

Claire Collins wandered out of the office building where she worked her shitty job as a graphic design intern and stretched her arms over her head. She shook a strand her vibrant red hair out of her face and adjusted her ponytail, relishing the feeling of her arms cracking after a long day of sitting at a computer desk. She slipped her red leather jacket on from over her shoulder, buttoning it up over her white dress shirt as she walked around the building to the office's parking lot. She was thankful, at least, for the 'smart casual' dress code that let her wear jeans to work instead of trying to straddle a motorcycle in a pair of dress slacks.

She turned the corner and paused as she scanned the emptying corporate parking lot. She cursed under her breath. She forget she'd walked to work that day instead of taking her motorcycle. She started to turn around, but a stunning figure caught her eye. Eva Ashina, her ridiculously rich dark-haired, dark-eyed girlfriend. Dressed, as usual, in red and black; that day a stunning, form-fitting dress that faded from a faded black at the top to bright, scarlet red where it ended just below her knees. She was leaning against her black Mercedes and

Claire touched the little red choker around her neck she always wore self-consciously.

Eva whipped her sunglasses off and grinned at her. "You ready to eat out tonight, girl scout?"

Of fucking course Claire was ready.


Eva, of course, had picked a stunningly high-class restaurant, the kind where the bar had real leather seats and the menu didn't even list prices. That, for Eva, was the best part of being rich. She didn't have to actually deal with expenses. She never had to ask about prices. Everything was just... there. It was so much purer to her eyes, ironically, to not have to deal with what afforded her such latitude of action. "This is really nice." Claire said after they'd gotten their food, "I wasn't expecting this."

"I didn't realize I'd gotten so lax as to make this a special treat." Eva said coolly. "I'll have to keep in mind that I need to pamper you more often."

Claire seemed taken aback by that for a moment, and raised an eyebrow with a mixture of surprise and mischievous curiosity. "Do you even know what day today is?"

"... Friday?" Eva knew the day of the week was never the right answer, but she could never keep track of the date.

"Our six-month anniversary!" Her tone was more cheerful than rebuking. "I wasn't expecting this because you forgot our three-month anniversary too! And here I was thinking you'd gotten better."

Eva kept her cool, and leaned forward on the table with a disarming smile. "Really? It feels like you've been in my life forever." She didn't understand why some people insisted on x number of month anniversaries. Months weren't even. Years were even. She was confused when Claire 'celebrated' their three-month anniversary as well. But Eva just rolled with it.

Claire wasn't actually bothered, but she made a show of it anyway. "I guess I'm just not worth remembering." she huffed, and crossed her arms.

Eva took Claire's hand and brought it gently to her lips. "Time itself is an illusion passing me by when I enjoy your presence in the present." she purred.

That silver tongue, however, would earn her nothing. "You owe me a favor." Claire deigned to look over at her. "I get to ask something, and you have to answer, no judgment allowed."

Eva narrowed her eyes, but the curious smile didn't leave her face. "Consider this entire restaurant the Evamobile."

Lame as always. It was a disarming technique Eva always used. And it always worked. Embarrassment was easier to swallow when shared. "Okay." Claire said, "Promise not to call me racist?"

"I'll give you a pass just this once. Everybody gets one." Eva teased. "Go ahead, sweet thing."

Claire took a deep breath. "What kind of Chinese name is 'Ashina'?" she asked, "It doesn't... well... sound like it's Chinese."

"It's not." Eva said flatly.

All the color drained from Claire's face. Had she misheard her before? Fuck, if she was worried about being racist before, she was fucking terrified after asking that. "I-I-I-I thought you said you w-were-"

Eva laughed and raised a hand to cut her off. "Originally it was Xin. Or Shin. My dad always wobbled back and forth on which it was." she said, "He was never very interested in the family history, and my grandfather didn't like to talk about it. He was the 'never talk about the old country' kind of immigrant. He thought changing his name to Ashina, which is just neutral enough to cover several languages, was more marketable than 'Shin'."

"Zin..." Claire tried to imitate Eva's perfect pronunciation.

"More like hsin." Eva said, and leaned back in her chair, glass of wine cupped in her hand. "Ashina sounds better anyway. I guess I've been assimilated into the American hivemind."

"One of us, one of us!" Claire laughed, releasing some of the tension she had built up in herself. She let out a long sigh of relief and let her shoulders untense. She changed the subject to something more... immediate in nature. "So that whole 'no letting other people do me' thing... how did that work before you met me? You were still gay, right? I mean, didn't you ever get..." Claire made a crude gesture with her fingers and tongue.

Ada chuckled and shook her head. "I haven't been eaten out since I was in High School."

"You're kidding me." Eva shook her head. "And how many girls have you ruined since?"

"A lady never tells." Nine. It was nine. Ten if you included Claire.

“Really, though, never? Not once since?” Claire leaned forward on her elbows on the table. It would've been poor table manners anywhere, but particularly at such a high-class restaurant. But Claire rarely felt self-conscious around Eva.

“Mm, never all the way. As a little bit of foreplay now and then. But I like being able to control my own rhythm, sweet thing. I like control, in case you haven't noticed.” Her eyes flitted meaningfully to Claire's little scarlet leather choker. Claire subconsciously sat up and straightened her posture. Her heart beat a little faster. “It's hard for me to cum when someone else is trying to figure out what's going on in my head.” Eva waved away the waiter, who seemed absolutely nonplussed at accidentally walking up to check on them at the wrong time.

Claire's ears burned as she turned away and covered her face with her hands. “Oh God...”

“What's the matter, sweet thing? Afraid we'll be the talk of the town?” Eva laughed. “I can promise you, the people working here hear much worse than 'My girlfriend's clit isn't as sensitive as mine'.”

“What's it like?” Claire said, “Being brazen as fuck?”

“You tell me, sweet thing. I say and do what I want because I know I can get away with it.” She looked at her with gentle affection and admiration. “You're braver than I am.”

A disquieting silence settled as Claire considered what she was saying before she waved away the waiter. Claire looked downcast as she said, “When I fingered you in my apartment... when I … was that...?”

Eva's heart stung at that. She never meant to make Claire doubt herself like that. “Genuine.” she said firmly. “I said it was...” She stopped. A sympathetic look crossed her face and she tilted her head ever-so-slightly. “It's different with you, sweet thing.”

That was enough for Claire. She squeezed Eva's hand and smiled. "So... what's the issue?"              

"I already told you I wasn't a fan of losing control." she said.

Claire raised an eyebrow. "What I'm hearing is 'I don't like cumming'. And that's crazy talk."

"I like cumming just fine. I just do it on my own time, and on my own terms." Eva smirked. "I don't remember you complaining when I choked you senseless and humped your thigh like a lovesick puppy."

That wasn't quite how Claire remembered it. But she blushed and downed her wineglass anyway. When she had imbibed enough alcohol to feel a little more confident, she said, "But... you've been eaten out before. Don't you ever miss that feeling?"

Eva shrugged. "Not really, but at the time my girlfriend didn't know what she was doing."

Claire, at least, had done some preliminary 'research' on the matter in case it ever came up. She cast Eva a suggestive look. "Well, how would you like a girlfriend who does know what she's doing?"

Eva raised an eyebrow. "Do you have a secret lesbian life I don't know about?"

Claire grinned as wide as she could. “I've been hitting the books pretty hard.” She shifted her chair and sidled up to Ada. “I could show you what I've learned. I'm always eager to show off. And sometimes... I need to be corrected.”

Eva sipped her wine nonchalantly. "Damn, Claire, if I'd known you were this thirsty I would've ordered a bottle."

"Let's eat out tonight!" Claire said excitedly. "You've eaten me out enough times. Lemme return the favor!" She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively.

"Sure thing." Claire smiled with self-satisfaction and leaned away to attend to her food, but with an effortless swipe of her arm, Eva caught her by her red choker with a single finger dug under it, and roughly yanked her back, face close enough to kiss. "But I'm still in charge, girl scout." she purred.

Claire's heart skipped a beat at that tone. That was what she lived for. "Take me. Use me. Abuse me. Lose me. Like a fucking rag. Make me a toy for your pleasure, your fuckdoll, and discard me when you're done." she hissed. "I can't wait to be down on my fucking knees, worshiping you with my tongue. Trapped between your thighs, clenching against my head as I make you cum..."

She was practically hanging off of Eva. Eva loved it. But... she kept her cool, unphased look, and said, "Down girl. No kinks in public."

Claire deflated. "That's not what you say when you spank my ass in the parking lot."

"I make the rules." Eva pulled her in by her choker again and whispered. "I don't have to follow them."

God, Claire loved that. "You're a tyrant." she hissed defiantly.

"Don't you forget it, girl scout." She let her go.

A thousand thoughts swirled through Claire's head over the next hour, most of them involving her on her knees with her hands tied behind her back and Eva looking down at her with those coldly amused obsidian eyes, a slight, haughty smile on her face as Claire looked back up at her with the utmost vulnerability and pleading neediness for affection and approval in her own blue eyes.

The place had emptied out by the time they'd finished eating. The only people left were the rare straggler picking at their meal with too much money in their bank accounts but nothing to go home to.

Claire stretched her arms while Eva talked to the bartender about getting some vintage of wine Claire wasn't actually paying attention to. She also wasn't paying attention to the somewhat sauced guy in a disheveled suit jacket who had snuck up on her. "Hey there, babe." he said, leaning on a nearby table as he grinned in a manner he probably considered 'rakish'. "You lookin' for a good time?"

"Oh? Oh! No, no thanks. I'm taken." Her parents had always taught her to be polite to strangers.

"C'mon, babe." he said, "No one has to know."

The bartender had went into the back to get the bottle, and Eva quickly pegged the new intruder as moving in on her girl. "She's with me." Eva subtly positioned herself slightly in front of Claire, blocking the drunk from getting any closer.

"Hey, the more the merrier!" He reached for her shoulder. A very bad move on his part. The next thing he knew his face was pressed against the bar counter and his arm was twisted very uncomfortably behind his back.

"You're drunk." Eva snarled. "Go home and sleep it off, or I'll give you a hospitalization as a reminder of what happens when you fuck around..." She twisted his arm harder. "... with a girl who says 'no'." She let him go, and he dutifully scampered off, tail between his legs.

Claire kissed her. Fuck, she needed her! She pushed up against her, her hands going first to her face, then her back, then her hips. Eva didn't object. She wrapped her leg around Eva, first just leaning against her, then supporting her against Eva, and then, lifting herself up onto her with her arms, wrapping both legs around her waist, arms locked under her's, hands tussled up in Eva's short black hair.

Claire loved, most of all, how in stride Eva took it all. No surprise, no hesitation. Just an immediate, natural command of the situation. Claire initiated, but Eva still led. Claire's eyes were half-lidded with lust and loss of focus; Eva had that shark's gaze to her, always so unyielding, so predatory. She was ready to devour Claire, always.

The bartender, newly returned with the bottle, cleared his throat pointedly, breaking the lovebirds apart with lightning speed. Claire had enough propriety to blush, but Eva, dress out of sorts and hair sticking in every which direction, just accepted the bottle as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

Eva patted her hair down as they walked out to her car. "So, what happened to the shrinking violet scared about having a private conversation in front of a stranger whose job is to ignore people?"

Claire blushed, but she was too excited to be truly embarrassed "That was some amazing kung-fu shit you did back there!"

"Aikido." Eva corrected. "I took a class in college." She shrugged. "I was too lazy to take a real physical education credit and I thought it'd be easy. Biggest mistake of my life."

"So when're you gonna bend me over like that?"

She grabbed Claire's arm, gently by comparison, and pulled it behind her back, throwing her off balance and stumbling back into the grasp of Eva's other arm. She bit her ear and purred, "Any time you want, sweet thing."

"It's a date." Claire said, breathlessly. She looked up at Eva and raised her eyebrows. "First things first, though. You promised."

Eva chuckled. “You're persistent. You're lucky I like that about you.” She clicked the button on her car keys to unlock the doors.

As Claire sat down in the passenger side seat, the past few minutes began to sink in. "Shit... I really just made out with you in the middle of a restaurant." She covered her face with her hands and groaned. "Did I just get us banned forever?"

Eva laughed as she put the keys in the ignition. "Sweet thing, even if they didn't see worse stuff there on a nightly basis, I'm not the kind of girl who gets banned from places. Call it the advantages of power." She glanced over at Claire and smiled. "Don't confuse wealth with dignity, sweet thing. I sure as hell don't."

"That guy... what a creep."

"He probably would've fucked off eventually." Eva raised her eyebrows and gave Claire a meaningful look. "Maybe I overreacted. But I don't like taking chances."

Claire grinned. "Why gamble when you can bet on a sure thing, right?"


Claire tugged at the restraints that kept her wrists locked together behind her back. Claire sighed melodramatically. "I miss back when getting tied up alone was enough to make me scared and excited." She cast a sidelong look at Eva, her lithe form silhouetted against the bright red sheets and general color theme of her bedroom. "Now you've desensitized me. This is just so vanilla anymore."

Eva turned her head quick as an owl, narrowing her eyes at Claire; Claire's heart skipped a beat. "Watch that mouth, girl scout.” she said, warning in her voice, “I only want it doing one thing tonight."

Claire loved pushing her. Not least because it always ended up with Claire put into her place. She said, with a songbird's enthusiasm, "Maybe I'm not the one who's gotten rough. Maybe you're the one who's gotten soft." She grinned and closed her eyes, carefully avoiding Eva's gaze. "I guess

Eva moved smooth as a serpent, and twice as threatening. In an instant she was behind Claire, using the blindfold to pull her head back and tipping her off balance by grabbing her by her tied wrists and toppling her onto the bed. Wasting not a moment, Eva pulled Claire's legs up and tied her ankles together. She gave her ass a smack for good measure. Claire's cute, surprised little yelp was music to her ears.

"I-isn't this a little excessive?" Claire grinned nervously.

Claire felt a hand jerk her head up by the blindfold and a pair of lips force a rough kiss onto her, "I decide what's excessive, girl scout." Eva hissed, "We'll see who's 'soft' tonight."

Uh oh. Too far. Claire decided to play damage control. “Please, mistress... I didn't mean anything by it.” she said, “Let me make it up to you!”             

"Ah, who says you've earned that yet?" Eva laughed, but it wasn't her laugh. It was more like Satan's laugh. "What payment should I extract for that privilege, pet?” She felt Eva's long, cold fingers trace down her back, along the contours of her ass, down around her thigh, as she pace around her. “I wonder, I wonder...”

She flitted gently along Claire's loins, and then sunk two of her fingers into Claire's dripping wet sex, eliciting a surprised moan from the redhead. Eva knew just how to toy with her. Those long, slender pianist's fingers gently probed into the her depths, wiggling and squirming in response to Claire's wiggling and squirming, the soft, smooth skin of her other fingers brushing against the outer edges like gently sliding silk against her. Claire gasped and tried to push herself against Eva's fingers, but only succeeded in putting her ass in the air and her face to the sheets. Eva steadied her with a hand to her waist as she twisted her fingers around to brush her thumb against Claire's hood.

“Fuck me!” Claire cried out in pure agony.

“That's the plan, sweet thing.” Eva said.

“Wait, wait, I didn't mean-”

Eva's tongue pushed past her lips, parting them as easily as a potter parts clay. Claire didn't even have time to prepare for the unprovoked assault. Nor was she ready for Eva to pull away from her, leaving her gasping, mouth open, tongue reaching for more. “Have I ever told you how cute you are when you're helpless?” Eva purred. “Just relax, girl scout. Let this be good for you.” A low, throaty chuckle. “I'd hate to have to make it bad for you.”

It was an instinct for Claire. The need to submit, to be controlled. She didn't understand it until Eva showed her. Showed her her place. How much she craved it, how much her life was missing that essential component. Submission; simple, pure, addictive. It was a part of her soul. She couldn't refuse or deny it. “... yes mistress.” Her voice was meek, her breathing, shallow and weak. Weak... a reflection of what she was. Claire shuddered and clenched around Eva's fingers.

Eva knew Claire's body better than she did. What did it take to drive her mad? Precious little. Warmth, the feeling of moist breath against her skin, the weight of Eva's body pressing down against her as she crawled atop her body and pinned poor little Claire to the bed... it was how Eva emptied her out, like a vessel, and filled Claire up with her own will, her own desires. There was something so primal, so sensual about how close their bodies were, the press of Eva's breasts against Claire's back, the radiating heat from their soft, smooth skin...

Claire couldn't take it. “God... I'm cumming!”

Eva stopped, quick and precise as a machine. “Ah... I never gave you permission.” she said.

“Please...” Claire whimpered.

“Please, what?”

“Please, mistress...”

A smack reverberated throughout the room, and Claire's surprised yelp of pain followed it. “Am I a 'what'? Please, what?”

“Please...” Claire said weakly, desperately, “let me cum...”

“Tch. So selfish.” She slipped her fingers out of Claire's dripping wet snatch and licked them clean. “Maybe I should just leave you there until morning.” Eva lifted herself off of Claire. Claire resented the sudden abjuration of Eva's warmth. “Or maybe I should do the opposite. Make you cum until you hate it. Do you think that would teach you not to ask for things your empty little head can't handle?”

“No...” Claire distinctly remembered the last time that happened. “... please...!”

“That's the kind of begging I like to hear. It's a good start, pet.” Eva kissed her cheek and leaned into her ear. “But this is going to be a long night if you think that's going to be enough to get permission to cum.”

"Wait... wait...” A moment of clarity entered Claire's head. “Eva..." Claire said, "Don't forget why we're here tonight." She worried that Eva was trying to muddle Claire's easily lust-addled mind as a way to get out of venturing into the (relative) unknown of having Claire's tongue between her legs.

"Tch. And here I thought I'd taught you a little patience since we met. I guess I am getting soft if it hasn't sunk in yet."

“Yellow.” Claire said, invoking their system of 'traffic lights as safewords' to slow down and consider things outside of the scene.

Eva's voice was annoyed. “Do you trust me or not?”

“... sorry. Green.” Claire sighed. She should trust Eva. And she did. She supposed it was just anxiety and excitement that made her hesitate. “I trust you, Eva.” Claire had been overthinking things, again. She took a deep breath and tried to empty herself out, let Eva in. That was the point, wasn't it? To empty herself of all worry and want. To let Eva take control, to keep her safe, from even her own selfish needs and desires... “I trust you, mistress.” she said softly.

“You hurt me so, pet.” Eva kissed her with a curious mixture of forcefulness and affection. “But I'll forgive you. For that, at least.”

So she threw herself into the scene fully. Eva's skilled hands, the pressure of her thumb along her clit, rubbing and teasing it between her fingers as she pushed in and out of Claire's quivering quim... she was a vessel, and she felt near enough to burst. She bucked hard against Eva's hand and cried, “Please mistress... let me cum...

“But pet... I enjoy seeing you squirm.” A gentle hand cupped her cheek as Eva's pistoning fingers slowed to an agonizing crawl. There was something mocking in its tenderness. “Don't you want me to be happy, pet?”

Claire blindly turned her head and ended up french kissing Eva's jawline. “What I want is what you want, mistress.”

“Then beg me. Prove that you don't want to cum as bad as I don't want you to cum.” Eva said. “I like seeing you suffer, girl scout. You know that. Why should pain be my only tool? I like seeing you suffer stripped of your pleasure too.” She paused for a moment. “How about this: tell me what to give you, and I'll give it to you. If you want to cum, I'll make you cum. No punishments, no rebukes. That will be the end of it. I'm nothing if not benevolent. But... would you really deny me my fun?” Claire groaned and grunted as Eva's skillful fingers twitched inside of her and tore her mind into little shreds. Faster, and faster, and faster... creeping up on the edge of a precious, delicious orgasm, so tantalizing, just within Claire's grasp. “Would you really take away the one thing I love most about fucking you?” A faux-pout entered her voice. “Would my darling girl scout tear my heart apart like that?”

“Please, mistress... please...” She gritted her teeth. She was so fucking close. It was going to be amazing, she could tell. She'd been teased just enough, been turned on all evening, been sensitive and sensual in equal measure. It went against every fiber of her being, every basic instinct. Except one. “Don't let me cum.” she whispered, tears tugging at her eyes.

Eva stopped. Claire wanted to bawl as the feeling slipped away bit by bit, like a child's toy sliding across the ice. “Good girl.” Eva's whisper echoed in her ear. “I almost feel bad about not rewarding you for that.” Fuck, Claire could almost hear her smile. She could certainly see it in her mind's eye, a grin both toothy and sinister. “Almost.” She laid down on the bed and lifted Claire's jaw with the tip of her foot, guiding her by touch alone. "Now come, bitch."

With her hands were tied behind her back and her ankles bound together, the best she could do was squirm around like an earthworm on a rainy sidewalk. Wiggling pathetically towards Eva's voice, tipping herself sideways, unable to regain bearing or balance, she felt her face press against Eva's thigh, and laid a kiss on her warm, soft skin. Feeling Eva's approving hand rest against her head and gently guide her in the right direction whenever she got lost in the smooth contours of Eva's body... only heightened her appetite.

"This is what you've been searching for the whole time, isn't it?" Eva laughed, low and sinister, as she used her thigh to nudge Claire along the correct path to her loins. "Before you always had to worry about yourself, your own pleasure. Now you're just a toy for my use. Empty and hollow. Not even human. Isn't that right?"

Claire's nose brushed against Eva's neatly trimmed bush. She could feel the moisture of her leaking out onto the bed sheets. It made her so happy to know that she made Eva react like that. And that smell... it was so heady, so intoxicating. "Yeah... mistress..." Claire said dully, her warm breath between Eva's legs driving Eva crazier than she would care to admit. "this is what I've always wanted." She looked up where she thought Eva's face would be. Eva tilted Claire's blindfolded head to correct her. "I just want to be... useful. For you." Her heartbeat sped up. This was what she lived for. "Please, mistress... let me be useful. Let me be your toy, mistress... please." She struggled to prop herself up on her knees with her hands and ankles tied behind her. She was not very successful. “Your agonized little fucktoy... I don't deserve pleasure. Only you deserve pleasure, mistress. Please mistress... strip me of what makes me human; take it from me for yourself.” She stuck her tongue out, hungry, needy, desperate. Her voice was high, weak, appeasing, and above all, or below all, submissive. “It's here for you, mistress. Please, mistress, take this burden from me.” she whimpered.

Eva smiled, propped her legs up around Claire's shoulders, pulled her down against the bed, trapping her between her thighs, and nestled the sweetest part of her anatomy against Claire's face. "I'll accept your offering to your goddess, pet. Go ahead. Be useful."

Those words... made Claire so happy. Claire relished the opportunity, brushed her nose up and along Eva's soaked sex, feeling her dew dawdle on the tip, dazing her with the intimacies of its scent. When she ran her tongue oh-so-gently along her folds, Eva tasted even better than she imagined, slightly sweet, like butter, with the slightest metallic taste laying sharp on her tongue. Eva's sharp little intake of breath as she made her exploratory first lick... that excited Claire. Especially since she could hear just how hard Eva had tried to hold it in.

Claire worked Eva over slowly, gently. She would make her suffer first. Claire liked submitting more than dominating... but she loved to see a touch of Eva's pain when she was a naughty, disobedient girl. That much of Eva's fun, she understood. Claire ran her tongue up and down the outer edges of Eva's sex, working her ways deeper with every pass. She explored Eva's slick, glistening folds with enthusiastic thoroughness, enjoying being able to hear Eva's pained gasps and increasingly rapid and heavy breathing so clearly with her sight stripped from her. Claire parted Eva with her tongue, and sucked on Eva's stiff little clit, flicking her tongue across it, kissing it, gently pulling at it with her lips...

"God... Claire..." Eva couldn't stop herself from speaking. That little devil between her legs was too much.

"Out of breath already?" Claire smiled and looked up where she thought Eva's eyes would be. A little spark of defiance rekindled in her heart. "I remember saying something about going soft...”

Eva's hand went to the back of Claire's hand and forced her back between her legs. "Watch your clever mouth, girl scout. I'm only keeping it around for one thing." she snarled. But she couldn't bring herself to stop her. She gritted her teeth. "Just keep going." Claire readily obliged, ready to hear Eva cum her heart into Claire's mouth. She quickened her pace, furiously sweeping through Eva's slit with her tongue and wrapping her lips around her gently throbbing clit, pushing and pulling with an expertise that belied how little actual experience she had. Enthusiasm and careful reading had made up the difference.

Eva bit her lip. Fuck, Claire was right. She was crazy for giving that up for so long. She struggled to keep her composition.... composite.... compo- "Oh, fuck!" She felt an overwhelming wave approaching her, sharp and hard as blow to the head. "That's it! That's it!" Eva grabbed onto Claire's head with both hands and pushed her against her loins. Her vision unfocused. There wasn't enough attention left in her body to fill a thimble. All there was was Claire between her legs, eager and hungry, the sole beneficiary and cause of Eva's agony, enjoying every pained little sound she made.

Her grip on Claire's head slipped, and she grasped helplessly at the sheets as wave after wave of bliss pulsed through her body from the base of her spine. Her lip quivered as she closed her eyes and cried out with a weakness that belied the strength of the sensations running through her soul. She was lost, completely and utterly lost to the world around her. Her body reacted on the most primal, instinctive level imaginable; her legs shook, her breath caught in her throat, and all her muscles went lax – save the ones most important to her pleasure, clenching around Claire's probing tongue.

She smiled involuntarily as the last vestiges of her rational consciousness left her. Half-laughing, mad, in the throes of ecstasy beyond reason, she let her head roll to the side and all the breath in her body leave her to give more room for overwhelming tide of pleasure that flushed out everything else in her body, leaving nothing but a writhing, incredibly happy husk. A vessel, for Claire's handiwork, stretching on to eternity by Claire's careful tongue, determined to extend Eva's petit mort as long as possible.

Only after the last twitches and convulsions died did Claire stop. "It's no fun being blindfolded." Claire whined. "I don't even get to see my handiwork?"

"Oh.... shut it, girl scout." Eva said affectionately as she weakly stroked her hair, too exhausted to do anything more. "I thought I'd give you an appreciation for my voice."

"I appreciated it, mistress." Claire wormed her way up Eva's body and blindly kissed about two inches away from Eva's stiff little nipple. "Can you forgive me?"

Eva leaned in and kissed her on the lips. "Only because you're such a good girl."

Claire inched her way up to a kneeling position and Eva took Claire's blindfold off so she could look in her eyes. To have Eva's chest still heaving with pleasure the first thing to greet her after being blind was a beautiful sight. Eva pulled at the knot tying her wrists together and unbound her so she could crawl over her and lay sweet kisses along all the contours of her sleek body. Claire felt so happy with herself for making Eva so happy. And yet...

Eva's arm was still moving. Eva was still touching herself. "You're not still sensitive?"

"Not everyone is one and done, girl scout." Eva said distantly.

Claire lit up like a lightbulb. Her own pleasure could wait. She immediately threw herself back down between Eva's legs and pushed her hand out of the way. She stuck her tongue out and ran it along her sex again, still wet, still craving the feeling of warm flesh against it.

"Claire..." Claire loved that Eva was finally the one whimpering in ecstasy. "Claire, please..."

"Please what?" Claire said faux-innocently. "Please you? Okay."

"No, no, wa-wait!"

"Lay back, mistress." She looked up at Eva with big, beautiful, innocent blue eyes. "Let me take care of you for once." She gently intertwined her fingers with Eva's.

Fuck. Claire knew how to push all the right buttons. So she laid back and let Claire do her work. "Claire..." At first it was a whisper, a whimper, a quiet confession that she could not hold her tongue with Claire's between her legs. "Claire...!" Tears welled up in her eyes. She was no stranger to cumming a few times in a single session, but... never with such intensity. She cursed her own arrogance and distrust for stripping her of that feeling for so fucking long. And every time, every time she came, she wanted it more and more. It was like a drug, her own personal addiction. Claire's tongue swirling around her clit, exploring every detail of her folds with an infinite eagerness... every time she clenched her thighs around Claire's head and dug her hands into the sheets, it only whetted her appetite for more, more, more.

After what seemed like an eternity later, for both of them, Claire pulled away for the briefest of moments. "E-va..." she whined, "My jaw is sore..."

Eva let go of her head. "Sorry, sweet thing..." Eva half-laughed, too weak to even lift herself up. "I got carried away."

"Carried away by me." she said, tired but incredibly self-satisfied. She was worried that she was going to fuck up her first time and remind Eva why she always attended to her own needs. To have Eva so enthused about using her that she wore poor Claire out made her happier than she could express in words. Claire crawled on top of Eva and looked down at her with the sweetest, most genuinely innocent smile imaginable. "I like making you cum, you know."

"I could tell, sweet thing." She stroked her hair with one hand and leaned over her shoulder to pull the knot tying her ankles with the other. "A girl doesn't work her tongue like that because she hates it." Eva laid a gentle kiss on her shoulder. "You were right. At least... just this once." She stuck her tongue out a little and grinned. “I might need you to do this again... and again, and again.”

"If it makes you uncomfortable... you can always tie me back up, anytime." Claire grinned and kicked her feet up and down idly. "You know I don't mind."

"No." Eva said simply. Then she stopped and reconsidered that. "Well, not 'no'. I might take you up on that offer sometime. But I don't need it." Eva kissed her forehead and smirked with sinister confidence. "I know you're under my thrall no matter what you're doing or how you're doing it." Her smile turned sweeter. "I trust you, sweet thing."
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