay?"



"So? What's that got to do with anything? I doubt this girl's a serial killer." Claire glared at her. "Look Claire, right now, your life is very simple. If this doesn't work out, it's no big deal to go back to watching Netflix on your phone and eating tortilla chips in your underwear. That's not something you have to work back up to."



Claire averted her gaze and picked at her food half-heartedly. In a quiet, scared voice, she said, "What if I don't want to come back?"



"Claire..." Abby touched her cheek affectionately and said in a quiet voice, "... that's one of the great glories of life. It
 changes
 ." She came around the table and hugged her. "You change. That's okay. Go for it, girl!"



So she decided she would. When she left her dead-end job as an intern that day, she slipped her red leather jacket over her white dress shirt and walked out, determined to call Eva and make plans.



Un(?)fortunately, someone else had made the decision for her. As she rounded the corner just past the exit door of her workplace, a very familiar silver car slid up next to her, its door popping upwards of its own accord. "Get in."



Claire laughed and shook her head. "Are you stalking me?"



"Is it stalking if it's easy? C'mon." Eva motioned for her to hop in.



Claire sat down in the nice leather passenger seat and closed the door as Eva took off. Eva Ashina was tall, fair-skinned, and beautiful beyond words. She was a raven-haired beauty with sharp features and a razor-cut that looked like she had a bad case of bedhead. Her eyes were black as night, glossy like obsidian, steely like flint, and always with a light, mocking, mirthful spirit. She wore a stunning red dress cut all up one side to show her long legs and toned thighs. According to her, it was her 'casual wear'. Despite this, she wore little makeup.



Claire took a moment to admire her before saying, with good humor, "So you know where I work. Anything else you've snooped out about me?"



"I told you, I'm a details kind of girl." 'Claire Collins, graphic designer, New York City' really narrowed the search for her workplace. The glory (and horror) of the information age.



Claire's whole demeanor about Eva changed whenever she was in her presence. When she was away, the thought of Eva and her effect on Claire made her nervous. But with her, in her moment? There was an aura to her, almost, that made Claire feel so free and comfortable. Claire had known her for less than a week, but felt like she was a lifelong friend.



"Well, now it's time for my countersnooping!" Eva raised an eyebrow. "I found who you are, Eva Ashina." she said in a singsong voice. "You're a big fucking deal!"



"No. I'm not. I'm rich. There's a difference."



"Why not tell me? I mean, that's super cool that you're like a big deal in the business world!" Claire said. "If it were me, I'd be shouting it from the rooftops."



"That gets old fast." Eva laughed. Her voice then dropped to a more serious tone. "I didn't tell you because it might be intimidating, for one."



Claire looked at her apprehensively. "But tying me up and spanking my ass just screams meek and unassuming."



Eva looked at her out of the corner of her eye. "Careful where that mouth of your's takes you, or you might really find out why I'm so intimidating."



"Promises, promises." That little red-haired fox. Eva made a note to fulfill that promise at the first opportunity.



Eva changed the subject before it got too... heated. "So long as you're here... want to talk boundaries?"



"Boundaries?" Claire said.



"Yeah. Like anything you don't want me to do."



"Isn't that what the safewords are for?"



"In a sense. It's better to mark any hard boundaries you have beforehand, though. Saves time and trouble." Her voice dropped to a soft, warm tone as she said, "I want to make this good for you too."



"I'm... I'm new to all this. I don't know where my boundaries are." Claire's heart battered at her chest like it was about to explode. "So... I'm going to trust you to decide for me."



Eva's hand brushing against her cheek was intoxicating. That little sign of affection and approval... it drowned her head in a pink haze she didn't know what to do with. She leaned into it, savoring Eva's smooth, soft skin against her's



"Besides, you didn't ask my what my boundaries were before you whipped my ass red."



"Serious talk would've killed the mood. You knew what to say if you wanted out." Eva smirked. "That kind of spontaneuity is fun... but it's not lasting. We have to talk at some point, even if it's just speaking in broad terms." The smirk turned less... domineering. "This is supposed to be good for both of us. I want to make it good for you." Eva smiled at her, and Claire's heart committed suicide with a star-crossed lover. "I need to know what you want."



What did she want? "I don't even know what I want." Claire admitted. "I just know that... I was interested, and then it... felt... good." she finished lamely.



"I guess we'll figure it out." Eva said, without judgement or impatience in her tone. "Never be afraid to talk about it, okay? Like I said, no shame in the Evamobile."



Claire giggled. "You're pretty lame for a billionaire, you know that?"



Eva snatched a kiss from Claire before she knew what was happening. "Keep talking like that and you're gonna be walking like you're lame when I'm done with you." Claire wasn't sure if that meant Eva was going to whip her until she couldn't walk or make her cum until she couldn't feel her legs. Claire wasn't sure she cared. "So, boundaries. Insults? Whipping? Wax? Any of that sound too nasty to try?"



"I'll try anything you think'll be..." Claire shot Eva a sultry look. "... fulfilling."



That made Eva very happy indeed. "Good."



Claire tugged at her red leather jacket nervously. "Should I start dressing up?"



"Hm? No. No, I like you like that." Eva glanced over at her to admire the way she looked. "You have a cool style. Hang onto it."



"I feel kind of 'plain Jane' next to you. I mean, I don't want to... embarass you or anything."



"Embarass me?" Eva laughed mirthlessly. "Claire, as far as I'm concerned, one of the biggest advantages of having money is that I don't have to give a shit what anyone else thinks." With an air of mock consideration, as if she just now thought of it, Eva said, "But now that you mention it... there is one little change I'd make." Without looking over at her, she offered Claire a little accessory clenched between her middle and index fingers. A choker. A subtle little red leather choker.



Claire knew what it meant. What it represented. She took it. She put it on. And she submitted. Quick as a flash, as soon as she heard that little click, Eva was leaning over the console, digging her finger underneath the choker and using it to pull Claire close enough to kiss. "Never forget who owns you." she hissed.



Claire's voice was breathless and weak. "Never..." she said.



Eva rolled her window down to flip off the guy beeping behind them. If she wanted to wait a few fucking seconds at a green light to kiss her pet, she was damn well going to do it.



Claire relaxed into the seat. There was just something about Eva's affections that made all of Claire's troubles seem to disappear. After a few minutes of comfortable silence, Claire gave Eva a long look and said, "I guess I must seem weak compared to you."



Eva glanced back at her in surprise. "You're not weak." she said.



"Pretty sure I am."



"You're not weak. You're strong, and independent. I admire you." Claire scoffed. "I do. Claire, listen. You were always willing to go your own way, from the start. I invited you, but you took the lead, wherever we went."



"Like a bitch on a leash, leading her mistress."



"If you want to think of it like that." Eva gave her a sympathetic look. "Not everything has to be expressed in terms of control."



"Does it make you uncomfortable?"



Eva laughed dryly. "No."



Claire shifted her legs and batted her eyelashes. "Then I'll keep doing it."



Eva smiled at her in silence for a little while. Longer than she probably should have, considering that she was driving. Eventually, she said, "I love that you're strong and independent, and getting kinky doesn't affect that at all. You choose to give up control to me. It's your
 choice
 ." She tore her eyes from Claire to glance at the road. "I'm happy that I've earned that kind of respect from someone like you." She cocked her head and looked at Claire with utmost seriousness. "Being able to obey is it's own kind of strength, Claire."



Hearing that from Eva... she almost believed it. "You just... you have that natural leadership about you, y'know?"



"It's not natural. It takes practice." Eva said. "Even Caesar didn't start by conquering Gaul."



"I mean... I'm just not a big success like you."



"I'm not a success. I'm not a self-made woman." There was a touch of bitterness in her voice. "All that talk about my net worth of billions? It means jack shit to me. I was born into money. My father, God rest his soul, owned hundreds of millions of dollars worth of assets. And I'm some wunderkind because in twelve years I took 700 million and made it 4 billion?"



"Absolutely." Claire said. "If anything, I'm more impressed that I know the details."



She snorted. "A good index fund would've done just as well. I'm blessed with the simple gift of not being a complete moron. That's all I've got."



Claire wasn't big into finance, but she was fairly certain that there wasn't an index fund in the world that'd take a 700 million dollar investment. She kept her mouth shut anyway. Well, she kept her mouth shut about that, at least. She said, "So... this isn't just sex." Eva looked over at her and raised an eyebrow. "Like, not just 'we meet and bang'. This is serious talk right here."



"Does that bother you? It was just a bitter outburst. I needed to get it off my chest."



"No! No, that's completely cool." Claire ran her hands through her hair. Stay calm, she told herself. Don't come off as desperate. "So is it like... friends with benefits, girlfriends, full on 'I own you pet/mistress'?" Her nervous laugh afterwards trying to play it off as a joke was entirely unconvincing. Would she have went along with that? Eva walking down Times Square, with Claire on a leash behind her? She already had a collar. Claire's hand subconsciously traced the edge of her new choker. As hot as that was... Claire wasn't sure that was quite what she wanted.



Eva was nonplussed. "Why does it need a name?" she said calmly. "I'm not going to get jealous about your sex life if that's what you're worried about. And you shouldn't be jealous of mine."



Okay. So... friends with benefits, Claire noted. Kinky benefits. Non-exclusive. She could dig it. "So..." Claire tried to say nonchalantly. "... does that make me Gaul?" Eva looked at her in confusion for a moment. "You said Caesar didn't start by conquering Gaul. Am I your big project?"



"Depends. Have I conquered you yet?"



Eva looked over at her with a simple, amused look of confidence. It wasn't intimidating. It wasn't stern. But it broke Claire all the same. It was like she hadn't asked a question, but instead took her answer from Claire. Her new choker felt tight all of a sudden. "... yes..." she whispered. Eva just smiled and turned her head back to the road.



"Free tonight?"



As tempting as that was... "... I don't know." Claire said hesitantly. "I... I'd kind of like to get some sleep tonight..."



Eva laughed. "I mean like for dinner and a movie."



"Oh? Oh! Yeah! Yeah, I'm free!"



Little did she realize.



-----



Eva took Claire to one of those places that was so fancy (and expensive) that the menus didn't even list prices. 'If you have to ask, you can't afford it'. Claire dreaded where her pride would take her bank account when she weakly offered to split the bill anyway, but Eva didn't even let her see the check, trapping it beneath her hand as soon as it touched the table. "She who offers, covers."



But for the movie, they didn't go out. No, they went to Eva's residence of choice, a good-sized estate just a few miles outside of the city. It had a cast-iron fence all around it, beautiful, well-maintained lawns, sat on a hill, with its own connecting road, and a fountain just before the facade. It was breathtaking, for Claire at least. Eva had very specific plans, however, that did not involve an immediate tour (which probably would've taken the better part of the evening). Eva took her to the basement...



Her private theatre was
 huge.
 Big enough to seat a hundred people, easy. "Holy shit..." Claire said. "why didn't you make
 this
 your sex dungeon?"



"Sex dungeons aren't as fun as they sound." Eva said, without a hint of humor in her tone. "They're so glum."



The floor was fine hardwood and spotless, gleaming under the yellowish glow of the powerful ceiling lights. There was a little raised platform with a reclining sofa at the very back, and rows of cushioned seats below it.



Honestly, it was better than most actual theaters Claire had been to. She turned to Eva with excitement. "What are we watching?"



Eva motioned to a door right under the platform. "Why don't you take a look? Dealer's choice."



The room held a plethora of movies and a player hooked up to the projector remotely. Claire popped out the CD in the player. "Ben-Hur?" she said as she looked at it.



"A favorite. 'Hate keeps a man alive, Forty-One. It gives him strength.'"



Claire laughed as she snapped it back into its case. "I think you're missing the point of the movie."



"I always side with whoever the narrative wants to demonize. The Empire, Sauron, Magneto..." What a nerd. Claire giggled. "I guess I'm just a bad girl at heart."



The library of movies was literally wall-to-wall in the projector room. "So... what do you want to watch?"



"No preference."



"No preference?"



"No preference. I don't own anything I don't like."



No. Bad Claire. She needed sleep that night. Claire desperately tried to convince herself that a good rest at the end of the week was worth it. "How about... Escape From New York?"



"A girl after my own heart."



Eva offered her hand as Claire half-hopped the steps up to the platform. She giggled again. "Chivalrous."



"I'm an old soul." Eva said dryly.



Eva patted her on the head with gentle affection. Claire absolutely melted. "Eva..." she said weakly, "... mistress... please... do that all the time." That little gesture made Claire feel so appreciated... like she was a good girl. She wanted to be a good girl for Eva.



Eva was, as she said, a generous mistress. Truth be told, outside of the metaphorical bedroom she was all sweets and lightness with the people she liked (which was a pretty short list). So she gave Claire another pat and said to her, "Why don't you sit down here?" She slapped at the edge of the leather couch, inviting her to sit on the floor. Obedient but somewhat confused, Claire half-kneeled half-leaned at the front of the couch. Eva sat down beside her and patted her lap.



Claire understood at last. She laid her head in Eva's lap and submitted, completely and totally. She let herself go, all her worries, her anxieties, her fears. For a little stretch of time, Claire would be free, precisely because she was not. She would be happy. Her mistress would make sure of that. And nothing could take that from her.



Maybe it wasn't all that fancy. Maybe it wouldn't've been impressive to anyone else. Maybe it was really subdued compared to the normal displays of wealth and oestentiousness of billionaires. But it was... nice. Just the two of them, watching a movie, Claire curled up with Eva, Claire's head resting serenely in her lap as Eva stroked her hair... it gave Claire a sense of serenity that she hadn't had before, ever. A sense of security and peace and, and... trust.



Every once in a while, Claire would look up at Eva, her face illuminated only by the light reflected from the projector screen, and just think about how beautiful she was. Sometimes Eva didn't notice; sometimes Claire just looked out of the corner of her eye. That was okay. Claire just wanted to see her face. But sometimes Eva did notice, and she'd smile a little and meet Claire's gaze and run her hand through her hair... and it was heaven.



Two hours passed like two minutes. Snake Plisskin was a sidenote as far as they were concerned. They were just... in each other's company. When the movie ended and the credits rolled, the lights automatically flipped back on with glaring luminessence. Reluctantly, Claire lifted her head from Eva's lap as she stood up and stretched. Looking down at Claire, Eva smiled and said, "The night's still young. Can I tempt you with a drink?"



And like that, they were in Eva's kitchen. 'Food storage area' might've been a more accurate description, considering how rarely Eva cooked, or perhaps even more accurately, 'booze storage area'. "What's your poison?" she said.



Claire wasn't much of a drinker. So she said, "... uh, beer?"



"Weak." But Eva opened her fridge anyway and slid a bottle down the countertop to Claire with practiced ease. The beer had some weird German name with too many accent marks.



Claire took a swig and said, "So how do you go fishing for lesbians?"



"What do you mean?" Eva asked as she poured herself a snifter of whiskey.



"I mean, like, nine out of every ten people are straight, and that's great odds when you're straight, but it seems like it really narrows the pool if you aren't. How did you know I'd call you?" The idea that Claire wasn't completely straight was still kind of alien to her. Claire Collins was not straight. It didn't sound right. But it was most certainly true.



"Gaydar accuracy is directly proportional to confidence." She took a sip of her drink. She certainly had no lack of confidence. "I had a hunch. It's all in the details, the little hints."



"So you knew I had a budding gay streak just from looking at me?"



"Not entirely." Eva admitted. "From the way you were looking around, I knew you weren't alone. You were uncomfortable, but not impatiently so, so you were probably single, which meant that you were with a friend. The way you politely excused yourself from every guy who came on to you meant you'd just got out of a relationship and weren't keen on starting a new one, or doing a one-night stand. But that you were at the club meant that you were looking for something, even if you didn't know what. The perfect girl to invite to... explore herself."



"Wow. That's... creepy."



"What can I say? I'm a details kind of girl." Eva laughed. "It's not that methodical and conscious at the time, I swear. It's more like 'She looks like she's single and open; I'm gonna check that fox out.'"



"If I'm the fox, I guess that makes you the hunter."



"Bait..." She pressed the grape to Claire's lips. "... and trap."



Sleep. Sleep, Claire told herself. Sleep was important. "Cast a wide enough net..."



"You're the only girl in a little while I've cast a net for."



That made Claire feel... special. Her heart beat hard at her chest. She looked away bashfully. She had just enough confidence left to look at Eva from the corner of her eye and say, "How did you know to go for me? How'd you know that I'd call?"



"I didn't know you'd call me... until I gave you my number." Eva had a wolf's smile. "When my hand dipped down to the edge of your bra, when you didn't draw back, but just gasped, and stood a little more attentively, when you didn't say anything as I slowly sashayed away... I knew I'd be hearing from you."



"You
 intentionally
 'sashayed'?" Claire laughed, but only to hide her own embarassment. Was that really how she reacted? Maybe she wasn't just an innocent het girl who got seduced by a sexy stranger...



"A good sway has turned more 'straight' girls than all the alcohol in the world." She turned around and walked over to the counter to pour herself a drink, demonstrating with every step. Her dress... that smooth red dress... accentuated every curve and wiggle.



Fuck, that
 was
 hot. Claire bit her lip. Wasn't there a reason she didn't want to be swept into Eva's bed, tied up, and ravished all night long? Claire's head went blank when she tried to think of why that wasn't the number one thing she begged her mistress for when she walked through the door. Eva downed her drink without breaking eye contact with Claire. She could sense her arousal; she was attuned to it, like a tracking wolf. She motioned for Claire to come over to her, and she put her beer down and obeyed.



Claire moved first. Those full, inviting red lips, the arrogant smirk tugging at one corner, the look of absolute confidence and control in her flinty eyes... it was beyond seductive. It was commanding. Claire couldn't help but press up against her like a cat to a hot brick, weakly, helplessly planting kiss after kiss on Eva's lips.



Eva responded in kind, only much more forcefully. She wrapped an arm around her, stroked her hair with the other arm, mad with lust. She backed Claire into the counter, more than happy to play with and tease all the sensitive little spots she had learned Claire had; the way she clenched her teeth when Eva lifted her up a little by her thighs, the way she sighed, long and sensual, when Eva kissed her collarbone, the way she sucked in air when Eva's hand touched the small of her back... Claire couldn't do anything but whimper as Eva exploited her every weakness. Eventually she said, "... I'm... I don't want to lead you on."



Eva's hand slipped down her pants to probe her pussy, eliciting a long moan from her, and returned soaked in eau de Claire. "It doesn't feel like you're leading me on to me." She licked her fingers clean of Claire's juices, not breaking eye contact for a second. "Doesn't taste like it either." she purred.



Claire felt the counter press on her back as Eva continued her assault. "I don't mean the sex, I mean..." Her voice trailed off weakly. "I don't know if I'm looking for something long-term." She didn't want to say anything more. She didn't want Eva to stop. But Claire was honest down to her core. "Esp-ah! Especially with a... woman."



"Don't worry. I like it when you get experimental." She stopped, Claire half-propped up on the counter. "Do you like dog?"



Confused and also regretting saying anything before she got fucked, Claire said, "I like dogs, yeah."



"No, I mean, do you like eating dog?"



"What? No!"



"Have you ever had dog?"



"... no." Claire gave her a long, wary look. "Have you?"



"No, but I've had pussy, and it's delicious." She smiled playfully and tilted her head. "The point is, people don't know what they like until they've tried it, and a lot of people just haven't tried the things they claim they don't like." She kissed her, and Claire's mind went blank again, with only Eva's words echoing in her head. "I don't mind giving a taste now and then to cute adventurers. So long as they know their place."



"Traffic lights?" she offered weakly.



Eva dug her finger under Claire's choker and pulled her as close as she could. "Sounds good, pet." Claire couldn't breathe, but not because of the choker. Claire clung to Eva as tight as she could. Unfortunately, Eva tried to pull back at the same time, and ended up carrying Claire's full weight for a few unfortunate stumbling steps back until she fell backwards onto the floor.



"Shit! I'm so sorry! Are you okay?"



"That's what you get when you go outside your role." Eva snarled. She crawled over and kissed Claire a few times, but ended with biting her lower lip hard enough to draw blood. She stood up, disdain in those impenetrable black eyes. "Stay right here."



Breathing heavy, a few minutes after Eva left the room, Claire heard her phone vibrate. It was a text from work. "... fuck..." Claire slammed her head back down. "I'm getting called in to work tomorrow." she half-shouted towards the hallway.



Eva reentered the room holding a paddle and a cat o'nine tails. "Don't go."



"Not everyone gets to pick and choose when they go in to work."



Eva straddled her back. "You're right." Eva said, leaning in to hiss in her ear. "You don't make choices. I do."



"Red! Red!" Eva stopped. Claire kind of regretted it. Continuing wouldn't've been a problem except Claire knew that once she was chained and collared her mind would follow; whatever Eva, whatever her mistress said would be law, no matter what. She would resist, sure... she would resist so she could be broken all over again. But deep down, she was already broken. Deep down, all she wanted was for her mistress to exert her control over her, to show her her place, to take her will from her, show it to her, crush it in her hands, and have Claire thank her for the privilege. And she would. She would be desperate to thank her for lightening her burden. For blessing and privileging her by puppeteering her with her will. When her mistress would show her the broken remains of her own soul, Claire would look up with absolute adoration and gratefulness, and happily eat the shards of her former self out of her mistress' hands... or anywhere else...



Claire shook her head clear of those thoughts. Focus. Her career was at stake. "I'm serious! I can't just not go in to work with my job! I'm not some valuable employee; they'll drop my ass faster than your paddle on my back."



"They can't fire you for not working overtime."



"They can and they will. They'll put that fake smile on and call me into their office and say 'Oh, I'm sorry, you're just not cut out for our corporate culture.' This kind of bullshit happens all the time."



"Fine. But I'm already tipsy, so I can't drive you." She finished off the half-full bottle of whiskey in a single draught to preemptively silence any objections to the contrary. That shocked Claire more than anything else; she could hardly down a snifter at once. With a gasp and a quick wipe of her mouth, Eva said, "I could call you a cab... or I could sweep you to my bed, make you cum all night long, and drop you off at work tomorrow tired and disheveled."



There was no question in Claire's mind as to which she preferred.



-----



Eva, of course, was a liar. She didn't cum all night long. They kissed and cuddled, and sure, maybe fooled around a bit, but not all night. She actually got some sleep in Eva's ridiculously comfy bed.



No, the real problem was Eva fingering her in the car. Claire's protests of danger were ignored while Eva kept one hand on the steering wheel and one on Claire. The stops were the worst. Anytime traffic slowed to a crawl, or a long light blocked their way, Eva would turn her full attention to Claire, kissing her, biting her lip, rubbing her nipples through the thin fabric of her dress shirt...



It all started with just a few words during the drive. "You're such a needy little slut."



Claire was tired and grumpy and hadn't had her coffee and couldn't tell how serious Eva was being. "For having a job?" she muttered.



"You can't fool me." Eva darted over at a red light, eager to feel Claire's tits in her hand; the way the thin fabric of the dress shirt she wore almost made Eva's fingers more sensitive to Claire's skin, that made her increasingly hard nipples more noticeable and unbearable. "I can hear you crying out



"I-! I didn't... say anything!"



"Not with your mouth, no. But your lips... tell a different story." The light turned to green, and Eva distracted herself long enough to drive up the on-ramp to the highway, one hand on the wheel, and one down Claire's half-unbuttoned shirt.



"E-Eva..." she whimpered.



Eva took one of her nipples between her fingers, tightening her grip just past what Claire would've considered pleasurable and into the realm of pleasant pain. "That's mistress to you."



She slipped back into the role as comfortably as she would've slipped back into bed. "M-mistress..." She looked with worry at the stretch of highway ahead. "... please... I don't wanna die..."



"I've got one eye on the road." That wasn't particularly reassuring. But as much as Claire hated to admit it, it was the danger that made it all so hot. Claire didn't even both slowing down as she leaned over to whisper in Claire's ear. "How many people have you opened these legs for, whore?" Her hand abandoned Claire's breasts and darted down her pants. Claire, helplessly, automatically, instinctually, widened her legs for her mistress. "All men, I bet. And now you get wet for a woman. Fucking pathetic. A dumb slut like you just can't keep her legs closed. That why you were prowling the clubs? Looking to get lucky? You got lucky. You got someone who can teach you your place. As a woman's fucktoy." Claire bit her finger to keep from crying out. She loved being degraded. "You like that, huh? Being a fucktoy for a woman? You missed out on all that meaningless sex you could've had. Don't you wish you could go back? To every lost moment, every bar floozy who batted her eyes at you, and change it? Open your legs for every woman you ever met, letting them all between your legs, let their tongues do the only kind of talking you care about? You're wet enough to give everyone a taste. You wanna make up for lost time? Get a piece of all that you missed out on? You'd like that, wouldn't you? Dykes lined up from here to San Fran to take a piece of this little straight girl's body?"



She could imagine it. Eva holding her arms back as woman after woman licked her to increasingly sensitive and painful orgasms, tears rolling down Claire's face as she begged them to stop, but her legs would clench around their heads, and then Eva's lips would silence her... "Y-y-y-yes!"



"Oh. So I'm not enough for you?" Eva drew back, a disappointed look on her face.



Claire's heart skipped a beat. "That's not what I meant, mistress! I didn't mean that you weren't enough."



"No, no, it's fine. I understand. You just want more. I'm not insulted." Claire knew she was playing with her.



"Please, mistress... don't leave me like this." It was hard to beg properly from the passenger seat of a car. But Eva wouldn't so much as give her the time of day, no matter how Claire pleaded. As far as she was concerned, their little session was over.



Claire spent the last few minutes of the ride looking out the window in disappointed silence. When they pulled up in the alley her place of work, Claire thought it was unusual that they didn't pull up to the front. She went for the handle, she heard the car's locks all switch in unison. Her heart rate sped up. "Eva, I have to-" Eva's lips on her's cut off whatever she was going to say. Switched off her brain and send a shock through her body like an overcharged light switch.



Those low moans and gasps Eva made... they drove Claire crazy. Almost as crazy as Claire's little sounds of surrender made Eva. Every time Claire let out a quiet cry or strangled whimper of half-hearted protest, all Eva could think about was how she had corrupted Claire, sweet, innocent Claire, to the point where she below her, begging for mercy, and desiring absolutely none.



"You cum when
 I
 decide. Not before." she snarled. "You don't make demands. You accede to them."



She tried to keep her voice down as much as she could. "E-E-Eva... someone could... see us..."



"So?" Eva intensified her fingerfucking. Claire gasped and tried to push back futilely into the seat. "Maybe I want them to see. Maybe you want them to see. Maybe I want them to see this every time they look at you, all your coworkers, your boss, everyone. Maybe I want them to think of that dumb look on your face, back straight, legs tensed, mouth open... maybe I want them to think of me, leaning over you, working you like a fuckpuppet. Maybe I want them all to know what you really are. And maybe I want them all to know I
 own
 you." Claire yelped. Fuck, that was hot! Eva whispered in her ear, so close she could feel the moisture in her breath, "Cum for me, sweet thing."



She screamed.



At 8:55 AM, Claire unsteadily stepped out of the passenger side car door. With a tone of deceptive innocence, as if nothing had just transpired between them, Eva waved and said, "Have fun!" Claire could hardly stand.



Thoughts raced through Claire's head as she entered the building, stood in the overcrowded elevator, went through the motions of her job like a robot. Was this all just an experiment to her? To both of them? Claire tried to push those thoughts out of her mind as she poured herself more coffee. It was going to be a long day...
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