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Prologue


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.


Chapter 1


The Friday late afternoon Houston heat hit Caitlin like a wall as she stepped out of the air-conditioned office tower, but she barely noticed. Three weeks of sixteen hour plus days, weekends included, endless updates and revisions, and one CFO who hated that consultants were trying to tell him what to do and had tried to eviscerate their cost projections, all of it had led to this moment… the client’s Board accepting their strategy in full, an ironclad commitment to huge future fees for Caitlin’s consulting firm to deliver on the strategic change.

They’d won… or, more accurately, she’d won.

Caitlin was the senior consultant in charge of the day-to-day on the project and it had been through sheer force of her considerable will that it had happened. Caitlin had shaped the strategy, Caitlin had led the team of consultants by example, and Caitlin had won over even the most obstinate stakeholders with her trademark mix of charm and, where necessary, icy steel. She was a force of nature, a dominant personality with an adamantine core, yet she had the softer side to bring her team with her… people followed her because they wanted to, because they wanted to be one of her people, not out of fear.

Still only twenty-eight, her rise had been stratospheric and everyone knew that she was on the fast track to make partner before thirty even though she wasn’t many years out of business school.

“We need to celebrate.” She turned at Mark’s voice, her second-in-charge on the engagement and a highly competent consultant in his own right.

“Hell yeah,” Caitlin replied with a grin. “That and sleep…”

Mark smiled ruefully. “I think I’ve forgotten what sleep is like. But you can sleep…”

“…when you’re dead.” Brad, the senior partner, finished as he came through the revolving door and joined them. “You’ll have to count me out I’m afraid, I’m on a promise to take my kids fishing for the weekend. But tonight’s on the firm. Whatever you guys do enjoy it and Caitlin, expense it all on Monday. Dinner, drinks, whatever. You’ve all earned it. Fantastic result.”

As he left Caitlin turned to Mark with eyebrows raised. “‘Dinner, drinks, whatever’… he must be impressed. Best rally the troops.”

“I could go for a steak… a proper one.”

She nodded her agreement. “Let’s do it. But I need at least two cocktails first.”

“At least… Cosby’s then dinner after?”

“Perfect. I’ll tell the team to meet us there.”

***

Half an hour later and Caitlin and Mark spotted their team immediately, eight faces gathered around some high-topped tables pushed together and already well into their first round of drinks. The bar itself was exactly the kind of upscale-but-not-pretentious spot that Houston professionals favoured… exposed brick, far larger than necessary light bulbs, craft cocktails with impossibly cool faux-Southern names like El Paso Rebel and Bayou Burner that, as far as Caitlin could tell, were a spicy margarita and an old fashioned respectively, albeit delicious and strong.

“There they are!” Sarah, the associate who had run the cross-border regulatory analysis, lifted her glass in a toast. “I’ll bet Caitlin had the board eating out of her hand by the end of her presentation?”

Mark laughed. “Not quite. Well… almost. I give it a month or two and the CEO will be offering her a job though.”

Caitlin felt herself blushing at the compliment. “I wouldn’t take it if he did.”

“He’ll probably want you as the new CFO after what you did to the current one,” Sarah added.

Caitlin laughed as she slid on to the stool that they’d left for her in the centre of the table. “I didn’t do anything to him… I simply pointed out that he might not know his numbers as well as he thought he did.” She paused. “That it happened to be in front of his colleagues was his choice for trying to call us out.”

“The return on capital analysis,” Mark added, gratefully taking a drink from their waitress. “When you walked him through it line-by-line and told him what he’d missed… I thought he was going to have a stroke.”

“He was testing us,” Caitlin said, taking a sip of the gin and tonic that Sarah had lined up for her. “CFOs always do… they know it’s their job to be the realist when everyone is caught up in whatever bullshit is being peddled to the rest of the C-Suite. When you show them that you know the numbers at least as well as them and, even better, can bring a fresh perspective to them, then they suddenly get on your side.”

“‘On your side’ is generous,” another analyst laughed. “He looked terrified of you by the end.”

The conversation flowed easily, the team relaxed with each other from the kind of camaraderie that only came after closing a high profile, time pressured project. Caitlin found herself genuinely enjoying it… these moments of connection with these people, with her people, before they scattered back to their off work lives for the weekend and, while most of the team would stay on the project, some would roll off to other work next week too. She’d learned to make the most of these moments over the years. She made a point of calling out the good work that each person had done… Mark’s sensitivity analysis, Sarah’s regulatory magic, them and the others.

“Helena,” she said, nodding to the junior consultant who’d joined them on secondment from the Sao Paolo office three weeks before. “That financial statement analysis you built with the stress tests, a really solid piece of work. Clean methodology.”

Helena looked up from her drink, seeming a little surprised to be included in the accolades given her short time with the team. “Thank you,” she replied with her Americanised Brazilian accent. “I wasn’t sure if the Brazilian accounting standards would hold up, it was interesting to see how US standards changed it.”

“You handled it well.” Caitlin raised her glass in a toast to Helena. “Great work.”

Helena nodded, a small smile on her face, and returned to her drink. Quiet, Caitlin thought. Competent enough, kept her head down, did what she was asked. Exactly what you wanted from a junior consultant on secondment.

“Speaking of not taking shit from the CFO,” James, another consultant, said, three drinks in and clearly feeling his lips loosened. “Helena, you should know you’re working with a legend.” He looked at Caitlin. “Tell her about the Xyson CEO.”

Caitlin felt her shoulders tense slightly… the story was well known, and while it helped to cement her reputation within their firm she saw it as a failure on her part. She should have headed that incident off earlier, in her own mind at least if not in the minds of her colleagues.

“That’s really not necessary…” she started to say.

“No, this is good,” Sarah interrupted, grinning at Helena. “So six months ago, Caitlin’s team is pitching this tech startup, Xyson Analytics. Young CEO, total hotshot, thinks he’s the next big thing. They do this dinner after the pitch, and apparently the guy tries to make a move on one of the women in the pitch team when she goes to the rest room. Creep.”

Caitlin’s jaw tightened at the memory. Anna, one of her team, and the CEO had felt like she was part of the deal, had assumed that she was a sweetener to get him to sign.

“What happened?” Helena asked.

“Caitlin handled it,” Mark said with evident satisfaction. “She saw that Anna was shaken, she talked to her, then she called the CEO out on it in front of the table. The dinner ended, obviously, but that wasn’t the good bit.” Caitlin felt herself blushing at the tale. “Most people would keep quiet, not want to cause a scene… not Caitlin.”

“What did you do?” Helena turned to Caitlin.

Caitlin grimaced. “Made sure that Anna didn’t suffer for the CEO’s behaviour.”

“Understatement of the year,” Sarah added. “Next morning she sent an email to the CEO and the board. Very professional, very polite. Said she did not feel comfortable continuing as the primary contact given the CEO’s behaviour the night before, and suggested that they engage another firm. Cc’d everyone who mattered.”

“The partners were happy with that?” Helena asked.

Caitlin allowed herself a smile. “I believe one asked me what the fuck I was playing at…”

“But you’re still here…” Helena prompted.

“And some.” James interjected. “The CEO tried to smooth it over. Sent Anna flowers and an apology email, and another apology email to Caitlin. Claimed it was all a misunderstanding. She forwarded the emails to the client’s board without comment.”

“Suspended that same day and was out as CEO within weeks. Turns out that the brains of the organisation was his number two anyway, and they wouldn’t tolerate that sort of behaviour,” Mark added.

“Moral of the story,” Sarah turned and raised her glass to Caitlin, “don’t fuck with Caitlin, and if you’re in her team she’s got your back.”

“Good,” Helena said, her accent making the word sound definitive. “Sounds like I’ve fallen on my feet with this secondment. Men who think power gives them permission to touch women deserve what they get.”

There was an edge to her tone that made several women at the table nod in agreement. Caitlin appreciated the solidarity, even if the story itself made her uncomfortable. She didn’t like being painted as vindictive… she’d simply enforced appropriate professional boundaries.

“It wasn’t about revenge,” Caitlin clarified. “He crossed a professional line. There were consequences. That’s all.”

“That’s everything,” Helena replied, raising her glass slightly in what looked like a salute.

As they moved on to the restaurant the conversation moved on too… war stories from other projects, gossip about who would make partner at the end of the year, all of the usual shop talk that cemented the strong team dynamic. Around them the noise of a busy Friday night rose and fell, and Caitlin found the tension of the past three weeks finally start to release its grip on her… enjoy the moment, she told herself, and don’t worry about tomorrow or the rest of the weekend. Live in the moment.

After the main course Brad called Caitlin’s phone. She stepped away from the table to take it, returning five minutes later to find the team still in high spirits.

“Brad wanted to congratulate us again,” she announced, slipping back into her seat. “I could almost hear the dollar signs floating around his head as he thought about his year-end bonus,” Caitlin added to a chorus of laughter. “And, I am sure, each of ours. He wanted me to wish you all a restful weekend too…”

“Speaking of which,” James said, checking his phone. “My girlfriend just texted. I promised I’d be home by nine.” He stood, slightly unsteady. “This was great, congratulations everyone.”

That started the exodus. Two more left within ten minutes, one pleading an early morning flight, the other family plans in the morning, and before long they were down to four: Caitlin, Mark, Sarah and Helena.

“Anyone want to keep this going?” Mark asked. “I’m not ready to call it yet.”

“I should probably head out soon,” Sarah said, stifling a yawn. “I’m exhausted. But one more, sure.”

Mark’s phone buzzed. He looked at it and grimaced. “Spoke too soon. My wife is reminding me we have her parents coming for brunch tomorrow.” He stood. “Sorry guys… need to tear myself away.”

“No problem,” Caitlin replied. “I know how it is.” She didn’t, not really, single as she was and as she had been for several years, everything since business school given over to her career. She thought for a moment, torn between the work she knew she needed to do later in the weekend and the adrenaline from the win still coursing through her veins. She realised she wasn’t ready to call it a night yet, not if anyone else wanted to keep going.

“Actually, if anyone is keen,” Helena spoke up before Caitlin could say anything more. “I heard about this place, Kirby’s? Someone at the office said it’s very Houston. More casual than this.” She looked at Sarah, then Caitlin. “Would either of you want to go? I’ve been here three weeks and all I’ve seen is conference rooms and bars full of people in suits.”

Sarah yawned again. “I’m dead on my feet, honestly. But you two should go. Kirby’s is great… total Houston vibe.” She stood, gathering her things. “Caitlin, you should take her. To the original Kirby’s, the good one. Show her the real city.”

And then Sarah was gone, waving over her shoulder, and it was just Caitlin and Helena at a table meant for many more.

An awkward silence settled over them. Caitlin had barely spoken to Helena one-on-one during the three weeks they’d worked together… she’d been too busy managing the project, handling the client, keeping all the pieces moving. Helena had been competent and quiet, exactly what you wanted from a junior consultant. Good work, no drama, and in a week she’d be back to Sao Paolo. Still, getting to know her better might be worth it in case they worked together again at some point.

“You don’t have to,” Helena said, misreading Caitlin’s silence. “If you have plans or if you’re tired…”

“No,” Caitlin heard herself say. “No, I’d like to. Sarah’s right. If you’ve only seen the work side of Houston you’re missing out.”

Helena’s face lit up with a genuine smile. “Really? Only if you’re sure, that would be wonderful.”

“Let me close the tab,” Caitlin said. “And make sure I’ve got a receipt… I really want to make sure I expense this one! Not a cheap night…”


Chapter 2


Twenty minutes later, they climbed out of an Uber in front of Kirby’s Ice House, and Caitlin felt herself truly relax for the first time in weeks.

This was Houston, the real Houston that existed between the towers of steel and glass that defined their working days. From the street they could hear music and the sound of happy Friday nights, the smell of street food from the vans parked alongside.

As they walked in Caitlin was greeted by the familiar sight of picnic tables scattered across what someone had once told her was the largest patio in Texas… a bold claim but believable… string lights crossing overhead, most patrons wearing t-shirts and jeans with a smattering of Astros caps. She’d spent a fair few Saturdays here in her student years watching college football with friends, definitely one of her happy places.

“Oh,” Helena said, looking around with evident delight. “This is wonderful. This is what I wanted to see. Much more interesting.”

“We’re a little overdressed,” Caitlin replied, glancing down at her own work dress and Helena’s smart black trouser and white blouse combination, “but nobody will care. Let’s get drinks.”

They grabbed drinks at the long bar, gin and tonic for Caitlin, a glass of wine for Helena, and found a picnic table near the edge of the outdoor area, still in the thick of it but away from a few large groups who looked like they’d been there a long while already. The wood was painted a bright blue, marked with carved initials. Caitlin loved how lived in this place felt, all part of its relaxed aesthetic.

Caitlin settled onto the bench and immediately felt the pinch of her heels. She’d been wearing them since leaving her house at seven that morning… fourteen hours. Her feet were screaming. She shifted position, trying to find an angle that didn’t make her feet ache quite as much.

“So,” Helena said, sitting down on the opposite side. “Tell me. Do you always work this hard? Or was this project special? When they pulled me in I’d secretly hoped to see a bit of Houston as well but it’s been insane.”

“This is worse than normal,” Caitlin admitted, sipping on her drink. “But normal is still busy. I usually work long hours and most weekends.” She shrugged. “It’s what’s got me ahead.”

“You have a partner?”

Caitlin shook her head. “No time. Not since business school. I figure once I’ve made partner I can settle down a bit. Not until then. It’s hard enough being a woman in this world trying to get ahead without creating your own obstacles.” She’d dated her share of men, of course, but none had been able to keep up with her work ethic. That, and either the men tried to take a dominant role in any relationship, which she ended fast, or they were too weak, which she ended fast too.

“It sounds exhausting.”

“I find it energising. I go to the gym and run to exercise, I work, and I see my friends at weekends when I get the chance. It works for me.” Caitlin paused. “How about you? What’s the Sao Paolo office like?”

Helena thought for a moment. “Some long hours when we have big deadlines, but nothing this crazy. We enjoy ourselves too. Like we all did this evening with the drinks and dinner, we do that quite often. It’s sociable.”

Caitlin nodded her agreement. “It’s so important, to mix socialising with the hard work. Celebrate our victories.”

“Spoken like a true MBA graduate,” Helena laughed.

“You did one too?”

“Yes… INSEAD, finished last summer. My father thought it would be useful for me to go to Europe. You?”

“LBS… I thought London would give me a different perspective to the US.”

“Ah, something we have in common then,” Helena replied. “Tell me about London.”

They fell into a conversation comparing and contrasting London and Paris for their respective studies, before in a pause in the conversation Helena studied Caitlin for a moment then said, “Your feet hurt.”

It wasn’t a question. Caitlin looked across at Helena, mildly surprised. “What?”

“Your heels. You keep shifting. They hurt.”

“I’m fine,” Caitlin said automatically.

“Caitlin.” Helena’s tone was gentle but firm. “You’ve been in those shoes for how many hours today?”

“I don’t know. Since this morning.”

“Take them off.”

Caitlin blinked. “What?”

“Your shoes. Take them off.” Helena gestured around them at the casual Friday night crowd. “Look where we are. Picnic tables, beer and food. No one here cares.”

“That’s not very professional,” Caitlin said, which was absurd… they were at a beer garden, not in a client meeting.

“We’re not at work,” Helena pointed out. “We’re at Kirby’s on a Friday night. Take off your shoes.”

There was something in the way Helena said it, a certainty, an expectation of compliance, that caught Caitlin off guard. It wasn’t quite an order, but it was definitely more than a suggestion. For a moment, Caitlin felt a flicker of irritation. She didn’t take instructions from junior consultants.

But… her feet genuinely hurt, and Helena’s logic was sound, and what did it matter anyway?

She reached down and slipped off her heels, setting them neatly beside the table. The cool concrete felt glorious under her feet. She tried but couldn’t quite suppress a small sigh of relief.

“Better?” Helena asked, and there was something in her slight smile that Caitlin couldn’t quite read.

“Yes,” Caitlin admitted. “Much better.”

“Good.”

They fell back into conversation easily. Helena asked about Houston… the best neighbourhoods, the best restaurants, where to run. Caitlin found herself relaxing further, enjoying the exchange. Helena was smart, well-travelled, easy to talk to.

“You’ve got, what, only next week here on secondment?” Caitlin asked.

“Barely that, I fly on Thursday actually… I really want to see as much as I can though, I love the thrill of feeling like I’ve lived somewhere, not just visited.”

“Where have they put you up?”

“The Granduca, near the Galleria. It’s nice, a bedroom, a small kitchen and living room, gym and pool downstairs.” She paused and smiled ruefully. “Not that I’ve had much chance to use them so far.”

“This weekend should make up for it.”

“I hope so. The weather’s set to be good.”

“If you’re exploring you should try the Heights,” Caitlin said, gesturing vaguely in the direction of her neighbourhood. “It’s walkable, lots of good restaurants, still has that Houston feel without being too far from downtown.” She paused. “If you’re at a loose end on Sunday give me a call, I can show you some places.” Caitlin wasn’t normally in the habit of spending her free time with juniors at work but she was enjoying Helena’s company and, save for a second date with a guy she quite liked scheduled for Saturday evening and some work to catch up on, her weekend was open… plus it never hurt to build a professional relationship with someone in the Sao Paolo office, that could come in handy in future.

“You’re sure?” Helena asked, and when Caitlin nodded Helena’s face lit up with a beaming smile. “Thank you, that’s very kind. Yes please. I don’t know anyone here, and it’s so much easier to get to know somewhere with a local. The Heights, that’s where you live?”

“Yeah. I have a bungalow there. Bought it two years ago… probably overpaid, but I liked the character of it. It felt right.”

“A house? Not an apartment?” Helena seemed impressed. “That’s very grown-up,” she teased.

Caitlin laughed. “I’m twenty-eight. I’d hope I’m at least somewhat grown-up by now.”

“You’d be surprised,” Helena said with a smile. “Most people I know are still living like students. Roommates, cheap furniture, nothing on the walls.”

“You’re, what, twenty-four?” Caitlin asked. “It all comes fast in our industry as you slide up the pay grades. You share in Sao Paolo?”

“No, I’ve got a little place of my own. I value privacy.”

“I like having my own space. Things where I want them,” Caitlin agreed. “That probably sounds boring.”

“It sounds like you know what you want. That’s not boring.” Helena took a sip of her wine. “Though I’m curious, do you ever let anyone else into your space? Or is it just yours alone?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, do you have people over? Friends? Dates?” Helena’s tone was casual, conversational. “Or is it your sanctuary that you keep to yourself? I like to have friends come over to my place, I like to make dinner for them. I’m curious about what you do?”

Caitlin thought for a few moments. When was the last time she’d had someone over? A third date, maybe three months ago. It had been fine, pleasant even, but it hadn’t gone anywhere further. Since then… she’d been too busy with work to host friends, family, anyone.

“Not often,” she admitted. “I’m usually working.”

“Always working from the sound of it,” Helena replied, but her expression made it clear that it was an observation, not a judgment. “Do you ever just… stop? Let yourself relax?”

“I’m relaxing now.”

“Are you?” Helena’s dark eyes held Caitlin’s. “You’re sitting with your back straight, you’ve checked your work phone three times since we sat down but not your personal phone once, and you keep organising things on the table. You’ll wear a hole in the coasters if you rearrange them anymore.”

Caitlin smiled sheepishly as she looked down at the table and realised that Helena was right, the coasters lying in a neat pattern.

“That’s just… I didn’t even realise I was doing that.”

“I know. That’s my point.” Helena leaned forward slightly. “I’ve worked for you for three weeks and you’re always managing something. Always in control. In the Uber here you had to tell the driver the route to take, when we got here you had to stand where you wanted at the door, not where the doorman indicated. Even here, just having drinks, you can’t quite let go.”

Caitlin sat thinking for a long moment about Helena’s remarkably astute observation. “I don’t know how to let go,” Caitlin said eventually, surprising herself with her honesty.

“Would you like to learn?”

Something in Helena’s tone made Caitlin’s pulse quicken slightly. “Learn what, exactly?”

“How to stop controlling everything. How to just… be present. Let someone else lead for a change.” Helena’s expression was open, curious. “I’m interested in people. What makes them tick. I studied a lot of psychology in my degree and I find it fascinating.” She paused. “You fascinate me… all that control, all that discipline, I’ve never encountered someone with such a dominant personality as you, someone so in control. It makes me wonder what would happen if you loosened your grip, just for a little while, and showed the Caitlin that lies beneath.”

“It sounds like you’re psychoanalysing me,” Caitlin said with a smile, trying to keep her tone light even as she felt her pulse continue to quicken at how Helena had understood her so completely.

“Maybe a little,” Helena admitted with a smile of her own. “But I’m also just curious… would you be willing to try something? An experiment?”

“What kind of experiment?”

“A game, that’s what we’ll call it.” Helena’s smiled widened. “I’m going to ask you to do some things. Small things. And to play the game you’re going to do them without questioning, without analysing. Just… follow my instructions. See how it feels.”

Caitlin’s instinct was to say no, laugh it off and change the subject… but something in her, in the way her pulse had quickened, was intrigued despite herself.

“What kind of things?”

“Nothing dramatic. Just small acts. Little moments of letting someone else be in charge.” Helena tilted her head, a smile playing at the edges of her mouth. “Unless you’re afraid?”

“I’m not afraid,” Caitlin said, too quickly. She could feel her composure ever so slightly rattled, that feeling, probably not helped by the drinks and the adrenaline from earlier, that everything was moving a little faster than her mind could keep up with.

“Then you’ll play?”

Caitlin hesitated, then found herself nodding. “Ok. Sure. Why not?”


Chapter 3


“Good.” Helena’s smile was pleased as she studied Caitlin for a few long moments. “First thing: I need another drink. Will you get me one?”

Caitlin started to look around. “Sure, let me just find one of the waitresses…”

“No.” Helena’s voice stopped her. “Let me be clear. I’m not asking if you’ll ask someone to bring us a drink. I’m asking you to go to the bar and get me a drink while I stay here. A caipirinha, made the way I like it. And one for you too. Leave your shoes here.”

Caitlin felt a flash of irritation… this was the junior consultant on her team, asking, no, telling her to fetch a drink like some kind of assistant.

But… she’d agreed to the game. And what did it matter, really? It was just getting a drink.

“Fine,” she said, standing. “Anything else?”

Helena smiled. “Just that for now.”

Caitlin walked to the bar, acutely conscious that she’d just complied with Helena’s direction. Helena, her junior. It should have annoyed her, but… curiously it didn’t. Quite the opposite in fact, and wearing no shoes, no, not being allowed to wear her shoes, felt strangely liberating.

At the bar she ordered the caipirinha, trying to remember if Helena had specified anything earlier about how she liked it. She hadn’t, which meant Caitlin had to guess.

“Are there different ways you can make it?” she asked the bartender.

She just shrugged back. “Anything particular you want done?”

Caitlin shook her head. “No… make it however you think is best.”

A few minutes later she headed back to the table carrying their two drinks. Helena accepted the drink with a warm smile. “Perfect. Thank you.”

“You didn’t tell me how you like it,” Caitlin pointed out, sitting back down.

“I know. I wanted to see if you’d ask or if you’d just handle it.” Helena took a sip. “You handled it. That’s very you… fix it for yourself rather than letting someone else guide you.”

“Is that good or bad? I let the bartender make what she thought was best.”

“Neither good nor bad. Just interesting.” Helena put her drink down. “It’s nicely made, thank you. Next thing: I want you to sit a certain way.”

“Sit a certain way?”

“Yes. Hands on the table, palms down. Back straight. Ankles crossed. Like you’re in a board meeting, waiting for something important to begin.”

Caitlin laughed. “Why?”

“Because I asked you to. That’s the game, remember? You agreed.”

Caitlin looked at Helena, trying to understand what this was about. But Helena’s expression was open, curious, nothing threatening about it. Just… interested in seeing if Caitlin would comply.

Fine. It was just sitting up straight. She did that all the time in meetings.

Caitlin placed her hands on the table, palms down. Straightened her spine. Squared her shoulders. Crossed her ankles.

“Good, well done,” Helena said, and to her surprise Caitlin felt her praise send an unexpected flutter through her chest. “Now stay like that for a minute. Don’t move. Just be still, be present, and look at me.”

“This is silly,” Caitlin said with a smile, but she didn’t move.

“Maybe. But you’re doing it anyway.” Helena watched her intently with interest as Caitlin focused on her eyes. “How does it feel?”

“Uncomfortable. Exposed.”

“Why exposed?”

“Because I’m just… sitting here. On display. Like you’re examining me.”

“I am examining you,” Helena said simply. “I told you… I’m curious about you. About what happens when you let someone else direct you, even in small ways.” She paused. “You can move now.”

Caitlin relaxed, pulling her hands back and uncrossing her ankles, feeling oddly relieved. It had only been a minute, but ceding autonomy of her posture to another person had made it had feel much longer.

“That was strange,” she said.

“But you did it.” Helena’s smile was warm again. “Many people would have refused. Most people. Or laughed it off. But you actually did it. Why?”

“Because I agreed to the game.”

“Even though I’m junior to you. Younger than you. Subordinate to you. Even though you’re the one with the dominant personality, my superior, used to being in charge.”

“I guess so.” Caitlin felt something stir inside her, something she couldn’t quite comprehend, because Helena’s observation resonated… it felt like she’d suddenly been shown a glimpse of something that should be forbidden and she realised with surprise that it excited her.

“Interesting,” Helena said quietly, taking another sip of her drink.

They sat in silence for a moment, and Caitlin found herself processing what had just happened. She’d followed Helena’s commands. Twice now… the drink, the posture. Small things, meaningless things really. But she’d done them without much resistance.

Why?

“Next thing,” Helena said, pulling Caitlin from her thoughts. “See that man over there? In the Astros cap?”

Caitlin followed Helena’s gaze. A man in his thirties, unremarkable, talking to some friends, men and women, at another table.

“What about him?”

“Go tell him you like his hat. Then come back.”

Caitlin stared at Helena. “That’s ridiculous.”

“Is it? It’s just a compliment to a stranger. People do it all the time.”

“But why would I…”

“Because I’m asking you to. Because you agreed to play.” Helena’s expression was calm, that same open curiosity. “Unless you want to stop? We can stop anytime.”

Caitlin’s rational mind told her that she should stop. That she should tell Helena this was absurd and change the subject, game over. But something in her was curious now. Curious about where this was going. Curious about why she kept wanting to comply with Helena’s requests… curious why she didn’t want to disappoint Helena.

“Fine,” Caitlin said, standing. “But this is the last one.”

“We’ll see,” Helena replied with a small smile.

Caitlin walked across the patio, feeling ridiculous. The man in the Astros cap and his friends looked up as she approached, surprise written all over his face.

“Hi,” Caitlin said, feeling her cheeks go red. “I just wanted to say…” She took a deep breath. “I like your hat.”

The man blinked. “Oh. Thanks? I guess?” He paused. “You a fan?”

“Sure,” Caitlin said, having no idea if it was even baseball season, let alone whether the Astros had won recently. “Have a good night.”

As she turned to walk back to her table, Caitlin was acutely aware of the man looking at his friends like she was crazy and of one of her friends stifling a laugh. She was aware of Helena watching every step as she returned and, when she sat down, Helena’s smile was unmistakably pleased.

“Good,” Helena said. “Very good.”

“Happy?” Caitlin asked, trying to sound dismissive but hearing a slight breathlessness in her own voice that belied the excitement she was feeling at this unusual experience.

“Very. But more importantly… how do you feel?”

Caitlin considered the question honestly. “Strange. Like I just did something I shouldn’t have. But also…” She trailed off, not sure how to articulate it.

“Also what?”

Caitlin took a deep breath and felt her cheeks redden again. “Also like I wanted to please you. By doing it.” Caitlin looked down at her drink, uncomfortable with the admission. “Which is strange. Very strange for me.”

“Not strange,” Helena said gently, leaning forward and looking Caitlin in the eye. “Natural. You spend your whole life being in charge, making decisions, controlling everything. There’s something freeing about letting someone else direct you. Even in small ways.”

“I don’t know about freeing,” Caitlin said. “It feels more like… unsettling.”

“Unsettling can be good. It means you’re experiencing something new.” Helena leaned forward further, her voice dropping slightly. “Tell me the truth… did you enjoy it? Following my directions? Doing what I asked?”

Caitlin opened her mouth to say no, to brush off the whole thing. But Helena’s dark eyes held hers, and something in her gaze made Caitlin want to be entirely honest with her.

“I don’t know,” she said finally. “Maybe. A little.”

“A little,” Helena repeated, her smile widening. “That’s more than most people would be brave enough to admit.”

“More than a little,” Caitlin admitted.

“More than a little is even better. You did well.” Caitlin didn’t quite understand why she felt such pride to know that Helena was pleased with her, just that she did. “Let’s pause the game for now.”

“Pause it?”

“Pause it… you can choose whether we start to play again.”

They fell into conversation again but something had changed between them… Caitlin was more aware of Helena now not as her junior but as something else, someone who did not fit into the neat structure and hierarchy that she was used to. She noticed Helena’s mannerisms, the relaxed confidence in her voice, the intelligence behind her eyes. They talked about travel, a little about Brazil and Helena’s favourite places, about what they each thought about their colleagues. Caitlin was talking to her as her peer and, she realised, she wanted to impress Helena, wanted Helena to want to keep talking to Caitlin.

Once they’d got another round of drinks, Helena buying them this time as they weren’t playing the game, Helena sat back down and said, “Would you like us to try playing the game again now?”

Caitlin shrugged and tried to appear insouciant. “If you’d like… I’m easy.”

Helena fixed her with her gaze. “It needs to be your choice. Do you want to do what I tell you again?”

Taking a deep breath, feeling her heart race, Caitlin replied quietly, “I would like that.”

Helena smiled and sat silent for a long few moments, the sounds of conversation and music washing around them in the warm evening air. “Good… that takes a lot of bravery. I can see how your mind is torn between wanting to and feeling that you shouldn’t. I admire your decision.”

Caitlin said nothing, simply watching Helena while she felt an unusual sense of pride well up at knowing that Helena was pleased with her. Not for the first time she felt like the night was spinning ever so slightly out of control, but she didn’t mind. It felt good to let go, she had to admit. Really good.

“In Brazil we value relationships in everything we do. Business or pleasure. Americans always want to get to straight to it, I find everything is so transactional, so much of it is fake.”

“That doesn’t sound very efficient,” Caitlin replied, wondering where Helena was going with this.

“Maybe.” Helena shrugged. “But it also means that you have a relationship that’s real.” She paused, and then smiled. “So… I’m not going to tell you to do anything right now, instead I am going to ask you something and I want you to be completely honest with me. Completely. Whatever you say will be in confidence, I will not tell a soul.”

Caitlin found herself nodding her agreement.

“Tell me something true about yourself. Something that nobody else knows.”

Sitting up a little straighter, Caitlin found herself thinking hard, looking at the table.

“Remember, if you're not comfortable with this we can end it. There's no pressure. But I think telling me your truth will be enlightening for both of us.”

Finally, Caitlin lifted her head to look at Helena again. “I’m lonely.” She smiled weakly and tilted her head. “There you go… my truth. My career is great, my house is great, my bank balance is great. Family, friends, all good. But… I’m lonely.” She hesitated. “I yearn to meet someone who understands me, who I can share everything with, but there's no one.”

Helena looked at her sympathetically, then reached out and took Caitlin’s hands in hers in a gesture of reassurance. “Even when surrounded by people who admire you, like you were at dinner tonight. Let me guess… no man is ever enough for you, never worthy of you. Your friends… they all have partners or are married. Your family… they love you but they don’t understand your life. Your colleagues… they’re colleagues, not real friends. It is you against the world, and that is what you've needed to get where you are.”

Caitlin was stunned by how succinctly and accurately Helena had understood her loneliness. “You… yes.” She realised that they were playing the game and Helena had told her to be entirely honest, so she must be. “I’ve focused on building transactional relationships since business school and my real relationships either haven’t caught up or have left me behind.”

“The two aren’t mutually exclusive.” Helena’s hands stayed on Caitlin’s, and Caitlin made no move to take her own hands away… her touch was comforting, a counterpoint to her stark admission. “You can have both.”

“How?”

“By letting someone in. Really in. Not just superficially, not a passing acquaintance or a casual date. Let someone see you, see all of you.”

Caitlin’s throat felt tight. Any doubt she had that the night was spiralling out of control had vanished by now… she felt like her head was spinning. “And you think you see me? After three weeks of working for me?” She laughed and it came out harsher than she intended. “We’d barely spoken face-to-face until this evening.”

“I think you’d agree that I see more than most. Because I’m looking.” Helena’s thumb was tracing small circles on the back of Caitlin’s hand and, despite everything, she realised that she didn’t want Helena to stop. Didn’t want any of this to stop, ridiculous as that sounded. “And I think you want to be seen. Under all that control, under the dominant personality, you’re desperate for someone to really look at you.”

“That’s very presumptuous,” Caitlin managed to reply.

“Maybe. Am I wrong?”

Caitlin said nothing, not trusting her voice.

“I want to ask you something. And I want you to think about it before you answer, and then I want you to answer completely truthfully.”

“Ok,” Caitlin managed to whisper.

“Tonight has been interesting. Fun. But I think we both know that there’s something else happening here, even after just a couple of hours talking I can feel it and I know you can too, something more than two colleagues from different offices having drinks.” Helena paused for long enough to give Caitlin the chance to say something, and when Caitlin stayed silent she continued. “I’d like to continue this conversation somewhere more private. Somewhere we can really explore this further.”

Caitlin’s heart was hammering now. “What do you mean, explore?”

“I mean that I’d like to show you what it’s really like. To let go of control completely. To trust someone else to lead you. To discover parts of yourself you’ve kept locked away.” Helena’s voice was low, intimate. “But that’s not a conversation for a beer garden. That’s something that needs privacy. Space.”

“You’re talking about coming back to my place,” Caitlin said, trying to make sense of what was happening here.

“If you’re brave enough.” Helena’s smile was challenging. “Are you? Brave enough to see where this leads? Curious enough to find out what happens when you finally let someone else take charge of you?”

Caitlin should say no. Should laugh this off, finish her drink, go home alone. This was a colleague. A junior colleague. And whatever Helena was suggesting, it was wildly inappropriate. She could be fired for it. They both could.

But… Caitlin’s pulse was racing, and her skin felt electric where Helena’s hand touched hers, and something deep inside her was screaming yes, I want to know, I want to see, I want to feel what it’s like. The glimpse of the forbidden, the idea of surrendering control to her subordinate, of reversing roles and becoming temporarily the very opposite of what she had made herself… it was intoxicating.

“I don’t…” Caitlin started, then stopped. “I don’t understand what’s happening.”

“You don’t need to understand. You just need to decide if you’re curious enough to find out.” Helena squeezed her hand gently. “Your place is close, you said? In the Heights?”

“Ten minutes from here.” Caitlin hesitated. “This is just between us? Just part of our game, just tonight? No one else would ever know?”

“Absolutely.” Helena stood, pulling Caitlin gently to her feet. “Let’s go. Unless you’re afraid?”

“I’m not afraid,” Caitlin said, though that wasn’t entirely truthful.

“Then prove it.”

They walked to the street, Helena calling an Uber on her phone. Caitlin stood on the sidewalk, barefoot… she’d forgotten her shoes at the table. Helena noticed and went back for them, returning with a pair of heels dangling from her fingers.

“I’ll carry them,” Helena said. “You’re more comfortable without them anyway.”

And somehow that small act, Helena carrying her shoes for her, felt momentous. Like a symbol of something shifting between them… Helena was looking after her, Caitlin was safe with her, and what that all meant… well, that was for another time, not tonight.


Chapter 4


The ride passed in silence, Caitlin watching the familiar streets of Houston slip past but barely registering them, her mind trying to understand what was happening to her while her hand felt the reassuring warmth of Helena’s hand resting on top of it.

To say that this was unexpected was the understatement of the century.

She’d agreed to go home with Helena. Her junior colleague. Her subordinate. A woman. And the purpose… she suspected it wasn’t just to talk.

She should tell the driver to stop. Should say this was a mistake. Should reassert control and drop Helena back at her hotel.

Instead, she found herself turning her hand so that she was palm to palm with Helena and interlocking her fingers with Helena’s.

“Good,” Helena murmured, turning her head to smile at Caitlin, and Caitlin felt that flutter in her chest again.

Caitlin didn’t know how far she wanted this to go, or indeed how far Helena wanted it to go, but she was curious… go with it for now, she told herself, but always remember you can end it whenever you want, that’s your right. For now, though, certainly she was excited to see what happened next. That, and nervous.

They pulled up in front of Caitlin’s bungalow and Caitlin fumbled with her keys, suddenly nervous in a way she hadn’t been for many years.

“Here, let me.” And it wasn’t until the door was open and they’d stepped inside that Caitlin realised that Helena had taken charge and used Caitlin’s keys to let her into her own home.

Caitlin reached for the light switch out of habit, but Helena caught her wrist. “No. Just the lamp. Softer lighting.” Acutely conscious that she was doing what Helena told her, Caitlin took the few steps to where the lamp sat on a side table and turned it on instead, soft light filling the hallway. Behind her Helena closed and locked the door.

For a moment they both stood there in the warm light, and Caitlin turned to look at Helena properly for the first time all evening, really look at her, not as a subordinate, not as a colleague, but as the woman that Caitlin had agreed to obey.

And suddenly she saw what she’d somehow missed for three weeks. Helena wasn’t just good looking or generically attractive. She was stunning. The full lips, the sharp lines of her cheekbones, the dark eyes that seemed, now that she really saw them, to see Caitlin with a clarity that even Caitlin had never seen herself with. The stylish light brown hair that fell to just below her shoulders. The slim physique with curves in all the right places under her simple but expensive looking white blouse and black trousers. And the way she held herself, confident, certain, absolutely sure in herself.

How had Caitlin not noticed how desperately desirable Helena was before?

“What?” Helena asked, noticing Caitlin’s stare, a twitch of a smile on her lips.

“Nothing,” Caitlin said, though her voice had gone slightly breathless. “I just… I’m trying to figure out what’s happening.”

Helena smiled, stepping closer. “What’s happening is that you’re about to discover something about yourself. Something important. If you’re brave enough to let yourself.”

“And what is that?”

“That’s what we’re going to find out. Together.” She paused and then stepped towards the open double doorway through to the main living area. “But first, show me your home.”

Caitlin resisted the urge to switch the overhead lights on as she walked through, instead switching on the lamps at the side while Helena explored the room, trailing her fingers along the spines of the books lined up on the bookcase that covered an entire wall.

“Well done,” she said, looking over to Caitlin. “You paid attention to the lights. You’re a natural at this.” Caitlin felt herself blush a little while Helena continued. “You’ve read all of these?”

“Almost all. It’s my hobby, reading. My favourite way to unwind.”

Helena nodded as she kept walking, looking through the archway to the kitchen and dining area, and then walking back over to Caitlin.

“Sit down, in the armchair there.” Helena gestured to a chair near the bookcase.

Caitlin hesitated momentarily, still struggling instinctively to take commands from someone else in her own home, but forced herself to do as she had been told. Helena took the chair nearest to it for herself and turned to look at Caitlin. “Now, close your eyes.”

“I don’t think…” Caitlin started to say, not really sure what she didn’t think but feeling like she needed to say something.

“Precisely the point,” Helena interrupted. “You always think. You analyse. You strategise. Right now, I’m asking you simply to experience instead.”

Caitlin hesitated then slowly closed her eyes, feeling strangely vulnerable to be sat in her own home with a woman who was, effectively, a stranger, no matter how strong the connection she’d felt with Helena was.

“Keep them closed,” Helena instructed. Caitlin heard movement, felt the subtle shift in the air and heard the soft rustle that told her that Helena had stood again and was moving around the room. “What do you hear?” Helena asked, her voice now coming from somewhere behind the chair.

Caitlin concentrated, becoming aware of sounds she normally filtered out. “The whisper of the air conditioning. A clock ticking.” She paused. “Your breathing and mine.”

"And what do you feel?"

The question seemed to unleash something in Caitlin’s awareness. She felt the texture of the fabric on the chair beneath her fingers, the slight chill from the air conditioning vent against her bare arms, and something else… an electric awareness of Helena’s presence somewhere behind her.

“I feel…” she began, then faltered, not used to describing her sense of touch.

“Honestly,” Helena encouraged, her voice closer now, just behind Caitlin’s shoulder.

“Exposed,” Caitlin admitted. “Aware. Alert.”

“Good.” Caitlin felt the slightest brush of fingertips on her back. Even through the fabric of her dress it sent a shock through her body. “Stay with that feeling. Don’t analyse it. Don’t label it. Just experience it.”

The fingers traced the lightest path down her back and then back up to her neck before pulling away. Caitlin found herself leaning slightly towards the touch before stopping herself.

“You feel it, don’t you?” Helena asked, her voice moving to be in front of Caitlin. “The pleasure that comes from being present, from letting someone else touch you how they choose, not how you choose. The joy that comes from not having to think, only to experience.”

Caitlin nodded. “I do.” She knew she wanted more, without a doubt.

She felt Helena’s fingers touch her cheek, so lightly again, and leaned her head towards her touch, though as she did Helena pulled her fingertips away slightly. “Keep still,” she whispered, and Caitlin forced herself to comply. “It is important for you to know,” Helena continued, “that we go on only for as long as you want to. You can end it whenever you want, and that is fine. You have all the power here, not me. I need you to promise me, though, that if you feel uncomfortable in any way you tell me. It is really important that you promise me that.”

Caitlin would have promised anything at that point as Helena’s fingertips brushed past her ear and then down her neck, making her exhale sharply. “I promise.”

“Say it to me. Tell me what you are promising me.”

“I promise that I will tell you immediately if I am uncomfortable or want you to stop.”

“Good.” The fingertips became Helena’s hand resting on her shoulder, and Caitlin felt her pulse quicken… in the space of an evening Helena’s praise had come to mean so much to her, even a simple word like good. “Now, open your eyes and stand.”

Caitlin obeyed immediately, rising to her feet and standing by the chair, Helena a couple of feet away, looking at her intently. God she is beautiful, Caitlin thought, how on earth had I not noticed before?

“Hands behind your back.” Caitlin obeyed and returned Helena’s gaze. “Well done.” Helena reached her hand up to stroke along Caitlin’s jaw line, then up to her cheek, as slowly and as gently as before. “You’re trembling,” Helena noted.

“I’m cold,” Caitlin replied.

“Be honest.”

“I’m…” Caitlin hesitated. “I… am excited. And nervous.” The words felt strange coming from her mouth, but it was true. She was excited and she was nervous.

“Excited is good. Nervous is natural. You shouldn’t be afraid to tell me the truth.”

“It just… being so candid doesn’t come naturally.”

“It will with time.” Helena stepped closer, very close, her fingers trailing down to Caitlin’s neck and coming to rest on her collarbone all while her eyes were locked with Caitlin’s. “Remember, we end this when you want to. Until then… trust me. And trust your body’s wisdom over your mind’s instinctive caution.”

Slowly, ever slowly, Helena leaned forward until her lips were just millimetres from Caitlin’s, and whispered, “Know you can always trust me…”

Caitlin couldn’t help herself, leaning forward to close the gap, wanting to feel Helena’s lips on hers, wanting to know what it was like, wanting her, but Helena pulled away, only slightly but just enough, then again a little further when Caitlin tried to kiss her again.

Helena smiled and placed a finger on Caitlin’s lips. “Patience, Gatinha, patience.” While Caitlin was left wondering what Gatinha meant, Helena rose on tiptoes and pressed her lips to Caitlin’s forehead… a gesture that felt incredibly submissive to Caitlin, but no less welcome for it. Caitlin’s eyes closed, her breathing rapid, her heart racing as she tried to process how she’d just tried to kiss another woman, a junior colleague no less… she just didn't do that.

When Helena leaned back Caitlin opened her eyes again to see her looking at Caitlin with an expression of anticipation.

“Come with me,” Helena said, taking Caitlin’s hand in hers.

***

Caitlin followed as Helena led her through to the other end of the bungalow, to the bedrooms. It was a strange sensation, feeling both completely natural after their games so far for Helena to be leading and Caitlin to be following, but at the same time also completely and utterly wrong to have this woman that she barely knew take such a confident lead in her own home.

“You have three bedrooms.” It was a statement from Helena, not a question.

“I do.”

“Stand here, hands behind your back, eyes closed, while I look at each of them.”

Caitlin hesitated. Her bedroom was her private sanctuary, her space… was she comfortable with Helena going in there without her?

Helena saw her hesitation and said, “You agreed to obey me. This is what I am asking you to do. You can not do it, of course, but then this ends and I get an Uber home. You choose.” It wasn’t said unkindly, quite the opposite in fact, but left Caitlin in no doubt that there wasn’t a halfway house here… obey or don’t, but don’t try to pick and choose.

Eventually Caitlin nodded and clasped her hands behind her back, eyes closed. “Well done,” Helena said. “When I come back I want you to tell me what you’ve heard and felt.”

She listened as Helena went through what sounded like the door to the front bedroom, a room that Caitlin had repurposed as a home gym, a multigym in the centre, a rowing machine down one side, a running machine on the other. Helena spent a few minutes in there before moving on to the middle bedroom, the smallest of the three, just large enough for a double bed and not a lot more, and she didn’t spend long in there at all.

Finally, she heard Helena walk through to the back bedroom, Caitlin’s room, and she heard what sounded like some lamps being turned on as well as the sound of the wardrobe opening and some of her drawers opening and closing as well. Caitlin felt herself stiffen at the thought that Helena was looking through her possessions but forced herself to relax… it might feel uncomfortable, but nowhere near enough to make her call this experiment off.

Caitlin estimated it had been at least five minutes after Helena went into her bedroom when she heard Helena call through, “You may come and join me.”


Chapter 5


Caitlin opened her eyes and walked tentatively down her own hallway, slightly nervous about what she would find, but was relieved when she went through the door to see nothing untoward… well, nothing untoward save for the stunning Helena sat back on her couch that ran beneath the window on the far side of the room, the nightlights in her back garden visible behind her.

“Stand there,” she said, pointing to a spot near the door. Caitlin did as instructed and Helena smiled warmly. “This room is perfect for what we’re going to do. I love your sense of style by the way… very modern but still warm.”

“Thank you,” Caitlin replied, not really sure what was expected of her.

“Now… come to me.”

Without thinking Caitlin walked slowly across the room to stand in front of Helena. Helena reached her hands up and started to very gently, as light as a feather, run her fingers over Caitlin's hips, stomach, and then outer thighs, never staying anywhere long, but drawing a soft sigh from Caitlin as the sensations built.

"I am going to teach you what happens when you obey me, as you have done so well so far. It should be a night that you never forget, but... at any point tonight tell me to stop and I will. You have absolute power over this. Do you understand?"

"Yes," Caitlin said quietly.

"Then we begin," replied Helena. "I would like you to kneel over there with your hands resting on your lap and close your eyes." She pointed to a spot in the corner of the room and Caitlin complied, kneeling down, clasping her hands together behind her back, eyes closed.

As she knelt, Caitlin could hear Helena moving around the room. "Tell me what you hear."

"You moving... A police siren outside... Your bag unzipping... My heart beating..."

Caitlin felt Helena's fingers caress her cheek briefly. "Very good. You learn fast." There was the same confidence as usual in her voice, but also with a hint of pride that made Caitlin feel proud too, pleased to have pleased Helena.

She knelt in silence for a few minutes, the only sound made by Helena moving around the room.

"Open your eyes." Caitlin's eyes flew open and, after a moment to adjust to the light, she saw Helena sat on the couch again except that her dress was gone, visible instead hung up in Caitlin's wardrobe. Earlier, even a couple of hours before, that level of presumption would have riled Caitlin, but not now, not after the change that Helena had brought about already.

Instead of her dress she was wearing a red silk nightdress. No, not just a red silk nightdress, Caitlin’s red silk nightdress. Elegant, simple, it went halfway down her thighs and was the right size for Helena, and the way that she was sitting and the way the nightdress was cut showed plenty of her stunning body. Caitlin couldn’t help but stare at her slim, tanned legs… Caitlin wasn't into women, had never been into women, but Helena just got more and more beautiful and, she had to admit to herself, more and more alluring by the minute.

"Crawl to me."

Caitlin glanced sharply at Helena, sure that she must be joking, but of course she wasn’t.

"I don't..." Caitlin started to say, the normal her rising up to protest at something so demeaning, but Helena cut her off.

"You don't what? This is your chance, to truly free yourself. What have you got to lose?"

A thousand counterarguments formed in Caitlin's head but she pushed them down, not wanting to have gone this far and fail at this stage. Because, she realised, she wanted to obey. Genuinely, deep down... it was a shock to her, but not an unpleasant one.

So, instead, she put her hands to the floor and started to crawl.

“Look at me while you crawl.”

Caitlin looked up and made eye contact as she crawled across the floor, a journey that felt long across the full width of the room. She should have felt humiliated, but she didn't... she felt a feeling of almost euphoria instead, that and unexpected arousal to be crawling across the floor towards this Brazilian goddess sat on her couch, in her bedroom, in her house.

When she got close Helena said, “Stop. Now stand.” Caitlin stood and then, with a small smile, Helena said, “Remove your dress.”

"I..." Caitlin started, but a look from Helena silenced her and she was through that brief moment of resistance, reaching behind herself to undo the zip and, when it came undone, allowing the dress to fall down to her feet.

“Turn slowly in a circle for me. I want to see you.”

Caitlin tried to look relaxed, as if standing in her lingerie in front of one of her juniors was a completely normal occurrence, and she almost managed it. Almost, but she knew that her shoulders were a little hunched and her posture a little rigid.

“You’re trembling again,” Helena noticed.

“I’m… I was about to pretend I’m cold, but I’m not… I’m just not used to be looked at like this.”

Helena laughed kindly. “You’re beautiful. You know that, don’t you? I mean stunningly beautiful. I was attracted to you the moment I met you three weeks ago, and…” Here Helena paused. “I am so absolutely honoured that you have chosen me, of all eight billion people on this planet, to be the one sat here with you right now.”

Caitlin couldn’t help smiling back and felt herself blushing, her heart soaring at such a compliment.

“An interesting choice of underwear,” Helena continued.

“How do you mean? It’s my normal underwear.”

Helena raised her eyebrows sceptically. “Really? Red lace lingerie with black stockings and suspenders all the time?”

“No one knows this, but yes. It’s, like, I suppose my armour. If I go to work knowing that I’ve got the very best underwear on it gives me that inner confidence that I need when it gets tough.”

“Interesting.” Helena tilted her head. “It works?” Caitlin nodded. “Shall I try it next week?”

Caitlin nodded her head again. “Yes, you should.” My god, Caitlin thought, next week… whatever does or doesn’t happen here I’ll see Helena every day next week, and if I know she’s wearing something sexy under her clothes… focus on now, she realised, worry about next week when it comes.

Helena looked up at her for a few moments. “Tonight is about discovering parts of you that you locked away. You need to relax and set yourself free. With regret…” Helena grinned. “You need to take it all off. All of it.”

Caitlin paused and looked at Helena, a hint of instinctive defiance in her eyes. The moment a little earlier when she'd tried to kiss Helena and failed she'd realised and made peace with the fact that she was going to end up in bed with Helena that night, even with her mind as confused as it had been at that point she had the clarity to understand her own desires and where her evening was heading.

But this... this was nothing like any encounter she'd had before. Not remotely close. She was far, far out of her depth, and realised that she had two options. She could end it, could say stop, and she believed Helena when she said that she would. Or she could continue.

And she really didn't want to say stop, not by that point, not after what she'd been through with Helena so far.

So... continue.

Looking Helena in the eye, lips pursed, she reached behind her back and was pleased to see Helena’s breath catch slightly, her lips parted, the realisation that Helena, this stunningly beautiful and intriguing woman, genuinely felt desire for her giving Caitlin a boost of confidence. She resolved in that moment that, like with everything in her life, now that she’d mentally committed she wasn’t going to give it anything but her best.

Caitlin unclasped her bra, letting it drop to the ground, and stood there, back straight, a little smile playing across her lips. Helena leaned forward, her eyes still on Caitlin, before she looked down as she reached a hand up, her fingertips gently brushing over Caitlin’s bare, toned midriff, skirting around to her side and then up, brushing the underside of her breasts. Helena looked Caitlin in the eye again and smiled, and Caitlin noticed how her cheeks were flushed, a flush that Caitlin knew her own cheeks matched. Wow, she thought, Helena looks even better when she’s aroused… this is getting really interesting.

“All of it?” Caitlin asked.

“All of it,” Helena almost breathed.

Caitlin unclipped her suspenders and, leaning down, rolled first one then the other stocking down her legs and kicked them off before straightening again and slipping her thumbs under the waist of her underwear.

She paused. “You’re sure?” Caitlin figured it didn’t hurt to tease Helena a little, reclaim just the tiniest bit of her own power.

Helena just looked at her and, smiling, nodded. Caitlin nodded back and slipped her underwear down and off, before straightening once more to stand there completely naked in front of Helena. It could have felt strange the way that Helena openly looked her up and down, hungrily, but it didn’t… it simply spoke to desire, a desire that was growing increasingly mutual.

“Perfeita,” came the appreciative comment from Helena. She sat forward again and Caitlin watched as her hand trailed over her body, the sensation insane, but careful to avoid the more overtly sexual places… Caitlin realised suddenly that this, all of this, not just at her house but the game at Kirby’s, all of it was the most exquisite, skilled foreplay she had ever encountered. No man had ever got remotely close to this, nowhere near, and she’d never slept with a woman so had no frame of reference there. All that she knew was that her anticipation was through the roof, particularly now that she’d fully committed to what was inevitable.

“Go and lie down on your bed, head on the pillows, eyes closed.”

Caitlin did as commanded, walking over to the bed… her bed… and lay back, arms by her side, head in the pillow and eyes closed.

“Tell me what you feel.”

“I feel… the pillow under my head, and the sheets under my body. It feels… good. Comforting. Reassuring.” She paused. “It makes me happy I bought a deep mattress topper.”

“How about inside?”

“I feel…” Caitlin hesitated. She’d been about to say the same as earlier, a mix of nervous and excited, but that had evolved. And she wanted to be truthful for Helena, wanted to please her. “Anticipation. Excitement. Arousal.” She paused again. “But also I feel out of my depth. Far out of my depth. Out of control.”

“How does being out of control affect you?”

“Honest answer, I feel like I should hate it, like I’m meant to hate it with who I am. But… I don’t. No. That’s wrong. It’s not that I don’t hate it… I’m…” Caitlin hesitated again. “This is hard for me to say.”

“Take your time.” Helena’s voice came from next to the bed and Caitlin felt the mattress move as Helena climbed on next to her. “This is important.”

“I… I suppose, what I’m saying is that I like it. I like doing what you tell me. I like not having to think about it. It’s… this is crazy, insane, but good crazy, good insane.”

“I’m so proud of you,” Helena replied, her hand settling comfortingly on Caitlin’s hip, and Caitlin felt herself blush at the praise. “To be so strong, so comfortable in yourself that you can be open to something like this and see so quickly how it's a side to you to embrace, not to try to resist… it’s rare.” She paused. “Open your eyes. I want to discuss with you what comes next.”

Caitlin opened her eyes again and looked up to see Helena kneeling next to her, looking incredible in the silk nightdress, her hair tied back now, a necklace around her neck but no other jewellery. Helena was smiling kindly, something that felt to Caitlin like it should jar with the role she’d assumed but somehow didn’t, indeed made it that much more authentic.

“Do you trust me?” Helena asked.

Caitlin nodded, and said, “I barely know you… but yes, I do.” It was true as well, there was something about Helena that spoke to every instinct that Caitlin had… this was someone that was reliable and entirely trustworthy.

“Good. What comes next is a deeper sort of game. So far, you’ve ceded control to me of your actions, let me tell you what to do rather than you deciding for yourself. Now, I would like you to allow me to control your movements themselves.”

Caitlin looked at Helena for a long moment, trying to make sure she understood the implication. In the end, though, she simply asked. “Restraint?”

Helena nodded. “Restraint. Have you tried it before?”

“No.” Caitlin gave a rueful smile. “You can imagine, not really my scene.”

Helena grinned. “I can. I have tried it, many times, and with the right person it can be special. I hope that I’m that right person for you. Will you try it?”

“I’ve already followed your orders at Kirby’s, let you tell me what to do in my own home, tried but failed to kiss you, crawled across my bedroom floor to you, and taken all my clothes off for you… this feels like a natural progression.”

“Good answer.” Helena looked at her intently. “I want to make sure you’re prepared. It can be intense, particularly the first time when you’re not used to it. I will stop immediately if you ask me to, no questions, no consequences. That we do this is entirely in your power and yours alone.” She paused to check that Caitlin understood. “My suggestion is that if you feel uncomfortable with it, give it a few moments to let it pass… it can be unusual at first. Wait until you genuinely want it to end to tell me to stop.”

Caitlin nodded her understanding. “One thing… you promise me, absolutely, that this stays between us? No one else will ever know? Not even a hint?” It was her lingering concern… that if, say, one of her rivals at work discovered that she had spent a night like this it could undermine her.

Helena simply smiled. “I will promise you if you promise me the same? It would be just as challenging for our colleagues to find out that I took on this dominant role with you as it would be to know that you were so strong as to take on this submissive role.”

“I promise, absolutely.”

“Then I promise too.” Helena paused. “Let’s begin. Close your eyes.”

Caitlin obeyed and felt the bed move as Helena moved around, then felt Helena take one hand and move it towards one corner of the bed, then the other hand to another corner so that she was lying in a Y-shape.

Helena’s reassuring, accented voice came from nearby as she heard her bedside drawer open and resisted the urge not to look. “First, your wrists.”

Caitlin was surprised momentarily to feel rough fabric wrap around her left wrist, tight enough to not slip off but not too tight, and assumed that Helena was tying a knot. She felt the same with her right wrist, a different fabric, and then felt a tug. She tried to move her wrists and found that she was tied tight, very little room to move either, and then she felt Helena lift her head and slip something that felt suspiciously like a silk scarf over her eyes, realised that she was blindfolded

There was a moment of panic, the reality of this sudden surrender of physical control layered on top of the surrender of emotional control briefly overwhelming, starting to feel too much. She was acutely aware that she was helpless physically now, completely at Helena’s mercy, and her instinct was to escape to somewhere, anywhere.

“I’m here,” Helena reassured her, noticing Caitlin’s reaction. “You’re safe. All you need to do is say and I’ll remove the restraints straight away. Do you want me to?” Her hands rested gently on Caitlin’s body and that, as much as anything, helped… the comfort that came from the physical reminder that while she was helpless, Helena was there for her.

Caitlin took a deep breath, then another, then another and felt the panic subside. “No. I’m not… it’s not… this isn’t something I’ve ever let anyone do to me before. Not close.” She paused as she realised that she would always wonder if she didn’t find out. “I want to try it.”

“Good…” Helena’s hands started to move, gently stroking her naked skin, tantalising in how soft her touch was. “In physical restraint, just as in our games earlier, you’ll find true freedom.”

Helena hands moved again and Caitlin felt them on her ankles, moving her legs towards the two bottom corners of the bed, and then Caitlin felt what seemed to be belts… two of her belts, she was sure… wrap around each ankle in turn. Caitlin tried to move her legs and realised that she was now completely helpless, even more so than before. Arms and legs restrained tightly, but comfortably, even the sense of sight taken from her, Caitlin realised fully for the first time just how much she was ceding to Helena and how readily she’d let it happen.

She heard Helena climb off the bed and her voice from the other side of the room say, “I’m getting one extra thing from my handbag. I’ll only be away from you for seconds, and if you call my name I’ll come immediately.”

Caitlin forced herself to lie back and relax, glad that she had a pillow under her head. She realised, after a moment, that it was actually genuinely relaxing… she couldn’t move, she couldn’t see, so she could simply exist. It felt liberating.

She heard Helena return and climb back onto the bed. “I want you to let yourself completely go, to give yourself entirely over to me, to put your body and your pleasure completely under my control. That’s why I’ve restrained you, so that you can’t even try to do anything with your arms and legs except give in to the pleasure that I decide to give you.

"And that is why I've blindfolded you, so that there's nothing to distract you.” She paused. “I also have my headphones to fit over your ears, so that there's nothing for you to hear to distract you either. I will stay here all the time with you, I will look after you, and I will stop if you tell me to. You have my word. May I continue?"

Caitlin nodded and replied quickly before she could change her mind. “Yes. Please.” She could feel her body really responding to the building anticipation, responding in a way she couldn’t remember responding for a long time, if ever… she was so desperate for Helena’s touch, to experience whatever Helena had planned, to feel Helena’s lips on hers, that in all honesty she’d have said yes to anything.

“Think nothing. Do nothing. Just be in the moment.”

The headphones went over her ears and they must have had noise cancelling turned on as the room dropped to near silence, broken after a moment by soft, modern classical piano music, a piece that she vaguely recognised but couldn’t name. Helena’s hands returned to her body and she sighed in what felt strangely like contentment.

The next few minutes were the most exquisite, desperate form of torture for Caitlin, the very best kind… Helena’s light touch was everywhere, her neck, her shoulders, her legs, her torso… everywhere except for where she really, really wanted to be touched by then, a continuation of the most insane foreplay she’d ever experienced. It was all Caitlin could do not to beg Helena to touch her properly. Have faith, she told herself, she seems to know what she’s doing.

Finally, Helena’s touch started to get gradually more intimate, her hands gliding along her inner thigh, but still teasing… every time Caitlin tried to move towards the hands, using what little room for manoeuvre she had, the hands moved further away and started again. It was a subtle yet unmistakable message from Helena to behave herself.

So… Caitlin stayed still, relaxed, and gave in to the simple sensation of Helena’s touch, as she relaxed she could feel that Helena responded, her hands moving closer again, and Caitlin instinctively understood that if she did what Helena wanted she would be rewarded, and if she didn’t then she wouldn’t be.

Helena’s hands moved apart, now in two places at once, one on her abdomen, skirting lower but not quite low enough, the other one her inner thigh, moving higher but nowhere near fast enough… it felt to Caitlin like a moment of stasis, trapped for eternity at Helena’s touch but with her never quite touching her enough. It was incredible.

Caitlin gasped, a long, satisfied gasp when she finally felt Helena’s lips on her skin, adding to her hands. Those lips… the ones she’d noticed when she really saw Helena for the first time, the lips that she’d tried but failed to kiss, the lips that she’d only felt, soft, tantalising, on her forehead in possibly her first moment of true submission to Helena. Those lips were on her skin, so soft, so gentle, and while Helena’s hands played their games her lips focused on her chest, teasing her nipples, using her tongue as well, even playful little bites… the sort of behaviour she’d let no man get away with, but Helena… oh, she very definitely could.

Touched in three places, the stimulation was crazy, and then it got crazier still as Helena’s mouth started moving up Caitlin’s body, on to her shoulders, her neck, her cheeks, her nose, her forehead, everywhere slowly… everywhere save for Caitlin’s lips.

Caitlin, dependent only on her sense of touch, parted her own lips expectantly, in hope as much as anything… it was driving her crazy, but crazy good, having only that one sense to speak to her. She got her reward a few minutes later when she felt the tip of Helena’s tongue trace along her upper lip slowly, then her lower lip, and then Helena take Caitlin’s upper lip between hers and tug in it gently. Caitlin’s lips searched for Helena’s and were rewarded as she started to kiss her properly, teasing, playful, the kiss she’d been so desperate for since she’d stood in her living room earlier… at the moment, in that context, easily the best kiss of her life, no question.

Helena seemed to be focusing all her attention on the kiss herself, her hands having gone still, and as their tongues slipped against each other they kissed passionately, Caitlin instinctively straining at her restraints, wanting to reach her arms around and pull this intoxicating Brazilian woman into her and never let her leave.

Finally, though, and Caitlin would never know how long after that kiss had started it was, Helena started to kiss her way down Caitlin’s body, leaving Caitlin’s lips tingling from the stimulation, back down over her neck, her breasts, then lower, trailing kisses as she went, then she felt the mattress move and knew that Helena was between her legs and felt the lips on her again, starting near her knee but moving teasingly higher.

There was a pause, and Caitlin involuntarily whispered, “Please…” even as she worried that Helena had stopped, that part of this new game was to tease her and tease her and never quite go there. She needn’t have worried though, because when she next felt her tongue it was exactly where she wanted it to be, a touch that she’d been ready for for a long time now, a touch that she needed so desperately… a touch that Caitlin hadn’t even known that she’d needed all her life as she moaned loudly in sheer, outright pleasure at that first, magical touch of Helena’s tongue between her legs.

Caitlin had been on the receiving end of oral sex many times in her life, but always from a man. She’d wondered, of course, what it would be like from a woman, had read how it could be different, better, but at an intellectual level, not as a fantasy. Because, well, women weren’t her thing.

Not anymore.

Within thirty seconds Caitlin knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that this was not going to be the last time that she slept with a woman. No chance. Because Helena's tongue felt incredible, unbelievable. Yes, the foreplay had been amazing, yes she was desperate for her release, but still... it was an experience unlike any sexual experience she'd ever had before.

Over the next who knew how many minutes or hours, certainly not Caitlin, Helena went down on her, using her tongue and her fingers to build her up slowly then bring her back down again, again and again and again, each time reaching slightly greater heights with the lows not as low as the time before, so that her pleasure was ratcheting up minute by minute.

Caitlin lost track of what noises she was making and when, the sensory deprivation rendering the noises meaningless to her anyway, though at one point she remembered herself begging, saying, "Please... please... I need to cum... please let me cum... I'll do anything for you if you let me cum...", and at another she tried to form words but couldn't think of anything. It was insane.

Finally, finally, she felt her orgasm really starting to peak, lying back and letting the waves roll over her as she cried out and Helena held her tight, hands on Caitlin's hips as she bucked against Helena's tongue, and Helena using her tongue expertly to prolong the pleasure, turning an orgasm into a second and then a third in quick succession, leaving Caitlin breathless and writhing within the limits of her bound wrists and ankles, the material of the restraints biting into her skin and Caitlin not caring in the slightest.

And as she came back down from the heights, Caitlin had one thought rolling through her mind… where has this been all my life?


Chapter 6


Caitlin wasn't sure what had happened, but she must have drifted off, still restrained, still blindfolded, still with the headphones on, the wave after wave of seemingly endless pleasure exhausting her.

She woke when she felt Helena remove first the headphones and then the blindfold, blinking to see Helena still in her nightdress, in Caitlin’s nightdress, on hands and knees looking down at Caitlin, her hair loose again and hanging down to create a curtain around them, shutting out the rest of the world.

It was her eyes though, those deep brown eyes that felt like they could see right through Caitlin to her soul... Caitlin would remember that moment for as long as she lived, the eyes had such a look of understanding, caring tenderness, an expression that said don't worry, I'm here for you, I’ll care for you.

"Perfeita," was all Helena said. "You’re perfect when pleasure takes hold, Gatinha."

Caitlin smiled weakly up at her, thinking that that was probably the nicest thing that anyone had ever said to her after sex. Perfect. “I... don't have words."

"You don't need them." Helena lowered her face and kissed Caitlin, gently, caringly. "You stayed present, in touch with your pleasure. I could tell."

Caitlin just continued smiling, unable to talk coherently.

"Now do you understand? How letting go, how surrendering yourself to someone can set you free?"

Caitlin nodded, and managed to find the words. "I do."

Helena smiled back. "You think you do. It’s a start… but there’s much more for you to learn.”

"Tonight?"

"Tonight, this week, over the months and years to come." Seeing Caitlin's surprise, Helena laughed kindly. "You may choose to explore this with me, or someone else. Your strength gives you all the power.” She paused to lean down and kiss Caitlin. “Somehow, after what you just experienced, I don’t think you’ll stop at tonight, not now.”

Caitlin felt her cheeks redden at the thought of her submission going beyond just that night, whether with Helena or another... but she didn't recoil at the thought as she would have even an hour before. What Helena had done for her that evening had changed everything, she realised, everything. There would always be a before and an after, and the Caitlin who woke up tomorrow morning would, she knew, be fundamentally different to the Caitlin who’d gone for after work drinks today.

"Are you comfortable? Do you need anything?" asked Helena.

Caitlin looked at her bounds wrists and ankles, at her own nudity, open and utterly exposed to Helena, for Helena to do as she pleased with. It felt... right. She would never have believed it, but it just did. Imagine showing that to the Caitlin that arrived at Kirby’s not many hours ago, she thought with an inwards smile.

There was one thing though. "I need to use the bathroom..." Caitlin said quietly, slightly embarrassed to have to ask.

Helena smiled kindly. "Of course." She untied first the ankles and then the wrists, and helped Caitlin to stand.

"When you are done, I will be in your living room. Come to me but no clothes. You don't need them anymore."

Caitlin nodded her understanding, though as she walked over to the bathroom she did wonder what she meant by any more… but, she reminded herself again, she could say stop at any time.

***

A few minutes later, after the chance to freshen up a bit and with her hair tied back into a more practical ponytail, Caitlin walked naked through her bedroom and down the hall towards the living room. As she walked down the hall, her hall she had to remind herself even though it felt as if Helena had taken ownership of her whole home, Caitlin realised that she had never walked naked around her own home. It felt good, liberating. She’d always been so busy and so structured in her life, so caught up at all times in the image she felt that she needed to project to the world that she couldn’t stop projecting it even in private, that it had never occurred to her. It felt like something she should do more often.

When she reached the living room Caitlin saw that Helena was sat on her couch, comfortable in Caitlin’s silk nightdress, a bottle of Caitlin’s wine open and two glasses poured, sat ready on Caitlin’s side table.

Caitlin inhaled sharply when she saw what the bottle was… a gift from the Managing Partner of her firm to thank her personally for how she’d handled a high profile client. It was worth $1,000, easily.

“That’s…” She felt her normal self rising up, affronted at Helena’s presumption. She felt a flash of anger… a reminder that this was a junior from work sat in her home.

“That’s…?” came Helena’s calm reply, with a raised eyebrow that told Caitlin she knew exactly what she was doing.

Caitlin couldn’t help but take the bait. “That wasn’t for tonight. You can’t just help yourself to whatever you want.”

Helena just looked at her from across the room, her pursed lips the only sign that she wasn’t impressed by Caitlin’s outburst. Then, as if to bait Caitlin further, she deliberately lifted a glass to her lips and took a slow drink.

“You want to end our game?” Helena asked, with a perfectly casual tone. “If you do, just say. I’ll leave you to it. I’ll even replace the wine.”

Caitlin tried, for her part, to hold Helena’s gaze but wearing no clothes, feeling exposed, having just experienced in her bedroom something utterly mind blowing, she was in no state for a battle of wills.

“Say it.” Helena looked. “You want to end it?”

Caitlin looked down, breaking eye contact, then whispered, “No.”

“Good.” That word again, and Caitlin felt herself blush at the pride she felt from Helena’s praise. “Kneel.”

Automatically, Caitlin dropped to her knees where she stood, resting her hands on her lap. The floor felt cool under her shins, while where she was kneeling was right under the air conditioning vent and she could feel goosebumps on her skin. She kept still though, feeling ridiculously as if she had to atone for objecting to Helena opening the wine.

After a few minutes during which Helena took several leisurely sips of the wine and topped up her glass, she said, “I was going to permit you to sit with me, to enjoy this wine together. After that disobedience, there needs to be correction.” Caitlin’s breath caught at the word correction… this was spiralling further and further out of control and out of her comfort zone, but deep down she was loving it. “You are still learning so I will be kind. But you must learn that there are consequences in this game for disobedience.” She paused. “Come to me on your hands and knees, looking at me.”

Swallowing hard, Caitlin went on to her hands and knees and crawled slowly across the floor, her own floor, towards Helena, acutely conscious of her breasts hanging down, swaying with each movement, knowing that her hard nipples were clear for Helena to see.

When she got to Helena she stopped, and Helena looked down at her. After a long few moments and another sip of the wine, she said, "You’ve received pleasure. Now I’m going to teach you how to give pleasure. Have you given pleasure to a woman before?"

Caitlin shook her head. "No," she replied quietly, almost embarrassed to admit that this was something she knew little about.

Helena smiled. "I’ll teach you, Gatinha. Do as I say, and remember everything I tell you. If you choose to allow me to guide you again after tonight, there will be consequences for forgetting.”

Oh god, thought Caitlin, this is really getting out of control. If you choose to allow me to guide you again… Helena was offering an opening to a far bigger world, but Caitlin didn’t know if she’d step through to it or not. For tonight, though, she desperately wanted to see how this played out. It was as if she'd found the thing that had been missing from her life and that she hadn't even known wasn't there.

Helena shifted in her seat, reclining against the cushions, parting her legs and lifting the hem of the nightdress. Caitlin took a deep breath, far out of her comfort zone, confronted with the sight of Helena's trimmed pubic hair not twelve inches from her face.

"You may kneel," said Helena. "Tell me what you feel."

Caitlin knelt and looked down between Helena's legs again. "I feel... unsure, worried. That I might be bad at this." She realised that she didn’t know what to do.

"You worry that you might be bad?"

"I... I'm good at everything. Competitive. But this... for once I don't know what to do."

Helena smiled. "Truth, that's everything. Well done for admitting what you fear. Just relax, you’ll do well if you follow my instructions.”

Caitlin nodded nervously. "What do I do first?"

"Touch me, with your fingers, and watch how I respond. Try different things. I want to experience what you want me to experience to start.”

She looked nervously up at Helena's face, but the reassuring smile that she saw helped… she saw in that smile only expectation that Caitlin would try, not that she would necessarily succeed, and it felt liberating. So much of her life, particularly her work, was judged only on the outcome. Helena was offering her success simply through application. Slowly, tentatively, Caitlin reached her right hand up and, to start with, placed it lightly on Helena's inner thigh, stroking gently along towards her centre before stroking back towards her knee.

"Tell me, what does it feel like?" asked Helena, her voice sounding a little ragged, her cheeks flushed. It felt intoxicating to Caitlin to realise that Helena was so aroused at the prospect of what Caitlin might do.

"Smooth. Your skin is smooth. And warm. Warm and soft." She paused. "It feels like it looks, with the tone of your skin."

"Good... keep telling me as you go." Helena lay her head back, her eyes half closed, while Caitlin's hand continued.

After a minute or two, she introduced her other hand as well, before moving her hands under the nightdress to touch Helena's waist.

"This feels different... harder, more muscular, but smooth still. It feels nice to touch. I love the feel of the curve of your hip, I can touch that all day and never get bored.”

Caitlin slid a hand under Helena, touching her ass, and continued, "And this feels softer but nice. I'm drawn to it... like I want to hold it tight. Pull it towards me."

"It feels good," came Helena's reply, half way between a question of Caitlin and a statement of Helena's own enjoyment.

"It does." Caitlin paused, hesitating before crossing the final barrier. "Can I... touch you?"

"Thank you for asking. That’s good manners, Gatinha. Yes, you may."

Caitlin took a deep breath and, with one hand resting on her thigh, she reached forward with her other hand, feeling her fingertips brush against Helena's soft pubic hair... another woman's pubic hair.

"How does it feel?"

"Soft, very soft. Softer than mine, and much softer than any man's."

Helena smiled. “Yours felt soft to me too.”

Caitlin increased the pressure of her touch, through to the folds beneath, drawing a sharp inhalation from Helena, secretly pleased to be able to get a pleasurable reaction out of her.

"How does that feel?" asked Helena quietly, seeming distracted by the sensations she was feeling.

"Like mine..." Caitlin started to reply.

"Don't compare, tell me in absolutes, not relatives. Be in this moment."

Caitlin took a moment to think. "It feels like... you are aroused. I want to touch you more. To see what I can do. To see your reaction." She paused. "To watch your pleasure."

She started to touch Helena with more certainty, doing with her fingers what she liked to do on her own, but also trying to pay attention to Helena's reactions, remembering what she did that made Helena take a sudden deeper breath or made her shift... Helena kept herself controlled, but the tells were there regardless.

“You’re a natural,” Helena whispered before she let out a quiet gasp. “Now, let me instruct you… I want you to use your finger and your thumb, like so.” Helena reached her hand down show Caitlin, and when she pulled it away Caitlin copied her, pleased more than she could have imagined when Helena gasped again, then let out a soft moan.

Caitlin took that as a sign to go faster, sensing that Helena was close, but Helena held Caitlin's hand in hers and shook her head. "No... slowly. Only very slowly."

Nodding her understanding, Caitlin slowed right down, and slowly worked to build Helena's pleasure, delighting in seeing how flushed her cheeks were, how shallow her breathing was, how her body was shaken by occasional tremors that even Helena couldn't hide.

"Now, your tongue..."

Caitlin didn’t even need to think about taking this final step, she’d accepted already that she would be tasting Helena, tasting another woman for the first time. She lent down and her tongue felt Helena’s pubic hair, and then she tasted Helena properly, really tasted her, running her tongue up and down her folds.

Helena gasped and arched her back slightly, but Caitlin knew better now than to speed up. Instead Helena gave her little commands, "Left a little," "More pressure," and so on, teaching Caitlin what she really liked.

When she said, "Exactly that but with your fingers again," Caitlin slid two fingers into her, combining them with her tongue.

Helena grabbed hold of Caitlin's other hand, pulling it up to her breast, her nipples hard under the silk of her nightdress, and Caitlin played with them while her tongue and her fingers continued their slow work.

She glanced up to see Helena slipping off the shoulder straps of her nightdress, pulling it down to reveal her breasts and Caitlin continued to touch them, this time without the silk in the way.

Caitlin felt a sudden thrill of clarity… the clarity that she was here, kneeling on the floor of her living room, naked, her tongue pleasuring her junior colleague, her fingers inside her, her other hand playing with Helena’s hard nipple, and that Helena was enjoying it. Really enjoying it, she thought, as she felt Helena’s hips buck towards her and followed the silent command to add a little more pressure. If the Caitlin that emerged from the board meeting that afternoon could have seen where her day would end…

“Oh… Gatinha… oh, don’t slow down now… oh, that’s it Gatinha…” Helena’s whole body was writhing, her breathing fast, moans and gasps, her hands in Caitlin’s hair, and for the first time in her life Caitlin experienced the sheer illicit thrill of another woman climaxing against her, made herself do everything to draw it out, to try to heighten Helena’s pleasure as Helena had done to her, and it was working, Helena getting louder and louder, head thrown back, and then she was through the peak and her hands were pushing Caitlin’s head away. “Enough… ooohhh… enough.”

There was silence, Helena lying back with her eyes closed, a small smile playing across her lips. Caitlin gently withdrew her fingers and rested her head on Helena’s thigh, looking up at her, watching her expression, enjoying this most intimate moment. “Can I bring you anything?” Caitlin asked as she stroked Helena’s sweat sheened skin with her fingertips.

Helena opened her eyes slowly. “No… thank you, Gatinha.” She paused and grinned. “Do you really expect me to believe you’ve never done that before?”

Caitlin felt herself blush at the implied compliment. “I swear. I was ok?”

Helena laughed and nodded. “Much, much more than ok. You know how you’re good at everything? Well… you can include that on your list. You’ve earned a reward.” She patted the seat next to her. “Come up here and sit with me.” Helena sat up and made space, putting her shoulder straps back on as she did. “You may have some wine.” By that point, her obedience so complete, it didn't even occur to Caitlin that that was her wine and her wine glass, she simply obeyed with a feeling of gratitude.

Caitlin accepted the glass and sat back, half turned towards Helena, completely comfortable now with being naked with her. She took a sip… it tasted like an expensive wine, that was for sure. And, now that she had had time to think about it, what could have been a more perfect way to drink this gift from their Managing Partner than with a colleague that, in a way, she was still celebrating the success from earlier with. Her earlier objection felt petty compared to the enormity of what Caitlin was experiencing.

“Why do you call me Gatinha?” Caitlin asked after a few minutes sat together in comfortable silence. “It’s Portuguese?”

Helena looked at her and nodded. “It feels right.”

“Because…? I don’t speak any Portuguese.” Caitlin shrugged. “I like the sound of it if you don’t want to tell me, but I’d love to know what it means.”

“It means… I suppose the literal translation is kitten.” She hesitated, and Caitlin found that sexy as hell… Helena had assumed a dominant role that night, a truly dominant role, but she was so confident in herself that she didn’t need to hide when she was uncertain. She felt like a worthy lover for Caitlin to submit to. “But it has more meaning… in this context, I suppose it reflects desire on my part, fondness, attraction. There’s no direct translation of that.”

Caitlin grinned and reached out her free hand to rest it on Helena’s leg. “So I’m your sexy kitten that you like, desire and are attracted to. I can cope with that.”

Helena leaned over and kissed Caitlin briefly before settling back down. “Just between us, of course. In private.”

“Thank you. I like it.” I love it was what Caitlin was really thinking, to have this stunning, younger woman call her something like that… it felt so illicit, yet so right.

They were silent for a little longer, then Helena said, “Tell me. When did you last gift someone pleasure before tonight?”

Caitlin shifted slightly while she thought. “Why do you want to know?”

“Because I’m interested. And I have a theory that you can confirm.”

“A couple of weeks ago.” Caitlin’s instinct was to not answer, but she was taking this game seriously and that meant answering truthfully.

“Who?”

“A guy after a date.”

“Tell me how.”

Caitlin looked at Helena for a long moment, hesitant. “I’m not used to talking to anyone… not anyone… about my sex life.”

Helena took Caitlin’s free hand in hers as she took another sip of her wine, her brown eyes looking deep into Caitlin’s. “Of course. If you can humour me I would appreciate it. If that crosses a boundary then not a problem. I respect your privacy.”

“We slept together… that kind of feels like an obvious answer though?”

“How did you gift him pleasure?”

“We had sex…” Caitlin couldn’t understand what Helena was getting at. “He… well, he came.”

"You pleasured him orally?"

Caitlin shook her head. "No, I don't do that..." She trailed off, realising she had literally just done that. "Not with men I mean."

"Let me guess then. You had sex with him, maybe let him go down on you first?" Caitlin nodded. "But not you on him, because that wouldn't be what a strong, independent woman like you does. And then sex, maybe you on top?" Caitlin nodded again. "Because you don't want to be subordinate to any man in bed."

"I guess so," replied Caitlin.

"So, answer me again. When did you last gift someone pleasure? When did you last focus exclusively on their pleasure rather than yours, make them the entire centre of your universe and pour everything you have into making them feel amazing?" Helena paused, then said more quietly, “Like you just did so fantastically for me.”

Caitlin thought back and realised with a shock that it would have been a boyfriend at college, that would have been the last time that she gave someone else pleasure rather than focusing on her own with their experience a side benefit. "Eight years, give or take."

"Eight years..." replied Helena, letting it hang in the air for a moment. "Until tonight.”

Caitlin smiled. “Until tonight…”

Helena returned the smile. “You were amazing. Amazing. I really mean it.” Caitlin found her smile turn into a grin, happy to receive Helena’s praise. “Tell me… what have you learned tonight.”

“I’ve learned…” Caitlin hesitated then continued. “That letting go of control with the right person isn’t a bad thing. In fact… it can be a very good thing. And that I feel happier focusing on someone else’s pleasure… it surprised me, but the feeling I had when you… you know, just now. Wow. It felt good.” She paused. “You’ve opened my eyes to something I never thought would be a thing for me.”

Helena leaned over to kiss Caitlin again. “I can see the real you… the you that lies beneath your armour and your control.” She shrugged. “I like it.”

“I like it too.”

Helena sat up and sat her glass down. “This, Gatinha, is where you ask me to stay over.”

Caitlin laughed. “I rarely have anyone to stay over…”

“And yet…” Helena’s grin said that she knew what was coming.

“And yet. But I think we’re still playing the game… so don’t you need to tell me to ask you?” Caitlin teased.

“Hmm… you’re trying to tell me what to tell you.” Helena raised an eyebrow and pretended to pout. “How very perfectly disobedient of you…”


Chapter 7


It was dark in Caitlin’s bedroom, save for the faint glow of the street lights through a gap in the curtains. It could have been any night, Caitlin the force of nature, the superstar consultant on a stellar rise through the ranks of her firm, the woman whose fierce competence made her clients respect her and her colleagues love to work for her, getting some much needed sleep, ready for whatever the next day might bring.

Except, of course, it wasn’t just any night.

It was the night that marked the beginning of the rest of her life, and lying there in the dark she knew it, felt giddy at the world that Helena had revealed to her.

Lying there didn’t do it justice though.

On a normal night Caitlin would be on the usual side of her bed, lying on her side, wearing a comfortable but reassuringly expensive pair of pyjamas, a book lying open on the nightstand at the place where she’d finally set it down for the night, the last of a cup of herbal tea next to it, and the space in the bed next to her empty.

Tonight… well, tonight was a little different.

For a start, she wasn’t on her normal side of the bed. Helena had taken that, asserting her dominance by requiring that Caitlin sleep on the other side.

Caitlin also wasn’t wearing her pyjamas… Helena was. Caitlin was naked, obedient to Helena’s command, and would be until the morning. Clothing wasn’t permitted, apparently, not when they were playing this game.

There’d been no book to read that night, no herbal tea… it really hadn’t ended up being that sort of night.

And, very definitely, Caitlin wasn’t lying on her side, wasn’t trying to get to sleep.

No, she was on her front, the sheets soft against her naked skin, her arms stretched out above her head, her wrists bound together by a dressing gown belt that had been used earlier to help restrain her to her bed.

Her legs were wide apart, a pillow under her waist raising her hips up a little, her ankles not bound… there was no need, particularly when Helena had whispered to her that she wanted to feel Caitlin writhe.

Helena… Helena was next to her, the silk of the pyjamas she was wearing, of Caitlin’s pyjamas that she’d asserted her right to, smooth against Caitlin’s skin.

Helena’s fingers, slipped between her parted legs, inside her, fucking her, there was no other word…

Caitlin’s pleasure building, her second climax since Helena had led her to bed coiling deliciously tighter inside her, Caitlin’s breathing rapid, mixed with gasps and moans that belied the intense pleasure she was feeling, levels of pleasure she’d never experienced before…

Helena’s other hand on Caitlin’s head, her fingers wrapped around Caitlin’s hair, possessive, dominant, leaving Caitlin in no doubt as to who was in charge of this encounter, none at all…

And Helena’s lips, caressing Caitlin’s neck, the gentleness in sharp contrast to the intensity of her movements, driving Caitlin wild with lust… lust for this stunning, amazing woman who’d come crashing into her life that night without any warning and blown away everything that Caitlin had thought she’d known about herself.

“My perfect Gatinha,” Helena whispered into her hear. “Cum for me, my submissive Gatinha…”

The spring uncoiled with uncontrollable force, Helena’s words tipping Caitlin over the edge, and she cried out as her body tensed and shook, again and again as Helena pushed wave after wave of deliciously submissive pleasure through her.

“I’ve got you,” Helena whispered. “You’re safe with me, Gatinha.”

And Caitlin smiled in the dark, even as the last tremors rolled through her… Helena had her, beyond a shadow of a doubt.


Want More?
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Beyond The Game

If you enjoyed this you can read the full series (Beyond The Game: The Caitlin Collection) in one single boxset, or read the next novella (What Caitlin Needs). Both are literally a few clicks away (the boxset is usually better value)… if, of course, you're strong enough, Gatinha. To whet your appetite, here's an extract.

Caitlin woke slowly, happy it was Saturday, loving the feel of the soft sheets against her skin, the weight of the quilt on her body, the firm pillow under her head… burrowed down under the covers away from the chill of the air conditioning, just as she liked it.

Her bedroom, her house, her Saturday morning. A few precious moments before she had to go out again to face the world.

Except… as she started to wake up properly, Caitlin started to put the fragments together.

She was naked.

She was sleeping on the wrong side of the bed.

She wasn’t alone.

Caitlin opened her eyes and saw the long, brown hair first. A woman’s long, brown hair, a woman sleeping on her side facing away from Caitlin, wearing Caitlin’s pyjamas, lying on Caitlin’s side of the bed.

Helena.

Helena. My junior from work. The quiet secondee from Sao Paolo. Good worker, asked questions when she needed to, got on with it when she didn’t. We were celebrating last night, she recalled, and then… and then…

The name alone sent a cascade of memories flooding back, each one more vivid and mortifying than the last.

Oh God.

Caitlin closed her eyes again, but that made it worse because then she could see it all with perfect clarity. Kirby’s. The game. Coming back here. Everything that had happened in this bed. In Caitlin’s bed.

She’d been tied to her own bed, helpless, blindfolded. She’d crawled across her bedroom floor, then stripped naked at Helena’s command. She’d… she’d done things she’d never done before. Let things be done to her that she’d never let anyone do.

And Helena.

Her subordinate.

What the hell was I thinking?

Continuing the story is just a few clicks away… and I think you're brave enough to do that, aren't you my perfect, obedient Gatinha?

Beyond The Game: The Caitlin Collection
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Beyond The Game

The most powerful woman in the room has never knelt for anyone. Until tonight. 


Caitlin doesn't submit. Not to demanding clients, obstinate CFOs, or anyone who dares challenge her authority. She's built her entire identity on being the one in control... at work, in relationships, in every aspect of her life. At twenty-eight she's already a legend of the Houston consulting scene: the consultant everyone wants on their team, the woman who makes things happen through sheer force of will.


Helena is supposed to be invisible. She's younger, Caitlin's junior, only on temporary assignment to the Houston office from Sao Paolo for a few weeks. But when their team celebrates a major victory, Helena sees what everyone else misses: the cracks in Caitlin's armour, the hunger for something that Caitlin doesn't even know the name for, the desperate need to stop controlling everything.


"Would you like to learn what it feels like to let go?"


One question. One game. One Friday night that spirals from playful commands in a Houston bar to bound wrists in Caitlin's bedroom, where Helena introduces her to pleasures she never knew she craved, and that turns the days that follow into a week that will transform Caitlin's entire life.


Some women are meant to command. The right woman can teach them how to obey.

All three of these steamy, lesbian power exchange novellas are available in a single box-set: Beyond The Game (The Caitlin Collection)

***

Coming Into The Light

Lesbian romance? Check. High heat level? Check. Love triangle spread across continents? Check and check.


Amy fooled around a little at university, of course she did... who doesn't experiment, after all? But now, in her late twenties, living with her boyfriend, most of her friends' thoughts turning to getting married and settling down, those days are far behind her.


Well, at least she thought they were.


When her colleague and kind-of-boss Sarah helps her out with her career it sets in motion of a chain of events that opens the door to long buried emotions... and when she then meets Luisa Amy finds herself with a dilemma, her heart torn between these two amazing women that have come crashing into her life from nowhere and her boyfriend, James.


Discover this spicy lesbian love triangle romance, and join Amy on her journey to rediscover herself as she Comes Into The Light. 

Alongside the main novels in the series, companion novels tell the stories of other women in the same world… characters who cross paths with the main trio and have their own journeys to take. Starting with Her Miss Perfect.

***

Experimenting

Harriet and Zach have everything… a happy marriage, a life together in Sydney, a love that runs deep and strong.

But when Zach has a dream one night, a dream about Harriet with another man, it unleashes desires that neither of them knew they had, making them both ask the question about whether they have the courage to share their deepest selves with the person they love most.

Through encounters with other people and adventures beyond their wildest dreams, they learn that jealousy and desire can coexist, that trust can strengthen their relationship, and that love grows stronger when tested.

A high heat series about hotwives, bulls and polyamory, with Seasons 1 and 2 available now:

Complete Season 1

Partying (book 1 of season 2)

(if you are particularly interested in lesbian high heat romance, you may want to take a look at book 2 of season 2 in particular: Surprising)


About the author


Established author of spicy romance shorts with over 500,000 reads, averaging more than 15,000 reads per story and ratings of 4.8+/5 for her three most popular series of shorts, Camilla has recently made the move into longer form writing.

Camilla writes primarily for fun, with a particular interest in seeing what happens when characters challenge their own comfort zone, exploring where the characters go and what they do.

She has made the move into self publishing as it presents the opportunity to develop more rounded, deeper characters than short stories allow with stronger, fuller, more satisfying narrative arcs, often built around characters and situations from her short stories.
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