

Eva Ashina, truth be told, had been having a slow day.

At first glance, being fabulously wealthy might seem like it would open up worlds of possibilities at every turn... but no amount of financial freedom, however excessive, can free the human soul from simple indecision and boredom. So Eva lounged on her couch in a backless black silk nightgown, idly browsing the lives of people she didn't care about on her phone as she waited for something more interesting to catch her eye.

Sure enough, something more interesting was on its way. Her girlfriend, Claire Collins, red-haired graphic artist unextraordiaire, had been having an exceptionally full and miserable day. Unbeknownst to Eva, Claire was riding to her house on a red Yamaha at speeds more rational individuals might consider 'dangerous'. Claire, however, was in no mood for rationality. Head low, the contours of her body adhering so closely to her bike that she seemed almost a part of it, she had only one thing – or more precisely, one person – on her mind – one tall, dark-haired, Asian-American heiress with a penchant for tying her up and making her scream.

Claire burst in through the front door of Eva's house and slammed it behind her. Her motorcycle helmet hit the floor, her ponytail loosened, and her shoes were off in an instant. She knew what she wanted. Knew what she needed. For Eva, the sound wasn't entirely unexpected. Hell, just by the way she came in Eva knew it was Claire. Claire had an... unrefined manner. Not in a bad way, by any means. It was one of the things Eva liked about the redhead. It lent her an impetuousness she could otherwise lack when she got to overthinking. “Hey there, girl scout.” Eva said evenly, just loud enough so Claire could hear her from the living room. “Where's the fire?”

Claire was to the doorframe in a flash. "Eva!" Eva's eyes shot up from her phone, somewhat surprised at the firmness of her tone, and she brushed a strand of her short-cut hair back. Claire wasted no time, determination and desire in her eyes. Voice low and raw, she said simply, "Throttle me."

Eva stared at her for a moment, a blank look on her face. Then she blinked and said, "Okay." reached into her purse to pull out a pair of black gloves, slipped them on, and lunged for Claire's throat.

Truth be told, she wanted to sit down and have a long talk before that ever happened to any degree, but she saw the look in Claire's eyes. Knew the look in Claire's eyes. She knew what she wanted, and she needed it. Not 'needed' like she needed to be controlled, or 'needed' like she needed to cum. Not desire. 'Needed' like she needed respect, like she needed affection. Psychological need. Emotional need. And Eva was never one to deny Claire what she needed.

Eva pushed Claire as she wrapped a hand around the front of her neck, relishing the dull thud of Claire's back hitting the wall behind her. Eva sidled up to her like a sick cat to a brick, pressing up against Claire's rather bountiful chest. She loved how soft and pliable Claire's tits were, second only to her love for Claire's curvy ass. She could feel Claire's palm, hot and feverish where she gripped her arm just before the gloves, weakly; helpless before her. With a flick of her wrist, she unlatched Claire's red choker and tossed it aside, giving her complete access to her soft, vulnerable neck. "Deep breaths, sweet thing." Eva whispered, her voice low with concern. "You know this is dangerous, right?"

"I know!” Claire snapped with sudden strength. “Just fucking throttle me, Eva." The frustration written on her face faded after she spoke, and she fixed Eva with a quiet plea in her big, innocent blue eyes. She tucked her chin inward, looking up at her with the utmost vulnerability, asking, pleading to be punished. She had mastered that look – scared and anxious and quietly, calmly longing to get what she deserved. Her voice softened. "Please... I trust you."

Claire knew how to destroy Eva's resistance. Eva's eyes turned cold and uncaring. This was her game now. Her right hand tightened around her throat, while her left went to the wall behind her. “You shouldn't.” Eva growled. “What makes you think this isn't what I was waiting for all along?” Claire shuddered softly. “What, you didn't really think that I went for gutter trash like you, right? You know, I was worried I was going to have to suggest it. It's so much more fun when you beg to have the life squeezed out of you.”

There it was. Claire loved that were tears in her eyes. Helplessly, she thrust her hips against Eva's thigh, pushed inbetween her legs. "Please..." Claire whispered hoarsely. "Don't do this..." Her legs clenched tight against Eva's thigh. She had anchored herself with impressive stability on the carpet, with her bare feet. Eva was far stronger than Claire could have imagined, despite being a good 30 pounds lighter than her. Claire couldn't make the slightest bit of headway – exactly what she wanted.

Eva relaxed her grip, slightly. "Color?" They had agreed long ago on a series of simple safewords a la traffic lights for any kind of... questionable play.
"Green...!" Claire choked out.

Eva tightened her grip again. "Pathetic... you're so fuck-addicted you're going to let me squeeze the life out of you just for a few precious seconds of primal pleasure." Eva leaned up against her so close Claire could feel her breath, hot and moist, on her ear as she whispered, "Enjoy these seconds. They'll be your last."

Death was... so sensual. The tears in Claire's eyes weren't just pained, weren't just emotional. They were all of her fears, anxieties, stress. She felt so on edge... so close to a primal part of her being that offered nothing but surrender and obedience, no matter what the cost. The part of her that allowed her to escape all the world, and flee into the arms of Eva.

Eva kept a close watch on her. Whether she was breathing, how red her face was... Claire felt like consciousness was slipping away from her bit by bit. Those little gasps of air she took, punctuated by Eva loosening just a little bit to get that tantalizing almost-full breath in before tightening her grip again and watching it squeeze out of her little by little... she loved it. That look in Eva's eyes... boring down into her soul... curiously amused, with a kind of sadism she'd never displayed before. Not the haughty, arrogant air of a patrician, or the even-keeled enthusiasm of a mentor who enjoyed the challenge of reining in an unruly pupil, like she usually did. No, more like a predator watching the final, pained squirming of its prey. Like a cat about to devour a mouse whole.

Eva's heart pumped hard; the adrenaline coursed through her veins, sending her into new heights of excitement and ecstasy. Claire's deep blue eyes shone with fear, vulnerability... and adoration. Looking into them, seeing her silently beg for her life all the while she envied the predator in front of her, desired her, admired her, even, made Eva feel a fire between her legs. For the two of them, locked in a situation of life and death, there was no outside world. There was nothing for Eva except Claire, writhing beneath her grip. There was nothing for Claire but Eva, choking the life out of her, piece by piece. Neither of them had ever felt closer to one another. Neither of them had ever felt so in the moment, so detached from themselves, so drowned in every detail and desire of the deed.

Eva lost control. Normally she was... aloof. Distant. In control. But she needed Claire, in that moment. Claire's body thrust up against her's, Claire's thigh inbetween her legs as Claire thrust up along Eva's thigh...Eva needed it. She kissed her cheek, left little love bites on her ear, listened to her ragged gasps. She needed to drink it in, to take her, needed to slake her own thirst then and there. Against her better judgement, she braced her free hand against Claire's leg, anchoring her in place so she could grind against it, satisfy that aching need in her own body. Even through her silken panties and Claire's jeans she could feel how warm, how needy Claire was. Could feel the rush of her blood below her skin, its ebb and flow with the beating of her heart. And God, did her heart beat.

To Claire, it was like a fugue state. Her whole body felt like it was burning up, her consciousness so distant, so detached in comparison to the overwhelming immediacy of her senses. Her hands no longer lingered on Eva's arm, but had went down to her hips, totally accepting the state of affairs she was in. All there was left to do was grind hard on Eva's thigh, to squeeze out that delicious sensation of orgasm from between her own legs. She pushed herself against Eva's thigh, leveraging herself at the same time as she futilely tried to pull away from her grasp. All Eva did was laugh, a low, menacing chuckle, with a glassy, emotionless look in her obsidian eyes incongruent with the toothy devil's grin on her face.

The hard fabric of her jeans pushed against her soft lace panties, already soaked with her secretions. The rough, uneven thrusts of her body made her agony all the more acute, the barrier of clothing pressuring and plying her clit with a weakness incongruent with the wild, hard, hungry movements she made. Claire was no unstoppable force, but Eva certainly was an immovable object. Claire had no idea she was so strong. She didn't even budge against her, no matter how hard Claire struggled. She was like a statue. The way her muscles tensed, the way Claire could feel them between her thighs as she writhed against her... it was insane.

Eva's hand at her throat made her squirm and wriggle for every breath. She pushed against her hips, leaned her head back, anything, everything to escape that grip, to struggle for every breath of air she choked down. Each time she would get less and less as Eva tightened her grip, Satan's own smile writ on her face, taking a perverse pleasure in her pain and in her struggle. It was... cute, Claire thinking she could fight her. Ada leaned in to her ear, taking the opportunity to grind her way up Claire's jeans. “Don't you think you should just...” Ada nipped at her ear. “give in?” Her breath was so warm, burning, like the fires of hell. “Let me choke you.” she said with a dissonant serenity, “Stop fighting it, sweet thing.” She paused, and with pure sadism in her voice, she said, “Go ahead. Give me everything I want, no matter what it costs. Die for me.” Tears ran down Claire's face. What was the point of fighting? She wasn't a fighter. She was never a fighter. Even with the ultimate sacrifice staring her in the eyes... all she wanted to do was submit.

So she did.

Claire relaxed. She let Eva have her way. She felt Eva's hand tighten around her throat, and the empty look in her eyes was replaced with a madness of ecstasy. Claire just stared at her with a soft smile of surrender. She let consciousness slip away from her bit by bit, claiming her as inevitably as Eva claimed her soul. She let Eva puppeteer her body, let her demand reaction from her with every push and thrust against her, beating their bodies together like iron on an anvil, punctuated like hammer blows by the hungry, animalistic kisses and love bites planted on her neck and shoulders.

Claire couldn't take it. Her hips spasmed and she croaked out a weak, vibrating sound from her throat, not unlike the vibrating feeling crawling down her spine. She felt the ultimate release between her legs, the touch of Venus at the edges of her fading consciousness, consuming every last stray facet of her being. There was nothing in her mind left but a raw, animalistic pleasure, and an empty smile crossed her face as she looked up towards the heavens to receive her.

Eva knew how to strangle a girl. She loosened her grip to let Claire take a gasp of air as she came her brains out. After that? The simple luxury of oxygen felt even better than her orgasm. And that every breath she took was inundated with Eva's sweet scent? Even better. Even with her short nails she dug into Eva's back so hard that she drew blood. Her orgasm was unspeakably intense, brought to the fore by her primal fear. It was like Eva had burst all her stress, all her anxiety, like a bubble, or a balloon. Just a single, sweet moment of intensity, and then all the pressure, gone. Fuck, was it all worth it.

The sweet sting of Claire's nails against her back send Eva over the edge. Her facade of calm sadism faded for a few sweet seconds of surrender to her senses. All the acting for Claire's benefit was gone. The hard edge in her eyes turned to loss, a complete depersonalization of herself, the takeover of animal instinct. She clenched hard against Claire's thigh, her body twitching and pulsing with every wave of pleasure that swept over her. Her mouth dropped open ever-so-slightly and a weak breath escaped her lips. In that moment, she drowned herself in eyes of blue, spiritually strangled. Claire had a grip on her even tighter than Eva's hand against her throat.

Eva adored Claire the way a God adores Their creation. The back of her left hand caressed the side of Claire's face, Eva thrown beyond words or conscious thought. All there was for her was... Claire. She smiled, vulnerable for a brief moment, nothing but light, sweet affection in her heart.

"Hey Eva..." Claire's voice was low, weak with the exhaustion of bliss. And being choked. "… you can let go of me now."

"Sorry, sweet thing." Eva laughed and released her grip completely. "I hope I wasn't too hard on you... I hate seeing marks on that beautiful skin of your's." Eva kissed her neck, which had turned slightly red since her enthusiastic throttling. She actually loved to see her handiwork, but wanted to make sure Claire was okay without being obviously sentimental. No sense in ruining the mood.

"No," Claire sighed, with an air of contentment. That feeling of post-orgasmic bliss, where everything just seemed so... nice. "no, it was exactly what I needed. Thank you."

"Thank you...?"

Claire feigned reluctance. "Thank you... mistress."

Eva kissed her. "You're welcome, girl scout."


There was a good deal more blood involved than either had planned for. Claire was mortified when she found out that it had soaked into Eva's nightgown, but Eva just laughed it off and told her not to worry. At least, not about the damage to her clothing.

"You really got me good." Eva turned around on the bed so Claire could stick the band-aids on her back. "You do know I wasn't really going to hurt you, right?" she teased. She didn't really need to cover up the scratches – they weren't that deep to begin with. And Eva didn't care what anyone else thought; she'd show off to the world if she gave enough of a shit about the world. But it made Claire feel better, so she let her rummage through her bathroom for an ancient box of band-aids, of all things.

"Har-har." She laid the last of the band-aids on a particularly jagged scratch. She had gotten lax about cutting her nails the past few days; something that would have to be remedied soon. "Sorry. But it was just really... explosive."

"I'm just giving you a hard time." Eva turned her head and smiled at Claire. "I don't mind a few scratches now and then. It's hot when you lose control of yourself like that."

Claire brushed a stray strand of her hair away from her face as she sat down on the bed beside Eva. "You like it because it just feeds your ego, miss control freak."

"Don't lie." Eva pulled Claire's face close and kissed her. "You love being controlled."

"Not the point." Claire couldn't help but smile. "You were way too prepared for that."

"Mm. I'm always prepared." Eva kissed her. "Gloves are so useful. Less sensual," She brushed the back of her hand against Claire's cheek to demonstrate, then grabbed her firmly by the jaw and hissed, "but more authoritive." She grinned and planted a kiss on Claire's cheek. Claire couldn't disagree, for many, many reasons.

Claire took a few moments to savor that helplessness. After a comfortable silence, she spoke up again. "I half-expected you to refuse." Claire said. “You're always big on safety.”

"I have a lot of practice." Eva's voice took on a slightly more serious tone. "One of my former flames was really into it. I learned CPR, optimal ways to cut off oxygen, the works, but for her, it was always, always about the danger. Always wanted more and more. Eventually it got to be too much for me. Intentionally choking to the point of blacking out. Stuff I couldn't control even if it went right. I tried it with her once. I almost had a fucking panic attack. Thank God she was okay. She couldn't go without it, though. Only time I ever had a break-up over my sub being too extreme for me."

There was a long pause, and Claire felt the tension build in her soul. Eventually, Claire quietly asked, "What happened to her?"

“I think she got married last year." Eva said nonchalantly. “I got an invitation, but... you know how it is.”

Claire sat there on the bed quietly for a while, and mused. Eva was content to let her. Eventually, Claire said quietly, "Normally you trust me to do my due diligence, know what I'm getting into.”

Eva sighed gently. "It's not that I don't trust you, sweet thing." Eva brushed a strand of hair out of Claire's face and looked at her with a gentle affection. "It's just that this isn't something you fuck around with lightly. If I didn't know what I was doing... you could've been hurt for real."

Claire looked away. Her sigh was heavier, almost exhausted. "I know, I know... I've read about all the risks..."

"I know you did, Claire. That was never my concern." Eva cocked her head, concern written on her face. "My only concern is how seriously you take those risks."

“Oh, you know me,” Claire said with faux-modest pride, waving her hand about nonchalantly. “death-defying daredevil; I just can't stay away from danger's loving embrace.” Her blue eyes shone with self-satisfaction. That Eva thought of her as a risk-taker was one of the few points of pride she had. She had never regarded herself as such before meeting Eva... but living a life that was out of her control seemed to Eva a step away from playing chicken on the train tracks. That her domme billionaire girlfriend thought she was a little tough gave her butterflies in her heart.

“The way you ride that motorcycle some days, I wonder.” Eva smiled, but the smile faded as she turned the conversation back to more serious matters. “But this wasn't normal. What's got you so out of sorts?”

Claire furrowed her brow. “What the fuck do you mean not normal?” she snarled.

Eva's voice was soft. Not quite hurt, but... vulnerable. Opening her heart. 'Here it is; I trust you not to pierce it'. "Sweet thing... don't snap." she said.

"I'm sorry." Claire sighed, and her shoulders dropped, guilty over her initial reaction. She knew better than that. But she could feel all her fears and stressors returning, unwelcome. "It's not that I want to do this all the time. I just... needed to lose everything. Just for a little while. Myself, my safety... my life." She smiled sardonically to hide her pain.

"I know, sweet thing." Eva cocked her head. "What brought this up?"

"Can't a girl get kinky without any deeper reason?" Claire asked innocently.

Eva raised her eyebrows. "She can, but we both know that's not what happened here." Eva's look of confident amusement faded again to one of concern. She stretched out on the bed and laid her head atop of her hands. "You know you can tell me anything, right, sweet thing?"

Claire smiled like she was going to make light of the matter, but then she decided to lay back on the bed and spread her arms like she was making a snow angel. Not even the smooth silk of Eva's bedsheets could soothe her shaky nerves. She opened her mouth to say something, but nothing came out. A dozen thoughts passed through her head, each of them less light-hearted than the last, and she finally settled on, “Fuck me.”

Eva knew it wasn't time for jokes. She leaned over her and rested a hand against Claire's cheek with gentle affection and sympathy. "What's the matter?"

"I'm losing control of my life." Claire sniffed. She tried to put on a brave face, but it never worked. Seeing Eva there, dark eyes filled with concern, reminding her that someone cared about her, someone loved her enough to want her to succeed and feel her pain when she didn't... it was too much. Sometimes, it hurt more to be supported than to be alone in the wilderness. She bawled like a child and all of her problems burst out in one long babbling stream of consciousness. "Abigail is moving away and I can't afford the apartment by myself and my parents always want to come by and I tell them no and I have to make up excuses but really it's because my place is horrible and gross and I don't want them to see it and I never get called back no matter how many times I send out my resume so I'm stuck in this dead-end fucking job and I...”

Eva held her. Eva held her and listened. Sometimes that was all that could be done. She let Claire cry about her job and her life and her family, and she listened and stroked her hair. Then and there, at least, Eva could protect her, if nowhere else but in her arms.

"I had to do something. I needed to have some little fucking inkling of control. I've never had any fucking control over my life." Claire took a horrid gasp as she sobbed. After taking a moment to choke down the next sob which tried to force its way up, she said in a quiet voice, "So I gave it to you." She looked up at Eva, tears streaming down her face, and touched her cheek. "You're the only one I trust with it." She lost herself, surrendered herself, to the overflowing well of empathy in those obsidian eyes, letting herself be comforted by the simple fact that Eva didn't want her to suffer. "You're the only one who makes me feel like I have any control worth giving."

Eva didn't know what to say for once. It was touching, but at the same time, it pierced her heart like a dagger's point. So she kissed Claire's head and cradled her in her arms, stroking her red hair and running it through her fingers. "Don't worry, sweet thing." she said with tears in her voice, "I've got you."

Claire buried her face into Eva's shoulder.

She knew Eva would never let anything hurt her.
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