

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 judgment, 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.


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."


Sitting in her rich girlfriend's bedroom, ass-naked, pillow between her thick thighs, keeping herself 'in the mood' for her girlfriend's return from an emergency work call... Claire Collins wouldn't have wished to be anywhere else in the world. She brushed her bright red hair out of her face and shifted the ridged edge of the pillow against her slit with a slight shudder. The way those satin sheets so thinly veiled the the hard-yet-yielding rim of the pillow... it was just enough and not nearly enough all at once.

Her girlfriend, Eva Ashina, was fabulously wealthy and slightly anti-social. Or, as she preferred to put it, 'independent'. Claire spent so much time at Eva's (nearest) house she might as well have lived there. For all she made the excuse that she hated her apartment, the real reason was that she felt at home with Eva. She loved being able to relax with the knowledge that if anyone barged in on her, it'd be her darling girlfriend, whether she was interrupted entertaining herself or... entertaining herself. She felt no shame with Eva, none except a false, playful shame that they could both enjoy.

And Eva's place was way roomier too. That was a non-zero factor.

Claire let out something between a moan and a sigh, letting all the breath escape her body. She smiled gently and wiggled her body up and down the pillow. It was only then she noticed her tall, beautiful heiress girlfriend standing in the doorway.

“Oh, uh... hey, Eva.” Claire said, her voice fading with her slowing thrusts. “I thought you... were... heading... out.” Claire looked over at the clock. 'Two hours, tops', Eva had said. It had hardly been half an hour. Which, technically, made her statement still correct.

Eva took her sunglasses off and brushed her short black hair out of her eyes. "You know... I think I like seeing you fruitlessly humping the pillow." she said. "Keep doing it."

Claire smiled. She was more than happy to put on a show for Eva. She wasn't listening closely. If she was, she might have noticed a very particular adjective foreshadowing her fate. She locked eyes with Eva, who had adopted that telltale self-confident smirk, and ran her tongue across her teeth. Eva seemed amused, or more amused than usual, at that.

After an hour's worth of work already done, and with her girlfriend eyeing her up, Claire didn't have far to go. With the smooth silk of the pillow coverings sliding against her sensitive slit, she couldn't help but clench it in fistfuls as she sped up her every stroke against the pillow, building to a pleasant crescendo. “Ah... it's coming...” Claire's eyes were filled with a dull, unfocused anticipation for the oncoming bliss, and an empty smile began to spread over her face.

"No, it's not." Eva said firmly. "No cumming." Claire pouted, but stopped without question, feeling her precious orgasm slip away from her bit by bit with each passing moment. Eva smiled and put her thumb to Claire's lips, hand resting lightly against her jaw. "I want that pillow soaked and you crying with desperation by the time I get back."

“By the time you get back?” Claire said, chest heaving with every breath. "You're going somewhere? Didn't you just leave? Where are you going?"

"Oh, here and there. Have fun!" Eva grabbed her purse and smiled as she opened the bedroom door again. “And don't stop! I want your pain to be... contiguous.” She winked and blew Claire a kiss.

Fuck her.

Claire clenched her teeth and dutifully slid the pillow between her nethers again, clenching it in a vise grip between her thighs, wishing she were anywhere else.

It was about three hours before Eva had deigned to return to her poor suffering Claire. "Hey there, sweet thing." she said with false sweetness up to her gills. "Have fun?"

"... gonna die..." she whimpered, her voice as weak as her thrusts upon the pillow, body running on autopilot in an attempt to numb the overwhelming agony of not cumming. Sure enough, it was soaked, and tears of desperation tugged at Claire's eyes.

"Aw. You can't die. That'd make me so very sad, sweet thing. You wouldn't do that to me, would you?" Eva gave her the most chaste peck on the cheek imaginable. "How about we go out to eat? How's your appetite?"

Claire didn't even look up. She was so out of sorts she only barely registered Eva's voice, responding almost without filtering through her conscious mind. "... voracious."

Eva tipped Claire's jaw up to look at her and grinned. "That's what I thought, girl scout."


She took her out to eat. Literally to eat. If Claire wasn't starving for food as well she would have been pissed as hell.

“Y'know,” Claire said as they waited for their food, voice raising just above the purr of the piano and the chatter and clatter of the filled restaurant, “we could've taken my motorcycle.”

“As if I'd let you ride your side bitch after making you edge yourself all day.” Claire loved her red Yamaha with a passion some might consider excessive. As far as Eva was concerned, that bike was a competitor for Claire's affections. “And there's no way you'd get me on that thing. Especially since you drive like a maniac even normally. I'd hate to see you clenching your thighs together on the seat, desperately trying to eke out the smallest bit of pleasure from the rough rumble of the engine...” Eva paused, cocked her head, and smirked. “Well, at least I'd hate to see how you drive like that.”

"Would you believe I used to be even more reckless?"

Eva raised her eyebrows. “Did you have a death wish?”

“Kind of.” She ran her fingers along the edge of her glass of water. "When I first got out of college, I felt like I was going nowhere. My degree meant jack, my dreams meant jack, my world was going nowhere. None of it mattered. So I gambled with the only thing that mattered to me. My life. I'd rev up my motorcycle late at night, go down winding mountain roads in the Catskills.... full speed, bad weather, didn't matter. It was the only thing that made me feel like I was alive instead of just existing. Abby always joked that I never went out because I hated living. Even though that was way after those days... she wasn't wrong. It was a relic of that whole attitude. I hated living a life where I didn't have anything to live for. At least if I gambled with something, I felt like it had some kind of value.”

The way Claire reacted on the jet made so much more sense to Eva. Her worst fears, her deepest scars... "Sweet thing..."

"There's no point in gambling when you can bet on a sure thing." Claire smiled with a serene, gentle smile of surrender and... contentment. “Whenever I lose to you, I win.”

Eva considered pressing the matter, but eventually decided against it. The past was the past. "You're more sugary than dessert, sweet thing.” Eva's eyes were soft and affectionate. “How's Abigail?”

“Apologetic about moving out at every opportunity. I told her I'm happy for her. She's chasing what she wants.”

“Are you, sweet thing?” Eva asked, in a serious, concerned tone.

“I am.” Claire smiled, happily, even. “But I'm not gonna talk about it and jinx it.” She leaned forward on her elbows and fixed Eva with an eager look in her eyes. “So let's talk about you, miss 'I Own The World'. I still don't understand what you do exactly.”

Eva laughed. “That presumes I do something.” She put one elbow on the table, leaned back, and sighed. “It's all investing. I don't do anything myself. I just shuffle money around.”

“C'mon, you don't get where you are today without doing something. Are you a nerd crunching numbers beneath your cool girl facade? Do you wear your shades so no one can see your taped-together spectacles beneath 'em? You can tell me. No shame here, remember?”

“It's 'façade', sweet thing.” Eva teased. “I go on gut instinct. I can't explain it. I read up, I meet with people, and then I just... make a decision.” Eva shrugged. “It drives my brokers crazy. They always want reasons before I do something, and I can't give it to them. Like today, when they called me up, crying 'crisis'? It was just a PR problem. They wanted to go through documents, figure out whether to throw their weight behind the guy and his company or not, do risk evaluations... I just told them to stay the course, don't say anything, but don't divest either. Let it blow over. Went with my gut, got back in time to make you suffer.” She winked. Eva drummed her fingers on the table and scrunched up her face like she was concentrating on something distant. Eventually, she said, “Early on, when my father died... it was all I wanted. All I had. I was good at it, always knew I was good at it, so I filled my time with it. I hoped I could give some kind of value to my life by making enough value in the 'real' world. Or at least, what the real world was to me.”

She paused. It was an uncharacteristic pause for her, one of uncertainty and anxiety. Forget remembering, saying it out loud... it was like summoning a ghost from her past back to reality. “It took me a while to figure out... none of it meant anything. It was all just empty numbers. I hated it after that. A gilded cage. I tried charities after that. All the socially acceptable cause celebres... most of my income still goes towards them. None of it gave me any satisfaction. I smiled and said all the right words, but it was just... mechanical. Empty. I wondered if I was just some kind of fucking sociopath, trapped in my own head. I didn't have many friends. Never had time to make friends, and the kind of... people who I rubbed elbows with... they were fucking intolerable.” Eva smoldered. “I remember going to some banquet or fundraiser or something. Nothing special, I don't even remember what it was for. I never made a secret about liking girls, but... I'd never really been 'out' about it 'til then. I met a girl there, Becky, not my first girlfriend, not my second, even, but... she was wild. She grew up rich like me, but she never gave a shit about any of it. I remember she leaned over and started whispering in my ear, letting her hand creep under the table... she could spin up tales like you wouldn't believe, gift of the gab. I fucking loved it, her whispering all sorts of filthy lies in my ears... but I took her hand away, and I said I couldn't do it, couldn't just have secret public sex. I had a standard to uphold. Even if we didn't get caught, it just... wasn't proper. She just asked, 'What's stopping you?' That's when I realized... it... it freed me. All my money, all my power. To do whatever I wanted. What was stopping me? Nothing. Social convention. So I said the hell with it. No one found out that night, but I was ready for anything after that. It started a huge change in my life. If it made me a pariah, I was ready for that.”

“Did it?”

“We weren't caught, if that's what your asking. They mostly ignore me now. I get invites to events I don't give a shit about out of a sense of propriety, I guess. I rarely attend any of them.” Eva shrugged. “I did what I wanted. I guess I was a little wild for a time. But mostly it was just ignoring anything I didn't want to do. Learning how to be myself, without intrusions. I guess I just wanted to say I... kind of know what it's like. To be looking for value in all the wrong places.” Eva laughed and shook her head. “Listen to me. Top level rich girl problems: coming to terms with my wealth. What a burden.”

Claire leaned forward on her elbows, big blue eyes studying Eva with the utmost concern and affection. “Life is never easy.” Claire said sympathetically. “Every solution comes with problems.”

“I hope that's not true, sweet thing. Or we'll never get rid of our problems.”

Claire smiled softly. “We can find someone who makes them feel small in comparison.”

“You're such a romantic.”

“Romance is... relative.” Perhaps it simply was her nature to be mischievous. Or perhaps her dual hungers got the better of her. But an idea entered her mind, a lingering thought from Eva's story. “I'm glad you're so freed from social convention, babe.” Claire said oh-so-sweetly. She took a quick glance around her to make sure no one was looking, and then disappeared under the long white tablecloth.

“Claire? What are you doing?” Claire had nudged herself between Eva's legs and was running her fingers along the inside of her thighs. “Claire!" Eva hissed. She could feel Claire's breath, warm and gentle, against her bare skin. "Goddammit, Claire, I'm going to k-k-kill you!"

"Shouldn't've gone without panties." she whispered, her voice just barely audible between her legs. "You were asking for it." Not that panties would've stopped Claire. They never had before.

“If t-this is revenge, this isn't-” Eva's voice caught in her throat as Claire brushed up against her sex. She cursed herself for ditching her panties before they left the house. She had wanted to fuck in the backseat of the car, not give the whole restaurant front seats to her orgasm! 'Best laid plans...'

Claire was, as she herself had said before, voracious. She started, slow, restrained, but before long her own appetite got the better of her. And besides, how was she to help that Eva tasted so damn good? That was Eva's own damn fault. Running her tongue through the deepest valleys of her smooth folds, savoring every long lick, the gentle hum of her clit against her lips, the twitches and quivering of Eva's bare thighs beneath her split dress, locked around Claire's head.

Eva clenched the tablecloth between her hands and tried her damndest not to look too out of place. "Mm-mm hm..."

Eva's eyes snapped open as the waiter's voice pierced her distracted consciousness. "Are you alright, madam?"

"Fine!" Eva said half an octave too high. “Uh, can we, can I get... a glass of chardonnay for my partner, when she gets back?”

“Of course, madam.” The waiter said and scampered off.

“Claire...” she whined plaintively under her breath, “Claire, please...” Her voice was weak and hoarse. A plea for a mercy she knew she had to ask for, but did not truly want. Like refusing a dearly desired gift on principle. “T-there are... so many people here...”

Claire, however, was in no mood for speaking. She had better uses for her tongue. She wondered if it was a victory if Eva cried out in the middle of the restaurant or a defeat when they would inevitably be ushered out and probably barred from ever coming back. She decided she didn't care. She pressed her mouth against Eva's clit, moving her head ever-so-gently along with Eva's squirming hips before going in for the kill. She flicked her tongue across, quick at first, like a snake, then with a nice, steady rhythm, relishing the feeling of every lap turning Eva into more and more of a needy bitch in heat.

Eva did her best to keep her composure and look bored as the waiter swept back with a glass of wine and placed it on the table. Her nonchalant finger tapping turned to a desperate clenching of the tablecloth as soon as he turned around. Her Claire, her innocent little Claire had come so far. Too far, maybe.

Eva's whole body felt weak and feverish. She drew in breath after labored breath, each one faster and weaker than the last. Quiver after quiver shot through her spine like little jolts of lightning; her heart jittering with each one as though being stopped and started in turn. A sigh both soft and suffering quietly escaped Eva's lips, and her thighs clenched tight against Claire's head. She felt Claire's grip against her bare thighs stiffen as she swirled her tongue around a few final times to well and truly scramble Eva's addled brain.

She felt Claire start to slip away, but she pulled her back with her legs. “Not yet.” Eva hissed. “Someone could see.”

“Careful,” Claire purred, “or I might decide I want dessert.”

Eva let her go after a few seconds of nonchalantly scanning their little edge of the restaurant, and felt that redhaired devil between her legs slip away. Claire made a show of dabbing her mouth with the linen napkin. "Well, now I'm not hungry."

"Oh? I'll just cancel your crab omelette, then."

Claire glared at her. "You wouldn't."

Eva rested her chin in her hands and smiled. "You're cute when you think you're going to miss out on food." She lacked her normal panache, though. She was out of breath and a little dazed.

It wasn't long before the waiter came back with their orders, and both of them did their best to look as ordinary and inconspicuous as possible.

As they ate, Eva noticed Claire's gaze turn from self-satisfied to melancholy. "Something wrong, sweet thing? You look like you just saw your own funeral.”

Claire picked at her own food for a few long moments before saying, "How do you stay so thin?"

"Are you trying to say something about my eating habits?" Eva laughed and wiped her mouth with a napkin. "I was born lucky."

"Fuck you." Claire hated that answer. Not least because she suspected it was true.

Eva laughed again. "Did you think that treadmill downstairs was just for show? Or the curl-up bench? You didn't think I just metabolized everything I ate into a firm belly and toned arms, did you?" Eva leaned forward. “Or...” she said, “did you never wonder why I could crunch your head like a vise between my thighs?”

"I, uh..." Claire turned as red as her hair. "I guess I never noticed it." She smiled shyly at Eva as she went back to her food. "I'm jealous, y'know."

"Don't be, sweet thing. You're perfect just the way you are." Eva said, reaching out to put a hand to Claire's cheek. Claire knew she meant it. She almost made Claire believe it.

Eva loved seeing her bright blue eyes sparkle like that whenever Eva complimented her. The way that little smile would tug on her mouth one side at a time until it crept over her whole face. The way she untensed, like the world had just been lifted from her shoulders... it made Eva want to tell her how amazing she was all day long, all day, everyday, just to see her happy like that. And that was the thought that dominated her mind until they found themselves in the parking lot, with the cool evening sun reflecting off of Claire's bright red hair.

Claire threw her bag over her shoulder and grinned at Eva. "So, secret public sex. Have we achieved maximum kink yet?"

But of course, pain is a necessary element of pleasure; and suffering a necessary element for happiness. At least in Eva's mind. "We can always get kinkier." Eva said with a smile of pure, seductive evil. “Like how you, for example, aren't going to cum until I decide to let you.” The smile ran from Claire's face. Claire instantly regretted everything she had ever done. Eva nibbled on her ear. “And don't forget to edge yourself every day. I wouldn't want you to forget about the pain you'll be in.”


“So what's it like, getting new places on a whim?” Claire said in awe, as she admired the wide-open space of the condominium Eva had taken her to.

Eva laughed. “The novelty wears off quick, sweet thing.”

Claire slid a finger across the granite kitchen countertops. “Easy for you to say.”

"Like it?"

"It's amazing!" Claire was already excited about the prospect of Eva living ten minutes away in the city.

"It's your's." Eva tossed her a keyring. Claire did not play softball in college. The keys bounced off her bountiful chest and clattered on the floor. She was too shocked to pick them up.

After a few stuttered false starts and incoherent strings of syllables, Claire stammered out, "I-I can't afford this place!"

"Who said you'd be paying for it?"

"I can't-" Eva put a finger to her lips.

"You can." she said.

“Eva...”

Eva's fingers delicately traced the contours of Claire's throat... but instead of going for her little red choker, they followed the chain of her sapphire necklace, dropping down, tucked beneath her dress shirt. “Listen, sweet thing...” Eva said with unusual softness and vulnerability. “If I can't do something nice for you once in a while... all of this money doesn't mean a damn thing. I don't have any illusions. I get to do what I want because I'm rich. That's the only thing that sets me apart from everyone else. Everyone who can't do what I can.” Her other hand went to Claire's cheek, and a certain melancholy entered her eyes. “So don't take my freedom away from me, sweet thing. Let me do what I want to. Just every once in a while.”

“That's not true at all, Eva.” Claire clasped her hand around Eva's and closed the distance between them. “Eva... you're so much more. You're not just 'everyone else'. You're incredible. You're strong, in more ways than one.” Claire smiled and pressed a hand over her red dress against Eva's firm, flat belly. “You're dedicated and brave beyond anyone I've ever known. You're headstrong. In a world of people too afraid to wander off the beaten path, you make your own way. You are amazing, and extraordinary, and different from anyone I've ever met.”

“Mm.” Eva wasn't sure how much she believed any of that. But... she knew Claire believed it. And hearing it from her... hearing it from her was so sweet that even Eva's reserved, cynical soul couldn't help but sigh with happiness and... belonging. Eva's eyes held a gentle affection that she normally hid behind walls of playful arrogance as she gazed into Claire's beautiful blue eyes, searching for any imperfection out of the simple astonishment that anything could be so perfect as the windows into Claire's soul, and overjoyed beyond reason that she could not find any part of her that was not as beautiful as the whole. At last, she swallowed hard and said, “Wealth is all that sets me apart in the eyes of the world. How's that, sweet thing?”

Claire buried her head in Eva's neck. That closeness was... intoxicating. With how starved she was... it took all of her willpower not to tear Eva's dress straps off with her teeth and ravage her body then and there. “That's true, I guess. They don't know who they're missing.”

Eva's smile regained its hard, arrogant lustre as she held Claire's head to her shoulder. “I'm glad I have your approval, girl scout.” she said, with good humor. “Anyway, it's paid for a year.” She winked. "Now you can show off your place to your parents."

"My parents?" Claire's memory barely registered that a few weeks ago she had bitched about not being able to show her parents her horrid little apartment out of shame right after being choked half to unconsciousness. She entered panic mode. "Oh shit, my parents...!"

Eva looked at her curiously. “What's the matter, sweet thing?”

“They don't know!” she wailed, “I've never dated a girl before!”

“How do they not know? I've seen you post pictures of us constantly, everywhere you can.” They'd actually shown up in a few tasteless small-time tabloids on slow news days, but Eva didn't tell Claire that. It would stress her out over something Eva didn't give a damn about.

“They're... old-fashioned.” Claire said, and groaned. “In more ways than one. Oh, God, I'm so fucked...”

"C'mon. It's the 21st century, Claire." Eva kissed Claire's head sweetly.

"Not everyone is as open-minded as you are, Eva."

"I grew up as a sapphic Chinese-American in Virginia, sweet thing." she said. "I think I have a pretty good handle on how close-minded people and family can be." She kissed her head. "You worry too much. People come around."

"They're my parents. I'm supposed to worry. That's my job."

Eva cocked her head at that. "Mm, I think that's supposed to be their job." she said.

"That's what I'm worried about.” Claire said bitterly.

“Well, don't let it sour your attentions.” Eva turned and swayed her way over to the open-walled kitchen. “Or your first meal here.”

Claire couldn't see anything laid out. It was as bare and clean as she could imagine. “Did you order out?”

“Well, you could say you'll be eating out.” Eva said as she propped herself up on the counter and spread her legs with a commanding grin.


Eva had pulled no punches for the following week. She wasted no opportunity, anytime, anywhere – in her car, at Claire's new apartment; day, morning, noon, night – to tease and torment the poor redhead. To lay her lips across every inch of her body, to feel her clench and tighten around her fingers, and still to deny her all the same. To text her at work, remind her to bring herself to the very edge of orgasm, and snatch it away from herself, all at Eva's command.

It drove Claire absolutely crazy.

"Hey, Eva..." Her legs were shaking. She had edged herself to the point of madness on Eva's bed three times in the past hour, all at her command. And every time Eva told her to get dressed, as soon as she was done, Eva would decide that she actually wanted her to go another round. It was too much. She couldn't bear it anymore.

"Hey, sweet thing.” Eva said oh-so-innocently, “What's the matter?"

"Uh..." Claire folded her arms. "I'm really fucking horny."

"And?" Eva didn't even bother looking up.

Claire crawled over to her and put her head in her lap. “And you're a benevolent mistress who is always kind to her obedient little pet.” Her shameless pleading took on a higher, pained tone. “And it's killing me.”

“Maybe we should try for a month.” Eva purred, with a self-satisfied sinisterness. But, truth be told, Eva had begun to tire of inflicting agony on poor little Claire, and, in fact, only held out as long as she had because she felt like turning back too soon would ruin Claire's experience.

“... please, mistress?”

Eva pretended to muse for a few moments. “You have been a good girl, sweet thing.”

Claire's heart pitter-pattered a little faster at that, as it always did. She smiled and nuzzled up against her outer thigh. “Thank you, mistress.”

“So let's do this – tell me how you want it, and I'll make you cum, no strings attached.” Eva smiled. “A good mistress rewards obedience, after all.” Claire drew back in shock and surprise. “Is that not what you want?”

“Um, well...” Claire scratched her head. “I was kind of hoping you'd just...” Claire desperately searched for words. “You know. Do stuff.”

Eva laughed. “We 'do stuff' all the time, sweet thing.”

“I mean... like, you showing me things.” Claire said awkwardly. “My imagination's not great, okay? And you're my first girl. Ever, I mean. You're the experienced one!”

“I thought you did your homework? I didn't realize you were lying.” Eva tsked. “Here I thought you were something other than an innocent ingenue...”

“Then teach me!” A thought entered her head and she said, in her most sultry voice, “Professor Ashina...” She was silenced by two of Eva's fingers pushing past her lips to explore her mouth in much the same way as they had so often explored past her other lips.

Eva thought of all the things she could do to her sweet little Claire, and of all the things they hadn't done. Eva, unlike her, had a great imagination. “I could tease you to the point of oblivion for the rest of the day.” Claire blanched at that. “Or I could ruin your orgasm at the last second.” A spark of fear entered Claire's eyes. Eva leaned in and whispered in her ear. “But you're a lucky girl to have such a merciful mistress.”

“I am.” Claire agreed demurely. She immediately perked up. “So, what is it? What do I need to do?”

“Nothing, sweet thing.” Eva stood from the couch and led her by the hand to the bedroom. “Just follow my lead, and tell me what you need.”

“I need you to fuck my brains out.” Claire said without hesitation.

Eva laughed. "I can do that." she purred, "Not that that's too hard. Sometimes I think that clit of your's is just a switch hooked up to your head. Every time I flick it I can see your brain turn off."

Claire froze in place with a quizzical look on her face as Eva wrapped around her like a snake coiling around its prey. "... I'm aroused but still confused. What are we doing, exactly?"

Claire could be so thick some days. Eva fixed her with an unamused stare and said, bluntly, “I'll hump your brains out.”

“F... fuck...” Claire couldn't even think clearly enough to feign defiance. “... not... using anything?”

“Flesh is so much more sinful.” Eva chuckled, low and sultry. “Think of it like when you hump my thigh like the helpless dyke you are.” She kissed her, long and slow, dragging and pulling at her tongue as Claire's body untensed in her arms. “You just can't resist me, can you?” Eva hissed, “You're like putty in my hands.”

Claire looked up at her, all (false) purity and vulnerability. Claire... Claire was so sweet. Not in the way Eva called her sweet when they played in the bedroom. That was all condescension, all the arrogant patronization of an autocrat. Sweet in the sense that... she just was. Sweet in the sense that she was so open, and compassionate, and warm. Sweet in the sense that even when they weren't playing, she was always playful. Always ready to soften Eva's stresses and concerns, just by being her...

God... Eva put a hand against her cheek and let her lean into it. She had no appetite for cruelty. Not then. Her heart overflowed with emotion. She hated when that happened... but she could never stop it.

Eva hummed idly. “What would a failing student do to save her grades, I wonder?” All the hardness and distance in her gaze faded away. “That answer will have to wait for another time.” Claire looked up at her in surprise, meeting Eva's gentle, affectionate black eyes looking down on her. “Right now... all I want is you, Claire. The real you. No pretending, no games. Pure. Bare. Vulnerable.” Eva gently stripped her of her jacket.

“O... okay...”

“You've been a good girl, Claire.” Claire nuzzled her head against Eva. Eva made her feel so... wanted. So safe. Eva's voice was quiet, soft, but firm. Certain. “Deep down, we know what this is. Master and commanded. It's not a game. It's less than life, but more than a fiction.” Claire shot her a worried, surprised glance. Eva was stoic as a statue, but binding as ivy. “Don't worry, sweet thing.” she said, her voice not soft, but lovingly firm. “The truth doesn't hurt. I've got you. You're safe with me.”

Claire thought she was just going to be thrown on the bed and get her brains fucked out. She wasn't prepared for Eva to get suddenly serious with her. “Eva...” She didn't know where she was going with that. She didn't know if it was an objection, or a plea, or just... a reassurance to herself that Eva was there.

“Sweet thing, you know you don't have to say anything. No expectations, not here. Your silence to me is almost as sweet as your voice. Your sincerity is always sweeter than either. And your body... is almost as sweet as that.” Eva kissed her bare shoulder as she pulled back the collar of her shirt and gently guided her steps backwards. “Let me feel your contentment, sweet thing. Relax. Give me your burdens, your worries. I'll take them freely. You don't need to do anything. Let me give you everything, and receive nothing. Let me soothe you, sweet thing. Let me give you a taste of liberty, from your thoughts, from your empty doubts. Let my words slip into your ears, let my voice wipe clean your mind, like a cleansing flood through a ruined valley. Let the debris flow away. Let your memories, your life become this moment, here, now, in my arms. Let me be your refuge, your escape. This moment is our secret. Our's, and our's alone.” She embraced her firmly, holding her shoulders, whispering in her ear, “I've got you, sweet thing.”

Claire whimpered as her butt touched the edge of the bed. She had barely realized that Eva pressing against her had been to push her back to the bedroom.

Eva undid each button of Claire's dress shirt with her teeth and tongue with a slowness less deliberate or teasing than simply unhurried. In the moment. “Good girl.”

Claire hadn't the presence of mind to even thank her. Only enough to recognize those words and let them send a shiver down her spine.

Eva slipped off her dress with serpentlike ease. She loved how soft Claire was. All her muscles, untensed, her eyes, serenely closed, her arms, laid lightly around Eva's lithe, fit body. “Sincerity is so rare anymore. We're harsh, jaded, closed to the outside. I'm not closed to you.” Eva said softly, “I'm not afraid of you. And I know you aren't afraid of me. Past all the coyness and play, I know you aren't.” She kissed her neck gently, tenderly. “Thank you, Claire.” she whispered.

Her whole body was screaming for Eva's attentions. Her lips, warm and wet against her cold, miserable flesh; her naked skin, burning hot with desire against her, setting her nerves alight; her tight, sleek form pressing down against her... and Eva delivered everything she desired, and more.

Claire hardly noticed the sheets tighten in knots around her wrists until they were yanked, hard, against the bedposts.

Eva had never cared for simplicity, like fucking in a missionary position. As she took off her own bra and unhooked Claire's and tossed them aside she reflected on that. “Sorry, sweet thing.” Eva crawled down and kissed Claire's inner thigh gently. “But you've never been as good at controlling your body as I am.” Her teeth touched the band of Claire's panties and, with agonizing slowness, pulled them down her thighs, past her legs and feet, and let them drop atop of the bed.

Eva nestled up against her once she had discarded her own black-laced panties, contorting her legs to wrap around Claire in her awkward sitting position. Eva enjoyed the gasp when she dipped her fingers down between Claire's legs, and brought them up to her face, dripping with eau de Claire. A touch of that familiar arrogance crossed Eva's face. “Well, at least I got my payoff here.” She made a show of licking her fingers, to Claire's visible excitement, and kissed her afterwards, enjoying the myriad tastes of Claire mixed together on her tongue.

But that wasn't even the barest hint of what was to come. When Eva made contact with her, trimmed and damp, Claire gasped. Eva started slow, grinding slow and soft at first, pleasure scraping against Claire's nerves like nails against a chalkboard. But it was when Eva grabbed Claire's hips and pulled her against her that the fun really started. As promised, Eva controlled Claire's body effortlessly, fingertips just barely touching the small of her back as Claire felt Eva thrust and grind with an increasingly animalistic fury. Face to face, gasping for air, arms straining against the makeshift restraints... Claire's voice caught in her throat a dozen times over as Eva kissed her neck, her mouth, her ear; whatever she could hold still long enough to wrap her lips around.

“Be loud.” Eva hissed, “Let me know what you feel, sweet thing.”

“Fuck me!” Claire cried out, “Fuck!” She clenched her eyes shut and squeezed her thighs against Eva. That was what she was looking for. The feeling of helplessness, the way she could buck her hips and meet Eva's inertia with her own, the way that she would get pushed back anyway, bodies pressing together with raw, primal force and instinct. Eva wrapped her arms around Claire's back, feeling her muscles tense and move under her hands as she thrust herself forward time and time again, as she slid her slick sex against Claire's, how their most sensitive spots touched and rubbed with each motion...

Claire threw her head back and moaned as her hips moved of their own accord, matching Eva's rhythm. Her legs shook from more than just the force of Eva's motions, her toes curled and clenched against the bare bed. She could hear the wood of the bedposts groan and strain as she desperately pulled at the bedsheet restraints, not out of any desire to free herself, but from sheer lack of anything else she could do; pure desperation. Her whole body burned with fever as beads of sweat rolled down her smooth, porcelain white skin. She felt like every drop of blood in her body was on fire, and coursing through her veins like a rushing river. She couldn't help herself. Her orgasm was anything but modest. Tears of joy and pain and a week's worth of anticipation and denial ran down her face.

Eva, so immersed in Claire's cute sounds of pleasure and agony, couldn't hold back when that final scream escaped from her lips. "Claire..." Eva buried herself in Claire's body, head resting against her chest, as every muscle in her body tightened and contracted, her aching clit finding a few short trips against Claire's burning body and shivering sex too much to contain. A final shudder and a weak little cry were all that marked her end. Eva couldn't hold herself up any longer. She collapsed on top of Claire, arms loosely wrapped around her, and sighed deeply. Eva's breathing was heavy, labored. But there was still that domineering, self-satisfied tone in her voice. "What do you say, Claire?" she huffed weakly, eyes closed, as she pulled the sheet knot around Claire's wrists loose.

Claire was no less exhausted. "Thank you... Eva..." She rested her head against Eva's shoulder and sighed contently. And for a long time, they sat there in perfect silence, comfortable, enjoying the moment as it stretched on. Eventually, Claire broke the silence. “Everything you said...” she whispered, “You could've left it silent, but... I'm glad I got to hear it.” She looked up at her and smiled. “I'm your's, Eva.”

“I know, sweet thing. I know.” Eva said, with nothing but gentle affection in her voice. With a little more smugness, she added, "Satisfied?"

Claire grinned wider. "Hell yes. That was the best!" Claire threw her arms around Eva and kissed her again. "Why have we never done that before?"

"I told you before. I don't like giving up control."

Claire raised her eyebrows. "I felt pretty controlled."

"And I felt pretty out of control." Eva's dry comment melted into sentimentality as she added, "Not that I mind that so much. Not with you."

Sometimes, making herself vulnerable like that, she would feel nervous. But then she would bury her face in Claire's flowing red hair, drink in her scent, press her body up against her's, and... everything would be right. Claire had such a calming effect on her, like no one else ever had. Eva had been in longing, been in lust, been in love, even, but never comfortable. Not 'til Claire came along.

She trusted her.

“I love you!” Claire blurted out. “I, uh... I love you.” Shit. How long was she supposed to wait? She was never good at judging that. Had they ever actually clarified what they were? Was the timing for that different with their... power dynamics? Fuck. Fuck! She hit her internal panic button hard and repeatedly. “It's okay if, uh... that's... fast... if you, uh... aren't... don't... have to...”

"Are you kidding, sweet thing?" Eva kissed her, long and deep. "I love you." Eva laughed and shook her head. "Isn't it obvious?" There was amusement in her eyes, but not the usual, arrogant amusement. Instead, it was simply... happy. Delighted. She put a hand against Claire's cheek. "I've loved you for the longest time, Claire." She had wanted to say it after that first night at Claire's apartment. But... she felt like it was the wrong time. "There's no one more precious to me than you. Nothing more beautiful to me than seeing you smile. Making you happy." Her voice dropped to the softest, quietest tone Claire had ever heard her take. "I love you, Claire. More than anything in the world."

"G-g-gonna make me c-cry..." She did. Claire threw her arms around Eva, and sobbed into her shoulder, "L-luhve you... so much..."


The beautiful New England autumn coughed clouds of leaves with every other gust of cool easterly winds, dancing down the streets and hills with whirling aimlessness, and past two women on a porch holding each other as though the world itself would fall apart if they did.

They were not having a very good day.

Eva Ashina, tall, dark haired, Asian-American heiress held her somewhat shorter red-headed girlfriend, Claire Collins, as she sobbed on the porch. She shot a glare back at Claire's parents through the screen door. “C'mon, sweet thing. Let's just go.”

“Yeah...” Claire let Eva lead her by the hand down the steps, to Eva's black Mercedes, let her open the door for her, and slumped down into the passenger's seat. She slammed back against the headrest in a sudden, frustrated realization. “Fuck... I left my purse.” She started to get up, but Eva's hand on her thigh stopped her.

“Sweet thing...” Eva said softly, “I'll get it.”

The sound of each foot against the creaky wooden steps was like a cannon firing in Eva's ear. The agony of knowing that the Collins could hear her coming back up was like needles in her spine. The only reason she went back was because she knew going back would hurt Claire even more than it hurt her. She would do anything to protect Claire.

Wordlessly, Eva opened the screen door and fetched Claire's purse from the couch. From the dining room table, half a dozen pairs of eyes alit on her. What did she want to do? She wanted to tear them to pieces, tell them what absolute shitheads they were. She wanted to rub their faces into the dirt. She wanted to see them absolutely destroyed, devastated physically and emotionally for what they did to their own fucking child. For what they did to her Claire. Instead... she controlled herself. Reluctantly. "You have the most wonderful daughter in the world." she said through gritted teeth, tears of anger welling up in her eyes. She looked over the morass of pathetic excuses for family with absolute hatred. "Have a good life." she croaked out.

Eva stormed out in an absolute haze. She didn't like it. She didn't feel in control. She felt her hand reach the car door and open it like she was in a dream, and just watching someone else puppet her body. Only when she slammed the door shut and looked over at her girlfriend did she feel some measure of calm return to her, if a somber and gloomy kind of calm.

Claire just sat in the passenger seat, staring ahead numbly. "Hey, sweet thing..." Eva put a hand on Claire's shoulder.

"What a shitshow..." she muttered, trying to let the exhaustion in her voice overtake the despair. She wasn't successful. “What a shitshow...”

Eva turned the key in the ignition and pulled out of the driveway. She wanted to be anywhere but there. Hiding her own doubts, she tried to assuage Claire's fears. “They might come around.” Eva said gently.

“Maybe.” Claire muttered. “Doesn't make me feel better now...”

Eva stopped in a store parking lot a little while away. She turned off the car, reached over, and held Claire as tight as she could.

She would never let anything hurt her.


“We don't have to go home, you know.” Eva said as the evening sun set the world afire.

Home. That made a little warmth sprout in Claire's heart past all the misery. Home. Not 'my house'. “Where would we go?” she said absently.

“Somewhere nice.” Eva smiled, desperately trying to lighten Claire's burden. “I can think of a few countries this time of year.”

Claire smiled for a moment, but then shook her head. “No.” she said. “I'm just... I just want to lay down at this point.”

“Of course, sweet thing.” Eva took her eyes from the road for a moment to caress Claire's cheek. “Whatever you want.”

When they pulled up to Eva's house, Eva didn't touch her as they walked up the driveway, but Claire still felt like Eva was the only thing holding her up. When Claire collapsed into her arms the moment the door closed behind them, Eva couldn't help but think her body was so pliant, warm, inviting...

“Eva... take me.” she whispered. “As hard as you can, as rough as you can...”

“Sweet thing... you're exhausted.”

"It doesn't matter. It doesn't matter." Her shoulders sagged, and with infinite exhaustion, she said again, "It doesn't matter..."

“Sweet thing...” Eva pulled Claire's ponytail loose and cupped her cheek with a gentle smile. “... c'mon. We don't have to do anything. We can lay in bed, order out, stream shitty movies...”

"Please, Eva..." Claire's voice wavered. "... I need this. Please... just let me escape. Just for a little bit..."

Eva knew when she could press her, and when she couldn't. Where Claire's limits were. What she wanted, and what she needed. “Alright.” Eva hugged her close and kissed her head. “You're mine, girl scout.” She smiled and raised an eyebrow playfully, but with a hint of concern too.

She slipped into that mindset so swiftly, so intensely, it was sometimes hard to believe. That cold glint in her eyes, the subtle change in her smile... she became the role she played. The aristocrat, the patronizing bitch with her foot on your neck. She dragged Claire to the bedroom with typical firmness and threw her on the bed. “Strip.” she commanded.

Claire was helpless when Eva used that tone of voice. She had to obey. It was the one thing which always gave her comfort; the ability to give up everything, even her own agency, to Eva. “Yes mistress.” she whimpered. Eva grabbed Claire's red panties as she slipped them off and used them to tie her hands behind her back. She loved the idea of Claire's struggling being self-destructive. For that matter, so did Claire.

Eva used her sheets to tie her to the bed frame, ass up perched on the bed and head sticking out like a criminal in the stocks. She felt that improvisation, that spontaneity, gave it especial strength. Eva leaned over the side of the bed and affectionately brushed a hair out of Claire's face and gave her that familiar, sinister smile. And then, she slipped off her scarlet dress, letting it drop to the floor, reached into her drawer, and snapped on those familiar long black latex gloves.

Claire closed her eyes as she felt Eva's fingers push past her lips. She obediently suckled them as they went about their business. Claire had almost forgotten how much she missed that taste. The feeling of latex against her tongue, her lips, so cold and authoritive... and yet, so warm, so loving. Exploring her mouth... almost like a caress or an embrace. “Who are you, girl scout?”

“Your's.” Claire whimpered.

“Good girl.” That was what Claire needed to hear. 'Good girl'... and its reverse.

“Spank me, mistress!” Eva indulged her. “Harder!” Eva narrowed her eyes, but delivered. Claire didn't even cry out, she just gritted and teeth and said again, “Harder!”

Eva grabbed her jaw and forced a kiss onto her lips. “I decide what you get, girl scout.” she hissed, “You don't get to make those decisions.”

“Then give me what I need!” she spat. One way or another, she was determined to get it. To let everything wash away in the haze of pleasure and pain. “Punish me!” she cried, “Choke me!”

“Sweet thing...” Eva said softly, breaking her facade, “you need to trust me.”

“I am trusting you!”

Eva's jaw set. She knew that touch of defiance was her tension rising to the surface. Eva needed to break it. “You aren't.” she said sternly. “You have to trust me to know what you need.” Eva tipped her chin up and made Claire look her in the eyes. That contemptuous stare was enough to break her.

“... yes, mistress.” Claire whispered, averting her eyes. “I'm sorry.”

Eva smiled and patted her cheek. “You're a good girl when you want to be.” she said as she got back up on the bed behind Claire.

“I'm a stupid bitch who can't even listen right.” Claire muttered.

Eva pulled Claire's hair and forced her to look up at her as she straddled her back. “Don't say that. You're mine, girl scout. You don't get to hurt you.” she hissed, “Only I get to hurt you.”

That was what she needed to hear. Control. Beyond praise or punishment. Claire looked at Eva with nothing but weakness and adoration. Looked at her with all she ever wanted. “Yes, mistress.”

“Tell me what a good girl you are.”

“What?”

Eva smacked her ass, hard. “Tell me how good you are. And don't make yourself into a liar.”

“I-I'm a good girl?” Claire yiped as Eva laid another smack on her ass.

“Say it with conviction!”

“I'm a good girl!” Claire cried out.

“Too desperate!” Another smack, and an accompanying yelp. “Mean it, girl scout.”

Claire rubbed her thighs together and wiggled her stinging ass for Eva. “I'm a good girl.” she purred out, as demure and coquettish as she could.

“There you go.” Eva's hand laid on her ass again; not as a spank, but a gentle pat. “Why are you a good girl?”

“I don't know, mistress.” Claire cooed, “Can you tell me?”

“Only if you repeat after me.”

“Yes mistress.”

“Claire Collins... Claire Collins is strong. She's strong because she can give herself up. She's strong because she's willing to open herself to the woman she loves. She's strong because she's not scared to be weak. She's strong because she is who she is.” A silence spread between them. At first sweet, then, at least on Eva's end, impatient, and ended with a loud SMACK on Claire's sweet ass. “You didn't repeat what I told you to.” Eva snarled, “Are you trying to make me into a liar?”

“I'm sorry mistress!” Claire cried. But honestly, that smack on her ass might as well have been a pat on the head for all that Eva said.

“I can see we're going to have to get simpler.” Eva's weight settled against her, breasts pressing against her back, breath hot in her ear. “You're strong. Say it.”

“I'm strong...” Repeating it from Eva's mouth, she almost believed it.

“I love you.” Her hand reached up and caressed Claire's cheek, and in a soft, but authoritive voice, she said, “Say it.”

“I love you...”

“No. Say I love you.” Eva corrected. “Say it.”

Claire felt her heart jump. There was something about that... “... you love me.” she said.

“Good girl. Say it again.”

“You love me.”

Her caress left her face and traveled down her neck. Eva's head gently pushed against the bedframe Claire was stuck through as she kissed her neck and whispered just behind her ear, “Good girl. Again.”

“You love me...” Claire took in a quiet breath and closed her eyes as she felt Eva's fingers open her up. “You love me...” She felt Eva's weight leaning on her, one hand on her shoulder, the other slipping into her moist pussy. It felt so... natural for her to squeeze around Eva's long, slender fingers... “You love me.” Claire gasped as Eva's thumb brushed oh so lightly against her stiff and needy clit. “You love me!” she cried as Eva stopped gently exploring and started pushing against her, building a firm, steady rhythm.

“I don't want to hear you stop, girl scout.” Eva hissed as she crept down Claire's back, kiss by spine-shivering kiss. “Beat it like a drum. I want those words to burn themselves into your head.” She crawled down and kissed the inside of her thigh. “And here... is the brand.” She stuck her tongue out playfully, and tasted Claire's sweet snatch. And she loved the excited gasp Claire couldn't choke down in response.

All Claire could do was gasp and whimper, her hands fruitlessly pulling at their restraints, her arms straining the fabric of the sheets binding her to the bedframe.

“I don't hear that drum beat.” Eva growled, so close to Claire's needy cunt that she could feel the gentle vibrations from her voice.

Claire could only squeeze out “You love me...” in the smallest, weakest voice imaginable. But it was enough for Eva, whose tongue touched back between her legs and stole away what little breath Claire still had. Claire fought the overwhelming pleasure as she squeaked out her mantra time and time again.

“Don't fight it, sweet thing. Don't hold back.” There wouldn't be any edging that night. Claire was perfect just as she was. Sensitive, vulnerable... in need. Eva knew exactly what to give her. “Don't tense. Just let it go.” Claire felt Eva's fingers spread her wider and her tongue dive back into her darkest depths

“You love me.” she said, her voice rising to a pained tone. Eva's tongue twirled and pirouetted around her aching clit. “You love me!” Claire ground her teeth together, trying to keep some semblance of sanity through the throbbing pleasure pulsing throughout her body. “YOU LOVE ME! OH, GOD!” There was nothing left she could do but moan and shiver as her body betrayed her, thrusting her into the greatest heights of ecstasy. Blue fire ran up and down her spine, and her world spun and shook. A series of weakening cries slipped from her mouth, and her legs weakly spasmed as the last echoes of rational thought fled her, and her entire world collapsed into that single moment of bliss, with Eva's warm, wet tongue pressed inside of her.

Eva, breathing heavy, untied the sheets and slipped the tied panties off of Claire's wrists and made a note to buy her some new ones. Maybe something silk. She'd have to couple it with proper 'payment', though... have her torture herself for a day at work, send her candid pictures of how needy and wet she was...

Claire smiled weakly and sprawled back onto the bed. “I didn't expect that...”

She grabbed her chin and pulled her face close. “Do you think pain is all I can bring?” Eva snarled. But it was all a show. They both knew it, and the hungry kiss that followed only reaffirmed it. Claire was breathless and shaking when Eva untied her from the bedframe and curled her up against her.

Claire's body continued trembling, but not from fear, not from pain, and not from pleasure. It was a... release. Of all her worries, all her doubts, all of her petty concerns... given over to Eva. Lost in her heart, and in her will. Freed, perfectly; loosed, like a stretched elastic given a little leeway.

Claire tucked her head into Eva's body as Eva held her and stroked her hair, over and over again. "I've got you, sweet thing." she whispered. "I've got you."


"Eva, I appreciate that you're trying to look out for me, but this is too far." Claire said as she paced back and forth in her apartment, trying to find the right words.

“Sweet thing, it's a job in your field. It's exactly what you said you were looking for.” Eva said, with a hint of irritation. “What's the problem?”

"We have separate lives, Eva!" Claire cried. “I'm not going to take a job you got me out of nepotism! Didn't I already tell you that?”

“Then how are getting one?” Eva snapped. “You're still in that shit job at that shit company with a shit fucking boss!”

That hurt. That cut down to the bone. Claire almost broke down then and there, not because she worked a shit job at a shit company with a shit boss (all of that was true), but because of the implication that Claire couldn't – or wasn't – getting a new job. “Eva...” she said, quiet and vulnerable, “... I can run my own life. I don't need you to do it for me.”

That tone killed the agitation in Eva's heart, replacing it with nothing but affection and the overwhelming urge to protect her little redheaded lover. “I know, sweet thing. I'm just... concerned.”

"Do you trust me?"

"Of course I do." Eva said, with gentle reassurance.

"Then you have to trust me to steer my own life."

"Then take control, Claire!" More than aggravation, there was deep concern in her voice. Fear.

“I am.” Claire said, firmly, but without anger. She took her hands in her's and closed her eyes with serene calm. “You have to trust me.” She looked back up at Eva with nothing but affection and compassion.

Eva opened her mouth to say something, but closed it and looked away with guilt in her eyes at the last second. She sat down on the couch and put her head in her hands. Claire gently settled beside her and kissed her cheek. “I had a pet once who told me I was too controlling.” Eva said softly.

“Isn't that the point of being a pet?” Claire joked.

Eva smiled. “Only in the bedroom.” The smile faded as quickly as it came. “Claire...” Eva put her hand on Claire's thigh and squeezed it gently. “I don't know how to deal with uncertainty. I have something, and I take it. Just instinctively. That's all I know. If I'm not in control... I'm not in control.” She leaned her head against Claire's shoulder. “I'm sorry.” she said. “I don't want to push you away.”

“You're not pushing me away.” Claire laughed softly and leaned into Eva. “I love that you care enough to do this. It's just... not what I want.”

Eva hugged her and kissed her head. "If you ever need anything..."

"I know, Eva. I know." She locked her fingers with Eva's and smiled, tears in her eyes.

Some things, though... she just had to do on her own.


Eva could hardly contain herself. Claire coming over... a special occasion... just a night of happiness. And the morning... well, the morning was the start of a new day. She obsessively fixed and refixed all the little furnishings and free-standing decorations that dotted her New York home. Nervousness wasn't quite the right word. Anxious energy. Excitement.

“Hey, sweet thing.” Eva laid a kiss on Claire almost as soon as she opened the door.

“Hey, Eva...” Claire was unusually subdued, though her familiar and gentle hand wrapping around Eva's back, asking for security and safety, dulled Eva to it.

Claire had started in on the vodka, an unusually strong choice for her, almost immediately.

“Woah, careful, sweet thing. Pace yourself. There'll be plenty of time to drink the night away.” In celebration. Eva couldn't crush the dopey smile that forced its way to her face.

But Claire was dead serious. And she needed the liquid courage just to speak. She had spent the entire ride over trying to psyche herself in her head to finally come out with the truth. She couldn't even look at Eva. "I... I don't want to hide this from you. But I've been quiet because..." She hesitated. "I didn't know if it was going to work."

"What's up, sweet thing?"

“I found a new job.” she said quietly.

“Sweet thing, that's great news!” Eva said, laying back on her lap and smiling at her. “Why do you look so unhappy about it?”

“Because of where it is.” she said. “It's... they... do work on small startups in countries overseas.”

“Well... where's 'overseas' going to be for you? Or are you gonna be taking constant flights in and out of the country?”

“Thailand.” she whispered. “I'm going to have to... move there.”

“Not happening. I don't do long distance. And third-world countries are fun to visit, but a hassle to stay in.”

Claire was slightly miffed at the third-world comment, having done her research on Thailand, but a far greater concern was the essence of Eva's response. “So that's it? Just a hard no?”

“Mm-hmm. I'll help you find something closer to home, I promise.”

A lump caught in Claire's throat. “I wasn't asking for your permission, Eva.”

Only then did the gravity of it really strike her. Eva sat up, alert and... scared. “Sweet thing...” she said, “When you're here, I can always make time for you. If you're halfway around the world...” She studied her face with concern. “Duelling schedules, time zones, hell, culture?” Her tone was almost pleading. “C'mon. If you got the traveller's itch, Italy is really nice around this time of year.” She smiled weakly. But Claire refused to relent.

“It's what I want, Eva.” Her tone wasn't cold, wasn't hard, wasn't angry. But it was certain. It drove a knife through Eva's heart.

“Alright.” Eva closed her eyes and took a deep breath, trying to come to terms with what Claire was saying. “Alright, so how do you think this is going to go?” There was a harder edge to Eva's voice than usual.

“... I was hoping you had an answer.”

“Claire...” Eva sighed. Claire was so open and vulnerable, so honest and heartfelt... but there was nothing Eva could say that could solve their problem like a perfect antidote. “Isn't there any other way?”

Claire swallowed hard. “This is everything I've been looking for. Doing something useful... opportunity to not be stuck as a glorified intern...”

"So there's nothing I can say to stop you?"

"No." Claire said softly.

And that was it. Other than some murmurs about not letting her drive home three shots in, Eva and Claire hardly traded two words for the rest of the night.

Claire, laying on the couch downstairs at her own insistence, hardly slept. Mostly she just stared at the wall, too numb to cry. It was a blessing, of a sort. If Eva heard her, if Eva came to comfort her...

They had to face facts, both of them. Reality. And the more they wanted to comfort each other, the further from reality they got. They both knew it. It was such an essential part of both of them, the retreat into sincere lies from a cold and uncaring world. More than any other single factor, that was what drew them together.

Claire wished she could cry. At least then the overwhelming weight in her throat would lift.

In the morning, she didn't bother saying goodbye. It wouldn't be the last time they saw each other... she hoped... but it was the most momentous departure from her that Claire would ever have. She didn't have the emotional strength to tear herself away, not so soon after seeing half of her dream life drift away from her... by her own hands.

As she gingerly slipped on her jacket and shoes and closed the front door, near Eva's car, along the pebble-lined path, she noticed something. A red box, hard to miss against the white stones lining the sidewalk. It was on its side, partially open, as if thrown with great force. Claire walked over to it curiously and looked around. The only place it reasonably could've come from was... the bedroom balcony.

The hell would Eva be throwing from the balcony?

Unable to control her curiousity, or the strange queasy feeling in her stomach, she knelt down and gingerly picked up the box. When she opened it, her heart dropped into her stomach.

She sat on her bike, crossed her arms along the handlebars, slammed her head into them, and cried.


Eva didn't normally drink in the mornings. But she had already cleared her schedule for the day,  and fuck it, if last night didn't call for alcohol to dull the pain, what did?

She had listened carefully at the top of the stairs for Claire to... either say something, or leave. She didn't know which would be harder to bear. As she looked at the imprint on the couch Claire's warm body had left, she knew it would have been saying something. Heavy bags under her eyes, despair nursed in her heart... she would have told any lie to keep Claire by her side. She hated herself for that. She hated herself even more for not doing it.

But she had hardly opened the bottle of scotch before the door flew open and slammed shut again, making her jump and tip it all over the counter. Claire's voice rumbled behind her, filled with rage. "Really? Really?" Eva whirled around, on the defensive, feeling weak and small and vulnerable in a way she distinctly did not like. "You were ready to let me walk out without even asking?" There was something in Claire's blue eyes... some kind of madness, beyond rationality, beyond human comprehension. Some horrific mixture of fear, anger, and regret. Eva knew exactly what she had found out, and it terrified her.

Eva backed away, fear in her eyes – an unusual sight. She couldn't do it. She couldn't take it. She couldn't face Claire, not knowing she was going to tear herself away so soon, so... wholly. "Claire..." she said quietly, weakly, "you're leaving... I didn't want to make this harder than it had to be." She had run it through in her head a thousand times, and every time it ended the same. Claire hurt. Eva digging her claws in and leaving Claire bloodied and broken. Whether she stayed or left in the end... resenting her, regretting leaving... it was all the same. Hurting Claire. She could never do that.

Claire squared her jaw. "You might be too chickenshit, but I'm not." She slipped the red box out of her back pocket and dropped to a knee. "Eva Ashina... will you marry me?"

Eva knew Claire was angry because she didn't ask. She thought Claire thought that she didn't care enough to futilely try to stop her from pursuing her dream for love's sake. She didn't realize that Claire was pissed because she absolutely would've said yes, without reservations. Eva barely had the reserve to clasp her hands in front of her mouth and nod before she collapsed to her knees in front of Claire, crying and sobbing as she never had before. Joy, fear, shame... all sprung from the same well. Love for Claire. Through it all, she could feel Claire's fingers run through her hair, and her warm body pressed up against her.

"We can make it work," Claire cooed as she stroked Eva's hair, "we can make it work..."


It was a quiet, private little ceremony. A minimum of fuss, with only a few concessions to tradition, and none to extravagance. Eva wasn't particularly religious, but Claire had insisted that they marry in a church. Eva put up no argument.

Eva wore a white dress without frills or flow; simple, form-fitting, and elegant. Claire, on the other hand, was determined to go all out, and had a full bridal gown, veil and all. Her scarlet red hair spilled out from under it; no matter how important the day was or how much she fought it, she could never quite keep it under control without tying it tighter than Eva tied her. That didn't matter. Eva loved it, its wildness, its independence. She smiled from the doorframe, watching Claire struggle with her hair in front of the dresser mirror.

Claire knew she was there without even looking. "You know, you're not supposed to see the bride before the ceremony."

Eva cocked her head. "Never took you for a traditionalist."

"I'm not," she said, "but I am superstitious." She was only half-joking on that count. She turned around to look at Eva and smiled, wide and happy.

"Well, it just so happens that I am a traditionalist. I like the oldest of traditions." She wrapped her arms around Claire possessively and half-settled herself in her lap. "The bride becoming my property once I slip that wedding band on her finger." she hissed in Claire's ear.

Claire giggled. "Aren't I already?"

"I want to make it official."

"I guess right now that makes me free. Maybe I should make a run for it."

"In that dress? You'd have a better chance clawing my eyes out." Eva brought Claire's hand to her mouth and kissed it with a self-satisfied smirk. "Oh, but I've already clipped your claws, haven't I, little kitty?" There was a comfortable little silence as they stared into each other's eyes, with Eva's confident, commandeering gaze fading to gentle concern. “Hey, sweet thing...” she said softly, “More'n a joke... it's not too late. I still feel like I'm stealing you away from-”

“Eva...” Claire interrupted her by grasping her hand against her cheek. “I wanted a future.” “I didn't want to leave you. I wanted to leave because... it was finally something I wanted to do. A path, not just meandering like a lost kitten until I got creamed by a truck.” Eva failed to choke back a laugh, and Claire giggled at her own dark humor. Her smile was genuine, but... with a touch of seriousness. “Now I have a path to walk with you.”

"We're going to change... grow old..." Eva said, unusual gentleness and vulnerability in her tone, "... but I'll always love you. I couldn't ever do anything else."

"D-dammit, Eva..." Claire desperately tried not to let her body be wrecked with sob after happy sob. "y-you're supposed to wait to make me cry..." Eva leaned in, but Claire pulled her head away. "Not on the lips!" Claire smiled and wiped the tears from her eyes. "Not until you own me again."

Out in the main hall, 'Here comes the bride' blared out of the organ.

"Is that for me or you?" Claire joked.

"Well, we're both here now. Why don't we start our marriage the way we want it to go?" Eva said. "Together." She held out her hand without looking over at Claire. She was so radiant... blinding. Beautiful. "Ready, girl scout?" she said, voice wavering only a little bit.

Claire's fingers intertwined with her's. She smiled. "Ready, mistress."
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