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Cambridge
Fifteen Years Ago


Sarah lay on her bed, still in her training kit, staring at the wall and admitted to herself for the first time that she had a problem.

It was the last Sunday of November, mid-afternoon, the type of grey Cambridge day where everything seemed flat and you couldn’t tell if it was two o’clock or four. She’d come back from training an hour ago, made a cup of tea, sat down with her European Law notes, and somehow ended up here instead.

Doing nothing.

Thinking about Jess.

The thing was, this wasn’t a new problem for Sarah. She’d had it badly at fifteen, with a girl in her boarding house in the year above called Cressida whose laugh used to do something to her deep down inside that no boy had ever come close to. She’d had it at seventeen with her tennis doubles partner, and had channelled the entire weight of it into winning the school cup with her that summer because she’d had to channel it somewhere. She’d had it on and off since she could remember, these crushes, and she’d always done the same thing with them: tell herself off for noticing whoever she was, wait it out, let the feeling recede and go back to being the person she was supposed to be. Head girl with the handsome boyfriend. Star hockey player. Place at Oxbridge.

Never look too hard at the difference between who she was supposed to be, who everyone thought she was, and the person she actually was deep down inside.

She’d been very good at it, for a very long time.

But Jess… it was time to admit it to herself, this time was different. Seven weeks she’d known her and it was more than long enough to know that this time it wasn’t going anywhere.

***

The buddy thing was meant to be light touch. A friendly second year face to buy you a coffee and help you get settled in during Freshers Week, someone you can ask when you don’t quite know what this archaic term means or what, exactly, is formal about formal hall. Except that Jess was arriving with a reputation as a bit of a hockey star, an England youth international no less who would be fast tracked into the university Blues first team that Sarah already played for, and they’d been paired together for precisely that reason. Within a week the pairing had become a habit despite being in different years with different groups of friends. They cycled back from training together, they sat at hall together when neither of them had any other offers, they got tea together in the morning if they bumped into each other before lectures.

Sarah had her own life already. She had her friends from her year, the people she’d started with a year before and with whom she’d already been through all the ups and downs that seemed magnified by the intensity of college life. She didn’t need a new person. Jess was just supposed to be the fresher she occasionally checked in on and bought a drink for at socials.

It hadn’t worked out that way. Jess was funny in a leftfield, sideways manner that Sarah hadn’t been expecting, and direct in a way that Sarah found disarming. She was at the taller end of average, around Sarah’s height, lean through the shoulders the way good hockey midfielders were. She had the kind of face that didn’t quite fit a single description: dark eyes, a slightly crooked smile, a small scar above one eyebrow she’d got at sixteen from a stick to the face, an olive complexion and dark hair that spoke to genes from a sunnier climate. Hot was the unhelpful word that kept popping up in Sarah’s head whenever she let her guard down.

It summed it up perfectly though… everything about Jess was, to Sarah’s mind, hot.

Jess having a girlfriend had helped, at first. She’d mentioned Steph within ten minutes of their first proper conversation, the way another fresher might have mentioned a boyfriend at home. My girlfriend’s at Bristol. She’s reading English. We’ve been together since the start of sixth form. Said completely casually. No big announcement, just a fact. Sarah had felt a small, dull thump of disappointment that she’d immediately tried to ignore, then an enormous sense of relief, because if Jess was taken then nothing was going to happen, which meant Sarah didn’t have to do anything about anything and she could do what she always did when she felt herself falling for a woman: wait for it to go away and, in the meantime, do precisely nothing about it.

That had worked beautifully for a while.

Steph had visited three weekends ago. Sarah had met her at the college bar, been polite and friendly and witty in the way she could turn on like a tap, then walked back across the quad to her room alone in the cold and realised that she absolutely loathed her… which was deeply unfair of her, because Steph had done nothing to deserve being loathed and seemed lovely. Sarah had lain in bed that night and thought, this is jealousy, you idiot, this is what jealousy is, and had pushed the thought deep down and had tried not to think about what Jess and Steph must be doing that very moment in her own room, in her own bed, and… sleep had come eventually, but it was fitful and she felt even worse the next morning.

There was a photograph on the chest of drawers in Jess’s room, Steph’s arm round her at a festival that summer just gone, both of them laughing, and Sarah had to walk past it every time she went round, which was now most days. After Steph’s visit she’d developed a careful way of not looking at it, trying to pretend it didn’t exist even as she found herself watching Jess closely, having thoughts about Jess that were not the thoughts you normally had about a friend.

***

Sarah said it out loud into her empty room.

“I’m in love with her.”

It sounded insane.

It was also absolutely true in a way that none of her crushes for other women had ever been.

She closed her eyes and thought about Cressida and the doubles partner, and how none of them had ever come close to this, because none of them had ever known her properly. None of them had ever wanted to. This wasn’t a crush from across a classroom. Jess knew her. Jess sought her out. Jess, Sarah was beginning to suspect, despite her girlfriend, was looking back.

Until now, Sarah’s self-narrative had been I’m straight, but it’s natural to notice women sometimes and have thoughts about them, totally natural, but of course I wouldn’t do anything about it. She dated guys, she didn’t date girls. That wasn’t her.

Except now… now she found herself, for the first time, wondering about something happening, something genuinely happening. Not a fantasy about some unattainable woman but a real, tangible what would this be like?

That was the new part. That was the terrifying part.

She rolled onto her back, stared at the ceiling, and reminded herself, very firmly, of the things she was going to do this week. Finish her European Law essay. Send it on Wednesday morning. Get through the squad’s end-of-term social on Wednesday night. College Christmas party on Friday night, then her dad was driving up to collect her and her stuff Saturday.

Today was Monday. Make it to Saturday and she had six weeks at home with her family for Christmas where she could give this time to settle the way it always had, then come back in January and move past whatever this was.

Five days. She could last five days.

***

She lasted two days.

***

The squad social was at a pub near college, most of the men’s and women’s Blues squads packed into a function room upstairs, wine and beer chilling on a side table along with a distinctly budget selection of finger food, the club secretary’s playlist coming out of the speakers and, mercifully, no sign of any speeches. The temperature of the room rose steadily as the night went on. By ten the windows were running with condensation, the floor was sticky, and somebody had knocked over a glass that nobody had quite got round to clearing up.

Sarah had been drinking carefully, conscious that she had a supervision in the morning… not that she wasn’t averse to turning up a little hungover, but she’d turned up to a couple of them in her first year with raging, world ending hangovers and it hadn’t been pretty. She’d been across the room from Jess for most of the evening, by accident at first and then by design, because every time she let herself look, Jess was doing something that made her heart race just that little bit faster. Laughing at something the goalkeeper had said. Wearing jeans and a tight black top with the sleeves pushed up. Hair down for once that dialled up the she’s hot to stratospheric levels.

Sarah was talking to Beth and Imogen, second years like herself though at different colleges, when Jess came over.

“So… after party,” Jess said without preamble. “They’re chucking us out at eleven. The night’s still young.”

“I’m game,” Imogen replied. “Just point me wherever.”

“Me too,” Beth added.

Sarah smiled apologetically. “I’ll pass… last supervision of term in the morning.”

All three women protested at once.

“It’s the Christmas social…”

“You can’t just go to bed…”

“You practically have to do the last supervision of term hungover…”

It was good natured, but Sarah knew they weren’t going to let her slip away without trying their hardest to stop her.

“Quite a few people are planning to go to that new club, the one on the corner,” Jess added. She rested her hand lightly on Sarah’s shoulder, a friendly gesture that did something funny to Sarah’s insides, particularly when accompanied by the way Jess looked deep into Sarah’s eyes. “One drink won’t hurt.”

“It’s not the one drink that I’m worried about,” Sarah grinned. “It’s the round of shots that follows it, then the dancing, then the next round of shots, then it’s two in the morning and I’m regretting my life decisions.”

Jess pursed her lips, then looked at the other two. “I’ve got gin back at my room…”

Imogen was nodding. “That would work. And then we don’t have any of the guys trying to hit on us on a dance floor.” She lowered her voice conspiratorially. “Ted absolutely is going to make a move on me later, and I’d rather swerve that.”

Sarah looked around at all three women. She could feel the trap closing but gave it one last shot. “I don’t really need any more to drink…”

“Then just have water, it can’t hurt to hang out a bit longer. And when you want to go to bed you’re literally two minutes' walk from your room.”

“I…” Sarah hesitated, but she knew that she had no counter. If it had been just her and Jess she’d have probably said no still, simply so that she could avoid anything awkward before the Christmas holidays. But four of them, it would be fun. She grinned and shrugged. “You’ve got me. Just one drink though.”

Beth laughed. “We’ll see about that…”

***

Jess made a very good gin and tonic.

Just the right balance between strong without being too much, you knew you were having a drink but it actually tasted nice. Imogen and Beth took the two armchairs while Sarah and Jess sat on her bed, backs against the wall, and they talked about not a lot, mainly gossip from the night and reminiscing about the season so far.

Sarah kept to her one drink while the other three had a second, then before they knew it the time was getting on for half midnight.

Imogen stood and stretched. “I’m going to call it a night I think… I’m out again tomorrow.” She glanced at her watch and laughed. “Today I guess.”

“I’ll walk with you,” Beth said, standing as well.

Soon enough it was just Sarah and Jess remaining.

“I should probably head to bed too,” Sarah said, starting to stand.

“In a minute,” Jess said. “Let’s just hang a little longer.”

“Ok. In a minute.” In truth, it was warm and cosy in Jess’s room, and Sarah always enjoyed spending time with Jess, and her supervision would be the same tomorrow whether she had eight hours' sleep or six, so it was never going to take much persuading.

“Your glass is empty.”

Sarah smiled. “I had my one drink.”

Jess shuffled across the bed and stood, holding her hand out for Sarah’s glass. “One more.”

“That would be two drinks.”

Jess grinned, her eyes bright. “One more won’t hurt.”

Handing her glass over, Sarah’s smile turned rueful. “What this says about my willpower…”

“You could keep going all night then turn up still drunk? It might help you to think more creatively?” Jess joked.

“Yeah… that’s not going to work.” She paused as Jess handed her glass back. “Thanks.” Sarah took a sip. “Oh, that’s good… how do you make them so good?”

“Lots of practice,” Jess laughed. “Too much practice.”

That laugh… Sarah had a sudden wave of oh my God she is so unbelievably hot rush through her head, felt her pulse quicken just a little.

Jess sat back down on the bed, and when she did Sarah’s pulse went somewhere alarming, because she settled back down closer than before, her shoulder touching Sarah’s, their legs millimetres apart. There was plenty of space on either side of them… that has to be deliberate, surely? What is she doing?

But Jess simply took a long drink from her glass.

“It’s been a long term,” she said.

“Yeah. Eight weeks that feels like eight months.”

“I’m knackered.”

“Oh, I can head to bed.”

Jess laughed. “No, I mean I’m knackered like I need to spend the first fortnight of the holidays sleeping. Now… no, I’m not knackered like that.”

“You don’t look knackered. You look amazing. You always look amazing.”

Sarah winced inside… she hadn’t meant to say that. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Jess turn her head to look at her, up close. Sarah forced herself to stare straight ahead at the wardrobe across the room and thought, don’t look at her, don’t look at her, don’t look at her.

“Sarah.”

Sarah felt her hands shaking a little. “Don’t.”

“I didn’t say anything.” Jess was still looking at her, and Sarah could feel herself starting to blush.

“I know. Don’t though.”

Jess hesitated for a long moment. “Ok,” she said, turning her head to look across the room again.

Jess didn’t move. Sarah didn’t move. The water pipes clanked as someone turned on a tap upstairs. Sarah was aware of every millimetre of space between her leg and Jess’s. She was aware of how Jess had shifted slightly so that their shoulders were pressed together a little more. And she was aware, with crystal clarity, that this was the moment, that whatever she did or didn’t do in the next thirty seconds was going to matter for a very long time.

Sarah leaned forward and put her glass down on the carpet.

She turned her head.

Jess was already turning hers.

They looked at each other for what felt like a long time. Sarah was thinking, very clearly, that she could still leave. She could stand up, laugh, say something deflecting, walk out, and Jess would let her. Jess, she now understood, was never going to make this happen for her. Jess was going to make her do it herself.

So she did.

Sarah leaned in and kissed her.

What surprised her was that it felt natural, right, familiar. Softer lips, more playful, more fun than with a guy, but kissing was kissing and Sarah had kissed her fair share of people. She’d thought, when she’d imagined it, that it would be something entirely different but it wasn’t, it was just a kiss… an excellent, amazing, life changing kiss, but a kiss. Seven weeks of pretending not to look came down all at once to Jess’s mouth being soft and tasting of gin, and Jess sighing as their kiss deepened and their tongues met. Sarah’s whole body responded with a yes that was so unequivocal that she thought she might melt on the spot.

Sarah didn’t know how long it went on for. Long enough that her back ached from the angle against the hard wall. Long enough that Jess’s hand had moved up to her waist, was now under the hem of her top, fingers pushed flat against the bare skin of her side, not moving, just there, tantalising with the possibility of what might come next. Long enough that they’d shifted and Jess was almost in her lap, Sarah’s hands on Jess’s waist, the softness of their chests pushed together a glorious contrast to the men that Sarah had been with before. The lips, the tongue, the hands, the body… these were going to live in Sarah’s head forever.

Then it caught up with her.

This was Jess. This was a girl. Sarah had spent nineteen years being who she thought she needed to be, and that person was not allowed to do this. The whole mental construct of who she was started flashing in her head and she panicked, properly panicked.

She pulled back.

Jess looked at her, very still, eyes bright, lips parted, breathing hard… and a part of Sarah thought, she wants me, she wants me as much as I want her, before the other, more sensible part of her said, you’re straight, don’t do this.

“You’ve got a girlfriend," Sarah said.

Jess just looked at her, saying nothing.

“I’m straight,” Sarah added.

Jess took her hand in hers and it felt so good, so right, but so wrong.

“I should go.” Sarah rushed to stand, knocking over the glass on the carpet. “Oh, God, sorry…” She leaned down to pick it up, uncharacteristically flustered.

“It’s ok,” Jess said, still sat, looking up at her. “Don’t worry about it.”

Sarah didn’t know whether she was talking about what had just happened between them or the spilled drink.

“I…” Sarah started to say.

“It’s ok,” Jess repeated, with a hint of a smile that told Sarah this wasn’t the first time she’d had another woman completely freak out about kissing her.

Sarah slipped her shoes on and headed for the door. As she opened she said, “I’m sorry, I just…”

Jess simply nodded. “It’s ok.”

***

Back in her room Sarah threw herself on her bed and lay there feeling wretched. I just blew it, she thought. I’m in love with her and that was everything I wanted and I panicked and blew it.

She stood, pulling her shoes on, thinking to go back to Jess’s room, but then she stopped and took them off again. Jess has Steph, she’ll have seen common sense by now, best we pretend it never happened.

Eventually Sarah got changed into her pyjamas, brushed her teeth and climbed into bed but, with the lights off, it was worse… cycling between berating herself for not being braver, mortification that she’d just kissed a woman, and breathlessly replaying what had been, without a doubt, the best kiss of her life.

***

Later, much later, she still couldn’t sleep when she heard a soft knock on her door. Sarah froze, not sure if she was imagining things, her heart pounding in her ears, then she heard it again.

Climbing out of bed she went to the door and pulled it open, blinking in the light from the landing.

Jess was stood there, wearing joggers and a hoody, her hair up in a bun, and Sarah’s first thought was, my God she is hot.

“Hey,” Jess whispered, leaning against the doorframe.

“Hey.”

“So I couldn’t sleep.”

“Me neither.”

They looked at each other for a long few moments.

Then, Jess said quietly, “Tell me why not again.”

Sarah hesitated, then said, “You’ve got a girlfriend.”

“I do. But I’m in love with you, not her.”

Sarah’s breath caught… she’s in love with me? Did I hear that right?

“I’m straight,” Sarah managed to whisper.

A smile twitched across Jess’s lips. “No. No, you’re not.”

They looked at each other for a long, long few moments.

“No,” Sarah admitted eventually. “I’m not.”

“Good.” Jess looked at her for a moment longer, then she closed the distance and kissed her, hard.


The Aftermath

Present Day


Sarah
London


“Excuse me, but what's going on?”

They both reacted nearly instantly, Amy lurching away from Sarah mid-climax, Sarah rolling off to the side, but Sarah knew right away that they were busted. She recognised James from the screensaver on Amy’s phone and, as her mind refocused from what her and Amy had just been doing, she realised that it couldn’t plausibly have been anyone else… this was Amy and James’s flat after all.

Perhaps unsurprisingly James barely paid any attention to Sarah, his focus entirely on Amy who was now kneeling on the bed, still naked, looking at him with an unfathomable expression. Amy was out of breath from her interrupted climax and her body still showed the signs, the flushed and sweaty upper chest and neck, the slight shudder that ran through her making her close her eyes momentarily, the slightly wild, unfocused look in her eyes.

Oh my God she looks hot right now, Sarah thought, before stopping that line of thinking in its tracks. This was a situation that could turn bad, and quickly. While her instinct was to get out of there as quickly as she could, even more important was making certain that Amy was safe first. She was sure that James was a complete gentleman but the sight of his girlfriend naked, being pleasured by another woman, well… you never know how people will react to something like that.

"You're not supposed to be here," came out of Amy's mouth, and Sarah could see that Amy regretted her choice of words the moment she said it. Amy was flustered and Sarah knew that Amy needed to keep calm, but there was nothing that Sarah could do to tell her that.

"Clearly," came James' reply. "I think we need to talk."

Sarah suddenly became aware of her own nudity but there was nothing she could do in the short term. She had no clothes anywhere to hand, they were all spread across the living room wherever Amy had discarded them earlier, other than her boots in the doorway which weren’t much use on their own. The only cover was on the bed… and climbing under the covers would be just about the most passive-aggressive thing she could do in the circumstances. So instead she just sat up, using her hands to protect her modesty as best she could, praying that there would be a way to get dressed soon.

James and Amy stared at each other for a few moments longer, something unspoken passing between them, and then James stalked out of the room.

Sarah watched Amy pull on the first clothes that came to hand and start to hurry after James.

“My clothes?” Sarah whispered, as loudly as she dared.

Amy stopped and looked at Sarah in surprise, as if she’d forgotten that Sarah was even there. “Of course, wait here,” she replied eventually. She left the room, closing the bedroom door behind her.

Sarah lay back on the bed, her head spinning. This was not what she’d expected from what had been intended as lunch with a friend… not in the slightest. She sighed and forced the self-analysis out of her mind. Introspection can wait. Right now, check Amy is ok and then get very quickly out of the way.

Amy interrupted Sarah’s thoughts by returning with her clothes. Sarah pulled them on as quickly as she could, knowing that Amy would want her gone fast too, but when she was dressed, she stopped to ask in a whisper, “Are you going to be ok?"

"I think so," Amy whispered back. To Sarah’s eyes she looked worried, understandably. "I mean... he won't be nasty to me if that's what you mean but... I don't know if me and him will be ok."

Sarah wanted nothing more than to reassure Amy, but for myriad obvious reasons knew she mustn’t. All she did was hold out what was intended as a comforting hand. "If you need anything, you can call me, ok?"

Amy took it and gave a brief squeeze before letting go. "Thanks."

Sarah smiled as sympathetically as she could, and then Amy showed her to the door while James stood impassively in the background, watching the two of them. Stood out in the corridor, Sarah turned to say something, say anything, but Amy had turned away and the door shut, leaving Sarah stood outside in silence, alone.

***

Sarah hurried out of Amy’s building but when she got outside, a safe distance away, she turned down a quiet side street, leaned back against the wall, closed her eyes and took a deep breath of the London autumn air. What on earth just happened?

Factually, intellectually, of course she knew. Lunch with Amy had been lunch with a friend… yes, lunch with a friend she’d been sleeping with for a while, admittedly, but it was intended to be platonic, just as it was with any of her female mentees. The deal with all of them was simple: Sarah helped their careers, their professional relationships extended to casual relationships in the bedroom, no strings attached, no emotions, no feelings, and always, always Sarah in charge.

Fuck, Sarah thought, the warning signs were all there. How could I have been so stupid as to ignore them?

Not what James had just walked in on them doing, as intense and passionate and emotionally charged as the sex had been, but before. The night in LA where Amy and Sarah had switched, the conference room in London where Amy had shown what she could really do when she was in charge, and the discovery that for the first time in her life she wanted to be the one giving herself up, surrendering to someone else, rather than the one in charge.

Amy had triggered something deep down in her that she’d not felt for a long time, so long that she hadn’t recognised it, not until it was too late. She’d fallen for Amy, she could see that now, and the lunch had simply been the catalyst for that all to come to the fore… and, she knew, Amy had fallen for her too, despite her boyfriend, despite this woman Luisa that she’d been seeing in LA, despite all of that… she knew viscerally that this went both ways.

Fuck.

She had the deal with her mentees for a reason… put simply, to keep the two parts of her life separate. One part, her husband Hugo and the twins back home in the West Country. The other part, her true self, the expression of her sexuality that she’d been hiding since boarding school and that not even her husband knew of… the her she was deep down inside, the her that she’d suppressed for years because, quite simply, there was no chance she could have got where she had in her career, in her life, as an openly lesbian woman.

Now, she’d risked it all.

And the hardest thing was, she didn’t even know whether she was frustrated or relieved.

Or maybe, in the short term, she was simply confused.

***

A couple of hours later Sarah told herself for the fiftieth time that no, she mustn’t get in touch with Amy to see how she was doing, because it would be an absolutely terrible idea. Nothing would inflame her situation with James more than if a message popped up on Amy's phone from the very person she'd been caught in bed with that afternoon. Sarah may have been dealing with some strong emotions that day, but she hadn't taken leave of her senses and she knew that whatever she might be going through was nothing compared to what Amy had going on.

Instead she made herself focus on the rest of her weekend which was, at it stood, depressingly empty. Normally she’d be back home with Hugo and the twins, in the converted Georgian rectory in the West Country, leaning into the version of herself she only inhabited at weekends… mother, housewife, sometime gardener. She loved the weekends back home, mainly for the twins but also as a contrast to the rest of her life.

For that very reason, though, she kept her professional life away from it, so on the odd occasion when she had work to do over a weekend she’d stay in her London flat. Usually a sensible decision, but this weekend it had led to that Saturday’s lunch and all that had happened since… Sarah wasn’t entirely sure whether she didn’t wish that she’d gone back home regardless. Life would certainly be simpler if she had.

So… her weekend as it stood consisted of work and a video call with Hugo and the twins once they’d got back from their football training.

That was it, nothing else.

She’d told Amy at lunch that she had something on in the evening but, to be blunt, that had been a white lie when she didn't want to let on that Amy's social life was much more active than her own. Sarah missed those days in her twenties before all of her friends were married and with kids when you could message a few people and guarantee tagging along to a night out somewhere. Now, of course there were friends she could see at the drop of a hat in an emergency, but the etiquette was to line things up long in advance.

Sarah thought about what to do… because one thing she knew was that she would go insane if she spent the rest of the weekend alone with her thoughts after what had just happened with Amy. She craved control, certainty, something solid and familiar when so much else had suddenly become uncertain and messy. She craved, she realised, one of her mentees, not for the complexity of Amy but for the opposite, the simplicity of another woman who knew exactly what they were and what part they played.

But… the more she thought about it the more problematic it got, because they’d all be busy, twenty-something professionals with social lives and plans for their weekends. Even if they weren’t, it would look desperate for Sarah to summon them at such short notice. Part of her mystique as their mentor and a senior partner at their firm would be burst to realise that the imperious, dominant Sarah was at a loose end for her weekend, and pride meant that she couldn’t bring herself to go down that path.

There was someone else though. Someone who didn’t care about things like that, someone who Sarah hadn’t seen in a little while and who sat outside of her mentoring scheme, separate from all of the hierarchies and the quid pro quo that came with it, someone who saw Sarah sometimes simply because they liked each other.

Camila.

***

Camila was the daughter of a wealthy minor Brazilian aristocrat and client of Sarah's firm who had been desperate for her to build a respectable career for herself rather than going down the path her older brothers had followed of becoming mediocre influencers who got by on their trust funds.

A couple of years before her firm had organised a ski weekend in the Alps for a select group of ultra high net worth individuals, the sort of people with power and influence who could drive significant work their way. To say that the trip had been high end didn’t come close… no expense spared on the hotel, on the skiing, on the entertainment. Three nights for the three partners including Sarah and five clients easily went in to six figures, but it had more than paid off over the two years since in work that had flowed their way.

Five clients… but six attendees at the meals and social events.

Her father had decided that exposure to Sarah and her two colleagues should form part of Camila’s trajectory towards a respectable career, and so at his request she’d joined them all for dinner and drinks each evening.

Camila had, in fairness, been the perfect extra guest. Clearly brought up with impeccable manners and well used to knowing how to act among her father’s peers, she’d made polite and engaging conversation with the others and made a convincing show of being genuinely interested in Sarah and her two colleagues, asking perceptive questions about the legal profession that belied her years.

Sarah also noticed how quite a few of the men found themselves drawn towards her, because not only did she have impeccable manners, she was also really quite beautiful… objectively attractive, expensively and well-dressed, a figure to die for, but she had the confidence and easy going personality to go well with it. Sarah had noticed her too but, of course, actively made herself not look because she was in work mode, not make a pass at your client’s stunning nineteen-year-old daughter mode. Instead, as the only other woman there, she made sure she kept a subtle eye on the other men lest one of them was tempted to try something inappropriate.

It was on the third and final night, after a lavish dinner near to the hotel, that Sarah spotted Camila sat in the hotel lobby bar, on her own, intently looking at her phone. Out of politeness as much as anything she went over to say hello.

“Mind if I join you?” Sarah asked.

Camila looked up and smiled. “Please. I was just mindlessly scrolling. Never a good sign.”

Sarah sat down and they chatted for a while over a glass of wine, the same sort of conversation she’d been having with everyone in the group all weekend, professional mode engaged, right up until Camila admitted with refreshing honesty that she was bored out of her mind. Three nights at a ski resort and she hadn’t been out once, on her best behaviour in front of everyone else while she listened to endless talk about tax structuring and wealth preservation.

“I’ve heard the nightlife here is amazing,” Camila said, looking at Sarah over the rim of her wine glass with an expression that was half hopeful, half mischievous. “And this is our last night.”

“Absolutely not.”

“Think of it as chaperoning. My father would want a responsible adult keeping an eye on me.” The grin she gave Sarah was pure mischief, utterly unlike any expression she’d seen from Camila all weekend. It was a glimpse of someone quite different beneath the impeccable manners. “One drink. One hour. Then I’ll go back to being the perfect client’s daughter.”

Against her better judgement, Sarah said yes.

One hour turned into several. The club was better than expected, the cocktails were strong, and Camila, freed from the constraints of being on best behaviour turned out to be genuinely entertaining, not to mention irreverent, company. They danced, they chatted to some guys who tried their luck and were politely dispatched, and they danced some more.

It was on the dance floor that Sarah noticed Camila looking at her differently… not mischievously, not quite, it was more direct than that. There was intent in the look.

Sarah tried to look away. When she looked back, Camila was still watching her.

They drifted closer, and Camila leaned in, her mouth close to Sarah’s ear. “You’ve been looking at me all weekend,” she shouted over the music. “You think I haven’t noticed, but I have.”

“I haven’t…”

“You have. Every time, you look away very quickly.” Camila leaned back enough to look into Sarah’s eyes. “Just like the men, but what makes you different is that I’ve been looking back at you.”

Before Sarah could process the implications, Camila flashed her mischievous grin and kissed her. The thought occurred that what if everything since the lobby had been Camila seducing her, but that didn’t stop Sarah in the slightest… she kissed Camila back. Her mind thought about the objections: client’s daughter, nineteen, work event. But then Camila’s tongue found hers and every last one of them evaporated as Sarah kissed her back harder. It was the kind of kiss that rendered coherent thought impossible.

They kissed for a minute or two on the dance floor, oblivious to everyone around them, until Camila pulled back, flushed and bright-eyed, and shouted over the music, “Your room or mine?”

Sarah looked at this beautiful, surprising woman who’d spent three days being perfect and several hours seducing her, and felt any hint of resistance dissolve completely.

“Mine. It’s further from your father’s.”

Camila laughed, took her hand, and pulled her towards the exit.

That night… it had been very, very good. It turned out that Camila had quite a bit of experience with women, and when Sarah had pushed her boundaries, taking a dominant role, Camila welcomed it with open arms.

“I’ll try anything once,” she said, and it became apparent that she meant it. They got inventive with whatever was to hand in the room and Camila had responded to everything enthusiastically even though she freely admitted it was far outside her normal comfort zone.

Since then they’d had an extremely casual friends-with-benefits kind of relationship, each woman comfortable that they could message the other with no strings attached whenever they wanted. Camila was studying at university in London and wasn’t interested in any kind of serious relationship with anyone… she was genuinely bisexual, equally as in to women as men, and the last thing she wanted to do was ruin her fun by getting tied down.

It had been four months since they’d last seen each other, Sarah realised. It felt like seeing her was overdue. She got out her phone.

Hey, long time! You free later? x

Camila would know exactly what that meant… and Sarah didn’t have to wait long for an answer.

Too long! Busy tonight, free tomorrow if that works? x

Sarah thought for a second, mentally rebalancing her weekend. Work tonight and tomorrow morning, meet Camila in the afternoon. That would work. Not at her apartment though… Sarah wanted somewhere different, too much Amy baggage from Wednesday night to deal with. She needed this with Camila to relax, not relive the intensity of Amy.

Done. I’ll book us into a hotel, will send you details x

Camila’s reply was instant.

Oohhh… how exciting. Don’t forget your bag of toys x

Sarah grinned. Yeah, Camila was exactly what she needed after what had happened with Amy.

***

She spent the next hour getting started on her work, until her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of an incoming video call from Hugo.

Taking a second to shift herself into wife and mum mode, she put on her most enthusiastic smile and answered the call, “Hi! How are you all doing?”

“Hi, we’re all good,” Hugo replied. “Guess who has something to show you…” he continued excitedly as a small player of the match trophy was shoved in front of the camera.

“Oh wow, that’s fantastic!” Sarah exclaimed, desperately trying to work out which child it actually was that had won it. “Tell me all about it…”


Luisa
Los Angeles


“Three more… come on, you’ve got this.”

Luisa gritted her teeth and pushed the barbell up one more time, her arms burning. Kai stood close behind her, his hands hovering near the bar ready to spot her if needed.

“Two more. That’s it.”

She pushed through, her muscles screaming. When she finally racked the weight she collapsed back onto the bench, breathing hard.

“You’re getting stronger,” Kai said, handing her a towel and then her water bottle. “I can see how the definition has come on in your shoulders.”

“That’s because you’re a sadist,” Luisa replied, wiping the sweat from her face, but she was smiling.

Kai laughed. An easy, confident laugh that fit perfectly with his whole persona… objectively very good looking, a mix of Caucasian and Asian heritage, with the sort of physique that you’d expect from one of LA’s top personal trainers and the self-confidence that stopped somewhere just short of arrogance to go with it. They’d been training together for six months now and Luisa was well aware of the tension that sometimes fizzed underneath the surface during their sessions.

She’d thought about it, of course. Physically she suspected they’d be amazing together, a man and a woman in great shape and she knew from a friend who’d dated him briefly a while back that he’d been good in bed. Emotionally, though, they had fun together but she suspected it was only superficial and that pretty quickly they’d tire of each other. And, for so long as she was his client, she wouldn’t let anything happen… because when it inevitably went wrong she’d be left trying to find another personal trainer who was as good and, frankly, he was the best trainer she’d had in years, probably ever.

“Come on,” Kai said, offering his hand to pull her up. “Core work then we’re done.”

Luisa let him pull her to her feet and flashed a grin. “Lead the way, sadist.”

A couple of months ago he’d asked her out. Well, kind of. He’d said he had tickets to the Lakers and asked if she’d like to go “as friends”, his charming smile telling her that wasn’t what he really meant. Luckily, in her profession she had people hitting on her all the time and she’d got good over the years at letting them down nicely… so good that it hadn’t affected their professional relationship at all when she’d politely declined.

They finished with planks and Russian twists and by the time Luisa headed to the changing room her entire body felt like jelly. Getting dressed she pulled out her phone and checked her messages. In her chat with Amy there was the message she’d sent her when she’d woken up that morning:

Hey gorgeous, morning from LA. Hope you slept well. How’s your day so far? xx

No reply, but it had only been a couple of hours and, what… she did the mental arithmetic, smiling to herself at how good she’d got now at adding eight hours to her time. It was 11am in LA, Saturday, so that made it 7pm in London, also still Saturday. Amy had mentioned she was going out with her friends today, so she was probably getting dressed to go out. Luisa was relaxed anyway… they spent most of their days swapping messages at all hours, so a few hours without one really wasn’t a problem. And, of course, Amy was coming back to LA for a few weeks the coming Thursday, so not long to wait at all.

She tucked her phone away in her pocket and grabbed her gym bag, heading out into the late morning sunshine to go and meet her agent for lunch.

***

Lunch with Talia was brief but useful, the sort of modus operandi they’d established over the years. Her agent rattled off her upcoming schedule while they ate overpriced salads, talked about some things she had going in the pipeline, and asked Luisa about a few opportunities to see if they were of interest.

"The Cimarron deal... I still think you're making a mistake." She looked at Luisa with a stern expression that would have faintly terrified Luisa when they'd first started working together, but now simply left her more amused than anything. "Seriously," Talia continued when Luisa didn't bite. "Just take the cash. It's a lot of cash. Don't waste your time with equity in something that's more likely to fail than not."

Luisa simply smiled. Talia was firmly of the belief that it was when models started trying to branch out that it all went wrong. Her philosophy was simple: do the work, get paid. Cimarron was a perfume brand that had chosen Luisa to be the face of their launch, and she'd got to know Solana, the Texan founder and daughter of some serious wealth, and the people around her well. There was something about Solana that told Luisa that her brand was going to be a success and, with one eye on planning for the future, particularly considering the relative lack of longevity of a model's peak career, Luisa had jumped at a deal that swapped most of the cash for a small but not insignificant piece of the equity in the business.

Essentially, Talia was pissed with Luisa about that one because Luisa didn't go through her to negotiate it. It would be fine, Luisa didn't normally bypass her and she'd promised Talia not to do it again, but of course Talia brought it up every time they saw each other.

"I'm getting paid enough still to more than cover your cut. You know my thoughts, we're just going to have to agree to disagree."

Talia pursed her lips. Her expression said models, and not in a complimentary way. After a few moments, Talia moved past it. “They want you for the Italy shoot still,” Talia said. “It’s worth looking at… I know you’re happy focusing on America but if you could break into that market, it could work well.”

Luisa pursed her lips, considering it. The clothing brand in question had been chasing for a while to get her to be part of the campaign, apparently her look was exactly what they needed, but she’d been equivocal in her replies… put simply, she’d never been to Europe before and she had more than enough work without crossing the Atlantic.

But… an idea formed. “When is it again?”

“Just over a month from now. Amalfi.” Talia smiled. “There’s a lot worse places to spend a week, trust me.”

“My schedule’s clear either side of it, isn’t it?”

Talia looked at her notebook. “Yes. You’ve got the week before and the week after clear.” She looked back at Luisa. “You’re keen then?”

Luisa nodded slowly. Work in Europe with a week free on either side was, thanks to Amy, perfect… she’d have the excuse of having to be there, so it would be a much easier way of seeing Amy without making it too pressured or coming across as too keen. And if, for some reason, Amy’s upcoming visit didn’t work out then she’d just go straight to Italy and it was still good for her career. A win-win really. “Yes… but keep those weeks either side free.”

Talia studied her intently for a few moments. “Any particular reason?”

Luisa felt her cheeks redden but simply said, “No, just want to see Europe. I’ve never been.”

Laughing, Talia replied, “Well, whoever it is you want to see in Europe is none of my business. Just don’t let them distract you from the shoot.”

“Is it that obvious?”

“Only because I’ve been doing this for thirty years now…” She looked at Luisa with an indulgent smile, then switched subjects. “Are you still going to the premiere later?”

“Yeah, Julian’s taking me. My friend Maria is coming too. You’ll be there?”

“Absolutely, wouldn’t miss it for anything. You know how excited I get about the latest movies.” The face that Talia pulled made Luisa laugh… Talia absolutely hated sitting through a movie, but she absolutely loved the wheeling and dealing before and after. “I’ll see you at some point, I could do with talking to Julian about something.”

“You want me to tee him up?”

“It wouldn’t hurt, but no problem if you don’t manage it. Make sure you get pictured on his arm when you arrive… it’s good exposure.”

***

Luisa headed over to Julian’s house late afternoon, part of their long standing arrangement. He was the ‘not-boyfriend’ that she’d told Amy about when they first met, an older and very successful man who’d been refreshingly open with Luisa when she’d had dinner with him on first arriving in LA. They weren’t dating, they wouldn’t live together or get married, but they enjoyed each other’s company and had a completely open arrangement. They both could and regularly did see other people, and both knew and understood that the other might end their arrangement if they met someone special. It worked well, particularly socially where he benefited from having a model on his arm and she benefited from his deep and, in many cases, invisible industry connections.

His house was… well, she’d need her career to go absolutely stellar to have any hope of getting a place like his. Beverley Hills, modern, floor-to-ceiling windows and a tropical garden and pool. She didn’t know what it cost, but she did know that she couldn’t remotely afford it.

Julian opened the door before she could knock, phone pressed to his ear. “…yes, I understand, but that’s not what we agreed to.” He waved her in, mouthing sorry as his conversation continued. “Look, I need you to go back and check the exact wording…”

Luisa slipped past him, briefly putting her hand on his shoulder and smiling her understanding, and headed straight into the air-conditioned interior, aiming for the master bedroom. She’d been to his house more times than she could count and treated it like a second home.

Right then she had eyes only for the bathroom… marble floor, huge tub, and a magnificent walk-in shower with a rainfall showerhead. It was so much better than the bathroom in her own studio apartment, and a huge perk from going out with him that night.

The hot water felt incredible on her sore muscles, and she stood under the spray, eyes closed, letting the heat work out the tension from Kai’s workout that morning. Julian’s voice carried through from somewhere in the house, still negotiating.

She’d just finished rinsing the conditioner from her hair when she heard the bathroom door open and saw him leaning back against the vanity, looking in her direction.

“Still on hold,” Julian said over the sound of the water. “Third time.”

“That bad?” she called back. They’d been naked together so many times that she had absolutely no qualms whatsoever about being naked in the shower while they talked. This was what they did.

“That annoying.” He paused. “How’s the shower?”

“As perfect as ever. You might never get me out.”

“You say that every time.”

“It’s a genuine risk…”

Luisa turned off the water and reached for one of Julian’s very thick and very nice towels from the heated rack. She wrapped it around herself and stepped out to see Julian still looking at her, phone still at his ear, an expression on his face that she recognised.

“…yes, I’m still here,” he said into the phone, his eyes not leaving her. “Actually, something just came up. Can I call you back in thirty minutes? Great.” He ended the call and put the phone down. “Hey.”

“Hey yourself,” Luisa replied, suddenly acutely aware that she was wearing only a towel and not a very long one at that.

This was the complicated thing about her and Julian. They weren’t a couple, that was very clear and well understood. They each had their own lives and their own expectations. It was an arrangement that benefited them both. But there was also genuine affection and genuine attraction. The liked each other a lot, and they had fun together, and sometimes, when the timing was right for them both, they fell into bed together in a way that felt completely natural.

Like now, apparently.

“You know,” Julian said, pushing off the vanity and walking towards her. “I’ve got half an hour before I need to call him back.”

“I know. I heard you tell him.” Luisa was smiling. “That’s not very long.”

“Efficiency is a virtue.” He stopped in front of her, close enough that she could smell him… as ever he smelled expensive. His fingertips traced their way along the edge of the towel wrapped around her chest. “What do you think? Are you feeling virtuous?”

Luisa thought for a moment… because she could absolutely say no and Julian wouldn’t push. She wanted to say yes, because uncomplicated physical intimacy was exactly what she could do with right now. For a moment she thought about Amy, but they’d been very clear with each other that whatever they were was open… it had to be when Amy had a boyfriend she lived with and, apparently, another woman she was seeing too. This was allowed. This was fine.

“Half an hour?” she asked.

“Give or take.”

“We should probably make it count then.”

Julian grinned and kissed her, and Luisa let the towel drop to the floor.

***

They really did make it count.

Afterwards they lay tangled together and Luisa found herself thinking of Amy again, which was ridiculous… she’d just had sex with someone else and now, a little guiltily, her mind was straight back to Amy.

“That’s very loud thinking,” Julian teased, his voice coming to her as much through the vibration of his chest against her cheek as anything else.

“Sorry.” She realised she’d sighed which he must have noticed.

“Don’t be. Just curious what’s going on in that head of yours.” His hand stroked her hair. “You’ve seemed a bit distracted when we’ve seen each other the last few weeks.”

Luisa smiled to herself… there were times where she wondered if her and Julian were in some kind of relationship, because they both knew each other so naturally and intuitively by now that they could spot when something was off with the other. But then, because they weren’t in a relationship, they could be honest with each other about what was going on in their lives, completely honest without fear of consequences.

“I met someone.”

“Ah.” He didn’t sound surprised or hurt, just curious. “Someone serious?”

“Maybe. I don’t know. It’s complicated.”

“When is meeting someone ever not?” His hand kept on stroking her damp hair, the pace unchanged. “Does this someone know about me?”

“She knows about…” Luisa turned her head to look at Julian. “I told her I’ve got a not-boyfriend.”

He found that funny. “Not-boyfriend? I like that one.”

She grinned. “It captures you and me pretty well.”

“It does.” He was nodding. “It really does. So what’s complicated?”

“She lives in London. She has a boyfriend. And she has a not-girlfriend.”

Julian’s eyebrows shot up and he chuckled. “Jesus, Luisa. First person since I’ve known you that you’ve talked about and she’s already seeing two other people?”

“Don’t forget she’s in London.”

“London’s easy. You do some work in Europe and you can see her all the time. Her seeing two other people? That’s hard.”

“You think I’m crazy?”

“No.” He shook his head. “But I’m just about the absolute last person you should ask for relationship advice. Look, Luisa, I know you. You’re one of the most pragmatic people I’ve ever met. If you’re into this woman to the point where you’re telling me about her, I’d say it’s worth taking seriously and doing what you need to do to give it a chance.” He paused. “Does this mean we should stop this?”

Luisa thought about it. Her and Amy had agreed to be open, at least for now, and Julian was comfortable, familiar and uncomplicated in his own way. The two worked well together, for now at least.

“It’s too soon for that yet. Let’s see how things go?”

“I can do that. Just be open with me… I would hate for you to miss out on something with her because you don’t want to hurt my feelings.”

“I will, and I appreciate that.”

Julian checked his watch and groaned. “Shit, I need to make that call back. It’s been forty-five minutes already. And we need to start getting ready if we’re picking Maria up by seven.”

Luisa disentangled herself and headed back to the bathroom to dry her hair and start on her makeup. Julian’s voice floated through from the bedroom, calmer now, his negotiation going better for a bit of time to regather and, she liked to think, because of what they’d done in the intervening period.

By the time her makeup was done Julian was dressed and helped her to zip up the dress she’d chosen for the evening, a sleek black number that hugged her body with a high slit up one thigh and a low back. She’d chosen it specifically for the party, knowing it would photograph well.

“You look incredible,” he said, and she could tell that the admiration was genuine.

“You don’t look so bad yourself,” she said, and meant it… Julian looked really very, very good in a suit.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Ready,” Luisa confirmed, pushing all thoughts of Amy to one side.

They had a premiere to get to.

***

Julian had a driver that he used for nights like this, and the car was spacious and luxurious. Precisely the sort of car that one was supposed to arrive at a premiere in.

Maria was waiting outside her apartment building when they pulled up, looking elegant in a blue dress that matched her dark hair. She was beautiful in an approachable, real-person way, the kind that didn’t turn heads but made you want to keep looking back once you’d noticed. Next to Luisa’s model looks, Maria often joked that she was the ugly step-sister, but that was far from true.

“Finally,” Maria said, sliding into the back seat next to Luisa and leaning in for a quick hug. “I was starting to think you’d forgotten about me.”

“Never,” Luisa replied with a grin. “Julian was on endless business calls, you know how it is.”

“Oh, don’t worry, I get it,” Maria laughed, putting on her seatbelt as the car pulled away. “It’s a constant battle to have boundaries between work and pleasure in my job.”

“You look lovely, Maria,” Julian called from the passenger seat, twisting around to smile at both of them.

“Thanks Julian. Nice of you to let me crash your date night.”

“It’s not a date,” Luisa and Julian said simultaneously, then laughed.

As they drove, the houses grew progressively larger and more ostentatious. Luisa and Maria slipped into Spanish as they often did when it was just the two of them and they were chatting. They’d met during Luisa’s first week in LA, introduced by a mutual friend from back home, and Maria had taken Luisa under her wing, their friendship sealed when Maria had come along on a disastrous double date with two functionally brain-dead hedge fund portfolio managers and they'd fled into the night like partners-in-crime.

Maria knew about Amy, had been there in the nightclub on the night when Luisa and Amy had met… indeed going to the club that night had been her idea. But she steered clear of the topic, aware, Luisa knew, that Julian’s Spanish was pretty good and being sensitive to Luisa’s situation with him. Luisa was tempted to tell Maria that they could speak about it openly but held off… it seemed crass to talk much about someone she was seeing in front of him, despite it being well within the parameters of their ‘not-boyfriend’ arrangement.

The driver turned into a private road, joining a line of similarly expensive cars heading towards a mansion that looked implausibly grand and opulent, all white stone and columns, lights illuminating the palm trees that lined the driveway.

“Wow,” Maria whispered. “This is where the premiere is?”

“Welcome to the A-list,” Julian replied with a grin from the front seat.

***

There was a red carpet and, while it wasn’t as if Luisa had got to walk a red carpet that many times, the novelty was still in no danger of wearing off. Photographers lined one side, cameras at the ready, and she knew the routine with Julian by now… wait for him to come around and open her door, take his offered arm, smile (but not too much, enigmatic was good), pause where they wanted you both to pause, turn a little to show the dress, and then most importantly move along before you got hurried out of the way for someone far, far more important.

Julian was good at this… he’d been involved in the entertainment industry in LA for so long now that this was second nature for him, and everyone at the premiere who was anyone would know him and want a moment with him. He rested his hand on the small of her back as they posed together, and Luisa knew they looked good as a pair… the older, handsome man with the younger model. The paparazzi would eat it up.

Maria had hung back, looping round to wait at the far end of the red carpet. She’d been to a few events with Luisa and knew the score. When Luisa and Julian made it through, Maria fell into step with them.

“That always feels surreal,” Maria said quietly.

“You get used to it,” Julian replied.

“I’m not sure I ever could.”

Inside was exactly as Luisa had expected from the outside: opulence bordering on the obscene. Crystal chandeliers, marble floors, staff in incredibly smart and almost painfully stylish uniforms bring round trays of champagne and hors d’oeuvres. The garden itself had, apparently, been turned into an outdoor cinema for the premiere and Luisa caught sight of a natural amphitheatre through the windows at the back.

“Champagne?” Julian asked, grabbing three glasses from a passing server.

“God, yes,” Maria said, taking one gratefully.

They spent the next hour circulating around the room as a three, Julian introducing Luisa and Maria to a never ending stream of people… producers, directors, actors whose faces Luisa recognised even if she couldn’t put a name to them. Maria looked a little overwhelmed but was holding her own, flipping the focus on to the people she was talking to. Never a bad tactic when dealing with some of the narcissists in the industry, Luisa figured.

Luisa slipped without noticing into professional mode, the same version of herself that came out on photoshoots and at parties. Charming but not too eager, interested but never starstruck, beautiful but not threatening… she’d learned over the years that it was necessary because there were pitfalls everywhere.

Just before the premiere itself started, Luisa was walking back from the bathrooms when a familiar voice said, “I loved your work on the Seraphim campaign.”

Luisa turned, surprised, and didn’t quite stop her mouth falling open.

“Luisa, isn’t it?”

“Uhh… yes, that’s me…” she managed to say, before shaking the hand that was offered to her. Because yes, she’d recognised the voice, but not because she knew the person… it was because she’d heard them speak many, many times up on screen.

Nico Wilde… one of the biggest stars in Hollywood, three blockbuster movies already that year, and he was stood there shaking her hand and grinning the charming grin that roughly a million women would give anything to be stood there on the receiving end of instead of her.

“I’m Nico,” he said.

“Ah… yes… I know.” Luisa took a deep breath, calming herself. “I saw you in your latest movie. It’s nice to meet you.”

“And you.” He moved closer, lowering his voice in the way that men often did when they thought they were being charming. “Listen, I know we all have to sit down in a moment, but I’d love to take you to dinner sometime. Maybe next week? I know this great place in Malibu, right near the beach…”

Luisa had caught up with her surprise now, and grimaced inside. She’d been through this before many, many times. The offers, the presumption, the assumption that because she was a model she’d be thrilled to go out with a movie star, one who skipped straight to asking her out. Earlier in her career she’d have probably said yes, if the connection seemed genuine and she thought it might be fun. More often now, though, she said no. Not always, but nearly.

“That’s very sweet of you,” she said, keeping her tone friendly but definite. “But I’m actually seeing someone at the moment.”

“Serious?”

“Getting there.”

Nico took it well, stepping back with a rueful smile. “Lucky them… well, if things change…”

“I’ll keep you in mind,” Luisa replied, knowing she wouldn’t.

He drifted off in the direction of the screening, and Luisa went to find Maria only to spot her by the windows deep in conversation with a publicist for one of the major studios. The other woman was leaning in, telling Maria something, and when Maria laughed Luisa had to stifle a laugh of her own… Maria was in full on flirting mode and looking like she was enjoying herself.

She watched for a minute longer, long enough to see the two of them exchange phone numbers, and then walked over to pull Maria away for the premiere.

***

After the screening they went back to the party but, as the night wore on, Luisa found there were only so many people she could talk to. Maria had headed home herself ten minutes before, and when Julian saw that she was flagging a little he called up his driver. Fifteen minutes later they were in the car, headed back to his place.

“Tired?” Julian asked, sat next to her now in the back, his hand finding hers in the dark.

“A little. But it was fun. Good party, good premiere.”

“The movie’s going to bomb, I can tell.”

“Well, yeah… I was just being nice.”

She saw him glance over and grin. “What did Nico Wilde want?”

“You saw that?”

“Hard to miss. He wasn’t being subtle.”

“He asked me out for dinner. A place by the beach in Malibu.”

“Are you going to do it?”

She shook her head. “No.”

“Because of the someone in London.”

“Yeah.”

They were quiet for the rest of the drive. When they pulled up at his house, Julian asked, “Want to stay? Or want to be dropped home?”

Luisa thought for a moment. It had been a nice night, and she had her overnight bag at his place anyway. “I’ll stay.”

***

A little while later, Luisa lay awake next to Julian, looking at the shadows cast by the lights against the curtains. He was sound asleep now, but he hadn’t slept until they’d carried on where they’d left off that afternoon… less urgent, less frantic than earlier, but just as fun. He was a good lover, and Luisa let herself push away the thoughts about Amy for just a few minutes so that she could be in the moment. It had been good.

Now, she lay there and thought about Amy properly. Amy, who made her stomach do peculiar things when her name came up on Luisa’s phone. Amy, who she’d known for only a few weeks but already felt like the most real relationship of her life. Amy, who was five thousand miles away and might not even want what Luisa was starting to realise she wanted.

Her phone buzzed quietly on the bedside table. Luisa reached for it carefully, trying not to disturb Julian, and saw she had a message from Amy.

Sorry for radio silence today. It’s been completely insane here. Long story that I’ll tell you about when we talk. Hope the party was fun. Can we talk tomorrow? I miss you xx

Luisa stared at the message, reading it again and again. Something about the tone felt off… not bad, exactly, but as if there was something momentous that she couldn’t say. Long story could mean anything. Can we talk tomorrow sounded ominous, like the preamble to it’s not you, it’s me. Luisa desperately hoped not, and she had never been the type to catastrophise, but she’d be glad when she had the chance to speak to Amy properly. I miss you was very reassuring though.

She typed out a reply:

Just got back. Party was good but movie was bad. Of course we can talk tomorrow, call me whenever. Everything ok? xx

She hit send and lay back down, phone still in hand. Julian stirred next to her but didn’t wake up.

Luisa thought about the message… completely insane here. She knew, obviously, that Amy had her boyfriend and her ‘not-girlfriend’ so possibly it was something to do with them. Who knew? Five thousand miles was a long way from which to try to decipher a few sentences over text message.

Her phone lit up with a reply.

You and me are. But I think I might have exploded the rest of my life. Sleep well and don’t worry xx

That sounded… interesting. Dramatic.

It promised to be a very interesting talk tomorrow.


Amy
London


Amy was so fucking hungover it wasn’t funny.

Cocktails, wine, tequila shots… and that was just what she could remember.

She’d stayed at Naomi’s house share in Clapham, top to toe in her bed while Lara slept on the sofa, and she’d had nowhere near enough sleep nor had she drunk anything like enough water before going to bed.

God, last night, she thought, I got a little crazy. Getting a woman’s phone number in the cocktail bar was one thing, and she wasn’t entirely sure whether she’d get in touch with her or not (Keira? Was that her name? Amy struggled to recall) although she vaguely remembered thinking she was cute. But then what she’d done in the club after, or more specifically the bathroom of the club with a complete stranger… that wasn’t me, or of course it was me but not my style.

She’d even woken up that morning worried that she’d made a move on Naomi in the night… utterly ridiculous, of course, but a sure sign of where her head was at.

Yesterday had been insane. What had started as a normal Saturday of James going out to play rugby and Amy meeting Sarah for lunch had descended into, well, Amy somehow now effectively single, coming out to her two best friends and the night that followed.

She checked her phone again. 10.04am. Naomi was in the shower, Lara had gone back to her place to vegetate, and Amy was in limbo… James would be back at their flat, and Amy couldn’t face seeing him quite yet, not until she felt a little more human. Their flat. The place they’d been for a few years now, that she’d made nice, where all her stuff was. The enormity of the day before hit her hard… no more our flat, who stayed and who went still to be worked out, and she’d need somewhere to live potentially.

Amy took a deep breath and lay back down on the bed, trying to ignore the nausea and the headache throbbing away behind her eyes.

Messages first, triage the problems.

She picked up her phone again and forced herself to stop ignoring the messages waiting for her: from James, from Sarah, from Luisa.

First, James:

Hope you’re ok. We need to talk, sure you agree. Call me when you can?

Simple, and entirely accurate because God did they need to talk. They’d talked for a few hours yesterday when she’d told him that she thought she was a lesbian and they’d covered a lot of ground, but yes they needed to talk and straighten things out. If for no other reason, Amy realised, than she owed it to him… walking in on your long term girlfriend in bed with her female boss couldn’t have been easy for him, although his relative equanimity yesterday had been telling given his own infidelities in the not too distant past.

She’d call him as soon as she’d showered, Amy decided. A shower always cleared her head and she’d need a clear head for whatever was to come.

Next, Sarah. Amy felt something inside her tighten at the thought of Sarah that morning… because Sarah was complicated. She’d started to fall for Sarah, properly fall for her, not the half-real relationship they’d had for the past few months, a relationship predicated on Sarah’s professional help in exchange for, frankly, sex with Amy. Fantastic, incredible, life changing sex, granted, but transactional nonetheless.

Sarah had that same arrangement with other women too, her mentoring scheme, but at some point in the last few weeks it had changed between them… whether in LA where in Sarah’s hotel room Sarah had switched from a dominant to submissive role for the first time in her life, or since they’d been back in London and discovered a simplicity in something authentically equal she didn’t know. All that Amy did know is they’d caught feelings for each other and it had all come to a head yesterday, after lunch, back at Amy and James’s flat.

Her message was simple:

Hi Amy, checking you’re ok. I suspect I’m not top of the list for this, but let me know when you can talk x

Yeah, they needed to talk, that was for sure. But Sarah could wait… ultimately she bore as much responsibility as Amy for the mess she found herself in that morning, in fact Amy was surprised to realise that she felt a little anger towards her alongside the other feelings, and any conversation they were going to have necessarily sat behind James.

Then, that brought her to Luisa… Luisa who was five thousand miles away and utterly oblivious to the carnage in Amy’s personal life over the last twenty four hours. Luisa had sent her a message just about when Amy’s world was exploding around her and she hadn’t had time to reply:

Hey gorgeous, morning from LA. Hope you slept well. How’s your day so far? xx

With Luisa, it was easy. Everything about Luisa felt so fun and light, they’d only known each other for a few weeks but it was as if they were best friends who’d never known the other existed. With Luisa there was no hidden complexity, at least not yet. Doing the mental calculations, she worked out that Luisa was probably asleep by now, unless the premiere she was going to last night had gone on particularly late, but wanted to send her something to wake up to at least… she felt a little bad that she’d not replied to Luisa last night but her head hadn’t been in the right place.

She tried three different replies, none sounding quite right to her hungover brain, then settled on:

Sorry for radio silence today. It’s been completely insane here. Long story that I’ll tell you about when we talk. Hope the party was fun. Can we talk tomorrow? I miss you xx

To her surprise she got a reply quickly:

Just got back. Party was good but movie was bad. Of course we can talk tomorrow, call me whenever. Everything ok? xx

Amy smiled. Luisa’s great, she thought, looking forward even more than she had been to seeing her again in LA at the end of the week. She felt a little pang, wishing she was closer, but then that was the compromise with the two women who’d come crashing into her life: one was single five thousand miles away, the other was close but married with kids. Why can I never do things the easy way?

She sent a quick reply to reassure her:

You and me are. But I think I might have exploded the rest of my life. Sleep well and don’t worry xx

At that moment Naomi came back into the bedroom in her dressing gown. “Shower’s free.” She paused and started laughing. “No offence but you look terrible.”

Amy groaned. “I feel it.”

“I’ll make you another tea while you’re in there. And Amy, seriously, no rush, my house is your house, stay as long as you need today. And if you need the empty room upstairs until you go to LA it’s yours. Or after. I mean it.”

Amy smiled weakly. “You’re too good to me.”

“Me and Lara are here for you. Anything you need.”

***

The shower had been magical, that and the cup of tea afterwards… whichever fool claimed that the second cup is never as good at the first clearly hadn’t spent a night getting hammered on cocktails and shots first.

Amy knew that she should probably have spent the shower having deep thoughts about her relationships and what was going on but, frankly, she’d been too busy trying not to vomit and trying to ignore the thumping of her headache to form coherent thoughts.

She felt relatively composed now, though, and able to at least string a couple of thoughts together. Enough to be able to call James.

Naomi made herself scarce and Amy sat there, her finger hovering over his name for a long, long moment before she pressed dial.

He answered on the second ring. “Hey.”

“Hey,” she replied, trying to keep her voice friendly and open. “How are you doing?”

“Honestly? I’ve been better.” There was a pause, then he added, “You?”

“Same. Did you go out last night?”

“Yeah.” A slight chuckle down the line. “I’ve definitely felt better.”

“Tell me about it… I ended up drinking tequila.”

“Ouch.”

They were silence for a few moments. “So we should talk properly. Face-to-face, but maybe not at the flat,” she said. “It’s too… I don’t know, too much.”

“I know what you mean. Where were you thinking?”

“The Falcon? We can talk without feeling like we’re being overheard.”

The Falcon was their local pub, a five-minute walk from the flat. They’d spent countless Sunday afternoons there over the years, nursing pints and simply enjoying the end of their weekends. It felt like the right place for this conversation: familiar but not too intimate.

“What time?” James asked.

Amy glanced at the clock on Naomi’s wall. It was late morning now. “Three? Is that long enough to… God, I don’t know, prepare?”

“Three works. I’ll see you there.”

“James?” Amy said quickly, before he could hang up.

“Yeah?”

“Thank you. For being so understanding yesterday. I know it must have been a huge shock.”

There was a long pause before he responded, and when he did his voice had lost the relaxed tone. “It was… I mean it is. But… Jesus, Amy, we’ve been together for years. I care about you, even if… if what you told me yesterday is true, well…” He trailed off, unable to finish his sentence.

“I know,” Amy said. “I’ll see you at three.”

After she hung up, Amy sat holding her phone for a few minutes, trying to steady her breathing. That was done. The first step taken.

She went through to the living room where Naomi was talking to one of her housemates.

“How’d it go?” she asked when she saw Amy walk in.

Amy grimaced. “The call was the easy part. I’m seeing him at three… it could be a long afternoon.”

“Did he sound ok?”

“About as hungover as me. So that’s something.”

Naomi nodded slowly in understanding. “We’re going to get an early lunch, and you need to eat. You can’t see James on an empty stomach.”

Amy hesitated… she really didn’t feel hungry, a mix she suspected of the hangover and the nerves about seeing James. Her head was still pounding, and she could feel her brain going fuzzy again after the short term boost from the shower. Experience, though, told her that she had to eat.

“Thanks, I’d like that. Can you give me two minutes? I just need to send a message.”

“Sure. As long as you need.”

Amy stepped out into the hall and took out her phone again. One more message… Sarah. This one was kind of easy, because frankly Amy couldn’t deal with the whole Sarah thing, not today and not with this hangover.

Hey, a lot to deal with today. Are you ok? x

The only debate had been the kiss at the end, but that wasn’t a debate really. It had clearly got complicated between them, yes, but she couldn’t deny the spark.

Sarah’s reply came quickly:

Oh, I’m fine. Completely understand, here to talk whenever you want to x

Amy pondered for a few moments, her sluggish brain struggling a little to work through the possibilities. I fly to LA on Thursday, she thought, and that’s for three weeks. I can’t let whatever it is with Sarah sit until I’m back, so it has to be before. And soon.

She realised there wasn’t much choice but to talk soon. She typed out her reply:

Tomorrow evening, there’s a bar in Borough Market I’ve wanted to try. 7pm? x

It didn’t take long for Sarah to confirm, and Amy realised that with it there came a sense of relief… three people to juggle that Sunday morning, and she’d at least triaged the problems even if her hungover head wasn’t remotely ready to resolve them. She’d chat to Luisa when she got the chance and Luisa would be cool with that, James would be James, and Sarah tomorrow gave her time to think about what exactly they were… Amy knew that she had some serious thought to give to that.

It was a lot to work through, and at that moment Amy made a spur of the moment decision: her work was quiet for the next few days before LA, no one would miss her, she’d take the three days off as holiday to give her the headspace she needed. Nobody would begrudge her that, surely?

“Ok, done,” Amy called through to the living room.

“Perfect.” Naomi and her housemate came into the hall, reaching for their coats. “Time to feed you up and break that hangover.”


Sarah
London


Sarah’s phone pinged as she walked through the door of The Ned and her heart skipped a beat when she saw it was from Amy. Sarah had resisted the urge to message her all of Saturday evening, not knowing whether Amy was locked in heated discussion with James, or whether she’d gone out with her friends as planned, or maybe even something else. Eventually Sarah had sent a message when she woke up that Sunday morning and had been growing more and more concerned as the morning wore on to not have had a reply. Now, close to midday, it had come.

Hey, a lot to deal with today. Are you ok? x

Sarah nodded to herself. I’ll bet you do, she thought. Her own situation was complex, clearly, but Amy’s was a different level entirely. It was important, she knew, to be supportive and absolutely not pushy. She replied:

Oh, I’m fine. Completely understand, here to talk whenever you want to x

She saw Amy typing out a message for a while, then received:

Tomorrow evening, there’s a bar in Borough Market I’ve wanted to try. 7pm? x

That was good… selfishly, it showed to Sarah that Amy was keen to talk rather than put it off. A small part of her had wondered if Amy would wait until after LA, so this was positive. A little terrifying, yes, because she now had just over twenty four hours until a conversation that could change everything. But, more than anything, exciting, because Sarah knew that she’d fallen for Amy hard and while she didn’t have a clue what they could look like it was thrilling to think about the sense of possibility… a sense she’d only had before with Jess.

As she thought about it some more though she started to work through the complexities of Amy’s reply.

A bar rather than either of their flats… neutral ground, so Amy wasn’t planning to throw herself at Sarah as soon as she saw her.

Borough Market… at the same time not far from either of their flats, so maybe leaving a possibility open?

Signed off with a kiss still… encouraging, maybe? Or just friendly?

Sarah smiled to herself. God, I could overthink this. Amy wanted to see her, that was the important thing, and that was exciting… she just needed to be mentally prepared for whatever Amy wanted to say.

She headed towards the reception desk, overnight bag in hand. She’d booked a room for tonight and Camila was meeting her mid-afternoon in the champagne bar, but until then she had important business to attend to… namely a massage in the spa and then some relaxation time in the pool.

With all that had happened that weekend, not to mention her work done and done well, Sarah figured she deserved it.

***

Fresh from the spa, Sarah was feeling as relaxed as she had in a while. Glass of champagne in front of her, the hubbub of the tail end of Sunday brunch echoing around the old banking hall, she was glad to have done this. A significant improvement, certainly, on sitting around in her flat waiting for Monday to come.

The champagne bar had a kind of Sunday-trendy style, in keeping with the brunch in the restaurant at the other end of the hall… nobody was dressed up for a night out, yet nobody was slumming it either. Fashionable jeans and tops were the order of the day, and Sarah had made sure she fit in, wearing a blazer as well to add that hint of gravitas that she thought befitted someone like her in her mid-thirties.

She took a sip of her champagne and looked down to check her watch, but before she had a chance to register the time she was surprised by Camila sliding into the seat opposite, that mischievous grin that she could never resist and those bright eyes looking at her.

“Hey, stranger,” Camila said.

“Hey to you too,” Sarah replied, unable to resist grinning back. She looked at Camila for a moment. “Your hair’s different.”

Camila turned her head from side to side to give Sarah a proper look. “You like it?”

“I love it… it really suits you.” And it really did. Until now Camila had always had her dark hair cut to shoulder length, but now it was more of a messy bob that framed her face perfectly and, Sarah couldn’t help noticing, made her exquisite neck and shoulders really stand out.

“Thank you. You’re looking great too.”

Sarah smiled at the compliment. “I don’t have the tan that you seem to have developed. You look like you’ve been away?”

“The beauty of a four month summer holiday when daddy isn’t making you work just yet… I spent some time back in Brazil, then me and some friends travelled around the Mediterranean. Lots of sunbathing.” Camila’s accent was almost boarding school English, with just the faintest hint of Brazil that her English schooling hadn’t been able to get rid of. That mischievous smile was back again. “Wait until you see some of my tan lines.”

Camila had a way of making Sarah blush that not many people could, and she managed it then. She smiled through it though. “Can I get you a drink?”

“A cocktail if they do them, something rum based and fruity.”

Gesturing to the waitress and ordering the drinks, the two fell to catching up. It was funny, reflected Sarah, that the woman she got on best with and had the best time with wasn’t one of her mentees, even though she nominally had far more in common with them. Instead it was the woman who was still at university, despite the age gap. Well, at least up until now… Amy had managed to change that.

Maybe it was because the others had something to lose while Camila was still care free, or maybe it was because her relationship with Camila had started differently, or maybe just because Camila came from a privileged background and wasn’t intimidated by Sarah. She didn’t know, but she always looked forward to catching up with Camila as much as she looked forward to the physical side.

“So how come you’re in London this weekend?” Camila asked as she took the last sip of her drink.

“I had some work to do and thought it best to save on the commute.”

“Makes sense. I was pleased when you messaged, it’s been a while.” Camila reached a hand out to take Sarah’s. Sarah glanced quickly around the bar to make sure that there was no one that she knew, then when she saw that the coast was clear she took hold of Camila’s too.

They looked at each other for a few moments, and Sarah felt a hunger build in her, almost a desperation for the simplicity of what she had with Camila. But she didn’t want to rush things. “Would you like another drink? Or…?”

Camila laughed. “I’ll take ‘or’!” She leaned forward to whisper into Sarah’s ear, “I’ve gone four months without a real woman fucking me, I don’t want to wait a minute longer than I have to.”

“A real woman?” replied Sarah quietly.

“Well… there was someone in Italy for a bit, but she didn’t know what she was doing.” She winked at Sarah and stood up. “Lead the way.”

***

They managed to walk sensibly to the lifts, but really the two of them could never keep their hands off each other for long… it was precisely the infrequency and the scarcity of when they saw each other that made it so electric when they did.

An American couple on vacation were in the lift with them as far as the third floor, but as soon as they exited and the doors shut again the two women were all over each other, Sarah’s lips on Camila’s and their bodies pressed tight against each other.

It was only moments before they came to their floor and the doors opened again, but it was electric. Camila knew the score, though, when they emerged into the corridor… while someone seeing her with Sarah didn’t matter in the least to her, for Sarah the risk of a colleague or a client or, God forbid, a friend from back home up in London for a weekend away seeing them and the consequences if that happened pointed to discretion until they were in private.

Instead, they walked down the maze of corridors in a charged silence, Sarah leading the way and glancing from time to time back at Camila who simply flashed her smile.

They got to the room, Sarah opened the door, and then Camila was on her… a proper kiss this time, lips and tongue and hands, and Sarah was kissing her back, and the two women almost danced their way into the room, slowly finding their way to the bed and falling into it, Camila ending up on top of Sarah.

“I’ve got a problem,” Camila said between kisses, her grin looking down at Sarah.

“Oh really?” Sarah replied, grinning back.

“Really.”

“What’s your problem?”

“It’s my wrists.”

Sarah closed the gap and kissed her briefly. “Your wrists?”

“Uh huh…” Camila nodded earnestly. “They’ve not been handcuffed in months, and I’m worried they’re getting too used to being free.”

“Oh, that’s bad. Very bad.”

“Yes,” Camila nodded in fake seriousness, a look of pure innocence on her face. “It could even be unhealthy. What am I to do?”

“Well as it happens,” Sarah replied, pushing Camila’s hair back from her face and then gathering and holding it back, possessively, not aggressively but certainly with intent. Camila smiled when she realised… this was the sort of game they usually played. “I brought handcuffs with me.”

“For me?” Camila was really playing the innocence up now, and Sarah loved it.

“For you.”

“Would you please handcuff me? For my own good. If it helps…” She gave her most innocent smile. “…I’ve been bad since you last saw me. Very bad.” She leaned down to kiss Sarah, then whispered, “so, so bad.”

Sarah tried to stifle the groan that came from nowhere when Camila said that, and almost succeeded. Almost… but Camila noticed and smiled again. “Let me have a look in my bag.”

Camila rolled off and Sarah climbed off the bed, heading over to the wardrobe. “Now let me see what I’ve brought,” she teased, rummaging through the bag and pulling out her assortment of toys… a strap-on, a blindfold, a spreader bar, and then finally two pairs of leather cuffs. She could hear Camila moving around the room behind her.

“Two pairs? In case I’d been particularly naughty?” Camila joked.

Sarah turned to look at her and stopped in her tracks. Camila had taken off her dress while Sarah was looking in the bag and was stood naked by the bed, her wrists held out together, waiting to be cuffed. Camila had a body to die for, the sort of physique that a mildly active lifestyle can maintain when you’re twenty-one, just the right curves in the right places, a touch of body fat to soften the edges.

“I see what you mean about the tan lines,” Sarah said, grinning. She walked over and couldn’t help but reach her hand out to touch Camila’s left breast, tracing her finger along the contrast between the deep brown of her tan and the almost white colouration where her bikini top must have been, before sliding briefly over her darker nipple. “That can’t have been a very modest bikini?”

Camila nodded. “I told you I’d been bad.”

Sarah’s eye was drawn further down, where the contrast was even more pronounced where her bikini bottoms must have been. As she traced her fingers down there Sarah slowly, gently touched Camila between her legs, with the softest touch feeling along her folds between. Camila’s arousal was clear to her touch already, and if there was any doubt the soft sigh, almost moan that came from her mouth confirmed it.

“Lie down,” Sarah ordered, and Camila climbed onto the bed and lay down across it on her back.

“I’m going to try something different,” she continued, fetching the two pairs of handcuffs. “Give me your left wrist.” Camila did as she’d been told and Sarah closed the cuff around it, before putting that arm down by Camila’s side. “Now bend your knees.” Camila bent her legs at the knee, and Sarah attached the other end of the cuff to Camila’s left ankle. She did the same with Camila’s right wrist and ankle using the other pair of cuffs.

“How does that feel?” Sarah asked.

“Good…” Camila replied, her breathing visibly coming faster. “I must have been very, very bad to need to be cuffed twice?”

“Very…” Sarah climbed on to the bed, still fully clothed, and lay down on top of her, her lips finding Camila’s. This situation, in complete control of another woman, that woman at her mercy and that woman’s pleasure at her gift, was Sarah’s comfort zone. She felt completely at home, it felt right.

Depending on her mood this would normally go one of several ways, whether it was Camila or one of her mentees. Sometimes she would use the other woman for her own pleasure, something that she knew Camila loved… being there to service Sarah’s needs. Sometimes she would put the other woman through an exquisite torture of edging and orgasm denial, the woman’s desperation to climax and the power she had over them a form of deep pleasure in its own right. And sometimes she would take the other woman to the heights of pleasure again and again, before demanding the same in return.

It all depended on Sarah’s mood and her needs, and tonight it was the latter. She was going to give Camila the night of her life, and she was going to ask Camila to do the same. Even the thought of that made Sarah shiver in anticipation.

Sarah took her time to start with, kissing Camila slowly, teasing her with her lips and hand, stoking the fire inside. She could tell that it was working, too, Camila helpless, gasping and moaning as Sarah’s hands roamed her body and touched her everywhere, anywhere that Sarah wanted.

“You like that?” Sarah whispered between kisses, her hand teasingly working between Camila’s legs.

“Yes,” Camila replied. “Very yes.” She gasped at Sarah’s touch. “I need to be very bad more often… but more, I need more.”

“Patience.” Sarah sat up. “I’m going to slip out of these clothes first.” She stood and took off her clothes, top first then jeans to reveal a black set of lingerie underneath. Slowly she unhooked her bra, letting it drop to the floor, then slid her underwear off too to stand naked next to the bed.

Camila just watched Sarah hungrily, unable to move with her wrists and ankles bound as they were. Sarah moved around the bed until she was positioned between Camila’s legs and looked down at her.

“What would you like?” she asked sweetly.

“Please, please go down on me,” was Camila’s instant reply.

“Hmmm… I think I’ve forgotten how to do that,” Sarah teased. “I wonder if I can remember. It’s been so long for us.”

She walked deliberately slowly round to the other side of the bed, trailing her fingers along Camila’s naked skin, Camila’s gaze fixed on Sarah the whole way, her eyes wide, until she was stood next to Camila’s head.

“I’m not sure if this is right, but let’s give it a try…” she continued teasing, leaning over and kissing Camila upside down, their lips meeting at that unusual angle. It was fun, playful, and Camila was in on the game too.

When Sarah decided that that was enough she leaned further forward, her mouth finding Camila’s chest, and she started to kiss, lick, nibble and tease… she was pretty sure she heard a stifled gasp from Camila, but only stifled because at that angle her breasts were hanging down over Camila’s face and Camila had wasted no time in taking one of Sarah’s nipples between her lips. Her hot breath mixed with the saliva was exquisite.

Finally, Sarah climbed on to the bed and straddled Camila’s face, hovering around a few inches above it while she lowered her head between Camila’s legs. Leaning down to give a quick flick of her tongue, she looked back at Camila’s head. “I don’t think I’ve got this right, have I?”

“It seems pretty good from where I’m lying,” came Camila’s breathless response, at which Sarah gently lowered her hips closer to Camila’s face until she felt Camila’s tongue between her legs. Letting out a quiet gasp of her own, Sarah lowered her head again and put her tongue back between Camila’s legs. Both women went slow, both knowing what the other liked, but regardless Sarah could feel Camila responding quickly so she slowed the pace almost to a stop, satisfied at the grunt of disappointment coming from between her own legs.

Soon, Sarah was using her hands as well as her tongue, varying what she did and where, sometimes sliding a finger into Camila, sometimes stroking around, tongue used wherever was best. She was constantly aware of how Camila was responding, the little twitches and moans. For her part, Camila was constrained by having both arms tied to her ankles and so could only use her tongue, but she was doing it to great effect. Sarah could feel something building for her, something that she'd needed more than she'd even realised since Amy and her had been interrupted the day before.

Feeling that it was time for what would come next, Sarah sat up and undid the handcuffs on both of Camila's ankles. Climbing off, Sarah said, "I need you to stand up next to the bed."

"Please," Camila whispered, "I'm so close, can't you keep going?"

Sarah smiled. "I know what's best for you, trust me."

Camila replied quietly, "Ok..." and stood up. Sarah went to stand behind her, kissing her on the neck as she pushed her hair to one side, then pulled her arms gently behind her back and cuffed her wrists together, removing the now surplus other pair of handcuffs.

"I want you to make me orgasm like your life depends on it," Sarah whispered in her ear, "but slowly. Can you do that?" Camila nodded. "Good... the slower it is for me, the better it will be for you afterwards. Ok?" Camila nodded again, and Sarah could see the intoxicating mix of desperation for her own climax, a hint of defiance, but most of all obedience… she was Sarah’s, completely.

Sarah went to sit back on the bed, her feet on the floor, legs parted. Camila knelt down between them and buried her face between Sarah's legs, resuming her efforts with her tongue. Her eyes were fixed on Sarah’s, or at least they were until a particular flick of her tongue made Sarah close her eyes as a tremor ran through her. When she opened them again she was met by Camila’s unwavering gaze, the mischievous grin visible around her eyes.

"Not too fast, remember?" Sarah said between gasps. Immediately the pace slowed, and Sarah could feel precisely the slow burning pleasure that she needed. Camila continued with her tongue, touching and probing, watching Sarah's reaction and pushing her further when she could see the pleasure starting to drop, slowing down when she saw that Sarah was reaching a peak.

Sarah could feel the pleasure building and building, so close to climaxing several times but not quite making it, and could feel herself starting to lose control of her body, her arms and legs writhing as Camila took her closer and closer to the heights.

"Ok..." she moaned. "Now you can make me cum." Camila gradually increased the pressure with her tongue and her climax crashed through her, her hands grabbing furiously at the sheets under her as her back raised up from the bed. She cried out loud as she came, a primal shout that came from somewhere deep within her and that she couldn't have suppressed even if she'd wanted to.

Camila sat back on her heels, hands still bound behind her back, Sarah’s arousal on her chin, and the full grin was on display now… she looked rightly pleased with herself.

“Did I do ok?" she asked.

Sarah lay there taking deep breaths, head thrown back, trying to calm her body, then smiled and propped herself up on her elbows. "Very ok... very ok indeed." She climbed off the bed and undid Camila's handcuffs, helping her to her feet. "Now, you’ve earned something. I’ll give you a choice… bound or not?”

Camila thought for a moment. “Not, please.” She laughed. “Plenty of time for that later.”

“There is indeed… ok, on the bed on your back, head on the pillows.”

Camila obeyed and, after leaning over to give her a lingering kiss, Sarah worked her way down Camila’s body again before settling her head between Camila’s legs. Camila gasped as Sarah’s tongue touched her, and Sarah could tell that Camila was teetering on the brink already… really, really close.

Sarah used every ounce of her skill to go down on Camila, getting her just that little bit closer, thrilling to see Camila so nearly climax and her frustration when she didn’t get there. Just as Camila was about to finally climax, Sarah stopped and sat up. “Wait there..."

Camila let out a sigh of frustration. “You’re lucky I really like you.”

Smiling and giving her a reassuring pat on the leg, Sarah walked back over to her bag and pulled out the strap-on, making sure that Camila could see what she was doing as she put the harness on and tightened it. Camila smiled when she saw… this was hardly her first time she’d used one with Sarah after all.

Safely secured, Sarah climbed back on to the bed, seven inches of strap-on protruding in front of her. Sarah always enjoyed this moment, the feeling of pure animal power that came with having this instrument of pleasure on her, ready to bring to the woman lying in front of her.

"I need that in me now," Camila breathed.

"Ask nicely..."

Camila pouted, then said with her most innocent expression, "Please, Sarah, I’ve been very, very bad and the cuffs didn’t work… could you fuck the bad out of me?"

Sarah burst out laughing. “Never change, Camila, never change…”

She positioned herself between Camila's legs. Normally some sort of lubrication was needed but Camila was so aroused by then that Sarah didn't think it necessary, positioning the tip at Camila's entrance and then slowly sliding in a couple of inches.

Camila gasped, her eyes closing as she concentrated on taking the size into her. When she'd got used to the first couple of inches, Camila put her hands on Sarah's ass and gently pulled Sarah into her, taking it inch by inch until the full length was inside.

"Give me a minute…” Camila gasped. Sarah understood… sometimes it took a little while to get used to the feel of it. While she waited, though, she leaned down and kissed Camila, slowly and passionately, taking care not to move her hips. Camila was always clear on what she needed, and when it was time Sarah would know because Camila would start to roll her hips into her and start pulling Sarah closer.

Camila took her time as the kiss went on, not that Sarah minded in the slightest, but then Sarah felt that slight roll and she knew that Camila was ready. She pulled back slowly, then slid gently into Camila, feeling Camila tense under her, all while the kiss went on. Sarah was going to give her the slowest of slow fucks, entirely focused on Camila’s pleasure.

Sarah was careful to keep the pace slow, avoiding the temptation to speed up, and she felt Camila's body responding to the pace, Camila's legs wrapped around Sarah, her feet resting on the back of Sarah's thighs, while Camila's hands went to her back. Propping herself up on one arm and breaking the kiss, Sarah used her free hand to stroke Camila's breast, teasing her nipple as she thrust into her.

When it happened, it happened so fast that Sarah couldn't have stopped it even if she'd wanted to. Camila suddenly let out a loud moan and her orgasm rocked through her, her body shuddering, moan following moan, her arms tightening around Sarah, while Sarah fucked her through it, prolonging the climax while Camila ended up hanging on for dear life, all four limbs wrapped tight around Sarah.

As it subsided, Sarah planted soft kisses on Camila's cheeks and neck, still inside her, but only very slowly moving in and out. Camila turned her head and kissed her back, whispering, "That was intense."

"That was just the start..." Sarah replied. “We’ve got hours ahead of us, and I’ve got a plan.”

Camila got up to go and use the bathroom. “One condition,” she called from the doorway.

“What?”

“We’re so ordering room service in a bit.” Her voice carried through from inside the bathroom. “Oh, and tomorrow… can we use the spa in the morning?”

“I’ll be at work but you’re welcome to. Just don’t go crazy on the bill.”

Camila popped her head back round the door, grinning that mischievous grin. “Sure thing, sugar mummy.”

Sarah had to stifle a groan… Camila didn’t call her that often, and it wasn’t even true, but when she did, God that did something funny to Sarah inside.


Sarah
London


Sarah had arranged to meet Amy at a wine bar in Borough Market, roughly equidistant to where each of them lived. Even on an Autumn Monday with a wild, stormy night outside it was busy, and when Sarah arrived she could see that Amy was already there, halfway through a glass of wine, and had got them a pair of seats in a booth off to one side. Sufficiently private to have a conversation, but not so much as to miss out on the bustle of the rest of the bar, it was the sort of table that felt cocooned from the world and a cosy respite from the rain pouring down outside.

Amy looked up as Sarah walked over and stood to greet her with a smile, giving her a hug before they both sat down across the table from each other. Sarah put her umbrella to one side to dry.

They sat looking at each other for a few moments, Sarah unsure quite what to say and sure that Amy felt the same, tentative smiles on both their lips. She felt her pulse quicken to be sat opposite Amy after everything that had happened… almost as if it couldn't be real after James walking in on them not much more than forty-eight hours before.

It didn’t help Sarah’s unaccustomed nerves that evening that Amy looked as good as ever, dressed down in jeans and a dark blue hoody, her brown hair tied back loosely. Sarah couldn’t tell whether it was a genuinely low effort casual look or something that Amy had spent ages on, but really it didn’t matter. Probably a bit of both. Either way Amy looked good.

Sarah had managed to go home briefly before going to the bar and change from her work clothes into more casual jeans and a top, a bit more dressed up than Amy. She’d also at the last minute taken a quick shower and put on her best lingerie, very much in hope rather than expectation. She didn’t have a clue where the evening was going but best to be prepared.

“So…” Sarah joked, thinking she'd break the ice. “Been up to much?”

There was a pause of a second or two where Sarah had the sinking feeling that she shouldn’t have said that, and that she’d just trivialised whatever had happened in Amy’s life since Sarah left her flat on Saturday afternoon.

Then Amy pursed her lips and Sarah cursed herself for not saying something more sensitive. “You could say so, yes. Get yourself a drink first. Then I'll tell you all about it.”

Sarah ordered a glass of wine, Amy ordering a second glass for herself too, and they made slightly awkward small talk for the couple of minutes they took to arrive.

“You took today off did you say?” Sarah asked as their wine arrived.

“I don’t use all my holiday as it is, and I figured if I can’t use some now then when can I? I’m going to take the next two days as well, and I fly to LA on Thursday.”

“You’re still going to go? I mean, you could delay. We’d all understand.” I don’t want you to spend that time with Luisa, I want you to spend it with me ran through Sarah’s head, but she knew not to say it.

“The project genuinely needs me there… and I think not far off three weeks away from here will do me good.”

“It makes sense. We appreciate you doing it.”

Amy looked into Sarah’s eyes for a few moments. “Look, am I talking to work Sarah my mentor here, or social Sarah my lunch companion from Saturday? That sounded like work Sarah just now and I need to know. It really changes the conversation we're about to have.”

Sarah was taken aback but realised that Amy was right. She had just talked to Amy as her boss, not as her friend. And that wasn’t the dynamic that Sarah was after at all.

“I’m sorry, I’ve been in work mode all day. That came out wrong. You’re talking to your friend Sarah from now on, I promise.”

“Good.” Amy visibly relaxed to hear it. “That’s what I’d hoped. That’s the version I want to talk to.”

Sarah took a sip of her wine. “So, how have things been? Are you ok?”

A look passed across Amy’s face, and for a moment Sarah thought that there might be tears, but Amy took a deep breath, looking away and back at Sarah again, and it passed.

“I’m ok, I think. A lot has happened since Saturday.”

“I’ve got all evening to listen, and if you don’t want to talk about it then there’s no need.”

“Oh, I definitely want to talk about it. I’m just not sure where to start!” Amy smiled awkwardly. “It’s… tricky.”

“You can start anywhere and we’ll go from there.”

“Ok… I really don’t know where to start. Let’s start with you. What did you do after you left my flat on Saturday?”

“Immediately after, not a lot… I spent some time gathering my thoughts, went home for a bit. Look, my Saturday isn’t important. Were you ok after I left?”

“Yes, I was fine. But look, did you still go out on Saturday night?”

Sarah looked away. “That isn’t important.”

Amy replied with a hint of frustration in her voice, “It is to me. What were you doing? You never told me.”

“I’d rather not say.”

“I’d rather you did. Humour me. It’s been a hell of a last few days.”

“I did nothing on Saturday night. Sunday I met up with a friend.”

“And… what did you do with that friend?”

Sarah stared at Amy for a few moments. “You’re really going to make me say?”

“No… I can guess. Another mentee?”

Sarah shook her head. "Not quite."

"You slept with whoever it was?"

Sarah nodded, reluctantly.

"At your place?"

“No,” Sarah replied, “a hotel. My place didn’t feel right after what we’d done there on Wednesday.” What on earth has Amy done to me, Sarah thought, it’s like she’s some kind of walking truth serum. This is none of her business.

“Look,” Amy said. “You weren’t the only one. I met a woman at the bar of a nightclub on Saturday night and I had sex with her ten minutes later.” Sarah started at that, shocked. She realised that she was feeling insanely jealous at the thought of it. Sarah wanted to be the one spending Saturday night with Amy, not some random woman.

“But this is why we need to talk,” Amy continued. “Because there was something real between us on Saturday afternoon and even on the Wednesday before. I felt it and I know you did too.” Sarah nodded in agreement. “But then we both went and slept with someone else over the weekend. That’s fucked up. There’s a side to you that I think is brilliant, and a side to you that I think is less so. I don’t know which I’ll get.”

“But,” Sarah interjected, “I wanted to see you on Saturday night and Sunday night, I only didn’t contact you because it felt inappropriate.”

“That’s my point though,” Amy replied. “I wanted nothing more than to see you and I knew that I mustn’t. But both of our back up plans can’t be to go and fuck someone else, can they?” She took another sip of her wine. “Look, I need to pop to the bathroom, I’ll be back in a minute.”

Sarah watched Amy walk across the bar to the bathrooms, unable to stop herself admiring Amy’s figure in her tight jeans as she went despite the way the conversation had gone so far.

As she sat there, Amy’s comments started to resonate. What had she been thinking making a booty call to Camila when she knew she shouldn’t see Amy? It was fucked up, just as Amy had said. She didn’t regret her Sunday, but she did regret that her instinct had taken her in that direction.

A waiter came by, and Sarah ordered a bottle of the wine that Amy was drinking, along with a couple of clean glasses. She could see that either this night was going to involve a lot more talking, and therefore wine, or be quick, in which case she’d have a good go at drowning her sorrows instead. So also therefore wine. Either way most of it would get drunk.

Amy came back just as the bottle arrived. “Planning a long night?” she asked, smiling.

Sarah smiled back. “You were right, I’d not thought it through but what you said just now hit home. I’d like us to talk it all through properly, if you’d like that too, and I reckon that’s going to take us a while.”

Amy sat back down. “Right answer. I should have asked earlier, and I’m sorry I didn’t, are you ok? I imagine you didn’t want James walking in on us either?”

“I’m fine. I mean I’ve never had that happen to me before.”

“Never? Really?” Amy replied with a raised eyebrow, teasing slightly.

“Genuinely. It’s always at my place and I’m careful. I don’t know what made me ignore caution on Saturday.” She smiled at Amy. “Well… I do know, but…” She trailed off, unsure what to say.

“I’m glad you’re ok. It was unexpected on several fronts on Saturday.”

“Yes, definitely.” They sat looking at each other in silence for a few seconds, then Sarah continued, “I’ve got to ask, and I hope you don’t mind but I feel like this is relevant, how are things between you and James?”

Amy sighed. “We’re over. I mean, officially we’re taking a break for six months, but I told him that I’m a lesbian and I don’t think we come back from that. We’re going through the motions.”

“Really, a lesbian? That definitive? Not bisexual or something like that?”

Amy shrugged. "Probably bisexual will cover it in the long run. But lesbian feels cleaner for now. I'll worry about labels another time." She hesitated. “Honestly, when I finally said it to him it was a huge weight off my shoulders, and when I told my two best friends on Saturday night it felt good. Really good. It felt good to tell you just now, too. I mean, I’m not telling everyone but coming out feels good. It feels right. I’ve been the Amy that society expected me to be for years, now I can start to be the Amy that I want to be.”

Sarah smiled. “I’m happy for you. Do you want to tell me about the rest of your weekend?”

“It might take a while, a lot happened.”

“Lucky we need to drink this bottle of wine then.”

***

Amy and Sarah talked for the next hour about what had been a very eventful last forty-eight hours for Amy.

Sarah was relieved to hear that the conversation after she’d left Amy’s flat had been relatively amicable, or as amicable as could be given the circumstances. Amy’s description of her Saturday night out raised Sarah’s eyebrows a few times, particularly Amy’s friend trying to chat up women for her and how it all ended in the night club toilets.

“How do you feel about that?” Sarah asked.

“Honestly? It felt cathartic. I'm not sure I'd ever do that again with a random woman, but in the moment, with everything that had happened on Saturday, it felt like an affirmation of me. If that makes sense?”

Sarah nodded, thinking inside how much she wished that she’d realised that she was only into women five years sooner than she had. That sort of night out, with friends who were delighted that you’d come out, was something she envied. Instead, she lived her life in secret, a straight, hardworking wife and mother in appearance to all of her friends. None of them had the faintest idea about the true Sarah and the lengths she went to to hide her true sexuality.

Sunday for Amy had consisted first of a hangover, and then later a many hour long talk with James where they’d gone over everything, again and again. In the end, while he’d been reluctant, they’d agreed that the only answer was to take a break so that Amy could explore her sexuality properly. It sounded to Sarah like it had been one of those exhausting but necessary conversations, the sort where both people know each other so well that they have argument and counter-argument already to hand, and the sort where both participants owe it to each other to hear each other out.

“And what is James doing during this break?” Sarah asked.

“He can see other people too. I wouldn’t be surprised if his ex from uni turns up again, they’ve stayed in touch and I could see there was still chemistry there. But we’ll see. To be brutally honest, the chances of both of us being single and me having decided I’m actually straight six months from now are zero. Sounds harsh but I’ve got to be realistic. Whatever I am, I need to explore it.”

Sarah nodded. “Unfortunately, yes. Fairer on him too. You’re not going to try sharing your flat, are you? I mean you said you have a spare room but that would be weird.”

“We talked about it and came to the same conclusion. We’ve kind of kicked the can down the road on that one, I’m going to stay in the flat until I fly on Thursday, he’ll then stay there while I’m away, and then when I get back we’ll work something out. I can stay with friends for a while if need be. We need to keep the flat for the next six months otherwise our break starts looking like something more permanent.” Amy shrugged. "Optics matter."

“You’d be welcome to stay with me,” Sarah blurted out, immediately realising how wildly impractical that would be. “I mean… for a bit… you know, if it helps…”

Amy looked at Sarah, smiling kindly. “You know, you’re really cute on the rare occasions you get flustered.” Amy reached a hand across the table and took one of Sarah’s in hers. “It’s a very kind offer, and I can see the benefits.” Sarah could see Amy blushing slightly as she said that. “But I think it would be impractical with, well, with your mentoring scheme and with your family too. And I don’t know what the dynamic between us would be.”

“The offer is there regardless. Even if it meant me lending you my bed and me sleeping on the sofa.” Sarah genuinely meant it too, she felt responsible for them getting caught on Saturday and wanted to help sort it out.

“We both know that within five minutes of you going to bed on the sofa I’d either be on there with you, or you’d be in the bed with me.” Both women smiled at that.

“This kind of brings us nicely to the topic we’ve been skirting around,” Amy continued. “Namely you and me.”

Here we go, Sarah thought, the moment of truth. And she still didn’t know what it was that she wanted, only that she wanted it to involve Amy.

Smiling, trying to keep it light and breezy despite the nerves settled in the pit of her stomach, Sarah said, “Yes, we need to talk about us. I’ll be honest, my head has been spinning and that’s not normally like me. I knew that I liked you a lot when we first sat down to talk about mentoring, but I had no idea my feelings would develop like they have. I’m a little scared if I’m completely honest.”

“Scared?” Amy took a sip of her wine, her gaze fixed on Sarah’s. “Why?”

Sarah took a deep breath. She couldn’t read Amy’s expression right now at all, and that scared her even more. She realised that honesty had to be the best policy. “Because… this isn’t like my other mentoring relationships. This has got real. That happened to me once before, and I ended that quickly, but this feels different. Back then I’d just come back to work after having kids and I was craving something wild. I’d realised that I was still into women while I was stuck at home and there was an outlet there, something I seized but had to walk away from before it got too real. It was a fantasy played out for real.”

Amy simply watched her, giving Sarah the room to continue.

“And now, it’s different… I’m not acting out a fantasy. I knew when we first talked that I liked your personality and I was physically very attracted to you, but you were going to be just another mentee. I mean, you were.” Sarah paused to find the right words, then continued. “But you aren’t. I really like you, I mean really. Your personality, the way you think about things, everything. And lunch on Saturday brought that home to me. I want to spend time with you, and not just in bed together or at work. Am I making sense?”

Amy nodded. “Yes, I think so.”

“What I don’t know is what version of you I want to be with. The version where we talk for hours, or the version where…” she lowered her voice,” … you do to me what you did to me on Wednesday. Or somewhere in between. I don’t have a clue.”

Amy sat looking at Sarah for a few seconds that stretched into a few more, an impossible to read expression on her face. For Sarah it felt strangely thrilling, she was usually the one with the mastery of awkward silences and controlling the conversation, but it was clear that on this occasion they were talking on Amy’s terms.

“The mentoring. You’re my mentor, so can I tell you a story?”

Sarah, taken by surprise, hesitated. “A story?” she said eventually.

“A story. And then I have a question for you.”

“Uhh… sure.”

Amy picked up the wine bottle and topped up both their glasses, before taking a deep drink from hers. Sarah watched her and realised for the first time that night the tension beneath Amy’s exterior… she hid it well, and Sarah had thought that what she could see was tiredness, but she saw then that it was more than that, it almost looked like… like what? Anger? Disappointment? Fear?

“Back when I first started working at our firm, coming towards the end of my second year, my last training seat before qualification. I was really enjoying it. Not the hours so much,” here Amy smiled and Sarah nodded… that was something every trainee had in common. “But the rest of it. The work, the people, the excitement of being involved in things that my friends and my family read about in the papers a few weeks later. It was worth it. Still is.”

Sarah nodded slowly, watching Amy take a breath, and already she felt a knot forming in her stomach at her own memory of it… she knew what the end of a trainee’s second year meant. It was the moment that everything converged, two years of long hours, of proving yourself and trying to play the politics that you had no experience for, all leading to a single decision that would shape the rest of your career: you either qualified into the department you wanted or you didn’t, and if you didn’t then you had to go somewhere else, another firm, with the knowledge that you’d come up short. Sarah had seen brilliant trainees broken by the pressure of it. For the ones who made it, it was the foundation upon which their entire career was built. For the ones who didn’t, it was a door closing that was very hard to reopen.

“I wanted to qualify into that area, so I did what we tell every trainee to do… I worked hard, I spent as much time as I could networking and taking on extra responsibilities, I did all I could to make myself such an obvious candidate to qualify into that department. The associates I worked, the more junior ones who’d gossip with a trainee, all reckoned I was a shoe in.”

Sarah had an inkling where this was going. “Amy, you don’t need to…”

“Yes, I do. This is important. And you need to listen.” Amy’s voice was steady but Sarah could see the tension beneath it. "There was one of the senior associates who oversaw the trainees, he was next up for partnership and I think the partners were giving him partner-y tasks so that he could prove he deserved it. In all fairness they must have been impressed because he made partner not long after. He’s left the firm now, he’s somewhere else. I’m not going to name him, that wouldn’t be fair.

“So I was talking to him quite often about what to do to qualify into the team, all that sort of thing, and he was very helpful. Then one night, I got invited along to a client dinner. Big honour for a trainee, you know?” Sarah nodded her understanding. Most trainees didn’t add a lot to client entertainment, and there was always the risk they’d say something unwise, so an invite tended to be saved as a reward for the high flyers who could be trusted. “I was thrilled. Wore my best dress and heels that day, and I remember my flatmates teasing me about it a little. I felt like it was make or break.

“Drinks before, Michelin two starred dinner, something like that, plenty of wine. I was sat next to the client’s CFO on one side, a guy in his forties, charisma like you wouldn’t believe.” Amy took a sip of her wine and smiled bitterly. “I didn’t understand the game back then. Put the pretty young trainee next to whoever on the client team might appreciate them most. It is what it is, right?”

Sarah smiled sympathetically. “Not so much anymore. Certainly not on any of my client dinners.”

“No, but it still happens for others. Anyway, we all went on to a club after, more drinks, and it got late and I needed to get a cab home. The senior associate offered to share with me, he lived nearby.”

“Oh, Amy…” Sarah started to say.

“Don’t.” Amy shook her head. “This matters.” She took another sip of her wine and Sarah could see that she was composing herself. “We were sat in the taxi, chatting, a bit drunk but nothing too bad. I certainly knew what I was doing. And then he said…” She shook her head again. “God, I remember it perfectly even now. He said, ‘I like you. You can go far. But it’s a really competitive bench this year. Lots of good trainees’”.

Sarah closed her eyes briefly. She knew exactly what that meant. Every trainee knew. It was the language that partners and senior associates used when the message was you’re good, but good might not be good enough. Coming from someone who had influence over the qualification decisions, in the back of a taxi late at night… it could only mean one thing.

“I simply stayed silent,” Amy continued. “I wasn’t sure where he was going. It felt a little incongruous to be getting an impromptu appraisal at that moment, to be honest. But then he said, ‘Come back to my place, for another drink. We can see what you can do to get to the head of the queue.’ Those were his words. Head of the queue.

“And I said, ‘I’ve got a boyfriend.’ Which was… complicated. James and I were on and off back then, and at that exact moment we were off, but it was messy and I certainly wasn’t looking to start anything with anyone else. But I said it mainly because I wanted to give him an out. Both of us an out. And he just…” Amy shook her head slightly. “He laughed. Not cruelly, just this confident laugh as if I’d said something mildly amusing. And he said, ‘He doesn’t need to know. One drink. No pressure.’” Amy sighed. “Which of course meant all the pressure in the world.”

Amy paused there and took a drink of her wine, followed by a long, slow breath. Sarah simply sat listening in silence, knowing that Amy deserved the room to say what she clearly needed to say… this felt like a confession, one that Amy had needed for a long time.

“But here’s the thing I need to be honest with myself about. He was good looking. I’d noticed it before, at work, you know… as you do. And sat next to him in the back of the taxi, him telling me I could go far, singling me out. I was flattered. I knew the subtext, I wasn’t stupid, but I was also twenty-four and a good looking man who we all knew was going to make partner soon was telling me I was special. Those two things were tangled up together and I couldn’t separate them… I’m not sure I wanted to.

“I looked out of the taxi window.” She was staring into her wine glass, caught up in the reminiscence. “I remember what I saw, even now… we were about half way back, there was a kebab shop, a queue for a grubby nightclub, a couple arguing on the pavement. Normal Thursday night stuff. And I was sat there next to him, and I knew exactly what he meant, and I was running through the options in my head. I could say no, get out, go home, take my chances with the rest of the competitive bench. Or I could say yes.”

Amy looked up to fix her gaze on Sarah again, and Sarah could see what telling this story was costing her. “Amy, you don’t need to tell me all this. You can if you want, I’ll listen, but you don’t have to.”

“I want to. I’ve never told a soul, but you need to hear this.” She hesitated, then continued. “Yes or no. What decision to make? The thing is, Sarah, I didn’t have anyone to ask. I was twenty-four years old, half drunk, and I had no frame of reference for any of this. I remember thinking, maybe this is just how it works? Maybe this is what the other trainees are doing too, the ones who seem to glide through? Maybe I’d be stupid not to? Two years of my life, all those evenings and weekends I’d given to the firm, and it all came down to this one decision they’d make about who to qualify. What’s a few hours to secure my future career? Fair deal when you think about it like that.” Amy’s voice was bitter. “That’s what I told myself. Fair deal.”

Amy fell silent for a few seconds. “So I told him yes, I’d love another drink.”

Sarah sat still, barely breathing. She could feel herself being pulled into Amy’s story, the detail, the awful reality that resonated so much with some of her own experiences as a trainee and with the experience of other women she knew, too. She wanted to reach across the table, to take Amy’s hand in hers, to reassure her, but something told her not to, to hold back.

“The taxi pulled up outside his building. He had the penthouse apartment, of course he did, in an old converted theatre. I remember my heels loud on the lobby floor as we walked to the lifts. I remember catching a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror, and thinking God I look good tonight. What a stupid thing to think at that moment, but I did… best dress, best makeup, the works.

“His flat was spotless, large, expensively furnished. He poured me a drink, I can’t even remember what it was, something expensive. He was that kind of guy. He showed me out on to his small roof terrace, a view towards the city, and to be fair it was impressive compared to my flat share with friends. We stood with our drinks and made small talk, normal things, and…” Amy paused, and what came next seemed to take some effort. There was a brutal honesty to it. “I was enjoying myself. Whenever something in my head said what the hell are you doing I pushed it down, because he was charming and funny, he asked good questions and actually listened to my answers. He made me feel interesting, not just attractive. And I was on a break from James, I didn’t know if we were getting back together. I was single and free to do what I wanted. I knew the subtext hadn’t gone away, I knew why I was there, but I could convince myself that there was more to it.”

Sarah realised that she was gripping her wine glass far too tightly and put it down gently. She glanced around the bar. Nobody was paying the slightest attention, of course they weren’t. The world was carrying on, utterly indifferent.

“Eventually he put his glass down and his hand on my hip, and I didn’t flinch. He took that as his cue to lean in and kiss me. I remember… his mouth tasted of the whisky he’d been drinking. I pulled back and said, ‘I’ve got a boyfriend,’ again, one last time, giving him the out. Honestly, though, I said it because I thought I had to. He just smiled and said, ‘I’m fine with it just being tonight, if you are.’” Amy shook her head again. “So reasonable, so considerate. I realised after that that made it better for him… I wasn’t just the pretty trainee any more, I was the pretty trainee who was choosing him over her boyfriend that night. When he kissed me again, I kissed him back and I… I remember thinking to myself what does he want me to do here? I knew that I had to perform my role… a horrible way to think about it, but it was true. I put my arms around him and let him pull me against him while we kissed. And then, after a while, he pulled away and said, ‘Shall we go through?’ Casual as anything, like he was suggesting we sit down to watch a movie.” She paused. “And I said yes.”

Amy took another sip of her wine. Her hand, Sarah noticed, was perfectly steady, but Sarah could see that Amy’s other hand, the one resting on the table, was pressing her thumbnail hard into her palm. Amy didn’t seem to have noticed. Sarah herself realised she’d been holding her breath and let it out slowly. The background noise of the bar seemed to have receded, as if it was coming from very far away.

“He took my hand and led me into the bedroom. I remember it… white sheets, dark wood furniture, soft lighting. Expensive and classy. He went into the bathroom to brush his teeth, which struck me as an oddly considerate thing to do in the circumstances, and I look at his bed and thought, right, you’re doing this… what would be nice for him? So I took off my dress, folded it carefully and put it on a chair, along with my underwear and tights. Then I got into his bed, I pulled the duvet up to my chest and I waited.”

“He came out of the bathroom naked. And I…” Amy’s voice caught, just a little, before she steadied herself. “He was very good looking. I won’t pretend otherwise. Gym body, very toned. But it was seeing him naked, seeing that he was already hard, God, I’d be lying if I said I felt nothing. It thrilled me. He had a confidence in how he walked, nothing to hide, unashamed of how obvious it was that he wanted me, it was… erotic, I guess is the word. There was something else mixed in with it, the awareness of what it really was, but the attraction was real and I felt it. He was walking towards me, wanting me, and there was a part of me that wanted to be wanted like that.”

Amy paused, and the silence stretched on.

"He got into bed and we were kissing and his hands were on me and mine were on him, and then he was inside me and…" Amy looked down at her wine glass. "There was a moment. A flash of clarity, this bed, this man, why I was really there, and I could feel it rising up, all the reasons this was wrong. But I pushed it down. I let it go. Because by then the momentum of everything, him, the flat, the drink, the feeling of being desired, was carrying me and it was easier to let myself be carried than to stop and confront what I was actually doing. So I pushed the clarity down and I let myself get carried away."

Sarah could see the tiniest tremor next to Amy’s eye, barely noticeable, but enough to tell her what her outward composure was costing.

“The first time was quick. Very quick.” Amy smiled, and it was the bitterest smile that Sarah had ever seen. “I guess I must have looked very, very good that night.” Sarah wasn’t sure whether that was meant to be a joke, but neither of them laughed. “He was on top of me and it was over in a minute, maybe two. I faked an orgasm because it felt like the right thing to do for his fantasy. He used protection, and he wasn’t rough or unkind… he kissed me afterwards and told me I was gorgeous." Amy paused. "And I was flattered. In the moment, genuinely flattered. A good looking man had just had sex with me and was looking at me like I was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen. It felt good to hear." She shook her head slightly. "Then he rolled off me and I lay there and thought, ok, that wasn't too bad, I’ve had worse, but no way we’re done.

"He went and got us both another drink, and we lay in bed together talking, and honestly? It was fun. He was charming, and I was charming back, and we were laughing and flirting and fooling around, and for a little while it felt… easy. Normal. Like two people who’d liked each other and hooked up.

"He started kissing me again, and then he moved down, and he was good. He knew what he was doing. And I wasn't fighting it this time… I was on a break with James, I was lying in bed with a good looking man who was going out of his way to make me feel good, and for a few minutes I just let myself feel it. The instinct took over. I wanted more, right then, I wanted him, so I pulled him back up the bed and climbed on top of him."

Amy looked down at the table. "And that's the part I've never quite got my head around. Because I was on top. I was the one who put myself there. I was moving, I was setting the pace, and this time I didn’t have to fake anything. Genuinely. Not a performance. And it was very good." She was quiet for a moment. "My body didn't care why I was in that bed. It just responded to someone who was making it feel good.

"And then I guess the first time had taken a lot out of him. I could tell he wanted to keep going though, and… I let him. I wanted to. I wanted him to have his time too, it felt only fair after what he'd just done for me. So I rolled on to my back and I was fine with it, I was still in that headspace where it felt good, where this was something I was choosing. But then it went on, and on. We kept changing positions, trying to get him there, and that buzz I'd had started to fade and the reality started creeping back in. I faked another orgasm trying to finish him off but it didn't work, and I realised I was doing things that I thought he’d expect me to do, I was performing because I didn’t want him to think I’d been a crap shag, fuelling his fantasy. Eventually I pushed him back and went down on him, because I knew that would end it.

"And while I was doing it…" Amy stopped. She pressed her lips together, and when she continued her voice was quieter. "I had this thought. It came from nowhere and I couldn't push it away. I thought: who else has been here? Which other trainees have knelt exactly where I'm kneeling? The two women who qualified into the department six months ago, they're both attractive… did they do exactly this? Was this just his smooth way of operating, the terrace, the drinks, the charm? Then, maybe worse… What if it was none of them? What if I’m the only one stupid enough and slutty enough to fall for this? And suddenly I wasn't special, I wasn't even a conquest. I was just the latest notch on his bedpost. That's when I felt it turn, this wave of… grubbiness. I felt dirty.

"But I didn't stop. I wasn’t going to throw all my good work away. He finished, and I swallowed, because by then what difference did it make? The eager young trainee who swallowed… I figured that would fuel his ego. And then I smiled at him, playing at the me he’d want to see right then, and he stroked my hair."

Amy's cheeks had gone red, and Sarah could tell it was embarrassment. She stopped and took a deep drink of her wine. Sarah realised that her own hands were trembling, feeling anger on Amy’s behalf for what she’d had to do just to compete in their workplace.

“Afterwards, he lay there on his back, content, and I lay in his arms. Sex twice and a blowjob from the pretty young trainee with the boyfriend. As far as he knew he’d made me orgasm three or four times. I imagine he felt like quite the man. Fantasy achieved.

“And then, I left. Had the embarrassment of walked around his bedroom naked while he watched, getting dressed in front of him. I could feel his eyes on every part of me… I suppose he felt entitled to one last look at what he’d got for his trouble. He walked me to the door, didn’t put any clothes on, just naked. He looked at me and said, ‘This was just tonight, understand?’ As if I had any intention of it being more than one night. But I simply replied, ‘Yes, just tonight.’ He nodded and tried to kiss me but I turned my head away and turned it into a peck on the cheek… I couldn’t keep up the pretence, not then, not after what I’d realised.

“I got a taxi home… one was coming past as I went outside, about three in the morning, my one piece of luck for the whole night. I got home, used most of a bottle of mouthwash to get the taste of him out of my mouth, then got into my cold bed and lay in the dark trying not to think about that fact that that man had been inside me, inside my mouth, had had his hands and his lips and his tongue everywhere…”

Amy stopped and pressed her lips together, breathing through her nose slowly, once, twice. When she continued her voice was quieter.

“And I thought: I will never forgive myself for this. But it’s done, and my career will be better for it. My qualification, always tainted by the knowledge that I’d been his whore for the night.”

The silence that followed was immense. Sarah was dimly aware of the background noise of the bar, but her focus was entirely on Amy who was herself looking down at her hands. Sarah reached for her wine then stopped, because she wasn’t sure that she could hold the glass steady. She realised that she was closer to tears, on Amy’s behalf, than she had been in years.

“Amy…” Sarah said eventually. Her voice caught and she had to swallow and start again. “Amy. It’s a small world we work in. I know exactly who he is. Ask me and I will end him. Anything you want me to do to make that right for you, I will.”

Amy looked up at Sarah, her gaze unwavering, and there was something in the look that made Sarah want to shrink away… as if she was giving Sarah one final chance to see what was coming. Sarah didn’t see it though. She was too deep into Amy’s story, too full of righteous fury on Amy’s behalf, too certain of her own position on the side of right.

“No, that wouldn’t be right. I was a consenting adult and part of it is simply woman sleeps with man then regrets it after. Only part of it, mind you. Nowhere near all of it or even most of it, but certainly plenty of it. No… I’ve told you my story,” Amy said quietly. “And now I’d like to ask you my question.”

“Of course,” Sarah replied. “Anything.”

Amy looked at her for a long few moments.

“How are you any different to him?”
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There was a long, long silence between them, Amy watching Sarah, Sarah desperately trying to think. She didn't process the question at first, her mind recoiling from any sort of parallel that could be drawn between her and the senior associate. But then the thoughts started coming thick and fast, even as she felt her stomach do somersaults at the realisation of the point that Amy was making.

And all the while, Amy just watched her, placid, emotionless.

"That's... that's not the same," Sarah managed eventually. "That's completely different."

"How?"

"Because... because I'm not like him. I don't pressure anyone. My mentees come to me willingly, knowing what my mentoring entails."

"I went to his flat willingly, and I knew what it entailed. It was consensual. I enjoyed at least some of it."

"That's different, he made it transactional. He explicitly…”

“And sleeping with you isn’t the price of your mentoring? Your career guidance, your connections, your advocacy? My LA project came, from my recollection, with a pretty explicit condition.”

“You enjoy it with me. My mentees enjoy it with me.”

“I enjoyed it with him, at least in parts. He was good in bed after that first time.”

Sarah opened her mouth and closed it again, her mind reeling. She tried again. “But I’m a woman, the power dynamic is…”

Amy laughed at that, a short, incredulous sound, and that hit Sarah harder than anything else. “You think the fact you’re a woman makes it different? You’re a senior partner, Sarah. You have direct influence over these women’s careers. Whether you’re a man or a woman doesn’t change the hold you have over them.”

“I’m not holding anything over anyone.”

“You don’t have to… that’s the whole point. The power imbalance does the work for you. You don’t need to make the benefit explicit to every one of your mentees, you don’t need to say ‘I’ll help you with X if you come to my flat tomorrow and do Y with me.’ You just need to be someone who can make or break their career, and also be someone who sleeps with them. The implication takes care of itself.”

Sarah sat back, winded. Her mind raced through her mentees… not just Amy but also Rebecca, Joanna, and the rest. She’d always been clear on the quid pro quo, up front about it. She’d deliberately left nothing to implication because that was where misunderstandings could lie.

“But we’re all adults,” Sarah tried, hearing the desperation in her own voice. “Everyone knows what the arrangement is. Nobody’s being deceived.”

“Yes, I know. I’m culpable too. So is every one of your mentees. We all made choices.” Amy’s voice was patient now, almost gentle, and in some ways that was worse. “But here’s the question you need to ask yourself, Sarah. I only ended up back at his flat, in bed with him, because of the leverage he had, regardless of whether I enjoyed parts of it. Would you have ended up in bed with any of them without the leverage of your mentoring? Without the career help, the connections, the advocacy… would any of those woman have slept with you? Because your offer is: sleep with me and I’ll mentor you and help your career. Don’t, and I’ll do nothing… but I also won’t do anything to help.”

“But I’d never harm anyone’s career. I’d never…”

“Neither would he.” Sarah sat back, as if slapped. “He never gave me an ultimatum. He never said ‘sleep with me or I’ll ruin you.’ He said ‘sleep with me and I’ll help you.’ Just like you. But a lack of help can be just as damaging as deliberately doing harm, particularly when you know that if you don’t take the offer, someone else will, and they’ll get ahead while you fall behind. That’s how it felt in the taxi, Sarah. That’s how it feels for your mentees.”

“But I genuinely help them. Their careers are genuinely better for knowing me.”

“His advocacy helped my career too. I qualified where I want to. Does that make what he did acceptable?”

Sarah couldn’t answer. She stared at the table, struggling to find the words to make this all right somehow… this was turning into a nightmare and she could feel the years of self-justification tottering, threatening to collapse, and it was terrifying because she didn’t know what existed in its place.

“I don’t know what to say,” she said eventually, her voice sounding uncharacteristically small.

“I know you don’t.” Amy’s tone and expression had softened, although only a little. There was anger there, though, unlike anything she’s seen from Amy before. “And I’m not saying you’re a predator, Sarah. I don’t think you’ve ever set out to exploit anyone. But the effect is the same. You’ve built a system where junior women sleep with you in exchange for career advancement. The fact that you’ve convinced yourself it’s mutual doesn’t make it so, it just means you’ve never taken the time to look at it properly.” Amy leaned forward. “How many, Sarah? How many mentees have you had? And how many of them had partners, boyfriends, girlfriends, husbands? How many relationships have been blown up like mine with James? What’s the damage?”

Sarah opened her mouth but nothing came out. Rebecca… she’d had a boyfriend at first, but she dated women now. Did that count? Joanna… a boyfriend still, maybe? The others, she was struggling to remember. She’d not thought about it much, so focused as she was on her own need for connection, for validation, for the thrill of being wanted, that the collateral damage had been background noise, dismissed as just part of each of her mentee’s everyday lives. Something that happened off-stage where she didn’t need to see it.

“I don’t know.”

“No,” Amy said. “You don’t. And that is the problem.”

Sarah sat in silence for a long time. The bar was emptying out around them, it was getting late, and she could hear the wind driving the rain against the windows behind her.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked.

“I want you to actually hear what I’ve told you. I’m sorry to have told you my story, but it was important and it was all true. I don’t think you’ve actually heard yet, though. You’re still looking for the argument that makes it all ok.” Amy stood up and pulled on her coat. “So here’s what I need from you. Tell me you understand, really understand, what you’ve been doing, and tell me what you’re going to do about it. Until you can do that…” Amy trailed off, then took a deep breath. “Until you can do that, we’re done.”

Sarah’s mouth fell open and she felt tears coming to her eyes. Please, God, don’t let me cry in public. “Amy, please…” she managed to whisper, but it came out strangled.

“I mean it.” Amy looked down at Sarah and, just for a moment, her composure cracked so that Sarah could see everything underneath… the anger, the hurt, the desire, the frustration of wanting someone you also know that you need to hold to account. “I really like you, Sarah. Really like you. That’s what makes this so hard, but also what makes this so important.”

Amy turned and walked towards the door. Sarah watched her go, unable to move, and then threw some cash, probably quite a bit too much, on to the table to settle the bill, grabbed her umbrella and went after Amy.

***

Sarah caught up with Amy just outside the market. She was sheltering under the edge of an awning from the rain that was hammering down, phone out, a taxi app up on screen. Amy turned when she heard Sarah’s footsteps and her expression was… well, it wasn’t welcoming.

They stood facing each other, the market that late at night deserted around them, close to each other out of necessity given how narrow the strip of pavement that was out of the rain was. Amy’s hair was already wet from her walk from the bar, and Sarah could see her breath fogging in the cold air. Neither of them spoke.

Sarah looked at Amy’s face, her eyes, her mouth, the droplets of water on her cheek catching the streetlights. She could feel the pull between them, undeniable, the same gravity that had been there right from the beginning, right from that first lunch together when Amy had asked if she could be mentored. Her heart was hammering against her ribcage.

She moved closer. Slowly, very slowly, a fraction of an inch at a time. Amy didn’t move, didn’t step back but didn’t step forward either. She just watched Sarah with those unreadable eyes and the same serious expression that she’d had when she left the bar.

Sarah raised her hand and touched Amy’s face, gently, letting her thumb slowly trace its way along her cheekbone. Amy still didn’t move. Sarah could feel the warmth of Amy’s skin, could see that despite it all her breath was quickening, and she knew, knew with absolute certainty, that Amy was as drawn to her as she was to Amy, even after everything she’d just said.

Sarah took a risk… she leaned in and kissed Amy. Softly at first, tentatively, her lips barely brushing Amy’s. Amy was completely still, and for a terrible second Sarah thought she’d made a mistake.

She persevered though, gently caressing Amy’s lips with hers, playfully taking Amy’s top lip between her lips, a little playful dart of the tongue, and suddenly Amy’s lips came to life, kissing back, kissing deeply, Amy’s hands gripping the front of Sarah’s coat and pulled her closer, and Sarah’s fingers found Amy’s damp hair, pulling them closer together still. It was fierce and desperate, and it felt so, so good. She pulled Amy as close as she could, and for a few minutes there was nothing in the world save for the two of them, sheltering from the rain, wanting each other, and it felt so, so right.

Amy broke the kiss. She pulled back, breathing hard, her hands still gripping Sarah's coat, her forehead resting against Sarah's.

"God, I want you," Amy whispered, and Sarah felt a thrill run through her, understanding quite how raw that admission was given what had happened between them, and how much it must have cost Amy to say it after the conversation in the bar. “I want this, I want us, I want to see what we could be. But I can’t be your Monday to Friday secret, Sarah. I can’t be the woman that you fit around your mentees and your family, left with whatever remains. I deserve more than that.”

“What about Luisa?” Sarah heard herself say, and regretted it immediately. It was childish and there was no parallel to be drawn here, Sarah knew that, but she’d said it anyway.

Amy pulled her head back and looked at Sarah, and for a moment there was a flash of the anger that Sarah had realised was still lurking beneath the surface. “I’ve just come out. I’ve just ended a long term relationship. Damn right I’m going to date people, Sarah. That’s what single people do. Yes, I’m going to see Luisa. I’m seeing her when I arrive in LA if you must know. Why on earth shouldn’t I? Because you want me to wait dutifully here while you work out whether you can fit me in between your other conquests?”

Sarah closed her eyes. Amy’s hands were still on her coat and she was close enough that Sarah could feel her breath on her face as she talked. She wanted nothing more than to pull Amy back to her, to kiss her again, to pretend that all of the complications didn’t exist.

“I’m sorry,” Amy said, her voice quieter now. “I… I know you didn’t mean it like that. It’s just… I need you to think about what you want your life to actually look like. Not just because of the mentees. You need to think about everything. Your husband, your family, all of it. Because if we’re going to be involved romantically, if we’re going to really have something, I’m not going to be something you hide. I won’t live in the margins of your life.”

“That’s… you’re asking me to blow up my entire life.” Sarah’s voice had dropped to a whisper, the enormity of what Amy was saying finally landing.

“No. I’m asking you to be honest about it. Maybe for the first time.” Amy let go of Sarah’s coat and took a step back. “You told me you liked me. You told me this was real. If that’s true, then it’s too important to be a secret, isn’t it? But I understand too that you don’t want to risk everything, and that’s fine. If I’m dating other people too then I can’t ask you to destroy everything you have for me. What I’m asking is that you tell me how our future could look… because without that, it can’t happen.”

Sarah couldn’t speak and she realised that she had tears on her cheeks. Amy reached up and wiped one away with her thumb, gently, the tenderness of the gesture almost unbearable after everything they’d just said.

"Think about it. Tell me you understand what you've done with the mentees, tell me what you're going to do about it, and tell me what you actually want from your life. All three." She took another step back, right to the edge of the awning, almost into the rain. "Until then, we're done."

"Amy…"

"I fly on Thursday, then I'll be in LA for three weeks. That's plenty of time. You can find me before, or you can find me after." Amy’s voice was strong, though Sarah could see that she also had tears in her eyes. “You know how to reach me either way, and I’ll be there to talk.”

She turned and walked into the rain without looking back.

Sarah stood under the awning and watched her go, watched her figure grow smaller in the downpour, dark hair plastered to her shoulders, saw Amy hail a cab and get in.

She could still feel Amy’s lips against hers, Amy’s hands on her coat, Amy’s forehead pressed against hers. Beneath it, though, Sarah was in turmoil… everything she’d known and relied upon for the past five years had collapsed into rubble, and she was terrified at the thought of what might replace it.

She opened her umbrella, stepped out into the rain, and walked in the opposite direction to Amy, alone.
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Amy woke on Wednesday morning to a flat that felt far too empty. She’d slept badly again, the third night in a row, lying in the middle of the bed that she and James had shared for years, unable to settle on either side because both felt wrong… his side felt like trespassing, hers felt like trying to hang on to something that was already gone. She’d eventually drifted off sometime after three, and when she woke at eight she felt worse than if she hadn’t slept at all.

Tuesday had been a long, long day. She’d gone to the gym in the morning, her usual one near work, and had pushed herself harder than usual, as if exercise could burn off the mess that she'd found herself in.

It hadn’t really worked.

She’d spent her time on the treadmill running until her legs burned but she’d barely noticed, her thoughts on Sarah’s face when she’d asked her the question, when she’d seen the almost imperceptible changes from shock, through to defiance, through to the realisation of something that she’d clearly not been ready to admit to anyone, not even herself. Was I too harsh? That question kept on circling through Amy’s head, and she didn’t know the answer. One moment she thought yes, the next no. She couldn’t decide and so it circled, round and round until she stumbled and realised she’d run herself to near exhaustion.

Amy felt, a little, like she’d ambushed Sarah on Monday night. Just a little though… the frustration had been real, the story and the question had been planned, but the anger that came with it had surprised her. It came, she thought, from it being the first time she’d told anyone about her experience. The day she’d found out she’d qualified into her department should have been a joy. She’d been back with James by then and he’d come home with champagne, but it felt hollow when she knew what she’d done to secure it, even though she knew that she more than deserved it on merit alone. Saying it to Sarah had made it more visceral, more real, but the question that followed had been important because for there to be any chance of an Amy and Sarah she had to know that Sarah understood what her approach to mentoring had done to Amy and others as well as what she needed to do to make it right. It was worth the conversation because it could lead to something real, something meaningful between them rather than superficial, but it had been a tough message to give.

After the treadmill it had been the turn of the weights to feel Amy’s wrath, and then it had been home to wait for another difficult conversation… James.

James had come to the flat at lunchtime, and they’d spent most of the afternoon sat at the dining table working out the logistics of what they were calling their temporary separation, though both knew it was permanent. The biggest problem was the flat and what to do about that, but then also there were bills and joint accounts and whose name was on what.

To his immense credit, James was scrupulously fair about it all… no attempts to argue for a larger share of anything, no claims of compensation for hurt feelings, but then Amy wondered to herself whether that was simply what goes around comes around. She’d taken him back after all, eventually, after his own infidelity, so he could hardly claim the moral high ground now that her infidelities with Sarah and Luisa had come to light.

At one point, when they agreed that James would live in the flat while Amy was in LA and Amy would see if the room in Naomi’s houseshare was going to be available for her when she got back, they both cried. Something about the reality of that, so tangible, not abstract like their other arrangements, hit them both hard. Their life together, their shared routine and in-jokes and everything that came with it, was over and, despite their ups and downs, it had been good.

He’d left with a suitcase to go and stay at one of his rugby mate’s place, and she’d hugged him at the door, and then he’d walked to the lift and, once the door closed, she leaned against it and cried properly, the emotion and the complexity of the situation she’d created for herself overwhelming her. What the hell am I doing? she thought. And what the hell have I done?

As it turned to late afternoon Luisa had messaged her, and they’d swapped a series of messages about their plans for LA over the next few weeks. Amy was really excited to see her, and she got the same vibe from Luisa in return, but Amy was wise enough to know that the next few weeks could be make or break on that front… she’d had, arguably, nothing more than a passionate, no strings fling with Luisa on her last trip to LA, and time would tell whether that excitement and chemistry could be sustained over a longer, more intense period in each other’s company.

Luisa was five thousand miles away though, and it was the evening that had saved Amy. Lara and Naomi had come over, apparently ‘just in the area’ which was deeply unlikely, particularly as they were carrying a Thai takeaway for three and a couple of bottles of wine.

They’d eaten and then sat on the sofa drinking the wine, talking. Amy downloaded everything to them… everything. She talked about the terror at how completely she’d detonated her life, the guilt about James, the anger she felt towards Sarah and herself, the confusion about Luisa and, indeed, what she really felt for Sarah, not to mention the overwhelming feeling of what’s next having come out, the old Amy that everyone thought they knew thrown to one side.

They’d both listened, Lara even making her laugh a couple of times, while Naomi had said simply, “You’re going to be ok, you know. It doesn’t feel like it, but you are.” Amy had nearly cried again at that point because she desperately wanted to believe it but wasn’t sure if she could.

Naomi and Lara had left at eleven, unlike her they had work in the morning after all, and after a hug from both and a few minutes tidying up she’d got into bed and lay there in the dark, alone, and she’d hated it.

She hated the silence and the space. She hated not having someone else next to her. She’d never struggled with being alone, not when she was single at university or living in a house share before her and James had moved in together a few years back. But this was different because she hadn’t chosen this… or at least, this was the consequence of a series of other decisions rather than a decision in itself.

She lay there thinking, funnily enough, not about Sarah, not about Luisa, not about James. She thought, instead, about Saturday night, drunk with Naomi and Lara and their other friends, the woman, Keira, whose number Lara had got for her and then Sophia, the woman whose number she hadn’t got but who Amy had done some very un-Amy things to in a nightclub toilet. It had felt like a brave new world. It was a brave new world. But new things can be both exciting and terrifying, and she wasn’t sure which it was.

***

So when Amy was woken by a text hitting her phone at eight that Wednesday morning she was a whole confusion of emotions, all vying for supremacy.

She reached for the phone and saw it was from Sarah:

Can we talk today? x

Amy stared at the message, thinking hard. She flew to LA tomorrow morning, and she’d been planning to spend the Wednesday getting herself squared away and packed, but… this was important. The fact that Sarah had waited until Wednesday was, she thought, a positive sign. It meant that she wasn’t trying to just steamroll her way through to what she wanted, at least.

Amy tapped out a reply, deleted it five times, then went for simple:

I’m packing this afternoon. You can come over at four if you’d like? x

She debated long and hard in her head whether to add the kiss, but went with it in the end because, well, underneath all of it she liked Sarah a lot… despite how Monday night had ended and the home truths that she’d laid out.

***

The bulk of the morning was taken up by getting her hair cut and a manicure done, a bit of very necessary self care.

After lunch Amy set to the task of packing, and there was a lot to pack. Nearly three weeks in LA entailed rather a lot of clothes… work clothes, casual clothes, gym clothes. Something nice to wear if her and Luisa went out somewhere expensive. Extra layers for anywhere with overzealous air conditioning. Amy found herself stood in front of her wardrobe for long stretches of time, holding up items and putting them back again, fighting the urge to pack so much that she’d need two suitcases.

As she packed, though, her mind was on Sarah. The message that morning had been so brief it really gave nothing away… the brevity of it either suggested that Sarah had worked out exactly what she wanted to say and didn’t need any preamble, or that she had no idea and was getting in touch in desperation before Amy disappeared for three weeks. Amy didn’t have a clue which it was.

Four was perfect timing… it gave Amy time to break the back of the packing first, but it also created a natural time limit if the conversation wasn’t going well. Sorry, my flight’s early and I’ve still got lots to do. It made it bounded, if Amy wanted it to be.

She was just comparing two dresses, one black and tight fitting, one red and a little looser but more elegant, when the buzzer went. Five to four. Sarah was early, which immediately told Amy how seriously she was taking this as while Sarah was never late, she was also rarely early.

Amy pressed the intercom. "Come up."

A couple of minutes later the doorbell rang. Amy let her in and, dammit, Sarah looked really, really good. She must have come from the office or a client meeting, wearing a dark grey and expensively tailored skirt suit, her hair up, high heels. She was carrying a bottle of wine and she smiled as she handed it to Amy. “I wasn’t sure if we’d need it, but better safe than sorry.”

“Thank you.” Amy smiled back and took it, but didn’t offer Sarah a welcome hug or kiss… she’d meant it when she’d said it was over for now, and she was not going to undo all of that by encouraging even the slightest bit of contact. “Sorry about the mess, I’m not the world’s best packer. Tea?”

“Love one.”

The two women went through to the open plan living room and kitchen, and Amy filled the kettle and put it on. They made awkward small talk while they waited for the tea to be ready, both keeping their distance. Last time they’d been in that kitchen it had ended up as… well, as James walking in on them. Amy was acutely aware of that and she could tell that Sarah was too.

When their teas were ready, they sat down, Amy on the armchair, Sarah the sofa. Close enough to talk, but nowhere near close enough to lead to something more. Sarah slipped her shoes off and started to fold her legs under her before she hesitated, something uncharacteristically Sarah. “Do you mind me getting comfy?” she asked.

“Not at all.” Amy had her legs crossed in her seat, her mug in two hands, and looked at Sarah expectantly. “So… you wanted to talk?”

Sarah nodded slowly. “I do. I…” Sarah hesitated again, and Amy could see the inner turmoil. “It couldn’t wait for when you get back. Not after what you said on Monday. We can’t leave it like that for three weeks.”

“For what it’s worth, I’m sorry… some of that needed to be said, but some of it was too much. I didn’t mean to…”

“Stop. There’s no need to apologise. What you said hurt, but it was right. And the thing is I knew it was right, and I knew that I’ve been fooling myself. You held up a mirror to me and I wasn’t a fan of what I saw.” She paused to take a sip of her tea and Amy waited for her to continue, giving her time. A smile played across her lips. “I’d like to tell you a story.”

Amy smiled back. “Does it end with a question?”

“No, not this time.” Sarah’s grin couldn't hide her cheeks going red, and Amy tried not to notice how cute she looked when she was embarrassed. “I want to tell you about me. Really about me. And then, when I’m done, maybe you’ll understand me. You asked me how I’m any different to the man who… from when you were a trainee, and I couldn’t answer it properly on Monday. I can now. The answer might not be much better, but at least it’s different. And then… then, I’ll explain what I’m going to do about it.” She paused and smiled again. “Spoiler alert, I need to change. Does that sound ok?”

Amy nodded slowly. “Perfect. And Sarah… take your time. Seriously. I can pack all night if I have to.” She appreciated what this meant to Sarah, to open herself up so much. One of the aspects of the power imbalance from their relationship to date was an information asymmetry. Sarah knew an awful lot about Amy, but there were whole areas of Sarah’s life that had been off limits until now. It would be good to fill in some of those gaps.

“So… I’ve been into women for years. Years. I always noticed women growing up, I think I told you before that I played a lot of sport, still do when I can. I had… well, the boarding school I went to it was all girls and you’d spend a lot of time in close proximity and I started to think… God, you know what I mean. But I never did anything about it, despite some massive crushes. I was terrified of being labelled the dyke, even though in hindsight, particularly towards the end, quite a few of my friends were hopping in and out of each other’s beds. It was like it was cool if you were straight and experimenting, but not cool if it was who you were.” She shook her head and smiled at Amy. “Teenage years can mess you up, right?”

“Oh, completely,” Amy agreed. “That must have been hard for you?”

“Absolutely… and I just played the game to be one of the cool, sporty kids. Dated a couple of guys from the boys’ boarding school that we did socials with, that sort of thing. Keeping up appearances.

“When I went to university I kept on doing that. I had a boyfriend for most of my first year and it was fine. He was a good person, he was good to me, we worked well together. But then in my second year I met Jess…”

Sarah trailed off and stared down into her tea. Amy could see there was real emotion there, a memory that still meant a lot to Sarah all these years later.

“At Cambridge the college community was tight, I’m sure it was the same for you and your Oxford college. Friendships straddle year groups, everyone knew each other’s business. It was the start of my second year, Jess was a new fresher. She played hockey for the uni like me, and I was assigned as her buddy… everyone got a buddy from the year above to help them settle. We got on well immediately, and we started to hang out quite a lot.” Sarah looked back at Amy. “I’m sure you can see where this is going?”

“Yeah, I think so. But I’d like to hear it, if you want to tell.”

“I do. She was openly gay, had a girlfriend from home who was at Bristol, I think. That old cliche of thinking they’d be the ones to buck the trend and have their relationship survive despite going to different universities.” Sarah shrugged and Amy smiled… every couple thought they’d make it, but very few actually did. There were too many distractions, temptation at every turn. “End of her first term we were hanging out in her room after a night out, a group of us, people started drifting off to bed until it was just us and… no surprise here, I don’t know what exactly triggered it but when it was just the two of us we ended up kissing on her bed. My first time kissing another woman. I loved it.”

Sarah paused to take a sip of her tea.

“Right up until I suddenly freaked out. I’d spent so long suppressing my true sexuality that when I finally did something about it I got scared, and I didn’t know why. I remember suddenly getting up, making some silly joke, and then running off back to my room where I lay on my bed thinking about how incredible it had felt and cursing myself for having not stayed to see where it would go, but also berating myself for slipping from being the woman I’d always presented to the world.

“Jess… well I couldn’t sleep, and neither could she. She came to my room in the early hours, knocked on the door and…” Sarah smiled at the memory. “I didn’t freak out that time.”

Amy nodded in understanding but said nothing, giving Sarah the room to say what she needed to say.

“Jess was completely relaxed about it, when we woke up the next morning it felt right. We started seeing each other in secret because she understood how hard it would be for me to openly be in a relationship with her, at least to start with. She ended it with her girlfriend at the start of the holidays, we visited each other’s houses to stay, and it continued when term started in January. She got that it was a big step for me to date another woman, so we both lived this kind of double life… our friends and out teammates were oblivious, but then we’d sneak into each other’s room late at night and sneak out again early. We nearly got caught a few times but we could always pass it off as one of us was just hanging out with the other. It was good.” Sarah paused. “Am I making sense?”

“Completely.” Amy smiled encouragingly. This honesty from Sarah was so refreshing. “What happened?”

“She wanted us to go public, she couldn’t really see why it was a big deal for me for us not to, not after we’d been seeing each other for a while. And it shouldn’t have been. But I couldn’t get past it… I was worried about what it would mean, my parents, my friends, everything.

“What I didn’t realise at the time, but I have since, is how much it hurt Jess. I loved her, she loved me, we said it and we meant it. Yet I wasn’t willing to tell anyone, and she took it to mean I was ashamed of her. It’s probably the biggest regret of my whole life… what could have been if I’d accepted it and been proud to be in love with her rather than almost ashamed.”

Sarah voice wobbled and Amy could see the emotion. She looked like she was about to cry but held it in.

“She gave me an ultimatum at the end of the summer term and, like a fool, I insisted I couldn’t go public. I guess maybe I thought it was a bluff, except it wasn’t. She dumped me and… God, I regret it so much. I threw myself into relationships from there, with men, trying to force myself to get past it and I did, kind of. I met Hugo, my husband, and he was good for me. And I settled down to live the straight woman’s life I thought I should, rather than be who I was.”

Sarah fell silent, though Amy could tell there was more. Watching Sarah, she looked a curious mix of wretched and honest, utterly incongruous with the smartly dressed businesswoman who’d come through the door. Amy stood and walked over to the kitchen, opening the fridge and pulling out the bottle of wine that Sarah had brought with her. “I think we might need this after all.”

Sarah smiled weakly. “I think we might.”

Amy returned with the bottle and two glasses, then hesitated for a second before instinctively sitting on the sofa, next to Sarah, half turned to look at her. The armchair had started to feel a little like an interview or an interrogation, almost confrontational, and Amy didn’t want that. She liked Sarah very much after all, even after what had been said on Monday, and the way that Sarah was opening up to her was so refreshing that she wanted to encourage it.

“I never knew,” Amy said as they settled back again with wine glasses in hand, “that you’d had that sort of relationship.”

“I’m full of surprises.”

“I feel like there’s more?”

Sarah grinned. “Plenty. You sure you’ve got time?”

“As long as you need.”

“Good. I guess… my twenties were all about living the life I felt I should, particularly after I met Hugo. You know how it is, late nights with work, spending a bit too much at the weekends, holidays somewhere sunny where you try to forget about your job for a few days… all of that on repeat. It quickly became apparent that I’d be the main earner as Hugo focused on teaching, which was fine. We were both happy like that, he’s a good man, kind, but he’s not the kind of person to want status or wealth.

“By our late twenties we were married and a teaching job came up at his old school. We thought about it hard, but in the end it simply made sense. It was his passion and he got accommodation on the school grounds as part of it, so it worked well. We had our place in London where I stayed during the weeks and then I got to have a country escape to head to, a quaint little cottage tucked away from everyone with the most magnificent countryside to walk in whenever I was back there for the weekends. The space did us good during the weeks, it let me focus on my career and him focus on his, and it made the weekends more special.”

Sarah paused, seeming to consider her words, and Amy watched her in silence.

“I got pregnant relatively quickly and, well, the twins came.” She shook her head. “Maternity leave.”

“It was good? I’ve heard it can be nice spending that time with your kids.”

Sarah pulled a face. “I’ll be honest with you, it was a mixed bag. You’re not supposed to admit that as a mother, but I will. Some parts great, like seeing those first milestones… I love my kids so much, and that first year I wouldn’t swap for anything.”

Amy nodded. “I sense there’s a but…”

“Yeah, there’s a but. What no one tells you is how boring it was, and how unlike me I felt. It was like I was an impostor living someone else’s life, out in the West Country. My life was the kids and keeping house, particularly in term time when Hugo was teaching. The school was like a mini-cult, teachers all indoctrinated into how amazing the school was and their spouses expected to tow the line. One coffee morning with the headmaster’s wife and I was ready to jack it all in and go back to work early.” She smiled. “I’m joking, of course, but there were certainly moments.”

“You did a full year?”

“Yep. As with anything I do, no half measures.” She took a sip of her wine. “The saving grace was the other mums, the group we did prenatal classes with. They were brilliant. Particularly the occasional nights out, they got wild. At least as wild as you can get when you know you’re going to be changing nappies in the morning.”

Amy watched as Sarah’s expression grew a little more serious, a touch more pensive, and she stared into her wine.

“And then there was Chloe…”
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“…anyway, by the time of the girls’ night out we’d already crossed the line once, a few weeks before.” Sarah shook her head at the memory. “That time, Hugo had come home early, much earlier than I expected, and I think if he’d not been juggling two babies he’d have known exactly what he’d walked in on.” Sarah took a sip of her wine. “So, when it came to the night out we both knew, but we hadn’t really had the chance to do anything about it. We were tiptoeing around it.”

Amy nodded, listening intently.

“So the girls’ night out happens. God, did we all need it. First time any of us had drunk properly for more than a year and you could tell. Dinner, drinks, dancing even though we didn’t recognise any of the songs. And Chloe had offered me her spare room, because obviously I couldn’t drive home and something has never felt right about getting into a taxi, drunk, alone with the driver and heading off into the countryside. She offered casually, on our group chat, just one friend helping another.” Sarah smiled, a small, wry smile. “She knew what she was offering, and I knew what I was saying yes to.”

“And Hugo?”

“He encouraged me. He thought I needed a night out, said something about how I'd been cooped up for months and it would do me good to let my hair down. So I did my hair, and I put on a dress I hadn't worn since before the twins, and I kissed my husband goodbye, and I went out for the evening with the full intention of going home with someone else. I nearly backed out at the last minute, nearly lost my nerve, but he wouldn’t hear of me staying home.”

She looked into her wine for a moment.

"The dinner was lovely. The bar after was lovely. We ended up in some club that had been the height of glamour in town when I was sixteen and very definitely wasn’t any more. Chloe and I went out onto a terrace at one point, for some air, and… that wasn't really for some air. And then later we got a taxi back to hers. And then we were in her kitchen with two cups of tea, neither of us drinking the tea, and…”

Sarah paused, lost in the memory for a moment.

"I won't go into the details of the night. But I will tell you that I woke up the next morning in her bed, and I lay there listening to the rain on her window, and I felt more like myself than I had in years. Years. I drove home through the lanes with the windows down singing along to the radio, and I had a text from Hugo saying he hoped I'd had fun and the twins had been angels, and I thought, I am going to leave him. This is it. Genuinely thought it. For about an hour. And then I got home, and I didn't."

Sarah put her wine down and started to stand. “Mind if I use your bathroom?”

“Of course… end of the hall.”

While Sarah was gone, Amy sat back on the sofa thinking hard. Her honesty had been almost brutal at times, and Amy was sat there reliving the pain and heartbreak that was so clear. First Jess, where it was clear that Sarah still wondered to this day, what if? With Jess there’d been an innocence, clearly, even now, a sense that Sarah was still paying every day for being nineteen and terrified of what people might think.

And then Chloe, which was different, at least on the surface. With Chloe, Sarah hadn’t been a teenager hiding from herself. She’d been six months into her maternity leave, married, bored out of her mind in the West Country and had fallen for the only friend who’d made the days bearable. The way Sarah described their first kiss, then the night they’d spent together, as feeling more like herself than she had in years resonated deeply.

Sarah was opening up to her completely, and it was a revelation. But, Amy knew, there was more to come… they still hadn’t gone on to the mentoring.

Sarah came back into the room and sat down.

Amy looked at her for a few moments, then said, “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Chloe. Would you have… if she’d wanted to turn it into something real would you have?”

Sarah thought about her answer. “If you’d asked me then, yes. I left her place that morning convinced that it was the start of something special. I think she thought that too. But then I think my mistake was to leave it too long, I gave her long enough to get scared. And once she was scared that was it. If she hadn’t got scared I think we’d have started something. But now, looking back, I’m not so sure, or at least I’m not so sure it would have lasted. We’d been good friends for months and whether we could have made the shift to girlfriends, I don’t know.” She shrugged. “I guess I’ll never know.”

“But you’d have left Hugo for her?”

“I feel awful saying it, but… yes. I thought about it. And it’s terrible but I think that was a turning point. When I went back to work on the surface we were this amazing couple, me a high flyer in the city, we bought our house near the school, much bigger, character in spades, we bought my apartment… the one you know. We could have it all. Beneath it though it’s not like we were struggling, but we became more like friends who lived together and coparented rather than lovers. Kids can do that to you though, I know that. I think that’s what he tells himself. I know there’s more and… he doesn’t know about any of it.”

“Were you tempted to tell him?”

“Yes… once or twice, but what would I tell him?”

“The truth? Doesn't he deserve to know?”

“If it was just him… maybe. But it’s the kids too. They’re so important to me, I… what if I lost them? Or saw them less?”

Amy watched Sarah as she talked and could see the emotion… this wasn’t a new topic for her, obviously, and it was clear that she’d given a lot of thought to it.

“Tell me about after maternity leave.”

“About a year after coming back, I signed up to the firm’s mentoring scheme. Completely from the perspective of giving back, no ulterior motive whatsoever. I got paired with two mentees, one man, one woman, both recently qualified.” She looked at Amy. “I didn’t count on falling for the woman. Hard. And her for me. I won’t name her because while she left the firm you’ll have come across her professionally, but we had what I can only call a torrid affair. Me in my thirties with a husband and kids at home, her in her mid-twenties, beautiful, confident, we worked well together.”

“What happened?”

“She wanted us to move in together, and… I liked her a lot. Really a lot. We had a lot of fun together… and no, I don’t mean just like that. But was she Jess? Or Chloe? No. It got messy, like her threatening to tell Hugo messy. Like her threatening to tell the partners messy. There was a moment when I nearly said yes, but it wasn’t right. She deserved more than I could give her.”

“What’s she doing now?”

“She moved firm so that we didn’t have to see each other every day. The last time I saw her, a couple of months ago, I bumped into her at an industry event. She’s living with someone, she seemed happy.”

Amy watched Sarah for a long moment. “Do you wish it had ended differently?”

“No… no, I don’t. It was this passionate affair we had, it was crazy. I learned things. She liked to be more submissive in the bedroom and that’s where I discovered that I tended towards the more dominant side.” She hesitated and smiled, her cheeks reddening. “Well, until you came along anyway…”

Amy smiled back, her head tilted. “Happy to be of service.”

There was a few moments of silence while they each drank their wine. “And after her is, I think, where it all started going wrong. I think, looking back on it, that I panicked. I realised… I guess I realised that I’d screwed Jess up and I’d screwed Chloe up, and I’d kind of screwed it up with my mentee too. I was a lesbian playing at being straight, I was living pretty much the exact opposite life to what I wanted, and I was already the wrong side of thirty five and not getting any younger.”

“That shouldn’t matter…” Amy started to say, but Sarah interrupted her.

“It does. Trust me, it does. You’ll understand more when you’re my age. You start… you realise that what you’ve taken for granted won’t last forever. And I know I’ve got a look that suits me at my age, I know I’m still only in my thirties, but I’m terrified of when I become invisible to women who would’ve been interested before.”

“So you built your mentoring program?”

“Exactly. Not right away though. After that I told myself never again. Too messy, too dangerous, and I meant it. For all of six months…”

Sarah looked a little sheepish. “There was another woman approached me to help with something. She actually came on to me, out for a drink one evening, and I went with it. And then I thought what if I do this differently? What if I’m upfront at the outset? No ambiguity, no catching feelings, no one getting hurt. Adults, clear terms, everyone knows where they stand. The power imbalance… it didn’t even occur to me, I’m embarrassed to admit now. I think I underestimated what that dynamic meant.

“And it worked, or I told myself it worked. That woman was grateful for the help and she seemed happy. I got to feel… wanted. Like I still existed as a woman that beautiful women desired, rather than invisible as another working mum back at work. It built from there, usually three or four mentees at any one time. And there were some, of course, who didn’t want to take those terms and that was fine, we’d been clear that there was no come back and it’s always been true… I’ve been scrupulous in ensuring that.

“Over time I refined the approach, I suppose. This sounds awful when I say it, but the initial chat, the drinks or dinner, the reveal of the quid pro quo. I’ve got good at spotting and tapping into any latent tendencies, creating the right environment.” Sarah smiled wryly. “You might recognise some of that.”

“I think I might…”

“By the third or fourth I’d stopped even questioning whether it was right, because nobody complained and everybody seemed happy. Their careers genuinely benefited and I’d built all these safeguards in my head. You asked me how many the other night. Eleven, including you. Eleven women. And I was so convinced the system worked that I never once stopped to look at it from their side. I turned heartbreak into a system, Amy. That first mentee nearly destroyed me, so I made sure it could never happen again by stripping out the feelings and making it transactional. No one gets too close, no one gets hurt. Clean.” Sarah paused. “Until you made me look at it properly.

“And here’s the core of it. When you asked me on Monday how I’m different to the senior associate, I couldn’t answer. I can now. I’m different because my motivations are different… I’m not trying to get another notch on the bedpost. I’m not trying to make myself feel good just because the hot twenty something associate with a boyfriend performed some sex act on me. I’m not trying to fuel my ego. All I’ve been trying to do is make the most of my time while I’m still young enough, driven by fear.” She grimaced. “That’s not pretty, is it? But it’s true. Not ego, not conquest, just fear. Fear of getting old and fear of regret.”

Amy instinctively reached out to take Sarah’s hand in hers. It was something about the searing honesty in her voice that made her want to comfort her. Sarah looked surprised for a moment, then she smiled and held on tight. Amy couldn’t deny it felt good, to feel physical contact, even if anything more was firmly off the table that evening.

“I know that doesn’t justify it, I know that some women’s personal lives have blown up, I know that I’ve been selfish and that the power imbalance is wrong. I know all of that. So here’s what I’m going to do… while you’re away, I’m going to speak to the other four current mentees and end the sexual side of it. No more quid pro quo. If someone wants to keep seeing me, then of course that’s different, but it’s entirely separate. Same for any new mentees, it’s a strictly non-sexual arrangement. Does that work for you?”

Amy nodded gratefully. “Yes, it does. I’m pleased you’ve seen it and that you’re going to do something about it. How about… the rest of it?”

“Hugo?”

“Yeah. Or, your idea of how we could look.”

Sarah looked down and when she looked back up there was a hint of defiance. “Amy… I like you a lot. A lot. You feel like you could be another Jess or Chloe to me. You are, I think. But I can’t blow up my marriage, mess with my children, all of those things on a possibility. That’s too much, particularly when I know you’ve got someone else in LA and… you said on Monday night you were going to date people now.”

“If this could be real, you need to treat it like that.”

“I will. But you need to understand what you’re asking. Think about you and James the last few days, I can tell how agonising that’s been even if you seem certain it’s actually the right thing. Now imagine adding two children and a marriage and an entire life built around that.”

“I’m not asking you to tell him tomorrow,” Amy said carefully. “But I’m asking you to be honest with yourself about the endgame. Know what it would look like and tell me how you see it. I need to know if we started dating seriously that there’s a future that’s viable.”

“I know.” Sarah’s voice had dropped almost to a whisper. “Give me time. Please. Give me until you’re back from LA to work out how I’d see the endgame. I owe it to you to be able to tell you something that can work, but I need time to think.”

Amy considered it. It wasn’t the full set of answers she’d demanded on Monday, it was only a partial fulfilment of her terms, but it was absolutely a start and a huge step in the right direction. It was honest, and Amy could see that she was taking it seriously.

“Ok. That’s fair. It’s enough for now.”

Sarah visibly relaxed. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me. Just do it. The mentees I mean… actually do it. Don’t tell me you’re going to and then find ways out.”

“I will. I promise.”

Sarah looked at Amy and a faint hint of something crossed her expression. They were still holding hands, but nothing more. Sarah’s fingertips started to drag, ever so slowly, across Amy’s hand and Amy felt herself responding in exactly the way that she always responded. Alone, no one to disturb them, the evening ahead of them… it would be so, so easy to close the gap between them. So easy.

“I should go and leave you to pack,” Sarah said, not moving a muscle.

“You should.”

“Or…” Sarah hesitated. “Or I could stay here tonight? Enjoy the evening together before you go.”

Amy felt it pull at her. Sarah in her bed, Sarah’s body against hers, one more night before three weeks apart. It would be so easy to say yes. So easy, to remind each other of what they had.

“I’m tempted,” Amy heard herself say. “God, I’m so tempted. But no, not tonight.”

“Why?” Sarah looked surprised.

“Because you need to do what you’ve said you’ll do. I can’t say what I said on Monday then jump into bed with you two days later before you’ve done any of it. That’s not how this works.”

Sarah let go of her hand and stood. “You’re right. I know you’re right. I just don’t want you to be right.”

Amy stood too. “Neither do I.”

She walked Sarah to the front door, and paused with her hand on the latch. On instinct she leaned across and hugged Sarah, a hug that Sarah returned with interest, a tight hug that neither woman wanted to let go of. There was a moment, brief, when they pulled apart where they were close, a pause, and Amy realised she was holding her breath… if Sarah leaned in that would do it, she’d kiss her and common sense be damned.

But then Sarah smiled and said, “Have a safe flight.”

Amy opened the door. “We’ll message and talk while I’m there?”

Sarah nodded, smiled a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes, and walked towards the lift. Amy closed the door, leaned back against it, and let out a long breath before reaching for her phone. She’d had several messages come through while she was talking to Sarah, but had resisted the temptation to check.

A message from James, practical, checking on when she was flying and whether he could move her clothes to the spare room while she was away. Hardly an unreasonable request given the circumstances, and she had no objections.

And then a couple of messages from Luisa, her excitement palpable:

Remind me what time your flight lands? I’ve got a great weekend planned for us xx

And then a second message accompanying a selfie of her in her gym kit looking really very good indeed:

Can’t believe I get to see you tomorrow, soooo excited!! xx

Amy smiled to herself. She really, really liked Luisa. Really liked her. Fun, easy going. And the physical attraction was, well, wow. But… they’d known each other for, what, a week in person? Apart from that it had been video calls and a constant stream both ways of pictures and messages. The next three weeks would be the acid test, she knew… whether this was real, or whether this was a holiday fling mixed up with a lesbian awakening where the reality didn’t stack up. And there was so much to discover still about Luisa, about her friends, about whether she had anyone else on the scene (they’d explicitly agreed that whatever they had was open, after all), about her life.

She was determined to give it the very best go though. How have I ended up like this? Amy thought. Two women that I like very much, one married and with what could best be described as a history of moral complexity but who has promised to make amends, one seemingly perfect but five thousand miles away and who I know much less about than I do Sarah.

Still, one step at a time. Pack. Reply to Luisa. Avoid the deep, deep temptation to go over to Sarah’s flat tonight. Fly to LA.

Amy stood there for a couple of minutes, still leaning against the door, eyes closed… simply taking a few moments to gather herself.

Then she went back to the bedroom to finish packing.
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Tulum wasn’t the centre of the world, Luisa knew that at the time, but for an eighteen-year-old trying to make it in the modelling world, someone who’d never left Mexico, never stepped into a multi-day shoot where the photographers spoke several languages and the clothes were from labels straight off the pages of a magazine, it certainly felt like it.

It was her first big photoshoot, an opportunity that had come out of nowhere at the last minute when another model had dropped out and they needed someone urgently. Luisa must have fit the look, either that or her agent had been doing better work than Luisa gave her credit for, and before she knew what was happening she was saying goodbye to her parents, her boyfriend was dropping her off at the airport, she was sat on a plane with a car waiting for her when she arrived, her name held up on a board, a room in a good hotel, all expenses paid… it was one of those opportunities that comes up in life that you have to seize and make the most of, and that was what Luisa planned to do.

The photoshoot was at a luxury villa set back from the beach, gardens, a pool, large open rooms inside, she could see exactly why they’d chosen it. Walking around on that first morning after a night hiding in her room, too nervous and star struck to introduce herself to the other models that she knew and recognised from the magazine cuttings on her wall at home but had never met, never even got close to meeting, Luisa felt like she’d been transported into the pages. It felt right, it was where she wanted to be.

It was a hive of activity, make-up artists and stylists and creative who-knew-what-they-dids all rushing around, and when Luisa introduced herself, she was soon seated and being prepared.

Sat with her feet on the cool stone floor of what looked like it would be the villa’s dining room on a more normal day, she told herself that she would be professional, she would be focused, she would be the kind of woman who deserved to be there because, she told herself again and again, she did deserve to be there. Everyone had to start somewhere, and for Luisa this was going to kick start her whole career.

That worked, right up until she saw Arabella.

***

It was early on the second day of shooting, the air still cool from night-time, the real heat of the day a few hours away yet. Luisa had stepped outside on to the villa’s terrace in search of a cup of coffee, not quite used to being up so early, and there, standing at the edge of the pool, deep in conversation with one of the photographers, was Arabella.

Luisa recognised her immediately, had known she was going to be there from the lists she’d been given, but Arabella Greenwood was different to everyone else… she was famous in a way that no one else there was, not necessarily to someone in the street but certainly in this world. Famous enough that she had clout, she had power. She was the star of this photoshoot, without a doubt, and with that came influence.

Luisa couldn’t help but stare, seeing this person she’d admired in fashion magazines in the flesh. She was already dressed in her first costume of the day, or maybe her second or third, Luisa could only guess, wearing nothing but a simple black one-piece swimsuit and an oversized blue shirt that was unbuttoned and left one shoulder bare.

Arabella was tall, slim, a figure that Luisa knew well, her dark hair, almost black, falling to just below her shoulders and framing a stunningly beautiful face. Only a couple of years older than Luisa, Arabella by the age of twenty had had the exact career trajectory that Luisa aspired to, a rapid rise that meant her extra two years were a lifetime’s difference in experience between them.

She was in intense conversation with the photographer, but it was purely professional. Serious but not confrontational, this was someone who took modelling as seriously as Luisa planned to. First impressions, Luisa was impressed.

The photographer nodded agreement and left, and Arabella turned, glancing at Luisa. Luisa looked away instinctively then forced herself to look back again, only to see Arabella’s eyes still on her. It was only a second or two before someone else came walking towards Arabella, calling her name, but it was enough.

Arabella had seen her and, Luisa fervently hoped, recognised her as a fellow professional.

***

A couple of hours later, the day starting to properly heat up and Luisa having gone through several different costumes already, she was taking a moment in the relative cool of the villa when she saw Arabella walking past.

No, not past. Towards her. Directly towards her. Seeking her out.

Before she had time to feel nervous Luisa looked at her and smiled, trying to look open and welcoming, but Arabella simply said, “Come with me.” Her voice was smooth and quiet yet confident, spoken in English, and Luisa was left in little doubt that Arabella was the one with the power here and Luisa wasn’t.

Without really thinking about it Luisa followed her, walking barefoot across the stone of the terrace and round to the side of the villa where there was a low stone wall shaded by trees above.

Arabella produced a pack of cigarettes and a lighter and lit up. She leaned against the wall, resting on the top of it, and Luisa copied her. It felt surreal, both wearing swimwear with thin robes on top, leaning there with someone she’d only seen in a magazine.

After a couple of drags, Arabella looked at Luisa and said, “You’re new.” A statement, not a question, but she said nothing more, just looked at Luisa as she took another drag and exhaled, somehow making smoking look cool as hell.

Into the silence, Luisa said, “Yes.” She wanted to say more but she was star struck, tongue tied, so ended up saying nothing.

Arabella seemed to understand instinctively. Maybe she was used to that reaction. “You won’t be for long,” she replied. She held out the cigarette to Luisa, offering it, and Luisa leaned forward and took a drag while Arabella held it to her lips, not because she wanted to but because it didn’t feel like she could say no.

She breathed in deeply then exhaled, not a smoker normally but she’d experimented enough in her youth to not make a fool of herself by coughing. Arabella watched her and smiled in approval.

“You’re local?”

“Tulum, no. But Mexico, yes. My first international photoshoot.”

“You’ll be fine. We all start somewhere.” She paused. “If you need something, come and talk to me. My friends call me Bel.”

Luisa smiled but wasn’t sure what to say. It was getting more and more surreal by the minute. So can I call you Bel? She wondered but didn’t have the courage to say out it out loud. Instead she simply said, “I’m Luisa,” acknowledged by a nod.

They stayed there in companionable silence, Arabella, no, Bel, giving Luisa another couple of drags, then she stood up straight. “They’ll be expecting us.” She paused and looked at Luisa, seeming like she was about to say something else, but then said nothing before she walked off.

***

From that moment onwards Bel took Luisa under her wing.

On set, when she wasn’t being photographed herself, Bel would stay close, stepping in to correct her stance with a touch on her hips here and a hand on her shoulders there, guiding her chin with a light touch of her fingers on Luisa’s jaw, quiet words of encouragement when Luisa was struggling to understand instinctively what the photographer wanted from her, coaching her and teaching her the professional tricks behind this type of modelling.

When they broke for meals or had a lull in the schedule Bel would find her, inviting her to sit with her at the long table on the terrace, sometimes just the two of them locked in conversation, sometimes with others as well. Bel seemed to get on particularly well with the other models and the stylists, a kind of cool, no-nonsense attitude that the others deferred to, and Luisa soon felt like she was part of the group.

When it was just the two of them, Bel would try her broken Spanish on Luisa before invariably it reached her limit and Luisa broke down giggling while Bel smiled… giggling didn’t seem to be her sort of thing. Sometimes she helped Luisa with her English in return, particularly when it came to some of the more colloquial phrases where it soon became apparent to Luisa that Bel came from the upper end of British society.

Luisa felt welcomed, she felt visible, she felt like she belonged. Even when she realised that Bel had singled her out for special attention, she didn’t want it to stop… she genuinely liked Bel, her calm, no nonsense approach to everything, her professionalism, and not least how much she’d helped and guided Luisa through what could have been a difficult week.

The others on the set noticed. Luisa didn’t realise what it was at the time, but looking back years later when she’d been on too many photoshoots to count, she realised that she’d seen it since too.

It was the way the others glanced between each other, the knowing smiles from the makeup artists, the little well intentioned comments that meant nothing on the surface, the space that they all gave Bel and Luisa as the week went on. It was like they’d all seen this story before, maybe not with Bel but certainly with somebody like her, and they all knew how it ended.

***

It wasn’t until the last night that anything actually happened.

They’d finished early that day, the final shots done and the villa packed up. The crew, the models, everyone headed into town to party, from what Luisa could tell all expenses paid. At the very least it cost her nothing, which was good because she knew she wasn’t getting paid anything like what some of the other models were.

It was an experience and a half and gave Luisa even more of a taste for the life of a model on the up than the days that had gone before. She had a great time, getting to know various people that she’d end up working with over the years to follow… kind of like her induction into the world of fashion modelling. She liked it.

Not long after the sun had started to set, surprisingly early, Bel came over to her. “How do you feel, your first big shoot finished?” she asked. She was smiling, her cheeks slightly flushed, a cocktail in her hand. Bel was relaxed, and Luisa realised that it was the first time she’d seen her relaxed all week, noting to herself that this was what professionalism looked like: focused yet friendly when the work needed to be done, relaxed only when it was finished. Bel’s usual demeanour was serious, albeit with a dry sense of humour that you could detect around the edges, but smiling and relaxed suited her well.

Luisa took a sip of her drink and smiled. “It feels good, it’s been such a surreal week. I hope I do more.”

“I’m sure you will,” Bel replied. She paused, then leaned close to Luisa, close enough that only Luisa could hear what she said next, close enough that Luisa caught the scent of her perfume. “Come back to the hotel.”

Bel leaned back and looked at Luisa, looking her in the eye, and the thought didn’t even cross Luisa’s mind of saying no. She simply nodded, and the two of them left, they didn’t even make their excuses, they just slipped away into the fading light.

Bel’s hotel was only a couple of minutes’ walk away, and they were soon stood at her door. She swiped her key card and opened it, holding it open for Luisa to go in. Once she’d walked through, she let the door shut then said, “Let’s have a drink on the balcony.” As so often that week, a statement rather than a question, and as so often that week Luisa didn’t even think of saying no.

As she walked through to the balcony Luisa couldn’t help marvelling at Bel’s room. It was large, really quite spacious, decorated tastefully with a tiled floor, large dark wood bed, sitting area, and glimpsed in the corner a large bathroom. Luisa had thought her own room was nice, but this was something else. The perks of being the star of the show, she figured.

Bel had slid the balcony door open and Luisa went outside, leaning on the railing and enjoying the sight of the waves breaking on the beach down below in the twilight. It was warm, it felt relaxed, like the whole world was just chilling out.

Walking out onto the balcony Bel handed Luisa a large glass of white wine. “White wine was what was cold.” A statement again, one that Luisa accepted without question.

Luisa stood facing Bel as she took a sip. Bel took a long drink of her own, eyes focused on Luisa the whole time, then sat down in one of the chairs. Luisa copied her.

“The parties get too much sometimes,” Bel said after a few minutes, breaking their companionable silence. “And always, always, there’s some guy who wants to hit on you. Always. He’s seen you all week, he confuses your professionalism with you liking him, he thinks he’s got a shot.” She looked at Luisa. “Thinks he's going to get to fuck a model. Don’t be tempted. Unless you can get something out of him, then maybe. But otherwise, don’t.”

Luisa took another drink, then replied, “That sounds like you’re speaking from experience?”

Bel looked away for a few moments, then her gaze settled back on Luisa. “Absolutely. Go with it if you want to, or if it helps you, but never…” She paused and looked at Luisa intently. “Never because you think you have to.” A smile played across her lips. “Us women need to look out for each other in this business.”

Luisa nodded her understanding. “When’s your next job?”

“Too soon. Next week, I’m over in New York for the month.”

The conversation started to flow from there, talking about what Luisa had on the cards, Bel giving her some ideas. She promised to give Luisa’s details to her agent in LA, to see if he could help Luisa at all. Like the rest of the week, it was a good conversation but the dynamic remained, twenty year old Bel passing her hard-earned wisdom on to Luisa, all of two years her junior.

Before they knew it, they’d drained their glasses and Bel was topping them up. It was dark outside by then, just the sound of the waves and tropical insects floating up to them.

They spent a few more minutes in silence, then Bel lit a cigarette and went to stand, glass of wine in her other hand, looking out from the balcony. Luisa watched her, and then Bel turned and offered the cigarette to Luisa.

Luisa got out of her chair and stood next to Bel, letting her put the cigarette to Luisa’s lips for her to inhale, Bel’s little finger brushing Luisa’s jaw, almost imperceptibly. Bel was watching her closely, not stood far away at all, the red glow of the cigarette reflected in her dark eyes as Luisa inhaled, Bel’s lips slightly parted.

Bel seemed to reach a decision. She stubbed the cigarette out, flicking the butt out over the edge of the balcony, then drained her wine glass.

With a look at Luisa, a look she held for a few seconds, Bel walked over to the balcony door and stopped, turning to face Luisa, one hand resting on the doorframe.

“Come to bed.”

Three words. A statement not a question. Without even thinking, much as she had all week, Luisa obeyed and followed Bel into the bedroom. It felt inevitable. And it probably was.

***

She left the door open. A light breeze blew through carrying the sound of the waves and the smell of the sea into the room.

Bel was stood next to the bed, her hands held out towards Luisa, her eyes focused on Luisa at the exclusion of everything else.

Luisa walked over to her slowly, taking the hands that Bel had offered in her own, and as Luisa stepped closer, much closer, their fingers intertwined. Luisa felt a thrill run through her at Bel’s touch.

They stood, close, intimate, hands held in hands, looking at each other, for what felt to Luisa like an exquisite eternity, until Bel moved one hand up to stroke a strand of loose hair away from Luisa’s face. Her hand stayed there.

Then, slowly, ever so slowly, Bel moved her head towards Luisa, and Luisa moved her head towards Bel, and finally their lips met, a slow, sensuous, soft kiss, exploring each other’s lips and nothing more. Yet.

The kiss lasted and lasted, thrilling and exciting, an otherworldly experience. Eventually, letting go of Luisa’s other hand, Bel leaned back and her hands skimmed Luisa’s shoulders, sliding the straps of her dress down, peeling the dress away and letting it fall in a heap around Luisa’s ankles, leaving her naked save for the thong she was wearing underneath.

It should have felt weird, Luisa thought afterwards, standing in front of Bel with virtually nothing on, but it didn’t, it really didn’t. It felt natural, like it was something that had been preordained from their first meeting at the start of the week. And, she realised, it wasn’t as if they hadn't already seen each other nearly naked many times throughout the shoot already.

Bel kissed her again then, slowly but deeply, more passionately than that first kiss, their arms wrapped around each other, hands feeling the muscles in each other’s backs. One of Bel’s hands reached up to Luisa’s hair, her fingers slipping through it, while the other settled on her rear, sliding inside her thong and gently squeezing, making Luisa kiss her back harder.

Luisa didn’t think, didn’t hesitate. There was nothing in her mind, absolutely nothing, that wanted to do anything other than be stood there, nearly naked, kissing Bel. Nothing. The thought that she wasn’t into women, that she had a boyfriend, that this might not be a good idea, none of that entered her mind. It felt like she was living in the moment, outside of time, and nothing else mattered.

“Lie down.” Again, a statement, a command, not a question. Luisa gave a little smile to Bel and climbed on to the bed, lying down with her head resting on the pillows.

Bel stood at the foot, looking down at Luisa, her eyes hungrily taking her in, while Luisa lay there and let her, liking that someone like Bel could find her so appealing, so enthralling.

Holding her gaze, Bel reached behind her and unzipped her own dress, letting it fall, leaving her stood in her lingerie, an expensive looking black lace set. She undid her bra and slid it off, then bent over and slid off her underwear too, before climbing on to the bed herself.

Bel crawled over to Luisa, her hair hanging down, and from a kneeling position near to Luisa’s legs she reached for her thong, slipping it off. Luisa lifted her legs to help, throwing it to one side.

As Luisa lowered her legs, Bel guided them, parting them with gentle pressure, so that she was kneeling between them. She reached her hand out, all while still gazing into Luisa’s eyes, and touched her. Softly, delicately, her fingers tracing the outline of Luisa’s folds. Luisa gasped. She'd not realised until then how much she’d wanted to be touched like this all week, feeling her body respond to Bel’s touch in a way she’d never responded to anyone before.

Bel smiled, then leaned forward and replaced her fingers with her tongue, and Luisa couldn’t help but moan, her back arching, as she felt electricity shoot through her, Bel’s tongue doing something very, very right.

The next half an hour was a revelation to Luisa, opening her eyes to what pleasure could really be. Bel took her time, really took her time, using her tongue and her fingers to slowly, slowly build Luisa up then let her back down again, again and again, so that Luisa was in a state of ecstasy, starting to lose control as she got closer and closer to a peak each time.

All of her sexual experience so far, all of it, had been about her partner's pleasure, about him getting what he wanted, usually pretty quickly, and her getting the scraps. She could probably count on the fingers of one hand how many times she'd genuinely orgasmed at the touch of someone else rather than on her own, and those times had been, well, they'd been alright. Nothing special. She got more out of it when she was on her own, that was for sure.

To have someone else, someone so gentle and calm and attentive, focused entirely on her pleasure was mind blowing, almost literally. She felt, as Bel’s tongue worked it's magic again, as if a wall in her head had come crashing down and an amazing world that she hadn't realised lay beyond it was revealed, waiting for her to discover.

When, finally, Bel didn't let her fall back down again, instead pushing Luisa further and further, Luisa felt her orgasm starting to cascade through her, a toe curling, back arching, sheet clutching, screaming orgasm, the only way she could describe it to herself afterwards was the sensation of utterly losing all sense of herself under Bel’s touch, of completely losing control but happily so, safe in the knowledge that the person doing that to you was taking care of you.

After that first, earth shattering orgasm, Bel gave Luisa time to recover, kissing her and gently caressing her, reassuring her, fetching them both another drink. And then, just as she had all week, Bel taught her. First of all, she taught her how to touch another woman, how to translate what Luisa did to herself when she was on her own to another body, how to listen for the signs and change what she was doing when she needed to.

Luisa felt pride, a massive sense of pride, minutes later when she held Bel up close, her lips and tongue on Bel’s breasts while her fingers played between Bel’s legs, marvelling at the feeling of another woman's arousal, and felt and heard Bel’s own orgasm shake through her.

And then later still, when Bel taught her how to use her tongue and fingers together, the knowledge that she had made Bel’s back arch, made Bel use English swear words that Luisa certainly hadn’t been taught in school, made Bel cry out Luisa’s name, all while Bel’s thighs tightened around her head as her orgasm peaked... well, if there was a word beyond pride then that was what it was.

That night Luisa lost count of how many times they each orgasmed, and of the variety of ways in which those orgasms came. It was a night of liberation, one where there was no ulterior motive, no agenda from either of them... Luisa was in no doubt, no doubt whatsoever that this was two people taking turns to give each other pleasure and nothing more. It was a moment, a single night carved out of time, an encounter that had no substance back in the real world.

For an eighteen-year-old Luisa, new to this world of international fashion shoots, it was liberating.

It was magical.


Aguascalientes


It was three weeks after Tulum and the alarm clock showed 3.17am, it's green digits the only light in the bedroom in her parents' home that Luisa had slept in since before she could remember. She stared at the ceiling, unable to sleep for the fourth night in a row.

All around her were familiar shapes... posters and a crucifix on the wall, the small desk where she'd studied, the clothes rail that was overflow for her wardrobe. But they all seemed alien, had done since she'd returned from Tulum. They belonged to someone simpler, someone who hadn't experienced what Luisa had three weeks before in Bel's hotel room.

Luisa rolled onto her side, kicking her blanket off in the night time warmth in a desperate attempt to sleep. Her body remembered everything... Bel's hands and words guiding her, showing her pleasure that she'd not known was possible, the way their bodies matched together so perfectly. The physical memory was so vivid, so clear, it haunted her waking moments and her dreams.

But... physical memory was one thing. The emotional side, that had left Luisa a deeply confused woman.

Who was she now? What did that night mean?

These questions circled through her mind relentlessly. She'd always assumed certain things about her life. She'd marry a local man, presumably her current boyfriend Miguel, have children, live a life not so different from her mother's albeit hopefully after she'd had a few years to try to make something from her modelling career. These were such fundamental assumptions that they were axiomatic to Luisa. It was simply who someone with her upbringing in her town with her parents would become.

Bel, in one night, had shattered all of that. It was as if the laws of nature themself had changed.

Am I a lesbian? That was the question that Luisa kept coming back to, and she had no frame of reference to guide her. The word itself felt strange in her mind, fraught with connotations that she barely understood. A Catholic upbringing and a Catholic education had been silent on the subject of homosexuality beyond its sinful nature, and as a result she had no exposure to that world. Everyone, literally everyone that she had grown up with was strictly heterosexual, and for someone in their community to be gay, whether a man or woman, was so out there as to be inconceivable. Luisa wondered if she was an aberration, the one in a thousand who slipped through the cracks.

Yet she had a boyfriend, Miguel. Kind and patient, he'd driven her to the airport to go to Tulum, collected her when she returned too, had been the model boyfriend since she'd returned. She'd been with him for nearly two years, enjoyed being with him, emotionally and physically. Not perhaps with the same electric intensity that she'd experienced with Bel, but enough that she couldn't dismiss their connection as anything other than genuine.

But yet... but yet... if she wasn't a lesbian, how was it that all Luisa had been able to think about since she returned from Tulum was Bel and that incredible night with her?

Giving up on sleep, Luisa switched on her bedside lamp and pulled out her laptop, a gift from her parents intended for her to use when she eventually went to university as they desperately hoped she would. Opening a browser tab, her fingers hovered over the keyboard. What should she even search for?

Finally, she typed: Straight woman with boyfriend but had sex with woman

The results were overwhelming and utterly unhelpful, a mix of pornography, relationship advice columns focused on cheating rather than sexuality, and forum posts from men fantasising about their girlfriends sleeping with other women. Nothing, not a single thing, that spoke to her fundamental question... was she a lesbian?

She tried again: Am I a lesbian quiz

This returned more quizzes than she could count, all in various bright tones and casual language. She chose one at random, answering questions about celebrity crushes and whether she liked dungarees, to get the result of 'You might be bi-curious'. No shit, she thought, sighing in frustration.

A third attempt: How do you know if you're attracted to women?

This was better, and she finally started to make some headway. Articles from LGBTQ+ websites, personal testimonies from women who'd come out, scientific analysis of sexuality as a spectrum rather than a binary classification... Luisa disappeared down the rabbit hole for hours, absorbing terminology that she'd never encountered before, perspectives she'd never considered, giving her new tools to understand what she'd experienced.

She read until dawn, engrossed, before she finally felt so tired that she couldn't help but sleep.

Her reading had left her with more new questions than answers, but one thing she was sure of by then... she was somewhere on that spectrum of sexuality that wasn't strictly heterosexual, not after the emotional intensity of that experience with Bel. The big question, though, was where on that spectrum did she sit and what did it mean for her current relationship?

Over those weeks she heard nothing from Bel, not that she expected to really, she’d known that what they did was a one night only sort of thing, but that didn’t stop her from secretly hoping and, indeed, fantasising…

Luisa’s career started to take off over the months that followed, in part down to something that the people on the Tulum shoot had seen in her, and also in part she suspected down to Bel’s influence in the background. Despite no direct contact with her she’d come through on her promise of getting her LA agent to make contact with Luisa and, with representation there, the good jobs started to come in.

Luisa would eagerly await the call sheets for each photo shoot in the hope that Bel’s name would be on it. Still eighteen and relatively naïve, Luisa couldn’t have really put her finger on why other than maybe a vague hope that something would happen if she saw her, but when she looked back on it in the years to come she realised that she’d developed a good old fashioned crush on Bel.

Luckily, in hindsight, they weren’t booked to the same jobs throughout that time… luckily, because Luisa would have probably made a fool of herself, throwing herself at Bel. And if there was one thing that Luisa learned about Bel over the years that followed it was that she wanted what she wasn’t supposed to be able to have, not what was there on a plate for her.

***

As her professional life was on the up, so her personal life was heading in the opposite direction, for several reasons.

To start with both her parents and Miguel couldn’t hide their disappointment that she was starting to do well, so much so that when she was away modelling, a frequent occurrence by then, she was sure that they were talking to each other disapprovingly about her choices.

Her parents she wasn’t surprised about, they’d always been deeply conservative and wanted her to get married young and become a local teacher, be an upstanding pillar of the community and their church, not chasing these high fashion dreams with what they presumably imagined were a group of undesirables and degenerates.

Miguel, though, surprised her. He’d been supportive of her modelling since they’d first met but now, she was finding, he was growing sceptical, making cynical comments about the industry and asking Luisa openly about whether she was doing the right thing pursuing it as a career.

For her part, Luisa was starting to wonder just a little whether Miguel, deep down, liked the idea of dating a model, or indeed of his friends knowing he was dating a model, more than he liked the reality now that she was away a lot, and while they still had their moments she could feel that there was a distance growing between them and their lives.

But then also thrown into the mix was Luisa’s own confusion as to what she was now. Was she a lesbian? Was she a straight woman who’d experimented as a one off? Was she something in the middle? She was clueless and hadn’t found anything out really in the months since that sleepless night asking her laptop for help.

She knew that she still got pleasure from being with Miguel, although pleasure that didn’t come remotely close to that first time that Bel had touched her, the memory of which even months later left her breathless.

But when she was alone, when she let her thoughts wander and let her hands roam over her body, she didn’t think about men, not any more. She thought about women, and not just Bel… she imagined doing things with a variety of other women, some she knew, some she didn’t, and found herself aching with desire for these unreachable women.

So… maybe just a phase? She’d read that that can happen. But if it was a phase, it was pretty all consuming.


Cancun


It was a shoot in Cancun where it all came to a head, roughly six months after Tulum.

Again, no sign of Bel on the call sheet.

Again, as had often been the case recently, a difficult drive with Miguel to the airport and a strained parting, one where she’d told him she loved him, out of a sense of duty as much as anything else, and he’d simply wished her a good time, his annoyance at her going away for work again clear to see.

Nadia caught her attention immediately when Luisa arrived on location. Brazilian, in her mid-twenties, enough of a name that Luisa knew who she was when she saw her, a stereotypically beautiful woman from that part of the world with the same confident ease in her own body that Bel had. Luisa was drawn to her in a way that she couldn’t rationally explain, something about the way that Nadia was so tactile with everyone, drawing them into her world with little touches. That and her eyes, dazzling blue eyes in a deeply tanned face that held your attention when you talked to her.

Personality-wise she was the polar opposite of Bel, warm with strangers as much as friends, the life and soul of the party by reputation.

At dinner that night Luisa used all of her tricks to sit next to Nadia, before laughing loudly, probably a little too loudly, at all her jokes, and mirroring her little touches, a not too subtle brush of the fingers as they both reached for the water jug, a hand resting on Nadia’s forearm for a few seconds too long after confiding in her about something relatively trivial.

Luisa knew that she wasn’t being subtle, but subtlety didn’t seem necessary in this world that felt like it was a million miles from Aguascalientes. When the group moved to the hotel bar Luisa made sure that she was in Nadia’s orbit, and before long they had a few moments alone.

Luisa didn’t have to wait long.

“What to get out of here?” Nadia asked quietly but firmly, her accent making the words sound more seductive than they might otherwise have been, the expression on her face leaving little doubt that she didn’t mean going for a drink somewhere else.

Luisa’s heart raced as she nodded, realising as she did that this could be it… this could be the night that she worked out whether she was a lesbian or Bel was just a one off. She followed Nadia to the lift, and as the doors closed she silently slipped off her bracelet, a gift from Miguel for her eighteenth birthday, and tucked it away in a pocket, creating a boundary between her life at home and whatever this was about to be.

Nadia's room was nearly identical to Luisa’s, generic luxury made personal only by the scattered belongings of a woman constantly traveling… expensive skincare arranged on the bathroom counter, a silk robe draped over a chair, a battered paperback on the nightstand.

When Nadia kissed Luisa she was confident, taking the lead. Very definitely not Nadia’s first time with a woman, that was for sure. Luisa responded eagerly, waiting for the electric current she'd felt with Bel to surge through her. Nadia’s hands moved to her hips, drawing her closer, and Luisa pressed against her, trying to accelerate things, to reach that point of no return where thought dissolved into pure sensation.

But something just wasn’t clicking. The mechanics were there… her mouth was soft, her body warm against Luisa’s, they were both doing everything right… but the chemistry was missing. When her hand slid beneath Luisa’s shirt, cupping her breast, the touch felt nice but deliberate, like they were both following a script they’d memorised but didn’t fully believe in.

Still, she persisted. I'll see where this goes, thought Luisa, appreciating that as it was only her second time with another woman she still had plenty to learn. Maybe the magic happened later, maybe the art was in the foreplay.

They moved to the bed, clothing gradually discarded, and Luisa looked at Nadia's body with genuine curiosity... different from Bel's and different from Luisa's, more voluptuous, less toned, although this was all relative. Nadia was still a fashion model after all.

Luisa's mouth went to Nadia's breast, her tongue circling Nadia's nipple, drawing a long, soft moan, erotic but also, Luisa couldn't help thinking, slightly exaggerated, slightly performative.

As they continued Luisa recognised the performance because she was doing it too, moaning at appropriate moments, arching into Nadia's touch in ways that Luisa had learned that men responded to. With a sinking feeling she realised that they were both, at least in part, acting. Both going through the motions that led to pleasure but without that genuine, all-consuming connection she'd experienced with Bel.

When Nadia's hand slipped between Luisa's legs, her fingers finding the right spot and touching her gently, she felt her body responding, the arousal undeniable. Without a doubt it was still fun for Luisa, even without the connection, but she longed for the emotional depth to go with it.

She closed her eyes, trying to focus on the physical, and Nadia's fingers were doing everything right, sensitive to Luisa's needs and her reaction, but instead of being lost in the pleasure Luisa found herself mentally directing the scene... tilting her head back performatively, letting out a long, shuddering moan that she only partially felt, making little gasps of encouragement at the right moments.

When Luisa finally came it felt good, undeniably good, but only good. Better than Miguel could manage, but about as good as Luisa could often achieve on her own and not even close to the earth shattering, soul shaking pleasure that Bel had given her again and again on that incredible night.

But still, she felt her back arching, genuinely, her hands uncontrollably grabbing at Nadia's body, a series of loud cries coming from her mouth, muffled by Nadia's lips kissing her messily. It was good. It was worth it. More than worth it, it was good sex without a doubt.

Afterwards, Luisa reciprocated. Moving down Nadia's body, she applied everything she'd learned from Bel supplemented by everything she'd read online in the intervening period... tracing patterns with her tongue, using her fingers in tandem, paying close attention to how Nadia responded and adjusting accordingly.

Nadia came much quicker than Luisa had expected, noisily, performative again but seemingly genuine, her thighs tightening around Luisa's head, her hands pushing Luisa's tongue away when she couldn't take any more. Luisa felt a sense of satisfaction that she'd been able to draw that sort of response from Nadia without guidance, pleased that she seemed to know what to do with a woman now even though it was only Luisa's second time.

They lay beside each other after that, close but barely touching, a careful distance between them as if they both sensed that the performance was over. They talked for a while, pleasant but superficial conversation talking about cities they'd both been to and mutual acquaintances in the industry. Only superficial topics, nothing of substance.

Around two Luisa made her excuses and left, citing an early call time in the morning, a perfunctory kiss at the door acknowledging what had happened between them but also, seemingly, that it was a one-time thing.

Over the rest of the shoot there was no awkwardness between them, on a personal level they were friendly, but there was no chance of a repeat performance, and Luisa had no desire for one.

She left Cancun to fly back home even more confused than before... if her encounter with Nadia had been amazing it would have told her something, if it had been terrible it would have told her something too, but instead it had been good. That was all... good, bordering on very good.

So, she knew now that she enjoyed sleeping with a woman that wasn't Bel, so she had learned something. But she also knew now that just any woman wouldn't do... obvious in hindsight, but something she just had to experience for herself to know.


Mexico City


It all fell apart with Miguel a couple of days after her return. Luisa had been quiet, preoccupied, and he could tell.

He confronted her, accused her of having another boyfriend, and despite her trying to explain to him that that wasn't how the world of modelling worked, that you didn't have the same people in each place, he wouldn't hear of it.

She came close, very close in the heat of a blazing row to telling him just how wrong he was, that she'd slept with two female models and was wondering if she was gay, but she held her tongue... partly out of fear for what he might do, not physically but emotionally, his conservative upbringing coming with an unhealthy dose of homophobia, and partly because it would be unfair to lay it on him that she'd slept with someone else.

In the end, they went their separate ways. It was clear to both of them that they'd grown too far apart, particularly when Luisa made it crystal clear that modelling was her profession and she wasn't going to settle down and be the good, dutiful wife that he expected any time soon.

Her parents, surprisingly, were understanding, her father letting slip in a moment of candour that they'd had their doubts about Miguel and that Luisa could find better. It was with their support and blessing that she made the difficult decision to move a few weeks later, renting an apartment in Mexico City to be closer to the heart of the fashion scene in Mexico.

And it was there, single and thrust into a much more happening, vibrant scene, that Luisa started to really discover herself.

***

Luisa had always known it, really, but moving to the big city hit home that as a model making good progress in the industry it really, really wasn't hard to have a lot of fun. She had a few friends living there already that gave her a solid base, grounding her when the party life got a bit too much, but beyond them the connections she was making and the access she had to people and events meant that she could, and often would, get into all the top clubs and bars, not to mention the industry events.

It was obvious, really, in hindsight but for Luisa as she neared nineteen it was a major realisation after two years dating Miguel and the small town life in Aguascalientes that, if you’re pretty close to being a ten out of ten yourself, then it’s no problem getting a lot of attention and you can afford to be discerning about only going for the nines and tens yourself.

She stayed clear of anyone who was excessively powerful or rich… in Mexico at that time you could quickly get caught up in something that you really didn’t want to be involved in. But that still left a lot of options and, for the first six months in the big city, she went a little wild, dating a string of men, none of them for long enough to call it a relationship but similarly none of them just one night stands, and funnily enough no women. The fashion industry in Mexico wasn’t quite ready for an openly lesbian model, not yet.

Looking back, Luisa realised that in large part she’d been trying to make up for lost time having dated Miguel for so long, but then also after a while she'd been trying to replace him, to recapture a little of what she’d had with him. In many ways it was six months of her rebounding hard, but rather than landing somewhere good she ended up ricocheting from one person to another.

It was after ending things with one of the guys that Luisa looked at herself in the mirror and realised that she was actually dreading the date with a new guy that she had that night, not because she didn’t like him but simply because she was tired of putting on the performance yet again, of getting to know someone afresh, when none of them seemed to have the electric connection that she still craved and that, so far, she’d only ever achieved on that one night with Bel.

***

For the next year work took over, her career building nicely. While Luisa didn't have much exposure yet outside the region, the work in the US coming through but slower than she'd have liked, she was building a name for herself locally without a doubt. It had got to the point by then that she would be the main name on some of the smaller shoots that she went on, something that she was pleased with at the age of just nineteen.

Throughout that year she had little time for much else, and certainly no time for relationships. Not that there weren't the occasional nights or people she might date for a few weeks but they were few and far between, although she did start to experiment with women as well as men too…

…a model her age from Canada, she was sweet but innocent, experimenting herself with how the world of modelling worked, a night of fun but nothing special...

…a footballer playing in the Mexican Liga, she knew she was a trophy conquest for him, but she enjoyed herself regardless, and particularly enjoyed the stamina of a professional sportsman...

…an Australian fashion influencer turned model, visiting Mexico City, she had a body to die for and gave Luisa an enjoyable weekend after they met at a party, although it was Luisa's turn to be the experienced one, almost like the blind leading the blind…

There was the bad as well, the ugly side of modelling that Bel had alluded to and that Luisa had known existed. A photoshoot that felt wrong from the start, one that ended up with just the photographer and her in a deserted studio as evening fell and with no easy way to say no. An industry executive who invited Luisa to his hotel room to discuss creative plans and whose intentions became clear once the door was closed. In both cases the men involved were charming, considerate even, and would probably have been genuinely surprised to hear that Luisa hadn’t been entirely willing. She certainly didn't let on while she was with them. That was how it worked… the coercion was so wrapped up in flattery and opportunity that the people doing it rarely recognised it for what it was, and the people on the receiving end couldn’t quite point to the moment where they could have said no without it costing them.

Mercifully these were rare, and Luisa learned from them quickly. She built her own rules: if a shoot feels wrong, leave early; the hotel bar, never the hotel room; never be the last person on set. Easy to follow once she had enough standing in the industry to absorb the consequences of saying no, harder when she was starting out. But the experiences sharpened her instincts and, more than anything, reinforced her determination to operate on her own terms.

All-in-all though work gave her little time for anything romantic, and certainly not a relationship. She ended up being strategic in who she saw and when, always thinking through the frame of, would this harm my modelling career?

And in all that time still no sign of Bel, nearly two years on from Tulum. Bel still haunted her dreams and her fantasies, that night of indescribable pleasure still dominated her thoughts, but Luisa was starting to wonder if she might never see Bel again, realising that she needed to move on. It was, after all, entirely possible to never see someone you worked with on a shoot again, particularly if you modelled in different markets normally.

As she turned twenty she was happy with her career but knew that she needed something to accelerate it more, to be able to break out of the local market, while she was just as confused about her sexuality as she'd been when she first got back from Tulum... sometimes she felt quite straight, sometimes she felt quite lesbian, she really didn't know what she was still.


Oaxaca


But then she met Gabriela.

Gabriela was a lighting technician on a shoot in Oaxaca for a Mexican jewellery brand. Unlike the models and photographers Luisa typically worked with, Gabriela existed on the edges of fashion's glamour, one of the essential but often invisible people who made photoshoots possible.

Perhaps that was what drew Luisa to her... the way that Gabriela was refreshingly different to so many other people she’d encountered in the industry. She was thirty five, several inches shorter than Luisa, with a sturdy, practical build shaped by years of carrying heavy equipment rather than the mix of diet and exercise that lay behind models’ bodies. Her face was pretty, warm brown eyes that crinkled at the corners when she smiled, a slightly crooked nose that suggested it had been broken once and healed without medical treatment, cute in an I’m entirely comfortable in who I am way.

Gabriela wore her dark hair cropped short, more for convenience Luisa suspected than style, and dressed for comfort in well-worn jeans and simple t-shirts that revealed arms corded with lean muscle and covered in tattoos. She wore no makeup, no jewellery except a simple digital watch, nothing to call attention to herself. In a world where everyone was constantly on show, Gabriela simply was.

During the shoots themselves, while models and photographers did their thing and she was supposed to fade into the background, she’d sit off to one side either reading an old paperback or sketching in a small notebook. There was something refreshing about her complete lack of interest in being seen or admired, her focus on the work rather than the attention it might bring. She was there to do her job and nothing more.

On the third day, when rain delayed an outdoor shoot, Luisa wandered over to where Gabriela was sitting under a canvas awning, curious about what she was drawing.

"Nothing special," Gabriela said, showing Luisa a page filled with sketches of the crew in various poses... a makeup artist checking her phone, a model napping in a chair. And in the corner was a small sketch of Luisa herself, captured in an unguarded moment.

"You're good," said Luisa, genuinely impressed. "Have you studied art?"

Gabriela laughed. "No, not formally. But I've been drawing since I was young, a sort of hobby." She looked around and then leaned closer to confide in Luisa. "It's all that keeps me sane on these jobs..."

Their conversation flowed easily, picked up again at lunch and again when they had another rain delay late afternoon. It was so refreshing for Luisa to talk to someone without an agenda, with no politics or positioning or showing off as there was with the other models. Gabriela talked about lighting in that way that someone who genuinely loves their job talks, her eyes lighting up as she explained exactly why she'd arranged the lighting for the indoor part of the shoot as she had.

"It's the light that tells the story," Gabriela explained. "Without the right light, everything else is just an object." Luisa thought back to some of her recent modelling experiences and realised she was right. It was the light, sometimes, that turned the normal into something special.

Two days later, when the shoot ended, Luisa found herself reluctant to say goodbye. On impulse she sought Gabriela out and suggested dinner. "Just to continue our conversations," Luisa had added, suddenly acutely aware of how the invitation might sound.

Gabriela smiled, a knowing smile that said that she understood exactly what Luisa meant, even if Luisa herself hadn't quite understood it yet. "I'd like that," she replied simply.

Dinner turned into drinks afterwards, drinks into a walk through Oaxaca's historic centre, the walk into a moment stood at a crossroads, Luisa's hotel five minutes in one direction and Gabriela's apartment five minutes in the other, where neither could quite bring themself to say goodbye.

After an awkward few moments Gabriela leaned in to kiss her and Luisa responded without hesitation. All she knew was that she wanted Gabriela, wanted her right then with every fibre of her being, desire and attraction that she'd not even realised all coalescing in that one moment.

The night that followed wasn't like Tulum and her night with Bel, lacking that almost supernatural connection and that sense of inevitability. But it was close, really very close. Genuine connection at an emotional level, a genuine connection without expectation or agenda. There was nothing performative, there was nothing to perform to. It was just the two of them in the moment.

They ended up back in Gabriela's apartment, clothes flying off rapidly in their desperation to hold and touch each other. Instead of the inevitable, subconscious mental comparison when with another model, seeing how their body matched up to hers, Luisa found that with Gabriela it was a journey of discovery, her body sturdy and soft in different places.

Luisa was stuck by how easily they communicated without words, reading each other's reactions, adjusting accordingly, finding a rhythm that felt natural. When Gabriela's mouth started to kiss her way down Luisa's body, finding her way between Luisa's legs, Luisa found that the pleasure built with what she could only describe as an honesty that had been missing from so many encounters since Tulum... pleasure because what Gabriela was doing to her was pleasurable, not pleasure because she felt like she needed to show she was enjoying herself.

"Is this good?" asked Gabriela, looking up at Luisa with genuine concern for her enjoyment, and the question itself, so simple and so attentive, intensified everything for her.

"Yes," Luisa moaned, breathless. "Please don't stop."

The orgasm built slowly, Gabriela paying close attention and making sure that it was neither too fast nor too slow, but when it peaked it hit unexpectedly hard, leaving Luisa shaking as the waves crashed through her, one moment begging Gabriela to stop and the next begging her to please, please keep going.

Luisa, after a little time to recover, pushed Gabriela on to her back and returned the favour, exploring her body with as much attention as Gabriela had shown to her. Gabriela was more vocal than Luisa was used to but she appreciated it, finding the clear communication refreshingly straightforward after some of her partners who somehow expected her to have psychic powers when it came to what they wanted.

After a slow build up, Luisa was rewarded by the feel of Gabriela's back arching under her touch, of Gabriela's thighs clamping around her head and her hands holding on to Luisa's hair. Again, it felt so completely genuine, so authentic, and drove Luisa's desire for Gabriela through the roof.

Afterwards, much later and after both of them had climaxed several more times, lying in Gabriela's narrow bed, Luisa felt an unfamiliar contentment. It was what she’d been searching for since Bel… the simple pleasure of a deep and natural connection with someone else.

"You seem surprised," Gabriela grinned, propped up on one elbow, studying Luisa's expression.

"I am," Luisa admitted. "I didn't expect this."

Gabriela laughed and looked down her own sturdy, practical body. "I'm pretty sure I’m not your usual type..."

Luisa smiled back. "I think you might be now..." she teased as she laced her fingers with Gabriela's. "But this... it feels nice. Natural. Right." She paused. "Uncomplicated."

"Is it usually complicated?"

Good question, Luisa thought, a very good question. It opened something within Luisa, a need to articulate what she'd been wondering but had never talked to anyone about over the last couple of years. Over the next hour she opened up to Gabriela about everything, about Tulum and Bel, about her confusion, about what she'd been searching for ever since, about the good nights and the bad. Not every detail, not even close, and she kept the names to herself, not wanting to make it awkward for Gabriela if she ever worked with any of them, but enough to convey the journey she'd been on.

Finally, Gabriela summarised it well. "So, you've been trying to decide if you're into women, or men, or both? Or whether you're into men really, and the other model in Tulum was a one off?"

"Yes," replied Luisa, relieved at how succinctly Gabriela had put it. "Exactly that."

"And now?"

"And now... I'd been wondering if I'd been experimenting with women because I felt I should, not because I wanted to. That I'm a straight woman who had one amazing night with a woman, but it was an aberration." She paused and looked at Gabriela, blushing as she continued. "I know, after tonight, that it wasn't just the model in Tulum. I'm attracted to women as well as to men."

Gabriela smiled. "That makes sense... I'm also kind of honoured." She paused. "It's not just about being straight or gay or bisexual. Do you think you might be pansexual?"

"Pansexual?" In all her searching it wasn't a term that Luisa had met before.

"The idea that sexuality for you doesn't reference gender, just the person. It kind of sounds right to me."

Luisa thought about that, rolling it around her mind. Pansexual... that sounded about right if she was being honest. She was attracted to connection regardless of gender, in fact gender was completely irrelevant to her. Gabriela could have been a man or a woman for all she cared, she'd have felt the same. So, she realised, could Bel. It was irrelevant to her.

The realisation that there was a word for what she'd known for months if not years now was a relief, a huge weight off her shoulders. She knew what she was.

"Pansexual," she said out loud, testing the word out. "I'm pansexual," she repeated, smiling at Gabriela. "It sounds right."

Luisa ended up pushing her flights back and they spent two more nights together before Luisa returned to Mexico City. There was no pretence of romance, no promises of continuation afterwards, just mutual enjoyment of each other's company and bodies. When they parted, it was with genuine warmth but no expectations.

***

Back in her apartment in Mexico City, Luisa stood under the shower for a long time, letting hot water pour over her as she processed her experience with Gabriela. The physical satisfaction had been undeniable, different from that magical night with Bel but genuine and intense in its own way.

More significant was the emotional resonance, the connection she'd felt with Gabriela as a person, not as a vessel for trying to recreate what she had had with Bel, something she realised with a jolt could describe all of her other experiences with women over the two years since Tulum.

The conclusion was inescapable. Her interest in women wasn't about Bel specifically. This wasn't about the mysterious chemistry of that night in Tulum. This was about Luisa herself... about the fundamental truth of her sexuality that she'd been circling for years without fully acknowledging.

It explained everything, and gave Luisa immense reassurance about who she was and how to approach her life.

From that point onwards Luisa's approach changed. On photoshoots and on nights out, if there was someone she felt a strong connection with, regardless of gender or status, she'd be open to something happening. No more going back to another model's room because she felt she should, like she needed to experiment to find out who she was. She knew who she was by then and didn't need another vaguely enjoyable night with her head buried between another model's legs to tell her that.

More than that, though, she was learning something else… something that would help to define how her career progressed. It was possible, she realised, to choose judiciously who you might be able to enter into a mutually beneficial relationship with, one where they got to date a model while she got to further her career. Not like her bad experiences with the photographer or the executive, the idea of using her body simply to further her career was repugnant, but she could appreciate that if there was someone that there was genuine connection with and they could help her professionally it would be the best of both worlds.

***

Over the months that followed, her love life was quiet while her career really started to go places. A new agent that she’d found through connections had been transformational, and suddenly Luisa found herself in demand for work all over North America, going regularly to California, to Florida, to New York as well as many places in between. In New York she had a brief fling with a British make-up artist on one of her shoots, Olivia, another woman where the connection was real, cemented over weak beer in a bar somewhere in Brooklyn. It had the potential to be something more, and they even travelled to visit each other a few times in the months that followed, but inevitably it fizzled out amicably when they couldn’t manage to get their schedules to match.

Whenever she was back in Mexico City she'd started to date a man she'd met, Carlos, someone involved in the industry but on the periphery, someone who understood that her life would take her frequently to exotic places and would potentially involve her seeing other people, and who accepted that. Their relationship was casual, necessarily so, but certainly more than nothing even if it was far from ever being serious... he became her go-to to go on dates with when she was back from her travels, a source of stability amidst the organised chaos of her professional life, and in between neither minded what the other got up to, it wasn't that sort of relationship.

They both knew that they would never move in together, never get married, never grow old together. Maybe the best way to describe them was friends with benefits, but that didn't quite do it. When they went out together they were a couple, but then between times it was almost like they didn't know each other, going weeks on end with barely a message exchanged between them.

Whatever it was it worked for her and it worked for him... and it had the added benefit that while he worked on the periphery he had influence, and could help progress her career, at least in Mexico, behind the scenes, something that she was eternally grateful for.


Montana


Three years after Tulum, three years that had completely and utterly changed Luisa's life, the inevitable happened.

Finally, probably a year after Luisa had finally moved on from that night emotionally, the call sheet came in for a fashion shoot in the US Mid-West and Luisa's eyes settled on one name that stood out from all of the others.

Arabella Greenwood.

Bel.

Luisa read the name with a wry smile. Twenty one years old now, with Bel twenty three, the gap, obviously, was still two years but while in Tulum it had reflected almost a lifetime's gap in modelling and life experience, by the time of this shoot the gap was nothing. They were peers by that stage, both known in the industry if not outside it, both at about the same place in terms of profile, both with names that got asked for.

So, she reflected, this time there wouldn't be the imbalance. This time they would meet as equals.

And who knew what that might mean? Would there still be that connection after all that time?

Luisa wasn't sure, but she approached it with an open mind, keen to find out.

***

It was Montana this time. The first time that Luisa saw Bel again it was from across the paddock, early in the morning before the crew had finished their coffee. It was cold still, cold enough that she could see the steam rising from her own morning coffee, and Luisa was thankful to be wrapped up warm in a full length coat that went right down to her ankles.

Bel was already being photographed, sat on a fence rail, one knee hitched up in a careless pose that didn’t need a photographer to tell her how to make it any more perfect, looking effortlessly good in worn denim and a white shirt, half tucked in and with a few less buttons done up than if she’d been wearing it to walk down the street, her dark hair, longer now than it had been in Tulum, braided down her back, and a Stetson on her knee.

She almost looked approachable. Almost.

But even from a distance Luisa could see that nothing about Bel had softened. There was still the same cool, focused professionalism, the same presence that made it look like the various people involved in getting the shots were in her orbit, not her in theirs.

Luisa watched from the side, not just because it was Bel but also as a professional, picking up on what was working and wasn’t, working out how she could work best when it was her turn. That was something that she’d learned in the last three years: you can always learn, you can always develop… being professional meant throughout the whole shoot, not just when she was in front of the camera. You had to work hard to get ahead.

Then there was a moment, all too brief, between shots while the photographer talked to her assistant where Bel looked around and saw Luisa, a quick smile with genuine warmth as their eyes made contact, a smile that Luisa returned with a small nod of recognition.

Inside, Luisa felt her heart beat a little faster. Because she had the distinct feeling that Bel had been looking out for her just as much as Luisa had been looking out for Bel.

***

For three days they circled each other.

The ranch where the shoot was taking place was sprawling and expansive, the sky endless, the mountains in the background spectacular. Luisa figured even she with just her smart phone could take some spectacular shots, the scenery was so astounding.

The shoot was for a luxury brand trying to sell its version of the American West, all worn denim, low slung soft leather belts and faux cowboy boots. Luisa spent some of her time getting photographed on horseback, and a lot more time posing on weathered old fences and next to outbuildings, all with that scenery selling the dream in the background.

Bel and her posed often together, something about the way their respective looks worked together that caught the eye of the creatives, standing shoulder to shoulder in the dust, their bodies close but not touching unless directed, their eyes focused and professional as the cameras clicked.

And in the quiet between takes, they talked. It felt easy, completely different to three years before. Whereas back then there had been a huge imbalance in experience and power, almost a mentor guiding their mentee, now Bel spoke to her as an equal, with respect.

They talked about what they’d each been doing, they talked about people they knew in common, they marvelled that it had been three years. And they laughed, that was the biggest difference to before. Bel had a bone dry sense of humour and it worked well with Luisa’s, so that more than once they found themselves laughing together about something that left everyone else bemused.

But there was also something else there, something in the background, in the way their eyes met for a split second longer than necessary, the way when they posed together their bodies touched a little more than necessary. There was… interest, Luisa guessed was the best way to describe it, reciprocal interest.

Despite the obvious chemistry though they circled, warily. It was like they each had a fence around their inner most thoughts, their conversations limited to the more superficial topics and steering well clear of each other’s love lives, and going nowhere near what had happened in Tulum.

***

On the third and final night they had the obligatory party, this time set around a bonfire as the sun set from a cold, blue sky.

Luisa made sure to be sociable with a lot of the other people there, many of them models and other fashion professionals that she’d worked with quite a few times before. As the sky turned black though, blanketed by a stunning view of the stars, she sought out Bel or maybe Bel sought her out, she never quite knew which, and they sat together, sharing a drink, warmed by the bonfire. Plenty of other people were around but the conversation was just the two of them.

They chatted, they teased each other, and they flirted, getting closer and closer to what was unsaid between them. Finally, fortified by more than a few glasses of wine, Luisa said, “I want to thank you for everything you did for me in Tulum that time.”

Bel looked at her with a faint smile. “It was the least I could do.” She paused, looking Luisa in the eye, and then said, “Everything?”

Luisa looked back at her, immediately understanding the thrust of her question, and nodded. “Everything,” she replied quietly.

There was a moment, a long moment, where they looked at each other and Luisa felt her heart skip a beat, because the way that Bel was looking at her was the exact same look from three years before, in Bel’s hotel room, right before they went to bed together.

But then one of the other models joined them and the moment was broken. A few minutes later though, Luisa glanced back at Bel to see that Bel was already looking at her. There was something there, Luisa thought, without a doubt.

***

Coming up to midnight that night, Luisa was in her bed. Her own bed, and alone.

Her mind was racing, thoughts of Bel, wondering if she’d misread it earlier, wondering why they’d not ended up finishing the night together. Luisa had been open to it, more than open in fact, she’d wanted it, but the rest of the night just hadn’t quite panned out like that.

So there she was, in bed alone. Fuck it, she thought to herself, I’m not going to die wondering. I’m going to seize the moment.

Climbing out of bed she threw on her long coat over the shorts and vest she wore in bed, put on a thick woollen scarf and beanie hat, and slid on a warm pair of faux cowboy boots that she’d ‘borrowed’ from the shoot, preparing herself for the freezing temperatures outside.

As she walked the hundred yards or so along a stone path to Bel’s room, she did wonder what she was doing. It hadn’t happened, so just leave it, the more cautious part of her subconscious said. Nobody else was around, the place was silent, almost eerily so, just Luisa padding along, lit by the artfully placed lighting next to the path.

She got to Bel’s door, paused for a second, then knocked. Not softly, not apologetically, she knocked like she had something she needed that was behind that door.

Bel opened the door quickly, she must have still been up, dressed in a bath robe, her hair tied up in a bun, smelling of mouthwash and toothpaste.

She looked at Luisa, a split second of surprise, then she smiled. Luisa smiled back.

There was a moment that seemed to stretch on, and then they were all over each other, lips pressed together, stumbling back into Bel’s room as the door shut behind them.

They ended up against the wall, Bel’s back against it as Luisa pushed up against her, their bodies together, their hands all over each other, their tongues meeting.

It was different to Tulum, completely different but no worse for it. It was three years of want all pouring out in one night, and it was equal this time. In Tulum, Bel had been the teacher, this time they were equals and it showed.

Luisa broke the kiss and started to kiss down Bel’s neck while her hands slipped inside her bathrobe, thrilled to discover that she was naked underneath, roughly sliding over her breasts, feeling her nipples harden at Luisa’s touch.

This time it was Luisa who whispered, “Come to bed.” Three simple words, but a sentence that Luisa had waited three years to say.

Bel smiled, a smile of recognition at Luisa’s reference to that night in Tulum all those years ago. Luisa allowed herself a moment just to take it all in, the culmination of three years of unfulfilled desire. She could feel the sparks flying, without a doubt, and could see the hunger in Bel’s eyes.

Luisa held out her hand and Bel took it, following, allowing herself to be led, her dressing gown open. When they got to the bed Luisa shrugged off her coat then slid the dressing gown off Bel’s shoulders before pushing her gently, Bel’s hands pulling Luisa down with her until they were lying together, Luisa in her nightwear on top of a naked Bel, Bel’s legs parted and wrapped around Luisa’s.

Bel tugged at Luisa’s vest, lifting it up and over her head, then pulled at her shorts, bringing them half way down her thighs before Luisa shifted herself and kicked them off entirely.

She settled back down and kissed Bel urgently, the skin on skin full body contact between them sending a rush of arousal through Luisa… the press of her breasts against Bel’s, their legs intertwined, Bel’s hand cupping Luisa’s face as their kiss got more and more intense.

Unlike Tulum, where everything had felt so new to Luisa, this time felt like rediscovery, familiar territory seen through much, much more experienced eyes. Luisa wanted Bel so badly and, when her hand slid between Bel’s legs and felt how aroused she was already, she knew that Bel wanted the same. Knew instinctively that Luisa wasn’t the only one in that bed who’d been desperate for a repeat of that night in Tulum.

Luisa touched her with a confidence that came from experience, finding a rhythm that she faintly recalled Bel liking before and being attentive, almost hyper attentive, to Bel’s reactions, being the good lover for her that she’d learned to be.

Bel gasped softly, her body responding rapidly to Luisa’s touch, and Luisa felt a wave of pride and of power at drawing such a reaction so quickly. So different already, reflected Luisa, compared to Tulum, so much more equal.

“Yes…” moaned Bel quietly. “Like that…” as Luisa’s finger circled her gently, not too fast, drawing it out.

She watched Bel’s face as her pleasure built, noticing each miniscule change in her expression, each shift of her body, each twitch of her muscles, and adapting as she went. Luisa was focused completely on Bel at the expense of everything else, her world shrunk in that moment to the two of them on that bed and to the building pleasure that Bel was so obviously experiencing.

When Bel came it was with a quiet intensity, her body tensing, her fingers digging into Luisa’s back, a long series of moans that were half muffled as she buried her mouth into Luisa’s neck. Luisa felt the waves as Bel clenched around her fingers, wave after wave until, too sensitive, Bel pushed her fingers away.

Once she’d had a long few moments to recover, Bel smiled, a lazy smile, and said quietly, “You’ve definitely learned a few things since last time.”

“I had an excellent first teacher,” replied Luisa, smiling back. “She made me want to learn more.” Her journey over the three years since Tulum summed up in one sentence, really.

Bel laughed. “Let’s see what else you learned… but first, your turn.”

She moved suddenly, gracefully, rolling Luisa onto her back, Bel’s weight settling above her in a reversal of position. Bel kissed Luisa, slower than before, more considered and more passionate, a deep and long kiss that simply served to stoke the fire that was already burning inside Luisa.

Eventually, Bel started to kiss down Luisa’s body, her neck, her shoulder, her breast, and by the time she reached Luisa’s stomach Luisa was so aroused she could barely think, the only thought going through her head again and again was that Bel was going to go down on her. The Bel. The one she’d thought about, fantasised about so much. Going down on her.

When Bel glanced up, seeking permission to go lower, Luisa nodded… entirely unnecessary given how obviously she wanted it, but further establishing their equality rather than the old dynamic from Tulum.

The first touch of Bel’s tongue between her legs drew a sound from Luisa that she didn’t realise she could make… raw, low, guttural, an expression of three years of pent up desire. Bel had the same delicate skill that Luisa remembered from before, the technique that had, in all honesty, ruined many other lovers for Luisa until Gabriela. But by then it had become more, because Bel remembered what Luisa had liked back in Tulum but was also being attentive to how three years had changed her.

Luisa’s hands reached for Bel’s hair, not to guide her but simply to connect, maintaining physical contact with where Bel’s mouth met Luisa’s core. The pleasure was building with exquisite, excruciating slowness, a build that took Luisa back to Tulum where Bel had done the same, keeping her suspended in a place just short of climax, nearly there, so very close, but not quite.

"Bel,” Luisa moaned, part plea and part praise. “Please let me…” trailing off to be replaced by a long, shuddering moan.

Bel responded by sliding two fingers inside Luisa, all while her tongue did its work, the extra sensation almost overwhelming in its intensity. Luisa’s hips started to buck against Bel’s face, seeking that final something to take her over the edge, and then she peaked…

The orgasm was soul shattering, earth shaking, waves of pleasure radiating through her whole body while she screamed incoherently in pleasure, Spanish mixed with English, back arching, head thrown back, hands tugging on Bel’s hair, leaving Luisa stunned, shaking and breathless.

Better than Tulum was her first conscious thought. She hadn’t thought that could be possible, but it was.

Before Luisa could even take a moment to recover, Bel moved up her body, kissing her deeply on the lips, Luisa tasting herself on Bel, while Bel’s hand went back to where her mouth had just been, finding Luisa still sensitive but, surprisingly, wanting.

“Again,” she whispered into Luisa’s ear, not a question but not quite a command either, more an invitation.

Luisa nodded, knowing that she’d never forgive herself if she didn’t, and Bel’s fingers found a new rhythm and a new angle, unlocking pleasure that Luisa hadn’t known could be there so soon after her orgasm.

The second time was faster, more urgent, Luisa’s body already primed it seemed and responsive. When Bel curled her fingers in just the right way Luisa’s second orgasm hit her like a freight train, making her vision blur and her cry out uncontrollably, her arms and legs holding onto Bel for dear life as she rode it out.

Afterwards, they lay tangled comfortably together, neither talking for some time, just smiling and kissing and stroking each other, before inevitably they made love to each other again, more gently, more mutual, experimenting with different positions and different ways… a long, long night that just seemed to get better and better as it went on.

Luisa hadn’t thought it possible, had thought that Tulum would be the peak of her life sexual experience, but she was wrong… Montana was ten times better than Tulum, for the equality, for the electric connection, for the sheer joy.

And it was at that point that Luisa knew, unequivocally, that she would never be able to say no to Bel ever again.


Los Angeles


The next morning Luisa crept out of Bel’s room early without waking her. She didn’t see Bel again before she left. She couldn't quite say why, given how great their chemistry had been throughout the shoot, but it just didn't feel like her and Bel were the type to wake up together, get breakfast together, do anything approaching romance. They were friends, they were colleagues, and they fucked with an insane connection and chemistry... she felt like that was the limit of it, and it turned out over the years to follow that she was right, that Bel thought the same.

Getting back to Mexico City a few days later, Luisa felt content. She had purpose, she understood herself, and she knew that Bel hadn't been a one-off... she was in a good place.

Luisa didn't have to wait anywhere near as long to encounter Bel again, four months later finding herself working with her on a swimwear shoot in the Bahamas. The warm, relaxed tropical nights were the perfect backdrop to their reunion, and they didn't wait until the last night like they had in Tulum or Montana... the shoot was due to last three nights, and they made the most of every single one of them, the fateful words, "Come to bed..." uttered by one or the other with a faint smile each night, a smile knowingly reciprocated by the other, and they crept back to one or other of their rooms to enjoy their time together.

That was the pattern that established itself for the next five years, right up until Luisa met Amy, Luisa living a life that was packaged into discrete bundles, each kept apart from the other.

On the one hand Bel... the thrill of seeing her name on the call sheet, maybe two or three times a year, knowing now with certainty that when they were together they would be inseparable, knowing that she'd say yes to Bel every time even though the question was never asked, and that Bel would always say yes to her.

Then on the other hand, back home in Mexico City, was Carlos. Her patient, understanding source of stability, keeping her grounded between her escapades elsewhere, explicitly understanding of the demands of her profession and her dalliances with others, and she of his. She was as much his rock during that time as he was hers, although they didn't last long after she moved to LA when she was twenty-four.

And then, also, her professional entanglements. The men and women with power in the industry... the people where she made a cool headed appraisal of the benefits versus the costs, and got involved with them either as one night stands or as something more when she, and she alone, determined that the net benefits were good and also, crucially, that the chemistry was there to make it enjoyable.

Each bundle she kept separate from the others, never letting them overlap... if the contract to be the summer face of a particular brand or take part in a particular campaign was contingent on Luisa going for dinner with the wealthy owner or creative director, and if it so happened that he or she was also charming, charismatic and good looking, well... it worked for her, and the other parts of her life didn't need to know, none of them were exclusive.

When Luisa had realised that she needed to move to LA to take the next step in her career, it had continued.

It was in LA that she met Julian. Not a photographer or agent or anyone else directly involved in booking her for jobs, but a production company executive who specialized in high-end commercial shoots. They'd met at an industry event, introduced by mutual connections, and something about his straightforward approach had attracted Luisa at once.

Julian was fifteen years her senior, divorced, established in his career, and refreshingly transparent. On their third date, he'd laid out exactly what he was looking for.

"I'm not interested in marriage or living together," he'd told her over dinner at a restaurant in Silver Lake. "I travel too much, work too much. But I enjoy your company, and I enjoy supporting people with talent. I could introduce you to the right people, help you to navigate this town. You'd have your own life, I'd have mine, but we'd enjoy the time we spend together."

The proposition should have offended her, perhaps. A younger version of herself might have seen it as another exploitative industry arrangement. But Julian's honesty had the opposite effect. Here was someone saying exactly what he wanted, what he could offer, with no manipulation or coercion. He wasn't promising to make her career or threatening to break it. He was simply offering a mutually beneficial relationship between adults.

"And if I say no?" she'd asked, testing.

"Then we finish this excellent wine, I call you a taxi, and we say goodnight as friends who had a nice dinner." He'd shrugged, completely at ease. "Your career will do just fine without me." Then he'd added, with the same directness, "And I should be clear... I see other people. Mostly casually, sometimes models, sometimes not. I'm not looking for exclusivity."

Luisa had appreciated his candour. In an industry built on illusions and unspoken arrangements, his transparency was refreshing. She knew exactly what she was agreeing to.

She'd accepted his proposition, and for the next year and a half, they had exactly the relationship he'd described. Julian kept his word... he introduced her to influential industry figures, invited her to events where she made valuable connections, occasionally gave her guidance on LA's complex social hierarchies. But he never directed her career, never tried to control her choices, never acted entitled to her time or body. He gave her expensive gifts, a beautiful bracelet that she occasionally wore in particular was from him, but they were offered with no strings attached.

Luisa was under no illusions about Julian's other relationships. She would occasionally spot him at industry events with other women, sometimes younger models just establishing themselves in LA. Rather than jealousy, she felt a certain solidarity with these women. They were all trying to make their way in the same system, making their choices with open eyes. Julian was, in his way, one of the more honest players in a dishonest game, and he was good to her.

He became, to Luisa, her 'not-boyfriend'.

The challenge was, though, that eight years into her career, eight years since Tulum and everything that followed, she hadn’t had a normal relationship in all that time. Eight years. Every emotional or romantic entanglement during that time had been with a professional angle to it, and her longer term relationships, whether Bel, Carlos or Julian, weren't relationships in the normal sense. None of them were someone she was going to move in with, to marry, to grow old with.

Professionally life was good. A constant stream of high profile work, the face of Cimarron and her investment in that… Luisa was doing well.

But Luisa was coming to the realisation that in her personal life she need more. She just wasn't sure, though, if she knew how to go about it.


Miami


The afternoon shoot had wrapped early, leaving Luisa and Bel lounging by the hotel pool with a couple of other models and crew members. Florida's evening heat was starting to ease, the setting sun casting long shadows across the water. Luisa was nursing a mojito, listening to the comfortable buzz of conversation around her while stealing occasional glances at Bel.

It was their third day working together on this shoot and tomorrow would be their last. Though they hadn't explicitly discussed it, there was an unspoken understanding between them as always that tonight would be spent together, as it always was when they worked on the same job. Their eyes had been meeting throughout the day with that familiar electricity, the silent acknowledgment of what would come later.

Bel was in the middle of a story about her friend Saskia's birthday party when she gestured with her hand and something caught the light... a delicate silver bracelet with a small pendant that Luisa hadn't noticed before. It was subtle but distinctive, the kind of piece that looked both personal and expensive.

"That's beautiful," Luisa said during a lull in conversation, nodding toward Bel's wrist. "Is it new?"

Bel glanced down, touching the bracelet almost unconsciously, a small smile that she seemed to try but couldn't quite manage to conceal. "Thanks. Clem gave it to me for my birth..." She stopped abruptly, something flashing across her expression before she smoothed it away. "For my birthday last month."

It was the smallest of slips, but in that brief moment everything about Bel's expression changed. There was a softness in her eyes that Luisa had never seen before, and an intimacy in how she touched the bracelet that told Luisa everything she needed to know about who Clem was and what she meant to Bel.

"It suits you," Luisa replied casually, but something inside her shifted. Luisa and Bel never talked about their love lives, that was their unspoken rule. Yet here was tangible evidence of someone else, someone who knew what Bel would like, who celebrated her birthday, who gave her gifts she treasured enough to wear.

The conversation moved on, but Luisa's thoughts kept returning to that bracelet and the look on Bel's face. Later, when they ended up in Bel's room as expected, the sex was as passionate and intense as always. Yet afterwards, as Luisa lay next to Bel in the darkened room, she found herself staring at the bracelet resting on the nightstand where Bel had carefully placed it before they'd fallen into bed together.

"Who's Clem?" Luisa asked quietly, surprising herself. They didn't do this, just didn't ask about each other's love lives outside the bubble of their encounters on location.

Bel was silent for so long that Luisa thought she might not answer. Then she said quietly, "Someone important to me. Back in London.”

"She has good taste in jewellery."

Another long pause. "She works in fashion, she’s got a good eye." Bel smiled. "She’s one of my best friends. I live with her and Saskia."

“Just best friends?”

Bel hesitated. “It’s complicated.”

“It looks like that. You’ve known her a long time?”

“A long, long time.”

The words hung in the air between them. Clem. Someone who could make Bel’s expression go like that. Someone who, clearly, was waiting for Bel back home. Luisa felt a strange hollowness open up inside her, not quite jealousy, she couldn't be jealous with this arrangement with Bel that they'd had over the years, but something more complex.

She realised that she'd always assumed that Bel was similar to her, focused on her career, no deep relationships around it. Hearing about Clem was a surprise, because it suddenly made her miss what she hadn't had since Miguel, all those years ago. She hadn’t thought about that for ages, but it hit her then, hard.

"Does she know about...?"

"No," Bel said simply. "It's not something we discuss. We’re not a couple, but we’re… very close." Then, turning to look at Luisa directly for the first time since the conversation began, she added, "You and me is different. What happens on shoots stays on shoots. That's always been our arrangement."

Luisa nodded, knowing Bel was right. That was their unspoken understanding. Yet that night, as she returned to her own room before dawn as she always did, Luisa couldn't shake the image of that bracelet, or the way that Bel had touched it with such affection.

***

The next day was their final shoot together, and they performed as consummate professionals as always. But as Luisa packed her bags that evening, preparing for her flight back to LA the following day, her mind kept returning to Bel and Clem. Not with jealousy for Bel's affections... their relationship had never been about that, and her and Bel could never have worked as a couple. No chance and no interest either.

But what there was for Luisa a growing curiosity about what it might be like to have that kind of connection with another woman.

Her relationships with men had always felt like they were following a script someone else had written. With Bel it was purely physical, contained within the boundaries of their arrangement. But the thought of something more, someone who would think carefully about her birthday, know what kind of jewellery she might like, take enough care to choose something special... that thought lingered and wouldn't leave.

Back in her apartment in LA a few weeks later, Luisa found herself looking at the bracelet she wore on special occasions, the gift from Julian, her not-boyfriend. It was very expensive, designer, exactly what was expected. But she could tell that there had been no moment of choosing something uniquely for her, no real thought beyond the price tag and the brand name and the advice of the shop assistant.

When her phone buzzed with a message from her friend Maria asking if she wanted to come out that Friday night to a new club she wanted to try, Luisa's first instinct was to decline. She wasn't in the mood for another night of fending off men who recognised her from magazines or, worse, thought that revealing an overfamiliarity with her social media presence was somehow going to get her to go to bed with them.

But then Maria mentioned it was a women's bar... "A lesbian club but super chill, you'd love it, I promise". Suddenly something clicked into place.

"Why not?" Luisa replied, surprising herself. "Sounds fun."

She told herself she was just being supportive of her friend who was openly into that scene, that it would be a nice change from their usual nights out. But as Friday approached, Luisa found herself thinking more about what it would be like to meet women in a context that wasn't a photoshoot, that wasn't just about physical connection behind closed doors.

What would it be like to have someone look at her the way Bel had looked at that bracelet? To be with a woman who wasn't just passing through her life between shoots, but who might stay, might learn what she liked, might think of her when they were apart?

By the time Friday night arrived, what had started as curiosity had evolved into something more intentional. As she got ready, choosing her outfit so as to be just perfect, Luisa admitted to herself what she was really hoping for... to meet someone. Not for a night, not for a fling, but someone who might show her what she'd been missing, someone who might look at her and see more than just her body or her face and want her for more than because she'd make them look good.

When she walked into the club with Maria that night, Luisa's eyes were already scanning the crowd, open to possibilities she'd never considered before. She didn't know exactly what or who she was looking for, but for the first time she was actively seeking something beyond what she'd had with Bel all these years and what she'd experienced with any of the others.

And then, through the crowd, she saw her... a woman with brown hair tied back loosely, dressed casually yet somehow striking, radiating a confidence that held Luisa's gaze. Their eyes met across the dancefloor, and Luisa felt something flutter in her stomach, something that reminded her of the first time she'd seen Bel in Tulum all those years ago, but different too, more grounded, more real.

Amy.


Business Or Pleasure

Present Day


Arriving
Los Angeles


Amy felt her dress fall to the floor and Luisa was on her, her fingers trailing the straps of the bikini top, brushing across the fabric and gliding over Amy’s nipples. She looked into Amy’s eyes with a mischievous smile as she pulled Amy’s bikini top up and over her head, throwing it to the floor, before she leaned in to plant soft kisses on Amy’s neck and lower, finding Amy’s nipples with her tongue while both of Luisa’s hands moved down to hold Amy’s rear.

Letting out a sigh of something that sat firmly between satisfaction and pleasure, Amy reached a hand to stroke Luisa’s hair. Luisa responded by moving her head back up to kiss Amy on the lips, the slow, sensual, playful style of kissing that Amy had been fantasising about for the last three weeks since her and Luisa had last been together. She’d thought that Luisa was easily the best kisser she’d ever met back then, and Luisa was confirming it now.

One of Luisa’s hands had moved to hold Amy’s back, but the other stayed on her ass before gradually moving round to the front, touching Amy teasingly between her legs, never staying in one place for long but driving Amy all the wilder as a result.

Amy moaned into the kiss, and started to kiss Luisa back harder, her tongue finding Luisa’s. Amy’s hands fumbled for the zip on the back of Luisa’s dress and finally found it, sliding the zip down and letting the dress also fall to the floor.

“Come with me,” Amy said quietly, breaking away from the kiss and taking Luisa by the hand. She led her to the bedroom and they climbed on to the bed, resuming their kissing lying side by side, heads on the pillows.

Amy’s hand started to roam, touching Luisa’s breasts through her bikini top, feeling her nipples harden and gently applying pressure to them. She lightly pushed on Luisa so that she rolled on to her back, and Amy then leaned up, looking down at Luisa, admiring her body in the string bikini, tracing her fingers over her face and chest before moving them lower.

“I’ve been looking forward to this ever since we said goodbye at the airport.”

Luisa let out a sigh as Amy’s fingers moved between her legs, teasing Luisa through the fabric of her bikini bottoms. “Me too. Very much.” That accent… it did things to Amy that an accent had no right to do.

Amy leaned down to kiss Luisa again, while her hand reached for the ties at either side of Luisa’s bikini, undoing them one by one, and then pulled the bikini bottoms away, before undoing the top in the same way, leaving Luisa naked under her.

Luisa meanwhile had reached her hand between Amy’s legs and slid inside Amy’s bikini bottoms, slipping a finger precisely where Amy needed to be touched. Amy copied her, marvelling at the feel of Luisa being completely bare down there… a prerequisite for some of her modelling work, she’d explained once.

The two women lay like that, the kissing growing more passionate as both of their arousal grew higher and higher, touching each other, pressing against each other, skin on skin. Amy could feel her climax building, and she could tell from Luisa’s breathing that she was in the same situation.

As she got close Amy let out a soft moan, which seemed to trigger Luisa to do the same, which pushed Amy further, until in the most virtuous of loops they both came at the same time, Amy's body tensing at the same time that she felt Luisa tighten around her fingers. God, it felt so good, shuddering wave after shuddering wave rolling through and knowing that the woman in her arms was feeling the same. Desperate to make the most, Amy continued to touch Luisa through her orgasm until she fell silent and gently pushed Amy’s hand away.

The room was silent, save for their slowing breathing, broken eventually by the sound of Luisa chuckling quietly. “That was what I’ve been waiting for…”

Amy kissed her gently. “Me too.”

“Definitely.”

It didn’t take long for Amy to feel the jetlag start to kick in. Intellectually she knew that it was around 8pm, but to her body it was the middle of the night, and she knew that she couldn't put it off any more. "I hope you don't mind," she said, sitting up, "but I'm going to have a quick shower and then go to sleep. I'm shattered."

Luisa lay back and smiled. "Of course not. I'll be right here when you come out..."

Amy glanced back at her from the bathroom door. Luisa's body was incredible, and the wink she gave Amy… God, that did something special to her.

***

As Amy let the powerful stream cascade over her she reflected on what had by any standards been an insane few weeks, starting with her arrival on her last visit to LA. If anyone had told her that in the little over a month that followed she’d embark on a passionate, long distance open whatever-this-was with Luisa, somehow catch feelings for Sarah too, and end it with James, well… insane didn’t do it justice.

Yet it was all true.

She'd taken off from London that morning, bound for what was her second work trip to LA. Amy was scheduled to be away for as good as three weeks, straddling three weekends and with two full working weeks in the middle, and she had deliberately chosen that to give her the maximum time with Luisa, to see how the relationship developed and whether it had really just been an exotic, holiday fling that first time or was something more. The downside was that arriving on a Thursday meant that she would have a horribly jet lagged day in the office on the Friday, but she thought it worth it to have a full weekend with Luisa.

To say that Amy had been looking forward to seeing Luisa was an understatement. When they first met there'd been an instant bond, it had felt like she’d met a best friend that she never knew she had, a sentiment that Luisa had agreed with. And that bond went far beyond friendship. Luisa had had such an effect on Amy that she’d come back to visit at the first opportunity she had.

Sarah added complexity in spades, though. Not just because her and Amy had realised that they had feelings for each other, but also Amy was only able to do repeat visits to LA because Sarah had helped her to get on to the project as the client liaison lead. Which also meant that Sarah held the purse strings for any future travel. To say that what had happened in the last week with Sarah could make that complicated was an understatement.

When they’d parted a few weeks before, Amy and Luisa had agreed that theirs was an open arrangement, both free to date and see other people. While Amy could hardly complain given her recent escapades, she had to admit that she was deeply curious about that side of things for Luisa. She’d mentioned a not-boyfriend, whatever that really was, and how she leaned more towards women, particularly as part of her modelling world.

And, Amy realised, as long as they were open it wasn’t really her business to know either.

On that Thursday evening though Amy was focused on the present. Luisa had surprised her by meeting her at the airport, something that Amy hadn't expected but was thrilled and delighted about, and had come with Amy to her hotel. They'd spent the late afternoon hanging out at the hotel pool, and then had had an early dinner and drinks before retreating rapidly to Amy's hotel apartment to get properly reacquainted.

It was certainly a promising start, she thought as she stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. It promised to be a very interesting next few weeks.

***

When she came back out of the bathroom Luisa had tidied up their discarded clothes and switched off the lights throughout the room, leaving just a bedside light on. She was already lying under the covers, still very much naked.

“You don’t need to go to sleep at the same time as me, I know it’s really early,” Amy said.

“I want to though… and you’d better wake me up in the morning long before you go to work,” Luisa replied with a naughty smile.

Amy smiled back and climbed into bed, putting her dressing gown to one side and settling in next to Luisa, facing each other, both simply enjoying being in each other's company.

After a few minutes Amy leaned across to kiss Luisa goodnight, but Luisa simply kissed her back. What Amy had intended as a quick goodnight kiss didn’t turn out that way… Luisa’s kissing was simply too good for her to want to stop. Despite her exhaustion Amy felt her body responding to the kisses, amplified by the feel of Luisa’s hand running down her body under the covers, touching her in a lot of the right places, and then even more by the feeling of Luisa’s soft, smooth skin and toned muscles underneath as Amy’s own hand started to roam.

“Can I do one thing?” Luisa asked quietly.

“Of course. Anything.”

“Can I go down on you? I’ve… been imagining doing that since I last saw you and I want to do that now. And all you have to do is lie there. I don't even mind if you fall asleep.”

Amy smiled. “I’d like that a lot.”

“Good. Lie back.”

Amy rolled on to her back and Luisa leaned over to kiss her, before slowly kissing lower, spending time on her neck and shoulders, then her chest, then further. As Luisa kissed down towards her waist Amy parted her legs, and Luisa moved under the covers to lie between them, her own legs splayed across the bed.

Luisa looked up at Amy with a grin, before her tongue touched Amy in just the right spot, making Amy gasp in delight. I’m so lucky, she thought, to have this beautiful, fantastic woman so focused on my pleasure.

Over the next God-knew-how-many minutes Luisa took her time, gradually building Amy up to a peak and keeping her close, not letting her orgasm but bringing her so close a few times that she thought she would.

This is different to last time, the five percent of Amy's brain that was still thinking logically couldn't help but notice, she's been practicing… but who with? Luckily the other ninety-five percent of her brain sensibly told that five percent that so had Amy with Sarah, so just shut up and enjoy it. So she did.

Finally, as she neared the peak again, Luisa didn’t let her drop away and instead kept up the rhythm and pressure, triggering a huge orgasm, legs wrapping around Luisa in spasm, hands grabbing for anything they could, moans nearing screams coming from Amy’s mouth. It was an orgasm as good as any she’d had in her life, and she didn’t want it to end.

After, she lay there breathing hard, wondering whether her pulse would ever return to normal or if this might just be her normal state now… it had been that good. Luisa moved back up the bed. “How was that?” she asked with a mischievous smile.

“I think you know…” Amy laughed. “I think everyone in the nearby rooms knows too.”

Amy kissed Luisa, with every intention of returning the favour. But as she lazily stroked Luisa, kissing her again, she felt herself relax, her eyes closing and, very slowly, happily, she drifted off to sleep, Luisa’s body warm against hers.


Waking
Los Angeles


Amy’s eyes opened to a darkened room, the only light the hotel’s outdoor lighting coming through a gap in the curtains. She could see that it was still pitch black outside.

Checking the time on her phone, it was 4.08am. Not great, she mused, but could have been much worse. In London it was lunchtime already and she knew she had no chance of getting back to sleep, not on the first morning after flying.

She looked to her left to see Luisa’s naked form on her side facing Amy, still sound asleep. The first night they’d spent together Amy had woken up first and thought how beautiful Luisa was when she was sleeping, and she thought that even more now. Amy very happily spent the next fifteen minutes just watching her, slightly unable to believe that she was with Luisa again. Her heart leaped at the thought.

As it got closer to half past, she decided to make the most of the early start and crept out of bed, being very careful not to wake Luisa, before pulling on her gym kit and trainers. She quietly closed the hotel room door behind her and headed down to the gym.

***

A little over an hour later Amy let herself back into the room as quietly as possible, limbs aching from her early morning workout, but in the very best way and feeling much the better for it.

Luisa was still asleep, reasonably enough as it wasn’t even six yet. Amy found herself tempted to ‘accidentally’ make a bit too much noise so that she could spend as much time as possible with her that morning. But… she had weeks ahead for that, so common sense won through.

Instead, she had a long, hot shower, washing away the last hints of sleep and leaving her wide awake for the day, not to mention hungry. She dried herself, then emerged from the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her to see that Luisa was stirring.

Sitting down next to her on the bed, Amy leaned over and kissed her on her cheek. “Good morning beautiful,” she whispered.

“Mmmmmm… morning,” Luisa replied sleepily, opening her eyes. She reached out a hand and groped around until she found any part of Amy… her leg as it turned out. Luisa wasn’t a morning person, Amy recalled, but there was no way she was leaving her asleep on this particular morning. “Have you been up long?”

“A couple of hours, I think. Not bad.” She paused and kissed Luisa on her cheek. Luisa turned her head and found Amy’s lips… a wonderfully warm, soft, tender kiss. “I’m sorry I fell asleep when we were… you know… last night.”

Luisa laughed. “No problem. I took it as a compliment that I’d tired you out.”

Amy smiled at that. “I think you did…” She kissed Luisa again, then whispered, “I owe you something…”

More awake now, Luisa replied, “You really don’t, not ever.”

“Oh, but I really do.” Amy kissed Luisa again, then started to kiss down to her neck, pausing briefly to kiss her ear, and then back to her neck.

“If you insist…” Luisa teased with a smile, rolling onto her back and stretching like a cat, as Amy continued to kiss her neck while her hands teased her nipples. “But lose the towel,” she added, reaching down and undoing the it.

Amy kept moving lower, determined to return the favour as well as she could. She wanted to tease it out for as long as possible. She started by kissing along both of Luisa’s thighs, deliberately holding off anything more but getting closer and closer to between Luisa’s legs, until she felt Luisa start to squirm. Brushing her fingers gently across Luisa’s folds, almost imperceptibly, Amy could tell from the slight movements of her pelvis that she was ready, and so she slowly moved her tongue to exactly where Luisa needed her. She wanted Luisa to experience something at least as earth shattering as she’d felt the night before, and she wanted to take her time… so she did, building her up then bringing her down again and again, loving the taste of Luisa against her mouth.

Finally, when she felt Luisa’s hands on her hair, and could feel the little spasms rocking through Luisa’s body, she took her over the edge, the orgasm crashing through Luisa like a tidal wave, Luisa’s moans growing louder as she writhed in pleasure, gasping something in Spanish, actually crying out when a second wave of her climax rolled through her. “Ya, ya… no puedo más…” Amy glanced up to see Luisa grinning through her pleasure. “Stop… too much…” Her hand gently but insistently pushed Amy’s head away.

“I’d forgotten how sexy it is when you flip into Spanish…” It was Amy’s turn to grin when she saw Luisa’s cheeks grow even more flushed. “You sure you want me to stop? I mean, I can keep going?”

“I know you can,” Luisa replied. “And I’d like you to next time, but that was amazing for now.”

Amy slid back up the bed and lay down to kiss Luisa. “Good morning beautiful,” she said, echoing her greeting from earlier.

Laughing, Luisa replied, “If you wake me up like that every morning, I think we’ve got a long future ahead of us.”


Settling
Los Angeles


It was Monday night when Amy finally had some respite from what had been a whirlwind few days reacquainting herself with Luisa, and the opportunity to reflect on how it had gone.

Friday evening, after an exhausting, jet lagged day at work, had been quiet, spent at Luisa’s apartment curled up together watching a movie before Amy had fallen asleep on Luisa’s sofa, lacking the energy for even the most rudimentary of fun beneath the sheets.

Saturday though had more than made up for that, with the two of them waking relatively early but not emerging from bed until long after noon, both women desperate to make up for lost time. Amy smiled as she recalled some of the fun that they’d had, a real mix of sometimes frantic, sometimes passionate, sometimes relaxed pleasure that each had given to the other.

In the afternoon they’d gone to the beach, then spent the evening at an open air concert before crashing out in Amy’s hotel room, which had led them to Sunday and a morning spent relaxing in her hotel pool before going for a hike to an incredible sunset view in the afternoon. And then, of course, back to Luisa’s apartment that night for an evening spent with a bottle of wine and a distinct lack of clothing.

On the Monday morning Amy had got up early to get back to her hotel to change for work, but with Luisa away in Texas with the perfume that she'd become the face of it had still turned into a long farewell.

So now, on Monday evening, Amy finally had the opportunity to relax in her hotel, get some sleep, and reflect on how her time with Luisa had gone.

The short answer was… brilliantly.

On that first day, Amy had been surprised by quite how often she was reminded of how much she liked Luisa and how compatible they were. Whether it was a little in-joke between them, or some common perspective on something despite their very different backgrounds, or simply how they both liked doing the same things, Luisa was a great match for Amy.

Since then, it had been even better, the weekend proving beyond a doubt for Amy that there was a genuine relationship building with Luisa, assuaging her fears that she’d had the equivalent of a holiday fling on her last visit. Not for the first time, Amy found herself wishing that Luisa and her lived in closer proximity to each other, and she was already dreading their parting again even though she wasn’t due to go back to London for another fortnight. That was it in a nutshell really… if Luisa and her lived in the same place it would be easy. The hard part was that it was far too early to think about one or both of them moving their lives to be with the other, far too early, and the challenge was how to build a relationship over distance that could make that sort of thing even worth discussing. Not that Amy wasn’t wise to the fact that she was thinking it, even though she knew it was too soon…

The couple of days apart had also given Amy some much needed time to think about whatever it was that she had going on with Sarah. As they’d left it, Sarah knew what she had to do to see Amy outside of work again, but what that could look like if she did what she’d said she would Amy didn’t quite know. Something compatible with whatever her open relationship with Luisa was, but precisely what was an unknown.

She knew that Sarah’s family, particularly her kids, came first. Amy was ok with that, at least for now, but if their new whatever it was turned into a relationship? She would not be Sarah’s woman on the side forever and while in many ways it was a problem to worry about in the future, she didn’t want to risk falling hard for Sarah to be disappointed down the line.

Two women she was into, both of which meant compromise… five thousand miles of distance versus married with children. And she knew that sometime soon, not yet but also not a long way off, she’d need to agree with both exactly what their relationships were otherwise she risked hurting, and indeed losing, both.

But, for now, while she was in LA her focus was living in the moment, enjoying her time with Luisa, and worrying about the future when it arrived. She’d been in contact with Sarah since arriving as promised, but Sarah understood that too.

At that moment, Amy’s phone pinged for what felt like the hundredth time that day with a message from Luisa, not that she was complaining. They’d been in near constant communication whenever Amy wasn’t in a meeting and Luisa wasn’t working and Amy liked it that way.

This time, Luisa had sent her some pictures that she’d promised from the ranch down in Texas. It looked spectacular. Luisa had told Amy about the brand, Cimarron, and Solana, the woman behind it. There'd been something when Luisa talked about Solana, a slightly forced sense of ease, that told Amy that Luisa maybe had a bit of history there… but, open relationship, she told herself. Even if there is something, or had been something, that's fine. I've got my Sarah thing after all, whatever that now is.

Still… Amy looked at the photos, intrigued by one that was a selfie with a couple of very attractive woman, one she guessed was Solana, the other maybe a friend. Not that Amy was jealous, at least that's what she told herself. But a little part of her imagination started to think about Luisa with one of them… an interesting thought that she filed away.


Reuniting
Los Angeles


Wednesday evening and Amy had little butterflies of excitement, looking forward to seeing Luisa for the first time since Monday morning. They were meeting for a drink at a bar near to Amy’s hotel, very much a casual place and Amy had gone back to her room after work to change with that in mind, wearing white jeans and a blue top that she knew made her look good… Amy’s competitive streak was kicking in with the knowledge that Luisa had just spent forty eight hours in the close company of some very attractive women.

Just as the drinks she’d ordered arrived Amy saw Luisa, wearing a short skirt, knee high boots and a strappy top, come through the door and waved to her. Luisa walked over with a huge grin on her face, giving Amy a hug like it had been years rather than two days since they’d seen each other.

“I missed you,” Luisa whispered as she held Amy.

“I missed you too,” Amy replied, letting go of Luisa so that she could sit down next to her. “I got us some drinks,” she continued, “I hope you don’t mind?”

“Perfect.” Luisa looked around the bar, which was busy with the after work crowd, music playing at a bearable level. “I’ve wanted to come here for a while, it seems nice.”

They started catching up, talking about what they’d each been up to. Amy didn’t have a huge amount to impart, but there was some frustration with how her work had gone that she explained and Luisa lent a sympathetic ear, asking the right sort of questions at the right times. Soon the first drink became a second and some food.

“Anyway…,” Amy said. “Enough about me. How about you? How was work?”

“Oh, it was good thanks. Solana's got big plans."

"You said you invested?"

Luisa smiled. "A little. My agent thinks I've gone crazy. They offered me either the usual fee structure, which would have been very lucrative, or a mix where I also get equity in the business." She shrugged. "A model's career is time limited... I thought it would be sensible to diversify. And, I figure, if I'm invested it makes it harder for them to fire me as their face."

Amy started laughing, thinking back to a strategy course she'd done once. "You've created an exit barrier."

"Something like that..."

"Tell me about the plans."

They spent the next drink talking it through, starting with the brand's launch a few months before in Austin, the weirdness of attending a launch party where your picture is projected thirty feet high on the walls and everyone wants to talk to you. It sounded to Amy as if this was, genuinely, a serious company getting started, even with a young and inexperienced founder. Their expansion plans were ambitious but achievable, and it sounded like they were based on solid assumptions.

"The founder... Solana, right? If she needs a good lawyer..."

Luisa laughed. "I'd be delighted to put her in touch with you. Or anyone at your firm."

"What's she like?"

Amy asked it openly, but felt her pulse race a little when she saw how Luisa shifted in her seat at the question, her eyes looking down briefly at her drink. There's something there, she realised.

"I'm no good at keeping secrets," Luisa said after a moment. "You really want to know?"

Know what? "I... I guess, yeah, if there's something you want to share."

Luisa shrugged. "I slept with her."

Amy started nodding, wanting to act cool, even though she felt something strange happen inside... she knew they were open, but she hadn't expected Luisa to be so honest about what she'd done over the last few days. She wasn't quite sure what she thought about that, not while she'd been sat herself in a hotel room missing Luisa, and she realised that she'd started to babble.

"Ok... that's cool... I mean, it's fine, right... that's what we... an open relationship, right…" She stopped when she saw that Luisa was laughing.

"Not yesterday."

"Oh."

"No, we... it's a long story, but the short version is that when I first went down to the ranch there was something. Months ago. Before you. But we decided that it couldn't happen. It was, like, a couple of day thing but there's nothing there now. Strictly professional. Well, me and her hang out with her friends when I'm down there, but there's nothing more."

Amy smiled ruefully. "That's... look, it'd be cool if you had. We're open after all. It's just... my reaction..."

"What?" Luisa looked intrigued.

"The selfie you sent. Was that with Solana?"

Luisa nodded. "Solana's the dark haired woman. The blonde is Kelly, she's great fun."

"So... I'm going to regret telling you this, I'm sure, but..." Amy trailed off, having second thoughts.

"What?" Luisa laughed. "You can't tease me like that and not tell me."

"I might have... I guess, imagined you and Solana. I'd guessed there might have been some history, and the two of you together..." Amy shrugged. "It got my imagination going."

Luisa looked into Amy’s eyes, then whispered, “Got your imagination going how?”

Smiling shyly, Amy replied as quietly as she could, “I think you can guess… imagining, you know, you and her…” Amy could feel herself getting turned on at the thought.

Leaning over right next to Amy’s ear, she surprised Amy by planting a soft kiss on her neck, then whispered, “Me and her doing what?” She kissed Amy’s neck again.

“Not in public,” whispered Amy. “I’ll tell you later.” Amy’s senses were on fire, and she got the feeling that Luisa was in a similar predicament.

Luisa kissed her neck again, then said, “Let’s get the cheque. And then let’s see how quickly we can get back to your hotel room.” Her smile left little doubt for Amy as to what her intentions were once they got there.

***

The two women nearly fell through the door to the hotel room, all over each other before the door was even unlocked.

Luisa was quick to lead Amy through to the bedroom, pulling Amy’s top and bra off between kisses, discarding them on the floor in the living room, before kneeling down to take off her jeans and underwear next to the bed.

Amy returned the favour, taking off Luisa’s top, skirt and underwear. The two women fell on to the bed naked, wrapped around each other, hands everywhere, kissing fiercely.

Before too long Luisa’s hand slid between Amy’s legs, and Amy’s hand did the same with Luisa, both women touching each other gently and then with increased urgency as they each responded to the other.

As Amy let out a quiet moan, Luisa whispered, “Tell me what you imagined…”

“Now?” Amy half-breathed, half-moaned.

“Now.” Luisa let out a moan of her own.

“It was…” another moan, “you and her, naked, together in your room at the ranch.”

“Go on…” Luisa whispered, both their fingers working at each other.

“She… well, you were tied,” another moan, “… your wrists were tied to the bed frame, lying on your back.”

Luisa looked at Amy with an expression of pure lust. “Sexy…” she whispered. “And…?” Luisa gasped as Amy continued to touch her.

“And she was wearing a strap on, lying on top of you, making love to you.” Amy let out a louder moan, the thought of that pushing her closer. “You were climaxing again and again as she fucked you, and she kept going, and you were both kissing… it was messy…”

“That sounds so hot…” A long, shuddering moan came from Luisa’s lips. “Was it hot?”

“So… fucking… hot.” Amy could really feel her orgasm building now, she was right on the edge.

They continued touching each other, kissing again, their breathing getting faster as Luisa got close too.

"Did you like..." another moan, then, "... watching us?"

"Yes..."

“Did you touch yourself thinking about me and her?”

“Yes…”

"All alone in your hotel room? Imagining me and her…" Luisa paused and grinned, "…fucking."

"Yes"

Luisa kissed her again before breaking off to whisper, “Will you fuck me like that sometime?” Then she kissed Amy again.

That was all it took to push Amy over the edge, the thought that Luisa might want that done to her in real life. As she came, she said as quietly as she could, “Only if you’ll do it to me too…” before the moans got louder and the orgasm rocked through her. Luisa responded to Amy’s orgasm and came herself, her moans mixing with Amy’s as they both tried to keep on touching each other while also riding the wave of their own orgasm.

Finally, they both came down from the heights, collapsed together in a tangle of arms and legs, kissing gently and laughing. “I missed you,” laughed Luisa, breathlessly.

“It was only two days!” replied Amy, laughing too.

“Exactly.”

***

Several hours later they were lounging on the sofa in the living room area of Amy’s hotel room, both wearing hotel dressing gowns and not a lot else. Unsurprisingly that mutual climax had been the first of several for both women so far that night. The sex with Luisa was something else, Amy reflected, consistently as good as anything else she’d done in her life.

Luisa’s head was resting against the arm of the sofa, her legs draped across Amy who was also semi-reclined at the other end. They’d been chatting and flirting for a while. Luisa was currently teasing Amy about some of the British stereotypes.

“If I look in your suitcase right now, I’m going to find that you packed teabags, aren’t I?” Luisa laughed.

“Maybe…” Amy admitted reluctantly.

“Really?” Luisa faked incredulity. “I thought that was a myth!”

“You got me. I’ll get you drinking proper tea before I fly home. That’s a promise.”

Luisa smiled at that, and Amy grinned. Amy reached out to take Luisa's hand in hers.

“This is nice…” Amy continued. “Really nice. I’m… this," she gestured around them, "all seems to improbably."

"It does. Nice though."

They sat in easy silence for a few minutes, holding hands and enjoying simply being with each other.

“Oh, I nearly forgot to say. I’m going to be in Europe for a shoot in a few weeks.”

Amy tried to act cool but failed utterly. “That’s amazing… it’s your first time, right?”

“Yeah… and I was thinking I’d like to come and visit you for a change while I’m over. If you’d like that?”

“Definitely… you’re more than welcome.” Amy smiled ruefully. “I don’t know exactly where I’ll be living by then, I'm still sorting out the fine details, but wherever it is I’d love you to stay with me. Where in Europe?”

“Italy. Amalfi I think? Does that sound right?”

“Any chance you get a plus one?” Amy was only half-joking… she loved Italy.

“Sorry to say but it doesn’t really work like that.”

“A girl can ask.” Amy sat in silence for a few moments, thinking it through… Luisa coming to London. She’d enjoy that, both of them would, and Amy would love to show her a bit of her world.

They ended up chatting for a while about what they could do as part of Luisa visiting, before they settled again into that easy, relaxed silence that worked so well between them.

“So… I’ve got a question,” Amy said eventually.

“Ok…?”

“When I told you what I’d imagined earlier…”

“Yes…?”

“And you asked me to do something like that to you in real life…”

“Yes…?” Luisa smiled shyly as she said it, clearly catching on to where Amy was going.

“Did you mean it?”

Luisa paused for a few moments, looking into Amy’s eyes, before she said, “I think so. I mean, I’ve not done anything quite like that before, but it sounded fun.” She gave Amy’s hand a squeeze. “Have you done something like that?”

Amy nodded.

“Really?” Luisa’s eyes had widened in surprise.

“Yes, really. It’s good, very good in the right situation with the right person.”

“You’ve done that a lot?”

Amy shrugged. “Yes… my ‘not-girlfriend’ as you called her once is really into that sort of thing. She likes to be the one tying someone up using toys. And…” Amy caught herself just in time, remembering her promise to Sarah not to tell anyone about how their roles had switched. She might have been falling hard for Luisa, but she wasn’t going to breach that confidence. Instead, Amy simply said, “I’d like to try it too. Both ways round.”

Amy knew by now what an aroused Luisa looked like, and she could tell that the prospect of them experimenting was having an effect on her. “Do we need to buy some things?” Luisa asked.

“Let’s go shopping on Saturday. It would be fun to do that together. Are there any classy shops selling that sort of thing?”

“I’ve got a few friends who might know, I’ll ask.”

They sat for a little longer, then Luisa said, “Thinking about Saturday, it’s a friend’s birthday party in the evening. I’d love to take you along, if you’d like to meet some people?”

“Introducing me to you friends,” Amy teased with a grin. “This is getting serious!” Seeing Luisa blush, Amy continued, “I’d love to do that, I can’t wait.”


Shopping
Los Angeles


Saturday late morning, and Amy and Luisa found themselves stood across the street from a shop that didn’t look promising. The windows along the narrow store front were entirely opaque, with a blackout film across them. The entrance looked… normal. Nothing special.

“You’re sure this is the place?” Amy asked.

Luisa looked at her phone again and then over at the shop. “Yes, this is where she recommended.”

Amy smiled and shrugged, then taking Luisa by the hand she said, “Safety in numbers, I guess? If it feels weird let’s get out of there fast though.”

Luisa nodded and they crossed the road and tried to walk nonchalantly to the door. Passing through they found themselves in a short corridor with some stairs leading down.

“Feeling brave?” Amy half-joked.

Luisa led the way, and as she got to the bottom and turned left Amy heard her exclaim quietly, “No manches…”

A few steps behind Luisa, Amy caught her up and stopped short too. “Wow!” she said, laughing. Luisa turned to look at Amy, her eyes wide in disbelief. The stairs opened onto a large basement shop which seemed to stock every sort of sex toy and equipment imaginable, but that wasn’t what had grabbed their intention.

Right in front of them stood a mannequin dressed in a full black latex body suit and mask, complete with zips and the works. It was just about the most extreme welcome to the shop that Amy could imagine.

Luisa asked, half nervously, half teasing, “That wasn’t what you had in mind, was it?”

“Too much too soon?” Amy joked. Luisa laughed back and gave her hand an affectionate squeeze. “Shall we have a browse?”

It was quiet at that time of day, just a couple of other customers and a few shop assistants, although Amy got the feeling this wasn’t the sort of place where you asked for much help.

They started to look around, laughing at some of the costumes that could be bought (although Amy secretly wondered what Luisa would look like in a nurse’s or maid’s uniform), and passing quickly past the lingerie (“I can get better than that for free,” was Luisa’s opinion).

After a few minutes they found the sex toys, and both women’s interest was piqued. “Do you know what we’re looking for?” Luisa asked.

“Roughly,” Amy replied, her eyes alighting on a selection of strap-ons and harnesses. “Any of these take your fancy?”

Luisa stood staring. “I’ve never used one, what do we look for?”

Amy was surprised. “You’ve been with quite a few women though, right?”

“Yes… but it’s always been quite…” She shrugged. “Vanilla I guess? Casual?” She gestured to the selection. “It wouldn’t be a good look to turn up on location somewhere packing this sort of thing.”

Amy filed that away to think about later… the way it sounded like Luisa had what could probably be called breadth but not depth of experience with women, if it was typically about casual hookups. Not that it mattered, but interesting to know. She lowered her voice and said, “It’s not like I’m an expert either, but in my limited experience what is good is to think of the biggest guy that you’ve ever slept with that you enjoyed, then add a bit. Not too much, but a bit.”

Luisa stood looking for a while, judging various ones. Finally, she said, “Which do you want?”

“We can get a couple. For me, this one,” Amy replied, pointing to one that was a little over eight inches in length with a good width. “I’ve experienced bigger, but they can be challenging.” She could see that Luisa was hesitating. “Smaller is ok too though.”

“Could we get this one too,” Luisa replied, pointing to a narrower one that was closer to six inches. “To start with?”

“Of course. And let’s get this harness, it’s got a slot for a vibrator so whoever is wearing it gets some fun too.”

“I feel out of my depth a little,” Luisa confessed. “I’ll go with what you think.”

In the end Amy chose a bullet vibrator to go with the harness and also a more traditional vibrator for them to have some extra fun with.

It was when they moved on to the restraints that Luisa’s eyes lit up. “I’ve secretly been keen to try this for a while…” she admitted.

“Really? Why haven’t you?”

"Men are men... I can't imagine a man being gentle with it. Women, definitely, but I've never had, well, that sort of relationship with a woman, so…”

"We're in a relationship?" Amy teased.

Luisa laughed. "I’m starting to think so, don't you?"

"Certainly feels like it..." Amy smiled back. "So... what do you like the look of?"

"How about these?" Luisa replied, picking up a pair of handcuffs with padding for the wrists.

"They'd work, how about we get a few things? Entirely your choice what, I'm game for absolutely anything in this section."

"Really? Anything?" Luisa replied with a raised eyebrow.

"Really anything."

Luisa took that to heart over the next few minutes, choosing an assortment of restraints including some wrist and ankle cuffs, and a blindfold. Each time she looked at Amy to gauge Amy's reaction, and Amy made sure to smile back encouragingly, partly because she wanted to make it as enjoyable as it could be, and partly because her mind was already racing ahead to what her and Luisa could do with her purchases.

"How about this?" Luisa asked, picking up a set of wrist to thigh restraints which wrapped around the thigh and then had cuffs closely attached for each wrist. "This could be fun too?"

"I'll be honest, the other things I've tried and I know we'll have fun. Those... they're new to me." Amy lowered her voice and looked at Luisa. "I like the look of them... can you try them on me first?"

Luisa blushed and grinned. "I think we'll buy them."

It didn't take long for them to pay at the till, and they found themselves out on the street again, the late morning sun high in the sky.

"I've got a few boring things to do this afternoon," Luisa said, "get my hair cut, that sort of thing. Are you ok for things to do until I see you later?"

"Definitely. There's a sun lounger at the hotel pool with my name on it, and I'll go to the gym too. Don't worry about me."

Luisa stepped close to Amy, putting her hands on Amy's hips. "Are we going to stay at my place later?" asked Luisa, looking into Amy's eyes.

"I guess so, is it closer to the party than my hotel?"

"Yes, I think so... I'd better take our shopping with me then." She kissed Amy. "You know, in case we want to use it later?"

"I think we should definitely use it later." Amy kissed Luisa this time. "I can't wait..."


Friending
Los Angeles


Amy waited round the corner from the bar, anxiety gnawing away at her. She’d arranged to meet Luisa outside so that they could go in to the party together, and she’d made sure that she was early so as not to keep Luisa waiting, but now she was starting to regret it because, well, this felt significant.

Meeting her friends… make or break in any budding romance, but an entirely new experience for Amy because in the past she’d always been the ‘she’ and it had been her friends that whichever guy she was seeing needed to impress. Being on the other side of it could charitably be described as interesting. She literally had no idea what to expect with Luisa's friends. She knew that a few of them were also Mexican, but that most were from the US and that all of her friends in LA were recent friends rather than childhood friends.

Luisa's guidance on dress code was to dress up for a party, so Amy had gone shopping that afternoon and chosen a dark red, abstract patterned long sleeved mini dress that the shop had called a skater dress, and she chose to wear that with nothing but a pair of high heels and some of her favourite lingerie underneath. She wasn't entirely sure whether Luisa was bringing her as a friend, as a 'friend', or openly as her date, but one way or another she wanted to make a good impression and knew that she had the figure to pull a look like that off. She wore her hair half down, half tied at the back, aiming for the sort of look that said effortless while clearly being far from it.

Luisa ended up arriving a few minutes late, and Amy saw her coming down the pavement from some distance off. As she got closer, Amy could see that Luisa was wearing a silver, sparkly dress, longer than Amy’s so that it went down to just above her knees but with no sleeves, tight around her waist, emphasising her figure. She was wearing high heels as well, and her hair was tied back.

When Luisa saw Amy she grinned and came over, giving Amy a big hug. “Wow!” she exclaimed. “You look stunning… if we weren’t already seeing each other I’d be asking to buy you a drink tonight.” She stepped back to look admiringly. “Those legs…”

Smiling, Amy replied, “Same to you! I love your dress and what you’ve done with your make-up.” Close up Amy could see that Luisa had gone for a smoky sort of look, particularly around her eyes. It worked very well on her.

“Shall we?” Luisa asked, nodding towards the door of the bar.

“Yes, lead the way. Just… uhhh… can I check what I’m here as?”

“How do you mean?”

“Well, am I your friend for tonight, or your date, or what? I don’t mind, but I don’t want to accidentally out you in front of people.”

Luisa smiled. “I guess only my closest friend Maria knows about you, but it’s not like it’s something that I want or need to keep secret with others that I sometimes like women. So why don’t we call you my date if anyone asks, and just act how we’d normally act? It’s not like we need to announce anything to anyone.”

“Ok, that sounds good,” Amy replied with some relief. She’d have accommodated whatever Luisa wanted to portray to her friends gladly, but inside Amy would have been not worried but maybe a touch perturbed if Luisa had wanted to conceal what they had between them. She made the conscious decision to be discrete, though, and let Luisa take the lead… she wouldn’t tell anyone herself, because she didn’t know all of the subtle and complex interactions there might be at play between everyone there.

She followed Luisa up the steps into the bar, and they soon found themselves in the throng of the party, at least fifty people there with half of the bar cordoned off for them. It was a bigger party than Amy had expected but she was glad as it meant a less intense evening… something more intimate risked ending up getting grilled by one of Luisa’s friends, whereas there were plenty of people to talk to here.

Straight away Luisa bumped into a couple that she seemed to know well judging by the hugs and kisses on the cheek they gave each other, and turning to Amy she said, “Amy, let me introduce you…”

With her friendliest smile on her face, Amy got herself set for a long night of meeting new people.

***

Around an hour later, Amy was having a great time despite her earlier nerves. She’d had a couple of drinks which had helped, and had already been introduced to more people than she could possibly remember.

At that precise moment she was talking to Katie, an American model friend of Luisa’s that, she realised with a smile to herself, she was flirting a little with. Not much, certainly not enough to make Luisa jealous, but Amy was finding it impossible not to because the model also happened to be one of the most beautiful women that Amy had ever met.

“This whole modelling world is new to me,” Amy said. “Luisa’s told me a bit about it and she seems to love it, do you like doing it?”

Katie thought for a moment, then replied, “Yes, on the whole. I mean, I get paid to make sure that I eat well and keep in shape, a lot of people would love to do that. So yeah, I think so.”

“You must get people hitting on you loads though. I mean, look at you…”

Laughing, Katie replied, “That almost sounds like you are…”

Amy blushed and stammered out, “No… sorry… I didn’t mean it like that.” She looked away over to where Luisa was stood on the other side of the room talking to a couple of men that she knew, and when she looked back she could see that Katie was smiling.

“Don’t worry, I was joking. But yeah, you deal with it though. Honestly, a lot of men assume that because you’re a model you’re easy and a lot of men want the bragging rights of sleeping with a model, but you learn how to brush them off and how to avoid situations. The worse is being alone with a more predatory photographer or agent, but the key there is not getting into those situations in the first place.”

Amy took a sip of her drink and scanned the room, then asked Katie, “Do you know a lot of people here?”

“Most, it’s a nice group. What brings you to LA though? How do you know Luisa?”

“Oh, I’m here with work for a couple of weeks. I met Luisa last time I was over and we enjoyed hanging out, so she invited me along tonight. It was either that or sit in my hotel room watching TV.” Amy hoped that that was a sufficiently vague but true answer as she didn’t know how well Katie and Luisa really knew each other.

“Luisa’s really good fun,” Katie replied, glancing towards Luisa as she said it. Amy looked her way too and just at that moment Luisa glanced over at Amy, flashing her a smile as she did so, the sort of look that somehow managed to convey a kind of shy and intensely private desire, and to make everyone in the room momentarily disappear. Amy smiled back and felt herself blush a little.

Katie started laughing. “Oh… met like that! I see…”

“What do you mean?”

“All I’ll say is that I hope one day someone smiles at me like Luisa just smiled at you.” Katie smiled. “Luisa is lovely, I didn’t realise she was like that but…”

At that moment Luisa came over. Amy felt Luisa take her hand and give it a little squeeze, subtle, not overt, but a display of affection nonetheless. “Katie, sorry to interrupt but I need to introduce Amy to some more people.”

“No problem, nice meeting you Amy.”

As they walked off Amy said as quietly as she could to Luisa over the music, “She could one hundred percent tell that we’re involved…”

“Really? It’s good that it’s not a secret then.” She stopped and faced Amy in the middle of the bar, taking both of her hands and looking her in the eye, before leaning in to briefly kiss Amy on the lips. “She was watching us walk away, and she definitely knows now.”

***

A few hours later, sometime around midnight, and the party was going strong. Amy had had quite a few drinks by that point and was fully into the swing of it, sat next to an equally tipsy Katie and Luisa's Mexican friend Maria, and explaining precisely how her life plan to retire to Thailand by the age of thirty was entirely on track despite only having two years left to do anything about it and virtually no money saved up.

Luisa was sat next to her, facing across the table in deep conversation with another of her friends, but the two of them had hours before settled into their natural closeness, and Luisa’s hand was currently resting comfortably and gloriously possessively on Amy’s leg.

In a lull in the conversation, Katie asked, “I meant to ask earlier, how exactly did you and Luisa meet?”

“Oh… I know this one, she told me all about it,” Maria interrupted in her nearly West Coast accent. Amy had taken an immediate liking to Maria, who unlike most of the women at the party wasn’t involved in modelling or fashion but rather did a job in finance and had been in LA for a while now. Maria had known Luisa through a mutual friend back at home and she was now Luisa’s closest friend in LA. Despite not being a model she was an attractive woman, but normal world attractive rather than model attractive. It felt good for Amy to chat to someone who worked and lived more in her world.

I’ll bet she didn’t describe it all, Amy thought, but her curiosity was piqued. “I would love to know how Luisa described it?” she replied, laughing.

“Well, the first part was easy. I was there in the club that night with her, I can remember seeing you dance with her and then you and her going somewhere from the dance floor. Right?”

“One hundred percent. You’re her friend that’s into that scene?”

Maria laughed. “Guilty! Well, sometimes.”

“You don’t seem like the type?” Amy teased.

“Neither do you and Luisa, but look at you…” she replied, grinning.

“Very true!”

Katie laughed. “It doesn’t happen often, but I’m feeling outnumbered by all you ladies who like ladies.”

Amy, tongue loosened by the alcohol, couldn’t help teasing a little. “You’re one hundred percent completely straight? Because that’s what I thought three months ago and…” She gestured to Luisa’s hand which was resting comfortably on Amy’s leg, fingers gently caressing her inner thigh, a little promise of what was to come when they were in private later.

“I’d never say never but, yeah. It's probably on my bucket list but...”

“Really?” Maria asked in surprise.

“Really never, or really I’d never say never?” Katie replied.

“Really never? You’ve got try it once.”

“Absolutely,” Amy added. “What are you both doing on Friday night?”

“Nothing planned,” Katie replied.

Maria shook her head. “Same.”

Turning to Luisa, Amy said, “We’re free next Friday night, aren’t we?”

Luisa smiled cautiously. “Yes… why?”

“Because you, me and Maria are going to take Katie to the club where we met. See if Katie can tick something off her bucket list. Sound good?”

“I’d love to,” Luisa laughed. Turning to Katie she said, “It’s great fun and no men hassling you. And… you know, who knows what might happen?”

Katie was blushing, but simply said, “Ok, count me in. I’m going to regret this in the morning…” Maria nodded her agreement as well.

Luisa turned back to Amy as a new song came on and, standing up and holding out her hand, said, “We’ve got to dance, I love this song.” As Amy stood up, Luisa turned to the others and hauled them all up on to the dancefloor.


Toying
Los Angeles


A couple of hours later, Amy and Luisa were walking slowly back to Luisa’s nearby apartment along a quiet street, hand in hand, both half-drunk, chatting happily to each other.

“That was such a fun night,” Amy said, unable to stop herself smiling. “Your friends are great.”

“I’m so happy to hear you say that. They loved you.” She paused for a beat. “I…” then she seemed to think better of whatever she was going to say next. When Amy glanced over she could see that Luisa was blushing.

“What?” Amy said.

Luisa shook her head slightly, smiling. “Nothing… just that I’m looking forward to trying our new toys…”

When they got into Luisa’s flat a few minutes later, Amy saw that Luisa had laid out their afternoon’s purchases on her bed. “We’ve got a lot to play with!” she teased, picking up a pair of wrist cuffs and holding them seductively. “You’re sure about this?”

Luisa bit her lip and nodded. “I’ve been imagining you and these all day…” she said quietly.

Amy looked around the apartment, forming a few ideas. She realised that the thought of doing this with Luisa got her excited, really excited. The only person she’d ever done the whole dominant / submissive thing with before was Sarah, and that had taken on a life of its own since the last LA trip. What this might be like without the context and power dynamics, not to mention the role switch, that there’d always been with Sarah, what it could be like where it was two people who were entirely equals doing it for fun, Amy realised that she was excited to find out.

"Come here," she said to Luisa, walking over herself to stand at the foot of Luisa's bed, next to the iron bed frame, consciously shifting into a more commanding tone. She saw Luisa’s eyes widen in surprise, then watched as the surprise turned into a grin as she very slowly and deliberately obeyed the sudden command, still in her high heels and dress, stopping next to Amy.

"Now face away from the bed and put your hands back on the frame." Luisa kept her gaze fixed firmly on Amy, a smile playing around the edges of her mouth, rested both her hands on the bed frame. Amy reached behind her to put on the cuffs, wrapping the chain around the frame to leave Luisa bound standing to the foot of the bed, her wrists behind her back. Amy could see that she was breathing a touch faster and had grown flushed, a sure sign that she was liking what Amy was doing.

"Does that feel ok?" Amy asked. Luisa tried to move her wrists and nodded. "If you want me to stop at all, for any reason, just say. I'll stop and untie you immediately, ok?"

"Ok," Luisa replied, nodding again. She looked excited but also a little nervous, something Amy could identify with and thrilled at… Luisa was suddenly putting a lot of trust in Amy.

"Good. You look so unbelievably sexy right now," Amy continued, stepping round to stand right in front of Luisa. She cupped Luisa's face gently as she kissed Luisa on the lips, and then leaning back, looking Luisa in the eyes, Amy ran her hand down her neck and slowly, delicately traced it down over her shoulders.

A slight shudder ran through Luisa as Amy's fingers moved down to brush over her chest. She held eye contact, watching Luisa’s reactions… the slightly ragged breathing, the beautiful eyes watchful, the flush that was spreading from her cheeks to her neck. She looked stunning and, for now, she was Amy’s to do as she wished with. The realisation was intoxicating.

"You like this?" Amy asked eventually.

"Yes," Luisa replied quietly. "It feels good." She pursed her lips, a slightly defiant look. “I think you know that, right?”

“Yeah, I do.” Amy moved her hand to cup Luisa’s face again, her thumb slowly tracing her cheekbone. Luisa’s eyes half closed as she leaned in to the touch, sighing softly. “You want me to continue?"

"Please. Yes."

Amy’s other hand joined her first, roaming Luisa’s body freely but keeping strictly above her waist… the advantage of her times with Sarah was that Amy had a very strong appreciation now for the power that came from going slow, delaying gratification, drawing everything out. Luisa moved her stance slightly, parting her legs a little more, her eyes still on Amy’s but narrowed, her breathing more laboured. Amy knew that Luisa wanted to be touched properly, but simply smiled. Not yet, Amy thought, soon, but not quite yet.

As her hands continued to tease Luisa, Amy leaned back in and started to kiss Luisa again, starting on the lips, then moving down to kiss her on the neck, shoulders, and occasionally gently dragging her teeth along Luisa’s ears. Luisa leaned into the kiss as much as she could, and when Amy found her mouth again Luisa hungrily sought her lips out, her breath coming fast now, passionately kissing Amy back hard, her tongue seeking out Amy's. When Amy teased her by drawing back Luisa chased her, letting out a little grunt of frustration followed by a pout when Amy kept her own lips just out of reach each time.

Finally, Amy slowly lowered herself to her knees. Luisa watched her the whole way. She put her hands on the outside of Luisa's legs, slipped her fingers under the hem of Luisa's dress. “Oh!” Amy couldn’t help but be surprised. “You seem to have forgotten to wear any underwear..." Amy teased.

"Oh… silly me,” Luisa grinned. “It was a warm night, I didn't want to get too hot.” Luisa’s joke quickly dissolved in to a moan, her head thrown back, as Amy buried her tongue between Luisa's legs. Amy had a plan, and that plan didn't involve Luisa climaxing too quickly. Instead she took a gentle, slow pace with her tongue, touching Luisa in the ways that she knew Luisa liked to be touched. Luisa clearly wanted something sooner as she started to grind herself onto Amy, unable to stop herself.

When Amy could tell that she was getting close, the moans coming more often, the tremors shaking through her uncontrollably, Amy stopped and stood. Luisa was an absolute picture of arousal and pleasure. "Please don't stop..."

Amy tugged at the handcuffs. “You don't look like you're in a position to be telling me anything right now.”

Luisa pouted again. “When we swap later I’m so getting you back for this.”

Amy grinned as she went to look at that morning’s purchases again, picking up the blindfold and the smaller strap on and holding them up for Luisa to see. She walked back over, stood close to Luisa and leaned over to whisper in her ear.

“Do you promise?”

Luisa groaned, actually groaned, at that. Amy simply stood back and smiled.

“Do you trust me?" she asked. Luisa nodded. "Good... trust me on this, the blindfold makes it all feel good, but if you want me to take it off just tell me, ok?" Luisa nodded again.

She walked back over to Luisa and put the blindfold over her head, perched on her forehead for the moment. Amy wanted Luisa to see what else she was doing first, to build the anticipation. Next, she undid one of the cuffs, leaving the other still on Luisa's wrist, and said, "I'm going to put these back on in a minute, but we need to take your clothes off first. Stay still." While Luisa did as she’d been told, Amy stood behind her, unzipping her dress and pushing it off to drop to the floor. She pushed Luisa's hair to the side and kissed her on the neck, her hands undoing Luisa's bra and also letting that fall down, leaving Luisa standing naked except for her shoes.

“I want you to keep the shoes on,” Amy whispered into her ear. “Because… well, just because you naked in heels is something I like the idea of. Now, I want you to lie down on the bed, head on the pillows.”

Amy watched as Luisa walked around to the far side of the bed, and she couldn’t help noticing that she took her time, doing the catwalk model pose, putting on a show with a flirtatious glance over her shoulder at Amy right before she climbed on and lay down. This is so magnificently surreal, she thought, to have this stunning woman doing what I tell her to.

With Luisa lying down, Amy took her wrists again and cuffed them to the bed frame at the head of the bed. “Are you ok still?"

Luisa smiled. "Very ok. But please... I need you."

Laughing, Amy said, "Don't worry about that, this is going to be fun." Luisa was watching her, her breath rapid through her slightly parted lips. Amy could see from her body that she was absolutely ready and desperate for what was coming next.

Amy wasn’t going to rush, though. She unzipped her own dress and let it fall to the floor before kicking off her shoes, standing next to the bed in just her lingerie. She climbed back on and knelt over Luisa, looking down at her, her hands on Luisa’s exposed, naked body, playing with her, toying with her, watching as Luisa tried and failed again and again to get Amy to touch her properly.

When she judged that the time was right, Amy climbed off the bed again and went to get the smaller of the two strap ons. "You still want this one?" asked Amy with a smile. "Or the bigger one?"

"The smaller one, please.” A smile played across her lips. “To start with at least.”

“That’s the spirit.” Amy pulled the harness on over her lingerie, slipping the bullet vibrator in but not turning it on yet, before tightening the harness around her. She looked over at Luisa and grinned. Luisa's eyes were wide, her anticipation so clear, a mix of excitement and nerves, but more than anything a look of want, of need.

Climbing back on to the bed, Amy kissed Luisa. “Time to turn the lights out..." she whispered as she pulled the blindfold down over Luisa's eyes. "Everything ok?"

Luisa nodded, and Amy took a few seconds to simply kneel back and marvel at the sight, Luisa's naked and absolutely perfect body, her arms bound above her head, entirely given to Amy's control. She realised, with a smile that no one else could possibly see, that she really was enjoying doing this with Luisa, and that it wasn't just a thing she did with Sarah… an interesting and useful observation.

"Where are you?" Luisa asked, breaking Amy out of her reverie.

"Right here.” Amy reached a hand down to stroke Luisa's cheek, making Luisa start slightly before she relaxed again. She ran the hand slowly all the way down her body until it settled between her legs where she teased Luisa, not touching her properly but just offering the slightest hint that she would. Luisa let out a long, quiet, shuddering gasp.

Luisa had put out some lubricant with the toys, and Amy squeezed some onto the strap-on, smothering it generously. The last thing that she wanted was to scare Luisa away from using strap-ons, and she ended up putting on quite a bit more than was probably needed. Oh well, she thought, no one ever complained about too much lube.

She moved so that she was on top of Luisa, not lying on her but above her, and Luisa turned her head, presumably hearing Amy’s breathing. Amy positioned herself so that the tip of the strap-on was brushing against Luisa, poised, ready to slip inside. “Please may I fuck you?” she asked, in her most polite and proper English accent.

The grin that spread across Luisa’s face told Amy all she needed to know. “Si.”

“Ask me,” Amy teased. “But in Spanish.”

Luisa sighed in mock exasperation, then said, "Por favor, cógeme. Ahora.”

Amy leaned over and brushed her lips against Luisa’s. “I love it when you talk dirty.” She kissed her briefly again. “I mean, I didn’t understand it but you said por favor so…” She moved her hips and slowly slid in to Luisa, taking her time, giving her time to adjust. Luisa let out a wonderful, long, half-gasp half-moan as Amy filled her, her hands tightening their grip on the bed frame, her body tensing before settling again. Amy leaned on her elbows, chest pushed against Luisa’s, and kissed her again while one of her hands went to her hair, slipping her fingers through and holding on possessively… she’d loved it when Sarah had done that to her, and wanted to see how Luisa reacted to the same.

Very well, it turned out. Very, very well.

Amy started to make slow love to Luisa, setting a gradual pace. Luisa gave every appearance of being in heaven, wrapping her legs around Amy, the points of her high heels digging slightly into Amy’s thighs every time that Amy pulled out, and making those amazing sounds with each and every thrust. It seemed that Luisa was discovering a liking for being so completely Amy’s, for being hers, for letting Amy take control of her pleasure… and Amy was really liking it too, the responsibility to go with the power.

Amy kept to that slow pace, glad that she hadn't switched on her own vibrator as she knew she’d have been too tempted to speed up. It didn't take long for Luisa's climax to build though, the moans getting more frequent and louder, her back starting to arch slightly, her hands gripping on to the bed frame. A shudder ran right through Luisa, Amy felt it, saw her head go back, but she wasn’t quite there, not just yet… Amy simply put her lips to Luisa’s exposed neck, tightened her grip in Luisa’s hair, holding her head in place, and maintained the same pace, keeping it constant.

She heard Luisa mutter, "Mas fuerte..." and then, suddenly, Luisa came hard… she shuddered again but didn’t stop, going on and on, her moans turning to cries while Amy refused to increase the pace, slow fucking her through it, Luisa’s body shaking under her, wrists straining at the cuffs, heels digging in, climaxing in wave after wave until she was gasping for breath.

“Enough,” Luisa whispered. “Please. Enough.” Amy slowed to a stop, and Luisa whispered. “Let me see you.”

Amy slipped the blindfold off and smiled down at Luisa, who blinked a few times then grinned back. “Hey.” She was still inside Luisa, looking down at her, and Luisa was still tied.

“Hey,” Luisa breathed. Then, after a few moments, “That was good.”

“You liked it?”

“Muy lindo…”

“Muy lindo?”

“It means, I guess, very nice.”

“I love it when you speak Spanish.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

Luisa gazed at her for a long moment. “Te voy a acostar, te voy a amarrar, y te voy a provocar y provocar hasta que me supliques que te deje acabar… y después te voy a provocar un poquito más.”

“What did that mean?”

“It was a statement of intent. I just told you what I’m going to do to you later.” Luisa grinned. “If you want to know, you’ll just have to learn Spanish,” she added with a wink.

There was something about the look in Luisa’s eye that made Amy’s heart race… she felt like what Luisa had just said was something deeply, wonderfully erotic and exciting, and it simply added to the anticipation knowing that she’d told Amy what she was going to do and that Amy didn’t have a clue what it was.

“How are you feeling?” Amy asked. “If you can manage it, I’d like to keep going.” She slid slowly back then drew a gasp from Luisa as she slid ever so slowly back in again. “Trust me… that was just the starter.”

“Si…” Luisa gasped as Amy did slid back and in again. “But slowly.”

“In Spanish?”

“Despacio, mi amor… despacio.”

Amy grinned. “Ok… I’ll go despacio.”

“Close enough… that feels good.”

“Bueno?” Amy teased.

Luisa chuckled. “Your accent needs some work. Maybe just shut up for now and… just do exactly what you’re doing.”

Amy leaned down and kissed her, keeping the same slow, slow pace, and it was almost languid… Luisa recovering from what had seemed to be a pretty epic climax before, Amy sensitive to her needs.

Eventually, though, Amy decided to change things a little. She broke the kiss and pushed herself up, still inside Luisa, into a kneeling position, Luisa’s legs resting on Amy’s thighs. Luisa’s hands had let go of the bedframe and were resting, still bound, above her head. To Amy she was the picture of satisfaction, almost the definition of a post-orgasmic glow about her.

Amy continued to very slowly rock the strap-on in and out of Luisa, the new position not the best for depth but just enough to start to build Luisa up again. Reaching behind her back, Amy undid her bra and let it fall away, her breasts falling free, and then untied her hair, letting it fall over her shoulders.

With a gasp, Luisa said, “You’re so beautiful…”

Amy smiled and replied, “You’re not so bad looking yourself…” before leaning forward and starting, finally, to increase the pace. She reached down and turned on the vibrator slotted inside the harness and immediately felt the persistent, low level vibration have an effect. She’d almost not noticed with all her attention focused on Luisa, but Amy realised that she was turned on as hell herself and desperate for her own release.

Leaning forward further, Amy saw a shudder pass through Luisa, whether an aftershock from her earlier orgasm or a precursor of the next she didn’t know, but she could tell that Luisa didn’t care either way… it was feeling good, clearly.

Reaching a hand down, Amy started to touch Luisa’s chest, her fingers caressing one of her nipples then getting slightly firmer, not quite pinching but putting more pressure than usual on them. Luisa gasped, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment before opening again and looking into Amy’s eyes.

“You’re good?” Amy breathed, the combination of the vibrations and the sensation of the thrusts against her building her own climax fast. She knew it wasn’t going to take much to push her orgasm over the edge.

“I’m great…” Luisa gasped between moans. Her neck and chest were flushed again, the sheen of sweat making her a picture of arousal.

Unable to slow herself down, aroused as could be, Amy decided to experiment. She lifted one, then the other of Luisa’s legs and put them on her shoulders, tossing her high heels off the bed, then leaned down so that her hands were resting either side of Luisa’s chest, their faces not far apart, Amy’s chest almost, but not quite, touching Luisa’s.

A brief look of surprise crossed Luisa’s face, but then she closed her eyes, the new position doing something very, very right to her, and her hands gripped the bed frame tightly again, and Amy felt it building herself, felt something coiling deep inside, and she put her own hand on the bedframe for purchase, using it to go harder, go faster, and then it hit her hard but she forced herself to grind through it, and Luisa’s eyes opened as she came herself, moaning in time to each of Amy’s thrusts, and then her arm faltered and Amy felt herself lowering down to lie on top of Luisa, and it felt so incredible, and…

“My turn…” Luisa whispered, “if you can untie me?” Amy realised that she’d been nuzzling Luisa’s neck, but she couldn’t really remember how she’d got there. She’d slipped out of Luisa but the vibrator was still running, leaving a pleasant afterglow from the climax she’d just had.

“Sorry, I got carried away,” she replied, pushing herself up and reaching for the cuffs, undoing one then the other. She turned off the vibrator too and loosened the harness, slipping it off along with her underwear. “Was that ok?”

“Ok?” Luisa asked, massaging her wrists one at a time and sitting up. “I think you might have just broken sex for me forever.” She hesitated and laughed. “In a good way, I mean.”

Amy sat up too and took Luisa’s hands. “Here, let me.” She took over massaging her wrists and then lifted one, then the other, to her lips, pressing gentle kisses to each. “This is important, this part. You’ve just trusted me with everything, so I need to make sure you’re ok. Can I get anything? Do you need anything?”

Luisa shook her head. “Just you…”

“That I can definitely do.”


Switching
Los Angeles


“So I’ve got a question,” Luisa asked. “And I needed to be a little drunk to ask it.”

The two women had moved to Luisa’s sofa, and had moved on from water to something a little stronger… the wisdom of which was questionable to Amy, but wisdom be damned because she was having the most fun that night that she’d had in a long, long time… first the party, and now this.

“Shoot. If it’s awful I might have convenient memory loss by morning.”

Luisa grinned. “Perfect.” She hesitated, then said, “What we just did… have you done that a lot?”

“Not much. Only with one person, only recently. Why?”

“You seem really into it. And good at it.”

“I’ll take that compliment!” Amy smiled and ran her fingertips idly along Luisa’s arm. “I like it, but as part of something bigger. Like, I like doing that, but then I also like someone doing something like that to me. And I really like doing neither and just being, I don’t know, kind of equal.”

“You mean doing what we just did as a thing you do… that we do? Rather than being the thing we do?”

“That’s a great way to put it. Yes. What about you?”

“I’ve never done something like that before. A lot of my experience has been more casual, I’ve not… I guess I’ve not had a thing with someone for a long time where I’d feel safe to explore it. With you, it feels safe.”

“You want to explore it more?” Amy asked.

“As part of everything else, yes.” Luisa went silent for a few moments, and Amy could see she was thinking. “How many people have you… you know, been with in your life?”

Amy laughed. “You mean what’s my body count?” When Luisa smiled back and nodded, Amy said, “I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours. Deal?”

“Deal.”

“Ok… so…” Amy sat back, counting in her head. Boyfriends at school and uni, her wild couple of weeks of experimentation, James, the senior associate, all the way through to now.

Luisa was laughing next to her as she thought. “That many?” she teased, giving Amy’s hand an affectionate squeeze.

“At least two hundred,” Amy deadpanned, but she couldn’t keep a straight face. “Ok, this might not be perfect but… it kind of depends what you count. I reckon…” She winced slightly. “I make it twelve. Seven guys, five women.” She looked at Luisa. “God, that makes me sound like such a slut…”

“You’re not, don’t worry. That’s good… plenty of experience!”

“Well all but three were people I was seeing, so it’s not like I went wild on one night stands or anything.” Amy grinned mischievously. “Your turn. And seeing as we’re both women we don’t need to do that thing where we half it to seem more mysterious and alluring.”

Luisa looked at her innocently. “I was a virgin before I met you. You were my first time.”

Amy simply burst out laughing, even more so when Luisa pretended to look hurt. “You don’t believe me?”

“Seeing as you told me you’d slept with at least one other model the night I met you… no, I don’t.” She took Luisa’s hand in hers. “Tell me.”

“It’s more than yours.”

“It could be a million. I wouldn’t care.”

“That’s good then. I think… somewhere near twenty five? Maybe more, maybe less.”

“Twenty five? Round it down to the nearest ten then round mine up and you’re same as me.”

“Exactly.” Luisa’s smile told Amy she was pleased that she hadn’t been too surprised at her number. “Probably equal number of men and women. But… more one night stands than you. I got a bit wild when I moved to Mexico City when I was eighteen. And on photoshoots where I was finding myself out. I’ve been much calmer recently.”

“It doesn’t matter either way. We’re probably as experienced as each other, just in different ways. But honestly, Luisa, your number could have been zero or a hundred and it wouldn’t change a thing between us.”

“Good. I agree. I just… it’s good to understand where we’ve both come from, right?”

“Exactly.”

Luisa watched Amy for a long few moments. “What?” Amy asked.

“Are you wanting to go to sleep now? Or…?”

“Or…?”

“Or I told you earlier precisely what I was going to do to you. I made you a promise.”

“It was in Spanish. I couldn’t understand it!”

“Exactly… a most sacred language. I couldn’t possibly go back on a promise made in Spanish.” Luisa’s expression told Amy in no uncertain terms that the promise was likely to be extremely enjoyable for her.

“I’m yours then… tell me where you want me.”

***

Luisa stood and looked at Amy for a long few moments, her eyes narrowed, and Amy could see her thinking, working out what to do. There was a nervousness, understandably, but also something else… a determination, a hint of the confidence that Amy could tell Luisa brought to her professional life.

“Lie down,” Luisa said. “On your back. Head on the pillows.”

Amy obeyed, settling herself in the centre of the bed, watching Luisa as she picked up the thigh restraints that they’d bought that morning. Luisa turned them over in her hands, figuring out how they worked, and Amy found the slight hesitation endearing rather than awkward. This was a complete contrast to Sarah, and it was thrilling to watch Luisa learning in real time and to be the person that she was learning with.

“Ok, I think I’ve got it,” Luisa said, climbing on to the bed and kneeling next to Amy. “These go around your thighs and then your wrists clip to them, right?”

“That’s right. It keeps my hands pinned to my legs and… doesn’t give me much I can do.” Amy smiled up at her. “You sure you want to do this?”

“Very sure.” Luisa’s eyes had that look again, the one from earlier when she’d been tied up herself, equal parts excitement and desire. She wrapped the first strap around Amy’s right thigh, tightening it, then helped Amy’s right wrist into the cuff and fastened it. Amy felt the restraint take hold, her hand now fixed against the outside of her thigh, unable to move more than an inch or two apart.

Luisa moved to the other side and did the same, taking a little more care this time, checking the fit, adjusting the strap. When she was done she sat back on her heels and looked at Amy. Amy saw the moment it hit her, the realisation of what she’d just done, of Amy lying there with her hands pinned and completely at Luisa’s mercy.

“Oh,” Luisa said quietly, almost to herself. Then, with a slow grin spreading across her face, “This is… wow.”

“Good wow?”

“Very good wow.” Luisa ran a single finger lightly down Amy’s stomach and Amy’s muscles clenched involuntarily. “You look incredible like this.” Her finger trailed lower, drifting across Amy’s hip, down the inside of her thigh, deliberately avoiding between her legs. Amy shifted her hips instinctively, trying to guide Luisa’s hand, but the restraints held her in place and all she managed was a frustrated sigh that made Luisa laugh.

“No, no,” Luisa said, growing visibly in confidence. “You did this to me for ages earlier. You made me wait. I think it’s only fair.”

“I was afraid you’d say that.”

Luisa leaned down and kissed Amy, slow and deep, one hand in Amy’s hair while the other continued its maddening, feather-light exploration of everywhere except where Amy needed it. Amy kissed her back hard, the kiss the only thing she could remotely control, pouring her frustration into it, but Luisa just smiled against her lips and kissed her exactly how she wanted to.

When Luisa broke the kiss and started moving her mouth down Amy’s neck, Amy let her head fall back against the pillow. Luisa’s lips traced along her collarbone, down to her breast, her tongue circling Amy’s nipple so slowly, clearly, deliciously deliberate. Amy’s back arched and she pulled at the restraints without thinking, her hands straining against the cuffs, getting nowhere. Having her arms by her side like this felt so intense, more than above her head and behind her back… there was something about being helpless in this pose in particular that was doing something incredible to her.

“These are good,” Luisa murmured, lifting her lips from Amy’s skin. “I'm glad we bought them.”

She spent what felt like an eternity on Amy’s breasts, alternating between her mouth and her fingers, sometimes gentle and sometimes firmer, occasionally grazing her teeth and making Amy gasp. All the while her other hand roamed Amy’s body, her stomach, her hips, the inside of her thighs, getting close but never close enough. Amy could feel herself getting more desperate, her body straining towards every touch.

“Luisa…” Amy gasped.

“Mmm?” Luisa’s mouth was still on her breast, her tone innocent.

“Please…”

“Please what?” Luisa looked up at her with wide eyes that were entirely, transparently fake in their innocence. “I’m just taking my time. Just like you did earlier, remember?”

Amy let out an exasperated groan that was halfway between frustration and laughter. “I’m regretting that now.”

Luisa grinned and kissed her way lower, down Amy’s stomach, taking her time over every inch, her lips and tongue making Amy’s muscles jump. When she reached the point where Amy’s hip met her thigh, she paused, her breath warm against Amy’s skin, so close to where Amy was desperate for her to be.

Then she moved to the other hip and started again.

“You’re evil,” Amy gasped.

“Just keeping my promise from earlier.” Luisa’s fingers finally, finally brushed between Amy’s legs, the lightest possible touch, barely there, and Amy’s whole body responded, a jolt running through her. But Luisa’s fingers were already gone, trailing back up Amy’s thigh, and Amy actually whimpered.

Luisa’s eyes widened. “Was that a whimper? From my gorgeous Amy?”

“Shut up and touch me.”

“Not yet.” Luisa was fully in her stride now, the nervousness gone, replaced by something much more playful. She settled between Amy’s spread legs and lowered her mouth to the inside of Amy’s thigh, kissing along her skin, getting closer and closer to where Amy was aching for her. Amy could feel Luisa’s breath, warm and maddeningly near, and she tried to shift her hips but couldn’t get close enough.

When Luisa’s tongue finally made contact, a single, slow stroke, Amy cried out, her hands clenched against her thighs. It felt incredible, the relief of being touched after all that teasing, and Luisa seemed to sense it because she kept going, her tongue moving with a gentle, unhurried rhythm that started to build Amy toward something that felt like it was going to be massive.

Amy could feel it coming, feel the tension coiling deep inside, her breathing getting faster, her moans coming closer together. She was so close, right on the edge, and then Luisa stopped. Just stopped. She lifted her head and looked at Amy with a smile, her lips glistening with what Amy knew was her own arousal.

“No!” Amy gasped. “Don’t stop… I was right there…”

“I know,” Luisa said, sounding enormously pleased with herself. “That’s the point, isn’t it?”

Amy let her head fall back against the pillow, panting, her whole body thrumming with unreleased tension. She could feel the frustrated energy in every muscle, her hands straining uselessly against the cuffs, her legs parted and unable to do a thing about it.

Luisa gave her maybe thirty seconds, kissing the inside of her thighs, her stomach, letting Amy’s breathing slow just enough, and then her tongue was back, finding exactly the right spot, the right pressure, and Amy felt herself climbing again almost immediately, faster this time because her body was already primed, and it built and built and she was so close, she was right there, and Luisa stopped again.

“Fuck…” Amy moaned, and Luisa laughed. Actually laughed. Amy realised that Luisa was genuinely enjoying this, finding real pleasure in the power of it, in watching Amy helpless under her control.

The third time Luisa brought her close it was with her fingers, slipping two inside while her thumb worked in slow circles, and Amy could feel herself clenching around Luisa’s fingers, could feel every nerve ending firing, the orgasm building like a wave and then Luisa’s hand slowed, slowed, stopped, her fingers still inside Amy but motionless, and Amy heard herself make a desperate sound.

“Please, Luisa, please…” The words came out desperate. “I need to cum… please let me cum…”

“Hmm,” Luisa said thoughtfully, as if she was genuinely giving it consideration. “Not yet, I think.” She started to move her fingers again, slowly, barely moving, just enough to keep Amy suspended in that agonising state between almost and not quite.

“Talk to me,” Amy gasped, reaching for anything that might push her over the edge. “In Spanish. Please. Talk to me in Spanish.”

Luisa’s eyes lit up at that. She leaned close to Amy’s ear, her fingers still moving with torturous slowness, and whispered, “Te gusta cuando te hago esto?” She kissed Amy’s neck. “Quieres más?”

“Yes… whatever you just said, yes…”

“I asked if you like it when I do this to you,” Luisa murmured, her fingers curling slightly. “And if you want more.” Another kiss on Amy’s neck. “Eres tan hermosa así… completamente mía…” Her fingers curled deeper inside Amy and Amy’s back arched, straining against the restraints.

“What was that?” Amy gasped.

“I said you’re so beautiful like this. Completely mine.” Luisa’s lips brushed Amy’s ear. “Quieres que te deje acabar?”

“What does that mean?” Amy panted.

Luisa pulled back to look at her, smiling. “I asked if you want me to let you finish.”

“God, yes. Please.”

“Then ask me. In Spanish.”

“I don’t speak Spanish!”

“I’ll teach you.” Luisa’s fingers were still moving, impossibly slow, keeping Amy right on the edge. “Say: por favor.”

“Por favor…” Amy managed to gasp before a tremor ran through her and she moaned.

“Good. Now say: déjame acabar.”

“Déjame…” Amy tried, but another moan cut through the words as Luisa’s thumb pressed harder. “Déjame acabar…”

“Close. Your accent is terrible.” Luisa grinned. “Again. Déjame acabar.”

“Déjame acabar… please, Luisa, déjame acabar…”

“Better. One more time, properly.”

“Déjame acabar!” Amy was almost shouting it now, pulling at the restraints.

Luisa looked at her for a moment, her expression shifting from playful to something altogether more carnal. “Bueno,” she whispered. “Since you asked so nicely…”

Her mouth went back between Amy’s legs and her fingers found their rhythm again, faster now, and Amy felt the wave that had been held back for so long start to build with terrifying speed, and Luisa wasn’t teasing any more, she was focused, purposeful, her tongue and fingers working together, and Amy could feel it coming, unstoppable this time, a freight train of an orgasm bearing down on her.

“Don’t stop… don’t stop… don’t stop…” Amy repeated breathlessly, and Luisa didn’t, she kept going, kept the pressure and the pace exactly where it needed to be, and Amy felt her body start to shake, felt her thighs trembling against the restraints, felt every muscle in her body tensing, and then it broke, it crashed through her, and she screamed, actually screamed, her back arching so hard the restraints bit into her thighs, her hands clenching and unclenching, unable to move, wave after wave after wave rolling through her while Luisa held on, her mouth still on Amy, her fingers still inside, drawing it out and out and out until Amy thought she couldn’t take any more.

Finally Luisa slowed her fingers, eased off the pressure with her tongue, letting Amy come down from the heights.

“Oh my God…” Amy whispered when she could speak. “Oh my God, Luisa… what you do to me…”

Luisa crawled up the bed and lay down next to her, stroking Amy’s hair, kissing her forehead and her cheeks. “Was that ok?” she whispered, and Amy could hear the need to know she’d done it right.

“I don’t think there’s a word for how good that was.” Her heart was still hammering in her chest and her whole body felt like it had been hooked up to the mains electricity, in a very good way.

“Increíble?” Luisa offered.

“That’ll do.” Amy closed her eyes, enjoying the delicious feeling of a little aftershock of pleasure rolling through. “I think you’ve finished me off.”

Luisa stroked Amy’s hair and kissed her forehead. “We’ll see about that,” she said simply.

They lay like that for a few minutes, Amy still restrained and helpless, Luisa’s hand caressing Amy’s face, Amy’s breathing and heart rate slowly returning to normal. Then Luisa reached over and unfastened the thigh restraints, one side then the other, and Amy stretched her legs out with a sigh of relief, her muscles stiff from being held in position.

“Better?” Luisa asked.

“Much. Come here.” Amy pulled Luisa in for a long, slow kiss, tasting herself on Luisa’s lips and tongue. When they broke apart Amy said, “You’re a natural at that, you know that?”

Luisa blushed. “Beginner’s luck.” She paused, running her finger along Amy’s collarbone. “I’m not done with you yet though.”

“No?”

“No.” Luisa sat up and reached for the handcuffs. “Give me your hands.”

“I… seriously, I don’t think I can do any more. My body…”

“You asked me to trust you earlier,” Luisa interrupted. “Now, trust me.”

Amy held her wrists out and Luisa fastened the cuffs, clipping them together so that Amy’s hands were bound in front of her. Then, with a gentle push, Luisa lifted Amy’s arms up above her head, resting on the pillow.

“Keep them there,” Luisa said, and there was something in her voice, a commanding tone that Amy hadn’t heard from her before and made Amy want to obey. “If you move them, I stop. Understood?”

Amy nodded, her bound wrists resting on the pillow above her, and watched as Luisa went and got the vibrator. She turned it on, the low hum filling the quiet room, and held it up for Amy to see.

“Have you used one of these on someone before?” Amy asked.

“No. But I’ve used one on myself plenty of times.” She grinned. “So I figure I know the general idea.” Luisa smiled as she settled back between Amy’s legs. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

She pressed the vibrator gently against Amy’s inner thigh and Amy twitched at the sensation, the vibration travelling through her skin. Luisa moved it slowly, tracing along Amy’s thigh, up across her hip, down the other thigh, teasing Amy with it.

When she finally pressed it between Amy’s legs, lightly, Amy’s hips bucked and she let out a moan that came from a place deep down inside. Luisa adjusted the angle, watching Amy’s face to see how she reacted.

“There?” Luisa asked.

“A little higher… yes, there, right there…”

Luisa held it there and lowered her mouth to Amy’s breast, and the combination was unbelievable… she could, impossibly, feel it building again.

“Luisa… I can’t, there’s no way I can climax again so soon…”

Luisa lifted her head and looked at Amy with that calm, growing confidence. “Trust me.”

She lowered her mouth back to Amy’s breast and started to move the vibrator in slow circles, varying the pressure. Amy’s hands gripped each other above her head, her knuckles white, keeping her arms where they were simply because Luisa had told her to and somehow that made everything that much more intense.

“Quiero que te corras para mí,” Luisa whispered. “Otra vez.” She glanced up at Amy. “I want you to cum for me. Again.” Those words were almost enough on their own.

Luisa slipped the vibrator down and inside Amy, her mouth taking over and her tongue doing what Amy knew it could do so very well. The dual sensation was insane, and Amy knew, impossibly, that she was right on the edge again, her climax approach too fast to stop, and Luisa was, it seemed, done with teasing her as she didn’t stop, didn’t pull back, just kept going until Amy came with a shuddering, gasping, body tensing climax that left her breathless and shaking, calling out Luisa’s name amongst the moans and gasps that she couldn’t help making.

Luisa turned off the vibrator and gently withdrew it, then moved up to lie beside Amy, pulling her close, leaving Amy’s hands bound between them. They lay like that for a long time, Amy’s face buried in Luisa’s neck, her body still trembling with aftershocks, Luisa’s hand stroking her back in slow, soothing circles.

“You ok?” Luisa whispered.

“More than ok.” Amy lifted her head and kissed Luisa softly. “You’re amazing. Truly.”

Luisa smiled, and Amy could see the pride there, the satisfaction of realising that even though she was new at this she was good at it.

“I liked doing that to you,” Luisa said. “I liked watching you helpless and losing control.”

“Not many people have seen me like that.”

“I know. That makes it special.”

Amy kissed her again, then said, “Are you going to untie my hands?”

Luisa looked at Amy’s bound wrists, then back at Amy’s face, a wicked expression settling on her face.

“Why would I do that when we’re not finished yet?”


Declaring
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Luisa climbed off the bed and returned with the larger of the two strap-ons, tightening the harness around her. She lay down next to Amy and started to kiss her again and Amy kissed her back.

“Can you take the cuffs off?” Amy whispered.

“I think I can,” Luisa replied with a grin. She unfastened them and threw them to one side, and Amy immediately wrapped her arms around Luisa, pulling her close, holding her, her lips on Luisa’s again. Luisa let out a little squeal of surprise and then kissed her back even harder. Amy’s hand moved to Luisa’s ass and pulled her towards her while she parted her legs, inviting Luisa to slide into her while they were still side on. Shifting position slightly Luisa did precisely that and they kept on kissing while Luisa started to move her hips, Amy moving hers in time too. She couldn’t quite believe she was ready for more, but it was as if what Luisa had just done to her had simply primed her body to want and need more.

Pausing for a moment, Amy reached down and turned on the bullet still sat in the harness, determined that Luisa would enjoy this as much as she would. Luisa smiled gratefully and kissed Amy again before they resumed their rhythm. Luisa set a slow pace and Amy was happy with that, glad that they’d both already orgasmed several times that night so there was no longer the desperation to reach the peak that there had been earlier, keen to enjoy this as much as possible.

As they both moved against each other Amy could feel it starting to slowly build again, and could tell from Luisa’s reaction that she felt the same. They continued kissing, and Amy felt Luisa’s hand slide over her ass and legs, pulling Amy onto her with each thrust.

Luisa’s breathing grew faster, and she suddenly pushed towards Amy, rolling Amy onto her back, before settling on top of Amy in the missionary position. Pushing up on her arms, Luisa leaned up and smiled down at Amy, out of breath, moaning slightly, while she started to thrust harder. Amy wrapped her legs around, her feet resting on Luisa’s ass, and reached her arms to Luisa’s back to pull her down close again.

As her thrusting grew more frantic, Amy could tell that Luisa was getting close because she started to talk to Amy in a mix of Spanish and English while one of her hands grabbed the bed frame for support. Between moans she was whispering, “So good… hold me…” and more like that, until as she started to climax, and Amy’s orgasm started to rock through her too, gentler than earlier but still amazing, Luisa said quietly between moans, “Te deseo… te amo… estoy loca por ti…” Then after a pause as her climax subsided, she rested on Amy, kissing her cheek and her neck again and again, a cascade of kisses, then back to her mouth, whispering, “Te amo… te amo…”.

After a few breathless minutes Luisa rolled onto her back and Amy propped herself up on an elbow, trailing her hand across Luisa’s body. “You’re a fast learner with that,” she teased, reaching her hand down to touch the strap-on.

Luisa smiled contentedly and replied, “I don’t know how we slept together before without that. It was very good.” She paused, then said, “I’ll be back soon,” as she headed to the bathroom.

Amy climbed under the sheets and lay back against the pillows, thinking about what Luisa had been whispering towards the end. She thought that she knew what ‘te amo’ meant even though her Spanish was bad, the consequence of a running joke on a holiday with friends in Ibiza when she was younger to do with a Spanish life guard who’d taken quite a liking to one of Amy’s friends and had said it to her a few times too many.

Reaching for her phone she checked that she was right, and then looked up the appropriate response before putting her phone down when she heard Luisa coming back out. She climbed into bed next to Amy.

As they lay facing each other, Amy said quietly, “What were you saying in Spanish to me just then?”

“Oh, just odd things, nothing that really made sense.” Amy could see from the way that Luisa broke eye contact that there was more to it than that.

Trying again, Amy asked, “What does te amo mean?”

Blushing but looking back into Amy’s eyes, Luisa replied, “Sort of I want you I guess, I don’t think there’s a direct translation. It was nothing.”

Amy lay looking into Luisa’s eyes for a long few moments, conscious that this could be a huge moment in their relationship. She’d never got to this point so quickly with anyone before, but with Luisa it just felt right. Their bond, their compatibility, everything, she had a depth of feeling for Luisa that she almost couldn’t describe. This was no holiday fling, this was the real deal.

“It’s ok if it was something,” Amy said quietly. “If there was something you were telling me. I felt like there was something you wanted to tell me when we were walking home earlier too.”

Luisa looked into Amy’s eyes uncertainly, clearly torn between saying something and being cautious.

“I… I don’t want to spoil our fun. I couldn’t bear getting this wrong and scaring you away. This is great as it is. I shouldn’t have said anything, I didn’t know what I was saying.”

Amy lifted one of Luisa’s hands to her lips and gave it a gentle kiss. “I know what te amo means,” she said.

Luisa’s eyes widened and her blush returned, but she stayed silent.

“Luisa… yo tambien te amo,” Amy continued haltingly, before stopping to see her reaction.

Smiling shyly, Luisa replied, “The one bit of Spanish you know…”

“I looked it up. But I mean it.” Amy smiled, pouring all of her affection into it. This was a special moment and she knew she’d remember it for the rest of her life. “I love you. I’m so happy to have met you. I don’t even mind if you’re not ready to say it yet, but I am. I’ve never met anyone like you. It feels so fast to be saying it, but I know it’s true.”

Luisa looked at her for a few moments, seemingly trying to work out if she was joking, and then leaned forward to kiss Amy’s cheek, moving on to her neck, before she whispered into Amy’s ear the words that Amy wanted to hear more than anything else in the world, “Te amo… I love you too.”
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Sarah glanced around the wine bar, checking for the fifth time that it was right for what she had planned. Busy without being too busy, a table that was private enough to talk without feeling visible or being overheard, the early autumn sunset streaming in through the tall windows at the front… perfect, or at least it would have been if the situation itself was not very far from being perfect.

It had been three weeks now since Sarah had gone to Amy’s flat and made her commitment and tonight she was meeting Joanna, the last of her other four mentees, to say the same thing she’d said three times already.

So far, reactions had been mixed… Rebecca had been the best. She’d laughed and said she’d happily keep sleeping with Sarah whether there was mentoring or not, thank you very much. She’d been the first that Sarah had spoken to and that had given her a false hope that it would be easy.

Now, she knew otherwise.

The other two, Klara and Alice, Sarah didn’t want to revisit them. Their reactions had shocked Sarah to her core. She’d always assumed that they were as into the physical side as Sarah had been, but now she knew otherwise. Anger, frustration, those had been the reactions and had brought home to Sarah the point that Amy had made… that Sarah had taken advantage of the power imbalance, and had had an adverse impact on the other parts of their lives. She felt ashamed not to have realised it before, but at least she knew now and she was determined to atone to both women as much as she could.

Now, it was Joanna’s turn… the last of the four, she’d been on holiday for a fortnight so this was the first chance they’d had to talk. Sarah crossed her fingers and prayed that this would be one of the good conversations rather than one of the bad.

***

While she waited, Sarah’s mind turned to Amy and the rest of their conversation that Wednesday afternoon three weeks before in Amy’s flat, right before Amy had flown to LA.

Talking to her mentees was the easy part. Amy’s challenge to her, to explain what a future for them might look like, that had been so much harder, so much so that she’d been unable to describe it last time she saw her.

She’d been struggling with it for the weeks since, right up until the weekend just gone when Hugo had suggested a last minute weekend away as a family. The twins’ school had a few days off for staff training and, pushing the boundaries of school attendance a little, they’d booked a last minute long weekend in the sun, swapping the early Autumn weather of England for the still blistering heat of Dubai.

It was an extravagance, without a doubt, but it had been hard earned and the twins in particular had absolutely loved it, a hotel with a lavish buffet breakfast and dinner every day and its own water park… what wasn’t to love for a pair of six-year-olds?

There’d been a moment, on Sunday at the water park, watching Hugo waist deep in the pool with a twin under each arm, all three laughing so hard that they looked like they were struggling for breath, that Sarah had had two realisations… both of which had hit home hard.

The first was that her children mattered more than anything else in her life, more than her career, more than Amy, more than her own desires. Nothing, absolutely nothing, could compromise that.

And second… she realised that her and Hugo were performing a marriage for the twins’ benefit, and had been for longer than she wanted to admit. He was a good man, a wonderful father, and he deserved better than a wife who was going through the motions for him.

Neither realisation changed the holiday, and neither changed how she kept performing the marriage with Hugo… that night, when the children were asleep, they’d done what they always did and, despite the fact that she knew she was into women, she’d enjoyed the attention he lavished on her. Not as much as if it had been a woman, granted, but still, she’d appreciated it.

On the flight home on Monday afternoon, as the twins watched their third Disney movie, she’d understood the shape of her plan. It wasn’t a plan to enact immediately, not rashly, not until there was something solid to go towards, but she could see now what leaving would look like. Spend more time back out west, close to the school and their current house, close enough that the children’s lives wouldn’t be upended. Let Hugo keep the house that he loved so much, downgrade the London flat and buy another home for her nearby, make it amicable… two lovers who’d become just good friends, putting the children first and co-parenting still as much as possible.

The day-to-day would be different. She’d have to revise the career trajectory as less time in London would mean that while she could still do what she did she wouldn’t be able to chase promotions… it would be an acceptance of her career flatlining, a necessary compromise because she’d be present more. Actually be there, for school runs and bedtime and all of the things she currently missed. It would mean a different life, less future money, less future status, and it would mean whoever she was with accepting that her geography was determined by her children, that London wouldn’t be the centre of things. She thought about Amy, about whether a twenty-eight-year-old building her own career could want that kind of life, spending weekends out of London, and she honestly didn’t know.

But it was how it would look, because her and Hugo only worked at the moment because they were both making sacrifices for their marriage and, without the marriage, they would both need to do more of what the other currently gave.

Amy… would that appeal?

Sarah honestly didn’t know, but then in reality this was about more than Amy. This was about anyone, about if Sarah ended up in a serious, long term relationship with another woman. She’d like it to be with Amy, God would that be good, but Sarah hadn’t got to where she was without a healthy dose of both pragmatism and scepticism.

Over the three weeks since they’d last seen each other they’d kept in contact, of course, and not just professionally. The messages had been cautious at first, inevitably after what had happened between them and the blunt conversations they’d shared, but as the three weeks had gone on it had got warmer. What that said about Amy’s other situation with Luisa Sarah wouldn’t dare to guess, but what she did know was that Amy seemed as excited as Sarah that they had an evening together planned for next Wednesday, one where they could talk and, Sarah hoped, do more than talk afterwards… it would be a month by then since James had walked in on them in bed together, and Sarah was desperate to do more than simply talk to Amy.

As far as she was concerned they had lost time to make up for.

***

Sarah saw Joanna come through the door and, after a moment scanning the room, see her and walk over to the table. She’d come straight from work and had the slightly wrung out look of someone who’d come back from a fortnight away to realise that no one had quite covered her work in the way she’d hoped. Sarah stood and they hugged briefly before sitting down.

“How was your holiday?”

“Good. Portugal. I needed it.” Joanna gratefully accepted as Sarah poured her a glass of wine. “I need this too.”

“Loving being back?”

“Don’t even go there…” Joanna replied, but her smile said she was relaxing already.

They chatted about Portugal for a while, then Sarah talked about Dubai, but after that Joanna leaned forward and looked intently at Sarah. “You mentioned in your message that you wanted to talk to me about something?”

Sarah nodded slowly, marshalling her thoughts. Fourth time it turned out was no easier than the first. “I wanted to talk about mentoring. Specifically… I need to change how things work between us.”

Joanna’s posture had stiffened a little, but she played it cool. “I’m listening.”

“We can keep the career side exactly the same. But… the other side of it, I need you to know that there’s no obligation. Not anymore.”

Joanna’s expression shifted. “The obligation?”

“The expectation. The idea that,” Sarah lowered her voice, “sleeping together is part of the deal. I want to take that off the table as a condition.” Sarah paused. “If you want to keep seeing me like that, purely because you enjoy it and for no other reason, then that’s your choice and I’d be happy to. But it can’t be tied to the mentoring any more. I’ve realised it’s not right.”

Joanna was quiet for a long moment. She took a sip of her wine then put the glass down carefully, her gaze never leaving Sarah.

“So you’re not ending things, you’re just… restructuring them?”

“I suppose so, yes.”

“And if I said I wanted to keep sleeping with you, nothing would change with the mentoring? You wouldn’t treat me differently? I wouldn’t get better opportunities at work?”

“Not at all. The mentoring is based on your talent, Joanna. It always has been.”

Joanna scoffed, and Sarah’s heart sank. “Bullshit.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Bullshit. Both of us always knew the deal. You mentor me because you know I’m good and you can help me with a little nudge here or there, but you’d never have mentored me if I didn’t let you fuck me.”

Sarah took a conciliatory tone. “Yes. And that was wrong.”

Another long silence. Sarah could see Joanna processing, her expression shifting, and then settling on something that surprised Sarah… not relief, not anger, but more like a deep weariness.

“I don’t want to keep sleeping with you. I never wanted to sleep with you.” Joanna shook her head. “Sarah, I’m straight, I’ve always been straight. It was…” She shrugged. “I guess kind of cool in a ‘tick off a life experience’ sort of way at first, but…” Joanna shrugged. “It was transactional. It was something I did because the career benefits were worth it, and because you made it feel like it was just part of the package. But I never wanted it for its own sake.”

Sarah forced herself to sit and listen calmly, even as the words hit like a slap to the face. She’d assumed… God, she’d assumed so much. She’d told herself that her mentees enjoyed the arrangement, that the attraction was mutual, that the sex was a thrilling bonus for them rather than a cost. And here was Joanna, calmly telling her that she’d been enduring it, just like Klara and Alice before.

“I didn’t… I’m sorry, I didn’t know that,” Sarah said.

“I know you didn’t. You never asked.” Joanna’s voice wasn’t angry, just tired. “And honestly, I wouldn’t have told you if you had. Because what would have happened? You’d have ended the mentoring, and I needed the mentoring. So I kept showing up when you told me, let you tie me up and I kept doing what was expected. I told myself it was a fair trade.”

Amy’s voice echoed in Sarah’s head. Would any of those women have slept with you without the leverage of your mentoring?

“There’s something else,” Joanna said, and Sarah could see that she wasn’t holding back now, that it was all flooding out. “You’ve cost me two relationships over this. Two good men, Sarah. I couldn’t juggle either of them with this and I had to choose between seeing you for my career or seeing them.” She shook her head. “What a waste.”

“I’m so sorry, Joanna. I genuinely didn’t…”

“I know. And I’m not telling you this to make you feel guilty. I’m telling you because you need to know. You’re saying this to all your mentees?”

“Yes.”

Joanna took another long drink of her wine. “Good. Whatever made you see this… good.” Joanna seemed to gather herself, straightening in her chair. “The mentoring, I’d like to continue. You’ve been genuinely brilliant for my career and I don’t want to throw that away. But the rest of it… I’d like to just be colleagues who respect each other. Can we do that?”

“Absolutely. Yes.”

“Ok then.” Joanna finished her wine in one long drink and reached for her bag. “I need to go. Early start and… one of those two guys, I’m going to see if he wants to meet for a drink.” She stood, then paused, looking down at Sarah. “For what it’s worth, I don’t think you’re a bad person. I think you’ve simply slipped into the trap of convincing yourself that what worked for you worked for everyone. It didn’t, but the fact that you’re fixing it now counts for something.”

She looked down, and seemed on the verge of saying something more. Then she turned and was gone.

Sarah sat there alone, half a bottle of wine left, with just her thoughts for company.


Luisa
Mid-Atlantic


The faint hum of the engines provided the soundtrack for Luisa as she leaned back in the wide leather seat, her bare feet nestling into the soft wool of the blanket the flight attendant had given her.

It wasn't her first time flying business class but it was her first time doing it long haul and Luisa reckoned that she could get used to this. She turned her head slightly and watched Amy next to her, bathed in the soft overhead light, reading something on her tablet, a faint smile playing on her lips.

Luisa’s stomach fluttered as there was a small jolt, a one off, nothing major, just a little turbulence. But, Luisa thought, it had been there before, every time she thought about Amy.

For a moment she just studied her. Amy’s brown hair was tied back loosely, as it often was when she wanted to look casual but somehow ended up stunning anyway. She was dressed down in yoga leggings and a hoodie, but there was an elegance and comfortable self-possession about her even like that… legs folded under her, eyes focused, occasionally chewing on her lower lip as she read.

Luisa’s fingers itched to reach out, to trace that jawline, to touch those lips. God, she was in love. Stupidly, breathlessly in love.

And it scared the hell out of her.

Amy glanced over then, as if sensing the attention. Their eyes met, and the smile Amy gave her was soft, warm… intimate. The smile of someone who loved her too.

“You’re staring,” Amy said, sliding one earbud out. Her voice was quiet, for Luisa alone.

“Can’t help it,” Luisa replied, smiling back.

Amy’s smile widened just a little to almost a grin. “That makes two of us.”

Luisa laughed quietly, trying not to draw attention to them. Their flight was nearly empty, a mid-week flight from LA to London, and there were only six other passengers in the business class cabin, all of whom seemed to be asleep. The lights were dimmed and, if they were sensible, Amy and Luisa should be getting some sleep too.

They’d got a pair of seats next to each other, designed for couples travelling together, and with the divider down they were as good as sat in one giant seat, the perfect arrangement for them.

Amy reached out under the blanket between them and squeezed Luisa’s knee, and Luisa’s heart jumped. Amy just seemed to be able to do that to her, like there was a switch but only Amy knew where it was.

They’d been as good as inseparable for three weeks in LA. Days spent over the weekends swimming, hiking, laughing at nothing. Nights spent out and then tangled together, mouths, hands, bodies hungry and sated, and hungry again. The only thing that had come between them was work.

They’d told each other that they were in love, and they meant it. At least Luisa knew that she did… she loved Amy like she’d never loved anyone before.

But there was an undercurrent. Something unspoken. Something about this not being real life, a worry for Luisa that she was Amy’s holiday fling, her rebound from splitting with her boyfriend, one of several alongside this person Sarah that she knew Amy had been seeing but rarely talked about and God knew who else.

Except Luisa wanted it to be real, with every fibre of her being.

Amy squeezed her knee again. “I can hear you thinking.”

“You cannot.”

“Wanna bet?”

“Ok, what am I thinking?” Let’s play a little game, Luisa thought.

“You’re thinking how devastatingly sexy I am.” Amy laughed. “That and how much you’re looking forward to the London weather.”

“One out of two…. not bad.”

“What did I get wrong?”

Luisa leaned closer. “Come here.”

Amy’s brow furrowed, but she leaned closer, their heads nearly touching.

“What?” Amy whispered, smiling but wary.

“The lavatory,” Luisa whispered back, feeling wicked and reckless and loving it. “The big one at the front. Five minutes.”

Amy’s smile took on a hungry edge. “You’re serious?”

Luisa shrugged, feigning nonchalance. “Totally serious.”

“This is crazy,” Amy whispered with a quick kiss on Luisa’s cheek, but she was already unfastening her seatbelt. “If we get arrested…”

Luisa sat there for a moment longer after Amy left, letting the tension build. She knew how to make an entrance. After three minutes by her watch, no four, to make Amy wait she rose, stretching casually as if she were going for a walk. No one paid her any attention as she strolled towards the front of the cabin. The door opened almost instantly when she knocked, and Amy pulled her in by the front of her hoodie. The door clicked shut behind them and Amy locked it.

Luisa pushed Amy back against the wall, her hands already sliding under Amy’s hoodie, cold fingers meeting hot skin. Amy’s breath caught.

“You’re going to get me in trouble,” Amy said quietly, grabbing Luisa’s hips.

“It takes two,” Luisa said, and kissed her.

It was messy, desperate. Luisa didn’t care. Her hands found Amy’s breasts, pushing her bra up, her fingers teasing her nipples until she felt Amy moan into her mouth. Amy’s own hands had found Luisa’s rear and were squeezing hard.

“This was your idea,” Amy whispered against her ear. “You’d better not half finish it.”

Luisa laughed. “Shut up.”

And then she was on her knees, Amy’s yoga leggings and underwear tugged down just enough.

They were quick, but not quiet. As she got close, Luisa took hold of Amy's hand and held it against Amy's mouth, Amy moaning hard into it as her climax rolled through her, Amy's other hand in Luisa's hair, pulling her closer.

After a few moments, Amy helped her up and wiped Luisa's mouth clean of her arousal. She kissed her slowly and passionately. “You're amazing,” Amy whispered.

Luisa shrugged and grinned. “I know.” She kissed Luisa again before she could say anything more.

When they finally left the bathroom they surprised one of the flight attendants who was passing. She flashed them a knowing grin before going back to her work.

The two women settled back in their seats, half reclined, cuddled up to each other as far as the seatbelts would allow, but after a few minutes got a surprise… the same flight attendant leaning over them.

Worried they were in trouble, Luisa relaxed when the flight attendant set down two glasses of champagne.

“Oh, we didn’t order these,” Amy said.

“You didn’t need to.” The flight attendant winked. “But I figured you’d want them.”

Luisa felt herself blushing, and she saw Amy going bright red too before they both dissolved into a fit of the giggles.

***

Several hours later Luisa lay awake, the lights still dimmed, everyone else in the cabin asleep. Looking to her side she could see Amy deep asleep herself, her chest rising and falling slowly.

As she so often did when she couldn’t sleep, she let her mind wander… and right then the only thing she could think about was Amy, and what their future held.

She loved Amy, without a doubt, and she could tell that when Amy told her she loved her too that she meant it. But… there were so many obstacles, so many things that could get in the way.

Distance, first of all. They lived five thousand miles apart and while so far they'd made it work to see each other, thanks to Amy and her two business trips, Luisa knew it could start to take its toll. This photoshoot she was on her way to in Italy helped, giving Luisa the excuse to stop off in London going there and coming back, and she would gladly do more work in Europe, but Luisa was enough of a realist to know that at some point they’d hit a period where travel wasn’t possible and one or both of them would have to make a hard, even life changing, decision. That was a way off yet, of course, but it was there.

Beyond distance, there were the other people and what they had and hadn’t defined their relationship to be. When they’d started out Amy had been with her boyfriend and so, in desperation for it not to end, when they parted at the airport Luisa had suggested an open relationship and Amy had jumped at it.

That was good, necessary, but it worried Luisa regardless… because if she was being brutal when she’d first slept with Amy, Amy was already having a lesbian affair with her colleague, this woman Sarah, behind her boyfriend’s back. Not exactly a recipe for a long and healthy relationship built on an easy foundation of trust when put like that, particularly at long distance.

For her part Luisa had her whatever-it-was with Julian to consider, and openness worked well there because her and Julian wasn’t something that she wanted to end unless it got to a point where she could really see that her and Amy were truly committing their futures to each other.

And then, of course, there was Bel… she could cut out the casual flings with other models, no problem. But Bel, she was different. What there was between them was different. Hard to define, maybe even impossible, but it was there.

Bel was Luisa’s kryptonite, the one person she could never say no to.

It was always the same with Bel… inevitable, electric, beyond her power to resist. They never planned their encounters, they simply occurred whenever their paths crossed on shoots, an unspoken certainty as reliable and inevitable as gravity. It could be next week or next year before they found themselves in the same location again, but Luisa knew with absolute certainty that when they did, she would end up in Bel's bed.

How could Luisa even start to explain it to Amy when Luisa couldn’t define it to herself? That Bel wasn't simply an ex or an occasional lover, not really a friend either, but a constant… a colleague even who simply understood Luisa and who Luisa understood in return. That their encounters weren't planned but inevitable, a gravitational pull Luisa had never been able to resist and, honestly, had never wanted to. That between encounters there was nothing, it was as if Bel disappeared, only to reappear whenever they were next booked together for work.

Luisa was, if she was honest, terrified of telling Amy about Bel and about her love life in general… terrified of what Amy would think if she knew that Luisa hadn’t had a serious relationship since she was eighteen. How could she explain the cold-eyed pragmatism that had occasionally led her to powerful industry figures, usually men, whose favour could accelerate her career? Or the casual hook-ups where she never had any intention of anything coming from them?

The self-admission felt humiliating that she, at twenty-six, had no idea how to be in a relationship that didn’t bring some sort of professional advantage, and that she was terrified of her inadequacy in something where most people had been gaining experience since adolescence.

Telling Amy that she loved her should have been a moment of pure joy… the first person in her life that she could honestly say, hand on heart, that she was truly in love with. There’d been joy, yes, but also it had triggered a cascade of anxiety in Luisa. Amy was choosing her, had finished with her boyfriend James, was creating space in her life where Luisa would be central rather than peripheral. She wanted it so badly that the fear of it not working out left her terrified.

Just at that moment, Amy’s fingers curled around Luisa's under the blanket as she turned in her sleep, warm and sure, and Luisa squeezed back. Luisa was acutely aware of the emotion that she felt at Amy’s touch, and how vulnerable it left her feeling.

She was, she knew, deeply confused. Not about her love for Amy, no, but everything else… whether an open relationship was a good idea, how to love Amy, when and if to tell her about the complexities of Bel and Julian, not to mention whether to ask about her thing with Sarah.

Luisa had to wrestle with it all, and she would, but for now she pushed it down because they were on their way to London, and Luisa was about to experience Amy’s life for the first time, and that was more than enough without adding everything else on top.


Amy
London


Amy looked up at the house and tried, in the gathering dark, with the rain threatening to fall again, to hide her slight grimace. It wasn't that she wasn't looking forward to moving into Naomi's house share, not really, but after the long flight from LA what she would have ideally liked was to be back at her old flat, the one she'd lived in for years, with all her things, with privacy, with everything set up just as she liked it.

She'd have loved to show it to Luisa, watch the expression on Luisa's face as she admired some of the furniture, or the décor, or anything. She'd have loved that.

But they weren't there, they were here. Part of the deal struck with James before she flew to LA was that he'd stay in the flat, at least for the six months where they were nominally in a trial separation... in reality it was over between them, Amy knew that and so did he, but they had to go through the motions regardless.

She turned to Luisa and gave her hand a little squeeze. "We're here," she said with a smile that she suspected betrayed her thoughts.

The taxi driver put the last of their bags on the pavement and left. Amy could see some lights on in the house through the large sash windows.

"You ready to meet one of my best friends?" Amy asked.

Luisa smiled reassuringly. "Better... I'm excited to."

Amy smiled back and stepped up, about to ring the doorbell, when the front door opened on its own, a voice called out, "Amy!" and she found herself enveloped in a big hug.

Luisa stood patiently, and Naomi said, "And you must be Luisa," before wrapping her up in a big hug too. "It's so nice to meet you, I've heard so much about you!"

Stood just behind her, Amy was smiling happily. "As you might have guessed, this is Naomi. Naomi, meet Luisa." She paused and laughed. "Though I think I'm a little late to say that."

As they stood there a few heavy drops of rain started to fall. "Come on, let's get inside," Naomi said, picking up Luisa's bag and ushering both her and Amy into the hall.

***

A few minutes' later Amy and Luisa were alone again in Amy's new room. Looking around, it was nicer than Amy had expected, at the back of the house on the top floor, its own small shower room off to one side, a large double bed, a couple of comfy chairs, a wardrobe and chest of drawers. There were three lamps placed around the room which gave a nice glow, and with the warmth from the radiator it felt cosy, particularly with the noise of the rain against the sash window at one end. Naomi had bought her pillows and a duvet with covers for the bed, enough to get on with, but the room still felt like it needed Amy's possessions to really feel like home.

"Home sweet home," Amy said with a smile. "Are you ok? You seem quiet."

Luisa smiled back and walked over to Amy, putting her arms around her. "More than ok, I'm so happy to see your life. Even if you've just moved in here. It's just London... it's all so different to what I'm used to. A lot to take in."

Amy put her arms around Luisa too and kissed her. "That makes perfect sense. I love you so, so, so much. Thank you for coming back here with me."

"I love you too... there's nowhere else I'd rather be." She kissed Amy again, and they held each other tight, both tired as much as anything from the travel.

They were interrupted by a knock on the door and Naomi came in with two mugs of tea, handing one to each of them.

"This'll sort you out," she said with a kind smile. "Luisa, I didn't know how you take your tea so I went with milk and no sugar, just like Amy and I take it. I hope that's ok?"

Luisa smiled gratefully. "To be honest, I've never had English tea before. So that sounds perfect. Thank you."

She took a sip while both Amy and Naomi watched her. "Mmm... that's perfect," she said. Amy could tell that she was lying, but felt her love for Luisa swell at her lying about it to be so kind to Naomi, whose beaming smile could have illuminated the room.

***

They'd landed on the Thursday, and Amy and Luisa were kind to themselves for the next thirty-six hours, taking it easy to get through their jet lag and not venturing far from exploring Amy's new neighbourhood, albeit a neighbourhood that she'd lived in a few years before prior to moving in with James. There was none of the urgency to connect with each other that there had been when Amy had arrived in LA. This felt like a continuation of their adventure together, so they could just relax in each other's company with Amy safe in the knowledge that she wasn't expected back in the office until Monday.

Amy could tell that Luisa loved it. Every single minute. Everything was so new to her, so different to either LA or back in Mexico. Even wrapping up in her newly bought coat and scarf for an early morning walk together around Clapham Common, stopping for coffee on the way, her excitement was palpable... for Amy it made her yearn for Luisa to live in London, but she didn't say anything out loud.

On the Friday night Naomi had organised a welcome to the house dinner out nearby for Amy with her new housemates, two other women besides Naomi and one man. All were good company, were friendly, and had no problem whatsoever that Luisa had tagged along, in fact two of the housemates brought their partners along too. Amy had felt a little nervous turning up at her new house share with a girlfriend alongside her, but everyone was so welcoming that there was nothing for her to worry about really, not really.

It was a good night, and at the end of it, as Amy and Luisa settled into bed together, cuddled up close, naked, skin against skin, having made love to each other slowly, unhurriedly, Amy felt safe falling asleep with the quiet noises coming from the other occupants of the house around her. With Luisa by her side, it all felt just so right.

All of that was good, because Saturday, at least during the day, promised to be at best upsetting and at worst fairly horrendous. She was going back to her old flat to pick up her possessions and it would be an understatement to say anything other than she was dreading it.


Luisa
London


Saturday dawned bright and sunny, almost unseasonably warm outside.

Early, too early in Luisa's opinion, Amy was up, showered and dressed. Luisa stirred sleepily at the sound of Amy coming back upstairs and into her room, muttering her thanks as Amy put a cup of tea down by the side of the bed. Much as she hated to admit it, Luisa was starting to understand why the British drank so much tea... she didn't think she'd ever like it later in the day, but as a pick-me-up first thing in the morning it hit the spot. Not as much like a slap in the face as coffee, but still with enough to it to make you feel almost human again.

Amy sat down on the bed on top of the covers next to her, and Luisa felt Amy's hand on her bare shoulder. "You're going to be ok today?" she asked.

Luisa smiled and looked up at Amy. "I think I'll cope," she joked. "But I wish you'd let me help you... I want to help you today."

Amy smiled back. "I know you do, and I appreciate it. But I can't take you with me."

It was the day when Amy was going to her old flat, the one she still jointly owned with James, to pick up some of her belongings. Luisa wanted to help, felt a need to help too. Pouting, understanding why but still wanting to push Amy, Luisa said, "Why not?"

Amy laughed, knowing it was a game. "You know why not. Because it’s…”

"...complicated." Luisa laughed back as she finished Amy's sentence. "I know. I get it." She laughed, but inside there was a touch of frustration. She’d tried a few times to push Amy to open up and talk… about what open really meant, about the others in their lives, for Luisa to explain about her complications. Each time though she got back ‘It’s complicated…’ and the conversation moved on. Not for the first time Luisa wished she had a reference point more recent than a relationship eight years ago.

It wasn’t that Luisa was concerned that morning, rather that she had the same worry that anyone has if the person they have strong feelings for is about to dip back into their old life. That nagging concern that they might change their mind.

But Luisa said nothing about that. Instead, she simply said, “I love you. I know today could be tough." Amy took a deep breath and nodded, revealing more to Luisa about Amy's true emotions, how Amy must be semi-dreading it herself, than any words. "If there's anything I can do, anything at all, now or later I'm here for you, ok?"

"I love you too, and thank you." Amy leaned down and kissed Luisa on the forehead. “I'll meet you in the pub later this afternoon, ok? Naomi said she'd look after you." Amy paused and grinned. "Don't believe everything she tells you about me."

As Amy headed to the door, Luisa pulled the covers back, the cool of the autumn morning air a shock, and lay on her side, her legs just right to show off her figure. Her naked figure.

"One thing,” she said, and Amy turned. She saw Amy raise her eyebrows and a grin cross her face. "This is all yours later... all of it. I love you."

"I love you too," Amy replied, and with a blown kiss and one last lingering look at Luisa lying in her bed she closed the door behind her, the sound of her footsteps fading as she went down the stairs.

Luisa rolled on to her back, pulling the covers back over her to keep herself warm, and took a deep breath. Yes, it was a hard day for Amy, and yes Luisa was worried, but there was precisely nothing that she could do about it that wouldn't make it worse... so, as so often in her life, Luisa resolved to make the most of her day regardless.

***

Naomi couldn't have been more welcoming to Luisa that day, as if in less than forty-eight hours she'd already accepted that Luisa was going to be a big part of Amy's life, and therefore a big part of Naomi's life, and therefore they were definitely going to be good friends.

Luisa had taken an instant liking to her with her warm and kind welcome on the Thursday, and her opinion of Naomi had only gone upwards from there. She could see why she was one of Amy's best friends, and why their friendship had lasted for more than ten years. Naomi was a lot like Amy in many ways, similar build, similar height, similar job, similar education, even similar hairstyle, but where they differed was that Naomi seemed to have a way of seeing through the pretences that people had, to cut right through it, but with that insight she didn't judge. On the Friday night she'd been telling Luisa, in front of Amy, about how in denial Amy had been for years about being into women, but it wasn't said as judgmental or anything like that, just kindly, like Amy was her friend and just had to work it out for herself even though they all knew.

In short, Luisa could tell that Naomi was a great friend to Amy.

Mid-morning Naomi suggested going out for a run and took Luisa out for a brisk eight k run around the area, fitting in a bit of sightseeing while they ran. Then, after they'd got back, showered and changed, she insisted on buying Luisa lunch at a favourite pub nearby, refusing Luisa’s offers to at least pay her share.

By mid-afternoon, the sunny weather holding and the temperature nudging twenty Celsius, balmy she was told by Naomi for autumn in London, they were sat out in a beer garden of a pub just off Clapham High Street, a picnic table between them. Amy's other best friend Lara had joined them as well and they were sat in the sun, the other two wearing just short sleeved tops while Luisa kept her coat on… she knew she’d take a while to get used to the cooler climate.

They'd had a couple of drinks already, wine so far, but Naomi had insisted for this round that Luisa have a pint. Luisa had never been much of a beer drinker and when she did, she'd have a bottle. Right at that moment she’d taken her first sip and was slightly wondering how she could avoid finishing the whole thing without seeming rude.

“So... you've both known Amy for years?"

Naomi nodded. "Yes. Since the first day at uni in fact." She paused and smiled. "We've been thick as thieves ever since."

"Thick as... thieves?" asked Luisa, unfamiliar with the term.

"I guess like we've always been doing things together, getting into adventures, we did a lot of sport together, that sort of thing."

Luisa nodded her understanding. She took another sip of her drink, then asked, "Tell me then, what do I need to know about Amy? I don't mean her secrets or stories about her when she was younger... she should be the one to tell me all that. I mean, describe the Amy you know so well to me."

"Ooohhh…," said Lara, laughing. "That's a great question! Let me think for a second." She took a drink of her own pint.

"It can be anything," said Luisa.

"Ok. Where to start... she's calm, doesn't worry about things too much. A sort of self-confidence but not the arrogant kind. It's not like she does stupid things, but she doesn't overthink what she's doing either. Does that make sense?"

Luisa laughed. "Yes, definitely. She teases me sometimes for overthinking."

Naomi grinned knowingly and took over from Lara. "She's friendly... I think she can make friends with absolutely anyone. And open, she reveals her vulnerability and that encourages you to reveal yours." Luisa nodded her agreement. "She's positive, always sees the optimistic interpretation of something rather than dwelling on what might go wrong."

"That sounds very familiar.”

"Good... that's the real her you're seeing." Naomi paused. "One thing to watch out for, to be careful around, is that she is sometimes slower to see the obvious than others. It's almost like her positivity and her confidence mean that she needs time to think big things through, if you know what I mean?"

"I think so..."

"Like, her being into women is a great example. We knew. We all knew, right back at university. We'd have drinking games and she'd always be the one who ended up having to kiss other women. She slept with my best friend from school when she came to visit. She slept with our team captain and went back for more. It was so obvious. But not to her."

Luisa smiled. "I guess she needs time to process."

"Exactly. That's exactly it. But it happens for everything, you just need to be patient, not push her."

Sitting silent for a few moments, Luisa toyed with whether to confide her concerns in the two of them. She decided not to, not just yet, but she could ask something close to it. “We've been talking, me and Amy, about how our relationship works. Long distance and everything."

"Ok..." replied Lara.

"And... don't tell her I said this, but she's reluctant to engage, wants to talk about it another time, tells me it's complicated." She paused and looked at them both. "That sounds like what you were just telling me, doesn't it?"

Naomi smiled. "It really does. Think of it from her perspective. A few months ago, she was settled down with her long term boyfriend, probably heading towards marriage, a house in the suburbs, kids at some point, all that jazz. Her next twenty or thirty years were obvious. And now that's all changed. I think for the better, she's so happy now. But that's a hell of a lot of uncertainty and a hell of a lot to process. Give her time and she will, but don't try to force it. Not unless you have to."

Luisa felt herself blush slightly, and said quietly, "I've fallen so hard for her. I'm scared that she might change her mind. When she's thought about it, I mean."

"If it's not obvious to you yet, it's obvious to me." Naomi took Luisa's hand in hers and leant towards her for emphasis, looking her in the eye. "Amy is head over heels in love with you. I've never seen her like this, not even close. And I've seen her in love before, trust me. This is different, special." She paused, searching for the right words. "The way she looks at you when you're not by her side..." Naomi shook her head and smiled. "Everything else can be solved, trust me. Distance, her not wanting to open up, all of that... it can all be solved. And she's worth it. She really is. And there's no way she's changing her mind."

Luisa nodded in agreement, not quite trusting herself to speak in reply to such a heartfelt endorsement of her and Amy. In the end, she just found herself nodding again.

Naomi took her hand away and then Lara nodded towards Luisa's pint. "Not going down too well?"

"It's a bit more than I'd normally drink. Of beer I mean. Anything else would be good."

"What time is it?"

"Three.”

Lara stood up and grinned. "Amy bringing you over's a special occasion, so I reckon that's not too early for a cocktail. Come on, I know a good place nearby, she can meet us there."


Amy
London


Amy sat on the edge of her bed in the house share, staring at the wall without really seeing it. The room felt foreign around her... Naomi had done her best to make it welcoming but Amy's boxes that she'd come back with that day were stacked in the corner, her life still in transition. The afternoon light was just beginning to fade, casting shadows across the floor, and she knew that she needed to go and meet up with Luisa, but she couldn't bring herself to move, not quite yet. Luckily, all the messages she'd been receiving from them showed that they were having a great time and getting along like a house on fire. Amy was pleased, not just for Luisa but also because she needed some space, just a little, to process her day.

She still wasn't quite sure how she'd answer if anyone asked her how the day had been. Weird? No, more nuanced than that. Unsettling? Maybe.

She'd arrived at the flat determined to be efficient... in and out with her belongings, don’t drag it out, don’t let the memories crowd in.

That worked, right up until James turned up.

He wasn’t supposed to be there, that had been their agreement, and her initial reaction was irritation. But then she’d looked at him, and she couldn’t stay irritated for long.

He’d looked different somehow. Not physically, still the burly rugby player, but fragile with it. It was the way he held himself, he looked tentative, lacking his usual confidence.

“I’m sorry,” he’d said, pre-empting her. “I just… I couldn’t let you take everything without saying goodbye properly.”

She remembered afterwards how his voice had caught on the word ‘goodbye’, how he'd looked at her with such naked longing that she'd had to glance away. They'd been together for years. She had loved him, she still felt a great deal of affection for him. Not in the way she loved Luisa, not with that all-consuming fire that she realising now had never been there with him, but with a steady warmth that had been real, whatever else it wasn't. As much friends as lovers towards the end, but she cared for him still.

"Let me help you with those," he'd said, reaching for a box. She didn’t know whether it was deliberate on his part or not, but their hands had brushed and…

She’d felt nothing. No spark, no desire.

Yet he’d looked at her, and she knew that he had. It broke her heart.

"James," she'd said quietly, "we need to keep this simple."

"Is it?" he'd asked. "Simple?"

“No. But it has to be.”

He’d busied himself by making them tea and once she was packed up they’d talked… nothing practical, all small talk, about friends, about work. Weirdly normal save that for half the topics they probably should have discussed they both steered well clear.

And then she’d left.

He helped her with the boxes, helped load them in the taxi, and that was that.

So... weird. Unsettling. That just about did it.

Amy took a deep breath. She needed a few more minutes, she told herself, just a few more to process it. She’d hurt someone she cared about. And yes, he’d hurt her with his own fidelities. But two wrongs didn’t make a right, and maybe that was it… setting aside her sexuality, maybe the two of them could never have lasted. On-again-off-again back before they lived together, both unfaithful when to the outside world they looked destined for marriage. Maybe they were destined to not last.

Standing up Amy started the shower running in her ensuite. Above all else she wanted to wash, to draw a line under her day and move on with her life.

And then what she really needed was a drink. Preferably many.

***

An hour later she found Luisa and the other two at a cocktail bar on Clapham High Street, five minutes’ walk from her new place. She may have had her worries about going back to being in a house share, but great pubs and bars practically on her doorstep were decent compensation.

When Amy got to the bar what she saw made her heart sing. Luisa was deep into some anecdote at their table, and Amy's two best friends were in fits of laughter, clearly genuinely enjoying their time with Luisa. She couldn't have hoped for a better introduction between three of the people in her life that she cared about the most.

And then, as she walked over, Luisa turned her way and the grin when they made eye contact made her heart skip a beat, a grin that Amy returned with interest. Neither had eyes for anyone else.

Luisa stood, slightly unsteady on her feet after what Naomi had told her over texts had been a good few hours in various pubs and bars already, and gave Amy a long hug, and Amy, to her embarrassment, found herself welling up and sobbing into Luisa's shoulder. Luisa could tell, and simply held Amy tight while she gathered herself.

"Are you ok?" Luisa asked after a couple of minutes.

Amy wiped her eyes, the worst of it having passed. "It's done, that's all I can say really. A weird day." She paused and laughed. "You're a good hugger."

"You want to talk about it?"

"No, thank you but it's ok."

"I'm here for you, just know that. If you do need to talk."

Amy smiled back, unsure quite what the emotion inside her was... she felt a little bit of everything really. But she wasn’t going to let it impact on Luisa in any way whatsoever.

Naomi and Lara were sympathetic too, but as she sat down Amy moved the subject on. "I don't know about anyone else, but I really, really, REALLY need a drink after that day." She looked around. "Is it table service?"

"No, bar," replied Lara.

"I'll go," said Luisa. "It's definitely my turn."

Soon the four of them were into the swing of it fully, drink following drink following drink. When Naomi and Lara started to spill the beans on some of Amy's misadventures from when she was younger, when the talk got to tales of Halloween zombie hockey players and her strange knack for somehow always contriving to lose the drinking games where the forfeit was to kiss another woman, Amy felt her embarrassment rising but also felt so happy to have Luisa there, to have Luisa finding out more about Amy's past from people who knew her better than she knew herself.


Luisa
London


Around eleven Luisa and Amy made their excuses. The four of them had ended up meeting some more of Amy, Naomi and Lara’s friends from their university days, but when it got to the point when someone suggested Infernos Amy had suggested to Luisa that they might want to swerve it for the sake of their Sunday… a sentiment with which Luisa wholeheartedly agreed.

As they walked arm-in-arm down the quiet residential streets back to Amy’s place, they talked about their plans for the next few days until Luisa flew to Amalfi. Amy was working on Monday and Tuesday, but they made plans to meet at a new Japanese restaurant not far from Amy’s office that she’d been wanting to try on the Monday, while Tuesday they’d probably stay in.

Eventually, Luisa turned to Amy and grinned. “I’m going to ask about the elephant in the room.”

Amy laughed at that… she’d taught Luisa that phrase not long after they met. “Which is?”

“Today. Was it ok? I mean with getting your things.” She said it nonchalantly, not wanting to push Amy if she didn’t want to be pushed but glad of the chance to ask now that they were alone.

“Honestly?” Luisa nodded and Amy continued. “It was harder than I thought. Much harder.” She paused, searching for the right words, then said quietly, “James turned up. He wasn’t supposed to, but he did.”

Luisa felt her heart skip a beat and a knot form in her stomach, the irrational, paranoid fear that she’d had threatening to surface. What if she’s decided to give him another chance?

“You don’t need to tell me about it if you don’t want to,” Luisa forced herself to reply. “But if you do, I’m always happy to listen.”

Amy stopped walking and turned to face Luisa, her hands on Luisa’s hips. She smiled, and Luisa thought that Amy looked more beautiful in that moment than at any time before… she looked vulnerable, a look she didn’t often show the world.

“I know you want to talk about things, about my day today, about our relationship and how it works, about… other people we each might have in our lives that are... I guess, important to each of us.” Amy paused, checking that Luisa had got what she meant. “And I want to too, I really do, I’m just not ready. Not quite yet.”

Luisa smiled. “That’s ok… because it’s complicated?”

Amy smiled back. “Exactly… it’s complicated. A lot has happened in the last month or so.” She looked at Luisa. “You’re staying with me for a little while when you’re finished in Italy, right?” Luisa nodded. “Good. Let’s talk then. Maybe we go for a couple of nights away rather than here? Somewhere in the countryside where we can go for long walks and just talk. No distractions.”

“I’d like that.” Luisa grinned mischievously. “Just talk? Nothing else?”

Amy laughed. “Ok, talk and also that. But nothing else!”

Luisa stepped closer to Amy, murmuring, “Thank you…” and then she kissed her, and their arms wrapped around each other, stood there in a quiet residential street, nobody else around, and it was a kiss that felt like it simply would never stop.

“I think we’d better take this indoors…” Amy whispered, taking Luisa’s hand and leading her in the direction of the house.

***

Not much later, not much later at all, Luisa was lying on Amy’s bed looking up at the ceiling, although that description probably didn't do it justice.

As they’d got to the front door Amy had whispered to Luisa, “I’ve been thinking about you pulling back the covers when I was leaving the house this morning all day. Literally all day.” She’d paused and Luisa could see that her cheeks were flushed. “And what I want to do to you…”

Luisa had just smiled and kissed her, slowly, teasingly, pulling back when Amy tried to kiss her harder. “You’re the one with the keys…”

They were upstairs quickly, just pausing to say hello to two of Amy’s new housemates sat in the living room watching a movie, and then Amy had really given Luisa no choice…

So yes, Luisa was lying there looking at the ceiling. She was still wearing her coat and her top, everything on her top half. But from the waist down Amy had stripped her completely naked in no time at all, and was kneeling on the floor, Luisa’s legs wide apart, Amy’s face buried between them, her tongue doing things to Luisa that no one else except maybe Bel had quite ever been able to do.

Luisa felt a tremor roll through her, too soon she thought, but then she remembered Amy’s ability to keep on taking her back to the heights and relaxed, safe in the knowledge that she was in expert hands.

Amy didn’t disappoint, using her fingers alongside her tongue, teasing and touching Luisa, until she felt a first orgasm building, building, building and then she was cumming, moaning, hands clutching at the sheets as Amy pushed her over the edge wonderfully, keeping up just the right amount of pressure and pace as she came down again to prolong the orgasm, until Luisa was too sensitive and had to push her head away.

Amy lifted her head, grinning, and said quietly, “I cannot tell you how much I’ve wanted to do that to you all day, my beautiful Mexican lover.”

Luisa smiled even as a last tremor ran through her, lifting her head and holding out her hand. “Come up here and kiss me my even more beautiful English lover,” she said, thrilling at the feel of Amy’s body against hers, still fully clothed, the slightly rough texture of the denim of Amy’s jeans pushed between Luisa’s naked legs, right against her centre as she wrapped her legs around Amy and pulled her in, kissing her hard. “I love you so much. So very much.”

Amy pushed herself up to look down at Luisa, smiling as Luisa pushed away a few strands of Amy’s hair that had come loose. “I love you too. Thank you for putting up with my friends tonight. They can get… chatty when drunk.”

Luisa laughed. “Nothing to say thank you for, they’re great fun. And I know some things about you now…”

“Well, that is true… I hope it hasn’t put you off?”

“Well, it might I guess,” Luisa teased, then she looked down. “It doesn’t look like it though from where I’m lying.”

“No, it doesn’t…” Amy continued smiling down at Luisa, and Luisa could tell that she wanted to say something.

“What is it?” Luisa asked.

Amy took a deep breath. “There’s… something else I’ve wanted to do all day.”

“Ok…?”

“I don’t want you to think I’m weird, do you promise you won’t?”

“Well, it kind of depends,” Luisa replied with a laugh. “But I’m game for anything really. Well, almost… but try me.”

“Ok… here it goes. For the next few hours can you be…” Amy paused nervously. “Well, can you be in charge?” Luisa raised an eyebrow but said nothing. “Tell me what to do and I obey?”

Luisa felt a little thrill run through her. She’d experimented with Amy quite a bit now taking turns at being restrained and had really enjoyed it. This sounded like an evolution of that, a role play that was slightly more shifted in one direction. She was certainly keen on that sort of experimentation.

“I’d like that, on one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“That you return the favour sometime soon. I’d like that too.”

“Deal. Absolutely,” Amy replied without any hesitation, and Luisa could see the excitement in her eyes.

Amy kissed her again. Luisa said, “Is there anything you particularly want me to do?”

“Tease me… make it slow,” Amy replied, who had clearly been thinking about it a lot that day. “Quality not quantity, if you understand what I mean?”

Luisa nodded. “First, then, stand up over there facing the bed.” She pointed to a spot on the floor.

Amy smiled and did as she was told, standing up, her hands by her side.

“Now, put your hands behind your back and stand still while I get undressed.”

Amy put her hands behind her back, watching Luisa as she took off her coat, her top, and her bra, leaving her naked save for a necklace she was wearing.

“Well done. Now you strip for me. Start with your belt and throw it over here…”

Without hesitation Amy started to remove her clothes, taking off each item when Luisa told her to and putting them where she wished. Soon she was stood there naked, and Luisa could see from the way she was breathing, from her erect nipples, from how moist she was between her legs, that Amy was incredibly aroused. As, she reflected, was Luisa… having Amy under her control was a massive turn on.

“Are you ok?” Luisa asked.

“More than,” Amy replied with an excited smile.

“Good.” Luisa looked around the room, trying to work out just how to give Amy what she so clearly needed. The bed had a wooden frame, foot and head board with robust wooden bars on them… perfect for some fun, she thought. And of course, although she’d not told Amy, she’d brought a couple of their toys that they’d bought in LA in her suitcase. The night had a lot of potential.

Picking up a blanket from the bed, Luisa folded it a few times to make a thick, soft pad. She laid that at the foot of the bed and said to Amy, “Come and kneel on here, with your back to the bed.”

With a quizzical, excited look Amy walked over and kneeled, resting back on her heels.

“Legs apart a little,” Luisa said and Amy parted her knees, not wide apart but with a decent gap still.

“Like this?” Amy asked.

“Perfect.”

Luisa went over to Amy’s drawers, and searched through them until she found what she needed… two soft scarfs, not quite silk but gentle on the skin nonetheless.

She let Amy wait for a minute or two while Luisa arranged things, building the anticipation, then she said, “Put your arms out wide, resting your wrists on the bed frame.”

Amy smiled, understanding what was about to happen, and rested her wrists on the frame. With the way the bed was built and where she was kneeling, she was in a T-shape.

Luisa stood in front of her, making sure that Amy got a good, long look at her body, then slowly tied a scarf around one wrist, testing her tie to make sure that it wasn’t too tight but also that Amy’s wrist was restrained. She then did the same with the other wrist.

Amy looked from wrist to wrist, her face flushed, her eyes bright, clearly revelling in being helpless now, at Luisa’s mercy.

For her part, Luisa knelt down next to Amy and smiled, and Amy smiled back. "I love you," they both said at the same time and started giggling, before Luisa started to gently, slowly trail her fingers across Amy's naked body, starting with her arms, bound tight to the bed, and moving along to touch her shoulders, her back, her chest, her neck, her face, her legs... everywhere, except, for now, the one place that Amy doubtless wanted to be touched more than anything, obvious to Luisa from the way that she was already shifting her hips towards Luisa's hands when they went anywhere near.

Luisa gazed into Amy’s eyes the whole time, save for when she leaned in from time to time in to kiss Amy softly on the lips before pulling back, invariably leaving Amy's lips trying to follow, desperate for more. All Luisa did though was smile, and whisper to Amy to be patient, drawing sighs of both pleasure and frustration from her.

Finally, after a long spell of teasing with her fingers and her lips, Luisa slowly, ever so slowly, ran her hand down Amy's front, right from her neck, all the way down until she brushed Amy's trimmed pubic hair, stroking gently through it and further, touching Amy where she really wanted. As Luisa's fingers finally touched her where she needed to be touched Amy let out a long shuddering gasp, her eyes closing briefly before she opened them again, looking at Luisa with an expression of outright lust.

Luisa took her time though, only gently stroking and playing with Amy, all while her other hand roamed her body and her lips alternated between kissing Amy's body and Amy's lips.

"Please... touch me harder," Amy whispered.

"It's nowhere near time," Luisa whispered into Amy's ear before she resumed nibbling her earlobe, something that she knew that Amy loved.

After a long, long time of touching Amy, Luisa could tell that she was building to something close to a crescendo, the tell-tale little spasms, the gasps, the way that Amy shifted, the way that Amy's wrists pulled against her restraints and her body started to tense, but it was too soon, much too soon, so Luisa stopped, pulling her hand away.

"Don't stop," Amy pleaded. "I... you can't stop... please..."

Luisa kissed her on the lips again, her tongue flicking teasingly against Amy’s. “Remember, quality over quantity. I’m just doing what you asked me to.”

Amy let out a little frustrated grunt but then kissed Luisa back harder.

For the next few minutes, Luisa restricted herself to stroking the rest of Amy's body again, looking into her eyes, and the look of pure lust on Amy's face was the sexiest thing that Luisa thought she'd ever seen... it was a sight to behold.

"Time to change position," Luisa whispered, untying both of Amy's arms. "Do you need a moment to rest them?"

Amy nodded, and Luisa let her sit there for a few moments, before saying, "Put your arms above your head, wrists crossed." Amy did as she was told, and Luisa reached for Amy's belt that she'd been wearing earlier, a thin leather belt, and used it to tie her wrists together, wrapping it horizontally then vertically, testing it was tight, before attaching the end of the bed to the bedframe below, so that Amy's arms were raised above her head but she couldn't move, not from that kneeling position.

"Is that ok?" she asked. Amy nodded. "Good... I've got a surprise for you."

Luisa could see Amy watching her as she walked over to her suitcase, and as she sorted through her clothes down to the depths she pulled out the vibrator that they'd bought together in LA.

"You brought it?" Amy asked in surprise.

"Not just that..." Luisa teased. "You'll have to wait and see. Now... this is where it gets good."

"Gets good?" Amy was grinning. “This is perfect already."

Luisa smiled as she kneeled down again and gave Amy a playful kiss. "Do you still want me to tease you?"

Amy nodded, though her cheeks were even more flushed and her breathing even more shallow than before, her nearly orgasm a few minutes before still lurking in the background. Luisa turned the vibrator on, choosing a setting that they'd both enjoyed when they'd used it together in LA, a slow, rhythmic pulsing that was never enough to take you all the way but plenty of fun to get you close.

She looked at Amy's face as Amy closed her eyes, her wrists slightly straining against her restraints, when the vibrator went between her legs. "I know which setting you chose..." Amy whispered as she let out a long, shuddering exhalation. "...oh God, so good."

Luisa leaned in to kiss Amy again, and Amy kissed her back hungrily, all while the steady, rhythmic vibrations did their work, building Amy up back towards her peak. After a few minutes Luisa increased the intensity, shifting to a pattern that was almost guaranteed to make you orgasm, but then when it started to have its effect she took it away, giving Amy time to slip back from her peak, before starting it all again, the slow, steady rhythm followed by the intense pattern a few minutes later.

She put Amy through that cycle four or five times, Luisa lost count of exactly how many, but enough that Amy had started to really beg, saying "Please... please let me..." and "I need you to not stop..." and, at one point, "I beg you please let me cum...", but each time Luisa teasingly ignored it, smiling at Amy's wide eyes and breathless moans, stroking her when she felt the tremors rolling through her, and kissing her deeply.

After that final cycle Amy needed her release, Luisa could tell. She unfastened the belt. "You can lie on the bed."

Amy nodded and, standing with Luisa's help, her legs shaky, she almost collapsed down on to the bed, lying with her head on the pillows.

Luisa smiled down at her and, picking up the two scarfs again, she tied each of Amy's wrists to opposite corners of the bedframe so that her arms were wide apart and, again, bound tight.

"Are you ok?" she asked Amy again, and Amy nodded, a look of even greater desire than earlier on her face.

"Time for another surprise then." She walked over to her suitcase and reached into it, looking for Amy's reaction as this time she pulled out the strap-on and harness that they'd bought together in LA, the larger of the two... Luisa knew that Amy preferred it and, after a couple of weeks of experimentation, Luisa had realised that she did too. There was something about a fake cock that was just a little larger than any man you'd ever been with, one controlled by another woman who knew to be careful and gentle with it, that Luisa simply found better.

Slipping the harness on under Amy's watchful eye, Luisa put it in place. On the inside of the harness was the bullet vibrator and Luisa switched it on, keen to get her own pleasure from this too, not that what she was doing to Amy was anything other than entirely pleasurable in the first place.

Once it was on she stood there for a few moments, enjoying the look that Amy was giving her and the pleasant sensation from the vibrator, then she climbed onto the bed, kneeling between Amy's legs.

"Would you like me to use this?" Luisa asked sweetly, pretending that Amy really had any choice at that point.

"Please..." Amy whispered. "Please do."

Luisa grinned and lay down, using her hand to guide the strap-on to Amy's entrance, already soaking wet and ready for anything, and then slowly slid it in, inch by inch, watching Amy's reaction. She saw Amy flinch slightly at one point, saw her hands clutch at the bed and her body strain, and watched as she muttered, "Oh fuck... oh fuck... sweet Jesus... oh fuck" as she filled her until Luisa was completely inside her.

She smiled down at Amy, who looked back up at Luisa with an expression of intense concentration, and they kissed, slowly, sensually, and then ever so slowly Luisa slid her hips back, pulling most of the way out, and then slowly back in to Amy, drawing a low, shuddering moan.

Luisa soon settled into a rhythm, one of slow, full thrusts, and Amy was making all sorts of noises in response, noises that she'd never heard Amy make before, and Luisa could see everything tensing. Amy's legs were wrapped around Luisa, her heels almost pulling Luisa into her with each thrust and then finally, magically, Amy came... and came, and came, and came. The effect of the teasing and the orgasm denial had compounded, and her orgasm seemed to Luisa to crest slowly, but then keep on building and building, never ending, and Amy cried out, tried to keep quiet but unable to, and she cried out again and yet again. Her whole body was tensing and untensing, her arms straining against their binds.

The sheer eroticism of seeing Amy come so utterly undone like that, so overwhelmingly consumed by wave after wave of pleasure, pushed Luisa over the edge herself, at least that combined with the bullet vibrator, and when she came she kept thrusting even as she shuddered, kissing Amy, their lips meeting, then parting with another wave, then meeting again messily, sloppily.

When, finally, Amy's orgasm passed she lay there stunned under Luisa, and Luisa stayed still herself, the strap-on still inside Amy, neither of them moving except for Luisa planting little kisses all over Amy's cheeks and neck.

At some point, Amy started to kiss her back, and that was when Luisa slid out and, kneeling next to Amy, grinned. Amy smiled back, an exhausted smile, and Luisa said, "Was that what you meant?"

Amy started laughing. "Nobody." She paused to catch her breath. "I mean nobody has ever, ever made me feel like that." She paused again. "Ever. Oh my God." She seemed to be searching for words. "That was... I think I might have seen angels it was so good."

Luisa started to untie her wrists, and when she'd done that she lay down next to Amy who wrapped her arms around Luisa.

They shared a slow, lazy kiss, and then Amy said, "Thank you. I needed that."

"Any time," Luisa replied, smiling again.

"No, but I mean it. I really did." Amy paused. "Today was so difficult."

"James?" Luisa whispered, thrilled that Amy was opening up just a little.

"Yes..." Amy replied quietly. "And... all I could think, all I wanted, to make my world right was you, to have you give me all of your attention like you just did." She paused. "I mean, five cocktails earlier helped, don't get me wrong." They both grinned when she said that. "But I needed that, more than I've ever needed anything."

"Seriously, any time," replied Luisa.

Amy laughed quietly. "You've set the bar very high for when it's your turn sometime soon..."

***

A few minutes later, Luisa was lying in bed while Amy fetched them some water from the kitchen… much needed water, Luisa reckoned, given the amount they’d all drunk. The final call sheet for the Amalfi photoshoot had come through and she was scanning through it on her phone, looking as usual for anyone she’d worked with before and anyone she’d wanted to work with in the past but hadn’t yet, when she stopped and her breath caught.

One name.

Arabella Greenwood.

Bel.

"Everything ok?" Amy asked, walking in and noticing Luisa's expression.

Luisa hesitated just a second too long. "Fine," she said, forcing a smile. "Just some last minute changes to the shoot schedule."

Amy nodded. “You mind if I use the bathroom first?”

“All yours.”

As she heard Amy busying herself in the bathroom, humming something as she removed her makeup, Luisa sat staring at the name on her screen. Bel. She'd last seen her in Miami not long before she first met Amy, and hadn't expected to see her again so soon. But… it made sense. She lived in London, she worked in Europe as much as America, still not likely but far from impossible. It was a surprise, though. She hadn't prepared for this. Hadn't even considered the possibility.

Good luck or bad luck? Probably, she admitted ruefully to herself, a bit of both.

The familiar flutter returned to her stomach, a reaction as automatic as breathing whenever she thought about seeing Bel again. Luisa closed the email quickly, as if that could somehow erase the reality of what was coming, and glanced over at the bathroom door with a mixture of affection and guilt she couldn't quite explain.

She hadn't thought that it would happen so soon, and she knew that she should tell Amy. It wouldn't feel right not to, not with the likelihood of what could happen. Open relationship or not, it would feel wrong not to say something at least.

"You're sure you're ok?" Amy asked again, coming out of the bathroom.

Luisa forced herself back into the moment and smiled. "Definitely."

She didn't want to spoil the mood, wanted to make the most of this night with Amy after what had clearly been a tough day for her... mentioning Bel could kill that mood so Luisa kept quiet, resolving to bring it up over the next few days. The last thing that Amy needed was Luisa laying her other woman, her version of Amy’s Sarah, on her after the day that she’d had. Luisa could tell that Amy needed her that night, could feel it with every instinct she possessed.

After all, there was plenty of time until they parted on Wednesday morning for Luisa to fly to Italy, she would have ample opportunity to tell her about Bel.

Plenty of time.
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“How on earth did you get a table?”

Sarah smiled at Rebecca. “All part of my mystique.”

“Well however you did it, thank you.”

The truth was that with joint ownership of a couple of restaurants in London if Sarah didn’t know who to call to get a table, she at least knew who to call who’d know who to call.

Tonight was a treat for Rebecca… she’d celebrated her birthday at the weekend and, while Sarah couldn’t go to her birthday night out on Saturday night (for reasons both of practicality, given that she’d been back home for the weekend, and common sense, because people would ask questions at why she’d turned up), she was determined to still celebrate.

Monday night, granted, not the biggest party night of the week, but this was one of the hottest restaurants in the City right now and it was buzzing. She’d kept the restaurant a secret and Rebecca’s reaction had been worth it… she’d actually gone pink in excitement when she realised where they were going.

She looked across the table at Rebecca studying the menu. Rebecca… thank God at least one of my mentees wanted to keep something going, she thought. Well, one and a half plus, of course, Camila, half because Amy was kind of on the fence. Wednesday was the big day there, but Sarah had been getting more confident that there was still something between them as the weeks had passed since she went to LA. The tone of their messages had been getting warmer, more playful, and that was something to hold on to.

Still, tonight wasn’t about Amy, it was about Rebecca, and Sarah was realising the benefit of breaking that link between the personal and the professional relationships they had. It was freeing, relaxing, to spend time with Rebecca knowing that the weight of work had nothing to do with it, and she could tell that Rebecca was finding the same. Her interactions with Rebecca had always been the heaviest dominant leaning of all her mentees, and she knew that she was the only person that Rebecca did that with and had ever done that with. It was fun, more fun without the quid pro quo.

And tonight, after dinner, Rebecca was going to get the second half of her birthday treat… she wouldn’t get any say in the matter, which, Sarah knew, was exactly how Rebecca liked it.

Rebecca was in good form that night and, once they’d ordered, she’d launched into gossip about a partner who’d been caught sending wildly inappropriate emails to someone in the Geneva office, the sort of story that would have scandalised Sarah in the past but now, after Amy's home truths, just made her think about glass houses and stones.

“Apparently he signed off with three aubergine emojis,” Rebecca said, grinning. “Three. As if one wasn’t damning enough.”

Sarah laughed. “What happened?”

“Sensitivity training, which he’s apparently treating as a networking opportunity. You couldn’t make it up.”

Rebecca suddenly sat up straighter, looking past Sarah towards the front of the restaurant.

“Oh… is that Amy?”

Sarah’s stomach lurched. She turned, and got a second surprise. It was Amy, yes, but she was with a woman, a beautiful, stylishly dressed, slim woman. Sarah had seen that woman once before, at the airport in LA when Amy and Sarah had flown back from their joint business trip. Sarah had gone through to security already but had glanced back and seen a surprisingly emotional and tender farewell… Amy and Luisa.

What was Luisa doing here? She lived in LA, that was a given for Sarah, and suddenly it all started to fall into place… why Amy couldn’t see Sarah until Wednesday, why she’d taken the end of last week off. Sarah had assumed it was Amy playing hard to get, but that wasn’t it at all. She had a visitor.

Before Sarah could say anything, Rebecca was already out of her seat. “I’m going to say hi, I haven’t seen her since before she went to LA.”

“Rebecca, maybe we should…”

But Rebecca was already weaving between the tables and Sarah had no choice but to follow, not without giving away to Rebecca that there was something deeper going on with Amy. She forced her expression into something that she hoped looked casual and pleased rather than blindsided and confused.

Amy saw them coming. Sarah watched her face go from happy surprise at seeing Rebecca, through a look of alarm when she noticed Sarah was with her, and then finally a carefully composed smile. “Rebecca! Hi. And Sarah, what are the chances?”

“I know, small world,” Rebecca said brightly. “How was LA? You look amazing, you’ve got a tan.”

“It was great, thanks. Really productive.” Amy’s eyes met Sarah’s briefly over Rebecca’s shoulder and Sarah saw the tension there, the awareness of how layered this moment was. “This is Luisa, she’s visiting from LA. Luisa, this is Rebecca and Sarah… we all work together.”

“Lovely to meet you both.” Luisa’s smile was open and genuine, her voice accented. She stood and shook Rebecca’s hand and then Sarah’s, her grip firm, her eye contact steady. There was nothing in her manner that suggested she knew anything about who Sarah was beyond a colleague of Amy’s.

“I love your dress. Are you in fashion?” Rebecca said and Sarah couldn’t help but smile to herself, because Luisa did look amazing and Rebecca didn’t have much of a filter.

Luisa laughed. “Modelling, yes. How did you guess?”

“Oh, just a hunch,” Rebecca said, grinning.

Sarah forced herself to smile and contribute something. “How are you finding London?”

“I love it. Amy’s been showing me around. Although the weather is…” Luisa made a face that was charmingly diplomatic, and Rebecca laughed.

“There’s a reason it’s all we ever talk about.”

The conversation was only brief and very normal. Amy and Sarah’s eyes met one more time, a look that lasted a fraction longer than was natural and somehow carried the weight of nearly a month apart from each other. Sarah could see Amy’s jaw tighten almost imperceptibly, could see the effort it was taking her to stand there making small talk while the two halves of her life collided in a City sushi restaurant.

“Well, we should let you enjoy your evening,” Sarah said, finding an exit at the first opportunity. “Lovely to meet you, Luisa.”

“You too. Both of you.” Luisa’s smile was warm and unsuspecting, and Sarah felt something complicated… like she should dislike Luisa, but she couldn’t because there was nothing to dislike. Jealousy? Maybe a little. But as much as anything an awareness that Luisa was real in a way that had only been abstract before, that she was nice and beautiful, that she was the woman that Amy had spent the last three weeks with and had brought to London while Sarah had been tearing up her mentoring system and working out what to do about her family life.

They retreated to their table. Rebecca picked up her drink as if nothing had happened. “She’s stunning. Like, wow.” She grinned. “You think they’re on a date?”

“I… I’m not sure.” Sarah might have been many things, but she wasn’t in the business of gossiping about Amy’s sexuality with anyone else. As far as most of the world still knew Amy was straight and living with her boyfriend. “I doubt it.”

“You think Amy would mind if I asked Luisa out?” Rebecca had been openly lesbian for a while now, since not long after Sarah had started mentoring her in fact. And she’d never been shy.

“I’d leave it. It sounds like Luisa is only in town for a bit.”

Rebecca pouted a little. “Are you telling me not to?”

Sarah grinned, her mood lifting. This was a game she liked. “You want me to?”

Rebecca was blushing. “Yes.”

She fixed Rebecca with her sternest look. “You are not to ask Luisa out. And…” She leaned forward and lowered her voice. “For even asking, I’m going to need to punish you later.”

The grin on Rebecca’s face was priceless. “You promise?”

***

Thankfully Sarah was sat facing away from Amy and Luisa, so it didn’t take long for her to put them out of her mind and focus on what was a very enjoyable meal with Rebecca.

She glanced over at one point while Rebecca was in the bathroom and immediately wished she hadn’t. They were sat close together, Luisa’s hand on the table near Amy’s, and they were laughing about something. Luisa leaned in to say something into Amy’s ear and Amy smiled in a way that Sarah recognised, a smile that had been directed at her plenty of times… not least during that fateful Saturday lunch. Seeing it directed at someone else felt, just a little, like someone reaching into her chest and pulling out her heart.

Sarah quickly turned away.

Towards the end of the meal, Sarah had gone to use the bathroom herself and had just opened the cubicle door when she stopped… Amy was stood at the sinks, ostensibly touching up her makeup, but her eyes were focused in the mirror on Sarah, not her own reflection.

“Hey.” Amy smiled as she said it.

“Hey.” Sarah walked over to the sink next to her. The bathroom was empty except for them. They stood next to each other in silence as Sarah washed her hands and Amy re-applied her lipstick.

Eventually, Amy turned to face her. “So Rebecca… you told me you’d done what we discussed with your other mentees.”

Sarah turned and looked at her. “I did. The others, it’s done. Rebecca wanted to continue.”

Amy nodded slowly. “Good.” She hesitated then smiled weakly. “I’m sorry… I was sat there thinking you’d not done it.”

“It’s ok.” Sarah paused. “You look good. The tan suits you.”

“So do you. You’ve got a little tan yourself.” There was a long moment where they just looked at each other. “I should get back to Luisa…” Amy turned to go.

“Wait.” Amy stopped and Sarah desperately tried to work out what her brain had planned to follow wait. “I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you too. We’ll talk Wednesday? Luisa leaves in the morning.”

Sarah nodded, then decided to take a risk. “My place?”

She could see Amy think through the angles… Sarah’s place meant more than just talking. This was the test, Sarah knew, whether Amy wanted to pick this up again between them or whether Wednesday was her way of saying sorry, I’m with Luisa now.

“Let’s meet somewhere neutral. Why did you say your place?”

“You know why.”

“Tell me.” Amy’s expression impossible to read.

Sarah took a deep breath. Honesty sometimes really was the best policy. “I want to be yours. However you want. Whatever you want. I want to…”

At that moment the door opened and a woman walked in, headed for one of the cubicles. Sarah glanced at the woman then back at Amy, and saw that Amy’s eyes were narrowed, just a hint of colour in her cheeks, a smile playing around the edges of her mouth as she looked back at Sarah.

Amy took Sarah’s hand in hers and gave a gentle squeeze. “I should get back.”

Amy left, and Sarah gave herself a couple of minutes to steady her racing heart before returning to Rebecca… after that conversation, Wednesday couldn’t come soon enough.

***

“Take everything off.”

The instant Sarah’s front door was closed behind them, her tone shifted to be quieter, firmer, laced with the authority that she knew that Rebecca loved and responded to immediately.

Rebecca stepped out of her heels, leaving them neatly by the door. She knew the rules, had done for several years now, and she’d told Sarah repeatedly that this was the dynamic she needed… to have the structure of her professional life, where she was razor sharp and in control, stripped away entirely the moment she walked through Sarah’s door.

Sarah simply turned her back on Rebecca and walked through to her kitchen, knowing that Rebecca would obey. She heard the rustle of clothing being removed behind her and, by the time that Sarah had opened a bottle of wine and poured two glasses, Rebecca was kneeling on the living room rug naked, her hands resting on her thighs, watching, waiting.

Sarah looked down at her. Rebecca was beautiful like this… composed, willing, entirely given over to whatever Sarah wanted. On another night Sarah might have been tempted to draw it out, maybe make Rebecca wait while Sarah drank her wine and scrolled through her phone, the power play of having this accomplished woman on her knees. It was a game they both enjoyed, and she knew now that Rebecca genuinely wanted it. No quid pro quo required.

Tonight, though, Sarah wasn’t in the mood for games. Tonight, she needed to forget the image that kept coming into her head, of Amy and Luisa writhing together, sweaty, naked. She needed to stay distracted from the jealousy that she knew would come.

She put one of the wine glasses on the floor next to Rebecca. “Drink.”

Rebecca picked up the glass and took a sip, looking up at Sarah over the rim, her eyes bright with anticipation. There was an excitement to Rebecca tonight, feeding off Sarah’s mood, that was different, more intense, and from the flush spreading across Rebecca’s chest Sarah could tell that she was responding to it.

Sarah reached down and tilted Rebecca’s chin up with one finger. “When you’ve finished your wine, you’re going to go to the bedroom. You’re going to lie face down on the bed with your hands above your head, and you’re going to wait for me. You don’t move until I tell you to. Understood?”

“Yes.” Rebecca’s voice had dropped to barely a whisper.

“Good girl.” Sarah let go of her chin and picked up her own glass, leaning back against the kitchen counter, watching Rebecca drink. Good girl. How many times had Sarah said those words? And now, with Amy, there was the exquisite irony that she craved being called that herself. She didn’t just need Amy on Wednesday night, she needed Amy to dominate her completely, to give her the same thing that Sarah gave Rebecca, to be hers to do with as she pleased. It had been a month now… she needed it so badly. Yet Amy, well, she was proving to be mysterious. Sarah didn't have a clue what she wanted from Wednesday, none at all.

Rebecca finished her wine, put the glass down carefully, and stood. Sarah watched her walk to the bedroom, naked, obedient, and felt the familiar thrill of control settle over her. This, at least, she understood, even if everything else in her life was confusing. This, she was good at.

She gave Rebecca two minutes, enough time to position herself and enough time for the anticipation to build. Then she put down her own glass, undid the top two buttons of her shirt, and walked through to the bedroom.

Rebecca was exactly where she’d been told to be: face down, arms stretched above her, the line of her back and the curve of her rear a picture of submission. She didn’t turn her head when Sarah entered, didn’t move at all, just lay there breathing steadily, waiting.

Sarah stood at the foot of the bed and looked at her. Beautiful. Willing. Hers, at least for tonight.

But as she climbed onto the bed and ran her hand slowly down Rebecca’s spine, feeling the shiver that followed her touch, it wasn’t Rebecca she was thinking about.

It was Amy’s eyes in the restaurant bathroom mirror. That complex look. The longing for her that Sarah felt.

Two days to wait.

Two days to see.

Sarah leaned down, her lips close to Rebecca’s ear. “You’re going to do exactly what I tell you tonight. Every single thing. And if you’re very, very good…” She let the pause stretch, feeling Rebecca’s breathing quicken beneath her. “I might even let you enjoy it.”

Rebecca let out a sound that was something between a groan and a whisper. “Yes. Please.”

Sarah smiled and it was the smile of a woman who needed to be in control of something, anything, because on Wednesday she was planning to surrender that control entirely, and the thought of it was starting to drive her out of her mind.

She let her hand trail lower, and Rebecca gasped, and for the next few hours Sarah didn’t worry about Luisa or anything else except for Rebecca and the thought of Wednesday, of Amy’s hands, of what it would feel like to finally, finally be the one kneeling naked and obedient again… if Amy would let her.


Amy
London


Wednesday came much too soon, and with it the day of Luisa's departure to the Amalfi Coast for her photoshoot.

The realities of working life had intruded on Monday… there were only so many days of leave she could take in a year before it started getting difficult and Amy really wasn’t the type to pull a sickie. Still, dinner on Monday night had been nice save for the little wrinkle with Sarah, although Amy was pretty confident that Luisa had taken both Sarah and Rebecca being simply colleagues at face value. Not that Amy wanted to conceal her thing with Sarah from Luisa, far from it, but keeping those parts of her life separate just made sense.

Luisa was far from an early riser and on both Monday and Tuesday Amy had left her sleeping in bed, cup of tea next to it in case Luisa wanted it (she claimed to be developing a taste for it but Amy reckoned it was fifty-fifty whether she was just being lovely), desperately resisting the temptation to shed her clothes again and climb back under the covers next to her warm, beautiful body.

Work had been hard to concentrate on, particularly in the afternoons when LA were in and she was trying to get everything done in time to see Luisa again, but she managed it and, after the dinner on Monday they’d had a much quieter Tuesday evening locally.

Which took them to Wednesday… saying goodbye to Luisa, although she’d be back in London for the week after the weekend, then a day at work, then Sarah.

Sarah was going to be interesting. It was a cliché that absence made the heart grow fonder, but also true. Amy had gone to LA with Sarah in her bad books, willing to give her a second chance but sceptical as to whether she would take the long, hard look at herself that she needed to. She’d been annoyed because Sarah had been a significant factor in the implosion of her life with James, and in the days after it was as if there was no consequence for Sarah… while Amy’s world was in pieces, Sarah could go back to her family in the West Country, or call another mentee to come over, carry on just as before.

But, to her credit, Sarah had done what she’d said. They’d been in contact while Amy was away and she’d updated Amy on what was happening. It had been a shock to see her with Rebecca on Monday, which was why Amy had waited until she saw Sarah go into the bathroom before following her in there… an ambush, maybe, but necessary because Amy didn’t want to misinterpret what was happening there and the reassurance had been invaluable.

She was going to give Sarah the benefit of the doubt on Wednesday night. She wouldn’t tell Luisa because their relationship was open and she didn’t want Luisa to worry. She’d simply see Sarah, and see how it went… nothing more, nothing less. She owed that to Sarah after Sarah had spent the last month reacting to the truths that Amy had laid out for her.

Although, truth be told, Wednesday felt like a burden… because Luisa was amazing and Amy was struggling to see much beyond her.

***

“Morning sleepy,” Amy whispered to a still sleeping Luisa. She’d gone downstairs when she woke up to make two mugs of tea and now she wanted to maximise every possible second of Luisa time before she had to go to work.

“Mmm…” Luisa mumbled, before rolling over. Amy hesitated for a moment, looking at her… she was naked under the covers, and she looked so, so beautiful and so, so peaceful. There was an unconstrained joy that came to her when she thought about Luisa, the woman she’d fallen in love with. She knew that they still had so much to learn about each other, and Amy was mature enough to know that love wasn’t always enough, that getting to know all the parts of someone could mean that love doesn’t equate to forever, but she certainly hoped so.

“Buenas dias.” Amy wasn’t going to let Luisa sleep this morning, no chance.

Luisa’s eyes opened, just a crack, but she smiled. “We need to work on your pronunciation… good morning.”

"I made you tea. You don't have to drink it.”

Luisa sat herself up, making the extra effort, Amy could tell, because they were parting soon. Amy got a glimpse of her glorious body before she wrapped the duvet around herself, up to her armpits.

"Genuinely, I'm starting to like it." She took her mug from Amy and sipped it. “Not much, admittedly, but I think it's good in the mornings. It's gentler than coffee."

"We'll make an Englishwoman of you yet..."

Luisa watched Amy as she took a sip of her own tea.

"I'm going to have a shower now. I need to get to work," Amy said after a pause, standing. "Do you need anything from the bathroom?"

"No, I'm good." Luisa looked at Amy with a look that Amy had grown to know over recent weeks. "Do you have to go in the shower right away?"

Amy felt her heart beat a little faster. The beautiful woman she loved, sat up naked in her bed, asking if she really needed that shower quite yet... it was tempting, very tempting.

"I'd love nothing more than to get back into bed with you..." Amy let her dressing gown fall away, nothing underneath. She climbed on to the bed, straddling Luisa's lap, trying to ignore the autumn morning chill that gave her goosebumps. "But I really have to get to work." She took Luisa's tea, set it to one side, then with both hands cupping Luisa’s jaw she kissed her, slowly, deeply, passionately. When she pulled back it was with a glint in her eye. "Will this keep you going until Sunday though?"

Luisa grinned and narrowed her eyes. "Until Sunday..."


Luisa
London


Luisa stirred at the sound of Amy coming back into the room with their cups of tea. It was only the third day of that tradition, but she hoped it became one that lasted. As she dozed, she felt Amy's hand stroke her cheek, pushing back some hair that had fallen loose during the night, and she rolled over, making a noise she didn’t really know she was making. A memory nagged at her, vaguely, that she needed to talk to Amy about something before she left for Italy, but in her sleep addled mind she couldn’t work out what.

"Buenas dias," Amy said quietly, smiling.

Luisa opened her eyes just a crack and smiled back. "We'll work on your pronunciation... good morning."

"I made you tea. You don't have to drink it.”

Luisa forced herself to sit up, reminding herself that she was leaving for Amalfi later that morning, and as she did, she pulled the duvet up to her armpits for warmth. She liked London but the cold was taking some getting used to. Although maybe, she thought, the answer to that was to not sleep naked with Amy, and she didn't want to end that any time soon.

"Genuinely, I'm starting to like it." She laughed. "Not much admittedly, but I think it's good in the mornings. It's gentler than coffee."

"We'll make an Englishwoman of you yet..."

They looked at each other while Luisa took a sip, and as the last remnants of sleep fell away she remembered, the thing that she needed to tell Amy about. Bel. She felt her pulse quicken, a jolt of adrenaline at the fear that this might not go perfectly, but she knew that she needed to say something. It just wouldn't feel right to fly to Italy, knowing that Bel would be there, knowing their history, without being open with Amy about it. She'd been putting it off for days, never finding the right moment, too scared of breaking what they had, and this morning was the last chance.

Luisa opened her mouth to speak, took a breath, but then Amy got there first. "I'm going to have a shower now, I need to get to work. Do you need anything from the bathroom?"

"No, I'm good." Luisa looked at Amy, stood in her short dressing gown, knowing that that fabulous body was beneath the thin layer of fabric. Wanting her so much. But she needed to tell her about Bel, so maybe Amy could delay for a few minutes. "Do you have to go in the shower right now?"

"I'd love nothing more than to get back into bed with you..." Amy misunderstood, let her dressing gown fall away, nothing underneath. She climbed on to the bed, straddling Luisa's lap. "But I really have to get to work." She took Luisa's cup of tea, set it to one side, then with both hands cupping Luisa’s jaw she kissed her, slowly, deeply, passionately. When she pulled back it was with a glint in her eye. "Will this keep you going until Sunday though?"

Luisa grinned and narrowed her eyes, not wanting to spoil the mood. "Until Sunday..."

Amy gave her one more quick kiss, then climbed off and went in the bathroom. Luisa stayed sitting there, thinking she’d talk to Amy about Bel while she got dressed instead, looking out at the sky through the gap in the curtains, sipping her tea as it cooled down. She really, genuinely was starting to like it.

Thinking about what she needed to do to actually make it on to her flight to Italy later, her mind was drifting when she saw her phone screen light up with a message. She reached over instinctively to where it was sat on the bed and saw a message pop up:

I can’t wait until tonight, a month is too long x

The sender said Sarah.

Luisa dropped the phone back onto the bed like it was too hot to touch. Fuck, that was Amy’s phone, she realised.

She sat back. The sound of the shower running, Amy singing something quietly and relatively tunelessly, came from the bathroom door. Apart from that the house was silent.

Luisa didn't know what to think. She wished she could unsee that message, scrub it from her memory, because there was no ambiguity there, none whatsoever... without a doubt Amy had plans with Sarah later, and plans that she suspected didn't end with a glass of wine and a friendly wave goodbye. Plans that Amy had not mentioned to Luisa once, even in passing.

Her heart was racing, and she felt sick, to think of Amy with Sarah. She knew that it had been the Sarah at the sushi place on Monday… Amy had hidden her reaction well but she’d noticed the way she stiffened when Sarah approached the table, not to mention the not infrequent glances across at them as the meal went on. But as Amy had said nothing Luisa had allowed herself to think that maybe that was history, particularly as Sarah was obviously on a date of her own with Rebecca.

A wave of jealousy rolled through her. She wanted Amy for herself, all for herself, she didn't want to share her.

The irony wasn't lost on her. If Amy knew about Bel, about what inevitably happened every time they worked together, would Amy feel this same sick jealousy? Probably. But that was different, Luisa told herself. What she had with Bel was an arrangement without emotional strings, a tradition that belonged to another world. Amy and Sarah seemed to have something much more involved entirely.

The temptation was to pick up Amy's phone and read through the other messages, to see what Amy had said previously, to see how their dialogue was, but Luisa knew that that was a truly terrible idea. Open that door and only bad things came out.

So instead she sat there and, when Amy came out of the shower and started to get dressed, parading her beautiful naked body in front of Luisa, Luisa watched and teased, pretending that there was nothing wrong. She wasn't even sure that there was really something wrong, so much as something that she needed to think through. But that message, suddenly it made Luisa have second thoughts about telling Amy about Bel. Because if Amy was seeing Sarah that very same night and wasn't telling Luisa anything about it, then there didn't seem the same obligation for Luisa to tell Amy about Bel either.

This is just what open means, I guess…

When it came for time to Amy to go to work, Luisa climbed out of bed and despite the cool morning air she walked up to Amy naked, wrapped her arms around her, kissed her passionately goodbye, revelled in the feel of Amy's hands against her naked skin. She loved Amy. A couple of messages didn't change that. They just maybe changed the nature of their dynamic a little.

Or maybe just her understanding of the dynamic, and what that could mean over the next few days while they were apart.

***

Luisa liked London, really liked it quite a lot, but why did trying to get anywhere have to be so hard?

She’d decided to use public transport to get to the airport for her flight, a different one this time, somewhere called Gatwick rather than the one she’d arrived at. When she’d asked Naomi in the living room the day before she’d laughingly explained that London had probably five airports that claimed to be London, but while some of those were tenuous at best Gatwick was definitely a proper one.

Luisa had figured that getting the Tube was easiest, but then she realised that the Tube didn’t go to Gatwick so before she knew it she was on a convoluted journey involving changing Tube line to get to Victoria station where she could get a train down to Gatwick. She firmly resolved that when she came back on Sunday she’d get a taxi straight to Amy’s house, it would be expensive but save a lot of time.

Sat on the train down to Gatwick, looking out of the window as it rolled through the suburbs of London, Luisa thought. She needed to think, she really did, because despite Amy’s sometime teasing that was how she processed things, it was how she made good decisions.

Luisa thought about Amy. She’d allowed herself to hope over the last few intense weeks that their relationship was moving a little from open to closed almost by default, the time they spent together so special, them both so in love.

That message from Sarah told Luisa that that had been wishful thinking. She wasn’t mad at Amy, not at all, from what little she knew Luisa understood that Amy’s dynamic with Sarah was complicated and that there was something there that Amy didn’t feel she could walk away from. It was far from ideal, but she understood.

What those messages did though was clarify for Luisa the dynamic between her and Amy, and what their open relationship meant. It sounded stupid, but open meant open. They were both free to see other people if they wished, with no need to disclose anything. Fine, she got that now.

That clarity brought the next few days into sharp focus. When she’d seen that Bel was going to be there in Amalfi it had triggered an automatic reaction in her the way it always had, the excitement that came from knowing that this shoot would be more interesting than usual. She always got a thrill anticipating seeing Bel, and Bel had never let her down.

But… Luisa had quickly tempered that, put it to one side. She was with Amy now, and while an infrequent night with Bel in some far flung location had seemed fine before, it somehow felt different when she had Amy. She realised, with a rueful shake of her head, that there is where not having had a serious relationship for nearly eight years left you... no instinct for what to do, having to rely instead on solving these problems as they came up.

With the message from Sarah to Amy that she’d seen and the implications of it, it wasn’t like that changed Luisa’s mind, it wasn’t like she suddenly decided that yes, actually, she’d see if Bel and her could also have some fun. But… it certainly removed the principal reason to say no, to steer clear of Bel, because it was very clear to Luisa as she watched the London suburbs turn to green countryside that her and Amy’s relationship was definitely still an open one.

And with Bel, she'd never once been able to say no so far anyway, whether she had a good reason or not...


Sarah
London


Sarah had changed three times before settling on a black dress that she knew Amy liked, the one that hugged her figure and showed just enough. She’d put on her best lingerie underneath… she knew that the night ending that way was only a strong likelihood, not a certainty, but best to be prepared. Her hair was down, makeup present, not overdone. She wanted to look like herself, just the best version.

The wine bar she’d chosen was one she knew well, a place a few minutes’ walk from her flat with dim lighting and small tables. The sort of place that made the kind of private conversation that they needed to have possible, always busy but never overcrowded.

And, uncharacteristically for Sarah, she’d arrived early, conscious that she wanted to be settled and composed when Amy walked in rather than arriving flustered. This, she realised, was far from the usual power games she played with colleagues.

A month. It had been a month since another wine bar, that Monday evening in Borough Market when Amy had asked the question that had taken Sarah’s world apart and rebuilt it into something unfamiliar but, she hoped, better, kinder, more sustainable. A month since she’d stood in the rain watching Amy walk away, since she’d sat on Amy’s sofa two nights later and confessed everything, since Amy had said “ok, that’s enough, for now” and Sarah had spent the time in between earning the right to be sat here tonight.

She ordered a glass of wine and checked her phone. A message from Amy, sent fifteen minutes ago:

On my way soon, see you soon x

Sarah smiled. The old Sarah would have still been at home, taking her time, making Amy wait for her. The new Sarah, well, no power games. She typed back:

Already here. Hurry up. I’ve missed you x

Sarah put her phone face down on the table. She needed to be composed for the first part of this evening, the talking part.

She saw Amy before Amy saw her. She came through the door in her work clothes, elegant blue trousers and a white blouse and blazer, hair tied back, and Sarah’s breath caught the way it always did when she saw Amy. There was a confidence to Amy now that hadn’t been there a month ago, something in the way she carried herself… a month since she’d come out to her friends and clearly it was suiting her.

Amy spotted her and smiled, so warm, so genuinely pleased to see Sarah that for just a moment the rest of the world fell away.

“Hey,” Amy said, sliding into the seat opposite.

“Hey.” Sarah wanted to lean across and kiss her but held back. There was a conversation they needed to have first, and she owed Amy that before anything else.

“You look incredible,” Amy said, her eyes looking Sarah up and down.

“So do you. The tan really suits you.”

“Everyone keeps saying that. I’m going to be devastated when it fades.” Amy ordered a glass of wine and settled back in her chair, looking at Sarah with an expression that was open but cautious. “So. We’ve got a lot to talk about.”

“We do.” Sarah took a breath. “Where do you want me to start?”

“The other mentees. Tell me everything.”

***

Sarah didn’t tell Amy the sanitised version, the one she’d have given a month ago that spun the truth and conveniently ignored anything that would make her look bad or could jeopardise what she had with Amy. She was honest, and gave her the ugly truth of four conversations that had fundamentally changed how she saw herself.

She told Amy about Rebecca first, the easy one, how she’d laughed and said she wanted to keep sleeping with Sarah regardless. “She’s the one where it genuinely was mutual,” Sarah said. “She told me straight out that she enjoys it for its own sake and always has. The mentoring is separate now, completely. We’re colleagues who also happen to sleep together.”

Amy nodded. “I believe that. I could see it on Monday, actually. She seemed relaxed with you, but she always did.”

“She was. Is.” Sarah paused. “The others weren’t like that.”

She told Amy about Klara next, how she’d been angry in a cold, restrained way that was actually harder to deal with than shouting. And then about Alice, her more volatile, furious reaction that caught Sarah off guard after Klara. Both had been clear that the physical side, while enjoyable at times, had been something they endured, the price they paid for what Sarah had done for their careers.

“I’d assumed,” Sarah said, hearing the shame in her own voice, “that they were into it.” She shrugged. “I wanted to believe the attraction was mutual. I’d built this whole framework in my head where everyone was consenting and everyone was having a good time and the mentoring was a bonus. A win-win for everyone.” She looked at Amy. “You were right. The power imbalance meant that I never had to question it, because none of them felt they could tell me the truth.”

Amy reached across and touched Sarah’s hand. “I know that was hard. I can hear that it was.”

“It gets worse.” Sarah took a sip of her wine. “Joanna. Last week.”

She told Amy about Joanna’s revelation that she was straight, had always been straight, and about the two relationships she’d lost. About “you never asked” and the exhaustion in Joanna’s voice.

“She told me she’d let me do what I wanted because she thought it was what was expected,” Sarah said. “She endured that, Amy. For too long. Because I made her think it was part of the deal.”

Amy was quiet for a long moment, and Sarah could see her processing it, sympathy mixed with something more complicated. “How do you feel about that now? Honestly.”

Sarah thought about her answer. “Ashamed. Genuinely ashamed. Not the kind where you say you’re sorry because you know you should be. Actually ashamed, in a way that I’m going to carry for a long time.” Sarah paused. “But also grateful to you, for making me see it. Because I’d have carried on otherwise. I’d have kept building the system and convincing myself it was fine and everyone was winning.”

Amy squeezed her hand. “I appreciate you telling me all of this. You didn’t have to be this honest.”

“I owed you this. After that Monday, when you showed me what it looked like… I owed you the full picture.”

Amy held her gaze for a few moments, then nodded slowly, as if she’d come to a decision. “Ok. Then I’m drawing a line under it. You did what you said you would, and you did it properly. I believe you, and we don’t need to talk about it again.” She paused. “The mentoring continues on professional terms?”

“Completely. All four of them if they want it. No conditions, no expectations.”

“Good.” Amy took a sip of her wine. She smiled. “That’s enough about them then.”

The relief that flooded through Sarah was a physical thing… a tension she’d been carrying for weeks releasing. Amy was satisfied. Amy believed her. The line was drawn.

“There’s something else we need to talk about too,” Sarah said. “The other thing you asked me to consider.”

Amy’s expression shifted to something a little more cautious. “Ok,” she said simply, watching Sarah over the rim of her glass as she took another drink.

“You asked me, before you went to LA, to think about what my life could look like. What a future could look like, not just with you but generally, if I was honest about who I am.”

“I remember.”

“I’ve thought about it. A lot.” Sarah turned her wine glass by the stem. “I took the twins and Hugo to Dubai for a long weekend while you were away. Last minute thing, his idea. And there was a moment…” She paused, searching for the right words. “I realised two things. That my children are more important than anything, and that Hugo and I have been performing a marriage for their benefit for longer than I would like to admit.”

Amy listened without interrupting, giving Sarah the space.

“If I leave… I mean, when I leave him, at some point, because I think it’s a when now… I’d need to spend more time out west. Hugo would keep the house, I’d need to get somewhere nearby. I’d still do this job, still be in London mid weeks, but I’d be there more rather than here. And, look, I’m fine with that. Really. I’d be much more present in their lives and I’d hope that it would be amicable with Hugo, that we could co-parent. I know it could well be hard, but… worth it.”

She looked at Amy who was nodding her understanding.

“But here’s the thing. You… anyone… would have to accept that you could have some of me, maybe even most of me, but not all of me. And for a lot of the week my geography would be determined by my children.” Sarah smiled. “You, or whoever, would have to either like the countryside or pretend to.”

“That’s a lot to change.”

“It’s a lot to gain.” Sarah smiled again. “I’d actually be there. School runs, bedtime stories, weekends that aren’t just me arriving exhausted on a Friday night and leaving again on Sunday.” She paused. “The thing is, I’m going to do it regardless of Hugo or anyone else. I did wonder whether it would work for me to do the part with being there more without saying anything to Hugo, but I realised that part of what I’m doing at the moment is hiding… spending my weeks in London so that the time where I have to pretend being the straight, loving wife is kept to weekends and holidays. If I’m going to be there more it has to be the real me, otherwise it’s not fair to me or him.”

Sarah paused to give Amy the opportunity to say anything, but she sat there in sympathetic silence.

“I’m not asking you to sign up for anything, Amy. I know that’s a lot, and I know you’re twenty-eight and building your career. This might not be what you want at all. Put it this way… you’d have to be comfortable with weekends hanging out with me and the twins. But you asked me to think about it, so I have. It’s how it would be for anyone, not just you.”

Amy was quiet for a while. “It’s not for me to offer you advice on your marriage or your family. Those are your decisions and I’d never presume to tell you what to do.” She paused, and Sarah could see something genuine in her expression, a respect that went beyond their usual dynamic. “But I really appreciate that you’ve thought it through properly. That you’re not just reacting, that you’ve actually sat with it and worked out what it would look like. That matters to me.”

“It matters to me too.”

“And the answer to the question you didn’t quite ask is: I don’t know. But the good thing is, we don’t need to decide that yet or any time soon. I’d like to think that tonight is the end of what we had, and the start of whatever you and I might be. You said I need to accept that I can’t have all of you.” Amy shrugged. “Both of our situations are complex.”

“See how we go?”

“See how we go. But Sarah… I like the picture of a future that you just painted. Many women would. Just don’t do anything with your family, Hugo or the twins, because of me. Do it because of you. Ok? Because…”

Amy trailed off but Sarah knew exactly what she meant… because nobody ever fell for someone and thought this might not last, but more often than not it didn’t. Because this mustn’t be a romantic gesture towards Amy, rather it had to be a serious commitment to herself.

Sarah simply nodded. “I will.”

***

They ordered more wine, and the conversation loosened. Amy talked about LA, carefully skirting around the topic of Luisa but talking openly about the experiences… hikes and restaurants and a particularly fun night out at a club. For her part Sarah talked about a particularly complicated matter she was working on at work, and then about how the twins had decided that elaborate den building was the greatest thing in the world. It was easy and natural, just like it had been before that fateful Saturday, two women who genuinely enjoyed each other’s company and whose minds worked in ways that complemented each other.

Then, tongue loosened by her third glass of wine, Amy said, casually, “So Monday night. You and Rebecca.”

Sarah looked at her. “What about it?”

“What did you do? After you left the restaurant.”

There was something in Amy’s tone that was a little tighter than casual curiosity, there was an edge that she was trying to hide and at that moment Sarah realised something: everything she’d been thinking about Amy and Luisa on Monday, Amy had been thinking about Sarah and Rebecca. It went both ways.

“I’ll tell you,” Sarah said carefully, “if you tell me what you and Luisa did when you got home from dinner.”

Amy’s mouth opened, then closed. Sarah watched her realise she’d gone a step too far in real time, the desire to know fighting with the knowledge that that went both ways.

“Maybe,” Amy said eventually, with a wry smile, “there are some things it’s better we don’t tell each other. Sorry, I crossed a line there.”

“I think that’s wise.” Sarah clinked her glass against Amy’s. “Boundaries.”

“Boundaries,” Amy agreed. She held Sarah’s gaze for a moment, and there was a mutual acknowledgment there, that they were both picking their way through a bit of a minefield without a map, and the only way to really do it was by being completely honest with each other about what they should and shouldn’t share.

They sat in comfortable silence for a minute, and then Amy finished her wine.

"I should get going," she said, and Sarah just about managed to hide her surprise… is this Amy just playing hard to get, or is she genuinely just going to leave?

There was a pause. Amy was watching Sarah.

Here goes nothing.

"Come back to my place."

She saw Amy go still, thinking.

"We shouldn't…" Amy started to say, but Sarah interrupted her without even realising she was going to.

"Please."

One word, and it stopped Amy in her tracks.

"Please?"

"Please." Then, uncharacteristically for Sarah, the words came out in a rush. "I… tonight I need you… I need to be your… I guess I need you to… a month." She shook her head, realising she was making no sense. "There's something only you can give me. Only you. I… I need that tonight."

God, I'm practically begging, where has this come from?

She watched Amy turn it over in her mind for a long, long time, her gaze locked on Sarah.

Then, she nodded slowly.

“Get the bill. I’ll be waiting outside.”


Sarah
London


Sarah’s hands were slightly unsteady as she unlocked the front door. Amy was right behind her, crowding her in a way that she’d have bridled at with anyone else but with Amy, with the woman who had a hold over her that nobody had ever had before. The charge between them was now almost unbearable.

They stepped inside and Sarah closed the door behind them. Amy stood in the short hallway, looking around as if reacquainting herself with the space.

“Before we… there’s something I want to show you,” Sarah said. “In the bedroom.” She caught herself just in time. “Amy. If you’ll let me.” God, I’m asking her permission to show her something in my own home, and I’m loving it.

Amy raised an eyebrow but nodded and followed her through the living room to the bedroom. Sarah switched on the bedside lamps and watched Amy take in what she’d prepared in anticipation: the leather cuffs, the spreader bars, the blindfold, the riding crop, all laid out on the chest of drawers facing the bed. She saw a smile twitch across Amy’s mouth, but what Sarah wanted to show her wasn’t those, it was above.

“Look up.”

Amy looked. “What am I looking for?”

“You see the bolt?” Sarah reached up and pointed at a strong metal bolt running through a wooden ceiling beam that ran the width of the room, one of several that were left from the building’s previous life as a warehouse. To anyone who didn’t know, it was just part of the architecture. But Sarah fetched one of the spreader bars and, using a chair as a footstool, attached it to the eye hook at one end.

“I installed it a few weeks ago,” Sarah said. “Nobody could guess its purpose unless they’ve used it.” She paused. “I’ve never been attached to it myself.”

Amy looked at the bar, then at the cuffs on the chest of drawers, then at Sarah. Her expression made Sarah’s knees feel unreliable.

“I’ve been hoping,” Sarah continued, her voice barely above a whisper, “that you might want to change that.”

Amy held her gaze for a long moment, then simply said, “Go back to the living room. Wait for me there on your knees. And…” Amy shook her head and grinned. “You forgot to say Amy.”

Sarah obeyed, her heart hammering, and knelt in the middle of her living room, listening to the sounds of Amy moving around the bedroom. After a couple of minutes Amy appeared in the bedroom doorway, leaning against the frame, looking utterly relaxed and in charge, with an expression that made Sarah feel like she was already naked.

“Rules,” Amy said quietly. “You call me Amy. You know that. You do what I tell you. If I ask you a question, you answer honestly. If you want me to stop, you say stop and I will. Clear?”

“Yes, Amy.”

Amy walked across and reached out to trace a finger along Sarah’s collarbone, just above the neckline of her dress. Sarah shivered. “That dress looks amazing on you. But you can’t wear it. Stand and take off the dress.”

Sarah stood and reached behind herself for the zip, pulled it down, and let the dress fall to the floor. She stood there in her lingerie and watched Amy’s eyes travel over her.

“Very nice,” Amy said, and Sarah felt herself blush at the compliment. “You chose the lingerie for me?”

“Yes, Amy.”

“I thought so.” Amy stepped closer again, close enough that to Sarah that they were almost touching. “Now take it all off. Slowly.”

Sarah unclasped her bra and let it fall, then slid her underwear down and stepped out of it. She stood naked in her own living room, in front of a fully clothed Amy, and thrilled at how vulnerable and exposed she felt.

Amy stepped back and looked at her for a long time. Not rushing, not touching, just looking. Amy was taking every part of her in: the body, yes, but also the surrender, the trust, and her willingness to stand there exposed and wait obediently.

“On your knees,” Amy said.

Sarah knelt. The wooden living room floor was hard beneath her knees but she barely noticed. She looked up at Amy standing over her, and made herself maintain eye contact even as every instinct shouted at her to look down in the presence of her superior.

“Tell me what you want,” Amy said, meeting her gaze.

“I want to be yours tonight. However you want me. Whatever you want to do. I’m yours, Amy.”

“You are.” Amy reached down and tilted Sarah’s chin up. Amy’s eyes were bright, her cheeks slightly flushed, and Sarah recognised the pleasure that Amy was taking in this as a pleasure she’d felt so many times with others, Amy included when they’d first started out. She wasn’t performing a duty for Sarah’s benefit, this was desire.

Amy leaned down to kiss her, and while it started gentle it deepened fast, Amy’s hand moving to Sarah’s hair and gripping, using her hold to tilt Sarah’s head back. Sarah gasped into the kiss and she heard a chuckle come from deep inside Amy.

“I need a few minutes,” Amy said, standing straight again. She paused, looking down at Sarah with an expression that was pure command. “You’re going to crawl to the bedroom on all fours. When you get there, you wait at the foot of the bed, on your knees, facing away from the bathroom door. Don’t turn around until I tell you.”

“Yes, Amy.”

She saw Amy smile. Then Amy stepped past her towards the bedroom and Sarah, naked, started to crawl across her own living room floor.

***

She waited at the foot of the bed, kneeling, facing towards the headboard, listening to the sounds of Amy in the bathroom. Running water, the click of heels on tile. The anticipation was exquisite, not knowing what Amy would do with everything Sarah had laid out, just kneeling there with her heart hammering and her body already responding to nothing more than the wait.

When she heard the bathroom door open, she kept her eyes forward despite the temptation to look. Amy’s footsteps, still in her heels, clicked across the bedroom floor until she stopped behind Sarah.

“Don’t turn around.”

“No, Amy.”

Amy’s hand went to her shoulder, just a light touch, trailing slowly down her bare back. Sarah shivered again. She felt the brush of silk against her skin, and reckoned that Amy was wearing Sarah’s dressing gown.

“You didn’t say Amy earlier,” Amy said. “You know what that means.”

“Yes, Amy.”

“We’re going to start with that.” Sarah felt something smooth and stiff trail across her shoulder blade. The riding crop. “I remember you using this on me. You remember?”

“Yes, Amy.”

“Do you use this on anyone else?”

“Yes, Amy.”

“Interesting.” The crop slipped down Sarah’s back, feather-light. “Do you like using it? Being the one with the power?”

“Yes, Amy.”

“And now it’s you on your knees.” A gentle tap of the crop against her outer thigh. “How does that feel?”

“Like exactly what I need, Amy. For you to remind me.”

She heard Amy laugh quietly. “On all fours. You may not look at me yet.”

Sarah complied, of course she did… she couldn’t have said no at that point, she was desperate. She felt the crop rest on her ass, teasingly, and then draw back. SMACK. She couldn’t help crying out as the glorious sting spread from where it had landed.

“What’s my name?”

“Amy.”

“Say it, each time.”

She felt the crop draw back again and this time when it landed she cried out, “Amy.”

“Good. You’re so good for me.”

The crop drew back again and Sarah was ready when it landed. “Amy.”

Ten more times it landed, ten more times she cried out Amy’s name, and the sensation was incredible… she would never have guessed how much she loved being on the receiving end of this.

Sarah heard Amy move round to stand in front of her. “You may kneel again and look.”

Sarah returned to kneeling and looked up. Amy was wearing Sarah’s silk dressing gown, tied loosely, the hem sitting mid-thigh and then a beautiful expanse of leg down to her heels. So far as Sarah could see there was nothing underneath. She was holding the riding crop in one hand, the other hand resting on her hip, and she looked utterly, devastatingly in command.

“Stand up,” Amy said, and Sarah stood. Amy looked her up and down. “I’d like to try the bar. Get the restraints and the blindfold.”

Sarah went to the chest of drawers and retrieved the leather cuffs, the other spreader bar, and the blindfold. She put them on the bed and stood waiting.

Amy picked up the wrist cuffs, turning them over in her hands. “You put this bar in the ceiling, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Amy.”

“Who was it for?”

Sarah paused. The honest answer was complicated. “For my mentees, Amy.”

“And did you ever think about someone putting you up there?”

“I…” Sarah hesitated, then chose honesty as the best policy. “Maybe, Amy.”

Amy smiled. “Good. Arms up.”

Sarah raised her arms and Amy fastened the cuffs around her wrists, clipping them to the bar above. Then she knelt and fastened the spreader bar between her ankles, adjusting it so that Sarah’s legs were parted, her feet shoulder-width apart.

Sarah stood there, arms above her head, legs spread, naked and restrained in her own bedroom, in equipment she’d only used on others, and felt a disorienting, thrilling inversion of everything she normally knew. Even the few times she’d submitted to Amy before were nothing like this.

Amy stood up and looked at her. “One more thing.” She picked up the blindfold and held it up. “Trust me?”

“Completely, Amy.”

The blindfold went over her eyes and the world went dark.

“Now,” Amy said, and Sarah heard the quiet swish of the riding crop cutting through the air a moment before it landed on her rear. Not too hard, but sharp enough to make her gasp, landing where it still stung from a few minutes before. “Let’s have some fun.”

***

Amy circled her, slowly and deliberately, the click of the heels the only marker for Sarah of where she was. The crop landed unpredictably, anywhere and everywhere, not hard enough to truly hurt but always enough to sting. Between strikes Amy’s fingers would go to where the crop had landed, soothing and teasing at the same time, and the contrast between the two was staggering.

“Tell me what you’d do to me,” Amy said, trailing the crop down Sarah’s inner thigh, “if our positions were reversed.”

Sarah’s breath was ragged. The blindfold made everything more intense, every touch a surprise, every silence loaded with anticipation. “I’d strip you naked, Amy,” she said. “Completely.”

A tap of the crop, light and encouraging. “Go on.”

“And Amy, all my mentees would watch. All of them I’ve ever had.”

Sarah felt Amy pause, and for a moment she was terrified that she’d gone too far, that the fantasy was too dark, too much. But then Amy’s voice returned and sounded interested: “Would they now?”

“Yes, Amy. They’d watch while I tied you up. While I…” She hesitated, thinking that this went against their dynamic, that Amy was the one in charge and Sarah was the one who submitted. But Amy’s silence was expectant and Sarah realised that Amy wanted to hear it. “While I had them take turns. On you. While you were restrained and helpless. All of ours, our plaything, to do what we want with.”

“That’s quite some fantasy.” Amy’s voice was closer now, right next to her ear, and Sarah felt Amy’s fingers slide down her stomach, down between her legs, touching her for the first time that evening, feeling how desperately aroused she was. Sarah cried out, a desperate sound, pleasure and relief crashing together.

“It’s not what’s happening tonight though, is it?” Amy whispered, her fingers moving with agonising slowness.

“No, Amy.”

“No. Tonight you’re mine.” The crop landed on her rear at the same time that Amy’s fingers pushed deeper, and Sarah’s knees nearly buckled at the dual sensation.

Amy kept her there, suspended between the crop and her fingers, building Sarah higher and higher, and Sarah could feel it, it felt so good, and started babbling, pleas that formed and dissolved before they could become words. Amy was reading her perfectly as she always did, knowing exactly when to push and when to pause, when to let the crop speak and when to use her hands, and Sarah understood that Amy was enjoying it, savouring every moment of Sarah’s surrender, revelling in the power of having this woman who dominated everyone else trembling and helpless and begging.

The climax when Amy eventually let it come was incredible. Amy kissed her deeply as the orgasm crashed through her, her lips on Sarah’s, then on her face, her neck, her shoulders, and Sarah’s body tensed against the restraints, her legs giving way so that the cuffs on her wrists took her weight, her screams muffled by Amy’s mouth. It went on and on, wave after wave, and Amy held her through it, her body against Sarah’s, supporting her.

“You’re mine,” Amy whispered.

When it finally passed, Amy reached up and unclipped the wrist cuffs, catching Sarah as she sagged, helping her gently to the floor, then kneeling beside her and taking off the blindfold and removing the spreader bar.

Sarah blinked in the sudden light and saw Amy’s face, close to hers, flushed and bright-eyed and looking at her with an expression that was new and that she would never forget as long as she lived.

“You ok?” Amy asked, her fingertips on Sarah’s cheek.

Sarah nodded. She didn’t trust her voice.

Amy kissed her forehead. She helped Sarah to the bed and lay her down, pulling the covers over her and climbing in herself, letting Sarah rest her head on Amy’s shoulder while Amy stroked her hair and whispered wonderful, magical words of reassurance.


Luisa
Amalfi


One thousand miles from London, asleep in her hotel room on the Amalfi coast, Luisa woke with a start as her phone buzzed on the bedside table. The hotel room was dark and unfamiliar, the sheets too crisp, the pillows too firm. Why, she thought, can no hotel anywhere ever just get it right?

She'd fallen into a fitful sleep after arriving, exhausted from the travel and also, if she was being honest with herself, thinking non-stop, her mind in a whirl, about the message she’d discovered on Amy’s phone from Sarah.

She reached for her phone, squinting at the bright screen. 2am in Italy. That meant it was 1am in London. A message from Amy. So Amy was still awake, and having seen that Sarah message earlier Luisa knew immediately where she was, what she must have been doing.

The message itself was innocuous, sweet even.

Hey, had a nice evening. How’s the hotel? Missing you, love you and hope you sleep well xx

But the timing told a different story… no way did Amy just meet her somewhere and then go to bed. Not with a message this late.

Luisa put the phone back down without replying, turning onto her side and willing herself back to sleep.

But sleep wouldn't come. Her mind kept conjuring up images of Amy with Sarah, doing all the things she suspected, half knew, that they did together. Some fairly outrageous things.

It was within the bounds of what we agreed, she reminded herself. An open relationship meant open. But that didn't stop her thinking about it. Not when she was lying there in bed, alone, knowing that Amy was sleeping with another woman, probably at that exact moment. Touching her, making her call the name of the woman that Luisa loved...

Stop, Luisa told herself. This isn't productive. Imagining them or getting jealous of them won't help.

But at 2am, woken from sleep, no one’s brain can avoid thinking like that… she couldn't help how she felt.

***

Morning came too soon, bringing with it a throbbing headache and a mood that was the exact opposite of the beautiful, clear blue sky outside her window. The photoshoot was scheduled to start at nine, which meant she'd likely see Bel soon.

The thought brought a combination of excitement, the usual anticipation, but also a degree of trepidation. This was her life now it seemed... women who belonged partly to her and partly to others, pieces of relationships that never quite satisfied the longing for something complete.

As she dressed, Luisa caught her reflection in the mirror. The woman looking back seemed suddenly foreign to her, like she was watching someone play a role she'd outgrown.

"Time to be professional," she told her reflection, then added with bitter irony, "At least that's something I know how to do."

***

The light was perfect, which made it worse.

Luisa was stood barefoot on sun-baked stone, the breeze catching the thin fabric of the robe that she’d been given to wear… the designer’s idea of something someone would want to wear, but that someone certainly wasn’t Luisa.

Beyond the terrace the cliffs dropped sharply into the sea, the early autumn sunshine in the clear blue sky giving everything a sharp edge. It was breath-taking.

But mostly it was hot, and tedious, and Luisa was in a bad mood, counting the minutes until she could get back into the shade.

“Lift your chin a little,” said the photographer. “Now, more attitude.”

Attitude, she thought, I’ll give you attitude, but she held her tongue… her mood wasn’t the fault of the photographer. She shifted her weight, arched her brow, a look she’d practiced a thousand times over the years, desire and disinterest wrapped up in a single expression.

“Perfect.” The photographer had seen more moody models than he could count over the years. He snapped a few more shots and then paused. “Ok, let’s take five minutes then pick this up again.”

Luisa took the opportunity to grab some water and stand in the shade. It was only ten… it was going to be brutal later in the day.

As she sat off to one side, she sighed deeply. She wasn’t just in a bad mood. She was annoyed. With Amy. And then she was annoyed at herself with being annoyed at Amy, because she loved Amy and she didn’t want to be annoyed with her, and it wasn’t reasonable to be annoyed at her… but the lack of sleep, the heat, everything still meant that Luisa was annoyed regardless.

It wasn’t the whole thing about the message she’d seen yesterday morning, she’d managed to rationalise all of that by the time she went to bed last night. She may not have liked it but it was a consequence of Amy and Luisa being in an open relationship, something she'd willingly agreed to.

She couldn't stop brooding on the message at 2am from Amy saying that she loved Luisa and she hoped she had a good night’s sleep, the one that had woken Luisa up and jolted her awake when she read it, so much that she barely slept the rest of the night.

2am.

That was 1am in London.

And four hours after Luisa had messaged her to say she’d arrived safely. Four hours.

Only one possible explanation, and it wasn't working late.

She knew it wasn’t intentional, that Amy didn’t know that Luisa had seen Sarah’s message, but there are few things worse than waking your girlfriend up in the middle of the night with a text that confirms what she already knew… particularly when it was after just enough sleep for her to spend the rest of the night awake and catastrophising about it.

What if Amy leaves me for Sarah? What if she told Sarah she loves her too? What if I can’t give Amy what Sarah can? Those and a thousand other questions had been running through her head since 2am.

So, yes… Luisa was in a bad mood, and the heat wasn’t helping. She needed space to think and she couldn’t get it, not until the day had done and she could retreat to her room. She just needed to make it to the end of the day, get her head together that evening, and then it would all be fine.

***

She saw Bel for the first time at lunchtime, literally bumping into her on the way into the dining area which, mercifully, was air conditioned.

“Hello,” Bel said when she saw who it was. There was the usual twitch of a smile, and Luisa smiled back despite her mood, feeling her spirits lift just a bit.

“Hey… are you grabbing some lunch?” Luisa asked.

“Just did.” She grimaced. “Apparently they want to do something ridiculous with my hair so I have to hurry. We’ll talk later.” As ever, a statement not a question.

“Of course.” She watched as Bel walked off, smiling to herself at how Bel was taking her time despite one of the assistants desperately trying to hurry her up. That was Bel through and through.

Sat down with a plate of salad and some water, Luisa got talking to one of the other models, a Spanish woman that she’d not met before, enjoying being able to switch out of English, and she soon felt her mood lift further, breaking out of her funk and switching into professional mode.

She was damned if she was going to let whatever this road bump was with Amy get in the way of what was a great professional opportunity for her, the chance to start doing work more often in Europe. She’d worry about the thing with Amy when she saw her back in London on Sunday. For now, she had work to do.

***

Late in the afternoon and the final set of outfits, swimwear with some utterly impractical cut-outs and string ties… not her style at all, but as ever she was professional and did what she needed to do.

As she walked off, final shots taken, and grabbed a chilled bottle of water to cool herself down, Bel was there.

“Those looked good,” she said, indicating towards where Luisa had been standing with a nod of her head. “I liked the relaxed pose, with your legs crossed. It nearly made me want to buy it.” She said the last part with a grin.

Luisa smiled back. “Someone needs to. Not my style at all.”

Bel grabbed a water for herself and took a drink, watching Luisa. “Dinner later, my treat.”

Luisa looked at her, thinking it through. Dinner would be good, time with Bel would be good, but also she knew where it would lead… always, inevitably, as sure as the sun rising in the morning, they would end up in bed together.

Not that that was a bad thing… it wasn’t a problem with her relationship being open with Amy, and her and Bel always seemed to end up in bed together every night they worked together, had done for years. It was almost a given.

Her and Bel never said no to each other.

But then… something nagged at her. She was still annoyed at everything, still needed some headspace that evening to get everything worked out, and maybe, just maybe this one time she needed not quite to say no, but instead to say later and leave the door open for something with Bel later on in the shoot. Luisa didn’t want to do something that night that she’d come to regret later.

But then again, looking closer, there was expectation all over Bel’s face… it was a look that Luisa had learned over the years. The look they both shared that said, this is what we do, and everything leads to that. The look that said come to bed hours before either of them actually said it.

Although maybe, thought Luisa, I’m massively overthinking this. I do need to eat after all and there is no catering tonight. She was torn.

“Well…?” Bel asked, eyebrow raised in amusement, and Luisa realised that she’d been thinking for so long it had got rude.

“Sorry…” Luisa replied with a laugh. “Long day. I’ll pass on dinner, maybe later in the shoot?” Buy time to think about it properly was what she really meant.

Bel looked disappointed, as if she’d assumed it would be a yes, but hid it well. “Ok, a drink then.”

“Well… I could really do with getting some rest, and…”

“One drink. You can’t say no to that, surely?” She grinned. “Sleep when you’re dead.”

Luisa couldn’t help smiling, defeated. One drink would be nice after all, would help her get her perspective. “You’ve got me. One drink, meet in the hotel lobby at seven?”

“Seven is perfect.”

“But one drink. I mean it,” she called after Bel as she started to walk off.

Bel just turned around and smiled knowingly at her.


Amy
London


London was grey that Thursday morning. Nothing unusual there, thought Amy, except that she couldn’t shake the feeling that it was somehow her fault. That the clouds hung lower, the air felt colder, the drizzle was somehow wetter, because of her night with Sarah the night before.

She felt wretched.

Last night... she shouldn't have let that happen.

Amy had gone to meet Sarah with the intention, not to mention the certainty, that it was for a drink or two and to talk. With everything that had happened with Luisa since she'd last seen Sarah, Amy had been clear with herself that she would go home, alone, at the end of the evening, that it would be an evening that helped her and Sarah to define whether there was anything that could still happen between them but nothing more.

Well... Amy had managed to go home alone at the end of the evening, that was true. She'd left Sarah's place a little after midnight and been messaging Luisa from her own bed by one.

It was what happened between the bar and her bed that was the problem.

Fuck. Why couldn't I just be stronger? Why didn't I just leave when I said I would?

Amy wasn't ready to restart any romantic entanglement with Sarah, despite all the thinking that Sarah had done, her thoughts on the future and the end of her mentoring scheme. There was so much complexity there, and beneath it all was the knowledge still that Sarah had used Amy like she'd used her other mentees, that as much as she liked Sarah there was that side to her that she couldn't simply expunge with a few apologies and a promise to do better.

Please. That was what had done it. Amy had never seen Sarah like that before, so vulnerable, so in need. That was why she'd ended up doing what they'd done... because Sarah had asked her for it, and in a moment of weakness Amy hadn't felt like she should say no, not out of a sense of obligation but out of a sense of care for Sarah.

Amy knew that her and Luisa were open, that strictly speaking it was fine to do what she'd done. But that morning it felt like a legalistic argument rather than the right answer, because what she was feeling for Luisa was something else... a strength of feeling she'd never had for anyone ever before.

So... she was feeling wretched, and she didn't have a clue what to do about it.

***

That morning she'd taken the coward's way out and worked from home… in no way was she ready to see Sarah, not after Amy's moment of weakness last night.

Of course, work from home presented its own challenges when you were in a house share rather than your own flat… she couldn’t just sit on her bed to work, but she couldn’t sit at the dining table downstairs without everyone else in the house able to listen in to her confidential calls. She sighed in frustration. Not for the first time she looked forward to having a place of her own again one day.

Luckily, that day only Naomi was working from home too, so Amy could just about get by sharing a dining table with her… they’d both swapped gossip about respective workplaces anyway over the years so often that it didn’t really matter.

Around ten Amy let out a deep sigh of frustration, still feeling terrible and unable to think about her work. Naomi’s head snapped up. “Right, that’s enough of you moping around like a love sick puppy. You’ve been doing that all morning.”

Amy was startled at the response. “Really?”

“Yes, really. Get your coat, I’m going to buy you a coffee and you’re going to tell me about it.”

Amy smiled weakly. “Ok…” But she wasn’t sure how Naomi could really help.

***

Thirty minutes later, coffees in hand and walking round the Common, Amy had unburdened herself on Naomi, telling her what had happened the night before, her worries, the lot.

Naomi stopped in her tracks, and Amy came to a halt too. “I’m going to tell you something that you might not want to hear, ok?” Amy nodded. “But hear me out.”

“Ok… you’ve got me worried now.”

Naomi smiled. “Everything you’ve just told me… for one of the cleverest people I know, you’re remarkably stupid sometimes.”

Amy smiled too. This wasn’t the first time Naomi had told her that, and usually what followed was direct, cut through the crap, and went a long way towards fixing the problem.

"You're in love with Luisa, right?"

Amy nodded. "Yeah."

"Good... remember that, because we could see it on Saturday, and I can promise you that she is in love with you too. The way she talks about you..." Naomi shook her head and grinned. "So, that's Luisa. Now, Sarah, you're in love with her?"

Amy shook her head. "It's more complex than that."

"Right. Because there's some behaviours there that it would be kind of hard to trust."

"Yeah. And she's married. With kids."

"But you're also determined to date people who aren't Luisa. You and Luisa have decided to be open."

Amy nodded. "Yes, I mean I think that makes sense, doesn't it?"

Naomi waggled her head from side-to-side. "Kind of... I mean, that's up to you guys. But you're open, yet you're freaking out about having slept with another woman you liked last night."

"That's right."

"Why?"

"How do you mean?"

"Why are you freaking out?"

"I... I don't know. I just am."

"Look, Amy. You're freaking out because you're acting like you're doing what you think other people want, rather than what you want." She paused. "So what if Sarah said please and looked like she needed you last night? And... so what that it happened? From what I can see, all its done is show you how much you like Luisa. That's a good thing, right?"

"I guess."

"So... here's where I'm going to tell you to stop being an idiot. You want as much as anything in the world to be with Luisa today, right? Regardless of whatever you did last night... that's what you want? Last night has only made you certain of that?"

"Right."

“And Luisa is in Italy, right?”

“Right.”

“You can work from home tomorrow?”

“Yeah…”

“Then you can work from Italy. The person you say you’re falling in love with and want to get to know even better is less than two hours flight away rather than her normal twelve hours, probably feeling roughly as desperate to see you as you are her. So go. You can get a flight this afternoon, be there tonight, and there’s a hotel room waiting for you. Everything else, Sarah included, is secondary. Sarah can wait until next week.”

Amy grinned and leaned over to hug Naomi.

“What’s that for?” Naomi asked, laughing.

“For being a brilliant friend. Thank you.”

“All I’ve done is make you see the obvious. Get booking.”

***

Late that afternoon, as her plane climbed through the cloud and broke into the sunshine above, Amy’s bank balance was considerably lighter but her spirits soared. It had been a mad few hours throwing her clothes and work items into a carry on case, getting the flight booked, just about remembering her passport, but she was sure she was doing the right thing.

Last night had made things complicated, but the desire to see Luisa, to somehow atone for it despite them being in their open relationship, was strong.

She wanted to be with Luisa, simply be there in her presence, and Naomi had been right: why sit in London when Luisa was only a couple of hours away?


Luisa
Amalfi


At six-thirty, half an hour before she was due to meet Bel, there was a knock on her door.

Luisa knew who it was before she even stood up, knew exactly what was going on.

She hesitated for a second, glancing at herself in the mirror. Her hair was still damp from the shower, her skin warm from the lingering heat of the day. She was wearing a pair of loose grey-blue shorts and a matching tank top and not a lot else, in all honesty what she normally wore to sleep in when on her own... she hadn't exactly been expecting company.

With a resigned sigh she opened the door.

Bel stood there, one hip leaning on the frame, an ice bucket in one hand with a bottle of rose wine inside, opened with the cork jammed back into the neck, two large glasses in the other. The sun had started to dip towards the horizon out to sea, flooding the room with golden light, and there was something about her that made Bel look almost supernatural, something about the way in which the gold mixed with her olive skin. Unlike Luisa she had dressed for a drink already, wearing a fashionable summer dress with a green and white pattern, and sandals.

"I thought we were meeting downstairs," Luisa said, not moving to let her in. She felt some of her bad mood from earlier starting to creep up on her again. For once she really didn’t have the time or inclination for Bel's games, not like she normally would.

Bel tilted her head, a faint, knowing smile on her lips. "We were. But then I thought..." She gestured with her head towards the setting sun. "What a shame to waste a sunset like this." She lifted the ice bucket. "I figured we could start here."

Luisa could have said no. Probably should. But it was the simplicity that did it, the appeal of not having to get dressed up or go out.

"One drink," she said sternly as she stepped back and Bel walked past her, grinning, into the room.

The balcony was still warm underfoot from the day's heat. The view was, Luisa had to admit, stunning, the golden sunset reflected off the endless expanse of sea.

Bel put the ice bucket down on the small table on the balcony, kicked off her sandals and sat down, tucking one bare leg under her. She took out the bottle and twisted the cork free.

"Rose ok?" she asked as she poured.

Luisa took the glass and couldn't help but laugh. Bel had somehow contrived to be given two glasses that were each large enough to hold half the bottle. "I guess I did say one drink."

Bel smiled. "To old habits," she said as she clinked their glasses together and settled back in her chair.

Luisa took a slow sip, letting the wine settle on her tongue. It was a nice wine, she had to admit, and knowing Bel absolutely not cheap. She took another sip and then they sat there quietly, their chairs at an angle to each other, taking in the view and unwinding from their days.

It was a while until they spoke, and Luisa appreciated Bel for that. It was the nice thing about whatever they were: there were no ulterior motives, none of the fake emotive nonsense that came when you dated someone and they felt like they had to get angry about something on your behalf, even though you knew that deep down they didn't really care.

Luisa could tell that Bel knew she'd been having a bad day, but Bel also knew, she always knew, not to ask about it. She wasn't there to be an agony aunt, and nor was Luisa there to be that for Bel either. In many ways it was what they gave each other, another person who they could switch off from the real world with and pretend for a few hours it didn't exist. The day they started to move beyond that was the day that whatever they had would be finished.

As the sky got dark and the wine slipped down, the first stars winking into view, they started talking. About the shoot, about mutual friends, about Bel's next booking the following week in Morocco where she could visit a cousin, about whether Luisa should try her hair a little shorter.

They didn't talk about Amy, not once. And Bel didn't talk about this woman Clem, apparently not her girlfriend but someone she was close enough to that she got a distant look in her eyes when she’d mentioned her that one time. Luisa didn’t want to know either, that wasn’t what they did.

For the first time that day Luisa felt herself really relax and let go, helped no doubt by the wine, but also helped by having Bel there with her. It was so easy. Bel didn't ask questions that complicated things, or questions that needed long answers or explanations, and nor did Luisa. They kept it simple.

The glasses emptied too fast, and then Bel was rummaging around in the minibar and made them something not particularly pleasant involving whisky, rum and an Italian mixer. Not good but it helped to take the edge off the day even more.

When they'd finished those, Bel put her glass down then stood, stretching as she leaned on the balcony rail.

She looked down at Luisa for a moment that stretched into more, then held out a hand.

"Come to bed," she said simply.

Luisa's hand tightened around her glass. She should say no. She knew that. But Bel was still stood there, hand out, waiting expectantly, and Luisa couldn't find the words, couldn't quite get the word no to come out. She’d never said it to Bel before and it didn’t come then.

Instead she reached out and Bel pulled her up gently, stepping closer, their faces just inches apart.

When Bel leaned in Luisa knew she should have pulled away, give herself the evening to think, but she didn't. She didn't stop her when their lips met, a slow, deliberate, gentle kiss. And she didn't stop when Bel's hand ran through her hair, holding her close.

And then something inside Luisa snapped. All her worries, her concerns, her frustrations, they hit breaking point and she committed, hungrily searching out Bel's lips, desperately sliding her hands over Bel's body, pulling and squeezing and stroking, while Bel did the same to her.

As always, Bel was Luisa's kryptonite.


Amy
Amalfi


The taxi from Naples wound its way along the coast road, in and out, again and again, close enough to the edge on more than one occasion that Amy worried they were going to plunge in to the dark sea far below. Not for the first time in her life she thanked her lucky stars that she didn't get travel sick, but she still had to tell herself repeatedly the driver must have driven this road a hundred times before at night so surely I’m going to be safe?

She had the window down, the warm night air blowing through her hair, the smell of the sea carried on the wind. She had a little knot of excitement in her stomach, thrilled to be doing what was probably the craziest thing she'd ever done, looking forward to the look on Luisa's face when she arrived. This was an adventure, and coming from the drizzly streets of London that morning it felt like she'd arrived on a different planet.

It was her first time in this part of Italy, and from what she could see as they sped along it was even more beautiful than she'd imagined, glimpses of old houses and stunning views in the moonlight before the taxi left them behind.

Amy sat forward as the hotel came into view, a sprawling collection of old buildings perched on the clifftop, exquisitely up lit. It looked expensive and classy.

As she got out of the taxi, paid the driver and headed towards reception she felt her stomach flutter, whether in nerves or excitement she didn't know. Probably a bit of both.

She wanted to surprise Luisa if she could, make this as romantic as possible. Naomi had been right, as she so often was: why waste the chance to see as much of Luisa as she could when she was so much closer than usual? Anything else, Sarah included, could wait.

At reception, she asked for Luisa's room and got a polite but firm response. "I’m afraid, madam, that hotel policy means we cannot tell you her room number," said in that wonderful Italian accent where the very worst message can still sound completely and utterly charming.

Amy hesitated, thinking on her feet. She could tell the truth, that she was Luisa's girlfriend here to surprise her, but her gut feel was that in a conservative country like Italy that might actually be counterproductive.. And then, she had an idea.

Leaning in close and flashing what she hoped looked like a nervous smile, she said, "It's a bit awkward. This bag..." She gestured at her hand luggage. "...it belongs to her. She's one of the models here for the photoshoot." The man nodded his understanding. "I have to get this to her and she's..." Amy pretended to hesitate. "Highly strung, if you know what I mean? I could get her down here but I really don't want to get screamed and shouted at. Not in front of everyone else. Not while she's doing her beauty routine." The look she gave him mixed anxiety and hope, a look that she hoped would melt his heart.

He thought for a minute, pursed his lips then nodded. "The models are the worst..." he confided in her as he slipped her a key card. "Room 512. I didn't tell you." He winked and she smiled.

“You’re a life saver, thank you so much.”

***

Ok, here we go, she thought as she rode the lift up to the fifth floor. She checked herself in the mirror, her hair looked kind of windswept so she quickly tied it up in a ponytail, her make-up was ok, she looked a little tired but that was ok too. And her cheeks were flushed, which she knew she couldn't blame entirely on the heat.

The door opened and she stepped out into a silent hallway. The thick carpet muffled her steps as she walked. Her heart pounded harder with each step, a good kind of nervous, the kind that comes before a moment of joy. In her head she could picture Luisa's eyes lighting up and her smile, just like when they'd seen each other at the cocktail bar in Clapham what seemed like longer than five days before. The reaction that makes you want to hold that person and never let them go.

She stopped at the door. Room 512. The key card felt smooth in her palm, but she also knew she was sweating, the nerves again. She hesitated, lifted her hand to knock, then hesitated again.

Was she supposed to knock? She wasn't sure. They were an item, in love. You didn't knock on your lover’s door, did you? It felt wrong, it felt like a step back for her.

Amy took a deep breath. She was overthinking this, doing exactly what she told Luisa not to do.

She could let herself in, of course she could. Luisa wouldn't mind. She tapped the card against the reader and it clicked softly, the light going green. She pressed down on the handle and the door opened without a sound, expensive, solid, like everything in the hotel.

And Amy stepped inside.


Luisa
Amalfi


The sheets lay half on the floor, and what was still on the bed was twisted in a damp knot under Luisa’s back, the cotton soaked through with sweat. Her sweat, Bel’s sweat, who knew by then?

The room smelled of sea, sweat and wine, in that order, but the gentle night time breeze blowing in from the Mediterranean kept the air circulating, cooling them down. Moonlight came through the open door to the balcony, aided by a lamp in the corner, but otherwise the room was in darkness.

She couldn’t remember how long they’d been in bed. Certainly long enough that they’d opened the half-sized bottle of prosecco in the minibar, their empty glasses discarded on the bedside table.

Certainly long enough that her body ached in that unique way it did after an evening with Bel, the usual uncomplicated to and fro, the taking turns for one to give in to the other, feeling like she’d been in a gloriously pleasurable wrestling match.

And certainly long enough that any residual reluctance she’d felt, any guilt from not quite managing to say no, had evaporated into the night air.

Bel’s head was between her thighs again, Luisa’s turn to acquiesce, and Luisa was focused on the moment, eyes closed and everything else forgotten as her attention narrowed down to Bel doing things to her that felt so, so good.

Bel’s tongue was gentle but relentless, touching her in a way that made Luisa’s back arch and her toes curl. Her hands, warm and firm, held Luisa’s hips, pressing them down whenever she tried to buck them, holding her precisely where Bel wanted her.

One of Luisa’s hands gripped the bedframe while the other was in Bel’s hair, trying to ground herself and stop herself floating away. Inside, Luisa could feel herself winding tighter and tighter, a spring coiling up almost impossibly tight, getting so very, very close with each drag or flick of Bel’s tongue.

The sounds… well, those were sexy as hell. The quiet, wet sound of Bel’s tongue, her breath coming through her nose, Luisa’s breath coming irregularly in little gasps and moans, the occasional sound of Luisa’s heals against Bel’s back when a spasm shook through her.

Bel’s hand slid from her hips, her fingers slipping easily into Luisa, curling them as her tongue continued its work, making Luisa’s hips jerk.

The spring uncoiled suddenly, Luisa’s head tipped back on the pillow, her hips lifting so high that even Bel couldn’t keep them down, her body shuddering, waves of pleasure rolling through her again and again, thighs clamped around Bel’s head, a wordless cry coming from her mouth.

After the first wave she rode it out, hips chasing the pressure from Bel’s tongue, her hand gripping Bel’s hair pulling her in tighter, trying to get every last ounce of pleasure from her.

It was only after the last wave broke, while Bel was still working with her tongue but gently now, soothing, bringing Luisa back down to earth as softly as she could, that Luisa opened her eyes.

She jumped, a reflex that Bel confused with another wave of her orgasm, her grip tightening on Luisa’s hips, her tongue speeding up again, but Luisa reached down to push her head away.

“Amy…” was all she could say. “I…”

But she trailed off.

Because what could she say at that moment to the woman she loved?


Amy
Amalfi


“Amy… I…” A surprised tone from Luisa, apologetic but also accusatory, almost saying what are you doing here? You aren’t supposed to be here?

Amy stood there. Still. Absolutely still. Frozen, like if she didn’t move then none of this was really happening. Like if she moved, it might become real.

But it was, it really was.

The air smelled of sex. There was no other word for it. Sea, sweat, wine, they all combined to add to Amy’s sensory overload.

She saw the wine glasses on the side, the clothes discarded on the floor, most of the sheets with them. Luisa’s legs still trembling as she closed them, trying to gather herself, trying to cover herself up although, in a weird moment of clarity, Amy wondered why exactly. There was nothing Amy hadn’t seen before.

And it was too late anyway… Amy had seen everything. The sight of Luisa climaxing hard at the hands of another woman, another model from the look of her, would be seared into Amy’s mind forever.

The other woman’s head lifting, slowly and pleased with herself, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand like it was nothing. Luisa’s hands gripping on to the mattress as if it could anchor her. The look on Luisa’s face… shock, guilt, shame. The look on the other woman’s face, stunningly beautiful, curiosity, a hint of mild amusement.

All of that would be etched into her memory for eternity.

Amy could feel her pulse racing, her palms cold, her fight or flight instinct not sure which way to go.

But she also felt something else as she got over the initial shock… jealousy, relief, and curiosity.

Jealousy, well, that was obvious really.

Relief, because she now knew that she hadn’t been the only one taking advantage of the open part of their relationship, and she instinctively knew in that moment that her and Luisa could have an open and honest conversation about it after seeing this, already seeing that there was opportunity here for them to come out of it stronger.

Curiosity, because she’d wondered often what Luisa would look like with another woman and it turned out the answer was very, very incredibly hot. Not how she’d wanted to find that out, Luisa writhing in pleasure as she gave herself to someone else so completely, not remotely, and far from the dominant emotion, but it was there lurking in the background.

Amy took a breath. Slow, she told herself, trying to calm the adrenaline. She didn’t feel anger, why would she? This was what an open relationship was. But as her mind calmed she took herself to her work persona, the one saved for boardrooms, the one that said I’m in control. Because she knew that what was said in that moment could have huge repercussions, the risk of a misunderstanding huge.

“I’ll be in town for a few days.” Said calmly, and clearly. Not coldly, but not with much warmth either. Amy didn’t know the dynamic between Luisa and this model, and didn’t want to be presumptuous about how she compared. For all she knew Luisa had told her that she loved her too.

Luisa’s eyes widened. “Amy… I didn’t… it’s not…” She was scrambling off the bed, trying to come over to Amy but torn between that and pulling some clothes on first.

Amy stopped her. “Don’t. I understand.” She paused. “When you want to talk, call me.”

She turned and opened the door, handle of her bag in her hand. Turning back to look at Luisa, she said, “Take as long as you need,” then she let the door close behind her as she walked off fast down the corridor.

***

As she walked she heard Luisa’s voice call, “Amy, wait…” through the door, but she didn’t stop and when she got to the lifts one came quickly.

The doors slid shut and she was alone for a few moments. Her reflection stared back at her in the lift’s mirror, serious, tired, pale. She looked like she’d just had a shock, and she had.

The anger came then, just briefly, a moment of rage that Luisa had gone to bed with another woman little more than twenty-four hours after they’d parted, but she pushed it down, knew it was hypocrisy.

“You did the same with Sarah,” she whispered to her reflection, and she realised, properly realised for the first time, the implications of their open relationship, what it meant.

It meant not being able to surprise Luisa with a romantic gesture, in case Luisa was with someone else. It meant evenings alone, five thousand miles apart, wondering if she was missing Amy as much as Amy was missing her, or if she was happy in someone else’s bed for the night. It meant a part of each of them saved for others, not for each other.

As she walked through the lobby, bag still in hand, the same receptionist looked at her with a question on his face. She stopped and went over.

“Turns out she already had what I’d brought,” Amy said with a grimace.

He shook his head. “Models are the worst. Do you need anything?”

“Another hotel.” Amy smiled. “My budget doesn’t stretch to here, but somewhere nice still.”

“I know the perfect place. Let me make a call for you.”

A few minutes later, armed with a reservation at a small hotel in the centre of town, Amy walked out into the warm evening and set off down the road.

She knew where she wanted this to go, what her and Luisa needed to do. But did Luisa? And would Luisa come to her quickly or stay with the other woman? That would speak volumes.

The ball was in Luisa’s court now.


Luisa
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The door had clicked shut with a thud, sounding heavy, final. “Amy, wait…” she called out, but it was too late.

Luisa leapt off the bed, throwing on some underwear, a pair of shorts and a hoody, Amy’s hoody in fact, one she’d borrowed on Wednesday morning for the flight over. It smelt of her, that thought hit Luisa as she pulled it on and she felt her stomach lurch.

She turned to Bel, thought about saying something but the words didn’t come, then she opened the door and looked out. The corridor was empty. Amy was gone.

***

Luisa went back into the room, letting the door shut behind her again. She stood there for what could have been ten seconds or ten minutes, she didn’t have a clue, leaning back on the door, her eyes closed, trying to work out what to do. All she knew, really knew, was that this couldn’t be good.

She opened her eyes to see that Bel was still on the bed, kneeling, not a stitch of clothing on her, watching Luisa. Her expression was impossible to read, it was calm, even detached.

But her eyes… there was something in them. Was it pity? Maybe regret? Luisa doubted it, probably disappointment that they’d been interrupted. Please, she thought, don’t ask me to come back to bed because that I will not do.

Luisa felt anger welling up, genuine anger, and even though she knew it was at herself she needed an outlet.

“What the fuck was that?” Luisa snapped, her voice raised. Then almost to herself a torrent of cursing in Spanish.

Bel didn’t rise to the bait. “What was what?” she replied innocently.

“You showing up here. Pushing yourself on me. Making me… do all of that.” She paused. “Fuck.”

It wasn’t fair on Bel, she knew that. Bel didn’t know about Amy, they rarely knew if either was with someone in the real world when they were together, and even if she did Bel would have done nothing different. Nor would Luisa if the situation was reversed. This was just what they did.

“I didn’t…” replied Bel but Luisa cut her off.

“You did.” She reached up a hand to her face and caught the scent of Amy on the sleeve of the hoody. Her cheeks felt like they were burning red. “You turned up, you brought the wine, you knew exactly what you were doing.”

“I showed up, I brought the wine. You opened the door. You let me in. You took my hand, not the other way around. And you seemed a willing participant when we moved in here. Don’t rewrite it Luisa.”

“But…” Luisa had calmed down, she was almost pleading. “You could tell my head wasn’t in the right place.”

“And I helped put it in the right place. That’s what we do for each other, you know that by now. You could have said no.”

Luisa paused and looked at her forlornly. “You know I can’t. Neither of us can.”

They looked at each other for a long moment, then Bel said. “She’s your girlfriend? She’s called Amy?”

Luisa nodded. “Yes, why?”

Bel sighed and shook her head. “You and I don’t do this, but for the first and only time I’m going to give you some relationship advice. Don’t waste time standing here talking to me. Find her. Now. And talk to her.” She paused. “You and me… we’ll be fine, we always are. Find her.”

Luisa nodded and reached for her phone, surprised to see her hand shaking from the adrenaline. She tried calling Amy immediately but it went straight to voice mail. “Fuck…”

She tried again and a third time, no luck. Panic rose in her chest. What if Amy had decided she didn’t want to speak to her at all? She loved her so, so much, she couldn’t stand to lose her.

“I’ve got to go and find her,” she said to Bel as she slipped some trainers on. “Please don’t be here when I get back. We’ll speak tomorrow.” She paused. “I’m sorry I shouted at you.”

Bel smiled slightly. “It’s ok, I understand. Now go!”

Luisa headed out into the warm night armed only with her mobile phone and a vague notion that Amy would be somewhere in town.

***

Luisa’s breath came fast, loud in her ears as she hurried into town, half running, half walking. Her mind was a jumble of thoughts, the look of shock on Amy’s face, the way that Amy had coldly told her to take as long as she needed… she never wanted to experience that side of Amy ever again.

She needed to see her, to talk to her, to make her understand and make sure that they were ok.

As she hit the centre of town she tried her phone again, straight to voicemail. Breathlessly she left a message, imploring Amy to just call her back and tell her where she was, and then after she hung up she tried her three more times.

After that she started to walk aimlessly, looking into every restaurant, bar and cafe, trying to see Amy in any of them, but she didn’t see her at all. It was like Amy had vanished.

As the minutes passed Luisa felt her desperation and helplessness rise… where could Amy be?


Amy
Amalfi


Amy took a sip of her red wine, feeling it calm her emotions. Not that there wasn’t a lot still racing through her head, but the immediate reactions, the shock, the jealousy, the occasional flashes of anger, they’d subsided for now.

The hotel that she’d gone to had been nice, quite old fashioned, a small room but with a big bed, characterful, clean, stylish. In any other circumstances it would have been a pleasure, but not so much that night.

Now, an hour on from when she’d left Luisa’s room in such a rush, she was sat, her phone switched off, not daring to turn it on again.

Initially she’d turned it off because she didn’t trust herself not to say something she’d regret, something she couldn’t take back. But now that she was calm she was terrified of turning it back on not because she didn’t want to speak to Luisa, but from the fear that Luisa hadn’t wanted to speak to her.

What if there had been no missed calls? No desperate answer phone messages? No exclamations of her undying love for Amy?

What if she’d just shrugged and gone back to bed with that other woman? The thought that she might next see Luisa tomorrow, after her night with the other woman, filled Amy with terror, and she was too scared to find out which was true.

The bar she was in was small, on a side street, and Amy had sat herself at a table outside, just her in the semi-dark and her glass of wine. She sat and watched… watched people at other tables, watched families out taking the evening air, watched the life of the town go on around her. But at that moment she felt alone.

Then… she saw her. Luisa, walking fast round the corner, phone to her ear and then putting it down and saying something that made her glad she couldn’t lip read in Spanish.

Amy’s heart leapt at the sight of her, the joy that she’d come to find Amy rather than stay with the other woman eclipsing everything else at that moment, and then Luisa saw her too…

The look, that initial look that Luisa gave her when their eyes met, was one of fear. She looked scared, lost. She looked like she needed a hug.

Amy stood and smiled, not a broad smile, not a happy smile, but a conciliatory smile, one that said no matter what just happened, what I just saw, I want to be with you right now. A smile that invited her to come over.

Luisa smiled back, the same kind of smile, and walked over slowly until she was stood in front of Amy next to her table.

They looked at each other for a few moments, then Amy said, “My hoodie looks good on you…” Luisa broke into a grin and started to cry at the same time, Amy too, and then Luisa stepped closer and hugged her, held her tight, both saying to each other, “I’m sorry,” and, “I love you,” quietly again and again while their tears fell.

What the other patrons made of this Amy didn’t know, and in all honesty she didn’t care either. Luisa had chosen her, and in that moment that was all that mattered.

***

When they finally parted Amy suggested they have a drink, and Luisa happily agreed. Glasses of wine in front of them, the background buzz of conversations around, they looked at each other across the table. They were sat close, it was intimate, but Amy knew that there was a difficult conversation to have.

As, it seemed, did Luisa, who said, “I think we need to be honest with each other. If we really do love each other we owe it to ourselves.”

Amy nodded. “Yeah, we do. Where do we start?”

Luisa took a deep breath. “She’s called Bel.” Amy felt her stomach tighten at knowing the other woman’s name but only nodded. She took Luisa’s hand across the table, wanting to reassure her that the truth was good. “It wasn’t our first time, we go back years.” Amy’s grip tightened involuntarily, and Luisa must have felt it, adding quickly, “But not in any sort of relationship. Just… casually. On location.”

Luisa stopped talking and was looking at Amy while Amy processed that new information.

Amy nodded her understanding, and said, “Thank you, I… appreciate your honesty.” She paused. “My turn I guess. I slept with Sarah last night. I feel bad telling you it, but I did.”

She paused to let Luisa get over the initial shock, braced herself for a reaction, but Luisa simply shrugged and said, “I know.”

Amy sat back in surprise. “You know? How?” She was genuinely surprised, not sure how Luisa could know, but then also faintly alarmed at herself that she could think that she’d conceal something from Luisa. It didn’t feel right.

Luisa looked sheepish. “Her message to you on Wednesday morning. The phone was on the bed when you went in the shower and the message popped up, I looked at it instinctively thinking it was my phone and it was there. Not much doubt.”

“You read my messages?” asked Amy cautiously, but with a word of warning creeping into her voice. That was a line they shouldn’t cross.

“No.” Luisa sighed. “I was tempted, but I knew it was a bad idea. I only saw that message because your phone was lying there. It… concerned me.”

Amy took a sip of her drink. “I understand.”

“And then, when I got your message at two this morning. Hours after I’d sent you one and hours after you would have gone to bed normally, I knew. I’d hoped I’d misunderstood, but that proved that I hadn’t. It… affected me. I was, I suppose, upset.”

“I’m sorry… I really am,” replied Amy. “That was… not how to find out.”

“But it’s ok, I suppose. I shouldn’t have been upset. We’re in an open relationship. I just hadn’t realised what it would feel like, being far away and knowing that you and her were… doing things together. I was jealous.”

Amy and Luisa looked at each other for a long moment, hand still in hand but it felt like there was tension there, understandably.

Finally, Amy said, “Is that why you were with, what’s her name, Bel tonight?” Luisa laughed, and Amy was confused yet pleased to see that, needed to see that. “What’s so funny?”

“No, not directly… that was such a man’s question, that’s what was so funny. No I wasn't with Bel just because of you. Not directly anyway. She wasn’t my revenge fuck. Bel is just someone that, well, it’s complicated. All your thing with Sarah did was give me permission, I guess, made me understand our dynamic better that we do things like that.”

Amy looked at her and said quietly, “I think we need to change that dynamic. It doesn’t feel quite right now like it did at first.”

Luisa gave her hand a squeeze. “I’m so happy to hear you say that. So do I, absolutely.” She paused. “I feel like after the last few weeks this is serious between us. But I also…” She hesitated and then stopped.

“What?”

“I’m lost.” Luisa shrugged, and her expression was vulnerable. “I have very strong feelings for you, stronger than I’ve ever had for anyone before. I told you I love you, and I do. I’ve never felt like this. But… I’ve not had many proper relationships. I don’t know what I’m doing. And there’s so much we don’t know about each other still. I wonder if… I should have kept that I love you to myself for a while longer.”

Amy shook her head emphatically. “Don’t. I mean, yes, that was pretty fast to get to that point, but I feel it too. There’s a connection between us that just… I guess, just is.” She paused and flashed a shy grin. “You’re not saying you actually don’t love me?”

“I love you more than ever!”

Amy smiled. “I love you too, more than ever.” She paused. “We’ll work this out.”

“We will,” Luisa replied quietly. “We really will.”

They sat silently for a few minutes, enjoying each other’s company while they sipped their wine.

Finally, Luisa said, “I’m starving. I haven’t eaten, shall we see if they do any food?”

It turned out they did, and as they waited for it to come they started to talk, really talk, more than they ever had before.

“I think we need to get it all out in the open,” Luisa said, and Amy wholeheartedly agreed.

“How far back do we go?”

“Not all our lives, that would be crazy. But how about we talk about Sarah and about Bel, make sure we’ve both got no secrets there. And anyone else there might be at the moment, then… why don’t we draw a line there? That seems sensible, from the point when we said we love each other.”

“That sounds fair. So who goes first?”

They looked at each other, smiling, neither wanting to, and then Amy said, “Tell me about Bel.”

Luisa nodded. “Ok…” She took a deep breath. “I’ve never told anyone about her. You’ll be the first.” She looked down and Amy could tell that she was trying to get her thoughts lined up. “I first met her when I was starting out, eighteen-years-old on my first big shoot. She was twenty…”

And Luisa told Amy everything, visibly relaxing as she did, like a weight off her shoulders that she’d not even known she was carrying.

She talked about how Bel had taken her under her wing, how she’d been the one constant in her whole career and the one person that didn’t want or demand anything from her, how she was a consummate professional and the one fellow model that Luisa respected above everyone else.

And then she talked about the attraction they had, how they always ended up in bed together, how it happened regardless of if either of them had a boyfriend or girlfriend, how neither of them could ever say no, she told it all. Amy sat and listened, hand in hand, and asked the occasional question but not many. Mainly she let Luisa talk.

Finally, Luisa talked about her love life, the fact that she hadn’t been in a proper relationship for eight years and was terrified she’d screw this up, the occasional times still that for her career she might end up needing to blur professional and personal boundaries with someone, the presence of Julian, her casual ‘not-boyfriend’ in LA, she covered everything.

As Luisa talked Amy realised that she was understanding her better and better, and liking her more and more. There was a raw honesty to her that she respected.

When Luisa had finished, finally, she said, “And that is Bel and, well, everything else.” She paused. “I’m sorry you met her like that, that doesn’t feel right. My life is complicated.”

Amy smiled reassuringly. “That’s ok. I’ve got a question for you… do you want that all to continue? What you and Bel have sounds unique, and I understand the professional challenge you might have from time to time… my world isn’t entirely dissimilar. And it sounds like you value what you have with Julian. It isn’t a loaded question, we can make room in you and me for all of that, so long as we’re open and honest about it with each other.”

Luisa sat looking at Amy for an age, a serious expression on her face. Finally, hesitantly, she said, "Bel was the first person who made me feel like I belonged in the industry, and there's always been this... understanding. We connect physically when we're in the same place but it's never bled into the rest of our lives. I mean she lives in London, we’ve never socialised, never seen each other outside of work. It's just two professionals with a shared past and a very specific kind of chemistry."

"That's sounds like a yes with Bel..." Amy teased. It sounds pretty hot was the part she didn't say, thinking of the parallels to her and Sarah.

“I think I might, it's maybe a yes. Julian, we can discuss another time. And the other professional things, we can talk about if it ever comes up but first… tell me about Sarah. I think talking about what’s ok and not needs to be two way, so it’s your turn.”

Amy nodded. “That’s fair. So, where to begin with Sarah…”
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Their food arrived just as Amy got started, and Luisa listened intently while Amy described how she’d met Sarah at work, how what had started as a mentoring relationship quickly evolved into something more, how Amy hadn’t been Sarah’s only one, how Sarah had been the catalyst for Amy getting to work in LA.

“She swapped helping you at work for you sleeping with her?” Luisa asked at one point, recognising the parallels immediately to various points in her own professional life.

Amy’s expression was complex. “There’s much more to it than that. If that was all it had been then that first time she tried to kiss me I’d have run a mile.” She smiled ruefully. “Naomi and Lara weren’t joking when they told you that I was the last person to admit I was into women. Sarah… I wanted it, because she’s good company and she’s beautiful and… I was ready for somebody to make me see what I really wanted.”

Luisa was nodding her agreement. “She’s certainly attractive.”

Amy looked at her sharply. “You know what she looks like?”

Luisa couldn’t help laughing. “Dinner on Monday. I knew that was the Sarah.”

“How could you tell?”

“You’re not the best actress… I could tell from the way you looked at her.”

“And you, it seems, are a very good actress indeed because I did not have a clue that you knew.” Amy paused. “I’m sorry, I should have said.”

“No, don’t apologise. Dinner was much better without us acknowledging that.” Luisa thought for a moment. “I’m glad that your thing with Sarah is based on something mutual. Early in my career I had a few things that… weren’t. Things I did that I’m not proud of in hindsight but also that I refuse to judge the younger me harshly on. Now, if I have a professional entanglement it’s only if I’d want it to happen without the professional angle. Any professional benefit is an added bonus.”

Amy nodded slowly. “With Sarah, it grew to be more.”

As their food was cleared away and Amy talked more and more, Luisa found her jaw dropping open more than once at some of the things that had happened… the way in which Sarah had become more and more dominant, Amy more and more submissive, then their switch to Sarah’s submission and the catalyst for Amy’s split with James when he’d caught the two of them in bed together.

Luisa had been unaware of all of this… she’d had a vague idea that Amy and Sarah had been into some kinky activities judging by Amy’s knowledge of BDSM gear in the sex shop in LA, but the scale and intensity blew Luisa’s mind.

As Amy finished, Luisa flashed her a teasing grin. “So you’re telling me that, really, you’re Sarah’s dominatrix, and you see her sometimes to do dominatrix stuff with her? And she’s your boss at work?” Luisa shook her head. “That’s pretty incredible.”

“Do you think I’m weird now?” Amy asked nervously.

“No,” Luisa laughed. “I think you’ve got some skills you’ve kept secret that you need to use on me!”

“Really?” Amy replied, and Luisa could see that her cheeks were flushed.

“Really… one night very soon, I want the full experience.” Luisa winked, really very keen on the idea. “I know we’ve played but I mean the full experience... so I’m going to ask you the same question you asked me. Do you want that to continue? Because I reckon we can make room for that too, if we’re open and honest with each other.”

She saw Amy think hard about this one. “If you’d asked me a couple of months ago, I'd have said yes. It… she needed some home truths about the impact of what she was doing. She’s married, has kids, and she’s done what she’s done with other women at work some of whom it hasn’t worked out well for. But she’s done something about that, and she’s started to embrace who she is. I think now, we should think about it.”

“She sounds like a mix of Bel and Julian.”

Amy laughed. “Yeah, I guess so. But look… don’t just go along with that because you feel like if you don’t you might lose me. Walking in on you and Bel earlier.” Amy hesitated. “It made me realise, I mean really realise, what you mean to me.”

Luisa smiled, relieved and curious about where this was all going. Any tension between them had dissipated, and they’d both visibly relaxed.

Luisa looked at her watch… nearly midnight.

“I think we need to pick this up more tomorrow night. Would that be ok? I’ve got an early start tomorrow and I have to remember I’m here to work.”

“Oh, of course. Look… I’m sorry I just showed up. I basically turned up at your office and expected you to be waiting around for me. I should have told you I was coming.”

Luisa shook her head emphatically. “That, Amy, is the most romantic thing anyone has ever done for me. Ever.” She couldn’t help but grin. “Maybe knock first next time though?”

Amy laughed. “You want to stay at my hotel tonight? I'm not sure your room would feel right until it’s been cleaned.”

“Yeah, I’d like that. Let’s settle up and go.”

***

They chatted easily as they walked hand-in-hand for the five minute walk back to Amy’s hotel. When they got there they ignored the quizzical look from the night receptionist who’d presumably seen Amy check in alone, acting like they had every right to be going back to Amy’s room which, Luisa reflected, they really did after all.

Luisa had nothing with her so stripped naked for bed and Amy joined her, but for once that night they simply lay there in each other’s arms, Luisa conscious of her early start in the morning and Amy exhausted from the emotional rollercoaster that evening.

As she drifted off Luisa smiled to herself… they’d just had their first crisis, and what a crisis, and she knew they were already out the other side, their bond stronger than ever.
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The sun was already hot when Amy turned up at Luisa's hotel mid-morning the next day. Luisa had gone ahead much earlier, first to rise for a change and by some distance, and Amy was starting to appreciate that Luisa when she was working was serious about it, professional, a contrast to her normal relaxed persona but one that Amy found both interesting and reassuring.

Amy had done some work from her hotel room that morning and then checked out as soon as she got the message from Luisa assuring her that the room had been serviced and she was welcome to turn up whenever she wanted.

It felt weird to Amy walking back into that reception, doubly weird when the same receptionist greeted her and with a knowing nod and smile handed her the room key again. "I hope you got it right this time," he said with a smile, and Amy held up her hand, fingers crossed as she headed to the lifts.

This time there were no dramas, no random women in Luisa's bed, nothing untoward at all. It all felt very normal, and as Amy went into the room she reflected that if this was indicative of a model's accommodation on a shoot then she'd show up randomly a lot more often... a large room, classical styling but with a modern twist, a sitting area, a large, wooden framed bed with an ornate headboard that was far taller than it needed to be, and the balcony outside, a large balcony with an epic view. Very nice indeed.

Amy sat down on the bed briefly, her hand absentmindedly running over the smooth sheets, and the image flashed through her head, the one from the night before, Luisa in the throes of pleasure, Bel between her legs, the smell, the light, everything, but then she smiled and forced it from her mind... time to make some new memories, she thought to herself, not dwell on the past.

***

A little later she went downstairs to explore, trying to track down where Luisa was, and finally found her mid-shoot on a terrace surrounded by marble Romanesque statues and wearing a black bikini with a gold chain around her midriff that seemed both impractical, but also like precisely what Amy would like her to wear when they got back to Luisa's room later. That's fashion in a nutshell, she thought with a smile.

After a couple of minutes Luisa glanced over and noticed her, flashing a little smile that Amy responded to with a wave before she had to get into her next round of poses.

Amy watched, silently, unobtrusively, off to one side, fascinated to see Luisa at work. It was a whole different side to her, serious, professional, in her element... the way she interacted with the photographer and others on the shoot, the way they took her views into account, it was clear that in this world she had gravitas and people listened.

Finally, after maybe twenty minutes, they took a break and she came over grinning, giving Amy a big hug.

"Welcome to my world," Luisa said, turning and gesturing. "You've put your bag in the room?"

"Yes, all good thanks." Amy looked around. "Am I ok to watch? I don't want to put you off, and I don't want to get in the way."

"Of course, I want you to." She paused and lowered her voice. "I have to do some scenes with Bel later, both of us posing together. In case you want to... I guess, if you want to miss that bit?"

"Do you want me to?"

"No, not at all. But I wanted you to feel like you have the option and I wanted to be honest.”

Amy smiled. "Thank you, I appreciate that, but I'd like to watch as much as I can. I need to do some work too, but I'd really like to see more of you in this world, it's fascinating. Is it a problem if I’m sat on my laptop nearby?”

Luisa beamed in delight. "Not at all. Look, I need to get back to it but let me introduce you to one of the assistants. They'll take care of you when I'm busy." She led Amy over and made some introductions, leaving her in the assistant's safe hands.

***

It was late afternoon when Luisa and Bel were due to pose together, and while Amy waited to one side as Luisa got her latest outfit on and had her makeup touched up, she felt her tension rising. Not for any particular reason, she realised, but simply because she hadn't seen Bel all day, she'd been doing scenes elsewhere, and Amy had missed lunch to catch up on her work, and, well... it was only natural to feel a bit tense after what she'd walked in on the night before, even if it had all been rationalised.

She saw Luisa come back, looking stunning as ever, another bikini with a patterned shirt on top, open at the waist. And then she saw Bel emerge, walking from another direction, exchanging a brief smile with Luisa before talking to one of the stylists.

Amy watched her, getting her first real look at Bel, and at the very least couldn't fault Luisa for taste... Bel was stunning, absolutely stunning. Beautiful, yes, but it was the way she carried herself that made her so much more. There was an intensity and a confidence that kept on drawing Amy’s eye to her, even when she tried to look away… it was just there.

Her dark hair was long and straight, falling below her shoulders, and her body... Amy had seen it the night before, all of it, but she hadn't really been focusing on Bel in the room back then. In the bikini that she was wearing for the shoot Amy could see that she was slim and athletic, with a core that spoke to a lot of work. She was fairly tall, an inch or two taller than Amy and Luisa, long limbed, stunning.

This is ridiculous, Amy thought as she watched both Bel and Luisa get ready. I’ve got a silly crush already on Bel, just from seeing her last night and now. She knew that a psychologist would have a field day breaking down her head at that exact moment, developing a crush on the insanely hot model who you'd walked in on having sex with your girlfriend, but she didn't care. She could understand, certainly, why Luisa talked about her how she did. And she hadn't even spoken to Bel. Yet.

She watched as Luisa walked over to Bel and talked to her, easy, confident, talking like the old acquaintances that they were. There was some gesturing, Bel said something and Luisa laughed, and Amy really started to appreciate their dynamic properly... it really was something that the two of them did and didn't take any further. There was nothing, nothing whatsoever, to suggest that anything had happened between them last night, or that Amy had walked in on them, or that Luisa had spent the rest of the night in a deep conversation with Amy. Nothing. They were two models who worked together, friends, and that was it. The definition of friends-with-benefits.

At that moment Amy felt relief, a huge sense of relief. It was proof, she realised, that Luisa hadn't been putting any spin on her whatever-it-was with Bel when they'd talked the night before. Not that she didn't trust Luisa, but it was human nature to put a more positive take on something that you wanted or something that might portray you in a bad light.

Luisa said something and looked over at Amy, and Bel turned and looked too, their eyes making contact. They held each other’s gaze for a second or two, but then Bel surprised Amy... she smiled. Not a broad smile, it was a slight smile but it reached her eyes, and the expression it conveyed could best be described as respectful and conciliatory. Not hostile, like she was a competitor for Luisa, not smug, like she'd claimed Amy's girlfriend from her, nothing like that. It was much better than that. Amy smiled back, trying to convey the same emotions but well aware that, unlike Bel, she didn't smile for a living.

Then Bel looked away and the photos started, and Amy watched enthralled. They'd clearly worked together enough times to have a sixth sense for what each of them was doing and how the other could complement them, and they worked well as a team. Amy had to admit she felt more than a little jealous on occasion, when there was a hand here or a leg there that seemed to cross the boundary a little, but she understood that these were all professionals doing what they needed to do.

The shoot went on for a while, but Amy didn't care. She could have watched two professionals like Luisa and Bel performing like that all day long.

***

When they finished, Luisa came back over and greeted Amy again with a long hug. "Did you enjoy it?"

"I did... I surprised myself considering who you were posing with, but I really did."

Luisa smiled happily. "I'm really glad. I'm going to go and get changed, how about we meet back in the room and then we can go for dinner? I've got a recommendation for a really romantic place."

"That sounds perfect." Amy paused, looked around conspiratorially, then lowered her voice. "Do you think you could... borrow, I guess... the black bikini with the gold chain you had on this morning?"

Luisa looked at her grinning, her eyes narrowed. "Why...?" she whispered.

Amy blushed. "You know why... don't make me spell it out."

"Ok," Luisa replied, laughing as she walked away, her voice back to normal volume. "I'll see what I can do."

Amy watched her go, shamelessly enjoying the sight of Luisa in a small bikini from behind as she headed to get changed.

***

A few minutes later Amy was heading back to the room, mind not thinking about much at all, when she rounded a corner to see Bel stood near the entrance to the hotel, drinking from a bottle of water. She was changed already, wearing a dress, but still looking impossibly beautiful... there was no mistaking her profession.

On instinct, and also if she was honest with herself because it was the only way to get to the room, Amy headed towards her, stopping in front of her, close enough to be heard but careful not to be so close as to seem confrontational or aggressive.

Bel looked at her, a neutral expression that gave nothing away, nothing at all.

"It's ok," Amy said simply.

Bel arched a brow, silent but sceptical. A conciliatory smile exchanged at a distance was one thing, talking to each other something else altogether.

“What happened. You and Luisa. It was within the boundaries we set.” She paused. “It shocked me, I didn’t expect it, but maybe I should have. Either way, it wasn’t your fault.”

Bel looked at her as she took a sip of water. "You might want to tell Luisa that."

"Me and her are figuring it all out, that's all. She knows."

Bel studied Amy for a long moment, then inclined her head, a gesture that was respectful. "We're not rivals, you and I," Bel said eventually.

"Thank you, I appreciate that." A thought leapt into Amy's head and she acted on instinct before she could think about it any further. "Would you like a drink?"

She wasn't sure that anything could pierce the cool exterior that Bel portrayed, but it seemed that Amy had managed to surprise her. Her eyebrows shot up. “A drink?"

"Yeah... what harm can it do?" Amy replied with a shrug.

Bel thought about it. "Ok," she said, finally. "But we're not talking about Luisa. We don't talk relationships.”

Amy grinned. “Deal.”
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The restaurant was tucked into a terrace above the town, lanterns strung from beams overhead throwing soft pools of light over the white tablecloths. The sea was stretched out dark far below in one direction, moonlight reflecting from it, the stars out in the heavens up above, and inland there was a glimpse of rolling hills and countryside. Scented flowers, Luisa didn't know what other than that they were tropical, seemed to be everywhere that wasn’t a table or a chair. And candles, many, many candles on their table.

Romantic didn't do it justice. It was an incredible recommendation.

And sat across the table, smiling, relaxed, the soft light reflecting off her bare shoulders and happy face was Amy, looking absolutely stunning. Luisa was so excited and so happy to be sat there opposite her.

"I wanted to say again," Luisa said not long after they'd ordered, "thank you for flying over." She paused and blushed, a blush that Amy shared. "I know it wasn't quite what you were hoping for when you arrived at the hotel, but... it's the most romantic thing anyone has ever done for me."

"It's nothing..." Amy replied, though Luisa could tell that she was delighted. "I just... I wanted to see you, and Naomi pointed out to me that I was an idiot not coming here, and well it all seemed so obvious the way she put it."

Luisa reached across and squeezed Amy's hand. "Thank you. It meant a lot.”

Luisa wasn't quite sure how they'd managed to get, in less than twenty-four hours, from Amy walking in on her and Bel to her and Amy sat, relaxed, peaceful, having this romantic meal. It seemed crazy. But maybe it just reflected the fact that they had genuinely strong feelings for each other, and that they both knew that they wanted to build stronger after what had happened rather than let it all fall apart.

They kept their order simple, grilled fish, steamed vegetables, nothing crazy (“model food,” Amy joked) and they ate in companiable silence on the whole, both content with just being in the other's company.

Eventually, inevitably, one of them brought up the unspoken subject, the elephant in the room as Amy had taught her to say not long after they'd first met. Amy put down her fork, studied Luisa for a long moment, then said, "We need to figure out what this is." Her tone was thoughtful, like there was a problem to solve together, not an issue to confront on their own.

Luisa nodded. "I know. I love you, above everything else, I love you."

"And I love you too... that matters more than anything." Amy took a sip of her wine and continued, "But I think we both want more than this. We pretty much said so to each other last night. Bel, Sarah, Julian, there's complexity for both of us and we want that, I think?"

Exhaling slowly, Luisa replied, "I think we do." She glanced down, not trusting herself to make eye contact while she thought, focusing instead on her fingers tracing the condensation on her wine glass. "I want... I don't want to say this wrong, so please don't take this the wrong way... I want to experience things. Other people. Before we..." Luisa stopped, uncertain of herself, worried she'd said too much.

"Settle down?" Amy finished the sentence for her.

Luisa smiled faintly. "Yeah."

Amy nodded, and her expression said that she'd known it already. "I feel the same," she said quietly. "I want you more than anything, but I want to experience what liking women can be, what it can mean... I've been straight all my life." She paused when she saw Luisa grin. "Oh, I forgot you spent an afternoon drinking with my best friends. Ok, I've been straightish all my life. Does that word work?" Luisa nodded. "Good. So straightish and I feel like there is so much that I missed out on by doing that, now that I can be out in the open."

"Me too," Luisa replied. "I’ve always done things casually with women, and I’ve not had a relationship since I was eighteen. I realised a while back that I’m pansexual, but I’ve continued portraying myself as straight on the whole. I’d like to experience life being entirely open and honest about my sexuality. I want to make the most of it.”

Amy's hand reached across the table, palm open, and Luisa put her hand in it without hesitation. It was the most natural thing in the world. "But we can't do it like we did it this week. What I did with Sarah, what you did with Bel, it will end us. I can't... I like Bel, but if I didn't know every time you're away on a shoot whether you might be with her it would kill me inside, bit by bit, until there was nothing left. And I don't want that to happen."

Nodding her agreement, Luisa said, "I agree. And the same with you and Sarah or whoever. If we're apart, which we will be sometimes, a long way apart, I can't be there not knowing if you're with her or not. An open relationship was necessary at first when you were still with James and seeing Sarah, and I had my Julian thing and Bel in the background as well, but now... it won't work."

She glanced across the table at Amy and Amy was looking at her intently. Finally, Amy said, "Open together."

"Open together?"

Amy nodded. "If we're open, it's together. Sometimes that could be literal, so we physically both experience it together with someone. But sometimes that can just be emotional if we're apart or even if we're not, complete honesty about what we might each be doing with someone else, making sure the other of us is engaged and is comfortable with it. Complete honesty between us.”

Luisa's breath caught, because she realised that it was exactly what she'd wanted and hadn't realised. Not something that replaced what her and Amy got from each other, but something that built on it and allowed them to explore. Together.

"How would that work in practice?" asked Luisa. "Like, do we each need to give each other permission?"

Amy thought for a moment. "We can work out the details over time, I think. But no, not permission... that would feel weird. I guess, more giving our blessing? And trusting in each other, that is the most important thing. So, for example, you mentioned last night your sometimes have... I guess... professional entanglements where you might appreciate some openness?"

Luisa nodded. "Yes... really not often, not often at all. But sometimes, well, there's a situation where I like someone enough to want something to happen and the professional benefit maybe tips the balance… but only if the chemistry is there already." She paused and looked at Amy with slight scepticism. "You'd be ok with that?"

Nodding thoughtfully, Amy replied, "Yes, I would. If you told me that it was something that you wanted to do, then of course I'd trust your judgment and give you my blessing. Ideally before rather than after. I mean, something like that is essentially how me and Sarah got started..."

Luisa thought for a moment. Blessing rather than permission sounded good. "Open together," Luisa agreed. Two simple words but it felt like an enormous step. “But us above anyone else, most important of all.”

“Us above everyone else.” Amy raised her glass and Luisa tapped hers against it, both women smiling with a mix of excitement and relief.

***

"So... Bel."

They were walking back to the hotel after dinner, hand-in-hand, and Luisa glanced at Amy when she said it.

"Yes...?" Luisa replied, though she was pretty sure she knew where Amy might be going with this. When she'd come down to the hotel bar fifteen minutes after receiving a hard-to-believe message from Amy that she was having a drink with Bel, she'd found them getting on like they were old friends, talking about a country house that Amy had visited as a child and that, it turned out, belonged to Bel’s grandfather.

It had been uplifting to see, even if she was surprised that Amy had been able to get past Luisa's past with Bel so quickly. But maybe that was just Amy, not wanting to overthink, keen to get on with life and see the positive in everything. She liked that side of Amy a lot.

"Do you think she'd be interested in... I want to put this right… helping us to be open together?"

Luisa stopped and looked at Amy. "You're blushing," she teased, and laughed as Amy went redder.

"Well it's not a question I've ever had to ask before!"

Luisa flashed her most reassuring smile. “Don't worry, you look cute when you blush." She paused to think. "I think she would be. But we'd need to approach it in the right way." Luisa liked the idea of it. Obviously she liked sleeping with Bel or she wouldn't have done it over the years, but involving Amy too... she could think of some possibilities, and all of them were good.

"Which is?"

"Bel wants what she can't have. With me and her, there's always a pretence of nothing beforehand, it's never acknowledged and that's the trigger for her. Right now, she definitely thinks that both you and I are unobtainable. For obvious reasons. So... we do nothing to change that. We don't approach her. Nothing different in how we interact with her tomorrow from today."

"Ok... then what happens?" Amy looked confused.

"Then... we approach her tomorrow evening. There'll be some sort of party, there always is. Leave it to me, I'll know what to say. Or I might tell you what to say." Luisa hesitated. “You’re sure about this? It could get quite intense quite fast. With three of us I mean.”

Amy shrugged. “I’ve never done… that. Well, that’s not true, there was one time that James and I and one of his teammates, we got very drunk and…” Amy trailed off. “You don’t need to know the details. Let's just say the three of us had fun."

Luisa nodded. “I can fill in the gaps! I’d imagine it would be very different with all of us women.” Her own thoughts went to a few months before, the launch of Cimarron, and an Austin hotel room with Solana's friend Kelly and her boyfriend Colt. A crazy but fun night. "I've done it before, with a man and a woman. It's fun. You just have to leave your ego at the door." She paused. "I've done it with just guys too."

"Too many people trying to put things places?" Amy was grinning.

"Yeah… enough said." Luisa wasn't about to go into detail there, but during her wild period when she first moved to Mexico City the footballer she'd dated hadn't been shy about boundaries with his team mates… which Luisa hadn't minded at all.

“This open together thing is fun!"

Luisa laughed as they carried on walking. "Not as fun as what I've got planned for you when we get back to my room." She leaned over and whispered in Amy's ear. "I borrowed the black bikini with the gold chain..."


Amy
Amalfi


The day had dragged. Saturday, the last day of the shoot, and it had been hot, and Amy was over the glamour of the day before. With no work of her own to do, and no one she really knew apart from Luisa to talk to, who was busy, it had been a slow day. Not that she minded, it was important that Luisa was as professional as she could be in her work environment, but Amy resolved that maybe in future she’d come to the exotic locations but skip a lot of the modelling… go there for the swimming pool, the partying and the evenings out. That sounded better.

The interactions between Luisa and Bel had been much the same as the day before, friendly, professional, you wouldn’t have had a clue that there had ever been anything between them. Bel had come over to talk to Amy for a while at one point as well, which Amy had really appreciated… it felt like her snap decision to invite Bel for a drink the night before was paying off.

That evening though, after Amy and Luisa had showered and changed into dresses that were suitable for a night out in that warm climate, Luisa made her move. Operation Open Together as Amy had called it, drawing an eye roll from Luisa.

“Maybe let me do the talking with Bel if you’re going to come out with lines like that…”

They walked together down to the hotel bar where most of the people from the shoot had gathered to grab a drink and Bel was there, looking for all the world like the entire evening was orbiting around her. Given that her and Luisa were the two biggest names on the shoot, that probably wasn’t too far from the truth, Amy figured.

Bel was leaning against the bar, glass of wine in hand, when Luisa walked over. Amy stayed back a few steps, not far, certainly close enough to hear, but not wanting to crowd them.

“We’re going to watch the sunset on my balcony,” Luisa said, her voice deliberately light and breezy. “You should join us.” Bel looked at her, not quite surprised but certainly intrigued. “Just one drink.”

Amy could see the exact moment that Bel understood. Just one drink was the key. Whatever that was, whatever connotation it held between them, Amy saw Bel cock her head to the side, a look of interest on her face.

Bel looked at Amy, then back at Luisa. “The three of us?”

“Yes.”

“I’d love to,” she replied with a faint smile.

And that was that.

***

They sat, the three of them, sharing a bottle of chilled white wine and letting the conversation drift as the sun slipped below the horizon.

Luisa was relaxed, happy in a way that made Amy love her even more than before. Sitting there cross-legged, barefoot, talking to Bel with Amy alongside her, seemed to have a liberating effect on her.

Bel was stretched out on one of the other balcony chairs, semi-reclined, her feet up on the balcony railings and her long, bare legs spectacular in the golden light.

The conversation flowed easily, the three of them finding a natural rhythm. Bel was funnier than Amy had expected, drier, her humour delivered deadpan in that cut-glass accent that made everything sound either hilarious or threatening depending on her mood.

Amy sat watching, participating of course, but also listening to the undercurrent beneath the casual talk, almost too subtle to detect but there in the glances that lingered a little too long, the smiles that carried something extra.

It was Luisa, after an exchange of glances with Amy that Bel couldn’t have possibly seen, who made the move. It had to be really.

She stood, smoothing her hands down over the soft cotton of her dress, then crossed to the doorway leading from the balcony to the bedroom. Luisa stood there for a few moments, the last rays of the sun settling on her, and then she held out both hands, one towards each of Amy and Bel.

“Come to bed.”

Again, Amy didn’t know the full significance but Bel put down her wine glass at once and stood, reaching her hand out towards Luisa. Amy’s pulse leapt, realising this was the moment, the point at which open together took on real meaning, and she stood too, taking Luisa’s hand in hers.

Luisa led them both inside.

***

The bed looked inviting, crisp white sheets that were cool and soft after the warmth of the evening outside. As the sun dipped fully below the horizon the sea breeze picked up, warm and gentle through the open balcony door, carrying the scent of the flowers from below and the salt of the sea.

“We go as slow as you need,” Luisa whispered to Amy, squeezing her hand reassuringly.

“Or as fast,” Bel added with a smile that somehow managed to be both playful and respectful of the two of them. She looked at Amy with a directness that was new, different from the distance she’d kept so far. “For what it’s worth, you’re very beautiful, Amy. You should know that at the start.”

Amy felt herself blush, which was absurd given what was about to happen, but the compliment from Bel, delivered so casually, caught her off guard. “Thank you. So are you.”

“I’ve been told,” Bel replied. “Usually by men, usually late at night.” The self-assurance was so absolute that it made Amy laugh, which broke any residual tension perfectly.

Luisa turned to face Amy, letting go of Bel’s hand to brush an imaginary strand of hair from Amy’s face, looking into her eyes with that expression that was just for the two of them, that said I love you and this is ours. Then she kissed Amy, gentle, playful, the usual incredible set of sensations… she was the best kisser that Amy had ever met, with lips that made Amy fall in love with her again each time they touched hers.

Knowing that Bel was watching them made it even hotter, knowing that she was right there, close enough to touch, and Amy felt her body respond to the kiss even more than usual. She wrapped her arms around Luisa and deepened the kiss, one hand going to Luisa’s hair.

Then Amy felt Bel move closer, felt her lips on the side of her neck, slightly firmer than Luisa’s, more deliberate, and as Bel found just the right spot, that sensitive place below her ear, Amy gasped into Luisa’s mouth. She leaned back into Bel instinctively, breaking contact with Luisa’s lips, which moved to her neck instead, and for a dizzying moment she had both of them on her, four hands and two mouths entirely devoted to her, Luisa at her front and Bel at her back, and it was better than anything she’d imagined.

This is already a thousand times better than James and his teammate, she thought, and then everything was happening at once and she forgot about comparisons entirely.

It was a blur of exploration and discovery. Amy turned to kiss Bel on the lips for the first time and the kiss was different from Luisa’s… more assertive, more demanding. Then Bel and Luisa kissed and Amy watched, transfixed, seeing the familiarity of two people who knew each other’s mouths, and feeling a spike of jealousy that she deliberately, consciously transformed into arousal.

Clothes started to come off, dresses falling to the floor. Luisa unzipped Amy’s while Bel undid her bra from behind, and then it was Bel’s turn and Amy and Luisa both reached for her, Amy undoing the buttons down the front of Bel’s dress while Luisa pushed it off her shoulders.

When Amy undid Bel’s bra, she and Luisa moved their lips to each of Bel’s breasts at the same time. Bel gasped, a shuddering intake of breath, her hand moving to the back of Amy’s head. “Oh, that’s not fair,” she muttered, “both of you at once is really not fair.”

“You’re complaining?” Luisa whispered against her skin.

“Absolutely not. Keep going.”

They moved to the bed, tumbling onto the white sheets in a tangle of limbs and laughter. Amy found herself at the centre, Luisa’s mouth following a path along her collarbone to her neck while Bel’s hand slid down her stomach, and then lower, fingers exploring, more direct, more certain than Luisa, touching Amy as if she already knew what she liked and was simply confirming it.

“Is this ok?” Luisa whispered into Amy’s ear at one point, her eyes bright with her own arousal but her voice showing how important it was that Amy was into this.

Amy could only nod, words beyond her as Bel’s fingers, stroking between her legs, moved with an increasing intensity that was building Amy towards something fast.

“She’s close,” Bel said to Luisa over Amy’s body, her tone observational, almost conversational, as if they were discussing the weather rather than the fact that Amy was about to orgasm hard between them. “I can feel it.”

“I know that look,” Luisa replied, smiling down at Amy.

Amy climaxed hard, clinging on to Luisa, kissing her messily, one hand reaching back to grip Bel’s arm, pulling her closer, needing both of them against her while the waves crashed through her. Bel’s fingers didn’t stop, they slowed but kept moving, drawing out the aftershocks until Amy’s body stopped shaking.

“Open together,” Luisa whispered between kisses, and Amy could hear the emotion in her voice, the thrill that it was working.

“Open together,” Amy replied, laughing breathlessly.

***

The first lull came naturally, the three of them lying in a heap, wine glasses fetched from the balcony, the breeze cooling their skin.

“I have a confession,” Bel said, propped up on one elbow, magnificently unselfconscious about being naked in front of two women she’d spent the last hour in bed with. “When Luisa said just one drink at the bar, I genuinely thought for a split second she meant just one drink. I was going to give her a very stern look at what was not a compelling offer.”

“Liar,” Luisa said.

“I’m completely serious. It took me several seconds to catch on.”

“Several whole seconds,” Amy teased.

Bel grinned, and it struck her how different Bel was from the poised, untouchable figure she’d first encountered two nights before. Naked, slightly sweaty, hair a mess, she was warmer, less guarded, the dry wit surfacing freely. Amy liked this version of her.

“I do have a question though,” Bel continued, looking between them. “Is this a one-off? I’m fine either way, but I’d rather know now than wonder about it for the next six months.”

Amy looked at Luisa, and Luisa looked at Amy. “Not a one-off,” Amy said. “If you want it again.”

Bel raised her glass. “Noted.” She drained it and set it down. “Right. Whose turn is it?”

“Yours,” Amy and Luisa said simultaneously.

“How delightful.” Bel lay back against the pillows, arms behind her head, and looked at them both expectantly. “Well? I’m not going to pleasure myself.”

***

If Amy’s orgasm had been the warm-up, Bel’s was the starring act.

Luisa started, because she knew what Bel liked, and Amy watched, learning, seeing how Luisa moved her mouth on Bel’s body, the places she went, the reactions she drew. Bel was less restrained than Amy had expected, more vocal, her poise dissolving as Luisa’s tongue found the spots she knew from years of practice.

“Right there,” Bel breathed, one hand gripping the sheet, the other in Luisa’s hair. “God, you always know exactly…” Her hips shifted and she let out a moan. “Don’t you dare stop.”

Amy moved closer, her mouth on Bel’s neck, one hand on her breast, and she felt the moment Bel noticed the additional sensation… a sharp intake of breath, a turn of her head to look at Amy with eyes that were brighter than before.

“You,” Bel said to Amy, her voice more breathless than before, “are going to be trouble. I can tell.”

“Good trouble?”

“The worst kind.” Bel pulled Amy in for a kiss, fierce and hungry, biting gently at Amy’s lower lip, and Amy felt it like an electric shock all the way through her body.

“Can you show me what she likes?” Amy asked Luisa. Luisa’s eyes widened and Bel let out a sound that was halfway between a laugh and a moan.

Luisa took Amy’s hand and slipped it between Bel’s legs, showing her the pressure, the rhythm, the spots that made Bel’s breathing change. “Here,” Luisa murmured, “and then when she’s close, like this.” She adjusted Amy’s fingers and Bel’s hips jerked.

“God,” Bel muttered, “you’re giving her lessons? That’s… oh God, that’s good.”

“She’s a fast learner,” Luisa said, grinning at Amy.

“Let me,” Amy said, and Luisa rolled to one side, settling back on one elbow with her wine glass, watching with obvious enjoyment as Amy took over.

Amy combined what Luisa had just shown her with the techniques she’d honed over recent months, first with her fingers and then, moving herself lower, with her tongue. She teased Bel, built her up and let her down, a rhythm learned from doing this with both Sarah and Luisa.

Bel, it turned out, wasn’t shy about directing. “Harder,” she said at one point, her hand tight in Amy’s hair. “And you can use your fingers at the same time, I’m not… oh fuck.” She broke off as Amy did exactly that, two fingers sliding inside her while her tongue kept working. “Oh, that’s very good. Don’t stop doing that.” She paused. "Oh, that's very good indeed."

Amy didn’t stop. She could feel Bel building, could feel her body tensing, could hear her breathing growing ragged, and then Bel came with a cry that she made no attempt to muffle, her hips rising off the bed, one hand clenched in the sheet and the other still in Amy’s hair. It was nothing like the controlled, untouchable woman who’d been leaning against the bar three hours ago.

Amy didn’t let her recover. She softened her touch but kept going, her tongue gentle, coaxing, and within a minute Bel was building again, faster this time.

“She’s going to…” Bel started, talking to Luisa as if Amy weren’t there, “is she always… oh, fuck…” and she came again, her body shaking, a moan that broke down into breathless laughter.

Amy kept on going, relentless, feeling Bel’s body respond again and again, a third, a fourth, Bel getting louder each time, her upper-class composure completely demolished, saying things that would have made her boarding school teachers faint.

“Fucking hell,” Bel gasped after the fifth, actually pushing Amy’s head away because she couldn’t take any more, her body shaking. “Stop, please, I beg you. You’re going to kill me.”

Amy climbed back up the bed, pleased with herself, and Bel looked at her with genuine shock. “Luisa,” she said, still catching her breath, “where on earth did you find this goddess?”

Luisa, who'd been watching all this time with her wine, laughed. “A nightclub in West Hollywood.”

“Good God.” She looked at Amy. “If you’re ever at a loose end in London, I live in Belgravia and I have a very comfortable bed. I’m serious.”

Amy grinned.

“I really am serious,” Bel added, and Amy realised that she actually meant it.

***

They ended up on the balcony, all three of them, naked in the warm night air, sharing another bottle of wine that Bel had got dressed and wandered down to the bar for. The stars were out in full and the sea was dark and calm below them. Their only concession to modesty was that they left the lights off, but it was fine anyway… the balcony was private.

“I’m never going back to England,” Amy announced. “I’m going to stay here forever. I’ll live on this balcony and I’ll eat Italian food, and neither of you are allowed to leave.”

“She’s a romantic,” Bel said to Luisa.

“She really is.”

“One of her many qualities, if the last hour is anything to go by.” Bel stretched her legs out on the railing and took a sip of wine. “You two are a good match. I mean that.”

“Thank you,” Luisa said, and Amy could hear that the compliment from Bel meant more than if it had been from anyone else. Bel was the person who’d known Luisa the longest in this context, who’d seen her through years of casual hookups and professional engagements, and her blessing, because that’s what it was, mattered.

“Can I ask you something?” Amy said to Bel.

“You can ask. I might not answer.”

“Who’s your Amy?”

Bel’s gaze shifted to Luisa briefly, and she moved in her seat. There was just the faintest crack in her cool exterior. “We don’t normally talk about that side of things.”

“You don’t have to,” Amy replied. “But if you want to I’m curious.”

Bel sat in silence for a long few moments, and Amy thought she’d overstepped the mark. But then she spoke. “There’s someone. Two people I guess. Clem and Saskia, I live with them. But we’re complicated… Saskia has someone. Clem doesn’t. We’re difficult to categorise, but we’ve known each other forever and we’re always there for each other.”

“You don’t like categories?” Luisa asked gently.

“I don’t like categories, feelings, labels, or extended emotional conversations.” Bel took a drink. “But Clem seems to be somewhat intent on teaching me. Against my will and better judgment.” There was the faintest smile. “I’ll let you know how it goes.”

They sat in silence for a while, the night wrapped around them, and Amy felt a sense of contentment so profound it almost hurt. Here she was, naked on a balcony in Amalfi, the woman she loved on one side and this surprising, complicated, very beautiful woman on the other, the Mediterranean below them and the stars above, and everything felt, for the first time in months, like it was exactly where it was supposed to be.

Then Luisa leaned over and kissed Amy’s neck, and Bel watched them with an expression that was part amusement, part hunger, and things got less contemplative very quickly.

***

What started as a slow kiss between Amy and Luisa escalated when Bel put down her wine and said, “Right, I can’t just watch this,” and then somehow, in a tangle of limbs and laughter, Amy found herself on one of the balcony chairs with Luisa straddling her lap and Bel kneeling next to them, her mouth on Luisa’s neck while Amy’s hands explored them both.

It rapidly turned into Luisa’s turn, and Amy and Bel were merciless. Amy’s fingers found their way between Luisa’s legs while Bel’s hands were on her breasts, both of them teasing and building her up, Luisa’s mouth switching between Amy’s and Bel’s. Luisa wasn’t being quiet, her gasps and moans echoing off the stone walls and probably carrying to the balconies nearby.

“Louder,” Bel whispered into Luisa’s ear, loud enough for Amy to hear. “Let them all hear. Let every person in this hotel know exactly what we’re doing to you.”

Luisa groaned, and Amy increased the pressure, loving the sight of Luisa caught between the two of them, two women who desired her in different ways working together.

Luisa started babbling in Spanish, fragments that Amy caught, por favor, no pares, más, and Bel was murmuring into her ear, a stream of increasingly filthy encouragement that made even Amy blush, all in that impeccable accent that made every obscenity sound like it was being delivered from the front of the Oxford Union.

“Are you going to cum for us?” Bel whispered. “Both of us, watching you, touching you, you gorgeous, wonderful creature?”

Luisa came with a shuddering cry, her body clenching around Amy’s fingers, her hands gripping Amy’s shoulders hard enough to leave scratch marks. Amy felt Bel’s arms tighten around Luisa from behind, holding her steady, the three of them locked together while Luisa ground herself against Amy’s hand.

As the last tremors passed through her and Luisa slumped forward against Amy’s chest, breathing hard, there was a sharp crack and the balcony chair lurched sideways, one of the legs giving way beneath the combined weight of three women.

They tumbled, not far, but enough that they ended up in a heap on the balcony floor, limbs everywhere, the broken chair on its side beneath them.

There was a moment of stunned silence, then Bel, from somewhere underneath Amy’s leg, said in her driest tone, “Well, that’s one to explain to hotel management.”

Amy started laughing first, then Luisa, still shaking from her orgasm, buried her face in Amy’s neck and shook with laughter, and then even Bel was laughing, all three of them lying naked on the stone floor of the balcony in the ruins of a chair.

“Inside,” Luisa managed between giggles. “Before someone comes to investigate.”

They gathered themselves, still laughing, collected their wine glasses and retreated to the bedroom, collapsing onto the bed in a heap of shared hilarity.

“I can’t believe we broke the chair,” Amy said.

“I’ll pay for it,” Bel said. “I’ve broken worse.”

“You’ve broken a chair having sex before?”

“I’ve broken a chaise longue. A chair is amateur hour.” She stretched and looked at the ceiling. “I will say though, that was worth it. You two are quite something together.” Bel looked at the two of them, naked, tangled together. “I want to see something.”

“What?” Amy asked.

“The two of you. Together. Properly.” She moved to the end of the bed, legs crossed, wine in hand, the pose of a woman settling in to watch a performance. “Show me what you two are like when it’s just you.”

Amy looked at Luisa and Luisa looked at Amy. There was a moment of self-consciousness, being watched was different from being on their own, after all, but then Luisa smiled and pulled Amy towards her, and the self-consciousness evaporated because this was Luisa, this was them, this was what they knew.

They kissed, the chemistry uniquely theirs. Amy’s hand went to Luisa’s face, Luisa’s went to Amy’s waist, and they fell into the rhythm that even their relatively brief time together had made instinctive. Amy could feel Bel watching and it heightened everything, turned their private love language into a performance without changing a word of it.

“God, you two are beautiful together,” Bel said quietly.

They made love while Bel watched, Luisa on her back with Amy above her, grinding against each other slowly, their bodies moving together. At one point Amy looked up and caught Bel’s eye, and she saw something unexpected there… not just arousal, though that was very much there, but something else too, something almost wistful, as if she was watching something she wanted for herself.

When Amy came, followed moments later by Luisa, they held each other and whispered “te amo” into each other’s ears between kisses, and for a few seconds it was just the two of them, Bel a willing, respectful witness to something special.

Then Bel cleared her throat. “Right. Enough sentiment.” She put down her wine. “My turn to play again.”

***

They’d lost track of time entirely when Luisa, lying on her side facing Amy, said with a lazy grin, “I’ve got an idea.”

“Should I be worried?” Bel asked from somewhere behind Amy, her hand resting idly on Amy’s hip.

“Possibly.” Luisa sat up and looked at both of them, her eyes bright despite the late hour. “I want us all to… end… together. All three of us, at the same time.”

Amy pushed herself up on one elbow. “How?”

“A triangle. I go down on you, you go down on Bel, Bel goes down on me.” Luisa grinned. “If we get the positions right.”

“I’ll make it work,” Bel said, sitting up and running her fingers through her thoroughly destroyed hair. “I’ve done this before.”

“Of course you have,” Amy laughed.

“Don’t ask with whom. State secrets.”

They spent a few minutes working out the logistics, which involved a fair amount of laughter and spatial awareness, until they found positions that worked. Amy on her side with her head between Bel’s legs, Bel with her head between Luisa’s thighs, and Luisa completing the circle with her mouth on Amy.

It was awkward for the first thirty seconds, all of them adjusting, finding angles, and then suddenly it wasn’t awkward at all. It was incredible.

The sensation of pleasuring someone while simultaneously being pleasured while also knowing that the person you were pleasuring was also pleasuring the person who was pleasuring you… Amy’s brain nearly short-circuited trying to process it. It was an unbroken loop of giving and receiving, each woman’s arousal feeding the others, each moan vibrating against skin and triggering a response that triggered another response.

Amy focused on Bel, using every trick she knew, while Luisa’s tongue worked at her with the magic of someone who knew her body inside out. She could hear Bel’s breathing change, could hear Luisa’s small gasps behind her, and the knowledge that they were all building together, all climbing at the same time, was possibly the most erotic thing she had ever experienced.

The timing, impossibly, almost miraculously, worked. Amy felt her orgasm building, could feel Bel’s body tensing against her tongue, could hear Luisa’s moans getting closer together, and the three of them crested within seconds of each other. Bel came first with a moan that vibrated against Luisa, which pushed Luisa over the edge, her moan against Amy so intense that it triggered Amy’s own climax, and then they were all cumming, all shaking, all clinging to each other, a chain reaction of pleasure that seemed to go on and on, each woman’s orgasm extending the others’ until none of them could tell where one ended and the next began.

When it was over they lay there, the triangle collapsed into a heap, breathing hard, stunned, none of them speaking for a long time.

“That,” Bel said eventually, her voice catching, “was the single best sexual experience of my life. And I have led a remarkably varied life.”

“Same,” Amy whispered.

“Same,” Luisa agreed. “We are so doing this again one day.”

***

It got to a point where Amy’s mind was still willing but her body couldn’t take any more, and she could tell that the other two women were the same. Amy ended up sandwiched between Luisa and Bel, her head on Luisa’s shoulder while Bel’s arm was draped across her waist.

“We should definitely do that again sometime,” Amy said, smiling at Luisa before turning to look at Bel.

“I think I could find time in my diary,” Bel said, a slight smile twitching around the edge of her mouth. She looked at Luisa.

“No disagreement from me.” She paused. “Will you stay?” she asked Bel.

Bel sat up and looked at the two of them. “No.” She rested her hand affectionately on Amy’s hip. “You two look too cute together. And… I like my sleep uninterrupted.”

Amy and Luisa lay together while they watched Bel slip her clothes back on, somehow managing to look elegant even putting on a creased dress after several hours of energetic sex.

She came back over and leaned across the bed. “Amy, it’s been a genuine pleasure.” The smile told Amy she very much intended the double meaning. Then she leaned across and kissed Luisa on the cheek. “Until our next photoshoot?”

Luisa glanced at Amy for confirmation, and she nodded. “Next time.”

Bel walked to the door, paused with her hand on the handle, and looked back at them. “The chair is on me. I’ll tell reception it was the wind.” And then she was gone.

***

It was just Amy and Luisa left, curled into each other in a sweaty, happy heap.

“Open together,” Amy whispered.

“Open together.”

They lay there for a while, the night sounds of the coast drifting in through the balcony door. Amy felt Luisa’s breathing slow as she drifted towards sleep.

Amy lay awake a little longer, thinking. Bel had been amazing… funny, passionate, surprising. The evening had been everything that open together promised it could be.

But as she lay there, Luisa warm against her, the woman she loved, she found her mind drifting forward. There was Luisa, and there was Sarah.

And open together let her dare to dream… she’d thought until now that she had to choose, ultimately, between Luisa and Sarah.

Maybe, just maybe, there was another way, a way that was the best of all possible worlds, a way that meant not having to choose.

She smiled to herself, imagining what they’d just done but with Sarah instead of Bel. It should be impossible, but then that was true for everything else that had happened to Amy in the last few months.

Luisa and Sarah… that would be some night.

Amy turned her head and planted a gentle kiss on Luisa’s forehead. “Te amo,” she murmured, and Luisa cuddled up closer, weary, safe, content.


Epilogue
West Country


That night, once the twins were in bed and asleep, they’d lit the fire against the autumn evening chill. Sarah and Hugo were sat on the sofa in front of it, drinks in hand, the Saturday night they’d had countless times over the years repeated one more time.

Them, wine, music.

Hugo was scrolling through his phone, choosing what to play over the speakers. “Any preference?”

Sarah shook her head. “No, your choice.”

She was trying to keep the tension out of her voice, but inside she was a mess, her heart hammering against her ribcage.

“Did I tell you about the two sixth formers from Wednesday?”

Sarah shook her head. “No.”

Hugo smiled, and launched into the tale of the two pupils at his school caught doing the sort of thing together that their parents presumably wouldn’t have approved of, and certainly weren’t paying their fees for.

Sarah listened, and asked questions, and smiled at the right moments just like she always did. Performing the role.

When he finished they sat in silence for a few moments. The only noise was the pop of a log on the fire.

It’s time, she realised, her mouth going dry. Now or never.

She looked across at Hugo. He was a good man. He deserved better than a wife who couldn’t love him like he deserved to be loved. She knew it, but it didn’t make it any easier.

“Hugo,” she tried to say, but it came out as a whisper.

He looked back and smiled. “Yes?”

His smile… she very nearly lost her nerve. How can I do this to him? But she knew she had to, she knew she must.

Sarah took a deep breath and sat up straighter in her chair.

“There’s something I need to tell you.”


Want More?


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

To get a free story featuring Luisa's fun with the Cimarron launch, including Solana and her friend Kelly, sign up to my mailing list for updates:

https://ckfairfaxbooks.com

You can also follow me on Amazon:

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

Her Miss Perfect

Set in the Coming Into The Light universe, introducing a new set of characters (including Bel), is Her Miss Perfect… similar heat, similar themes, same London. Here is the Prologue:

Laura had been at her desk since quarter to eight.

Northern line from Clapham South at not long after seven, change at Stockwell, Victoria line to Oxford Circus, eleven-minute walk. Coat hung up, computer on, first coffee made. This was who Laura was. You grew up the way she grew up and you learned that being early was the minimum.

She was deep in a specification… line forty-seven, cladding system, fixing details… when the office door opened at twenty past ten and Golden Girl breezed in, mid-conversation on her phone.

Saskia was in gym kit, but not the kind of gym kit Laura owned, faded leggings and a Sheffield Hallam t-shirt she'd had since second year. No, this was the kind that looked like it had been designed for someone who wanted to be photographed leaving a gym. Matching set, an achingly stylish muted olive, a brand that Laura didn't recognise but knew was expensive. Her hair was pulled back and she was slightly flushed. She dropped her bag on her chair and sat down on the other side of the shelf unit without acknowledging Laura's existence, because she was laughing at something the person on the phone had said.

"No, I know. I know. It was ridiculous." Saskia kicked off her trainers, expensive and immaculate, and tucked her feet under her. "The whole thing was ridiculous. I mean, who hires a band for a weekend in the Cotswolds? It's not a wedding, it's a house party."

Laura looked at her screen. Line forty-seven. Cladding system.

"The house was insane though. Properly insane. I still can't get over the pool house… did you see the sauna? I didn't even find it until Sunday morning." Saskia laughed. "I keep thinking I should get Dad to look at something like that for the garden. He'd have a fit."

Line forty-seven. Fixing details. Thermal performance.

"I still can't believe you pushed Dom in the pool. His face. I thought he was going to cry." Saskia laughed, a warm, conspiratorial sound. "And then that friend of his, the one from Verbier… I'm not even going to say what happened after the fireworks. Actually, I can't even if I want to, I'm at work. But you know exactly what I mean."

Laura stared at her specification and thought about her own Saturday night. Pub near the Common with her flatmate Nisha and a few friends, wine then cocktails, then dancing in Infernos until late because Nisha had insisted. It had been a good night. A really good night in fact. Just not the same universe as a Cotswolds house party with a band and fireworks, not to mention a pool and sauna.

"And what about you and Freddie? Don't play coy with me, I saw you disappear after the fireworks." A pause. More laughter. "I knew it. I absolutely knew it. Was he good? He looks like he'd be good." Another pause. "Oh God, really? That's either amazing or horrifying, and I need more details immediately."

Laura was not trying to listen. She was actively, determinedly trying to concentrate on line forty-seven of a cladding specification. But the office was small and the shelf unit was not a wall.

"Listen, I've got to go, I'm at work and I haven't even showered yet. Lunch this week? Thursday? Perfect. I'll book somewhere. Oh… and send me that video of Dom going in the pool. I need it for blackmail purposes."

Saskia hung up, tossed her phone on the desk and stretched, arms above her head, the gym kit riding up slightly, and seemed to notice Laura for the first time.

"Morning. Sorry… that was rude, wasn't it? Long catch-up." She glanced at Laura's screen. "God, are you on the spec already? It's not due for weeks."

"It's due in nine days."

"That's basically weeks." Saskia smiled. "Miss Perfect. You make the rest of us look terrible, you know that?"

Laura forced a smile back. Miss Perfect. She knew that Saskia didn’t mean it as a slur, Saskia didn’t have a bad bone in her body, but it should burn anyway… Laura had had to be perfect to be sat in this office doing her job. People from her background didn’t do this. They were shop assistants, or van drivers, or sat at home with two kids to look after by the time they were seventeen. Laura had had to scrap for everything to get where she was… perfect hadn’t been an option, it had been a necessity.

Should burn… but there was something else, something deeper, something that Laura tried and frequently failed to ignore. Being called Miss Perfect, it just… well, it just triggered something inside, something warm and fuzzy and entirely the opposite of what she should feel, and… stop it, Laura told herself, not now.

Saskia simply ploughed on, seemingly oblivious to the colour that had come into Laura’s cheeks and must surely be obvious.

"Right, I need a shower and then coffee. Do you want one? A coffee, not a shower." Saskia grinned. "The showers here are grim."

"Coffee would be great, thanks. Just black."

"Black. Of course. Even your coffee is no-nonsense." Saskia grabbed her towel and washbag from her gym kit and headed for the door. "Back in ten. Don't finish the whole spec before I get back."

Saskia left and the office settled back into silence. Laura could still smell the faint trace of Saskia's gym… not sweat, somehow, but something clean and expensive, the scent of a woman whose personal trainer probably cost more per hour than Laura spent on food in a week.

A band in the Cotswolds. A pool house with a sauna. Fireworks and someone pushed into a pool at three in the morning. And on Monday morning, gym kit and a phone call and a shower and a coffee, and starting work an hour and a half after everyone else, and somehow none of it mattered, because Saskia could be late and unbothered and still be the most talented architect in the building. The Golden Girl. The family name that opened every door, the father whose property empire was a client of the firm, the connections that meant the rules simply didn't apply. The world rearranged itself around her the way it always did.

Laura turned back to line forty-seven. Cladding system. Fixing details. The work that kept buildings standing and that nobody noticed unless you got it wrong, which Laura never did, because getting it wrong was something that Laura simply couldn’t afford to do.

Reading on is just a few clicks away: Her Miss Perfect


Still Want More?


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, along with the sequel Burning Both Ends.

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


What happens when you push a character past what they thought were their limits? What do they discover about themselves? What lines will they cross?

Camilla's shorts built a devoted following of readers who found answers to those questions: over half a million individual reads, averaging more than 15k reads per story and ratings of 4.8+/5 for her three most popular series of shorts.

Now she writes novels and novellas that let her show what comes next. The full transformation, not just the spark. Relationships that go deep. Tension that builds to something worth the wait. Characters who don't just glimpse who they could be... they become it.

Whether expanding popular series or exploring fresh ground, every story is designed to deliver.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc3XH.jpg
ASARRHIC,LOVE TRIANGLE FROM THE.AUTHOR.OF

COMING INTONIHE tlﬁﬂﬂm HERTWISSIRERFECT =
GAMILLA K FA FFm*-'R.F:A!L! %

-





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Cambridge


    		
      The Aftermath
      
        		Sarah


        		Luisa


        		Amy


        		Sarah


        		Sarah


        		Sarah


        		Amy


        		Amy


      


    


    		
      A Model Life
      
        		Tulum


        		Aguascalientes


        		Cancun


        		Mexico City


        		Oaxaca


        		Montana


        		Los Angeles


        		Miami


      


    


    		
      Business Or Pleasure
      
        		Arriving


        		Waking


        		Settling


        		Reuniting


        		Shopping


        		Friending


        		Toying


        		Switching


        		Declaring


      


    


    		
      Open Together
      
        		Sarah


        		Luisa


        		Amy


        		Luisa


        		Amy


        		Luisa


        		Sarah


        		Amy


        		Luisa


        		Sarah


        		Sarah


        		Luisa


        		Amy


        		Luisa


        		Amy


        		Luisa


        		Amy


        		Luisa


        		Amy


        		Luisa


        		Amy


        		Luisa


        		Amy


      


    


    		Epilogue


    		
      Want More?
      
        		Her Miss Perfect


      


    


    		
      Still Want More?
      
        		Beyond The Game


        		Coming Into The Light


        		Experimenting


      


    


    		About the author


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264

		265

		266

		267

		268

		269

		270

		271

		272

		273

		274

		275

		276

		277

		278

		279

		280

		281

		282

		283

		284

		285

		286

		287

		288

		289

		290

		291

		292

		293

		294

		295

		296

		297

		298

		299

		300

		301

		302

		303

		304

		305

		306

		307

		308

		309

		310

		311

		312

		313

		314

		315

		316

		317

		318

		319

		320

		321

		322

		323

		324

		325

		326

		327

		328

		329

		330

		331

		332

		333

		334

		335

		336

		337

		338

		339

		340

		341

		342

		343

		344

		345

		346

		347

		348

		349

		350

		351

		352

		353

		354

		355

		356

		357

		358

		359

		360

		361

		362

		363

		364

		365

		366

		367

		368

		369

		370

		371

		372

		373

		374

		375

		376

		377

		378

		379

		380

		381

		382

		383

		384

		385

		386

		387

		388

		389

		390

		391

		392

		393

		394

		395

		396

		397

		398

		399

		400

		401

		402

		403

		404

		405

		406

		407

		408

		409

		410

		411

		412

		413

		414

		415

		416

		417

		418

		419

		420

		421

		422

		423

		424

		425

		426

		427

		428

		429

		430

		431

		432

		433

		434

		435

		436

		437

		438

		439

		440

		441

		442

		443

		444

		445

		446

		447

		448

		449

		450

		451

		452

		453

		454

		455

		456

		457

		458

		459

		460

		461

		462

		463

		464

		465

		466

		467

		468

		469

		470

		471

		472

		473

		474

		475

		476

		477

		478

		479

		480

		481

		482

		483

		484

		485

		486

		487

		488

		489

		490

		491

		492






OEBPS/font_rsrc3XG.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc3XJ.jpg





