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Chapter 1


The humidity hit Anna like a physical blow as she stepped off the plane at Chhatrapati Shivaji International Airport. Mumbai in July... not exactly ideal conditions for delicate intelligence work, but then again, when had she ever had any say in where her targets were and when?

The briefing had been simple enough: Katarina Volkov, former Russian special forces, rumoured to be selling weapons intelligence to the highest bidder. Anna's mission had been equally straightforward... get close, gain her trust, extract the information, and disappear before Katarina realized what had happened.

Anna adjusted her blouse, already beginning to stick to her skin in the oppressive humidity, and made her way through the chaos of the arrivals hall. She'd spent three weeks perfecting her cover identity... Dr. Anna Hernandez, art dealer specialising in contemporary South Asian works, in Mumbai to scout emerging talent for her gallery in Hong Kong.

It was a role that would give her access to the same social circles that Katarina had been operating in, the wealthy expatriate community that frequented the high-end galleries and exclusive rooftop bars of South Mumbai. It would allow her to get close and, hopefully, gain her trust.

***

Get close... it was a euphemism, without a doubt.

While it wasn't considered politically correct to admit that The Agency expected its agents to seduce their targets, it was a reality reflected not just in the mission parameters but in their training.

Each agent was selected based on being the best of the best... physically, mentally, it was a given that an agent was in the top fraction of a percent for each, and that went for looks and charisma as much as the rest.

Of course, it didn't get mentioned in recruitment, that first whispered conversation that came out of the blue, that first contact that led to more and an offer of a role that was impossible to say no to.

But, when it came down to it, an agent was expected to use whatever means were necessary to achieve their goal and, to be blunt, sex was one very effective mean.

There'd been giggles and jokes among her cohort when their training moved on to the seduction phase, but those didn't last long. Competitive instincts quickly shone through, and when it came to the fieldwork each strived to outperform the other, finding the methods of seduction that worked best for them.

Through her training and in the five years since, Anna had developed her own particular style, one that suited her personality and worked well with the powerful and the influential... she'd found that people in those positions were craving one thing above all else.

Man or woman, they wanted to submit, to be dominated, and then once they had getting what you wanted from them was easy... the fear of being outed as liking to be tied up, to be spanked, to be made to beg for their pleasure, it was too much for those in positions of power to risk so... they became yours.

Never, ever had it failed for Anna. Even the most alpha male, the type who entered the bedroom expecting to take the role of dominant lover, soon succumbed to Anna's charms and surrendered to her wholly.

It was her, it was who she was, it was her identity... she was an agent, the best of the best, and that included being the dominant in all situations.

Katarina, she knew, would present her challenges. But, Anna was confidant, once Katarina submitted to her the information that Anna needed would flow quickly enough.

***

The Taj Mahal Palace Hotel would have impressed Anna once, it's domes and arches and impossible grandeur backdropped by the Gateway of India, but she'd been doing this for long enough now for it to seem normal... her job took her everywhere, from the height of luxury to the depths of poverty. Wherever she needed to go, whatever she needed to do, all in the name of The Agency.

Anna's suite overlooked the harbour where traditional fishing boats bobbed alongside luxury yachts, and she allowed herself a moment to appreciate the view before getting to work. According to her intelligence, Katarina frequented the hotel's Sea Lounge, holding court among art collectors and culture vultures who gathered there each evening like moths to a flame.

Anna spent her first week establishing her presence, visiting galleries in Colaba and Bandra, making herself known to the right people, laying the groundwork for her inevitable encounter with her target. She'd done this dance before... the careful cultivation of a persona, the strategic dropping of names and credentials, the subtle art of making herself seem both accessible and mysterious. By the end of the week she was confident that word of the intriguing new art dealer had begun to circulate through Mumbai's tight-knit cultural scene.


Chapter 2


The Sea Lounge at sunset had been precisely what her research had suggested it would be... a congregation of the beautiful and influential, all soft furnishings and marble and the clink of expensive glasses.

Anna positioned herself at the bar, nursing a gin and tonic while appearing to study an exhibition catalogue in her hands. She didn't have to wait long. Katarina entered like she owned the place, which in a sense she did... Anna had watched her work a room from a distance before during her training, on a different mission in a different role, and the Russian had a talent for making everyone feel like they were the most interesting person she'd ever met.

Close up she was even more beautiful than she remembered, Anna realised as Katarina approached the bar. Tall and elegant with the kind of bone structure that suggested aristocratic breeding, dark blonde hair swept back in a style that looked effortless but probably took an hour to perfect. When she smiled at the bartender there was genuine warmth there, not the fake charm that Anna had expected. This might be more challenging than anticipated.

"The Monsoon Collection," Katarina said, nodding toward the catalogue in Anna's hands. Her English was flawless, with just a hint of an accent that could have been from anywhere in Eastern Europe. "Rashid Ahmad's work is extraordinary. Are you a collector?"

Anna looked up as if surprised, offering the smile she'd practiced over the years in the job until it looked completely natural. "Actually, I'm hoping to represent some of his pieces. I'm Anna Hernandez... I have a gallery in Hong Kong." She extended her hand, noting the way that Katarina's grip lingered just a moment longer than necessary, the way her eyes seemed to take in every detail of Anna's appearance.

"Katarina," came the reply, and Anna pretended not to already know everything about this woman, from her childhood in St. Petersburg to her current bank account balance in the Cayman Islands. "I've been following Ahmad's career for some time. You're new in town? There's an amazing new exhibition you should see..."

The evening ended with promises to stay in touch, business cards exchanged with just the right amount of lingering eye contact. Anna returned to her hotel room feeling cautiously optimistic... first contact established, mutual interest confirmed, but she knew better than to push too quickly. Katarina was clearly sophisticated, as if her CV didn't tell Anna that already, the kind of woman who would be suspicious of anyone who seemed too eager.

Anna spent the next two weeks playing a careful game of visibility and distance. She visited galleries where she knew Katarina had connections, appeared at cultural events where their paths might naturally cross, always seeming surprised to see her, never staying long enough to appear overeager.

It was a delicate dance that required patience and planning, two qualities that Anna had cultivated over years of fieldwork. Most important of all was to make sure that there were some days where Anna was seen, but not in the same place as Katarina, and that there were some occasions where they'd see each other across a room but not talk... it had to be natural, it had to feel right.


Chapter 3


The opportunity came on a Thursday evening at a private viewing in Kala Ghoda. Anna was studying a sculpture when she sensed someone approaching from behind. She didn't turn immediately, that would have seemed too obvious, but when she did, her surprise at seeing Katarina felt almost genuine.

"We keep running into each other," Katarina said with a broad smile. "Either Mumbai's cultural scene is smaller than I thought, or you have excellent taste in exhibitions."

"Probably both," Anna replied, allowing herself to seem pleased by the encounter. "Though I have to admit, I was hoping to see you again. I've been thinking about what you said about Rashid Ahmad's influences."

They spent an hour wandering through the gallery together, their conversation natural. This time, Anna noticed things she'd missed before... the way Katarina subtly positioned herself to see the whole room even while appearing focused on the art, much as Anna did herself, the slight tension in her shoulders that spoke of constant awareness, the way that the warmth of her smile reached her eyes but with a hint of coolness to temper it.

"Have you eaten?" Katarina asked as the evening wound down, the question casual but her expression anything but. "I know a place that does the most incredible modern Indian cuisine. That is, if you're free."

Anna pretended to consider, checking her phone as if consulting her diary. "I was supposed to have a late drink with a collector, but he cancelled while we were here." She paused, pretending to think it through, acting just a little uncertain. "I guess... I'd love to try somewhere new."

It was almost too easy, Anna thought as they settled into a corner table at Trishna, the Michelin-starred restaurant that Katarina had chosen with the confidence of someone who knew exactly how to impress. But then she caught herself... it was exactly this kind of overconfidence that got agents into trouble, and she'd learned long ago that if something seemed too good to be true then it probably was.

The conversation flowed easily, art and travel and the peculiar expatriate experience of living between cultures. Katarina was charming, intelligent, and genuinely funny, with the kind of self-deprecating humour that made her instantly likeable. Anna found herself having to remind herself that this was work, that the woman across from her was dangerous, that every laugh and shared glance was part of an elaborate game of chess where the stakes were higher than either of them was admitting.

But, she thought, it does help when there's a genuine attraction, and she realised that with Katarina that attraction was both physical and emotional. She was looking forward to seducing Katarina, without a doubt.

***

Over the following days, their relationship developed with the kind of inevitability that Anna had learned to make seem natural over the years but rarely got to enjoy. Coffee at the Bombay Gymkhana Club, where Katarina introduced her to half the British expat community. A private viewing at another gallery in Kala Ghoda, where they stood just a little too close while examining a particularly sensual sculpture. Drinks at AER, the rooftop bar where Mumbai's elite gathered to watch the sunset paint the city.

Anna was good at her job... perhaps too good. She knew how to listen with just the right amount of attention, how to ask questions that seemed casual but so that the answers revealed everything she needed to know.

She learned that Katarina lived in a penthouse in Worli, that she claimed to work in 'international consulting', that she had a weakness for expensive imported wines. More importantly, she learned that Katarina was lonely in the way that only people who lived constantly in disguise could be, hungry for genuine connection in a world where everyone she met might be lying about who they really were.

The irony wasn't lost on Anna.


Chapter 4


On their fifth evening out together, dining at a top-end Japanese restaurant with the city sprawling beneath them, a hive of never sleeping energy, Katarina reached across the table and took Anna's hand in her own. Her skin was warm, her touch gentle, and when she spoke there was something vulnerable in her voice that Anna hadn't heard before.

"I don't usually do this," Katarina said quietly. "Get involved with people I've just met. My work... it makes it difficult to trust anyone."

Anna felt a pang of something that might have been guilt, quickly suppressed. This was exactly what she had been working toward... Katarina's defences coming down, her guard dropping just enough to let Anna slip inside. "I understand," she replied, turning her hand palm up so their fingers could intertwine. "My life isn't exactly conventional either."

The kiss happened that night outside Anna's hotel, soft and tentative at first and then deeper, more passionate. Katarina tasted like the wine they'd shared at dinner and something else, something that might have been desperation or might have been hope. Anna tested her, making the kiss more possessive, backing Katarina against a wall, and Katarina let her... Anna felt a familiar thrill at the knowledge that Katarina instinctively yielded to her dominance. A good sign.

When they broke apart, both breathing hard, Anna could see something shift in Katarina's eyes, some final wall crumbling... and could see in her expression, in her deference, that first, delicious hint of her submission to Anna.

"I have an early start in the morning. But tomorrow..." Katarina whispered against her lips, "I want to show you something. Somewhere special."

Anna nodded, her heart racing with more than just professional excitement. Tomorrow she'd make her move, find a way to access Katarina's files, complete her mission and disappear into the mass of humanity that was Mumbai at any time of day or night. But also, she realised deep down, tomorrow she'd make her move in another way... allow herself, just for once, to see if there was something real about this connection she felt with Katarina, maybe not just pretend that the warmth in Katarina's eyes was genuine and not just another layer of deception.

And, she thought... no, not thought, knew that she would break Katarina to her will, make Katarina submit to her. One of the perks of the job, and with a woman as beautiful as Katarina, it made her work a pleasure.

***

The next evening found them in a narrow alley behind the Prince of Wales Museum, a shortcut Katarina claimed would lead them to a hidden bar that served the best cocktails in the city. It was cramped and dark, lit only by the distant glow of street lamps and the occasional flicker of neon from the shops beyond. It wasn't the kind of place Anna would normally have chosen for such a delicate operation, but Katarina seemed nervous, excited, like she was about to share some precious secret.

"There's something I need to tell you," Katarina said, turning to face her in the shadows. The words sent a thrill through Anna... this was it, the moment when everything would fall into place.

But instead of the confession she was expecting, Katarina stepped closer, her hands finding Anna's face in the darkness. "I know who you are," she whispered, and Anna's blood turned to ice.

The kiss that followed was nothing like the tentative, submissive exploration of the night before. It was claiming, possessive, the kiss of someone who knew exactly what they were doing and why... of someone who was used to being dominant.

When Katarina pulled back, her smile was visible even in the dim light, and there was something in it that Anna recognised with a shock of horrified understanding... the satisfaction of a hunter who'd finally cornered her prey.

"Dr. Anna Hernandez," Katarina continued, her voice now carrying a stronger Russian accent than before, "gallery owner from Hong Kong, graduate of Harvard, currently residing at the Taj Mahal Palace Hotel, room 412. Except that's not who you really are, is it?"

Anna's mind raced, calculating distances to the end of the street, weapons within reach, escape routes through the maze of Mumbai's back streets. But her body refused to move, pinned in place by the realisation that everything... every laugh, every shared glance, every moment of connection... had been a performance. That she hadn't been the hunter at all.

"You're very good," Katarina said, almost admiringly. "Better than most they've sent after me over the years. For a while there, I almost forgot you were working." Her thumb brushed across Anna's throat, a gesture that should have been tender but now felt like an assertion of her ascendancy. "But you made one mistake."

Anna found her voice, though it came out less smoothly than she would have liked. "What's that?"

Katarina's smile widened, and in the dim light she looked like a predator showing her teeth. "You assumed I was the target." She leaned closer, her lips brushing Anna's ear as she spoke. "When really, darling, you were always the one being hunted."

The alley suddenly felt smaller, the walls pressing in from all sides, and Anna realized with crystal clarity that she wasn't just walking away from this mission, not tonight. The woman she'd thought that she was seducing had been playing a game with rules Anna had never even known existed, and now, in this dark narrow space between two worlds, checkmate was only a heartbeat away.

But as the seconds stretched between them, Anna's training kicked in. If Katarina had wanted her dead, she’d be bleeding out on these cobblestones already. If interrogation had been the goal, Anna would be zip-tied in the boot of a car, disappearing into Mumbai's endless traffic. This, whatever this was, represented something else entirely. An opportunity, perhaps. A much more dangerous one than she'd anticipated, but still an opportunity. Adaptability was an important trait of an agent, and Anna knew that right now she needed to adapt.

"Your apartment," Anna said quietly, her voice steadier than she felt. "I think we should continue this conversation somewhere more private."

Katarina's smile shifted, becoming something Anna couldn't quite read. "How refreshingly direct. Yes, I think that would be best."


Chapter 5


The ride to Worli passed in charged silence, the city's neon bleeding through the taxi windows in streaks of colour that blended with the rain that had started to fall to make everything feel dreamlike and unreal. Anna's mind raced through possibilities, contingencies, ways this could still end with her walking away intact. She was a trained operative, not some mark to be played. Whatever game Katarina thought she was winning, Anna still had moves to make. She could flee, but that was too easy... not what she'd been trained to do. She'd had a setback, yes, but that was all it was. The mission went on. She didn’t give up that easily.

Adapt. She kept on repeating that word to herself... spot the opportunity and adapt.

Katarina's penthouse was exactly as Anna had expected... minimalist luxury with floor-to-ceiling windows that turned Mumbai into a glittering carpet below. The door had barely closed behind them when Anna struck, pressing Katarina back against it, her mouth finding hers in a kiss that was all aggression and seduction, looking to reclaim the initiative, to dominate, to see whether that submissive streak from the night before was real.

It was meant to be a power play, a way to regain control of the situation. But Katarina didn't yield the way that Anna expected. Instead, she met the assault with equal fervour, her hands running through Anna's hair, pulling her closer even as she fought for dominance. They moved together like dancers who knew the steps to a violent ballet, each trying to lead, neither willing to follow.

Anna managed to push Katarina away from the door, backing her toward the living room, but Katarina spun them both, using Anna's momentum against her. They stumbled into furniture, knocked over a glass ornament that shattered against the polished floor, their breathing harsh in the sudden quiet of the apartment.

"Is this how you want to play it?" Katarina whispered against Anna's throat, her teeth grazing her skin.

Anna's response was to grab Katarina's wrists, pinning them above her head, feeling the Russian surrender to it as they kissed fiercely, tongues mashing together, until Anna allowed herself to relax into it just a touch and the Russian, stronger than she looked, broke free with a twist that spoke of her extensive combat training.

They grappled, each testing the other's limits, and Anna realized with a thrill that terrified her that while both of them wanted to win, one of them had to lose, and Anna had rarely fought with someone as evenly matched to her as Katarina. Anna felt a shock of arousal flood through her at the idea of fighting and being bested, then taken... taken as Katarina's property...

It was these thoughts that finally gave Katarina the upper hand, using a move Anna recognized from Krav Maga to sweep her legs and send them both tumbling onto the expensive rug. Anna found herself on her back, Katarina straddling her, those blue eyes blazing with something that was part triumph, part hunger.

"Enough," Katarina said, catching Anna's wrists as she tried to reverse their positions and pinning them above her head. Her grip was iron, her weight perfectly distributed to keep Anna pinned down. "Enough games." Katarina held Anna’s wrists tight with one hand while with her other she undid Anna's belt, wrapping it around Anna's wrists, binding them together and tying her wrists securely to the leg of a heavy armchair.

Anna struggled for another moment, testing the bind, but Katarina's positioning and restraint were flawless, the furniture too heavy. She tried one more time, her pride as the dominant not allowing anything else, but something in the other woman's gaze made her pause, made her really look at what she saw there. It wasn't just victory. It was recognition, understanding, as if Katarina could see straight through to the part of Anna that was tired of always being in control, always being the one who had to be dominant and strong.

"You want this..." Katarina whispered, shifting her weight and leaning down to kiss Anna's neck, her hand roaming freely over Anna's body. "I can tell you want this... to give in to me. To be defeated… to surrender.”

Anna twisted one last time, and Katarina smiled at her. "I can stop if you want, you just have to tell me... I'm not that type of person, whatever else I am." Anna just stared at her in silence, and with a shock she realised what she had to do to adapt, to keep the mission going... she'd been bested, she was about to be taken, dammit a part of her even wanted to be taken, but that was how she could get through this.

Adapt... from being the dominant to, for the first time in her life, being the submissive. Surrender to Katarina. Surrender completely. And then maybe, just maybe, Katarina would give her the information she needed.

"I thought not..." Katarina whispered as she started to kiss down Anna's body, undoing her blouse and roughly pushing up her bra, Anna's hard nipples giving away her arousal.

Katarina clearly knew what she was doing, and in the encroaching fog of arousal that was consuming Anna she vaguely recalled that Russian agents like Katarina were trained in the arts of seduction, both male and female, knew all the tricks, and as Katarina's tongue found her nipple, gentle but not too gentle, just right, Anna's body betrayed her, a loud gasp of pleasure escaping her lips.

"You like this, don't you?" whispered Katarina before kissing lower.

Anna refused to answer, needing to keep up the pretence of resistance, but when Katarina's lips reached the waist of her jeans, her hands started to undo the buttons, as she started to pull both them and Anna's underwear down, she realised that she wanted this, really wanted this... to be the stunning Katarina's, to be taken, to be used. For the first time in her life, to be dominated by someone worthy of dominating her. This was adaptation, yes, but of the most serendipitous kind.

Katarina settled between Anna's legs, Anna feeling so exposed, so defenceless with her arms bound above her head, a complete reversal of her usual role, and as Katarina's tongue found her centre she let out a long, loud moan of pleasure, so desperate for Katarina to continue.

This was where Katarina's training really shone through... this wasn't Anna's first time with a woman, whether for business or pleasure, and it was far from the first time that she'd received oral sex, but my God, she thought, never like this. Katarina was perfect, her tongue teasing when it needed to be, soft at times, harder at other times, the pace varying, her fingers doing what needed to be done at the right times... it was perfection. Absolute perfection.

An orgasm for the ages was building, slowly, then fast, then slow again, until Anna's whole body was almost throbbing with sexual energy, held right on the edge of climax, not quite tipping over the edge but ever so close. No one had ever done this to her, and she realised with an illicit thrill that she liked it... being bound, helpless, like so many of the people she'd 'got close to' in the past.

Katarina lifted her head and said, "I could ask you to tell me anything right now, couldn't I? Anything. And you'd tell me, gladly, wouldn't you?"

Anna couldn't do anything but nod guiltily, conscious that her cheeks must be flushed red, her whole self a picture of arousal. It was true as well, not just an act... at that moment she'd do anything for Katarina to just... not... stop.

"But I'm not going to ask you anything. I know it all already." Katarina stood and Anna couldn't help but let out a groan of disappointment, her body so desperate for release.

Katarina reached behind herself and undid her dress, letting it fall to the floor, then took off her lingerie too. My goodness, thought Anna, I've slept with my share of beautiful people in the line of duty, but never someone this stunning... it wasn't just her looks, it was the way Katarina held herself as well, her mannerisms, her dominant nature, it was everything.

"I'm going to keep going with you, but you're going to return the favour too..." Katarina said, dropping to her knees on either side of Anna's head, giving Anna an incredible view between her legs. She slowly lowered herself down, and Anna found that her tongue took on a life of its own, eagerly searching out Katarina's folds and trying to use her own, more limited training in the arts of seduction, determined to give Katarina something approaching what Katarina had been giving her, her eyes meeting Katarina's all the time.

It wasn't long until Katarina was letting out her own gasps at Anna's attention and she lifted herself briefly, turning around, until she lowered her head back between Anna's legs in a 69 position and resumed her own pleasuring of Anna.

The impending climax hadn't really gone away for Anna, it had stayed right there, driving her attempts with her tongue on Katarina, and as Katarina's tongue went to work again she felt the tension starting to build to intolerable levels, a shudder of pleasure rolling right through her.

"Oh, I'm cumming..." she moaned, before her tongue started to work again between Katarina's legs, and she felt Katarina shudder too, a moment of gratification that she could give Katarina even a fraction of what Katarina could give her.

And then it hit, Katarina pushing her over the edge, and she felt her body shake, her back arch, as moan after moan escaped her lips, her arms straining against her restraints, and still she kept going with her tongue too, and then Katarina was climaxing as well, both of them cumming together, Anna's so hard from the long build up that she nearly blacked out, Katarina less so but still noisy, still clearly enjoying herself.

Katarina climbed off Anna's face and turned round to look down at her. "You wanted that..."

All Anna could do was nod, breathing heavily, her mind still in pieces from that incredible orgasm.

"You want more?"

Anna nodded again, not trusting herself to speak coherently.

"If I untie you, you'll come with me to the bedroom and do what I tell you to?"

Anna paused, then managed to whisper, "Yes," even as a little shiver of anticipation ran through her.

"Good..." replied Katarina. She smiled as she ran her fingers delicately along Anna's collarbone and throat, an echo of her earlier touch but so much more tender, gentler than before. "I think you and I have a future."

And the terrifying, exhilarating thing was, Anna believed her. Her first experience of submission, and she wanted more... so much more.


Chapter 6


"On the bed," Katarina told her, and Anna obeyed. Without question, without hesitation... she was broken to Katarina's will in a way that would have been inconceivable even a few hours before. The transition from seductress to seducee had been so rapid, so complete, that her brain was yet to catch up. This wasn't just adaptation, this was surrender pure and simple.

"Kneel with your back to the head of the bed and wait there." Anna obeyed again, kneeling naked, obedient. She looked around, her training making it instinctive, and took in the wrought iron four poster bed, the elaborate frame that she was kneeling against, the rain streaked windows down one wall with the city lights visible below, the mirror opposite the bed.

Her training shouted 'escape', but a louder voice drowned it out, screaming 'obey' instead... she realised that she would never forgive herself if she didn't see where this evening ended up, and the chances of Katarina fucking her then killing her were vanishingly small. This wasn't the movies, this was real life... Anna was walking away from this one, without a doubt. The only question was what walking away would look like.

Katarina was stood by a chest of drawers, and, save for a quick look over her shoulder with a half smile, half smirk of satisfaction to see Anna kneeling obedient, she was focused on choosing from whatever was in those drawers.

When she turned around and came over to the bed, Anna was left none the wiser... whatever she had was wrapped in a soft, black fabric.

"Before was one thing... in here is something else." Katarina paused. "In here, you will obey me without question, do you understand?"

Anna nodded. "Yes."

"You will address me as Mistress. Otherwise there will be consequences. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Hold out your hands." Anna obeyed, and Katarina reached into the fabric, pulling out a pair of leather cuffs joined by a chain. She put first one, then the other, around Anna's wrists, then lifted Anna's wrists up so that her arms were above her head and attached the chain to the bed frame, high enough up that Anna had to raise herself up so that she her thighs were near vertical.

She felt exposed, deliciously exposed, open to Katarina completely, her legs parted in her kneeling position. Katarina looked at her with an expression of satisfaction.

"You thought you could seduce me, didn't you? Though you could dominate me?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"How does it feel to be wrong?"

Anna took a deep breath. "Different, Mistress."

Katarina nodded slowly. "I appreciate your honesty. This will be different. You've never done this before?"

"Never been the submissive one, Mistress."

"We're going to have fun." She pulled out two more sets of leather cuffs, attaching each ankle to the bedframe as well so that all four limbs were bound. Anna felt helpless in way that she never had before. She realised, with more than a little surprise, that she liked it.

Katarina reached into the fabric again and pulled out an eye mask, slipping it onto Anna's head but not over her eyes quite yet. "I want you to watch to start with... but not later. Understood."

"Yes Mistress."

"Good. Take a look at yourself, you see the mirror over there." Katarina was kneeling next to her on the bed, pointing to the mirror on the far wall. "Tell me what you see."

Oh God, thought Anna, seeing herself properly for the first time, that is not something I ever thought I would see... she saw herself, her toned arms and legs, her fit torso, her breasts, her tuft of trimmed pubic hair between her legs, naked, bound, and so obviously aroused.

But it was her face, the look on her own face that grabbed her. Anna saw that she was flushed, breathing hard, her shoulder length dark brown hair loose and messy, an image of arousal. More than that, though, it was her eyes... her eyes gave her away, gave everything away... she'd never seen her own eyes with such a look of pure, outright lust before.

She wanted this, my God did she want this. Fuck the mission, she thought, just let Katarina fuck me... that's all I want.

"You answer me when I tell you." Katarina pulled out from the fabric a paddle and showed it to Anna. "I'm going to have to use this."

"Sorry Mistress." Except Anna didn't know why she was apologising, as she was desperately curious to know what the paddle would feel like.

She didn't have long to wait... Katarina brough the paddle down on her ass, hard, and then on her thigh, and the sensation, the initial flash of pain followed by the pleasure... it was new to Anna, and she loved it, gasping in pleasure.

"You like that, I think," teased Katarina. "First time?"

"Yes Mistress."

"Now, watch yourself in the mirror."

As Anna watched, Katarina's hands started to roam over her body in concert with her lips, her touch delicate when it needed to be, firmer when not. Anna felt like her nerve endings were on fire, her feeling of arousal despite her massive orgasm not long before through the roof.

Katarina's lips found hers and they kissed, a truly possessive kiss on Katarina's part, one hand grabbing Anna's hair and holding her exactly where she wanted her while her tongue searched out Anna's, pushing hard against it, and then her other hand slid down over her stomach and her waist, then through her pubic hair and touched her, really touched her, the touch of an expert.

Anna felt her body shake with a wave of pleasure that rocked through her, making Katarina tighten her grip on her hair. "You're loving this," teased Katarina in whispers between kisses. "Loving being mine. Tell me... whose are you?"

"Yours Mistress," Anna whispered back, mixed with a moan of pleasure that she couldn't suppress.

Katarina grinned and kissed her again. "You want to cum?" Her hand between Anna's legs was stroking her clitoris gently, and when Anna looked in the mirror she could see it, every last thing, the little movements of Katarina's fingers, the hand in her hair.

"Yes Mistress."

"Tell me properly. Beg me," Katarina replied, seeing Anna looking in the mirror and turning her head to look at her reflection too. That almost pushed Anna over the edge on its own, seeing Katarina's dark blonde hair and paler naked body kneeling next to her, Katarina's own expression of lust... her Mistress, she thought, turning the word over in her mind and not minding the sound of it at all.

Anna took a deep, shuddering breath. She was gone, completely gone, given over to her surrender. "Please Mistress, let me cum. I need to cum Mistress, so badly."

"I think..." teased Katarina. "Not quite yet." She pulled her hand away suddenly and Anna couldn't help but let out a groan of disappointment.

Instead Katarina reached into the fabric and pulled out a wand vibrator. "This can be powerful, or it can be weak. I think we can have some fun with this..."

Katarina pulled down the blindfold, plunging Anna's world into darkness, and then Anna felt the wand being pushed between her legs, her world suddenly focusing in on the gentle vibrations when Katarina switched it on.

She let out a gasp, and said, "I need..." Another gasp. "I need more, Mistress."

Anna heard a sharp laugh. "I'll decide when you need more... this is it for now."

Hiding her disappointment, Anna focused on the sensation, the buzzing intensely pleasurable but, she knew, not enough to push her over the edge... it was almost, but not quite. Another wave of pleasure rolled through her and she found herself involuntarily twitching away from the wand before settling down again, craving the contact.

She felt Katarina's lips on hers again, felt Katarina's hand on her chest, playing with her nipples before Katarina's lips moved lower to replace her hand.

Anna was feeling sensations that she'd never felt before... she was so turned on, so aroused, so desperate to climax, her whole body was humming with pent up energy. It was like a spring inside her was coiling tighter and tighter, and with it every sensation was heightened, particularly with the blindfold over her eyes.

She felt Katarina's lips move back up to meet hers, felt Katarina's possessive tongue press against hers, and couldn't help but moan into the kiss as Katarina increased the intensity of the wand, not by much but by enough to be noticeable.

Katarina's hand was in her hair, then moving down her back, following the line of her muscles, tensed in this position of absolute surrender, then down to her ass, and then, Anna realised with a shock, slowly slipping to her other hole until Katarina's finger was pressed against it.

Nobody had ever touched her there. Ever. It was the final taboo for Anna. But... God did it feel so abjectly naughty, so carnal to feel her touch there.

As if she read Anna's mind, Katarina whispered, "You can tell me no. For that, you can." She paused. "Do you want me to stop? Or do you want to surrender to me completely?"

Anna paused for a long, long moment, thinking. The wand buzzed, the spring coiled even tighter, and she committed... "I want... complete surrender, Mistress."

"Right answer," replied Katarina, who kissed Anna passionately while the wand increased intensity. Anna felt Katarina's finger press, and then she was inside... she had Katarina's finger in her ass, she thought, her body tensing and recoiling instinctively until Katarina whispered, "Relax... let me do the work."

Forcing herself to relax, hard to do with the pleasure building elsewhere, Katarina's finger slid in easier and then it all happened together, the sensations building to an overwhelming crescendo... her orgasm hit her hard, Katarina's finger the final trigger to push her over the edge, and she was screaming in pleasure, again and again and again, Katarina claiming her mouth and her tongue even as she cried out, and the wand continuing, never ending, even when she became too sensitive Katarina wouldn't stop until Anna came a second, then a third, then a fourth time, her first multiple orgasm, incredible, amazing.

She was Katarina's that night, without a doubt. And she never wanted it to end.


Chapter 7


Hours later, Anna lay in Katarina's bed, the soft sheets cool against her skin, the city lights painting patterns on the ceiling above and the sound of the rain falling outside. Katarina slept beside her, one arm draped possessively across Anna's waist, and Anna stared into the darkness trying to make sense of what had just happened.

Her wrists and ankles were sore, only slightly, but enough to remind her that she’d spent most of that time bound in various positions, Katarina’s to do with as she pleased, only freed to sleep.

There was an ache, a delicious, glorious ache between her legs, testament to how Katarina had pleasured her again and again, hands and mouth and toys, matched by the aftermath of Katarina’s paddle and bare palm stinging her rear, a gloriously painful counterpoint throughout the hours before to the indescribable pleasure she’d experienced.

And there was the taste on her tongue and lips, an intoxicating reminder of Katarina’s arousal and the multiple times that Katarina had used Anna for her pleasure that night, aggressively, possessively, taking her pleasure from Anna and Anna willingly giving it to her in precisely the way that she wanted.

She'd come to Mumbai to extract intelligence from a Russian operative. Instead, she’d been systematically dismantled by a woman who seemed to understand her better than she understood herself, who'd stripped away not just her clothes but every careful defence she'd spent years constructing. The mission was blown, had probably been blown from the moment she stepped off that plane, but lying there in the aftermath, Anna found she couldn't bring herself to care.

The worst part wasn't that she'd been played. The worst part was how right it had felt to surrender, how natural it had been to let Katarina take control, to stop fighting and simply... submit. Anna had built her career on being the hunter, the one who seduced and manipulated and dominated her prey and walked away unscathed. But tonight had shown her something else entirely, a part of herself she'd never acknowledged, never wanted to acknowledge.

This wasn't adaptation for the mission. This was desire.

As dawn began to lighten the sky beyond the windows, Anna closed her eyes and tried to ignore the voice in her head asking the question she wasn't ready to answer: if Katarina asked her to stay, asked her to abandon everything she'd been and become something new, something honest, to be Katarina’s... would she say yes?

The thought should have terrified her.

Instead, as she drifted off to sleep with Katarina's breath warm against her neck, Anna found herself hoping that she'd get the chance to find out.


Want More?


First, a quick ask: if you get a pop-up asking for a rating, please take two seconds to leave one! It's incredibly helpful – it tells me which books readers love and which stories deserve sequels.

In the meantime… if you loved this then check out What Caitlin Wants, a tale of Caitlin who is dominant at work, in life, everywhere. That is, until she meets Helena, her quiet junior at work but anything but away from it.

Here's a teaser:

Helena had never seen a more beautiful sight.

The stunning woman lying before her, dark hair a mess against the pillow, so different to the strong, confident, self-possessed colleague who’d walked into the bar earlier. Her slim, toned, naked body, a figure to die for, flushed with arousal, covered in a sheen of sweat, trembling with unsatisfied need.

Bound.

Blindfolded.

Lost in the music playing only for her.

Completely in the moment, and completely and utterly surrendered.

Helena’s hand rested on the woman’s hip, feeling the warmth of her soft skin, watching the rapid rise and fall of her chest with each breath. This woman, the woman who was such a dominant personality in and out of the workplace, the woman who made things happen through sheer force of will… all of that control given over to Helena.

The trust implicit in it was almost overwhelming.

Helena slid her fingertips gently along the curve of the woman’s waist, up over her front to her ribs… every touch drawing a response, a gasp, a tremor, a moan. The restraints kept her still, at least stillish, but her body told Helena a truth that the woman’s mind had spent years denying.

This is what she needs, Helena thought, what she’s always needed.

Helena leaned down, her lips close to the woman’s head even though she couldn’t possibly hear through the headphones she was wearing. “You’re safe with me, Gatinha,” Helena whispered.

Because the woman was safe. Safer than she’d been in years, possibly. Safe enough to shed her armour and to discover the person she really was beneath all the dominance and the control.

Helena’s hand slid between the woman’s legs and she watched an expression of sheer pleasure cross that beautiful face even as she bucked her hips towards Helena’s hand, craving more… more pressure, more touch, more pleasure.

Patience, Helena thought as she pulled her hand away a little, smiling as she saw her hips try to chase the touch, all in good time, Gatinha. All in good time.

Reading it is just a few clicks away: What Caitlin Wants

Then there's also Coming Into The Light… Amy's got her future path all figured out: career, long term boyfriend heading towards marriage and kids and the suburban dream. Then she meets Sarah. And Luisa. Suddenly, that comfortable path doesn't look so appealing any more.

If series of novellas are more your thing, then take a look at Experimenting Season 1, a five episode arc chronicling the adventures of married couple Harriet and Zach as together they push the boundaries of their marriage.
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And finally you can follow me to keep updated in either of the below places:

https://ckfairfaxbooks.com

https://www.amazon.com/author/camillakfairfax
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