






Chapter 13



Claire answered her ringing cell phone. Before she could get a word in edgewise, Eva's voice buzzed over the speaker with characteristic nonchalance. "Free, sweet thing? For the whole weekend?"



Claire was used to answering calls like that. Eva was never one for polite, empty conversation. "Sure thing!" Claire said cheerily.



"Good, cuz I'm whisking you away on my jet. Open your door."



Claire opened the door to find Eva leaning up against the wall and smiling. She snapped her phone closed and winked at Claire. "You're such a creep." Claire laughed.



Eva pressed forward and kissed her aggressively. "Careful with that backtalk, sweet thing."



Abby called from the living room couch, "Get a room, you two!"



"Sounds like a good idea." Eva purred into Claire's ear as she pulled her away



"Don't get into too much trouble without me, Abby!" Claire called back as she was yanked out the door.



A jet. A fucking jet. Claire was with someone who had a fucking jet. That was the coolest thing in her life so far as she was concerned. A mile high in the air, with just her and Eva (and the pilot and copilot were in a separate compartment, their own little cove locked away from any accidental wandering to give Eva and Claire... privacy).



"So... you're trapped here, with me, in
 my
 jet." Eva sipped a glass of wine without breaking eye contact. "Have you ever stopped to think how little power you have in our relationship?" She put the glass down and straddled Claire in her seat, looking down on her with a patrician's disdain for their servants.



"I want less." Claire said breathlessly, looking up at Eva like a goddess. "I'm tired of being a girl scout."



"Oh? And why's that?"



"Maybe I want to get degraded a little. Like you did when you... did me in the car." Claire blushed a little. "Like, more than that was though. Real brutal."



Eva scoffed as she unbuttoned Claire's shirt with mock disinterest. "Degraded? That's pathetic."



Claire deflated - for just a moment.



Eva's hand went between her legs, pressing up against her pussy from the outside of her jeans. "You're just a slave to that slit between you legs, aren't you?"



"N-no..." Claire lied. She loved that feeling of false resistance, the way Eva broke her down every time she tried... "I'm not a slave..."



"Don't lie to me, you slut." Eva kissed her neck. Claire leaned in, desperate to feel Eva's soft, full lips against her's, but Eva turned her head coldly. "I don't kiss whores on the mouth." she hissed.



"E-Eva..." Claire's breathing was shallow and weak. "... it's me... Claire. I'm your's..."



"Who said you had permission to speak?" Claire's lip quivered. Eva undid Claire's bra and ran her hands around Claire's full, shapely breasts. "I know exactly who and what you are. I know you better than you know you." Claire whimpered wordlessly as Eva unzipped Claire's pants and yanked them down without the slightest hint of gentleness or patience. "And I know what you're going to give me." Eva's hand went under Claire's cute little boyshorts to tease her more sensitive lips.



"I'm better than that..." Claire mewled half-heartedly. "I'm-ah! I'm... better than a whore... fuck..."



"Really? What kind of woman lives like you? In squalor and filth, like a rat." Claire stopped squirming in pleasant agony. That was... a bit on the nose. "A hamster, running her wheel endlessly, too stupid to do anything else, too stupid to realize she's not going anywhere, too stupid to stop. Scared. Scared of being a failure." Eva's face was buried in her tits; she couldn't see the pained look in Claire's eyes. "Guess what, pet? You're already a failure. Being a whore is a step up."



Claire's teeth gnashed together. She couldn't hold it in anymore. She cried out, "Red!"



Eva's demeanor changed immediately, from domineering and disdainful to concerned as she dropped everything and gently put her hands around Claire's cheeks to guide her eyes to her's. "What is it?"



"Too real." she said bitterly. Tears streamed down her face.



"Hey... hey..." "I'd never hurt you. Not any more than you wanted to be hurt." She smiled as if trying to lighten the situation, but there was a serious, sympathetic look in her eyes. "I didn't mean any of it. Shh, shh..."



"You were r-right though," she sobbed, "I am j-just a fucking failure of a human being, I'm not doing anything with my life, fuck..."



"No." Eva said firmly. "No, you are not a failure. Claire, you are a wonderful, brilliant, beautiful woman. You're strong, and you're brave, and you're daring, and the whole fucking human race should thank you for existing." "You make every room brighter and every day more beautiful, Claire. You're talented and smart and funny, and I care about you." A pained half-smile eked its way onto Eva's face. "I don't care about failures, sweet thing. So you could never be one."



Claire's lip quivered as she stared at Eva for what felt like an eternity. Eventually, she buried her head in Eva's chest and wrapped her arms around her, taking in the one comfort she felt like she could rely on, sobs welling up from her chest but being choked down in her throat. Eva's hand went to her hair and stroked it gently, holding her close and comforting her. Eva loved to see Claire hurt... but she hated to see Claire
 hurt
 .



"Ugh..." Claire wiped the messy tears from her face and sniffed. "I don't wanna go back to New York in tears. Can we stay up here a little longer?"



Eva seemed taken aback by that. "Uh, Claire?" She fixed her with a serious look. "We're not landing in New York. Didn't you say you were free for the whole weekend?"



"... where are... what?"



"You said you'd never been overseas, so I figured..."



Claire felt like she'd been hit with a brick. "You didn't... I don't... I don't even have my passport!" Truth be told, she didn't even have a passport.



"I thought you knew. Why else would I snatch you away for the weekend and whisk you away aboard my private jet?"



"I thought it was all part of the... the... scenario!"



"Nope. It just so happens I've recently come into possession of a beautiful little house by the sea in Turkey, just north of Istanbul, and I thought you might want to see it." She leaned back with a look of mock indifference. "Of course, if you still want to go back to New York..."



Claire hugged her. Tears were streaming down her face again, but for a different reason. She half-laughed and sobbed real ugly, but her face was buried in Eva's shoulder, so she didn't feel too self-conscious about it. For the longest time, Eva held Claire, and they were both just... happy. Like that was all they needed. Affection and contact.



She sniffed and wiped the tears from her eyes with a smile. "When're we gonna get there? Shit, I don't even have a change of clothes."



"We can pick a few outfits up for you." Eva smiled. "We should be there in about... seven hours now."



"Holy shit. That's fast." Claire gazed out the window at the ocean below.



"We're going just under the speed of sound."



"It's like watching a time lapse!"



"If you think this is amazing, just wait 'til the flight back. Noon lasts all day." Eva turned serious for a moment. "Turkey's a
 little
 different than back home. Istanbul's pretty modern, but just to be on the safe side..."



"I understand. We're undercover lesbians." Claire mimed being a secret agent with a gun. Her enthusiasm faded for a minute. "Um, how are we gonna get past airport security?"



"I know some people. Don't you worry, sweet thing. That's my job."



They landed at a private airstrip about fifty miles north of Istanbul's outskirts. Eva had already arranged for a car, though this one was more lowkey than she would have normally preferred, tinted windows being the primary concession to her normal tastes on the dull-blue sedan. Claire was incredibly hyped about every little detail of Istanbul on their approach. Eva... enjoyed it. Her enthusiasm was cute and endearing.



Eva knew the city well. She'd visited Istanbul numerous times before. It was a beautiful city, with a rich and varied history, and architecture to match. Blue marble Byzantine structures, Ottoman mosques... and all the conveniences of modern life. For Claire, everything was new. Eva loved showing her everything, anything in the city, simply because of how happy it made Claire. She would get excited about fortune telling in Turkish Coffee, drinking raki in Taksim square... it was adorable. They ended the evening with a trip to the Grand Bazaar, where Claire tried on a variety of accessories in strange configurations and Eva indulged her with every one of them, even when she begged that she was only playing around with it and that Eva didn't have to do that. All Eva would say is, "It's my choice, sweet thing." And that would silence her and put the cutest fucking smile on her face. Unfortunately, it did nothing to fix her horrid taste in clothing.



Only when they were walking back to the parking garage where they left Eva's car did she make a fashion choice that made at least a little sense.
 She wrapped a scarf Eva had bought for her around her neck and did a cute pose. "How do I look?"



"
 Guzel.
 " Eva said. She swayed up to her, like a snake preparing to strike, and pushed her back out of sight of any passersby. "You look like a sweet local girl, just waiting to be corrupted by some decadent American..."



She gasped as Eva pinned her against the wall. "I thought you said we were playing it safe?" she whimpered.



"I lied." Eva grinned. "Danger makes life so much more fun."



"Eva...!" But Eva wasn't interested in listening. Not when she could feel Claire quivering just in anticipation of her touch. It'd take something serious, like a safeword, to stop her at that point. All the police in Istanbul wouldn't've been able to pull her off Claire. She pressed up against Claire, who had pressed her hands against the wall and arched her back like a good little girl. Her fine, rounded ass was framed perfectly by her jeans. Eva could feel herself getting wet as she moulded her body to Claire's, following the curvature of her body almost perfectly as she leaned over her and ran a hand up her thigh. When her hand reached Claire's burning loins, she was so sensitive that even being touched on the outside of her jeans made her clench her legs together on Eva's magical hand. The way her hand fucking piroutted and pistoned... Eva was the most dextrous person she'd ever known. Without even having to touch her skin, Eva rubbed Claire to an orgasm that stole what little breath she had from her.



Claire sighed with contentment. She thought that would be it. She was wrong. Eva's hand darted down her panties, no longer content with rubbing at her from outside her jeans, and got to work. A feeling like the tingle of a dentist's drill on a number tooth shot through her body as Eva continued to pleasure her. "Please! Stop!" Claire cried, "I'm s-sensitive after-"



Eva, in a uncaring, but seductive voice, whispered in her ear, "I know." One set of fingers exploring her pussy, the other exploring her mouth, Eva absolutely puppeteered poor Claire. The sensory overload was like having a drill through her skull. She couldn't see straight. Colors danced through her vision like a kaleidoscope of mental misfires. It wasn't like their normal kinky fun. Pain and pleasure overlapped there. But pleasure and pain were one and the same for Claire as Eva played with her incredibly sensitive post-orgasm clit and explored the depths of her pussy.



Claire's hands clenched into fists. Her knuckles scraped against the hard concrete of the garage wall. Claire's second orgasm was not pleasant. It was draining. It took everything out of her. It felt like Eva was pulling her soul from her body. But that maddening mix of pleasure and pain faded into something indescribable once she felt it build to a crushing crescendo that made her head feel like it was going to explode... and then... sweet release. The gates of heaven opened for her for just a split second... and she collapsed to her knees.



Eva picked her up as Claire muttered something incomprehensible through the post-post-orgasmic haze. "C'mon, you can rest in the car." Eva supported her as she stumbled along. Echoes of pleasure rang through her with every step. It hurt terribly... and it felt amazing.



When they finally got into the car, Claire's head fell on Eva's shoulder. She didn't have the strength to do anything else. Eva just sat there in the driver's seat, arms wrapped around her, and let her recover in silence.



It took probably close to five minutes before Claire even became vocal again. "I hate you so much." Claire said weakly.



"You know you loved it, sweet thing."



"It was like getting drilled at the dentist's." she muttered, nuzzling against Eva's neck.



Eva laughed. "I need to get the name of your dentist."



Claire looked up at her. "Why are you so sure I enjoyed it?"



"I saw the look on your face. There's no hiding that." Eva's eyes met her's, and Claire knew she couldn't hide the truth written on her face. So she just smiled and buried her head back in Eva's shoulder.



Eventually, though, Eva started up the car, and Claire sat back up in her seat so Eva could get at the clutch without having to battle Claire's tits for control. When they were finally out of the city proper and onto the open road again, Claire started to get contemplative. The afterglow had started to wear off, and Claire's expression turned serious as she thought about what had just happened. "We really shouldn't've done that. I mean, what if we were caught?"



Eva looked over at her. "It's Istanbul. It's not like it's some isolated backwater town." Eva laughed. "So what, worst case scenario, we get arrested for indecent exposure."



"If I got arrested without my passport..."



"It's no big deal. They'd throw us in the drunk tank for the night and not even check our papers. And even if they did, it'd still be no big deal. I'm here, after all." She smiled. Claire wondered if that was what it was like, being someone important. Just breeze through life knowing you can get yourself out of anything. Eva gave her a quick peck on the forehead. "You worry too much, sweet thing. I told you: leave the worrying to me."



Claire sighed, letting all of her fear and frustration go, and laid her head in Eva's lap. Eva put a hand on her head, keeping one hand on the wheel as the car hummed its way along the seaside road, the last vestiges of the evening disappearing into a moonlit night. It was... comforting.





Chapter 14



Sunday. What an awful day. The end of the weekend. Claire propped herself up on her elbows on the bed and gazed out the window with a wistful sigh. Istanbul was just visible in the distance from the seaside house, and after almost three days exploring it Claire still felt like she'd only scratched the surface. "I wish I didn't have to go back tomorrow."



"You don't."



"Easy for you to say."



"Mm-hm. Easy for me to tell you, too." "I commissioned a full set of logo designs, and I asked for you specifically. I gave them a rough estimate of a week. I told them I'd deal with contacting you to discuss details." Eva smirked mischieviously. "The logo designs are already done."



"You're..." A disbelieving smile slowly spread across Claire's face. "... something else." She kissed Eva on the lips, not hungry, but sweet, slow, and affectionate. She drew back with a comfortable smile on her face and just stared into Eva's beautiful eyes of obsidian. And Eva's smile back, that confident, but caring smile, hiding a hint of tenderness under temptation... it made Claire unspeakably happy. After a time of empty bliss, releasing all of her thoughts to the wild so she could drink in Eva's presence, one little lone idea came wandering back to her. "Hey Eva," she said, "I've never met any of your friends."



"I don't have many friends." Claire was taken aback. "Mostly business acquaintances. And I hate them all."



"I mean, you have to have a few, right?"



Eva shrugged. " I hate just about everyone. They're overwhelmingly petty, annoying, and boring. The life of a misanthropic rich girl. You know, if I knew me, or someone just like me, I'd probably hate her."



Claire's voice got small. "Do you hate me?"



"No! Hell, I like you more than anyone else I know!" Eva's eyes lit up with concern and apology. "Claire... there's a reason I call you girl scout." She smiled warmly. "You're sweet, hard-working, smart, and innocent. I don't know how anyone could hate you."



"Innocent? Just the other week you had me calling myself your little anal slut."



Eva pinched her cheek. "You're my little anal angel."



Claire laughed. "Gross." Her visage turned serious again as she went back to the main point. "But really... no friends? No one you can trust?"



"Trust is in short supply. I learned long ago not to trust anyone."



"You have to trust someone." Claire said softly. "It's a lonely way to go through life otherwise."



Eva shook her head. "I think you don't understand my world."



Claire leaned her head on her hands and gazed long at Eva. "I think I understand you."



The carefree smile ran from Eva's face. "I think you do." And deep down, that scared Eva.



Eventually, Claire said softly, "So... what are we?"



Eva chuckled and put a hand to her cheek, saying, "I like to think we're friends."



"Mm-hm." Claire leaned in to kiss her again. "Do you take all your friends out for moonlit escapades to foreign countries?"



"Yes, but I know what you mean. This
 is
 different." Eva scooted closer to her, her long, lithe body extending over Claire like an enveloping shadow. "What does it matter what we are? Why does it need a name?" She kissed the nape of Claire's neck, making her gasp. "Actions say so much more..." The door swung open with a gust of wind. "Goddammit!" Eva sat up. "That's the third time today. I'm gonna go get the chain." She found and fixed the lock chain to the door, made loose by the contractions of a cold Fall night, in record time.



When she got back to the bed, she sat down beside Claire, who had moved to the edge. "Hey, um... I know I said before I wasn't sure if I wanted something long-term, but..." Claire felt like a teenager again, sitting there, kicking her feet, face redder than a rose, slightly goofy smile tugging at her lips, eyes fixed on her object of adoration... "I really like you." she said softly. "I guess I'm just kind of... scared."



"Don't be."



"It's just... this is... so many firsts for me.



Eva shut her up with a kiss, as gentle as it was firm. "I told you... I don't own anything I don't like." Claire gave her the classic 'That was funny but I'm trying to be serious' stare. "Oh, don't give me that look. I have you wound up in my web and you know it. There's no escaping me."



"Big bad billionaire bully, huh?"



"Nothing to do with that. I have you under my spell." Eva kissed her neck and slipped Claire's red jacket off. "Admit it. You know it's true. If you left, within a week you'd be begging to lick my boots. There's no escaping who you are, Claire. And there's no escaping who
 I
 am." Her kisses traveled up her neck, across her face, then to Claire's lips, again, and again, and again... and then back down as Eva stripped her of her shirt and bra, and her soft, gentle lips were planted on Claire's sensitive, firm nipples and Eva's hand went down between Claire's legs...



That goofy smile on Claire's face had faded to slightly dazed panting.



"Sometimes journeys of self-discovery lead us to... dark places." Eva whispered between kisses. "Sometimes who we are is buried deep down... so deep we have to have someone else draw it out." She looked up to look Claire in the eyes, her gaze calm and possessive. "I know who you are, Claire Collins. And you're mine."



With each kiss, each whiff of her perfume, Claire could feel who she was slip away. Claire Collins. Claire Collins. "Say that again."



"Say what again?" she asked, somewhat distracted with peeling the panties off of Claire's cute ass.



"My name. Say my full name again." Eva raised her eyebrows disapprovingly. Claire knew the mistake she made. So she pouted and said in her most appeasing tone, "Please, mistress?"



Eva could never resist those big, pleading puppy dog eyes. "Claire Collins." she purred, "Claire Collins. I own you, Claire Collins." Fuck, there it was. Eva slipped her finger beneath her choker. It was such a small gesture, but for Claire, that was the ultimate expression of her control. "Claire Collins. That name's not your's. It's mine. I let you use it. You
 exist
 at my discretion." She grabbed Claire by the choker, the only scrap of 'clothing' she still had on. "Who are you?" she hissed.



"A pet. Your pet." Claire's voice softened as she realized how true and how beautiful that was. "Your pet."



Eva buried her face in Claire's loosened lockes, drinking in the scent of her loyal servant. "Good girl." she said.



Her body was so soft... so warm... how the hell did Claire ever think she was straight? Claire moaned, low and aching, as Eva played with her body like it was just a toy for her amusement. Each touch, each caress, each slow circle, speeding up with each rotation, drove her deeper and deeper into madness. Into Eva's madness. Into Eva's control. Eva loved watching her go through the stages of lust. Interest, confusion, instinct, devotion, and then...
 la petit mort.
 "If I was some creature of the night..." Eva whispered to Claire, "I could drain you dry... and with your last breath... you'd thank me for it, wouldn't you?"



Fu-u-uck! Claire couldn't even look directly at her. She was so brilliant, so amazing, so awesome, it was like looking into the fucking sun. "Y-yes..." Claire whimpered, "... oh, God... I'd beg you for it..." She realized she already was. Eva kept teasing her to the edge of her limits and letting her slowly fade from the promised bliss. "Please... please mistress...!"



"Please do what?"



Claire looked at her stupidly for a moment. Thinking on the cusp of an orgasm was not her strong point. But then an idea came into her head. She pressed up against Eva, and whispered in her ear, "Please mistress... drain me dry." Claire shuddered. Even just saying that...



Eva gave her a little love bite on the side of Claire's neck, pinching a nerve between her teeth, sending shockwaves of pain shooting down Claire's body after saying, "Cum for me." Claire wiggled in her arms her pleasure beyond words, beyond sounds. All she could do was helplessly suck in breath and exhale it in short, pained gasps. She tightened her grip around Eva so much that she was practically wrapped around her by the end. Dazed, her eyes unfocused, Claire finally drew her head back just as Eva brought her fingers up to have Claire clean them for her. Claire loved how... dirty it was, cleaning her own slickness from her lover. "Don't worry, sweet thing. Wherever I go... I'll always take you with me."



Claire buried her head in Eva's shoulder. All she could say was, "Thank you, mistress..."









Chapter 15



Claire had thought before that Eva was intoxicating, but it was the trip to Istanbul that really drilled in just how
 addictive
 she was. Istanbul was everything she'd ever dreamed it would be and more, she had an extra week to spend - and yet halfway through, there she was, laying in some beachhouse, completely naked, laying next to this incredible woman instead of exploring the city. And she couldn't've been happier.



Only one thing dug at her mind. "You know, I've never made you cum." Claire said.



"How do you know?"



Claire narrowed her eyes at Eva. She knew damn well. "Because I've never touched anything below your waist."



"That's not true." Eva cocked her head and smiled. "You've definitely touched my legs."



"You know what I mean."



Eva shrugged and laid back down on the bed, arms behind her head, and said, "I don't like losing control."



Claire raised her eyebrows. "Is that what having an orgasm is? Losing control?"



"Only if you let someone else do it for you." Eva hopped back up to a sitting position to give Claire a quick kiss. "Don't worry about me, sweet thing. I get off just fine when you scream and beg."



"I'm not worried about you." That was a lie. She was. "I'm selfish. I just wanna see you with your O face." That wasn't a lie. She definitely wanted to see Eva in the throes of passion.



"Too bad you're not in charge." Eva grinned and laid back down.



Claire hesitated for a moment. "That's something else I wanted to talk about." Claire said. "I wanted to talk to you about us... maybe... once or something... switching. Me as the d-domme, and you... sub. Just to see how it is."



"No." Eva said flatly.



Claire was annoyed at the simplistic response. "Why not? A lot of people who are into BDSM switch! It mixes things up!"



"So you've done a little homework and now you're the BDSM expert?"



"I'm just trying to communicate here." Claire said irritably. "What's so bad about wanting to try something?"



Eva rolled her eyes. "The part where I end up on the bottom."



"Have you ever tried being the sub?"



"No."



"Then how do you know?" Eva scoffed at her. Claire continued, "Whatever happened to 'people don't know what they like until they've tried it'?"



"Being a sub is a matter of trust, Claire." Eva sat up and snapped.



"I trust you." Claire's voice suddenly became very small. "Don't you trust me?"



Though a silence passed between them, it was clear that she didn't have to think about her answer. Eva looked at her with the utmost pain and sympathy, like she knew how horrible it would sound but couldn't bring herself to lie to her Claire. Finally, Eva softly said just one word: "No."



That hurt. That hurt more than the empty words that brought her to tears aboard the jet. That hurt more than her own insecurities



Voice on the edge of tears, Claire fought back her emotions. Calm. Talk about it. Talk about it. Don't let the dams burst. She said, "When I first said I was your's, I didn't know what I was getting into-"



Eva interrupted her, refusing to even look her in the eyes, annoyance written on her face, "It was just roleplay-"



"It's not about the roleplay-"



"It's all roleplay, Claire!"



"Would you listen for once? Do I have to play fucking traffic lights with you if I want to be heard?"



Eva waved her hand dismissively. "If you want to go home, I can take you-"



"Fine!" she snapped, surprising them both. Eva looked at her in shock for almost a full minute. Claire needed that long to gather her composure. With a shaken, sad little voice, she said again, "Fine. Take me home."



The ride back to the airstrip was silent. The wait for Eva's pilot to drive up, cursing and grumpy, was silent. The flight back to the States was silent. Dead silent, for the whole eight hours. Neither of them felt like talking.



When Eva wasn't looking, Claire slipped her ruby necklace under the seat cushion. She knew it was her's, but... she didn't know where this left them. If it was all fine, she knew where to find it. If not... it didn't feel right to keep.



When they landed, Eva wordlessly opened the door for Claire so she could descend the stairs. Eva followed her close behind, but only to make a call on her cell phone. "Hello? Yeah, it's me. Guest at Laguardia. Thanks." And then, without so much as a wave or a goodbye, Eva stormed back to her jet.



Claire lingered at the road next to the airport for a little bit, looking for a taxi to flag down. A taxi, however, found her instead. "Hey, you Ms. Ashina's guest?"



"I..." Claire clutched her arm and looked away. "I was."



He swung open the backseat door for her. She got in. She told him where to go. She went in her apartment. She ignored Abby's questions. She shut her door. She hugged her pillow.



And she cried.
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