






Eva was wrong.



It had been a month, and Eva was wrong.



Claire hadn't gone crawling back to her.



No matter how much Abby pried and Claire cried, she always refused to talk about Eva or their argument. It was an open wound, but Claire had no intention of letting it heal. It could rot and kill her for all she cared. It hurt, but that pain was all she could bear to cling to.



Claire opened the drawer and picked up the little accessory. She missed wearing that little red choker. It wasn't just the sexual thrill of it. It was that feeling of being... owned. Protected.
 Valued. Whenever things seemed wrong, she could touch her hand to that little leather choker around her neck, and everything would seem alright. She had someone watching out for her. Someone who'd steady her when she was unstable, comfort her when she was anxious. Someone who would hold her



No, not just someone. Eva.



Looking at that red choker, Claire could've cried. But she'd cried enough the past month. She dropped the choker back where she got it and slammed the drawer shut. It could rot there too. Claire collapsed on the living room couch and threw her arm over her eyes. She had debated calling, going crawling back. But... she knew that would lead nowhere. If Eva didn't respect her enough to listen to her... apologizing would just be putting a dying relationship on life support. She'd been with assholes before. Telling herself that they'd change, that she could go back to them, that they were more caring than they let on. But every time, she'd go back, they wouldn't apologize; she would, and they would stay assholes. She would never let that happen again. Not even for Eva.



Still... Claire looked through her phone's messages.







>> good girl



>> you're the best, sweet thing



>> I own you because I like you. And I like you because you *are* great.



>> You're strong, you're adventurous, and you're kind.



>> You're beautiful Claire. But the reason I like you is cuz you have a beautiful heart



>> what would I do without you?



>> it's okay. you don't have to be scared.







Alright, maybe she hadn't cried enough. Claire's sobs were thick, heavy, and ugly. She was grateful that Abby'd finally returned to going out drinking with her friends every other day so she had privacy in the apartment to cry as much as she wanted to without someone trying to cheer her up or comfort her. Sometimes... a girl just wants to suffer.



Over her sobs, she heard someone knock hard at the door, as if knocking for a second time. Claire guessed she didn't hear the first over her own self-pity. She quickly wiped her face and dried her eyes. "Just a minute!" she called out. She was not prepared for who she found when she opened the door.



Eva looked... stunning. No dress this time. Just a pair of black leggings and a red blouse. It was the most subdued Claire had ever seen her. She was beautiful, tall, fair-skinned, with short, razor-cut black hair and sharp features. But seeing her again... brought all that anger back to the forefront of her mind, and then some. All that time she hadn't called, hadn't wrote, hadn't so much as given her a fucking wave goodbye, and now she was on her doorstep? "What are you doing here?" she said coldly.



"I don't want us to fight, Claire." Eva walked in like she owned the place and sat down on her couch.



"Yes, please, sit down, I really want you here right now. What the fuck makes you think-"



Without saying anything, Eva broke out a little rope. Claire was about to explode about how presumptious she was when Eva tied, with characteristic speed and grace, her own wrists together. In a small, scared voice, uncharacteristic of her, she said, "Don't make me regret this." She tried to hide her fear on her face with determination, and only partially succeeded.



Claire still fumed. She knew this was Eva giving in, and she knew how hard it was for her to give up control, but... too little. Maybe too late. "What makes you think I still want to do this?" Claire snapped. "You haven't even apologized."



Eva was taken aback. "Apologized for what?" Hell, Eva half-expected to be the one recieving the apology. That was the whole reason she'd held out for so long. She thought she was the wronged party, even if she did admit that she probably should've had more talk with Claire and less bluster. She regretted making Claire angry. She couldn't go without Claire. And the more time passed, the more nervous Eva got about where things were going between them. Eva eventually decided she'd sooner swallow her pride and fear than lose Claire for good.



Claire couldn't fucking believe it. "For how you treated me!" she said. "You could've just said no, just explained yourself and stood your ground, and that would've been fine, but you did what you always do. You talked over me, past me, and then shoved me away when I wouldn't shut up." Claire's voice dropped from an angry tone to a deeply, mournfully hurt tone. "And then you left me at LaGuardia in the middle of the night without so much as a goodbye." Claire's voice picked up, tears caught in her throat, but determination in her voice. "I want an apology."



Right. Eva'd forgotten how much of a huff she'd left in. That was... a bitchy move. "...
 szszz
 ..."



"What was that?"



A little louder, she said, "...
 szorry
 ..."



"Fine. I can see you aren't being serious about this." Claire set her jaw, opened the door wide, and motioned to the hallway. "Have a nice life, Ms. Ashina."



Tears tugging at her hoarse voice, Eva blurted out, "I'm sorry, okay?"



Claire stood there for a minute, meeting Eva's gaze with smoldering rage. But Eva's voice, the sincerity, and the pain in her tone... smothered it somewhat.



Eva's lip quivered and for a moment she looked like she was going to break down sobbing. But Eva was made of stronger stuff than that. She could cry later. Claire's shoulders sank, she closed the door, sat down next to Eva on the couch and almost, almost, reached out to comfort her. Her tone was still angry, but more moderated. Upset, not unraged. Disapproving, not accusing. "Does everything I say go in one ear and out the other? Am I just talking for my own benefit? Do you know how it feels to be ignored by..." Claire swallowed hard and bit the inside of her cheek. "... someone who means the world to you?"



Eva couldn't look Claire in the eyes. But her voice said more than her words ever could. "Only once." It was... heartbreaking. She spoke louder, looking up to unsteadily meet Claire's gaze. "Claire Collins, twenty-six years old, graduated 2014, majored in graphic design, wasting her talen in working towards a permanant position in a company that she knows uses and loses interns like rags. Her birthday is September 16th, 1990." That could've just been Eva's mind for detail and semi-stalkerish urge to run background checks on people she knew. Claire was about to say something when Eva continued.



"Claire Collins. Her favorite color is red, just like her hair." Eva smiled sadly. "The darker the red, the better. She's an Iron Maiden fan who likes DiAnno over Dickenson and is therefore wrong. When she was little her mom used to take her to the National Gallery, and that's where she got her passion for art. Her favorite artist is Jan Goessart, and her favorite painting is Portait of a Merchant, which proves she has good taste in something, at least." Eva smiled a little more firmly. "When she sleeps she curls up and snores, and it's the cutest thing. I sent her texts telling her she was a good girl and patted her on the head, and she melted every time I did. I hurt her. I meant to. I hurt her a lot, and she loved it. And then... without even thinking... I
 hurt
 her." The smile ran from Eva's face in an instant. "There's nothing I've wanted to take back more. There has never been another moment in my life where I have fucked up this bad. And I've fucked up before, believe me." Eva broke eye contact and looked down at the floor in shame. Her voice was so... small, so weak... "Claire... I'm sorry. I want to make this work. I want to trust you. I was terrified before... but losing you is even more terrifying. Please..."



She was still pissed as hell. But... Eva was trying. She was trying. That meant... everything. Claire sat down beside Eva, heart heavy and shoulders low. Her voice more plaintive than angry, she asked, "Why couldn't you just listen for once?"



"Because I was scared, alright?" Eva blurted out. "I'm not brave like you. I don't step out of my comfort zone; I make everything around me my comfort zone! Bravery and control are not the same!" She looked away in shame and said, "I didn't want to get hurt."



Claire was shocked by her confession. And by her praise. "I'm not brave, Eva." She touched her hand to Eva's cheek. That little bit of physical contact... Eva had missed it so much. More than she ever had with anyone else. "Before you came into my life... everything you said aboard the plane was right. I
 was
 stagnating. I was living a life of mediocrity, and I didn't even care enough to try to claw my way out. Then I impressed a brilliant, beautiful woman who told me I was worth everything in the world." She smiled a little. "Who told me I was worth so much she wanted to own me. And... I knew she was telling the truth. And I told myself that if I could be a good girl to her, if I could be worth something to her... I could be worth something to myself." A long, comfortable silence passed between them. For a little while, Claire forgot why she was angry at her. But reality always knocks at the most inopportune times. She furrowed her brow, again, upset, but not angry, and asked, "Why didn't you call?"



"Why didn't
 you
 call? I didn't hear from you for a month, and when you left, you were pissed! What else was I supposed to think other than that you didn't want to hear from me?" Eva retorted. "Claire, I flew you out to Istanbul for a week and we had the time of our fucking lives, and then out of the blue you start talking about something I'm
 not
 comfortable with, and when I try to shut you down, you just..." Eva's voice shrunk, sad and defeated. "... leave. You say 'Fuck you'. And you leave."



Claire was taken aback. "That's not what I said."



"That's what I heard."



Fuck. Eva was crying. Claire had never seen her so crushed...



They had such wildly different views of what had transpired. But the one thing that both of them agreed on was that it was bad. It was bad, and they wished it never happened. They wanted to reconcile. And that alone went a long way.



"Eva..." Claire said softly, "I didn't want to make you do anything you were uncomfortable with..."



"You did." Eva wiped the tears from her eyes with her bound wrists. "You did, and you were right to want it." Eva took a deep breath and calmed herself. "You wanted me to trust you." Eva sounded upset, at herself, if no one else. "That's all that stopped me. Fuck, Claire, do you know how much I love to make you smile? If all that took was getting my ass paddled, I'd paddle it myself." Eva stopped for a moment before saying softly, "But we both know that being a sub is more than that." Eva sighed. "For some people, dom/sub is a way of life. But we never played at that. For some people, who's the dom and who's the sub is fixed because those are the roles they love. I love controlling you, sweet thing. I love calling you girl scout and feeling you below me, hear you beg, plead, thank me. But that's not why I refused you. I refused you because I didn't trust you. And because I was scared." Eva took a few breaths to beat back the tears that clawed at her throat. Eventually, she said, in a small voice, "I'm still scared. But can you let me trust you?"



Claire wrapped her arms around Eva for the longest time. Only after she felt like she could trust herself not to break down into tears did she break their embrace and say, "I can." Claire offered Eva that little red choker. And Eva put it on.









"Traffic lights?"



"Traffic lights." Eva's voice was soft and meek, like Claire had never heard her before. Claire led Eva to the bedroom, and had her strip naked save for that red leather choker and kneel on her bed.



"I'll be back, pet." she cooed, stroking Eva's cheek with the back of her hand. It felt... strange. Surreal, almost, to call her pet. She closed her bedroom door and panicked. Game face off for a moment, she took a desperate inventory of her supplies. Shit, she had
 not
 prepared for an impromptu BDSM session at her apartment. She was already in uncharted territory. But now it was twice as bad. She'd have to improvise. What did she have? What could she find? Abby's ping-pong paddle? Well, Abby wouldn't mind. Especially if she didn't know. Scented candles... those could be handy. Claire had a few ideas. She hoped Eva brought enough rope...



She grabbed her phone and sent a quick message to Abigail.







>> DO NOT COME HOME CODE PINK







She hoped Abby's phone wasn't dead. Or that she wasn't too drunk to notice. Game face back on, she went back to her bedroom. "Against the wall, pet." Claire said. Pet. How weird was that? Claire was-... no, Claire was the mistress now. She had to dive into the role headfirst. Immerse herself in it. "We'll see just how well you listen." She patted the paddle against her hand as Eva got up and put her hands against the wall, exposing her cute little ass.



"Really?" Eva raised an eyebrow at the sight of the paddle. "If my ass gets splinters, I'm blaming you." she said dryly.



CRACK! Eva gasped in shock. She wasn't used to the pain. "I'm in charge here, slut." Claire hissed. "Now first, I want an apology."



"Is that



CRACK! Eva yelped in surprise, tears tugging at her eyes. Claire grabbed her by the chin and forced her to look her in the eyes, as Eva had done so many times to her. "When I say jump, your only question is how high." Claire growled. There was a vicious, brutal authority to her voice, nothing like the calm, patrician tone of Eva. It scared her. And... it turned her on. Eva licked her lips and drew in a few breaths.



"I'm sorry." Eva whispered.



"I'm sorry...?"



"I'm sorry... mistress."



Claire smiled. She closed her eyes for a moment and let that little rush of power shoot down her spine. Fuck, she was already wet... Claire bit her lip and tried to concentrate. "What are you sorry for?"



Eva's mouth moved faster than her mind. "I'm sorry for agreeing to this." she said, with more humor than bitterness.



CRACK! "What did I tell you about talking back?"



"I'm sorry!"



"What're you sorry for?"



"I'm sorry for barging into your home."



"That's a good start." CRACK! "But not what I'm looking for!"



"Shit... I'm... I'm sorry for... whipping your ass bloody?"



"That's good, that's good..." CRACK! "... but not what I want!"



"You want me to apologize for the fucking trip? I apologized! Claire, I'm sorry! I mean that! I shouldn't've fucking talked over you, left you at the airport! I was shitty, okay?" Eva was slipping out of the scene. It was... too real.



Claire's voice dropped to a softer tone to comfort her. "I know. And I appreciate that apology, Eva. It means a lot to me." Claire laid her lips on Eva's, her hands caressing her, calming her. After a time, Claire drew back from her lips and whispered, "Still not what I'm looking for. Let me give you a hint." Claire cautiously touched her fingers to Eva's pussy. She'd never done this before. Well, not to anyone who wasn't herself. Claire began pushing in and out, fingers pumping and pistoning, trying to get a feel for Eva. Eva gritted her teeth and clenched her fists. She could feel the blood rush to her face.



Claire's motions became gentler, slower as she adjusted to Eva's needs and desires. She had been sleeping with Eva for months... but this was the first time she actually had the chance to explore her. She kissed Eva's neck tenderly, and Eva gasped a little. Claire finally understood why Eva liked those little noises so much. They were an ultimate expression of Claire's control... and an ultimate expression of Eva's loss. She was putty in Claire's hands. And Claire's hands were... eager to mould her.



She kept going. Pushing Eva further and further, learning about all those little motions that drove her mad, her most sensitive spots. Eva was wet, but she was nowhere close to cumming. But that was alright. Claire had brought her down a few notches. She could tell, the way Eva struggled for breath, those occasional glances back at Claire, looks of hate mixed with desire... she was breaking. Claire grabbed her jaw and wrenched her face to look at her. Teeth bared, she snarled, "What are you sorry for, slut?"



Breathlessly, Eva answered without hesitation, "For not letting you do this sooner."



That was what she was looking for. "Good girl." Claire purred. She sidled up against her, caressing her face and cooing sweet praise into her ear.



After about half a minute, Eva said, "Can you untie me now?"



"Oh, we're not done yet, my little pet." Claire's cackle was cheesy and over the top, but it was completely genuine. She was completely immersed in the role, and loving it.



She tied a blindfold around Eva's eyes. Well, technically, it was a pair of Claire's panties. But needs must. She guided her to her knees and spread her legs. "Now, I'm gonna need you to do exactly as I say for this to work."



Eva laughed. "You need my cooperation? Weak."



Claire hit her ass with the paddle. She made the most adorable little squeak of surprise. Claire came up from behind her and used her free hand to paw at her breasts, hissing in her ear, "Because I know I can get your cooperation. One way or another." Claire was starting to lose control herself. Fuck, it was so hot, being in a position of power over Eva... over Eva... Claire bit her own lip hard enough to draw blood. "Backtalk me again, and you'll regret it."



Eva heard the telltale click of a lighter and felt the candle's flame settle between her legs. "Shit! Claire! What are you doing?"



"I told you, Eva, you have to trust me!"



"You're..." She realized the pun in the phrase too late to change it to anything else. "... playing with fire."



Claire's voice softened. "What's your color?" Did Eva trust Claire? Yes. Did she trust Claire, an amateur, to know the limits of BDSM play?



... also yes. Claire was a smart girl. She was kind, conscientious, and thorough. Eva trusted her to do her research. Eva chose to trust... her. "... green." Eva said quietly.



"You're always scared. You try to hide it, try to control everything, but you're not in control anymore. Now, you're helpless. At my mercy."



"Yellow."



"Yellow?" Claire took a moment to make sure she wasn't accidentally singeing her. "What am I even doing right now?"



"... being too real." Eva admitted with a quiet, embarassed voice.



"We all have to face reality, Eva." She linked their fingers together and drew a hand across her belly. "It's okay. I'll face it with you." Her hands went across Eva's thighs, arms tightening around her to keep her steady. "Lower." Claire said.



Eva, hesitantly, widened her stance to drop lower, the heat of the flame burning ever-hotter near her pussy. She felt... scared. Sure, it was just a little candle flame, but... it was a sensitive area.



One arm went to Eva's sensitive little slit, and the other drew across her waist, preparing to hold her tight. Claire knew that this was a little risky. She'd have to take all of her weight with one arm, and tensing it the whole time would just fatigue her. She had to trust Eva to listen to her. And she had to trust in herself.



The heat with Claire's hands merged seamlessly into a sensation of pleasure Eva had never felt before. It was... warm. Not hot, warm. Filling, like hot cocoa on a cold winter night. And when Claire's lips met her's, her lips cool and soft... it was like a drug.



"You always thought you were so tough. 'Breaking bad girls'... now you're on the wheel. How does it feel?" Claire tightened her fingers around Eva's nipple when she didn't respond, equal parts play and punishment. "How does it feel?"



"G-good...!" Eva was scared. It was just a little candle, but she was scared anyway. It'd burn like hell, and in such a sensitive spot...



"Lower." she purred. Eva swallowed hard and lowered her stance a little more. She could almost feel the flames lapping at her. Claire's fingers delved into Eva's pussy, almost wet enough to put the candle out. The way her fingers had a slight burn to them, the way the heat intensified the feeling of every twitch and exploration of Claire's... Eva's breathing became ragged and unsteady. "Give in." Claire said as she pleasured her faster and faster, watching her reactions, trying to figure out what was going to make her cum. "I'm your's. Become mine." And with just the right mixture of sincerity and authority, she said, "Trust me."



And Eva relaxed. She trusted Claire. She let all the tension drain out of her body. She let Claire take from her... everything. She gave in. She let Claire in. In that moment, she was free, because in that moment, she was Claire's slave. It was like getting a shot of barium, a warm little tingling all through her body, one that she couldn't pinpoint where or when it started. One that was just suddenly... there. Lightning shot through her skull and down through her limbs. Her pussy pulsed with pleasure and she cried out with a voice she'd never heard pass her own lips before. Her eyes snapped shut and her whole body shuddered.



There, above the fire, in Claire's arms, she came.



Claire pulled her back into her lap and away from the candle, holding Eva in her arms. "Doesn't that feel so much better?" she cooed. "Doesn't it feel better to give in? Give up? To lay everything in my hands, and let me take responsibility?" In a less sultry but more sincere voice, she added, "To let me help?"



"... yes..." Eva whispered.



Claire lifted her blindfold so she could peek through. There were tears in her eyes. Claire held her close. And she made sure nothing in the world could hurt her.









Hours passed. At some point they had switched to the more familiar position of Eva cradling Claire in her arms, though neither of them could pinpoint exactly when that happened. Sleep came and went intermittently,.



Eventually, during their last period of wakefulness, Eva said, "How do
 you
 feel?"



"Exhausted." Claire admitted groggily. "I had fun, but I don't know how you do it all the time." She looked up at Eva and smiled. "It's so much easier to give up control than it is to take it."



"Maybe for you, sweet thing." she said as she unclipped the choker from her neck, and then whispered in her ear, with saccharine tone, "If you ever try to top me again, I'll spank your ass so hard you won't be able to sit for a week. And that'll just be the beginning."



Claire smiled and bit her lip. The thought of coming in as a domme and coming out as a sub... "I'm going to hold you to that."



She gently clasped the leather choker around Claire's neck, digging a finger under it to pull her in for a kiss, long and affectionate. Holding her close, Eva drank in the presence of this amazing woman she'd managed to snare. "So, what are we now?"



Claire smiled and shook her head. "Does it need a name?"



"Maybe not." Eva smiled. Then she got a serious, somber look in her eye, and said quietly, "I don't want anyone else."



"Same." Claire nuzzled against her and sighed with contentment. She could lay in Eva's arms forever. Unfortunately, reality intruded on that comforting fantasy in the form of a rising sun brightening the apartment through the window. Claire reluctantly pried herself from Eva's arms and walked over to her dresser. "I wish I didn't have to go in today."



"Then don't go." Eva said simply.



"Unlike you, if I don't go into work in the morning, I get fired." The life of a lowly intern.



Eva propped herself up on her elbows as she watched Claire get dressed. "What if I offered you a job?"



"I'd refuse." Eva looked at her in surprise. "I don't believe in nepotism."



Eva recovered her composure and laughed. "Principles will get you nowhere in this world."



"Maybe not." She gave Eva a quick peck. "But 'to thine own self be true', right?" She lingered, staring into Eva's beautiful, dark eyes. "Do you trust me?"



Without hesitation or haste, she said, "I trust you."



Claire laid a light, sweet little kiss on her lips. "I trust you too."



Eva smiled. It was the most beautiful thing in the world.
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