

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..."
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