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Prologue


“Everything ok?”

Amy watched James squeeze back into his chair, catching the white tablecloth with his leg but somehow managing not to jog the seat of the woman behind.

He grimaced and waggled his hand. “So-so. The client suddenly wants an extra downside protection clause, so…” He smiled and shrugged. “You know how it is.”

Amy returned the smile, or at least tried her best to even though the smile didn’t make it as far as her eyes, because she did understand… as a lawyer she had her own share of last minute stresses on deals, just as James did as a banker.

The difference, though, was that tonight she’d turned off her work phone, because tonight was a special evening for them… tonight was the seven year anniversary of when they’d first got together. So, just a little, she was annoyed at James, because while she was making the effort to be fully present, he wasn’t… witness the call he’d just left the restaurant to take.

“Thanks for waiting,” he said as he picked up his knife and fork. “This looks great.”

“Yeah, it looks stunning doesn’t it?” Stunning but now, very likely, cold, she thought. Ten minutes is a long time to let your expensive main course sit in front of you.

They ate in silence for the next few minutes, Amy glancing for the umpteenth time around the room, taking in the expensive decor, the smartly dressed and affluent clientele, the happy buzz. It was a date restaurant, without a doubt, and a special one at that… the prices reflected it, though they did tend to pack the customers in.

James had chosen it especially, been insistent that they make the journey over to Soho, and Amy had been wondering excitedly whether tonight was the night… their couple friends had started getting engaged like it was going out of fashion, and while she might have been adding two and two to come up with thirty seven she couldn’t help but have a sneaking suspicion that James had something special stashed in his jacket pocket with a question to ask her later in the meal.

The thought refocused her mind and she put her annoyance at him taking a work call out of her head… he was here opposite her now, the man she loved, the man she lived with, and they were celebrating. Enjoy it.

“What?” he asked, grinning when he saw her looking at him.

“Nothing,” she replied, grinning back. “Just… you.”

James nodded. “And you.” He paused. “You look amazing tonight.”

Amy felt herself blush, happy that the effort she’d made had been noticed… picking out the black halter neck dress and styling her dark brown hair had taken longer than she’d have liked, but she was pleased with the effect.

“You do to,” she replied. “In your ruggedly handsome rugby player sort of way…” And he did, he really did. He had blue eyes that twinkled when he was happy, and they were in full on twinkle mode now.

They finished their main course making small talk, the slightly frosty atmosphere forgotten, Amy feeling herself getting caught up again in the magic of the occasion and the restaurant.

Once their plates were cleared James reached over the table and took her hand in his. “Seven years…”

She smiled. “Seven years indeed…” The way James was looking at her with a smile playing around the corners of his mouth, the way that he was holding her hand, it felt significant. Amy felt her heart skip a beat, her head go light, as the adrenaline surged through her in anticipation… was this it? Was this the moment she’d remember for the rest of her life?

James smiled as well. “A little touch and go at times, granted.”

Amy felt herself freeze up a little… not the time, she thought, not remotely the time to refer to that. But she forced herself through supreme effort of will to keep smiling, to squeeze his hand, to keep eye contact. Don’t let his unfortunate choice of words ruin the moment… he must be as nervous as me, she realised.

“Yeah… but we got here.”

“We did. I’m glad we did.”

“Me too.”

She held her breath as she watched his free hand move to his pocket out of the corner of her eye, feeling her cheeks flush… this was it, she realised, this is the moment.

Except, it wasn’t.

James let go of her hand as he pulled his mobile out, glanced at it, then said, “Sorry, I’ve got to take this.”

Amy did her best to feign casual understanding. “No, of course, I understand.”

She watched him go, heading outside again, Amy calm on the outside but anything but on the inside… she felt embarrassed, though it was only her who knew that she’d misunderstood that moment, she felt annoyed, surely he didn’t need to take that call, but she also felt resentment… resentment that he’d made light of them being a little touch and go at times.

Amy took a deep breath and then a long drink of her wine, gratefully accepting a top up from the waitress. “Would you like to see the dessert menu?” she asked.

“Yes please,” replied Amy, hoping that James wouldn’t be long.

She looked around the room yet again, taking in the happy couples scattered around. Two of them at each table.

Two.

Not one sat alone gulping their wine while the other took a work call outside.

Two.

Amy could feel her earlier annoyance starting to bubble up again and did her best to fight it… be the bigger person, she thought. Be calm. So tonight wasn’t the night for him to pop the question, there’d be other nights.

Some other thoughts started trying to push their way in… why had he mentioned them being touch and go? That was eighteen months ago… eighteen months since she’d taken him back, eighteen months since their temporary split, eighteen months since she’d finally been able to get past imagining him with her… why, tonight of all nights, why mention it?

Relax, she told herself. Everyone misspeaks sometimes… let it go. You let it go, eventually, eighteen months ago, let it go now.

She took another too big drink of her wine as she scanned the dessert menu, then glanced up at what could best be described as an excited squeal coming from two tables over.

What she saw made her grin along with most of the women nearby, though noticeably less so the men… two women were sat at the table, one looking a little embarrassed yet amused, the other not caring in the slightest as she looked at the ring that had just been slipped onto her finger.

Their mutual excitement and joy were palpable, and the woman who’d proposed gave a signal to one of the waiting staff who brought over two glasses of champagne… clearly there’d been some advance planning gone into it.

Finally the woman who’d let out the squeal noticed that half the restaurant were smiling alongside them, gave an embarrassed grin, then took her girlfriend’s hand in hers and whispered something to her excitedly.

Amy turned back to the menu smiling to herself, not wanting to intrude any further, just as James settled back down. “What’d I miss?” he asked.

Amy indicated with her head. “The table by the wall… they just got engaged and one of them got pretty excited.”

James couldn’t help but look over and then back at Amy, eyes wide. “Two women…?” he whispered loudly.

Amy rolled her eyes at him. “They allow it nowadays.” She paused. “They even let us drive, vote and would you believe it go to work.”

“I know that, but…” He struggled to find his words. “Two women. Fantastic.”

“Jesus, James, don’t stare.” He’d made little secret over the years that he liked the thought of two women together… like most men, Amy figured.

“I’m just happy for them,” he said, a broad grin on his face.

“Yeah, right.” If only you knew, Amy thought… James knew that Amy had kissed a few other women before they’d got together back at uni, he’d seen it happen at least once when they were just friends, but he thought that that was the extent of it.

Of that crazy few weeks one Michaelmas term back in Oxford where Amy more than dabbled he knew nothing, and she fully intended to keep it that way forever… she worried, half seriously, that he might literally explode if he knew that she’d once slept with several other women.

She glanced over at the other table again briefly, seeing them excitedly engaged in conversation. They looked so happy, so content, she felt a pang of envy.

“So, all good?” she asked, changing subject. “With work I mean?”

“Yeah, sorry… I think we got there.”

“Good.”

They sat in silence while he looked at the dessert menu, then once they’d ordered he reached over and took her hand again.

“Speaking of big questions…” he said, nodding with his head towards the table with the engagement, and Amy felt her heart skip a beat, felt her breath catch, felt the rush of adrenaline.

Afterwards, she didn’t know what caused it… whether it was annoyance at him having stepped out twice to do work calls on this special occasion, or him having reminded Amy of his infidelity of eighteen months before, or the realisation that just moments ago he was pretty clearly getting turned on at the thought of the lesbian couple getting engaged.

Whatever it was, she felt herself freeze… inside she was pleading with him not to ask, realising that she might not say yes, terrified of the consequences if that happened because how could you both go back to the flat you shared, the bed you shared, the life you shared after saying no? Realising that she could find herself saying yes when she didn’t know if she meant it, which in many ways would be worse, because how do you unpick that?

Instead, like a deer in the headlights, she kept her expression fixed and simply looked at him, thinking not tonight, please not tonight.

“What would you think if…”

She held her breath, not daring to move. It felt as if the diners around them had vanished, just the two of them left in the room.

“… we got some pet fish?”

Amy felt herself breathe out before she’d even fully processed the question.

“Fish…?” she repeated, just about keeping her incredulity in check.

“Yeah, fish. They’re easy to look after so would fit with our busy lives and…” He carried on with what sounded like a pre-prepared pitch.

As she let his voice wash over her, the rest of the room coming back into focus, her first thought was that it was strange. Amy at the start of the night would have been disappointed with what he’d just asked… she’d built herself up in her head for a proposal after all, had even been imagining telling her parents and her best friends.

Now, though, she didn’t know what she was feeling.

Was it disappointment?

Or… was it relief?


London


Chapter 1


Amy looked at her watch and sighed. 11pm, still at her desk, still trying to get this contract agreed before the weekend. She'd known when she decided to become a lawyer that part of it was hard work, that late nights were expected, but she hadn't been prepared for quite how boring some of that hard work could be.

Checking her phone, she saw a text from James asking if she'd be home any time soon and if she'd like him to wait up, but she replied to tell him she'd be a few more hours yet and he should get to bed. He understood her work and, working in a similar field, he often had unexpected late nights or weekend working. The hard work, the long hours, those were the price that you paid in your twenties and early thirties to get the senior jobs, to become a partner in your late thirties.

It would all be worth it in the long run. Though... it did wreak havoc with your social life in the short term, Amy had to admit. She'd had to cancel (again) plans to meet a couple of her best friends from university that evening last minute, and while the two of them had still gone out for dinner without her she hated being the flaky friend. And she couldn't remember the last time she’d managed to just have a quiet evening at home… no work, no chores, no nothing… it sounded bad, but heaven right now sounded like watching some trashy TV curled up with James in her pyjamas.

Getting up from her desk to go to the kitchen, she saw that while she wasn't the only one in the team toiling away in their offices this late, she was certainly in the minority. And, annoyingly, it always seemed to be the same people working late. Some of the team seemed to be never get caught up in these dull, time pressured deals and instead got to work on the longer term, more interesting projects. It didn't seem fair.

Thinking about it later as her late night taxi took her home, she resolved to see what she could do to try to restore a bit of balance to her life, in any way possible.

***

Bright and early the next morning, after nowhere near enough sleep, Amy headed to the gym below her office building to work out. She managed to work out every day, and it was one of those things that the busier she got with work the more important it was to exercise… she needed the release of pent up energy that came with a strenuous workout.

Amy had always been sporty, right from when she'd started doing organised sports. She'd tried various, but she had had a particular affinity for lacrosse at secondary school, ending up captaining the school team and playing for her county.

Despite the myriad temptations to give it up when she started at Oxford she'd stuck with it and soon found herself playing for the university women's first team, travelling around the country on Wednesdays to play fixtures against other universities. It was something that she'd loved doing, and the camaraderie was great within the team. They’d formed a really tight bond between the players, socialising together after every match with all the dramas that come with long, alcohol fuelled nights out.

She'd met James, a rugby player for the university, on one of those nights out in her final year and they'd clicked immediately. Fast forward seven years after graduation and they'd been living together for the last three in mostly domestic harmony.

They both worked demanding jobs which came first during the week, but that usually meant that the weekends were their own and the money that they both earned could buy them a good sized apartment in a nice area of central London within walking distance of the office, and allowed them to do pretty much whatever they wanted with those weekends, whether going away somewhere or going out for expensive dinners.

Looking at her reflection in the gym's mirror as she ran on the treadmill, Amy felt pleased with what she saw. Despite seven years hard work as a lawyer she'd managed to keep the exercise up consistently, sometimes twice a day, and she’d maintained a healthy diet so that she was still in as good shape as she had been when she played lacrosse.

Finishing up she saw one of her team members walking in, someone with a few more years' experience than she had… a nice guy, not one of the creepier guys who looked over one time too many when they saw you working out of a morning.

Amy walked over to him. "Morning Ted, how you doing today?"

"Good thanks," he replied. "You're here early?"

"Yeah," she smiled ruefully. "I think I'm chained to this building. Last night was a late one and here I am back again."

"Late night again? That same deal?"

"Yeah. I don't know what gives, I seem to get stuck on all these boring, insanely time pressured transactions. I don't get how others seem to swerve them. What's the trick? I'm starting to be at my wit's end with the late nights."

He smiled. "You don't know?"

"Know what?" replied Amy.

"Mentoring."

"Mentoring?"

"Yeah, mentoring."

"But... that whole scheme just seems so pointless. The firm pair you up with some random partner who doesn't know you and doesn't care, it ticks some boxes for them to say they're helping you to develop, waste of time. I've never bothered with it."

"No... not the firm's official scheme. I agree that's pointless. You need to find yourself an unofficial mentor, someone you can work with and can build a strong connection with to help you navigate the firm."

"Really?"

"Yeah. I guarantee you that ninety percent of the people who went home by seven yesterday have an informal mentor who, behind closed doors when the work is being allocated, is advocating for their mentee to get the good stuff. I guarantee you. And it's not just work, its promotions, its everything."

Amy paused for a moment. "I... I didn't know about this. It's really a thing? I thought promotions were just about who worked hardest."

He laughed kindly. "Yep." Kindly, but also sarcastic.

"But who...?"

"That I can't help you with beyond suggesting asking around. Some partners aren't keen on it, some love it and have multiple mentees, some help only women and so on. Then when you've found out who could be good, just approach them. Worst that can happen is they say no."

"Wow, ok. That was really helpful. Thank you."

"No problem," he replied, heading off to start his own work out.

As Amy showered afterwards, she thought about what he'd said. This was the way to do it, if she could find the right mentor she could realise her potential in the firm. She could do the interesting work, get noticed, and hopefully get herself on the ladder to promotion that year and in, future to partner. She resolved to make that her mission for the next few weeks.


Chapter 2


Amy spent the next couple of weeks doing exactly that, asking her colleagues over lunch and over coffee about their own experiences with informal mentoring and what they'd heard.

What quickly emerged was a shortlist of three partners who stood head and shoulders above the rest. Each took on multiple mentees, each seemed to devote the time to really help their mentees to develop, and for each there was a strong correlation between people who progressed in the firm and them being their mentors. It was a no-brainer for Amy to target those three first.

She realised that it would be a bad look to approach all three at the same time and then turn two of them down, that was the sort of naive approach that could easily burn bridges with someone important. So instead, she ranked them.

First choice was a male partner called Tom who ran one of the other departments in the London office. His reputation when it came to mentoring turned out to be legendary once she'd started to ask the right people the right questions. He had regular social events, creating a mini-community of fellow mentees, and even organised a group skiing weekend each year. To be mentored by him was to give yourself the best shot at building a great career.

Second was a female partner called Sarah who ran a team closely linked to Amy's own team, someone that Amy had worked for on and off over the years. While not quite achieving the legendary status of the first she was well known for also creating a mini-community, but one that was a bit more discrete and serious than her first choice.

Third choice was then another female partner, Claire, and Amy only really placed her in third because she wasn't as senior as the other two and Amy figured it was good to have friends in as high places as possible.

Thinking about what to do next, she figured there was no time like the present. She drafted an email to her first choice explaining the she was looking for an informal mentor, that she was ambitious, that she wanted to get ahead in the firm, and that she'd heard he was a great mentor, laying it all out there to do a job of explaining why it would be great for her to have him as her mentor.

She hit send.

And waited.

And waited.

And no reply for a fortnight, until she got an email saying, "Sorry for the slow reply, as you'd imagine I get a lot of people in the firm wanting me to mentor and I've only got so much time available. I really appreciate you getting in touch, but I feel that what you're looking for might be better served by a different mentor".

Dammit. Amy hadn't expected to be rejected like that, she thought she'd made a really good case. At least she’d expected to get the chance to put her case face-to-face.

Crestfallen, she sought out Ted. "So... I got turned down by my first choice. I don't know what I did wrong, I thought I'd be a great mentee for him. Any tips?"

"What did you say when you spoke to him?"

"I didn't, I emailed."

"There's your first mistake. The best mentors get emails all the time, what they want is a mentee who is engaged enough and keen enough to speak to them individually. What did you say in the email?"

"I explained why it would be great for me, why it would help me progress, that sort of thing."

"Ok, so there's mistake number two. Think of it from his perspective. He knows he can help you progress, that's true of everyone. But what he wants is to understand what you'll bring to it. How you'll help the other people he mentors, how he'll benefit from mentoring you as well. Think about your pitch being what you'll bring to your mentor and their existing group of mentees."

Amy nodded as understanding dawned. Like so much in the world of work it seemed obvious once someone had said it. "I guess I should go and talk to him then?"

He shook his head. "No, that ship has sailed, I think. Have you got a good plan B?"

"Yes, I think so."

"Then focus on that. Talk to them and think about your pitch."

Amy thanked him for the advice, then headed back to her desk to think about how to go about doing it.

***

The following week the perfect opportunity presented itself. A meeting had been scheduled for Amy and one of her team to meet with Sarah to run through some topics that had come up between departments.

Sitting in Sarah's office the meeting went well, and Amy was keen to impress. As the meeting finished and they stood up to leave, Amy asked, "Sarah, I was wondering if I could have five minutes of your time to discuss something else?"

"Of course," replied Sarah. "I was going to go downstairs to get some lunch. How about you walk with me and we can talk on the way? Assuming it's not something confidential?"

"Oh no, nothing confidential. Let's do that."

As they walked to the lifts, they made small talk and rode down in a crowded lift to the ground floor in silence. When they came out of the lift Sarah asked, "So, what did you want to talk to me about?"

Amy took a deep breath. "I understand that you do some informal mentoring, and I was wondering if you'd consider informally mentoring me?"

"I do," Sarah replied cautiously, "but I try to make sure I don't have too many people that I'm mentoring as I want to give my full attention to each. It gets too hard if there are too many."

"Oh... ok," replied Amy. "Do you have any flexibility on that?"

"Not normally," replied Sarah. She smiled, "...but I can make an exception from time to time. I tell you what, have you got twenty minutes now?"

"Sure," replied Amy. As if she was going to say anything else at that point when there was just the tiniest chance to be mentored by one of the best in the firm.

"Great, how about I buy us both lunch over the road, we sit down to eat it, and you've got that long to sell me on why I should make an exception. Deal?"

***

Amy's heart was racing as she sat at the table waiting for Sarah to come over with their two bowls of salad. She took a deep breath as Sarah sat down. Now or never.

"So," Sarah said, smiling. "Over to you..."

"Thank you, and I really appreciate you taking twenty minutes out of your day to talk to me. I mean, really, this explains a big part of what I want to get from an informal mentoring relationship. So many of the partners in this firm wouldn't do what you've just done for me, they'd have maybe listened, half concentrating on something else, sat at their desk, and that would be the mentoring relationship. Something superficial and not as good as it could be."

Sarah nodded in encouragement.

"And, what I'm looking for is a much more meaningful relationship. Yes, I'd like it to be something where you can help me progress, help me to navigate the path through to partner, but it's not just about that for me. I want my relationship with my mentor to last for a career, it needs to be something that has much more behind it than just focused on me and how I progress."

Sarah smiled, and Amy could tell that she’d started well. But she also knew that she’d only talked about herself so far, and she needed to talk about what she could give back too.

"The other part of informal mentoring that I really like, and particularly how you do it, is the small community you've got and how tight knit it is. I can see that you have built a small group of people who support each other, look out for each other, and I'm sure do plenty for each other in ways that I don't even know about. And that's a real appeal for me over any of the other mentoring that is available."

Sarah nodded again, and said, "I'm reassured to hear you say that, as it's so important."

"It really is," Amy replied. "I'm acutely conscious that this mentoring relationship isn't about just what you can do for me, it's about what I can do for you and for your other mentees. I'd imagine right now I'm not a huge amount of use with that, but as I become more senior I will be. And I absolutely see that as the most important part of it if you'd agree to mentor me… what I can do to help you and the group."

Sarah sat there silently for thirty seconds, eating her salad but looking at Amy, appraising her. "Tell me more about you. About your background, who you are."

Amy described growing up, attending a private boarding school for the latter part of her school education, university, lacrosse, her life since graduation.

Sarah seized on the sport in particular, which it turned out was common ground between them. Sarah had been a hockey player rather than a lacrosse player, but with a similar background and similar success, playing it for her university and even keeping on playing through the early part of her career.

"Of course, I make sure I keep fit nowadays although, to be honest, it gets harder and harder as time goes on… if you think you're busy, try combining work with having two kids as well and a husband to keep happy, particularly when I'm staying up in London during the week and only back home over the weekends. But I try."

Amy smiled. "I mean, I don't want to sound inappropriate here, but I'd say you look in pretty good shape... I hope I just didn't say something I shouldn't have?" Inside Amy was cursing, wondering if she'd just crossed a line and been too friendly when it had all seemed to be going well.

"No, don't worry. Very kind of you to say, and if we're trading compliments, I've seen you down at the gym a few times and your workouts leave no prisoners."

Amy blushed. "That's very kind too." She looked at her watch, and said, "I've actually got a meeting in a few minutes."

As they both walked out to go back to the office, Amy continued, "I really appreciate you taking the time. Even if you decide there isn't room for you to mentor me, I'd like it if we could at least chat from time to time. I thought this was a really useful discussion."

Sarah was silent for a few seconds, then said, "Don't worry, you persuaded me. You want to do this for all the right reasons, to help as well as to be helped, and I admire that. We've also got a lot in common, and I think you'll get along great with the rest of the group."

"I'm in?" asked Amy, smiling.

"You're in. I'll be in touch."


Chapter 3


Amy didn't have long to wait.

That evening she received an email forwarded by Sarah for drinks the following Wednesday at seven on the roof terrace of her apartment along with three of her other fellow mentees, located in one of the buildings in Shad Thames overlooking the Thames. The reputation was that Sarah's drinks tended to get a bit wild and had been known to go on until two or three in the morning, sometimes involving trips out to nearby late bars and nightclubs, sometimes involving going for an expensive dinner at one of the local restaurants.

She had, in fact, already made plans to have dinner with James, work permitting, that evening but she knew he wouldn't mind cancelling for this, so accepted quickly.

It felt exciting… a real positive step forward in her career.

***

On the Wednesday itself Amy wanted to make a good impression. There was nothing worse than being the new person in a group and not fitting in straight away, so the evening became the focus of her whole day. In the morning, she made sure that she wore her most fashionable work clothes, a smart black dress that said 'serious but hot lawyer at work', and made sure that her hair was looking good, that she had her best make up on.

Throughout the day she motored through her work, and when she was approached at 5.30 and asked to do a task that would take all night, for once she said no. This wasn't an opportunity she could afford to miss.

At 6.50 she started the ten minute walk to Sarah's apartment, and was outside the door at 6.59. As soon as it turned 7pm by her watch she knocked politely.

"Just a second," she heard Sarah's voice call from inside. Then, after a short wait, the door opened. "Come on in, so glad you could make it!"

"Oh, no problem. I wouldn't have missed this for the world. Am I the first to arrive?"

"Yes, but that's ok. Come, leave you shoes and handbag just by the door there, come with me and I'll get you a drink."

Walking through a short hall they went in to a large open plan living room and kitchen, with a good sized sitting area housing a massive corner sofa, a ten-seater dining table off to one side, and what looked like a functional but very well appointed kitchen.

A door at the far end ran through to what was presumably the bedroom, but the main feature that jumped out was the floor to ceiling windows lining one entire wall of the open plan area. Beyond the windows was a huge roof terrace with the City of London skyline visible beyond, framed by Tower Bridge.

They stepped out onto the terrace, and Sarah poured both of them a glass of very expensive looking champagne. "Cheers," she said, and they clinked glasses together.

Amy looked around. The view was incredible. Certainly, the whole apartment was leagues above the, already very nice, place that Amy shared with James ten minutes’ walk further away, but this view was something else. She could have spent hours just looking at it, watching the river traffic go by below.

Sarah was an excellent host, and they soon started to make small talk about various things going on at work, a bit of light gossip although it was noticeable that Sarah steered well clear of anything remotely controversial. Before Amy knew it half an hour had passed, and Sarah, looking down at her watch, said, "Excuse me one moment, I need to track down the others. They should be here by now."

Amy watched Sarah walk inside and disappear through the door at the far end. She was relieved that Sarah was wearing similar to her, a fashionable pale grey business dress rather than anything less or more formal, it meant that she'd chosen right and would fit in when the others arrived.

Seeing Sarah come back out looking down at her phone, Amy asked, "Is everything ok?"

"Well..." replied Sarah. "This is a little embarrassing. I was really hoping you could get to know some of the others, but they've all been called back to work on various urgent matters. I don't think any of them are going to make it. I'm sorry."

"Oh no. No problem if you want to reschedule, I can come back another time."

"That would seem to be a waste of a perfectly good bottle of champagne, I think.” Sarah grinned. “If you're happy to hang out with just me, I mean?"

Amy smiled. "I'd be delighted to, if that's ok?"

"Yes, definitely. How about we do this… finish our glasses, then there's a really good French restaurant downstairs by the river that we can go to have some dinner? My treat. And then see where the night takes us?"

"I like your thinking. I'm in."

***

As they walked to the restaurant, Amy said, "You didn't seem to mind that the others couldn't make it at such short notice?"

Sarah shrugged. "It happens. It all comes with the territory of the work we do. I could hardly get annoyed with someone for doing what I'd done many times over the years."

"True." Amy smiled. "It's just refreshing to hear, reassures me that I talked to the right mentor."

When they arrived at the restaurant Amy realised that this wasn't just any local French restaurant. This was one of the top, most in demand places in London at the moment. She'd been trying for months to get a table to dine with James with no luck.

"I didn't realise we were going here... I'm not sure we'll have much luck, they never have tables."

Sarah looked at Amy. "I think we're probably going to be ok."

"You seem very confident. It's just... I've tried so many times, it’s always full."

"You want to bet on whether we get a table?"

"Uh... sure. What's the bet?"

"If I win, I get to choose the menu and the wine for both of us. If you win, we'll go back to my flat to order a takeaway and you can choose where from, what we have, and any drink I have in my flat to go with it. Either way it’s my treat.”

Amy smiled at that. It felt like a win-win bet. "Deal." They shook hands on it.

Stepping through the door the maître d' took one look at Sarah and came over, greeting her like a long lost friend. They talked for a little while, Sarah asking after his family, then he quickly showed the two of them to one of the best tables, next to a large window looking out over the river.

"Your usual to start with?" he asked.

"Oh, yes please," replied Sarah. "For two."

When he left to get whatever the usual was, Amy turned to Sarah and said quietly, "I feel like you cheated there!".

Sarah laughed at that, and said, "Well, it does help to have some inside knowledge. You see I'm one of the three owners of this restaurant, so it would be pretty bad if I didn't get a table when I turned up."

Amy started laughing too. "Well done, I've been outplayed by the master..."

It turned out that the usual was a very well made, very strong martini, and they sat sipping them while they looked at the menu.

"I know I now get to choose everything," said Sarah. "But can I check whether there is anything on here that you really don't like. Snails for example?"

"No, not at all. I love French food, and I've always thought snails are just another way to get more garlic and butter into people anyway. You choose anything, whatever you think is best."

"Right answer. You're definitely going to fit in with the group."

Once Sarah had ordered, the martinis had been finished, and they'd started on a very good bottle of white wine, the conversation flowed well. Sarah wanted to know more about Amy, her boyfriend, what she thought of the firm, what it had been like qualifying as a lawyer compared to when she did. She seemed to be genuinely interested in what Amy had to say and wanted to know and understand more about her. At one point Sarah promised to make sure that Amy and James got a table at the restaurant on a night of their choosing, which put her even further in Amy's good books.

As they finished their main courses, deciding to skip dessert but have some coffee, Amy moved the conversation on to Sarah, trying to find out more about her. It turned out that Sarah had spent some time when she was younger living in the same town that Amy had grown up in, so they could talk a lot about places they knew in common. As Sarah opened up, she talked about the complexities of her domestic arrangements, spending weekends with her family in the West Country at their house while spending weeknights staying in her apartment in London. It seemed that she found it tough sometimes but understood that it was necessary for the life they'd built, and she also mentioned that during the school holidays her husband and kids would sometimes come to stay at the apartment, using it as a base to explore London.

Once Sarah had paid at the end of the meal, ignoring Amy's offer to split the bill, they got up to leave. Whether it was the effect of the martini and the wine, or just momentary clumsiness, Sarah had stood up just as a waiter came by with a tray with several glasses of red wine on it. The glasses flew everywhere including, unfortunately, at least one glass all over Sarah. The waiter was apologetic, and Sarah was pragmatic about it, saying, "Don't worry, it's not like you did it on purpose". But her dress was clearly ruined, and the apologies of the restaurant staff followed the two of them out into the street.

"I don't know about you, but I don't feel like the night is done yet,” Sarah said as they stepped out into the cool night air. "We've got some of that champagne left if you'd like to come back up?"

"Sure, I'd like that," replied Amy. "Your dress though?"

"Yeah, I'll need to get changed. You don't mind if I'm a bit more casual than you while we have some more to drink, do you?"

"No, not at all. It's this way, right?"


Chapter 4


When they got back into the flat, Sarah poured Amy another drink and told her to make herself comfortable on the large sofa while she got changed. A few moments later Sarah called through from the bedroom, "I'm sorry, it's soaked right through. I'm going to take a quick shower to wash it off, I won't be long."

"Of course, no problem," Amy called back. "Take your time."

Amy heard the sound of the shower turning on and settled down to look around the room some more. On closer inspection it was a very well appointed flat, with expensive artwork on the walls while the furniture clearly wasn't cheap. Everything spoke of quality and, to be blunt, money. But sophisticated, classy money.

After a few minutes, Amy heard Sarah call through again. "I'm really sorry to ask this, but could you pass me a towel? They're in the cupboard by the front door."

"Sure, no problem." Amy went to look in the cupboard and quickly found one. She walked back and peeked through into the bedroom, calling out, "I've got it. Where do you want it?"

Through the ajar bathroom door, Sarah called back, "Bring it through, if you could just leave it by the bathroom door."

Amy paused momentarily, deliberately averting her eyes… no sense in accidentally seeing her new mentor naked after all. She dropped the towel and beat a quick retreat to wait on the sofa with her drink.

Ten minutes later Sarah emerged, towelling her hair dry and very much casual, wearing a pair of grey yoga leggings and a loose pink hoodie. It was almost like seeing a different person, this important, senior, always impeccably presented woman from work in her casual mode. It suited Sarah, Amy realised, showed a softer side to her.

“Thanks for getting that for me, I don't normally have anyone around to see me walk naked through the flat trying to find a towel," Sarah joked.

"Oh, my pleasure, don't worry."

Picking up her glass, Sarah settled down on the sofa next to Amy and, cross-legged and facing her, said, "So... where were we?"

They settled back into the same conversation as before, and quickly Amy got the full run down on Sarah's career, the highs and lows, even some gossip on who in the firm she liked and who she despised. It was funny, thought Amy, but in shedding her work armour Sarah seemed to be much more open. It was infectious too, Amy soon folding her legs under her, her head resting on the back of the sofa cushions, as relaxed as if she was in her own home.

Eventually, they got back on to the topic of mentoring. "The whole thing sounds great, but how does it work looking after each other?" asked Amy.

"Well... we help each other out."

"Ok... I get how you'd be helping me out, but what do you get in return?"

"You can... you know...," Sarah nodded in emphasis, then said slowly, with emphasis on each word, "help me out."

"Ok...?" Amy replied. "But how?"

"In... well, I guess in the way I helped my own mentor out. And the way my other mentees sometimes help me out."

"Right...?"

"And, it's entirely up to you. If you don't want to help me out, that's fine. We go our separate ways."

"Oh, no, don't worry... I'm keen to do what I can, you'll be doing so much for me. I'm just, well, I'm not sure what I can actually do to help you out? I'm still relatively junior."

There was a long pause as Sarah looked at Amy intently, then she smiled. “Let’s give you an example. Tell me… what’s a specific problem you want mentoring to help with?”

Amy thought for a few moments while Sarah watched her. There were a few, that was the problem, and none that seemed solvable sat on Sarah’s sofa half-drunk.

“Well, I guess,” Amy replied eventually, “here’s one… extra work. I struggle to say no to work. Particularly those things where someone wants it doing yesterday and then it turns out it didn’t need doing for weeks, so… I end up working late. A lot.”

Sarah was nodding. “Ok… let’s role play it. I’m the partner, you’re you.”

Amy laughed. “Not really a role play…”

Sarah saw the funny side too. “No, I guess not… but just play along. It will help, I promise.” She sat herself up, cross legged again, then said to Amy, “You need to face me.”

Amy sat up too and kneeled opposite Sarah, conscious that she was still wearing her smart work dress from earlier in contrast to Sarah’s casual attire.

“Ok…” Amy said. “What next?”

Sarah grinned. “Let’s roleplay.” After a moment’s pause she switched into work mode, a serious, commanding expression on her face. Amy tried but didn’t quite succeed in suppressing a nervous giggle, and she saw a smile play around Sarah’s eyes briefly.

“Amy.” Sarah was using her work voice, stern, professional.

“Yes Sarah?”

“The Red Stump deal has hit a snag… they need to get the contracts by start of play Tokyo time. I’m going to need you to turn them around this evening.”

Amy thought for a second, formulating her answer as if this was real.

“I… I’ve got…” Amy found herself struggling to articulate herself, feeling the exact same sense of sudden nerves that she felt in the same situation at work… she had always had a natural deference to authority honed by years spent at boarding school and it came through whenever she was talking to someone senior about work.

It didn’t help that she was sat face to face with Sarah, literally nowhere else to look, and up close… she found herself noticing little details she’d not noticed before, Sarah’s blue eyes, a smattering of freckles on her nose, her cheekbones… little things that threw Amy off her stride.

“Right…” Sarah said, breaking character. “First things first, don’t hesitate. What made you hesitate?”

Amy thought for a moment. “I was coming up with an excuse.”

“What sort of excuse?”

“I was going to say that I had dinner planned with friends.”

Sarah looked at her for a long moment, then shook her head slightly and fixed her gaze on Amy. “Bad move.”

“Bad move?”

“Bad move. Because why, for me as the partner who has to keep a client happy and is terrified of getting thrown out of the partnership if I lose the deal and pays your large salary out of my profits, why would that change anything? Every partner you work for has been there and done the late nights, again and again and again. We’ve all missed our share of dinners and drinks and theatre tickets… from the partner’s perspective, why is that their problem?” She paused and took Amy’s hand to emphasise her point. “It isn’t.” Sarah let go again. “So… start again.”

Amy took a deep breath and watched Sarah shift back into partner mode.

“The Red Stump deal has hit a snag… they need to get the contracts by start of play Tokyo time. I’m going to need you to turn them around this evening.”

“How long do you expect it to take?” Amy replied, forcing herself to be confident.

“Three hours I’d have thought.”

“I’ve got another matter that I’ve been asked to prioritise… this would need to follow it.”

“But tonight?”

Amy nodded. “Tonight.”

Sarah leaned back, switching into casual Sarah again. Amy smiled. “How was that?”

“A bit better…” Sarah replied. “You made it clear that you had something else to prioritise, that was good. If I needed complete urgency I might have gone to talk to someone else about it instead. But… you just committed to working until gone midnight, not really your goal, was it?”

Amy shook her head. “No, it wasn’t. But it needed doing.”

Sarah was nodding her agreement. “Absolutely it needed doing… but did it need to be you doing it?”

“So what do I do then?” Amy asked, frustration showing through. “You’ve already said that late nights are part of it, and the work needs doing.”

“You accepted my premise too quickly.”

“How do you mean?”

“Your mindset when I said there was work needed doing was that a partner was asking you and you had to say yes. What I’d like you to do is reframe it so that you don’t accept that premise. Yes, the work needs doing, but does it need doing by you? When you asked how long it took you’d implicitly acknowledged to me that you were taking on the task, or at the very least you opened the door to you doing it.”

“But how is that helpful?”

“Because if you make it a mini-negotiation every time someone wants to give you work, you’ll make some partners think twice… it’s 8pm, I’ve got to get this thing done, do I go to the person who I know will say yes? Or the person who will push back a bit?” Sarah paused. “Obviously I go to the person who I know will say yes, particularly if they’re good at their work.” She smiled. “And trust me, I know and a lot of other partners know that you’re good.”

Amy smiled at the compliment, feeling herself blush. “I’m not sure that’s true…”

Sarah took her hand again. “Honestly, it really is. You can go so far in this firm. But working smart, that’s the key. You can’t do everything for everyone.”

“One question… if I push back won’t I get a reputation for being lazy?”

Laughing, Sarah replied, “There’s an art to it. You don’t push back or negotiate too hard, but just enough to make it something people register. You’re not looking to turn down every bit of work… what you’re trying to do is make it so that for every five late nights you do now you do two in the future, that’s probably the sweet spot.” She shrugged. “You still miss some dinners with friends, but not all of them…”

Amy nodded her understanding, and inside she felt a little spark of joy… this was exactly what she was looking for from this mentoring relationship, someone who’d been there and done it, and was going to offer practical, realistic advice on how to navigate work. Half-drunk they both might be, but this was the most useful evening she’d had in a while.

“So… let’s try this,” Sarah continued. “In a moment I’m going to ask you to close your eyes, so that you’re not looking at me. We’ll do the role play and I want you to imagine I’m someone else entirely, one of your peers… someone you’re entirely comfortable being open and honest with. Ok?”

“Yep,” Amy replied with a small nod.

“And instead, you’re going to pretend to be me. Answer like you think I’d answer, tell yourself in your head that you’re me. Look…” Sarah held out her hands. “Take my hands and use that as a physical reminder that you’re being me, not you.”

Amy looked down and, without thinking, took Sarah’s hands. It felt ever so slightly odd, holding a partner’s hands, but Amy could feel the logic… they felt reassuring, like they were grounding Amy in that moment.

“Ok,” Sarah continued. “Now close your eyes and don’t open them again until I tell you to…”

Amy closed her eyes and tried to suppress a grin. It seemed like a silly exercise, but she could see the point… the quickest way to get over her inferiority complex dealing with partners was to forget she was talking to a partner and pretend she was one herself.

She focused on imagining that she was opposite one of her team from the office, and then on pretending that she was Sarah… easy to do with the last thing she’d seen being Sarah’s eyes focused on hers, a slight smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“The Red Stump deal has hit a snag… they need to get the contracts by start of play Tokyo time. I’m going to need you to turn them around this evening.” Sarah’s voice had switched again to that professional tone. Amy forced herself to pretend it wasn’t Sarah that had spoken, focusing on the feel of Sarah’s hands in hers to remember that she was channelling Sarah here.

She felt Sarah give an encouraging squeeze, and Amy found her voice. “I’m afraid I don’t have capacity.”

“Really?” Sarah’s voice sounded sceptical, and something inside Amy flashed a warning… should I have just said that, she thought?

She took a deep breath though and chose to not rise to the implicit challenge. “I have a priority I’m working on for Mark. I don’t know when it will be done, so I suggest either seeing if someone else in the team does have capacity, or you talk to Mark.”

“Ah, ok…” Sarah replied. “I’ll check the rest of the team. Thank you.”

There was a few moments’ silence, then Sarah said in her more casual voice, “That was perfect, well done. You didn’t accept the premise, and even better you turned it into me needing to negotiate with another partner… I guarantee that I’m not going to bother with that unless there’s literally no one else good who’s got capacity in the team. Because then they’ll have done me a favour and owing favours is a killer. You can open your eyes.” Amy opened them and saw Sarah reach for their glasses again, handing one to Amy. “Cheers… you get to have dinner with your friends after all!”

Amy smiled as she took a sip of her drink, feeling the bubbles of the clearly very expensive champagne against her tongue. “Thank you… that felt helpful.”

“My first time helping you…” Sarah replied with her own smile. “How did it feel?”

“Good… imagining you weren’t you helped a lot. And… telling myself I was you did too. It helped a lot that I could feel your hands, it reminded me that you were there.”

“I want you to remember that feeling next time you have that conversation at work. Use it to remind yourself.”

Sarah looked at Amy intently, until Amy said, “What is it?”

“Nothing much… I was just thinking… no, ignore me…” She trailed off.

“It must have been something…?” Amy asked, feeling more emboldened now that she’d spent an evening with Sarah, and probably helped a little by the alcohol. “Or are you getting shy on me?” she teased, grinning.

Sarah grinned back. “I don’t do shy…”

“Then how come you’re blushing?”

Amy saw Sarah’s gaze fix on her again, the blue eyes framed by her blonde hair, her cheeks still a little red. After several moments, Sarah said quietly, “Would you like to help me in return?”

“Of course,” Amy replied. “Anything… that’s how this works, right?” She paused. “But I don’t know what I can do to help you?”

“I know though… close your eyes again.”

Amy looked at Sarah, trying to work out whether she was serious, but her expression gave no hint that she was joking. “Ok,” Amy said, closing them.

She felt and heard Sarah move on the sofa, then was surprised to feel Sarah’s fingertips brush a loose strand of hair back from her face.

Amy was slow to react, not expecting anything like that, but she opened her eyes just as Sarah’s lips pressed against hers…


Chapter 5


Amy froze.

Her mind couldn’t process what was happening, it was so unexpected. Sarah’s fingertips were in her hair, and Sarah’s lips were kissing her, and Amy was still, frozen on the spot, her lips slightly parted but doing nothing to kiss Sarah back.

At least, nothing until Sarah’s lips started to play with hers… caressing Amy’s upper lip gently, then ever so delicately biting on Amy’s lower lip, she felt her lips tingling, such a gentle, soft touch.

Still, she stayed frozen… until the tip of Sarah’s tongue slipped between her lips and gently, tentatively caressed hers, and Amy felt a wave of desire flood through her… Amy had never been kissed like this before, never even close, by man or woman, and her body was reacting instinctively.

It was her tongue that responded first… her tongue that betrayed her. Amy couldn’t help but respond to Sarah’s tongue pulling back again by chasing it, and before she knew it it was her tongue slipped between Sarah’s parted lips, and then she’d moved forward and it was her lips against Sarah’s, her eyes closed, and almost by accident, certainly not by conscious thought, she was kissing Sarah, and Sarah was kissing her harder, their lips pressed together, Sarah’s hand in Amy’s hair and Amy reaching her own hand up to match her… it was an amazing kiss, so sensual, so erotic, such a turn on, made even more so by who it was, by the knowledge that Sarah of all people desired her, Amy never wanted it to end and…

“I’ve got a boyfriend,” whatever small part of her brain wasn’t yet consumed by arousal managed to whisper, almost desperately… like she felt she had to put up some token resistance at least.

“I’ve got…” Sarah kissed her again, “a husband, so…” another kiss, “whatever…” Sarah’s tongue played against Amy’s again and Amy moaned into the kiss, Sarah’s hand in her hair pulling her head closer while her other hand rested on Amy’s knee.

“But we shouldn’t…” Amy tried again, but Sarah simply responded by pushing back on Amy and Amy went with it, unfolding her legs from under her and letting Sarah take the lead until Amy was lying on her back and Sarah was lying half on top, half next to her, their lips still locked together.

Amy gave up on even pretending to fight it, the kiss was so insanely good… utterly different to kissing James, and while the softness, the gentleness of kissing a woman came flooding back from her university experiences this was better… much better in fact, it was the kiss of someone who knew how to kiss for the simple pleasure of it, rather than as a means to an end. Amy realised that she’d missed that, without even knowing it.

As they lay there, Sarah’s hand moved gently along Amy’s body, stroking her through her dress, just the right amount of pressure… on her hip, then down her thigh, teasing Amy who wondered if she was going to get more intimate, then back up to her shoulder, then down, brushing over her chest, drawing a gasp as she glided over Amy’s nipples, aroused and sensitive even through her bra and dress.

Tentatively at first, but then with more confidence, Amy’s hand wandered too, starting with Sarah’s arm and then her back, before venturing lower, coming to rest on Sarah’s ass, feeling her muscles through the thin fabric of her yoga leggings.

Sarah moaned quietly into their kiss, and that drove Amy wild… the realisation that another woman, that Sarah of all people, was responding to Amy’s kiss as much as she was responding to Sarah’s pushing Amy’s sudden arousal through the roof… her universe shrunk in her head to the two of them, the sofa, and nothing else.

After what felt like an age of unhurried kissing and touching, Sarah moved from Amy’s lips to her neck, one hand gently caressing Amy’s ear and cheek as Sarah hit exactly the spot, precisely the spot, that did it every… single… time for Amy. It felt incredible.

Sarah moved lower and Amy watched as she moved down the sofa, shifting position to kneel between Amy’s legs, Sarah’s blue eyes gazing into Amy’s eyes with clear intent as Amy felt Sarah’s hands slip up her legs, beneath the hem of her dress, and up to the waist of her underwear. Sarah paused for a moment, a pause that said to Amy I’m doing this but this is your chance to say no, but Amy did nothing, holding her breath… because after that kiss she wanted more, she wanted everything from Sarah.

When the moment had passed, Sarah smiled with a little nod and her hands pulled down, bringing Amy’s underwear and tights with them, pulling them right down, Amy lifting her legs to help Sarah remove them completely.

It felt so wrong but so, so right to be lying there, knowing that she was now naked from the waist down under her dress, knowing precisely what was about to happen.

Sarah moved back a bit, her hands pushing the front of Amy’s dress up at the same time, and then Amy felt Sarah’s hands on her thighs, parting her legs and Amy laid her head back as Sarah lowered her head…

Oh my God, she thought, as Sarah’s tongue touched her for the first time… Amy couldn’t stop herself letting out a half moan, half cry of ecstasy, it felt absolutely incredible. Of course Amy had been the recipient of oral sex many, many times over the years, but almost exclusively, save for once or twice, it was from a man, not a woman.

The difference was like night and day… Sarah seemed to understand her perfectly, instinctively, knowing what Amy needed and when, varying the pace at the right time and keeping it steady at others, always slowly, gently building Amy up, and Amy could feel her pleasure growing by the second.

She reached a point where normally she’d be encouraging James, or whoever, to speed up but she kept silent, trusting in Sarah, and she was glad that she did… rather than an orgasm crashing through her she felt it building and building, little tremors shuddering through her, her legs starting to move uncontrollably, her back arching in anticipation of an orgasm that her body knew was imminent but never quite arrived.

And then Sarah stopped.

She moved again, back up the sofa to lie next to Amy, her hand replacing her tongue between Amy’s legs but gently… slowly touching Amy, keeping her close but not quite there. Sarah leaned down to kiss Amy again, that same playful, insanely erotic style of kissing, and then she pulled back and said, “You understand how you can help me now?”

Amy couldn’t think straight, her mind was so consumed by her impending climax, but she had just enough mental capacity to nod… she understood now. Amy couldn’t help Sarah much at work, but she could help her in other ways… and at that exact moment it felt to Amy like a pretty good deal because, frankly, she’d never been kissed and touched like this before and it was amazing.

“Say it,” whispered Sarah before she playfully took Amy’s top lip between hers.

“I understand,” Amy managed to whisper.

Sarah smiled. “Good… so I’m going to make you a deal. Agree to it, I’ll finish what I just started, ok?”

Oh God, thought Amy, this is crazy… but yes, I need her to finish what she’s started, it feels so good. “Ok,” she replied, eyes wide and fixed on Sarah.

“I need to prove myself to you,” Sarah said. “Prove my value as your mentor. So… you come to my office tomorrow and tell me what one thing above all else you want me to make happen for you as your mentor…”

“Ok,” Amy replied, nodding, before letting out a gasp as Sarah’s fingers continued to touch her. The climax felt like it was both near and far, like she could suddenly tip over the edge or take an age, but she realised that that was Sarah’s skill… Amy was at her mercy, her pleasure quite literally in Sarah’s hands.

“And then when I make that happen you come here that very same night, and I show you precisely how you can help me… and you do exactly what I say… I’m in charge.” She smiled again. “Deal? I help you and you help me?”

Amy looked at her, trying to think clearly, but she couldn’t… all she could focus on was the short term, her desperate desire for Sarah to finish what she started. Fuck, she thought, it doesn’t matter any way… if Sarah can do something amazing for my career and the price is another night feeling pleasure like this, it feels like a win-win. “Deal,” she managed to gasp as another shudder rolled through her.

“Good.” Sarah was grinning. “So… where was I?” She moved back down between Amy’s legs, lowering her tongue again, making Amy arch her back in pleasure at the feel of her touch.

Afterwards Amy had no idea how long Sarah went down on her for, but nor did she care… however long it was she was in an almost permanent state of ecstasy until, finally, Sarah’s tongue and fingers increased the pace and pressure by just the tiniest amount and she felt it, her climax hitting her like a tsunami of pleasure, she knew she was screaming incoherently as her whole body lost control, was faintly aware of her legs locked around Sarah’s head, of her hands holding onto Sarah’s hair, of Sarah’s hands gripping her hips hard all while Sarah’s tongue kept on doing its magic, and then finally the wave was subsiding… the wave of by far the best orgasm of Amy’s life, a level of pleasure she could only dream of, and Sarah’s tongue was gentle now, slower, guiding her back down, and when Amy finally looked down she could see Sarah’s eyes watching her, eyes that were smiling, and Amy smiled wearily back too before she rested her head on the cushions again.

Although a little voice in Amy’s head couldn’t help but wonder… what the fuck just happened?


Chapter 6


Amy took the coward’s way out the next morning… there was no way of sugar coating it.

When their alarm had gone off she’d rolled over, pleading tiredness, and listened while James took his turn in the shower, feigning sleep when he came back out and got dressed for work.

She’d mumbled ‘good morning’ and ‘I love you too’ when he leaned over to kiss her goodbye, and then she was alone in the silence of their flat… awake long before, her mind still reeling from the end of that night.

Amy replayed it again and again… the dinner, the drinks after, the role play, the… whatever that was, and then after… Amy’s insistence on leaving as the reality of what her and Sarah had just done hit her, the undignified hunt for her underwear and tights, the awkward parting at the door where she’d realised that she was half hoping that Sarah would kiss her again and half dreading it, the walk home in a daze, and then the struggle to get to sleep as James snored peacefully next to her.

Replayed it, but couldn’t make head nor tail of it, because she didn’t have a clue what the questions even were that she was trying to find answers to…

There was a whole question there around James and what the night before meant for their relationship… funnily enough, though, that wasn’t Amy’s immediate concern. Given his own repeated infidelity eighteen months before, Amy wasn’t minded to overly focus on what was a one off slip on her part. She knew that she needed to work some other things out first… James could wait.

So… just what the fuck was last night?

Objectively, she’d had sex with another woman. Not just sex with another woman… by a huge margin the best sex she’d ever had, notwithstanding her previous times with women. That was a fact, but did it change anything that morning? No, not in the short term. If she was going to have an existential crisis around sexual orientation that could wait, and she sincerely doubted that she would… she was hardly the first straight woman to dabble with sleeping with another woman after all.

What did matter, she realised, her professional brain springing into action, was the deal she’d made with Sarah… although her legal mind did note that it would be hard to argue she hadn’t agreed to it under some form of duress.

That deal… what should she do about it?

Breaking it down, she realised she had two options that morning… she could tell Sarah that she’d changed her mind about mentoring, or she could not and instead go to her and tell her what she wanted her help with, put her mentoring to the test.

Honour the deal or not? That was the only question really that morning. Everything else could wait.

If she did, Amy realised that it didn’t commit her to the other part, the part where she’d go to Sarah’s apartment again. Amy could see if Sarah really did deliver as a mentor, and even if she did then Amy could pull out… it was hardly as if she’d become Sarah’s lesbian sex slave at the point that she agreed to let Sarah prove herself.

It might piss off Sarah, yes, but there were always other mentors, other ways to get ahead. Even, worst case, other firms… two head-hunters had approached her in the past month about good roles, and though she’d politely declined she could change her mind.

On the other hand, if she didn’t honour at least the start of the deal, if she said to Sarah ‘thanks but no thanks’, what would the upside be? In the immediate term none, because Amy would be back to square one with her work problems and, to be blunt, how did Amy know whether other mentoring relationships involved similar deals… or worse? Frankly it was preferable for the identity of the mentor to be Sarah rather than some predatory male partner.

Amy realised, as well, that she could be comforted by Sarah’s mentoring scheme… four other women, all being mentored long term by Sarah. That was a pretty significant vote of confidence, and reassured Amy that exploring it further, seeing if Sarah could prove what she could do for Amy’s career, was something that she could potentially get comfortable with. She knew some of those other mentees and she rated their opinions… they were no fools, and no pushovers either.

So… short term, an easy decision. She’d go to Sarah that day with her problem, test Sarah’s ability to help her career and then assess… she could always back out at any time. Easy.

Feeling better about her situation Amy finally climbed out of bed to shower. No gym today, she figured, but plenty to do.

***

Coffee.

That was what she needed first… an oat milk flat white as usual to get her day started. With coffee inside her anything became possible.

Amy bumped into on ex-colleague at the counter while she waited for her order to be made, someone who’d made the move to another firm six months before, which was a pleasant surprise… always nice to hear how someone was getting on elsewhere.

They parted when Amy’s order was ready and, distracted as she was waving them a goodbye as she went through the door, she had to stop suddenly as she literally ran into…

Sarah.

Of all people, Sarah.

Her breath caught as she realised, and she felt her heart rate soar, knowing that she was blushing.

Sarah smiled cautiously. “Hey… you ok?” Her question seemed to be weighted with genuine concern.

“Oh… yes… sorry…” Amy realised she was falling over her words, flustered. She didn’t know why but she’d assumed that the next time she’d see Sarah would be on her own terms, at a time of her choosing, not coming perilously close to pouring hot coffee all over her first thing in the morning. “I… yes, I’m good… how are you?” She cringed inwardly… could she really think of nothing better to say than how are you?

Sarah’s smile widened, genuine warmth to it. She paused for a second, her expression calming to Amy… yes, Amy might be flustered but Sarah wasn’t and her look said to Amy to relax, take your time. “I’m good thanks.” She gestured to Amy’s coffee cup. “I don’t think I could have coped with writing off a second dress in twenty four hours…”

Amy couldn’t help but grin at that, almost in relief as much as anything… Sarah’s obvious warmth despite the end to the night before was immensely reassuring. “That would be unfortunate, yes…” Amy replied.

They looked at each other for a long few moments, and Amy realised that there was an intensity between them that hadn’t existed before… their look was of two people who shared a secret, two people who’d done something they probably shouldn’t have but, Amy realised, her heart thumping, were glad that they had.

Something one of her colleagues liked to say often came into Amy’s head… something about even the best laid plans not surviving contact with the enemy. A bit militaristic for Amy’s personal liking, the colleague being one of those guys who watched World War Two documentaries for fun, and Sarah was very much not the enemy, but it still seemed valid here because she could feel her professional resolve rapidly dissolving as she stood facing the woman who less than twelve hours before had made her feel like… well, like that.

The realisation hit Amy hard that there would always be a before last night and an after last night from now on… that her work life and her personal life had suddenly got much more complicated, and out of nowhere. Funnily enough though that didn’t terrify her, it excited her… there was this feeling of possibility in the air, and what had happened wasn’t laying heavily between them.

“So…” Amy said, breaking the silence. “I need to get to my desk, but…”

“But…?” Sarah replied, eyes twinkling in faint amusement.

“But… shall we talk later?” Amy paused. “About how you prove your mentoring to me?” She’d been about to mention their deal but held back at the last minute… why overcommit, she figured?

Sarah nodded. “11.30 my office?”

“Perfect.”

They looked at each other for a long moment and then Amy took the initiative with a final smile, heading off down the street to the office, playing it cool but her heart thumping and her mind racing inside, desperately using every single ounce of will that she possessed to stop herself turning her head to check whether Sarah was watching her as she walked.

When she reached the office she took a moment, locking herself in a toilet cubicle and leaning against the wall, trying to slow her heart and regain her composure… her whole body was remembering the night before, her lips tingling at the memory of Sarah’s lips on hers, a gentle ache like no other reminding her of how slowly and how patiently Sarah had built her to that climax, a climax unlike any other.

Calm, she told herself, be calm. Don’t do something you’ll regret…

Of course, easy to say… but hard to do when you don’t even know which course of action you might come to regret or not.


Chapter 7


11.29 and Amy was stood outside Sarah’s office, wanting to be bang on time.

Sarah was on the phone to someone but when she saw Amy she smiled and held up a finger… the universal code for waiting outside a partner’s office of ‘I’ll be one minute’.

It turned out to be more like three minutes until Sarah looked over again and gestured for Amy to come in, and as Amy opened the door then closed it behind her again Sarah said, “Sorry, I hate it when I overrun but that was the CEO of one of my clients.” She shrugged. “He likes to get his money’s worth…”

Amy grinned. “I’m sure he does. We’re not exactly cheap, are we?”

“No… we’re not.” Sarah grinned back. “I’d like to think we’re worth it though. Oh… no need to stand on ceremony when we meet like this, please take a seat.”

Amy nodded but rather than taking a seat at the small conference table she chose instead to sit on a low cupboard along one wall, her hands resting either side of her… it was entirely instinctive but she realised as she did it that it was her way of trying to maintain at least a bit of control over the conversation, making sure that she wasn’t looking up at Sarah… sitting in a chair at the table while Sarah sat at her desk felt like the wrong dynamic.

Sarah smiled, clearly understanding what Amy was doing before Amy even had, and stood to walk around to the front of her desk, leaning back against it to match Amy’s pose.

Amy couldn’t help but notice how Sarah looked that day… seeing her in an entirely different way to before. In her office, not hidden under her coat as she had been when they’d bumped into each other earlier, Sarah was wearing a simple but expensive cream coloured dress, sleeveless, a thin black belt around her waist, the dress hugging her figure in all the right places while looking entirely professional still… Amy found her mind wandering, remembering what it felt like when her hands touched Sarah’s legs and ass the night before, wondering what it would be like to touch her chest and kiss her shoulders and neck, but she forced herself to break that train of thought…

Professional… I need to keep this professional she told herself.

“So…” Sarah said, a smile playing across her face. Amy realised that they’d been silent for a moment or two longer than strictly necessary, but also that Sarah had been looking at her the same way she’d been looking at Sarah. You could have cut the sexual tension with a knife, she thought.

“So…” Amy replied, smiling too. “This is awkward.”

Sarah laughed. “It doesn’t have to be. Look… it’s your meeting, you drive. What do you want to talk about?”

About what the fuck actually happened last night and what the fuck happens next, Amy thought, but she held back, conscious that mixed in with everything this was her mentor she was talking to, a senior partner, and they were at work… kept it to the point.

“A few things.” Amy took a deep breath then continued. “Last night was last night. I… enjoyed it. Thank you.” Sarah nodded slightly, encouraging Amy to continue. “I’ve thought about our… deal. I’d like to understand more before deciding whether to go ahead.”

“I’m pretty sure we’d already agreed our deal, didn’t we?” The words sounded uncompromising, but Sarah’s playful expression said otherwise.

Amy felt herself blush. “I think it fair to say I was under significant duress.”

Sarah smiled. “‘Significant duress’ you say? I’ve never heard it called that before…”

Amy said nothing for a few seconds, simply looking back at Sarah. “You’re teasing me…” she said finally.

Sarah’s smile turned to a grin. “I am… sorry. But yes, let’s talk about it. And then maybe you can decide.”

Relief washed through Amy… relief that this was going to be a sensible conversation, not something confrontational.

“I guess,” Amy said, “I’m not sure how to put this but… I need to understand what I’m letting myself in for. To put it another way, I guess I need to understand the price to know what to ask you for in return?”

Sarah was nodding. “That’s entirely reasonable… but don’t get any ideas of asking me to help with something impossible. Hard I can do, yes, impossible no.”

“What would be impossible?”

“Making you an equity partner by next Friday.”

Amy started laughing. “Do that and I won’t just come to your flat that night, I’ll marry you. The very same day.”

Sarah laughed too, but Amy realised as she said it that she’d taken a step towards committing to their deal… the fact that she’d felt comfortable enough to make a joke about it potentially spoke volumes as to where her head was at.

“Can I be candid?” Sarah asked. “As part of that, can you treat what I say now as strictly between you and I?”

Amy took a deep breath, wondering what direction this conversation was about to take. “Of course,” she replied.

“Good.” Amy watched as Sarah gathered her thoughts. “Mentoring is a two way arrangement for me. That’s why I keep numbers small and carefully select who I mentor… I want to be able to make a genuine, appreciable difference to each mentee’s career, not just act as some superficial quasi-manager. But… it goes both ways. The mentees need to offer something in return. I help them, they help me.” She paused and looked hard at Amy. “That sounds brutally transactional, but it isn’t, not in reality, it’s… I suppose it’s much more like becoming close friends with each mentee, building a relationship with each other that is so much more than just colleagues. Helping each other in ways we each need.”

“I think I understand,” Amy replied. “Does that mean… I guess, are you telling me that there is a… I suppose I mean, is there a similar element to your relationship with your other mentees too?”

“To varying degrees, yes… it very much depends on each mentee and what else they bring to the mentoring relationship. And… some mentees end up liking to help me more than is strictly necessary.” She looked intently at Amy who caught her meaning immediately, feeling her heart rate surge…

“Tell me what happens then. First, that night if you deliver on what I ask to prove yourself? And then afterwards, how that might play out?”

“If I prove my worth to you… that night you’d agree to come to my apartment and… have faith in me, I suppose is the best way to describe it. That night, you let everything go and place yourself in my hands. It’s…” Sarah shook her head. “I don’t think there’s any other way to describe it.”

Amy watched Sarah as she talked, taking in how she said it, her mannerisms, everything. It was intriguing, certainly… there was an openness to Sarah about this that she’d not expected. Amy felt like if nothing else she would be taking this mentoring relationship further with her eyes open.

“I understand,” Amy replied. “And after that?”

“After that is after that,” Sarah replied. “Our mentoring arrangement continues for as long as we both want it to. Emphasis on both. If either of us wants to end it we do.”

“And what happens if we end it?”

“Nothing. Literally. I wouldn’t help you, but I wouldn’t hinder you either.” Sarah smiled and shrugged. “I’m not vindictive about it. Same goes for right now… I’d personally love to take this forward as your mentor, and not just for the obvious reason… I genuinely think I can really help your career, and I thoroughly enjoyed spending time with you last night. But if you say to me ‘no, this is too much’ then fine… we’d both move on.” She paused. “How does that sound to you? One chance for me to prove my worth, one evening if I deliver that proof for you to fully appreciate how this will work, and then we can both decide if we want it to go further.”

Amy’s mind was thinking hard… of course there was also the alternative that she’d considered but not mentioned, Sarah proving herself and Amy walking away anyway, but the more she thought about it the more that felt disingenuous… Amy wasn’t a user, it had to be all or nothing.

So… to ask Sarah to prove herself or not? Of course, she could set Sarah a challenge so hard that it was unlikely she’d succeed… a challenge where, to be blunt, if all Sarah wanted in return was an evening doing what they’d done last night then it was a low price to pay.

Decision time, thought Amy. She thought in that moment about James, about her career, about her life, and she was fifty-fifty… to go for it or not. It was her body that tipped the balance, that lingering memory of the kiss, of the pleasure… Amy realised that she didn’t want to close the door on the possibility of a sequel to that, not just yet.

Didn’t want to close the door, but didn’t want to blow it wide open either. So… set Sarah a challenge that was hard, one where she was unlikely to succeed, and then when she failed that door was still ajar, but on Amy’s terms and at her pace. And by which time Amy suspected the memory of the night before would have faded and she could make a more informed decision.

“Project Neptune. You’re aware of it?” Amy asked.

Sarah nodded cautiously. “Yes…” That didn’t surprise Amy, it was a huge project for the firm straddling London and LA, high profile, important work. It was also a badly concealed secret that they needed someone to act as the key client liaison across those two locations, and that they’d offered it to a man in the team that was everything Amy despised professionally… old money, top private school education, his career built on a low golf handicap and friends in the right places. Of actual competence there was very little.

Amy knew she could do better, and she knew it was a fast track to partner. It was something that everyone her level wanted to get assigned to but couldn’t because they didn’t have the right connections.

“I want to be the client liaison lead.”

Sarah’s raised eyebrow spoke volumes. She looked at Amy for a long time, and Amy found it fascinating… Sarah would be a good poker player, but as Amy watched her she could almost see the wheels turning in her head, thinking it all through, minute changes in Sarah’s expression and posture the only signs.

Finally, Sarah said, “That’s already been assigned, but I suspect you already know that. Tell me why it should be you, and not him.”

Amy gathered her thoughts, trying to form a coherent pitch. She knew what Sarah was doing and it made sense… if Amy couldn’t explain persuasively why it should be her to Sarah, how could she possibly expect Sarah to go and try to get her that role.

“I have solid experience of similar roles on a couple of my existing clients, granted not with the international angle but I’ve been positioned to be the first stop for anything the client needs from the firm. That was part of my appraisal two years ago, precisely to give me the sort of broader business exposure to prepare me for partnership in the future. You can see from my evaluations that I’ve excelled at it and the clients have been glowing. So… I’m well qualified to do it.”

Sarah nodded slightly. “Go on…”

“I have a US passport thanks to my mother and being born there, so I can travel freely between here and LA, and I can stay for as long as needed. I doubt most of my peers can say that.”

“I didn’t know that,” Sarah admitted. “That’s useful, definitely. Your accent doesn’t sound very American?”

Amy grinned. “No, not in the slightest. We moved to Surrey when I was two, hence my accent.” She shrugged. “It’s a good surprise to keep in my back pocket.”

“Definitely. Why you and not him?”

“Do I really need to spell it out?”

Sarah shook her head with a resigned smile. “No, you don’t. I’m sure you feel the same way I do about some of the more old money connections in our industry. For what it’s worth I think you’d be infinitely better to do it, but… it will be very hard to arrange it.” She paused. “Tell me, why do you want it?”

Amy thought for a few moments… what was better here, she wondered, complete honesty or giving the corporate line?

She went with honesty. “I want partner as soon as possible. This is the platform. I want to be able to travel for work. This does that. And I want to have an achievement at work that is mine, rather than working on bits and pieces fed down to me… I want to have ownership of my work.”

“I appreciate your candour.” Sarah stood and walked round to behind her desk. Amy took the hint that their meeting was over and stood herself. “As you’ll know I don’t run the project but I am involved. Leave it with me.” As Amy reached for the door handle Sarah spoke again. “And Amy… if I manage to do this, I’ll have helped you out a lot.”

Amy felt her cheeks redden as she processed the meaning behind Sarah’s words, and the intent apparent in her eyes. There was something in that look, something deeply carnal, that spoke to something in Amy’s core… she felt her breath catch as her mind couldn’t help but flash back to Sarah’s touch the night before.

She somehow managed to play it cool though, smiling and replying to Sarah, “If you manage it, I’ll keep my end of the bargain.”

Amy stepped outside and it was only when she back to her desk that she really appreciated what she’d just said… it was a near impossible ask, but if Sarah did somehow manage it Amy was committed.

It need only be one evening if it comes to it, she told herself.

And she suspected it would be a very enjoyable evening indeed.


Chapter 8


Work took over for the remainder of Amy’s week, various deals coming to a conclusion that kept her at her desk long into the evenings and, more importantly, kept her mind occupied… she barely had a moment to think about her deal with Sarah, or indeed about what that deal potentially meant. In her head it was so unlikely that Sarah could deliver that the other side to it, the evening at her apartment, wasn’t even something to consider.

There was one moment on the Friday afternoon that set Amy’s heart racing when she saw an email alert pop up on her desktop from Sarah with the subject ‘Project Neptune’… a momentary panic as her instinct was to think that Sarah had done the near impossible, had proven herself, and that meant that Amy was suddenly committed that night.

Her first thought, bizarrely, was that she needed to go home first and put on good underwear… right before her mind started to flash through scenarios, how she’d arrive, how Sarah would great her, and then, well, who knew what? Other than it certainly wouldn’t be a polite chat about office gossip.

Then, she clicked on the email and felt more than a little foolish… it was a group email about billing codes, incredibly dull.

As her heart rate settled though Amy was taken aback by her reaction. She didn’t have a clue whether she was excited or terrified about the prospect of Sarah succeeding, and she didn’t even consider the possibility that maybe, in actual fact, it was a bit of both.

***

Saturday was Amy’s day of rest.

She always tried to keep it that way, no matter how busy work was. She could always do some work on the Sunday, in fact she had to that very Sunday to keep on top of things, but except in the direst circumstances Saturday was sacrosanct.

Her and James started the day like they often did on a weekend, having breakfast out, before James headed late morning to play rugby. Sometimes she liked to go and watch but that Saturday she passed on it… Amy knew that she had a lot of processing to do, and a Saturday afternoon spent pottering around their flat, doing the housework that needed doing, doing some food shopping… that all felt perfect. By the time James got home early evening she’d be more than ready for a quiet evening in together, a bottle of wine, some music, conversation. It was the Saturday she needed.

As she busied herself with the myriad mundane tasks that needed doing, her mind went to work… thinking properly for the first time since her evening with Sarah about it all, not from a position where she was still reeling from what had happened but instead more distanced, more clinical.

Her entire focus wasn’t on what had happened, that was water under the bridge now… instead it was on what should happen next.

She still felt it hugely unlikely that Sarah would be able to prove her mentoring capabilities and rise to Amy’s challenge… there were too many obstacles in the way for it to really be feasible.

But… she’d committed, and Amy was a woman of her word. If she’d told Sarah that she’d explore whatever came next with her and it came to pass then she would. It was just one night, and she had no doubt it would be an extremely enjoyable night… one night that could be transformative to her career, and when viewed in that light it was a small price to pay.

When she thought about it, when she allowed her mind to wander and imagine what that night might entail, she felt her body start to react, whether in memory of what had happened already or in anticipation of what might be to come she wasn’t sure.

Sarah’s kiss, Sarah’s touch had brought back memories for Amy that she’d long ago locked away… memories of first Imogen and then Zoe, the two women she’d slept with over a crazy few weeks back at Oxford, the softness and tenderness of both of them so different to the men she’d been used to. It was after Zoe that she’d got together with James and never really looked back… well, she’d fantasised about women since then, of course, but had never so much as kissed another woman in all that time until Sarah.

There had always been a part of Amy that wondered, though… the part that thought ‘what-if?’. What if Imogen had lived in Oxford too and hadn’t been Amy’s friend Naomi’s good friend… could that have turned into something more?

What if Zoe had been interested in more than a casual friends with benefits type deal? Could they have ended up dating?

And what if she’d not met James when she did? They’d been skirting around each other for weeks before they got together, but what if he hadn’t been on the scene? Would Amy have ended up meeting another guy… or would she have started dating a woman?

As Amy thought hard about it that Saturday afternoon, as those long ago memories came back, she remembered what it had felt like at the time… that period with Imogen and Zoe when she’d wondered whether they were the start of something, the excitement at the almost overwhelming sense of possibility that had come with the realisation that she could be genuinely attracted to women, not just men.

She realised as she thought about it more and more that what had happened with Sarah had awoken some long buried feelings within Amy, and for the first time since that night she found herself wondering properly… what if?

***

And then, of course, there was James. What would he think about all of this, and should she tell him?

If James hadn’t cheated on her in the past, if he hadn’t concealed his months long affair with his colleague nearly two years ago, it would be easy… tell him, confess, seek his forgiveness and move on. It would be easy because, frankly, he would be delighted to hear about what had happened between her and Sarah… he’d probably even encourage Amy to revisit it. James had always had a thing about Amy with another woman, even though he was clueless about her actual, real experiences at university, and it certainly wouldn’t create a problem between them.

But he had cheated.

And while Amy had done her best over the eighteen months since she’d taken him back to tell herself that she’d forgiven him, that it was in the past, that it was forgotten, she’d been realising recently that it wasn’t, not really.

Her terror when she’d thought he might propose was just the tip of the iceberg. In recent months she’d found herself thinking about his infidelity more and more, imagining him and her, wondering when he was late back from work whether he was really working late… the cracks had been appearing more and more.

To anyone on the outside they would have looked like the perfect couple, affectionate in public, doing the sort of things that couples do. Even James would probably say the same, doing that guy thing of moving on quickly from what had happened in the past. But Amy knew… the emotional intimacy wasn’t what it had been before, they could spend weeks orbiting each other, almost like flatmates who shared a bed, cosplaying at being lovers.

It was a long, long way from Amy doing anything about it… a very long way. She knew that all relationships had their ups and downs, their periods of distance to offset those periods of intimacy, but yet it did, for the first time since they’d got back together eighteen months before, feel like they were on a downward trend where the bottom wasn’t in sight yet.

It was then that Amy realised something with sudden clarity… no, she wasn’t going to tell him about the other night. And no, she wasn’t going to tell him if it happened again. He’d had his secret for months, indeed only told her when he’d been caught, and it was her turn… it sounded brutal but she felt like he owed her this after all he’d put her through, and she was sick and tired of being the good, conscientious one in their relationship, constantly forgiving his excesses, trying to keep the two of them afloat while he lived the life he wanted.

Whatever happened next with Sarah was Amy’s business, and Amy’s alone.

***

Looks like we’re doing drinks, you should come down Jx

Amy was livid.

Not just annoyed. Livid.

She’d got the text at 6pm, around when James was supposed to be getting home after rugby, which meant he’d already been having after match drinks for an hour or so.

Looks like we’re doing drinks was simply code for I’m having fun and I don’t want to come home yet. Not the way to make your girlfriend feel desired or wanted… he was telling her that he’d rather spend his evening getting hammered and singing dirty songs with his teammates than the evening they’d had planned.

Amy thought about what it would entail heading down there to join him… half an hour to get ready, at least another forty five minutes on public transport to get there, joining James and his team mates along with whatever wives and girlfriends they’d persuaded to join them, spending the night never as drunk as they were already, maybe if she was particularly lucky the lecherous sixty year old club president drooling over her as his eyes stared at her chest… no fucking chance.

At the same time it was too late for Amy to find anything else to do with her evening… her friends would all have plans already and while in your early twenties gate crashing last minute was what you did, it wasn’t when you were in your late twenties.

And James hadn’t even asked, even checked if she was ok with it… he’d simply told her he was going out instead of spending it with her.

Hence livid.

Her precious Saturday night doomed to be spent in front of the TV, alone.

***

Amy ended up watching a movie, an appropriately trashy but very entertaining romcom that James had repeatedly vetoed. She also ended up drinking half a bottle of wine, looking forward to the visual imagery she’d leave out for James when he got in of an open bottle and a single used wine glass sat forlornly on the dining table… she wasn’t above the odd guilt trip when it was needed, and it was very much needed now.

9pm… still relatively early, particularly as past experience told Amy that James wouldn’t be home until at least 2am because, inevitably, someone he was out with would suggest going to a club and James would never say know to that.

Make the most of this, she thought, an empty flat, clean thanks to her efforts earlier, and the chance to really recover from what had been an extraordinary week.

An hour later Amy was as relaxed as it was possible to be in your own home… a hot bath, topped up twice already, one more glass of wine resting on the side, candles, bubbles, the lighting dim, some music playing.

She hadn’t realised quite how tense she was, but then in hindsight there was a lot to be tense about… as weeks go that had been just about the most insane week she could imagine, a lot to process and a lot to get tense about.

Any started to think about Sarah and, whether it was her annoyance at James or genuine curiosity she didn’t know, for the first time she let her mind wander… really wander.

As she lay back in the warm water and closed her eyes she thought about their kiss, that first moment that Sarah’s lips had touched hers, and that first unbelievable feel as Sarah’s tongue gently found hers… it sent a little shiver through Amy despite the warmth remembering how soft and tender her tongue had felt, how desperate Amy’s body had been to kiss Sarah back even as her conscious mind tried to tell her no.

The kiss had been unbelievable, unlike any kiss she’d experienced before. She craved it, she realised, and more than that realised that she fervently hoped she’d be kissed like that again… if someone had told her at that moment that she’d never experience that kiss again she’d have been heartbroken.

Amy’s mind started to drift from memory to imagination, her hands gently stroking her skin under the water as she did, imagining that somehow she’d been naked under Sarah while Sarah had kissed her, imagining Sarah’s fingers on her chest, lightly tracing the outline of her nipples, sending little shocks of pleasure through Amy. As she imagined one of Amy’s hands went to her breasts, touching and stroking, and she let out a soft sigh… it felt so good.

Before long her other hand had slipped between her legs, her skin slippery with the bath water, and she started to touch herself, really touch herself as she imagined Sarah sitting up and pulling off her hoodie, leaning over so that Amy could take one of her nipples between her lips while Sarah’s hand started to play between Amy’s legs.

And then somehow, in her imagination, Sarah’s leggings vanished and Amy’s hand was between her legs even as Sarah’s was between Amy’s, and they were kissing again, naked bodies pressed together, Sarah’s soft breasts against Amy’s, their naked legs entwined, and as she imagined Sarah starting to climax hard in real life Amy was climaxing too, her loud moans echoing off the tiles of the bathroom as her orgasm flooded through her, leaving her breathless and still again, the warm water all around.

“Fuck…” she whispered. Because that really hadn’t been part of the plan.


Chapter 9


Monday morning and Amy was in full on panic mode.

‘Project Neptune Resourcing’ was the title of the meeting invite that was waiting for her when she arrived. 10am. Just four attendees: Amy, Sarah, and the two senior partners leading the project, Gareth and David.

It was inconceivable, thought Amy, that this was related to anything other than the challenge she’d set for Sarah, and Amy was flapping. She’d not expected anything to come of it, not really, and yet here was this meeting. No further context, no information, just a conference room and her attendance required.

She glanced at her watch. It was 9.06 and she had a pile of work on her desk already, but she knew that there was only one priority for the next fifty four minutes… to become as knowledgeable as she could about Project Neptune and, probably more important, to calm herself down, because setting whatever there might be going on with Sarah aside she knew one thing… this meeting could be absolutely pivotal to her career.

***

Punctual as ever, Amy arrived at the conference room to find Sarah, Gareth and David already deep in conversation, looking like they’d been for some time.

It was interesting watching the dynamic from outside the door, seeing three partners interacting without any of the associates in the room. Sarah was making a point forcefully, and David was arguing his side, all very cordial, all very polite, but Amy could tell that there was a bluntness to the discussion that wouldn’t be there is someone junior was in the room.

Gareth seemed to be acting as almost the mediator, which made sense as of the three he was the most senior… indeed gossip had it that he was next in line to be CEO of the whole London office, so he was very much a big deal. Amy had met him a few times before and been impressed.

When she saw that there was a brief lull she knocked on the door and almost laughed to herself as three heads snapped to look in her direction at once… like a mob of meerkats, she thought.

Sarah gestured for her to come in and, putting that thought out of her mind, she opened the door and went to stand by the table. “I hope now is good?” Amy asked.

“Absolutely,” Sarah replied, standing as did the two men… law firms might be aggressive working environments, but old school manners still ruled supreme. “David, Gareth, this is Amy.”

David stepped over and greeted her. “Amy, good to see you,” he said.

“And you,” she replied. It had been a while since she’d worked with him but she’d done some work for David as a trainee and was pleased to see that he still knew who she was.

Gareth shook her hand too, and the four of them sat down.

There was a moment’s silence and then Gareth said, “Amy, do you know why we’re here?”

Amy shook her head. “Not really, no. Obviously the meeting said Project Neptune resourcing, but beyond that, no.”

Gareth glanced at Sarah who nodded, then at David who sat still, taciturn.

“As you might know we’ve been looking for someone to act as the client liaison for the project, to coordinate across all of our business lines. Sarah brought to our attention last week that we may have overlooked an ideal candidate in our search… namely, you.” He paused. “So we thought it would be a good idea to talk to you.”

Amy nodded and, with a glance at Sarah, replied to Gareth. “Thank you, I’d be keen to be considered. What would you like to know?”

“How about you start with what you know about Project Neptune…?”

***

An hour later Amy emerged from the conference room exhausted but pleased with herself. She felt like she’d acquitted herself well in there in the face of some challenging questions… the three partners had really got into it, wanting to know Amy’s thoughts on how she would strategically drive the project through the role, the challenges she’d face, how she would handle the frequent travel to LA, everything.

Many times in life, exams, job interviews, anything like that she’d taken the philosophy that if she tried her hardest then she could be happy. At that point there was nothing she could do, it was in their hands, but if she knew she’d given her all then how could she ask any more of herself?

Now came the wait…

***

It wasn’t until the Wednesday that she heard… two tortuous days where she was desperate to know if she’d got the project, but also three days where she was living in expectation of paying a visit to Sarah’s apartment that night.

Her imagination had been going wild, unable to stop herself from wondering what might happen… any thoughts of saying no to that part had long gone out of the window, her mind running on overdrive since her fantasy on Saturday night concocting more and more outlandish scenarios involving her and Sarah. As far as Amy was concerned there was zero chance of not seeing what happened if it came to it, and she figured by then that even Sarah having got her an informal interview for the project so quickly counted as proving her mentoring abilities, regardless of whether Amy got it or not.

It was at the start of the day when Gareth called her and asked her to pop up to his office.

Stomach churning, sudden nerves hitting her, she got the lift up to the tenth floor and found his office in the corner of the building with the best views.

Knocking on the open door, Amy said, “You wanted to see me?”

“Ah yes,” Gareth replied, looking up. “Come in and take a seat.” He gestured to the conference table in one corner and as Amy took one seat he sat himself on the other side.

He smiled. “I wanted to tell you in person. We’ve discussed it and we think you’re perfect for the client liaison. I’m really glad that Sarah brought you to our attention… you came across every bit as polished as she’d said you would.”

Amy couldn’t help grinning. This was incredible, literally something she wouldn’t have had a prayer of getting, and she was in no doubt that it was thanks to Sarah. “I… thank you,” she replied.

“We’re going to make the announcement later this morning, and given the importance we’ll need you to hand over your other work as quickly as possible to focus on this. Do you envisage that being a problem?” he asked.

Amy shook her head. “No, I can do that.” Straight away she was thinking that if there was anyone who pushed back she would invoke Gareth’s name immediately.

“Good. I’d like to sit down with you, David and Sarah this afternoon to talk about some specific plans. And we’ll need you in LA for a visit in a few weeks’ time, I assume that’s fine?”

“Absolutely no problem,” Amy replied, silently praying that there wasn’t some major commitment she’d forgotten about.

“Excellent.” He started to stand and so did she. “I’m confident you’ll be a great choice. Let’s talk later.”

***

Amy headed back down to her desk floating on a cloud of elation, and when her roommate saw her he asked, “Good news?”

“Just a little… but you’ll have to wait to find out.”

He smiled. “Whatever it is, good for you,” then he turned back to his work.

It really was good news the more that Amy thought about it. Focus on one project, not lots of little projects, which should mean much better workload and much fewer sudden late nights. Travel, interesting work, exposure. Fast track to partner. The list went on.

She pulled out her phone and pulled up Sarah’s number.

‘Hey, just wanted to say thank you so, so much. You more than delivered.’

A few minutes later Sarah’s reply popped up:

‘No problem, I like a challenge. I’ll save coming to congratulate you in person until the announcement goes round.

‘They’re telling the unsuccessful applicants now.

‘Going to be some pissed off people.

‘Well done. Seriously. I got you the opportunity but you aced it. This is all you.’

Amy read it with a smile before quickly firing off her reply.

‘Nonsense. I owe you.’

She sent it then paused, wondering whether to send her follow up before thinking fuck it, you only live once… one night wouldn’t hurt anyone:

‘What time at your place later? x’

As soon as she hit send she felt herself blush… that last message was not in her character, but Sarah had more than delivered and Amy really, really wanted to keep her end of the deal.

She didn’t have to wait long for a reply:

‘Only if you genuinely want to? No obligation.’

Amy smiled to herself as she sent her reply:

‘Try keeping me away. 8? My turn to supply the champagne x’

The reply was instant:

‘Perfect xx’


Chapter 10


Amy tried to juggle the champagne bottle in one hand with her handbag in the other as she pressed the buzzer for Sarah’s flat and nearly had a complete fail, narrowly averting disaster by catching the bottle that was slipping out of her grasp just as Sarah’s voice came out of the intercom. “Hello?”

“It’s me, Amy,” she replied, bent over as she recovered, the contents of her handbag just about staying inside, and praying that it was audio only.

“I’ll buzz you in.”

The door unlocked and Amy walked through the deserted lobby, her high heels clicking on the marble floor, nods to the building’s history as an old docks warehouse everywhere like so many of the conversions in the area.

When the lift came she took a moment to look at herself in the mirror that made up the rear wall, one final check. She’d been home to change after work, forcing herself to leave on time for once, and she hoped that Sarah would like what she’d see… Amy had dressed like she did when she wanted to look as hot as could be for a night out with the girls, her favourite silver sparkly knee length dress hugging her figure tightly, darker make up than usual, hair tied back, and underneath… well, she was sure that Sarah would like what she found there.

The lift dinged and the doors opened on Sarah’s floor. Amy got out, turned towards Sarah’s door and then paused, taking a deep breath.

One last check, she thought, I’m definitely going to do this?

She felt a moment of hesitation, just a fleeting moment, realising that she stood on the cusp of something that went far beyond what had happened with Sarah the week before, but like that moment right before plunging into a freezing cold swimming pool she braced herself and didn’t give herself a moment more to think… she stepped up and rang the doorbell.

Sarah opened the door and Amy’s breath caught, because she looked stunning in an entirely effortless way.

Amy wasn’t sure what she’d expected, but Sarah was wearing the same oversized hoodie as at the end of their previous evening together, and it looked good on her, her blonde hair half down with a top knot, and running shorts showing off the smooth, lightly tanned skin of her long legs. It was a completely casual and entirely disarming look, so utterly different from the woman she’d seen at work that day.

Sarah’s smile was warm and genuine. “Come on in,” she said.

Amy returned her smile. “Thank you.” She held up the bottle as she stepped through the door. “Half celebration, half thank you.” She paused while she handed it to Sarah. “Hopefully nice enough for your expensive tastes…” Amy teased.

Sarah looked at the bottle admiringly. “A very good choice… let’s get it open, shall we?”

Amy followed Sarah into the flat, hanging up her coat but keeping her heels on. It felt familiar already… the large sofa… indeed THAT large sofa… the dining area, the roof terrace, the kitchen, and at the far end the doorway through to the bedroom, a tantalising glimpse of Sarah’s bed through the half open door.

Music was playing and it was warm, the lighting soft except for the brighter terrace lights illuminating the darkness outside through the floor to ceiling windows.

Sarah opened the bottle in the kitchen and poured two glasses, handing one to Amy. “To the new client liaison…” she said with a grin.

Amy touched her glass to Sarah’s. “To the mentor who’s proved herself…” She held eye contact with Sarah while she said it, a hint of a smile on Amy’s face matched by Sarah’s expression. Finally Amy added, “I’ve got to ask, how did you do it? I thought it was nearly impossible.”

“We all need to have our little secrets,” Sarah replied, a twinkle in her eye. “But the long and short of it is that Gareth owed me a big favour, and his debt is cleared, while now I owe David a favour.” She paused. “I meant what I said in my message earlier though… getting you the opportunity to make your case was the easy part. You did a fantastic job of explaining why. You know as well as I do that their previous target for the job is an idiot, but it needed you to show them just how much better suited you were.” She paused again. “Seriously, well done.”

They made small talk while they drank, Amy sat on a high stool at Sarah’s kitchen counter while Sarah stood opposite. It was so easy between them, Amy reflected, the conversation flowing so well, but also an underlying tension, unquestionably there and growing as it had been since the moment she’d arrived, indeed since the moment they’d seen each other that afternoon, forced to endure an admittedly very helpful planning meeting all while the others were entirely oblivious to what Sarah and Amy had planned after work.

As they finished their glasses Sarah moved round the kitchen counter to stand nearer to Amy. “Another glass, or…?” Her raised eyebrow left no doubt as to what she meant.

“I think… or,” replied Amy, standing with a grin.

She stood looking at Sarah for a long moment, then leaned in to kiss her only to see Sarah pull back, Sarah’s finger pressed to Amy’s lips. Amy stopped in surprise.

“First things first,” Sarah said with a smile. “You remember what tonight is?” She paused. “You do exactly what I say, I’m in charge. Yes?”

Amy pouted but nodded slowly. Inside she was a fantastic mess of confused emotions, excitement, nervousness, the works. Outside, though, she was determined to keep her composure.

“Good,” Sarah continued. She turned and walked away from Amy to sit in an armchair facing the sofa, then she looked back at Amy. “Come here.”

Her tone sent a sudden thrill through Amy, she was commanding and left no room for doubt, and it was in stark contrast to her relaxed clothing and demeanour up until then.

Amy grinned nervously and walked over, until Sarah said, “Stop,” and Amy stopped a couple of metres short of her.

Sarah looked at her intently, openly trailing her eyes from her face down to her legs and then back up again, appraising Amy, taking every inch of her in. Amy felt a thrill at the intensity of her gaze, the way Sarah was looking at her could have felt aggressive but it didn’t, it was simply naked desire showing through.

“Now… I want you to show me that you genuinely want to be here. And… I want you to show me how grateful you are.”

Her cheeks flushed at how this was escalating rapidly, Amy took a deep breath as she slowly closed the last couple of metres and dropped to her knees in front of Sarah. She looked into Sarah’s eyes as she reached for the waistband of Sarah’s shorts and pulled, slowly slipping them down, Sarah lifting her hips to help, and then off, tossing them to the side. Sarah, it seemed, had been going commando… Amy wondered if the same was true under her hoodie.

She put her hands on Sarah’s knees and pushed, never losing eye contact, and as Sarah parted her legs, Amy said, "Like this?”

"Exactly like that," Sarah replied. Amy paused for a moment, still looking Sarah in the eye, and was gratified to see Sarah reacting to the situation… her lips slightly parted, her cheeks and neck flushed, her breathing faster. Good, thought Amy, she wants this badly.

That was confirmed when it was Sarah who moved next, sliding down a little further and parting her legs wider. She was desperate, Amy could see, and she wondered for the first time whether that desperation had been building since their previous evening together… building since she’d taken Amy to the heights but Amy hadn’t given her anything in return.

Glancing down Amy got her first sight between Sarah’s legs, glistening slightly from her obvious arousal. Amy paused, having last minute doubts. Should I really do this, she thought? Is my career worth this? Is this right?

Too late.

Sarah, her hand moving to Amy's hair, pulled her in and Amy's tongue tasted Sarah for the first time. Amy had done this a few times before when she was at university, but only a few and was a long time out of practice, and she worried that she'd do it badly. Luckily Sarah was very vocal, telling Amy what she wanted, when to speed up, when to slow down, when to bring her fingers in, when to take them away again.

The taste. That was the first thing that hit Amy, triggering flashbacks to her student days and doing this in altogether less luxurious surroundings. The slightly tangy, exotic taste and smell of another woman.

And with those flashbacks she started to remember how to do it, some tricks her previous encounters had taught her that were long forgotten, what to do with her tongue, and to her surprise she started to enjoy it. A lot. That feeling of having another person's pleasure in your hands was intoxicating. She shouldn't have felt empowered, there on her knees, her hair being held by her mentor, fulfilling her end of a morally questionable deal, but she did.

Sarah was also responsive, moaning when something was good and clearly enjoying what was happening. Amy could feel her getting more and more aroused, and started to feel Sarah clench around her fingers which Amy was using to complement her tongue.

Suddenly, she heard Sarah's breathing grow shallow, the moaning grew louder, and an orgasm crashed through her, Sarah pulling Amy's face into her throughout while Amy used her tongue to slowly bring Sarah through to the other side. Eventually Sarah's legs wrapped around Amy's head and pushed her away, with Sarah whispering, "Enough, no more."

Amy stayed kneeling, her head resting on Sarah's thigh, while Sarah lay there recovering. After a few minutes Sarah looked down and said, "Not bad... not bad at all." She smiled. "You listened to me. That was good. I think you've done that before?"

Amy just smiled weakly back, unsure what to say. Sarah stood up and went to get their two glasses, topping them up again. Bringing them back over, her hoodie just about long enough to protect her modesty but no more, offering a tantalising hint, she handed one to Amy. "I think you've earned this," she said with a smile. "To mentoring?”

Amy grinned, still on her knees, and raised her glass too. “To mentoring.” She paused. “I was ok?”

"Better than ok," replied Sarah. "Much better than ok. Come up here." And she kissed Amy as Amy leaned towards her, full on the lips, gently but passionately. Amy returned the kiss, and it was everything she’d dreamed of in the days since their last kiss, only better… more playful, more teasing, but also more meaningful.

As their kiss deepened Amy moved to curl up next to Sarah in the chair and their arms wrapped around each other, their legs moved together, and Amy found her own arousal building quickly. Sarah really was a very good kisser indeed. Fantastically good.

Amy decided to take it further, sliding a hand up inside Sarah's hoodie and finding that, yes, she was wearing no bra either. It was the first time she’d touched another woman’s chest in years and she marvelled at how it felt, so soft, at least until her fingers found one of Sarah’s erect nipples… Amy couldn’t really help herself from focusing, exploring with her touch all while Sarah’s lips and tongue caressed hers.

Sarah let out a little moan, more an exhalation, then pulled back from the kiss, her hand cupping Amy’s face. "This is unfair," she teased. "You've seen me and tasted me, and you're still wearing your dress. How long have you got?"

"How long? Until I need to head home?"

"Yeah... I've got some plans for you if you can stay a while?"

"It's, what, 9pm now. I reckon I need to be home by midnight to not make my boyfriend suspicious, he'll just think we've gone on late somewhere. I told him we had a mentoring session. That work for you?"

"Oh yes," she smiled. "Plenty of time. I think we should adjourn to the bedroom… here’s what we’re going to do. I’m going to go through there and prepare things, you’re going to stay here and take off that dress. And then when I call you in five minutes you’re going to come through. Got it?”

Amy grinned. “Five minutes, no dress. Got it. Underwear?”

Sarah thought for a moment. “Keep the underwear on. And… the heels.” She winked as she stood up. “You look good in them.”


Chapter 11


Amy used the five minutes well, quickly slipping off her dress as soon as Sarah had closed the door and going to check that she looked alright in the mirror in Sarah’s guest bathroom.

She suspected Sarah would very much like the surprise she was wearing under her dress… a full lingerie set that she normally saved for very special occasions, white lace, suspender belt, the works. She’d gone for nude pull up stockings to match the dress and they worked well with the white.

Taking a closer look in the mirror her make-up was still good, though she pondered for a moment what to do with her hair, deciding eventually to let it fall loose around her shoulders… her hair had a natural wave to it when worn down like that that contrasted with her lingerie nicely.

“You can come through now.”

Amy felt a momentary surge of nerves, realising that this was really, truly about to escalate, but before she could stop herself she walked through and opened the bedroom door.

She walked into the room to see Sarah wearing black lingerie and, surprisingly, a strap-on. Not just a strap-on, but Amy imagined the larger end of strap-ons, maybe nine inches in length and a larger than average girth.

"You like it?" joked Sarah.

"I... that's not something I've ever done before," replied Amy, with some trepidation. It was larger than any cock she'd ever been with… she hadn’t had a firm idea of what was going to happen, but this was at the extreme end.

"With a woman, or this big?"

"Both."

"Normally I'd save this until you've helped me out a few times, but you were so good earlier that I thought you deserved this. Trust me, this is going to give you the best fuck you've ever had. No man can compare."

"Errr… thank you? Wait... you've tried it yourself?"

Sarah nodded. "If you play your cards right, we could swap places later."

Amy gulped, suddenly thinking she was way out of her depth. But it was too late to pull out now… she reminded herself that at worst she could grin and bear this for tonight then pull out of the arrangement in the morning.

Sarah, sensing Amy's hesitation, said to her, "Ok, I'd like you to climb on to the bed and lie down." Amy did as she'd been told. Sarah climbed on to the bed, lay down next to Amy, and kissed her. They spent the next few minutes making out, Sarah’s hand teasing Amy through her lingerie and Amy trying her best to do the same.

Sarah's hand eventually slid down between Amy's legs, teasing at the waist of her underwear briefly, and then inside, two fingers slipping easily into her… while Amy was feeling some trepidation about the strap-on, she was also massively, massively turned on at the prospect, a nervous excitement as much as anything.

Sarah started to kissed her way down Amy before, briefly, pushing her underwear aside and going down on her, touching her with her tongue before building from two, to three, then to four fingers inside her, preparing her for what was to come.

After a minute or two, Sarah looked up at Amy and said, "Natural lubrication is the best, and I think you're ready for this. But first... suck this cock."

Amy paused for a second in surprise, not sure she'd heard correctly. "Suck it?"

"Yes," replied Sarah, rolling over to lie on her back. "Please. I want to watch you." She grinned. “Suck my cock.”

Amy couldn’t help grinning too at Sarah’s attempt at levity as she got up on to her hands and knees, positioned herself between Sarah's legs, and took the fake cock in her mouth, using her usual technique. Sarah watched her with a slightly distant look in her eyes while Amy covered the fake cock in her saliva, all the while keeping eye contact with Sarah… any blowjob was made hotter, in her experience, by eye contact. Even if it happened to be on a fake cock worn by a woman, it turned out.

After a few minutes, Sarah interrupted her to say, "Now, lie down." Amy lay down and parted her legs in anticipation. "Don't fight this," cautioned Sarah. "It’ll feel big for a few seconds, but you'll adapt. Ok?" Amy nodded. "And if you want me to stop, just say." Amy nodded again. “We need these off first,” she said, tugging at Amy’s underwear and quickly pulling them down and off. “Now… I think you’re ready.”

The anticipation was insane… knowing that that cock was going to be inside her, knowing that she was preparing it for herself… wow. There was no other word.

Sarah positioned the strap-on at Amy's entrance, then making eye contact with Amy she slowly exerted pressure, and the combination of her own natural lubrication and the saliva did the trick as it slid in by a couple of inches. Sarah held it there, allowing Amy to get used to it, before sliding in a little more and then holding again.

She kept doing this until, finally, the whole strap-on was inside Amy. Amy lay there not quite able to believe it, the fake cock filling her completely but also exquisitely. She'd never felt this full before, it touched everywhere inside her, but it felt good. And it helped that Sarah clearly knew what it was like and was being gentle with her.

"You're ok?" asked Sarah. Amy nodded. "Good then, because this is where the fun starts." Sarah started slowly, gently to slide out before, once almost all of the cock was out, sliding gently but firmly back in. "That was ok?" she asked. Amy nodded again.

From there, Sarah built up a slow but firm rhythm, never too quick but never too slow. For Amy it felt incredible, and as Sarah lay on top of her, her breasts pushing against Amy's, Amy wrapped her arms around Sarah, one hand on her toned back while the other grabbed her ass and pulled Sarah into her with each thrust. Meanwhile Amy's legs were parted as wide as she'd ever had them, and her ankles were wrapped around Sarah's thighs.

In this position, with the biggest cock she'd ever taken, Amy suddenly came. The stimulation, the weirdness of the situation so totally alien to anything she’d ever done before, everything conspired to push her over the edge. Sarah slowed down, grinding slowly through the orgasm to tease it out, before slowing right down and kissing Amy passionately on the lips, face, neck, everywhere as she recovered.

"That was... " panted Amy. "Wow."

Sarah smiled between kisses. "I knew you'd like it. But we're not finished."

"We're not?"

"Oh no, definitely not. Are you ready?"

"I guess...?" replied Amy, looking slightly alarmed.

And so began the fucking of Amy's life.

Amy realised in the days afterwards that Sarah had been playing a game… that Sarah knew that to really seal the deal, to make this something that would happen again and again, that Amy would willingly come back to, she needed to take Amy to levels of pleasure that she'd never experienced before. The strap-on was her tool, and she was clearly an expert with it.

Sarah, continuing to kiss Amy, started again to slide slowly in and out of her. To start with Amy found it uncomfortable, but after a few minutes she felt her arousal building again and quickly built to a second, smaller orgasm. But Sarah wasn't stopping there, keeping thrusting through it to start building her up again.

As Amy started to moan with her third orgasm building, Sarah said, "Let's roll over, it’s your turn on top." Quickly, Sarah pulled out and rolled on to her back, then Amy straddled her and, with little difficulty, lowered herself back on to the strap-on.

"You set the pace," said Sarah, and Amy did. While she rode Sarah, Sarah's hands were free to touch Amy, both hands moving to her breasts to start with, then one hand staying there while the other reached for her ass, the hands constantly moving and touching Amy, sending her into sensory overload. Amy leaned down to kiss Sarah while she rode her, and Sarah reached her arms around her, holding her in place, while her third orgasm, bigger than the second, crashed through her.

"Don't slow down now, ride through it," commanded Sarah. Amy, again, did as she was told and felt, unbelievably, her arousal building for a fourth time.

"Now, get on all fours," order Sarah.

Amy paused. "I... I don't particularly like that position," she objected.

"You will after this," Sarah laughed. "Trust me." Amy nodded again, then got onto all fours, her legs parted, her elbows on the bed, as she felt Sarah position herself behind her. Suddenly, Sarah thrust into her before holding the strap-on deep inside, Amy’s loud gasp turning to a sigh as she allowed Amy the time to get used to it in this more deeply penetrative position. "Are you ok for me to go on?" Sarah asked. Amy looked over her shoulder back at her and nodded.

Sarah started again to slide in and out, building a quicker pace than before. Maybe it was the size of the cock, maybe it was the champagne having an effect, maybe it was just the crazy hotness of the situation, but Amy felt herself responding like she'd never responded in that position before. She felt Sarah's hand reach onto the cock, then felt one of her fingers go to Amy's ass and gently press, before the lubrication from the cock did the trick and her finger slid in a little way.

This pushed Amy over the top, the combined stimulation of the large cock and the finger in her ass triggering an orgasm for the ages, one that built, and built, and kept on building until she was screaming in pleasure, all while Sarah maintained a steady pace, and when she came her arms collapsed, she ended up biting the bed cover to stop from screaming too loudly, and then she lay there stunned, Sarah inside her still, Sarah on top of her, Sarah’s lips on her neck…

Sarah everywhere, and Amy recovering from the fuck of her life.


Chapter 12


Finally, after who knew how long, Sarah slowly withdrew and lay down on the bed next to Amy, where she stroked and kissed her. "Was that ok for you? I worried I made it a bit intense?"

Amy smiled wearily. "It was... very intense but... it was good. Very good. I can't believe you just did that to me."

"That, my dear Amy, was a multiple orgasm. Was that you first?" Amy nodded. "Well... it won't be your last, I promise that."

They lay there for a while, kissing from time to time, touching each other, Amy recovering from what had just happened.

After some time Sarah sat up, looked at the clock, and said, "It's nearly 11pm… that went by fast. Have you got time for some more fun?"

Amy thought for a second, then nodded. "My place is only ten minutes’ walk from here, but I... I don't think I've got any more in me tonight, if you follow what I mean. I need some time to recover."

Sarah smiled. "Of course.” She paused. “How about we try one thing, but if it's too much then we call it an evening?"

"Ok... after what we just did, I'll admit I'm intrigued."

Sarah rolled over and slid off the strap-on, leaving her just in her lingerie. "First of all, I'm going to take these off..." she said, as she stood up, undoing her bra and then sliding her underwear down. Amy got her first, full sight of Sarah naked and was impressed. The glimpses earlier, the view when Amy had gone down on Sarah in the living room, had all been hints, but she could see now that Sarah clearly kept in good shape. Amy felt, despite herself, the faint stirring of arousal again. “And I think you’re going to need to take the rest of your lingerie off too.”

Amy smiled. “Yes boss,” she joked, making Sarah smile too as Amy took off her bra and the rest of the lingerie set. It was funny, she thought, but it didn’t feel weird in the slightest being naked with Sarah, even though this was their first time naked together. It felt surprisingly natural… it felt, dare she say it, like it did when you slept with someone for the first time that you had great chemistry with. It felt good.

Sarah went to fetch their champagne glasses and poured the rest of the bottle into them. “Rehydration!” she said, laughing. She climbed onto the bed and sat up next to Amy.

“Hope you don’t mind me asking, I can tell you've done this sort of thing before. How much?"

Amy blushed. "Not much... not really at all. Just a few times at uni, our lacrosse team captain was a pretty dominant personality and after we'd had a match and some drinks, she'd invite someone back to her room. You could say no, but you couldn't really, not if you wanted to play the following week. So, a few times I was the lucky one. But it wasn't much, I went down on her a few times, that's all."

"And that was it?"

"Well... there was one other time, when a friend of a friend came to visit, and one thing led to another... but that was more of a fumble in the dark."

"Ok. I can tell you that whatever your lacrosse captain got you doing she taught you well. But she never went down on you?"

"No, it was all one way traffic."

"What a loss. So, you've never had another woman properly go down on you?"

"Well… that fumble with a friend of a friend was a bit more than just a fumble, but other than that… no.”

"Would you like me to change that? I mean, I know I did briefly earlier and last week, but... properly?"

Amy’s eyebrows raised at that. Properly? If that exquisite climax at the touch of Sarah’s tongue the week before wasn’t properly, then what the hell was?

“I... I'm not sure I've got it in me after what you just did to me."

"We can try?"

Amy nodded. "Ok, you know what you're doing I guess." She smiled. "This all feels like you helped me at work and now you’re helping me here, rather than me helping you?"

"In here, we'll help each other. It all evens out over time. Now... you shuffle up the bed and lie down with your head on the pillows, I'll be right back."

Amy did as she was asked, lying there in expectation. Sarah had gone through to her dressing room, and Amy could hear her going through some drawers. After a minute or two Sarah came back carrying a small bag which she placed on the bed.

"What's in there?" Amy asked.

"All in good time," replied Sarah with a wink. "Now... where were we?" Sarah climbed on to the bed and crawled over to Amy, leaning over her to kiss her softly. They made out slowly, gently for a few minutes, and Amy, despite herself, could feel her arousal starting to build again. Her hands started to get more adventurous touching Sarah, even sliding her hand between Sarah's legs and touching her there briefly.

Sarah broke off the kiss and propped herself up on her elbow while her fingertips trailed along Amy’s skin. "So... you know how we said I’m in charge? Would you like to try something different… being helpless rather than helpful?"

Amy swallowed hard, feeling things moving at too fast a pace.

"You can say no," continued Sarah. "And you can tell me to stop at any point and I will, immediately. I promise. Do you trust me?" Amy nodded. "Shall we try this?" Amy nodded again, more hesitantly. "Good. This will be fun."

Reaching into her bag, Sarah pulled out a pair of handcuffs and a blindfold. Amy's eyes widened. "It's ok," reassured Sarah. "I won't do anything you don't want me to do. Now, put your hands up next to the bedframe." Amy lifted her hands over her head, and Sarah handcuffed them together, looping the chain around the bedframe so that Amy was bound to it. Sarah then took the blindfold and slipped it over Amy's eyes.

This was a new experience for Amy. She'd never experimented with being tied up or blindfolded before although, in all honesty, the idea had crossed her mind in the past and she'd fantasised about it a few times. But... with a senior member of her law firm, a woman, no. This was all new. No… this was insane.

With her eyes covered her other senses compensated. She found that she could hear, clearly, Sarah moving around the room, and when Sarah's hands both started to stroke her, starting at her chest, she was much more sensitive than normal to her touch.

What was very clear was that Sarah was firmly in charge. Sarah's lips brushed against hers, and started to plant soft, gentle kisses on her face, her neck, her shoulders, and then down on to her breasts, taking time at each step, not rushing. Amy felt her nipples respond to Sarah's touch and, when Sarah's lips met them and her tongue started to lick them, Amy was surprised at how sensitive they felt, and how arousing it was.

"You like this?" asked Sarah, as she teased one nipple with her tongue while she used her fingers to play with the other.

"Yes..." breathed Amy, not trusting herself to say any more. She couldn't believe it after what had come before but she was getting really aroused, her body responding to the stimulation.

"How about this?" asked Sarah, gently biting the nipple then letting go.

"Yes... but no harder."

Sarah continued for a while longer, then started to kiss her way down over Amy's toned stomach, a part of her that she was particularly proud of. "You've got great muscles here," Sarah observed, kissing each one individually and running her hands all over.

Then Amy felt her move lower, kissing down towards her upper thighs, avoiding between her legs for now, and instead kissing and stroking the inside of her thighs. "If you could only see yourself right now," laughed Sarah. "You look so... fucking... hot..."

By this stage Amy was on fire. Forget everything that had happened earlier, she wanted to be touched properly. She was ready for it.

"Touch me... please," breathed Amy.

"I don't know... you'll need to ask my nicely," Sarah replied.

"Please, please, I need you to touch me."

"I don't think you're in any position to tell me what to do...", and Sarah continued kissing and stroking her inner thighs, one hand moving to stroke Amy's ass as well, Amy bucking her hips upward to try to get Sarah to do what she needed.

"Please... what do I need to do to get you to touch me properly?" asked Amy.

"That's the right question... what are you doing next Wednesday night?"

"I... I don't know... why are you asking?"

"Because I think you'll be right here, on this bed, doing whatever I decide we'll do."

"I'll do anything if you'll touch me properly now. Yes. Yes, I'll be here, on this bed, on Wednesday night. Yes... just please touch me."

"Right answer..."

And Amy felt Sarah lower her tongue to taste her. She started slowly, it felt to Amy like she could read her mind, could tell how close she already was, and almost torturously kept the pace slow, building her up but not too fast. Afterwards, Amy understood what Sarah had been doing… getting into her head, sealing the deal, building on what they’d done earlier to give her an experience unlike any she’d had before…

At the time though Amy was focused entirely on herself and what Sarah was doing to her. The sensation was incredible. She could feel her orgasm growing but much slower than she'd ever experienced before, and before long the sensation left her breathless.

Just when it risked tipping into getting too much, Sarah steadily increased the speed of her tongue, while reaching one hand down to slide two fingers into Amy and reaching the other hand up to pinch her nipple, not hard but not gently either. This combination pushed Amy over the edge, and her back arched as she came, unable to move her arms, unable to see, the spasms rippling through her that she never wanted to end.

When, finally, the orgasm did subside Sarah surprised her by staying down there, resuming a gentle, slow pace with her tongue while both hands roamed over Amy's chest. A very small, post-orgasm rippled through Amy briefly causing her to moan again, but still Sarah continued until Amy, unable to believe this, felt her arousal starting to build again.

Sarah moved up at that point to lie on top of Amy, Sarah's left leg over Amy's right, in a scissoring position. "Now to teach you something new..." she said, smiling as she took off Amy's blindfold but kept her hands cuffed to the bed. Sarah started to grind against Amy, her own arousal at having seen Amy climax so hard meaning that she wasn't far away herself at this point.

Sarah leaned over to kiss Amy while she ground away, and Amy returned the kiss hungrily. Amy could tell that Sarah could feel something building and Amy started to moan softly through her kisses, triggering Sarah doing the same. Within minutes the moaning became louder, the breathing became shallower, and first Amy, then Sarah seconds later, came again, riding the orgasm as they ground into each other, before Sarah collapsed down on top of Amy.

A few minutes later, Sarah laughed and said to Amy, "I guess you'd like me to take the cuffs off now?"

Amy nodded. "Yes, please. If that's ok with you?"

"Of course, here you go," she replied, letting Amy's wrists go. "Did you enjoy that?"

Amy blushed. She'd loved every second of it. "Yes, I'm... I don't know what to say but yes."

Sarah smiled. "That's ok. It's pretty intense for our first proper time together."

Suddenly Amy sat up, looking at the bedside clock. "Shit... it's 1am. I need to get home. Where are my clothes?"

"I'll grab them, they're in the living room." Sarah went to get them then gave them to Amy. "Are you ok to walk home?"

"Yeah, no problem," she replied, quickly throwing her dress on and not even bothering with the underwear. "My boyfriend will be wondering where the hell I've been. Where's my handbag and shoes?"

"By the front door. I'll show you out."

They walked through to the front door, Sarah putting on a t-shirt to at least partly protect her modesty. Amy fished her phone out of her handbag and saw that she had four missed calls and a text from James, all in the last hour. She fired off a quick text back to let him know she was on her way home, the night out had gone on longer than expected.

When Amy bent over to put on her shoes, she noticed the marks on her wrists from the handcuffs. "Oh shit, how am I going to explain these to him?" she asked Sarah.

"It's ok, just say you scratched yourself on a hedge or something... he's a man, he won't notice."

“Maybe…” Amy paused. Rushing out like this wasn’t how she’d envisaged ending the night, it felt wrong… it wasn’t how she wanted to leave things with Sarah. “I… I’m not sure what to say. That was crazy.” She smiled and then shrugged.

Sarah smiled back then leaned in to kiss Amy… a kiss that threatened for a moment to make it very, very hard for Amy to leave. Gentle, soft, everything that kissing a woman was and kissing a man was not.

Through supreme force of will Amy ended the kiss, stood with her forehead pressed against Sarah’s, their arms around each other. “I guess… if we don’t do this again, thank you…” Amy whispered.

“We both know we’re doing this again,” was Sarah’s whispered reply, emphasised by her lips brushing Amy’s again.

“I’ve… I have a boyfriend.” Said as much for Amy’s own benefit as for Sarah’s, and it didn’t stop her kissing Sarah again briefly. She wanted Sarah so badly, she realised… a feeling she’d not had about anyone for years. It felt worryingly like that magic when start dating someone you really like.

“He doesn’t ever need to know. Amy… you know this was too good to never try again. You owe it to yourself.” She paused and a wicked grin crossed her face. “And you promised… next Wednesday.”

"I... " Amy had thought she was joking. "Really, that was real? I... thought that was just part of what we were doing?"

"You promised..." Sarah repeated, with a smile. “Here at 6.30pm shall we say?”

"Yes... yes I can do that. I don't break promises." Nor, in that moment, stood so intimately with Sarah, the woman who’d just made love to her like no one had ever made love to her before, did she have any desire to break that promise either. It was the excuse that her conscience needed.

"Good. One thing, let's keep what we did here between us. No need for either of us to tell anyone, agreed?"

Amy nodded. Yes, she definitely wasn't going to tell a soul, she thought. She knew that wasn't how this worked.

Walking down the street Amy's mind was reeling. She couldn't really process what had just happened… she could feel whatever this was with Sarah spiralling out of control, and she felt helpless to do anything about it.


Chapter 13


The next morning Amy was woken by her alarm, going off at the usual early hour to tell her to go to the gym. Rolling over she silenced it, and as James stirred sleepily he wrapped his arm around her, pulling her in for a cuddle.

At his touch the memories of the night before came crashing back, and if it had been light enough, and he'd been awake enough, James would have seen her cheeks tinged with arousal remembering what had happened… remembering Sarah.

"Morning beautiful," he murmured. "Good night last night?"

"Hmmmm..." she replied sleepily. "Late night."

"Where did you go?"

"Drinks, then dinner, then more drinks,” she lied. “It was good. Ended up just me and Sarah in the end."

"Oh, really? I'll get jealous..." he teased, wrapping his arms tighter around her and giving her a soft kiss on her neck.

"You wish..." she joked back, realising as she said it quite how uncomfortably close to the truth he was… if he only knew what she’d been up to it would have fuelled his fantasies for a lifetime.

He kissed her again, then rolled over to kiss her properly which she returned hungrily… or more, the pretence of hunger, Amy automatically shifting into dutiful girlfriend mode while her mind grappled with what the night before meant. “I missed you last night," he whispered.

"Me too."

"Do you have to rush to work?"

"No..."

Amy knew she should be feeling some all-consuming guilt about what she'd done, because it was starting to feel like she was crossing from ‘oops I had a one night stand with my boss’ territory to something altogether more significant, but put simply she didn't.

Yes, she felt some guilt, of course she did, but overwhelmingly she felt giddy at the memory of what Sarah had done to her, how she'd so expertly taken Amy to the heights again and again, touching her in ways that she'd never felt before. But it wasn't just that Sarah had made her orgasm more times than she could count, more times easily than she'd ever managed before in an evening in her life, as much it was the times in between.

It was the way that Sarah had taken charge, the way in which Amy had so willingly taken on that role… it was the way that from the moment she entered Sarah’s bedroom to when she left it hours later Sarah had continuously built her pleasure and sustained it… it was the way that it was so easy between them, an interpersonal chemistry that you couldn’t fake and you couldn’t force… it was the way that Sarah had given her a night that no lover, not James, not either woman in her past either, had come remotely close to.

It was the way that Sarah was the first person she thought about waking up that morning, and the last person she thought about when she closed her eyes last night… but more than that, Amy realised, she had been Amy’s first and last thought every day since that first encounter in her apartment.

It had only been one night, well two if you counted the week before, but she knew that she was addicted to Sarah already. It had been the fuck of her life, coming out of nowhere, and it left her breathless just remembering it. And... it sounded cynical but it could only help her career. A win-win.

"How about," she went on to suggest, "You lie back and let me take care of you..."

She knew that after her night had only finished in the early hours there was no way she needed to be touched again before work, particularly not James’s more clumsy efforts after experiencing the gentle delicacy of Sarah, but that didn't matter to her. As Amy got on all fours and took James in her mouth, it felt like the right thing to do to make what little guilt there was go away...

***

An hour later Amy had just put her clothes in a locker in her gym changing rooms when a familiar figure came walking through the door, getting ready for her own workout. She spotted Amy, did a quick double take, then walked over smiling.

"Good morning," Sarah said. "How are you today?"

Amy felt herself blushing, as she replied, "I'm good thanks, you?" As suave responses to the person you’d spent the night before with Amy thought it left a lot to be desired. She had to fight every fibre of her being to stop herself leaning over to kiss Sarah, catching herself just in time.

"Very good thank you. A bit tired!" A pause, then "Oh," she said a bit louder as another colleague walked past. "Were you out late last night?"

Amy’s tired brain took a moment to catch on, but Sarah's own look told Amy quickly of the need to be discrete. Of course, Amy realised, I need to act professionally as if she's a partner and I'm an associate, not as anything else, not in public, and it needs to be instinctive.

"Yeah, a few drinks, hanging out with a friend, another drink, one of those nights. It was 1am by the time I headed home."

Sarah smiled. "Sounds like a good night?"

"It was a great night..."

"Good. I had a pretty quiet evening myself, mostly spent it in my flat."

"Oh... good night though?"

Sarah looked around to check that no one could see her. Seeing that the coast was clear she reached a hand out to take Amy's hand and said, "Really, really fantastic.” She paused and Amy wondered if she might kiss her regardless… God, did Amy want that, colleagues be damned. “Really fantastic." She let go again. "I'll see you through there?"

"Sure." A one word answer that hid the elation inside that Amy felt to know that Sarah had enjoyed the night as much as she had. She'd had the residual worry that maybe it had been something that wouldn't be repeated, that she'd not done what she needed, that she’d failed the test, and that validation meant everything. With a spring in her step Amy walked through and started to run on one of the treadmills.

A few minutes later she saw that Sarah had taken one of the treadmills in the row in front, diagonally across from Amy. It must have been deliberate because Amy had a fantastic view, and as she ran she couldn't take her eyes off watching Sarah run, looking at her legs and remembering having her head between them only a few hours before, looking at her back and remembering holding her arms around it, feeling the muscles as Sarah fucked her powerfully with the strap-on, looking at her chest rising and falling and imagining what it would be like to lick and bite her nipples as Sarah had done to her.

She finished her run and needed to go and take a cold shower afterwards to calm down before heading to work. As she walked she was in a daze, thinking of nothing but Sarah making love to her again and again the night before, and wondering how she could contrive to get Sarah to do the same things to her again as soon as was possible… next Wednesday felt too long.

What had last night done to her?

***

Amy had thought that as the working day wore on there’d be something from Sarah, some little message, some little sign, something to tell her that Sarah was thinking in the same way about her. The night before felt like they’d crossed a boundary, it felt significant… felt like more than simply honouring Amy’s part of a deal.

But... nothing.

She found that she couldn’t focus on her work, whether from exhaustion or her inability to stop thinking about Sarah she didn’t know, but it was easily her most unproductive day ever.

Amy tried hard not to feel deflated and realised something that in hindsight was obvious… there would always, professionally, be a before last night and an after last night.

Before, an email in her inbox from Sarah would have been an email from Sarah. Something to read, act on if need be, entirely professional.

After, no chance. After, it would always be something that, even if nothing ever happened between them again, would take her back to Sarah’s sofa, to Sarah’s bedroom, to the indescribable pleasure that Sarah gave her.

After, every time, it would be a reminder of what her and Sarah had done that night, and Amy realised that one way or another she was going to have to deal with that.

Amy walked home that night, thankfully earlier than usual, with her mind still unable to stop imagining Sarah doing all those things to her again. Interspersed with that was worry... worry that maybe Sarah did that all the time with everyone and wouldn't do that again with her, worry that she needed to get her head back in the game for James, worry that she'd misread Sarah earlier and that actually that hand squeeze in the gym was her way of telling her thanks for last night but no thanks.

Amy got home to an empty flat and a message from James saying he'd be home in half an hour. She knew exactly what she needed. By the time he'd got back a bottle of wine was open, Amy was dressed in her sexiest casual clothes, and within half an hour of that the wine was forgotten as they made frantic love on their sofa, not making it as far as the bedroom.

James seemed taken aback by her sudden heightened libido, particularly after their start to the day, but he certainly didn’t complain. Amy obviously didn’t say anything, her passion heightened by the guilt she felt.

The only problem as far as she was concerned, and she didn't think of it as much of a problem, was that as he made love to her she closed her eyes and imagined it was Sarah instead. When she climaxed it was fine, but nowhere near the heights of the night before.

Not even close.


Chapter 14


On the Friday morning Amy decided to start getting to know some of Sarah's other mentees. One of them, Rebecca, worked in another team on her floor and she knew her from chatting in the communal kitchen so Amy approached her to suggest coffee… but, with a knowing smile, Rebecca suggested a drink after work that night instead. Not a bad idea thought Amy, maybe after a drink or two I can find out what the real deal is with Sarah, work out what angles I’m missing.

Amy also wanted to make sure that she didn't get to the weekend without talking to Sarah again, even if just informally. She didn't want to leave anything awkward hanging over that time, as much for her own benefit in the hope that she could put her mind at ease.

Late afternoon Sarah solved the problem for Amy, messaging her to ask her to come to her office. Amy walked the short walk to her department with butterflies in her stomach, one of those moments where she realised that it was all in play… she was terrified that Sarah was about to fire her as a mentee and all that that would mean.

Sarah's door was open already, but Amy knocked anyway and Sarah looked up from her desk, giving Amy a broad smile when she saw who it was. Phew, thought Amy. That's a good start.

"Come in," said Sarah. "Close the door and come and take a seat," gesturing to her conference table. This time Amy had no qualms about sitting down as Sarah came to sit opposite her.

“You asked to see me?" Amy said.

"Yes," replied Sarah in professional mode. "I thought we should have a proper mentor chat, just a quick one. Have you got time?"

"Uh... sure." Amy had been expecting a different sort of conversation with the door closed, but of course Sarah was nothing if not experienced and Amy reminded herself that this was, after all, primarily about helping her career, not sleeping with Sarah.

"Project Neptune aside, how’s work going at the moment? Is there anything else you're wanting to focus on or change?”

It was a great conversation starter. Soon half an hour had gone by as they talked about the work that Amy had been doing, how she could try and manage upwards a bit more, that sort of thing, before homing in on Project Neptune. It was eye opening for Amy to get Sarah’s perspective on how she should transition to focusing on it… there was a lot that had already been discussed, but Sarah was invaluable when it came to the politics, particularly in understanding what each partner was really motivated by and how to handle them.

As they wound the conversation up, Amy took a deep breath. Even during the work conversation she'd not been able to stop thinking at various inconvenient moments about Wednesday night, and Amy found herself focusing in at least once on Sarah’s mouth, remembering deep inside how Sarah had made her feel. “Can we talk about the other thing briefly?"

Sarah smiled and didn’t look in the slightest bit surprised. "Of course. Are you ok?"

"Yes, very much.” Here goes, Amy thought. “I... my boyfriend plays rugby tomorrow all afternoon and... if you're free... I could maybe come over? I mean if you'd like."

Sarah stood up and walked over to her desk, leaning back on it as she looked back over at Amy. Her instinct to put distance between them didn’t really bode well for the answer to her question, Amy thought. “I'm really flattered, honestly..."

Oh no, thought Amy. Here it comes. She felt the colour draining from her face as she prepared for the big letdown. Please, she thought, please, please don't deny me that experience. Even just once more in my life. She realised she'd even beg if she had to… she needed another night with Sarah.

"...you enjoyed Wednesday night then I take it?"

Amy felt herself blushing. "Yes," she said quietly.

"How are you wrists by the way?"

Amy knew her face had gone bright red. She showed her wrists to Sarah, some marks still showing. "Getting better. You were right, my boyfriend hasn't noticed."

Sarah smiled. "Good. About tomorrow, do you remember I go back to my family for the weekends so I won't be around? I'm getting the train home in about an hour."

Amy nodded.

"Are you looking forward to next Wednesday though? I hope you remembered your promise?"

Amy let out a sigh of relief. "Yes, I do." She smiled. "I can't wait."

Sarah smiled back. "Neither can I. I’d like to see you first, just you and me, then we can go out to meet the other mentees at a bar. Introduce you to them properly.”

“Just you and me first?” Amy paused, wanting to clarify. “I’m not… well, I’m not into doing what we did with your other mentees too later though…” A vision of Sarah sat as some sort of sapphic queen while her mentees writhed around her came into Amy’s head.

Sarah laughed. “Don’t worry! Socially. You and me at my flat first… enjoying each other’s company. Then socially to meet them.”

“Ah, ok.” Amy grinned nervously. For a minute there she’d felt this all escalating even faster than before. But, really, it was already escalating fast enough as it was…


Chapter 15


Amy met Rebecca in a bar near work and they instantly hit it off. While they both knew a lot of people in common, and knew each other well enough already to say hello if they saw each other in the street, they'd never had more than a few minutes’ conversation, often with other people around. Talking one-to-one Amy knew very quickly that she'd made a friend.

Talking about their respective backgrounds it turned out that Rebecca was also a lacrosse player when she was younger, following a similar path of playing at private school then playing for her university. As they were similar ages, they compared notes on matches and opponents, and before long had worked out that for three or four years in a row they'd played on opposite sides when their schools met. Neither could remember who had bragging rights from winning those matches, or maybe one of them did but was just too polite to bring it up, but either way it was something they firmly had in common.

Moving on to gossip about work, they exchanged stories about some of their colleagues and speculated about some of the intrigues among the partners. Who was gunning for who, who would get shuffled to one side, who'd get the big jobs, all of these got discussed.

This brought the conversation along nicely to mentoring. Tiptoeing around the subject, unsure how much of her mentoring experience so far went unspoken, she simply said, "I'm really pleased that Sarah has agreed to mentor me. How have you found it? Any tips?"

Rebecca had been promoted the year before, unusually soon in her career, to the level above Amy and presumably Sarah had some influence on that. Rebecca confirmed as much, though she emphasised the point that it was hard work too. She also gave Amy some helpful tips on how to get the best out of Sarah and the other mentees, ideas about how Amy could mention some of the other mentees to her management at the right time, that sort of thing.

Laughing, Rebecca said, "And as for Sarah, well, she's a force of nature, isn't she?"

Amy laughed along, not entirely sure whether Rebecca was getting at the same meaning that Amy would have had. “She really is from what I've seen so far."

"Oh, trust me, she really is. You've not seen the half of it yet, I'm sure." She paused, then with a quieter voice said, "You went to her flat last week, didn't you?"

"You know about that?" replied Amy, surprised and getting a little flustered.

"Of course, I was invited but got stuck at work.”

“Not a problem, the others got stuck at work too."

Rebecca raised an eyebrow. "Did they? Interesting. So just you and Sarah?"

Amy felt herself blushing. "Ummm… yes. We went for dinner and then headed back to her place for a drink after."

Sensing there was more to it than Amy's description, Rebecca reassured her, "Don't worry, we've all been there. Look... I'm not going to ask what happened, that's between you and her but... well, we've all been in your shoes at some point. It can be pretty intense to start with."

Amy looked at Rebecca for a second, trying to judge what she'd just hinted at. She decided to take the plunge. "You... I'm going to put this the wrong way, but... you did what comes after the drink too?"

"Probably not the same, but yeah. I did."

"You still do that?"

"Of course, not as often as at the start though. I maybe spend the evening with her once a month on average, but it might be nothing for three months, it might be three times in a week. It depends on what we're both up to." She paused. "You had a good night last week? No regrets? Because you really can back out, people have done in the past."

Amy nodded. “I saw her again on Wednesday.”

Rebecca smiled knowingly, and said, "It's fine. It really is. It's an arrangement that works for everyone. Have you noticed something about the other mentees?"

Amy thought for a minute. "All lawyers?" she laughed. The obvious answer.

Nodding and grinning, Rebecca said, "Well there is that... but what else?"

"I don't know, I give up."

"Well, she has a type. Female. At least an 8 out of 10. Sporty but feminine. Straight. Or at least straight to start with…”

Amy thought about it and realised she was right. Rebecca herself was easily a 9, around five foot ten with great physique, beautiful face, feminine haircut showing off her long, dark blonde hair. And the others, from what she knew of them, were similar. In many ways Amy felt honoured to fall into that category, though at the back of her mind she did start to wonder whether the lunch where she'd pitched to Sarah had been as much a beauty parade as anything.

"With the drinks the other week," Amy asked. "You promise you and they were invited?"

"Yes, that was real. It's not like Sarah's a predator or anything. The whole arrangement is entirely optional. I guess she gave you the talk about helping each other out?"

Amy smiled. "Yes, speaking in euphemisms. It seemed like a conversation that she'd had before?"

"Oh, trust me she has. I'll let you into a secret, with me I went out for dinner with her to be introduced to the other mentees. Great meal, great evening, but she somehow contrived to have something to show me at her flat at the end of the dinner and the other mentees knew enough not to try to come back with us. And... well... my evening went from there."

"You've got a boyfriend?"

"I did, but not anymore. It makes it easier, and, well, without saying too much let's just say that I re-thought my life decisions and decided that maybe I was into something that I hadn't thought I was in to."

"Women?"

"Exactly. I date women now. To be honest, Sarah opened my eyes. But... that was just me. The others are still with boyfriends, so it's not like you join Sarah's group and suddenly become a bull dyke, get tattoos and shave your head or anything."

That made Amy laugh. Rebecca was about as far from that stereotype as it was possible to be.

"How about you?" asked Rebecca. "Boyfriend?"

"Yeah, for a long time now. We live together."

"That'll make it harder when Sarah wants to spend time together, but I guess you can make it work?"

Amy took a deep breath. It had moved so fast from a one off to say thank you for the project to actively assuming that yes, she’d see Sarah in that way again. “I guess so. Have you got any tips?"

"Just two... first of all, she's the boss. Don't even try to take charge or do anything that she doesn't want to do. It won't work. You have to be prepared to be the submissive partner at all times. If you can do that then it's great."

Amy nodded. "I got that feeling so far anyway..."

"I'm sure you have!" Rebecca laughed. "And second... don't fall in love. Sarah is a force of nature, and she's very charismatic. It would be easy to fall for her. But remember this, she's married. She has kids. She won't leave them for you. No chance. Do you remember Kate in my department?"

"Yes, I think so."

"Why do you think she left the firm?"

"I don't know. Why?"

"She was being mentored by Sarah. They were doing the things that Sarah likes to do. But she fell hard for Sarah. Really hard. She dumped her boyfriend and turned up on Sarah's doorstep one day while her family were staying up in London with her. It didn't go well. So, she ended up having to leave the firm. It wasn't Sarah's fault, they just realised she'd crossed a line and there was no coming back."

That gave Amy pause for thought. She'd been so focused on the positives, the win-win, that she hadn't thought about the downside. Not a problem though, she thought to herself, I've got James and I'm not going to fall in love. This will be fine… this is a business arrangement with benefits, that’s all.


Chapter 16


Fast forward to Wednesday night, at just after six Amy was waiting downstairs in her office building. She'd been out shopping over the weekend and dropped a small fortune on a new work dress, the sexiest lingerie she could find of which James had been very appreciative when she'd given him a preview on Sunday night, and a killer pair of high heels to go with the dress, and it felt good being able to wear them that night. She'd also put on some light make-up and arranged her hair to make the best possible impression.

As she waited, she felt butterflies in her stomach. She didn't have the faintest idea what the night might bring, and part of the fun of the last few days had been imagining what might happen. What were they going to do before the evening out at Sarah's flat? How about after? Did she have plans for that? And where would the other mentees all fit in?

She'd slept with James three times since finding out the details of her Wednesday night, and every time she'd closed her eyes and imagined it was Sarah, whether that was when James went down on her, when James was on top of her, or even when she'd surprised him by suggesting doggystyle for maybe the first time ever… being on her hands and knees, being able to imagine it was Sarah taking her hard, she didn't mind that one bit. Of course, he didn't manage to take her anywhere near the heights that Sarah had managed the previous week, but as something to keep her going until round three it was enough.

Sarah came downstairs at 6.15 precisely, and near to the office was professional and courteous, speaking to her exactly as a partner should speak to one of their associates. Amy could tell, though, that underneath there was some excitement on Sarah's part and as the distance from the office increased so did the friendliness and flirtiness of the conversation.

As they neared the flat, Sarah turned to Amy and said, "I know we've not talked about it properly yet but... last time at my flat. Were you ok afterwards? You got home safely?"

Amy wasn't quite sure how to answer. The truth was complex, but maybe now wasn't the time for complexity. "I... yes I was ok, the walk home was fine and..." She trailed off, looking for the right words. What could she say? That she'd got undressed, climbed in to bed, cuddled up to the man that she loved, and fallen into a deep sleep? That she'd been woken by her alarm and the memory of what had happened, in the cold, sober light of day, had come crashing back? That she'd felt like she should feel guilty, but she didn't, not really? That instead she'd felt empowered, that she'd taken control of her career? That she felt good to have slept with Sarah, that Sarah had unlocked something in her that she hadn't even known was there? That she'd spent every spare waking minute since then wondering how she could get Sarah to do that to her again?

No. She needed to keep this simple. "...and, well, I'd enjoyed the night. A lot."

Sarah stopped walking and looked at her. "It's ok, I understand it's complex," she replied, as if reading Amy's mind. "I enjoyed the night too. A lot."

They started walking again. As they arrived at Sarah's building, Amy couldn't think how to properly phrase the question weighing on her mind, so just asked, "What are we... I mean... now, going to your flat before going on... what's going on?"

Sarah smiled enigmatically. "A one-to-one mentoring session?"

"But, like, what do you mean by that?" replied Amy as the lift arrived at her floor. As Sarah exited the lift and walked down the hall to her front door Amy stopped by the open lift door. "I'm really confused."

Turning back to look at Amy as she put her key in the door, Sarah simply replied, "You'll need to come over here if you want to find out."

Sighing in frustration, Amy walked quickly down the hall and through the front door that Sarah had left open. Closing the door behind her she stepped through the short hall into the open plan living room of Sarah's flat.

Sarah was standing there, in her work dress and high heels, looking at Amy with an entirely different look to earlier. Gone was the professional demeanour, to be replaced with something much more basic, something filled with desire. Sarah took the few short steps over to Amy and kissed her passionately. Amy, once she was over her initial surprise, kissed her back hungrily, her arms reaching for Sarah as Sarah backed Amy into the wall behind her.

"God... I've wanted to do this since roughly two seconds after I watched you working out at the gym last week," Sarah whispered between kisses. "I want you now."

Amy moaned softly as they continued to kiss. Sarah took both of Amy's hands in hers and pushed them over her head, pinning Amy's arms to the wall. "I'm going to touch you right here, right now," whispered Sarah. "Is that ok?"

Amy just nodded and kissed Sarah again. Keeping one hand to hold Amy's wrists against the wall, Sarah moved her other downwards, sliding down Amy's front before putting her hand underneath Amy's dress and sliding her hand back up to touch Amy's lingerie.

"You wore that for me?" asked Sarah.

"Yes," whispered Amy.

"Good..." as Sarah then slid the underwear to one side and touched Amy, quickly sensing her arousal and sliding two fingers in to her. Amy moaned loudly, and Sarah leaned down to kiss Amy's neck while she finger fucked Amy hard. Amy opened her eyes to get her bearings and caught sight of the two of them reflected in the floor-to-ceiling window on the wall opposite, Amy pinned, her left leg pushed out to the side, dress hitched up, Sarah pressed up against her, Sarah's hand between her legs and arm moving back and forth, both balanced on their high heels. She felt sure that having the reflection there was no accident, but she didn't care… the sight of that quickly pushed her over the edge and she came hard, the orgasm jolting through her and leaving her moaning while Sarah slowed down but kept touching her through the heights.

Sarah leaned her head on Amy's shoulder, letting go of her wrist, and started laughing. "That...," she joked, "was hot. You enjoy the view?"

"Yeah... that was no accident, was it?"

"Of course not."

A few moments passed, then Amy asked, "How long have we got until we meet the others?"

"About 45 minutes."

"Plenty of time... I can return the favour if you'd like?"

Sarah smiled. "If you'd like to?"

"I would..."

"Come with me," Sarah replied, taking Amy by the hand and leading her through to the bedroom. When they got in there Sarah pulled Amy in to kiss, and they fell on to the bed, bodies pressed against each other, hands exploring each other through their dresses.

Quickly, Amy reached for the zip at the back of Sarah's dress and undid it, then sat back to pull her dress off. Wasting no time, she undid Sarah's bra, then slid down Sarah's underwear leaving her naked save for her high heels. "Keep the heels on," she whispered to Sarah between kisses. Sarah only responded by kissing Amy back harder.

Amy slid her hand down between Sarah's legs and found that she was more than ready for Amy to take things further. She started to touch Sarah and Sarah responded by moaning softly into Amy's mouth.

"Where do you keep the strap-on?" asked Amy.

Sarah's eyes widened in surprise, her face flushed. "In the drawer just there... why?"

"I think you know why," laughed Amy as she stood up and walked over to the drawer. "I'll give you a choice, I can keep my clothes on or take them off. Which do you want?"

"Whatever gets you back here quickest... keep them on."

Amy looked in the drawers and found the strap-on. She'd never worn one before but could see how it was supposed to work, so she slipped the harness on, causing her dress to ride up, and tightened the straps so that it was on tight. "How does this look?" she asked Sarah, checking herself out in the mirror. It looked surreal seeing this large, fake cock protruding from her over her dress, but looking down she felt strangely powerful. She was going to enjoy this.

"So... fucking... hot... you need to get back over here now."

Amy walked slowly over and climbed back on to the bed. "You said natural lubrication works best so, crawl over here and suck it."

Sarah looked like she was shocked to be told what to do. Amy was very conscious that she was pushing the dynamic here, that Sarah was someone who insisted on being in charge, that she was ignoring Rebecca's warning, but she'd had a hunch that maybe, just maybe, there was a side to Sarah that might just prefer the roles to be reversed from time to time. And if she pushed it too far then she'd just apologise to Sarah and revert to Sarah being the boss.

"I don't think that's necessary, I've taken that before."

Amy smiled seductively. "It may not be necessary, but if you want me to fuck you with this then you'll do that first."

Sarah lay, not moving for a few seconds. Amy though to herself that she'd gone too far here, that she'd blown it. Just as she was about to apologise and go back to doing whatever Sarah wanted, Sarah rolled over and, going on all fours, crawled across the bed to where Amy was stood and took the cock in her mouth, proceeding to give an inspired, pretend blowjob all while keeping eye contact with Amy. The sight of Sarah doing that naked save for her heels triggered all sorts of emotions in Amy, the overwhelming one of arousal followed by wonder at what new dynamic she might have unlocked here.

After a few minutes, Amy said, "Enough. Now lie down." Sarah did as she was told, lying back down with her legs parted. For Amy the sight was incredible, Sarah's toned body and those heels still on her feet.

"I'm going to fuck you now... just tell me if it's too hard, ok?" Sarah just nodded in reply.

Amy positioned the strap-on at Sarah's entrance, then slid into her, repeating Sarah's trick from the week before of sliding in by a few inches, giving her time to adjust, then going further. Sarah gasped as the full length finally slid into her, and as she did Amy kissed her deeply, tongue reaching for Sarah's who willingly kissed her back.

"Is this ok?" asked Amy.

"More than ok..."

Amy started to slide in and out, setting a slow but firm pace. After a couple of minutes Sarah suggested that she change position slightly to better hit the spot, and almost immediately it paid dividends, Sarah starting to moan and then building quickly to climax hard, her arms wrapped around Amy, pulling Amy into her. Amy copied Sarah's trick of gently fucking her through the orgasm which had the desired effect of drawing it out as long as possible.

As she came back down from the heights, Sarah said to Amy, "You can stop now... that's too much."

"Too much?" teased Amy. "We've still got twenty minutes."

"What do you have in mind?"

"Come with me," replied Amy, climbing off the bed and holding out her hand to Sarah. Sarah took it and Amy led Sarah through to the living room and over to the sofa. "Knees on the ground, and lie on your front on the seat," she said, gesturing at the cushions.

Sarah paused and looked at her uncertainly. "Are you telling me what to do?"

Amy smiled. "Yes, absolutely. Unless you'd like to stop?"

She saw the indecision across Sarah's face. She moved as if to walk away, but then Sarah dropped to her knees on the floor and leaned down on the seat of the sofa. Looking back over her shoulder, she made eye contact with Amy. The look was impossible to read. It could have been arousal. It could have been anger. It could have been anything.

Amy decided to take the chance, dropping to her knees behind Sarah and repositioning the strap-on at her entrance. Sarah's ass looked incredible at that angle, and Amy couldn't resist slapping it a couple of times. Sarah's head snapped around and shot Amy a look of warning, but Amy smiled sweetly back.

Then she slid, firmly, into Sarah. Sarah gasped and, after a few seconds to adjust, Amy started to fuck her not roughly, but certainly less gently than before. She could tell that Sarah was responding, and so Amy decided to push her luck. Amy reached first for one, then for the other of Sarah's arms, bringing them behind her back, and held her wrists with one of her hands. Both times Sarah resisted initially, but not, Amy thought, quite as much as she could have. Sarah immediately responded, the moans getting slightly louder. Interesting... thought Amy, she likes being restrained like that.

Trying something else, something that men had tried with her before to not much success, she used her spare hand to reach for Sarah's hair, pulling it into a ponytail then pulling back lightly so that Sarah needed to arch her back. She looked at their reflection in the floor-to-ceiling windows and saw that Sarah was doing the same, their eyes making contact. Quickly, very quickly, an orgasm shook through Sarah, one that had her screaming in pleasure, her back arching even more as Amy gave a little bit more of a tug on her hair.

As she came down from the heights, Amy kept hold of her arms and her hair, slowly fucking her to keep the pleasure going until the tension from Sarah's body went and she rested down on the cushion.

It almost sounded like Sarah had gone to sleep, but after a few moments she murmured, "Can you let me go now?"

"Of course," said Amy softly, letting go of her wrists and her hair. "Was that good?"

Sarah rolled over on to her back, half on the sofa, her ass on the floor and legs spread. She looked at Amy with a look that mix unbridled lust and something else. "I... I can't... I don't know what that was?" Sarah stuttered back.

"I wanted to fuck you like you fucked me last week. I hope that was ok?"

"I... normally I'm the one in charge... I can't believe you did that... you... had me helpless..."

"It was ok?" replied Amy, suddenly worried that it had gone too far.

"Yes," smiled Sarah. "It was more than ok... I think... I just... I've never been submissive like that to someone before. Ever. Let alone one of my mentees. I'm... I need a minute to think."

"Of course, can I use your bathroom?"

"Sure, no problem… you don't need to ask. What's mine when you're here is yours."

Amy stood up and walked through to the bathroom, removing and cleaning the strap-on. She tidied herself up a bit, assuming that the night out was still happening, and saw that they had just about enough time to get there on time.

When she came out Sarah had got dressed again and likewise tidied herself up. She'd also regained her composure.

"Come over here," Sarah said. Amy knew that she was trying to reassert herself and didn't mind that at all, she'd enjoyed being submissive to her last week and would enjoy that again. But at least what had just happened gave her an inkling of a way to ensure that the dynamic between them was healthier that it could be if just trading submissive sex for help at work. A route to something more maybe. But she knew that she didn't want to be the dominant one in this, at least not all the time, she had a visceral need to experience again what she'd felt last Wednesday and that could only happen if Sarah was in charge.

Amy walked over and Sarah gave her a long, slow kiss. "That thing just now, we need to talk about it at some point. But not today. Focusing on our night out tonight, I've got something for you..." Sarah reached into her bedside drawer and pulled out a small, pink device. "This is a remote controlled vibrator, and you're going to wear it. I'll have the remote control."

Amy's eyes widened at this. "Is this because of what we just did?"

"No, I'd always had this planned. Well... maybe a little bit. I mean what you just did to me might make me dial it up a bit during the evening, but if that happens you've only got yourself to blame." She said this with a smile although Amy couldn't tell if she was joking or serious. "Can I put it in you?"

Amy nodded, and Sarah, sitting on the edge of her bed, lifted up Amy's dress, moved her underwear to the side, and slid the vibrator into her, putting her underwear back over it to keep it in place. Obviously, Amy could feel it inside her and touching her clitoris, but it was relatively unobtrusive.

"Is it loud?" asked Amy.

"No, silent. Look," replied Sarah, reaching for the remote control and pressing a button. Amy felt a gentle sensation but heard nothing. "How does it feel?"

Amy swallowed, her arousal already building again. "Good," she managed to get out. "Is that it's most powerful?"

"Not close," teased Sarah. "For example..." and she pressed a button a few times. The sensation grew much more powerful, and Amy suddenly felt something building, much quicker than she'd normally expect. She let out a moan, but then Sarah pressed another button and it stopped. "I don't want anything happening too quickly."

"Please don't leave me hanging like that..." replied Amy.

Sarah smiled. "Oh, I really will. By the end of tonight you'll be in no doubt who's in charge..."


Chapter 17


It was only a few minutes’ walk to the bar, and as they left the flat Amy had to fight all her instincts to stop herself from holding Sarah's hand… it felt like the most natural thing to do after the intimacy that they’d just shared. As they walked they were flirting heavily still, though they dialled it down as they got closer.

Just before they arrived, Sarah stopped Amy and said, "Look, it's really important to remember that the other mentees have all been in your place at some point. All of them. But we don’t talk about it when we’re out as a group, and nor do we act like it, ok?” Amy nodded. “It’s just… it’s our common secret. I know my mentees talk to each other, that’s no problem. But as a group we’re out as a group of colleagues.”

"I'll follow your lead, don't worry."

"Good, now just one more thing..." and Sarah reached into her handbag. Amy immediately felt the low level buzz start up, a pleasant sensation but not necessarily one she could do with right now.

"Please... not right now," begged Amy.

"You should have thought about that when you did what you did to me on the sofa earlier," teased Sarah. "Who's in charge out of the two us?"

"You are."

"Right answer...", and she reached in again to turn it off. Then smiling, she said, "I guess we'll have to see how drinks go, won't we?"

When they walked into the bar Sarah’s other four mentees were already there. Sarah did a quick round of introductions, although as well as Rebecca Amy also already knew one of the others well enough to say hello to when she saw her. The other two she recognised but had never met, but they were all friendly and welcoming.

“Come, sit here,” Rebecca said, gesturing to the empty seat next to her.

Amy gladly took it while Sarah ordered drinks for the table… apparently these group nights out were entirely on her tab, and in no time at all Amy found herself with a strong, and delicious, cocktail in hand deep into the details of the home renovation that Rebecca was doing at the moment, another mentee called Joanna offering her thoughts too.

Glancing round the table Amy understood precisely what Rebecca had meant the previous Friday when she’d described Sarah’s type because every single one of the other mentees was, in Amy’s humble opinion, stunning… easily 9s, all relatively tall, all clearly sporty, all with good taste in clothes, hair and make-up. She suspected that as the evening went on there’d be a considerable amount of male attention to bat away.

Sarah looked over and smiled, then winked. Amy wasn’t sure what the wink meant at first, but then she saw Sarah’s hand go to her handbag and an unmistakable buzzing started between her legs.

Amy couldn’t help but sit a little straighter, let out a little gasp that she hid, because the buzzing was like a little jolt of extremely pleasurable electricity… it felt very, very good, but then just as she was getting used to it the buzzing eased off to what must have been one of the lowest settings.

It wasn't enough, would never be enough, to push her over the edge. But it was certainly enough to make her aroused. Amy shot a warning look over at Sarah, who simply smiled back sweetly before returning to her own discussion.

For the first few minutes Amy could still take part in the conversation about home renovations, but as the low level buzzing continued she found her mind wandering within herself, and could feel her cheeks going flushed. She was broken from her revery by Rebecca saying, "How about you, Amy? Have you had to do much to your place?”

“Oh… err… oh… no, a bit.” Amy realised that she’d been gradually drifting out of the conversation and forced herself back to it. “We needed to do some cosmetic stuff, exposing the brick walls, that sort of thing.” She paused as she felt a wave of pleasure, a genuine wave of pre-orgasmic delight, wash through her, it taking a supreme effort of will to keep it from showing on her face although she was glad of the dim lighting in the bar which she hoped hid the flush that she knew was growing on her neck. I need to deflect this, she thought. “Joanna, how about you?”

As Joanna talked, Amy's focused turned back inside where her arousal was rapidly building. She could feel that her nipples were hard, and she could tell when she dared a glance back over that Sarah had seen how aroused she was getting. Reaching under the table Sarah did something with her hand and the sensation increased significantly. Amy realised that Sarah must have taken the remote control out and put it somewhere more easily accessible. Amy felt a little jolt go through her and squirmed in her seat to cover it up. Then a second one, one where she couldn't help but briefly close her eyes out exhale through her mouth.

Opening her eyes again she saw Sarah glance at her with a hint of amusement, then do something under the table and the buzzing died down again to the lowest level. Amy regathered herself and forced herself to ignore the sensation between her legs and focus back in on the conversation.

Sarah stood and said to the table, “More drinks?” Amidst the chorus of yes pleases Amy realised that she’d barely touched hers. “Amy?”

“Oh, yes please,” replied Amy, flustered and quickly draining most of her cocktail in one go.

“We’ve got a big drinker here,” Joanna teased, grinning.

Amy laughed, pleased for the distraction from the sensation between her legs. “I’ll drink this one faster…”

Looking at Sarah she saw Sarah's eyes twinkling in amusement. “How about you come and help me, Amy?”

Amy stood with a little difficulty and followed Sarah over to the bar, round the corner from their table and just out of sight of the other mentees. Before ordering Sarah leaned close, reaching into her pocket. Amy felt a sudden jolt of pleasure roll through her.

"Are you enjoying it?" asked Sarah.

"Yes...," breathed Amy, unable to trust her voice as another spasm rocked through her.

"Do you want to climax?"

"Yes... but quickly... in case any of them come over.” Amy was desperate.

“Stood right here?”

“If need be.” The way that Amy was stood she was half-shielded from the other patrons… it was as discrete as she could get.

"Who's in charge? You or me?"

"You are. You always are. Please..."

"Right answer again," Sarah replied, dialling the remote control right up to what felt to Amy like its highest setting. Within seconds Amy felt the orgasm building, and she came, desperately trying to internalise it. She looked down and away, lifting her hand to her face, as her breathing grew rapid. She shifted her posture, her knees going weak but keeping her stood almost upright, her other hand holding on to the bar for support and, as the orgasm peaked, she let out a long, low moan, too quiet for anyone else to hear but loud enough for Sarah to notice. Amy knew that if someone had been watching her there was no way they would have missed the fact that she'd just orgasmed in public but glancing around no one had. Apart of course from Sarah.

Stealing a glance towards the table and seeing that the rest of their group were still sat down, Sarah reached a hand over and briefly squeezed Amy's hand. Amy glanced back at Sarah, her face flushed and her breathing still shallow. "Are you ok?" asked Sarah.

Amy shook her head in disbelief, a weak smile on her face. "There's a first time for everything... yes, but please give me a break now.”

"I'll think about it..." replied Sarah, her own arousal from having watched Amy do that crystal clear.


Chapter 18


For the rest of their time in the bar, to Amy's relief, Sarah kept the remote control safely hidden away in her bag.

Sarah insisted on paying the bill, and when they got up to go she turned to the five of them and said, "I know a good late night bar just down the road, it feels a bit early to be calling it a night I reckon… anyone keen?"

Amy looked around the group, not wanting to be the overly keen newbie. All but one of the others was keen, the only who wasn’t had an early morning meeting to present at, and so Amy said she’d come too… she’d been really enjoying the night, even setting aside Sarah’s naughty streak, and could tell that this was a community of like-minded women that she wanted to get to know more.

When they got to the late bar the music was thumping and there was a long queue to get inside. "Let me guess..." Amy said to Sarah with a grin for the broader group. "You know someone that can get us in?"

A couple of the others smiled knowingly but Sarah just winked at them and got her phone out. Within a minute someone in a suit had come out of the bar, spotted her, and came over to talk. He and Sarah talked for a minute or two, greeting each other like long lost friends, then he whisked them all past the queue, into the bar without paying, and straight to a table in the VIP area next to the dancefloor.

"Right ladies, what drinks are you having?" asked Amy. "I'll go to the bar."

"They do a mean mojito here," replied Sarah. "So that for me, if you're sure you don't mind buying?"

"Not a problem. Anyone else?”

"I'll trust Sarah's judgment… same for me please,” Rebecca replied, and the others went with it too… mojitos all round.

It was the sort of place where, with the music and the crowd, you needed to lean close to have any hope of getting heard. When Amy got back Sarah leaned close to her and said, "You seem to be fitting in well. Are you enjoying yourself?”

Amy smiled. "Yes, thank you so much for making me a part of this. It’s great.”

Sarah leaned back in and, Amy was sure, brushed her lips against Amy's ear as she did so in a way that wasn't strictly necessary. "My pleasure. Now... have you still remembered who's in charge? Or are you going to try to repeat your fun and games from earlier?"

Amy looked at her and could see that she was smiling, so Amy decided to tease her a bit. Leaning over, she brushed her lips against Sarah’s ear, subtly enough that none of the others would see, but enough that Sarah would know. “I think you enjoyed that earlier. Just a little. I think you might need someone to do that to you from time to time."

Sarah sat back and looked at her, a look that was impossible to read. Somewhere in there was arousal, but whether it was arousal at having someone argue back, or arousal thinking about what she'd do to Amy to put her back in her place, or arousal because yes, deep down, she wanted someone else to dominate her for a change, well, who could tell?

"I don't," Sarah replied slowly, shaking her head. "I'm the dominant one, I have to be. It can't work, this whole thing, if I'm not. You, the other mentees, I decide what we do."

"It sounds to me like you're trying to convince yourself..."

"I'll be honest, what happened earlier threw me. It was so far from what I normally do, no one has ever, ever done anything like that to me. You had me vulnerable and helpless, and that isn't something I do."

"And you enjoyed it..."

Sarah blushed. "I... I don't know what came over me. It's not me. Please, don't ever tell anyone. That's not the image I want others to have of me. It can be something that we did, just once, and is our secret. You're still learning, you'll appreciate soon enough our boundaries."

Amy just smiled back. "One hundred percent that's our secret. And look, I like you being in charge." She paused… having this sort of conversation shouted over the music wasn’t the easiest. “This is probably the drink talking, but what you did to me last week was unbelievable. I mean that. Unbelievable. I've never come close before to feeling what I felt with you. I can't stop thinking about it and wanting that again. Will you do that to me again? Soon?"

"Of course, I'd love to. But right now," she said, reaching into her handbag. "Right now, I need to remind you who is the boss."

With that the buzzing started again. Amy shifted slightly, welcoming now the feeling that the low setting gave her. Having orgasmed during dinner she knew she had some time to build up to another one, and she didn't mind having that sensation. Joanna leaned over to talk to Sarah and Amy sat back for a minute, enjoying the sensation.

Sarah stood up, and called, "Come on all of you, let's dance."

Rebecca shook her head. "Not for me, thanks, but you enjoy yourself. I'll hold the fort here." The other two demurred too, staying to keep Rebecca company.

"Your loss!" called Sarah as she led Amy to the dance floor.

As they started to dance, the pleasant buzzing started to build Amy's arousal again. She saw that Sarah had what was presumably the remote control in her hand, something that was confirmed when she clicked it, and Amy felt the buzzing step up several notches. They were out of sight of the others in the throng of people dancing, and Sarah took the opportunity to dance up close to Amy. Very close. Dancing pressed up behind her with hands on her waist close. She felt the buzzing go up several notches again and realised that, combined with the close proximity to Sarah, she had another orgasm building rapidly.

Amy couldn't trust herself to stay standing if that happened, so she quickly grabbed Sarah by the hand, shouted to her, "We need to go to the bathrooms. Now," and led her off in that direction. Befitting the up-market bar vibe the bathrooms were individual rooms with a toilet and their own sink, and Amy pulled Sarah into the first one they could find, locking the door behind them.

"I'm going to cum..." breathed Amy, looking at Sarah.

"Turn around and face the mirror," commanded Sarah. Amy did as she was told, while Sarah stood behind her. She held up the remote control. "You want to climax?”

Amy couldn't trust herself to speak. She just let out a moan, and then a second moan of slight disappointment as Sarah turned down the buzzing. "What are you doing?" she managed to get out between moans.

"Making it better," Sarah replied. She reached a hand round the front to stroke one of Amy's breasts through her dress, while kissing Amy on the neck. Amy just watched in the mirror, her arousal still building but the race to her orgasm slowed. Instead, she was right back in that same state of pleasure she'd spent so much of last Wednesday in, and it felt incredible.

Sarah used her other hand to bend Amy forward over the sink, then lifted up her dress. "This is for earlier," she whispered into Amy's ear as she spanked her several times on her bare ass. Amy could feel a heat between her legs like she'd never felt before. She needed desperately to have some release, this was insanely erotic.

"Now, I need you to go down on me."

Amy just looked into Sarah's eyes in the mirror in confusion.

"Trust me," continued Sarah. "This will be fun. Now on your knees."

Sarah leaned back against the sink, legs parted, and Amy did as she was told and dropped to her knees. The buzzing continued to drive her wild, and she hoped and prayed it wouldn't stop while she was looking after Sarah's needs. Lifting up Sarah's dress, Amy pushed her underwear to the side and buried her tongue between Sarah's legs, licking gently at first before building up her pace.

"Oh, that's good," said Sarah. "Even better than last week. You learn fast."

Her reward, it seemed, was for the intensity on the remote control to be turned up. Amy felt the buzzing grow and could feel, after several false starts, her orgasm building. She moaned between flicks of Sarah's clitoris with her tongue which seemed to push Sarah close, and before long Amy slid two fingers into Sarah to add to the stimulation.

Sarah turned the intensity of the buzzing up even further and Amy finally felt her orgasm crash through her, just as Sarah reached her own noisy climax, luckily drowned out by the music from the bar. As Amy came, she felt so depraved, kneeling down in the bathroom of a bar, her face having just been between the legs of another woman, her colleagues waiting by the dance floor, that the fierce buzzing triggered a second orgasm in quick succession.

Looking up at Sarah, she begged, "Please turn it off..."

"Oh, sorry." Sarah smiled, looking down at her. "Remind me, who's in charge out of you and I?"

"You are." Kneeling between Sarah’s legs like that on a cold bathroom floor, looking up as Sarah’s hand held her hair, she meant it too… there was only one person in this situation who was in charge here, and it certainly wasn’t Amy.

"Yes, I am." Sarah switched it off.

Amy stood up and kissed Sarah on the lips, and as they both recovered, they kissed slowly and gently, holding each other like their lives depended on it. Finally, Amy broke off the kiss and said, "We should get back to the others, they’ll be wondering where we are."

Sarah pretended to pout. "But we were just getting started..."

"Next time. If there is a next time?"

"Of course there's a next time," laughed Sarah. "Shall we work out where and when at work tomorrow?"

"Uh... sure, though I'm not sure what the boundaries are there."

"Don't worry, you'll work it out. You can always pop by my office, any time I'm free. And we don't have to talk work. But obviously with glass walls we can't do anything..."

Having taken a few moments to tidy themselves up, Sarah and Amy went back to find the others dancing. If any of them wondered or knew where they’d been they gave no hint.

***

It was only several hours later as Amy and Rebecca walked in the same direction to their respective homes that anyone let on.

“You enjoyed tonight?” Rebecca asked.

Amy nodded. “Yes, it was great getting to hang out with you all. It’s a really good group.”

“It is, but that’s not quite what I meant…” Rebecca stopped in the street and Amy did too. “I just wanted to reassure you that we’ve all been Sarah’s newest mentee at some point. We’ve all played her games…” She paused. “And if you ever need to talk about it, we’re all here.”

Amy felt herself blushing… had Rebecca and Joanna known what was happening while they talked earlier? Did they suspect where her and Sarah had gone at the late bar?

“It’s ok,” Rebecca continued. “You’re part of the club now, we’re here to help each other. Anyway… this is me.” She pointed at the building behind her and smiled. “Fancy a night cap?”

Amy thought for a second, utterly unable to read what Rebecca was asking… one read was literally ‘let’s hang out over another drink’, another was ‘let’s fuck’, and she didn’t have the faintest idea which it was.

Discretion seemed the best course of action, just in case… undeniably attractive as Rebecca was, and tempting as the thought was of seeing what it would be like with her, Amy didn’t feel like she needed to add another one-night stand with a woman into the mix, Sarah was more than enough, at least for now. And she didn’t want to misread it and cause a problem with Rebecca. But then a little part of her wondered what happened with the mentees… presumably some of them must have hooked up in the past without Sarah’s involvement? She realised that there was a lot she didn’t understand yet… a lot.

Not a question or a problem that she needed the answer to that night, though. More than anything Amy needed sleep.

“Very kind but I’ll pass, thank you.” She stepped forward and gave Rebecca a brief hug. “Thank you so much for being so welcoming tonight.”

“My pleasure. Our pleasure!” She grinned. “And welcome to the club.”


Chapter 19


“Ahh… I was beginning to wonder if you still existed?”

Amy grinned ruefully at Naomi’s joke, leaning over to hug both her and Lara before sitting down at the table.

“Still exist,” Amy replied. “At least…” She pretended to pinch her own arm as she looked between the two of them. “I think I do?”

Lara reached over and playfully pinched her too. “Yep, real… and on a week night?” She turned to Naomi. “This is a special occasion indeed…”

Amy smiled at her two best friends in the whole world… they’d been through thick and thin together in the ten years since they’d first met in Freshers Week back when they were eighteen. She knew them better, much better, than she knew even James, and they her. Their teasing was affectionate, without a doubt, but she felt slightly bad as it had been a couple of months since work had remotely allowed her the chance to see them properly.

Very quickly they settled into their normal conversation, Naomi telling them both about the guy she was seeing (no future but fantastic in bed so he’d do for now) while Lara had been having some issues with a colleague at work that she wanted to share.

It was normal, very normal, and felt to Amy almost like settling down under a warm blanket… it felt good after the chaos of the last few weeks.

“How about you, Amy?” Naomi asked. “How come you’re out of work before midnight? Last we saw you they were working you like a slave.”

Amy grinned. “I mean, you sign up for a US law firm you know what you’re getting, right?” She paused. “It’s not like I need any sympathy. But… yeah. It was getting ridiculous. So I did something about it.”

“Quit?” Lara joked.

“Not quite…” Amy did have to admit to herself that the thought had crossed her mind, in fact James had suggested it as a solution though she detested the idea that she would be the lower earning woman in their relationship. “I got myself a mentor.”

Naomi nodded her understanding. “Like, one of those schemes? Does it work for you? I’ve tried one at my work and it was rubbish.”

“It’s… I guess informal. I was clueless and one of my colleagues showed me the light. It’s pretty good… it’s a female partner who I trust, and it seems to be working.” She paused. “I approached her directly and she seemed to like my pitch.”

“So you had to go through an interview process? That sounds pretty intense.”

“No, much easier… we were getting lunch at the same time and I had fifteen minutes to convince her. She’s got a few other mentees too so I think she wanted to make sure I’d fit in with them. It’s great, I’ve moved off the late hours project and I’m going to get to travel soon over to LA.”

Naomi was nodding slowly. “That sounds so much better… and there’s a social element to it?”

You could say that, thought Amy, her mind wandering back to those nights in Sarah’s apartment, the nights that she was coming to realise had the potential to change everything. “Yeah, we’ve done dinner, she took me and her mentees out too… we’ve got a group dinner soon.” At least I think we do, Amy thought, though if it turns out to be like the last dinner, a two person event, she’d cope too… she realised that her cheeks were warm at the thought, and took a sip of wine to try to hide it.

Glancing at Lara she saw that Lara had noticed but had the good manners to look away, while Naomi was oblivious, warming to the theme. “You’ve got to tell me how you did it…”

Soon they were into a whole discussion about how to find the right people, moving on to how unfair it was that these opportunities weren’t obvious and so on. Amy was relieved to see that Lara seemed to have forgotten about her blushing when talking about her mentor, and before long they were gossiping about mutual friends.

“You remember the Princess?” Lara asked.

Amy felt her cheeks flush again, and glancing over at Naomi she saw the same reaction from her. Lara looked at them both then started laughing. “Sorry, I’d forgotten about that… of course you do. Anyway, I hear she’s getting married.”

“Married?” Amy raised a sceptical eyebrow. The Princess was the nickname for their old university lacrosse team captain Zoe… a stunningly beautiful, incredibly charismatic and inspirational leader who’d gone on to great things since university, but who’d had one weakness… she rather liked ending a night out with one of the team. The all-female team.

She’d worked her way through most of them, and neither Naomi nor Amy had been immune to her charms despite both being straight… there was something about Zoe that made you want to please her, made you feel lucky that she’d chosen you. Naomi had been first, a one night stand that she insisted to this day that she didn’t regret though never wanted to repeat, while Amy… that had been more complex.

“I wouldn’t have had her down as the marrying type…” Naomi said, grinning.

“Indeed…” Lara replied. “Though I always got the feeling that she literally didn’t care about labels, man, woman, whatever… quite liberated when you think about it.” She paused and a cheeky smile crossed her face. “Did she deserve the nickname?” Lara had been one of the few in their team to resist Zoe’s charms.

Princess. As in Pillow Princess, though Amy had only understood that part afterwards.

Her mind wandered back to that first night with Zoe… outside the nightclub, half drunk, cold, pressed up against a wall down a dark passageway, lips all over each other, bodies pressed together, then Zoe taking Amy’s hand and making it abundantly clear what she wanted Amy to do with it… Zoe’s shuddering climax at Amy’s touch a few minutes later so intensely hot.

Back to Zoe’s room, naked, insanely good kissing and touching, Amy going down on Zoe twice, two more shuddering climaxes but then… really, just sleep.

More nights together over the next few weeks, more of the same, Amy giving Zoe climax after climax, Zoe getting her close in return but not quite there until, finally, Amy had practically made Zoe pleasure her with her hand, that orgasm after weeks of not feeling so insanely good that Amy could almost feel it still to this day.

And then… Zoe had moved on, almost as if giving Amy pleasure bored her, and so had Amy. Not Amy’s first time sleeping with a woman, but her second, and her last time until Sarah.

Naomi grinned. “She did deserve it in my experience. But…” She looked at Amy. “You might be better qualified?”

Amy blushed. “I’d say… mostly deserved.” She smiled at both her friends. “Not entirely deserved though.”

“Well… good luck to her future husband. I wonder how they handle that dynamic?”

Amy looked at her two best friends as the conversation moved on. She’d not thought about her few week fling with Zoe properly in a while, nor indeed the previous time she’d slept with a woman, Naomi’s friend Imogen visiting them from Cambridge no less just a week before the Zoe night… but she had a sneaking suspicion that now they were in her head, particularly with whatever this really was with Sarah, it would take some time to forget them again.

***

At the end of the night Naomi headed off in one direction, her lover with no future’s bed calling to her, while Amy and Lara headed towards the Tube.

As they gave each other a goodbye hug, Lara looked intently at Amy.

“What?” Amy asked with a nervous smile.

“I know you well enough to know that there’s something big you’re not telling us.” She paused. “Are things ok with you and James?” Of course both Lara and Naomi knew all about James’s infidelity a while back, and Amy suspected they still weren’t entirely enamoured with her decision to take him back, but their respect for her outweighed their own opinions. “Or… just in general, you’re ok?”

I’m having the best sex of my life with my female boss and I’m terrified of James proposing to me and I’m questioning everything I thought I knew and you’ve just reminded me of the women I slept with before that I’d been trying not to remember, she thought… does that count as ok? “We’re all good. I’m all good,” Amy replied instead. She didn’t feel remotely ready to talk about the turn her life had taken, even with her best friends. Not quite yet.

Lara looked at her for a long few moments. “If there is anything, we’re here for you. Naomi and I. Whatever it is.”

Amy smiled. Lara knew her too well. “All in good time… I’ve got to run, but hopefully it won’t be anything like as long until next time?”

“No chance… we won’t take any excuses!”


Los Angeles

Three months later


Chapter 20


Amy moaned softly as she felt two fingers thrusting slowly in and out of her. Lying on her front naked, her hands bound together to the bedframe above her head, her legs spread wide, she felt kisses trail along her shoulders and neck while the hand not inside her had reached round to gently but firmly pinch and stroke her nipple.

She felt her lover's breasts on her back as a voice with a cute, West Coast accent said, "Roll over on to your back for me". Amelia? Emma? Something like that. Amy couldn't even remember her name.

Amy did as instructed, rolling over and looking up at a beautiful, Scandinavian face with blue eyes framed by tied back blonde hair. They kissed, their tongues playing against each other, and then her lover started to kiss lower, over her chest, over her abdomen, then further down until her tongue started to touch between Amy's legs.

Amy breathed out hard, a combination of a sigh and a moan, as she felt what she hoped was the first of many orgasms building until...

…"Amy, what are your thoughts?"

Snapping back into the room, Amy looked around the conference table and realised that everyone was looking at her. "I'm sorry, I was miles away."

"Oh, ok. It's just that when you sighed, I thought maybe you disagreed with what we're doing?"

"My bad," Amy replied with a placatory smile. "The jetlag has been brutal, but please... continue."

Glancing around the table she could see that attention had gone back to the main speaker rather than on her. Including the attention of Amelia or Emma, whatever she'd been called, with the beautiful, Scandinavian face and body to match. God, she was stunning. But also, probably, judging by the rock of an engagement ring on her left hand, one hundred percent straight and one hundred percent taken which, while Amy wouldn't do anything about it even if she wasn't, was still a shame.

Amy knew that she needed to focus on the meeting rather than staring at other women, that was the whole reason for her having flown thousands of miles to LA for the fortnight. But it was going to be difficult with such a distracting presence on the other side of the table.

***

It had been three months since Amy started her informal mentoring arrangement with Sarah and it had really started to yield dividends.

Project Neptune was proving to be everything that Amy hoped it would be… the late night rushes had evaporated, allowing her to leave work at a normal time each day and, for the first time in years, actually regularly get a proper night's sleep. And she had the opportunity for much greater exposure to management and clients, with business travel thrown in too. This fortnight long trip to LA was her third already although easily her longest, and Amy was particularly grateful for her US passport that let her jump the worst of the immigration queues at LAX each time she arrived.

Even better, though, was that the Friday before travelling to LA Amy had found out that she had been shortlisted for promotion, shorthand for don't screw up and you'll be promoted this year, a whole year earlier than would be normal for her experience and level, with the promise of significantly more pay and more responsibility as well as a place on the future partner fast-track.

Things were looking good.

Sarah had far too much class to even remotely hint at having a hand in any of that, and she was so good at what she did that very likely no one else could tell if she had, but Amy knew, deep down, that it was her hand behind the shortlist just like it had been for Project Neptune. Amy was incredibly grateful, it made such a difference having someone watching your back like that and was exactly why she had sought out this informal arrangement in the first place.

Of course, there was the quid pro quo. After some initial hesitation and uncertainty about the arrangement, Amy was now meeting up regularly for sex with Sarah, usually at Sarah's flat, usually mid-week as Sarah was with her family at weekends.

It was probably running at twice a week on average and had continued on the course of Sarah being the dominant partner and Amy doing whatever Sarah wanted. To be honest, even though Amy had never had that sort of dynamic before she did not mind that one bit… it seemed a fair exchange for the help at work to be submissive to Sarah and it was the best sex of her life by a country mile. A large part of her secretly liked to be submissive like that, though Amy also had a competitive streak from her sporting past which means that sometimes, maybe, she would like to be the dominant one for a night. But so far there had been no luck with that… only that one rebellion early on that had soon been quashed.

Sarah's dominance was varied, depending on her mood and the situation. When Amy had dared on their third time together to turn the tables and dominate Sarah, something that Amy knew to this day Sarah had secretly enjoyed, Sarah had been quick to reassert herself, and not just that night. The next night they'd spent together Sarah had cranked it up, making Amy wear a collar and call Sarah mistress to show her submission, with Amy spending most of the eight or nine hours they were together restrained in some way. Since then it had calmed down to be much more equal, but from time to time, whenever Sarah thought that Amy needed reminding, she made sure that Amy knew her place.

And then, of course, there was James… Amy didn’t have a clue what was happening there or where they were going. Their relationship hadn’t got any worse, that was a blessing. But nor had it got any better. Amy was enough of a realist in her more candid moments of introspection to appreciate that her throwing herself headlong into a de facto lesbian affair with Sarah wasn’t exactly conducive to improving their relationship, but neither had James started making any appreciable effort… they were stuck in a holding pattern, roommates as much as lovers, albeit roommates who still had their moments.

She’d wondered whether the travel to LA would help their relationship, distance making the heart grow fonder and all of that, but it wasn’t working out like that… she almost got the feeling that James enjoyed it more having the freedom to go out with his friends when she was away.

Amy was still a long way from doing anything about it. But no longer a very long way… she felt like her life was moving on and James was slowly getting left behind.

And she wasn’t entirely sure how she felt about that.

***

This first week of the trip involved only Amy attending meetings in LA as an advanced party, but on Sunday Sarah was due to arrive along with several times as many colleagues as were strictly necessary and Amy was already wondering what that second week might bring.

Sarah had shown a lot of imagination over the last couple of months but Amy could only imagine what the two of them would get up to with no domestic distractions for either of them, staying in the same hotel and with the freedom to not have to hide what was happening from their respective partners, particularly as none of her other mentees would be in LA. Just thinking about what might happen got Amy's heart beating that little bit faster.

In fact, Amy was addicted. Sitting there fantasising about the Scandinavian looking lawyer sat opposite her was not an isolated incident. Sarah had unlocked something deep within, something that Amy hadn't ever realised was there, and she found herself getting more and more curious about other women, wondering what it would be like to kiss them, to touch them, to sleep with them. Would they all be as good at it as Sarah? Would someone be even better? And even if not, would they be better than any man she'd been with?

She'd found herself drifting into fantasy frequently, whether an attractive woman caught her eye in the gym, on the Tube, queuing in the supermarket, in a meeting, anywhere. She couldn't help imagining what she would do with them. It had even invaded her love life with James, so much so that she contrived to recreate things that she'd done with Sarah with him so that she could close her eyes and imagine it was a woman doing that to her.

That first week of Amy's trip to LA she'd been unable to stop imagining sleeping with some of the women she encountered. When she put the Scandinavian looking lawyer out of her mind, instead the South American receptionist at her hotel who'd given her a free room upgrade when she arrived took centre stage, without a doubt there’d been a hint of flirtation with her. And when she forgot about her, instead the cute university student barista working in the coffee shop near the LA office with her tight t-shirt and perfect body came crowding in… Amy knew that people working at coffee shops in the US were friendly to get tips, but she sensed something more with her.

Amy knew she had to reign it in, but she was helpless to. Sarah had flicked a switch inside Amy and Amy was powerless to flick it back, even if she'd wanted to.


Chapter 21


Of course, even from five thousand miles away Sarah still had her ways to exert her dominance over Amy.

Status update. That’s what the meeting invite from Sarah said, with a video call link and set for 10pm LA time on Wednesday and a request to ensure that she had two devices ready for the call.

Amy was sceptical that that was the true nature of the meeting. For starters that was 6am London time, so before Sarah would even be in the office. And, much more tellingly, there was a gift wrapped package that Sarah had given to Amy to take in her suitcase with instructions to only open one hour before they met. Amy didn’t get the feeling that this was going to be a normal meeting.

She got back to the hotel from work around seven, spent some time in the gym, ate some dinner, went for a quick walk. All the while anticipation was building as to what Sarah had in store for her. Amy could think of ten different things, all of them fun, but was clueless as to what might happen.

At nine she took out the package and unwrapped it. First impressions were underwhelming, simply a plain brown box, but when she lifted the lid she started to understand. Most of the box was made up of a beautiful, very expensive looking, gold silk slip nightdress, with spaghetti straps over the shoulders and a V-neck. Alongside it was a matching blindfold. Also in the box was another box, which when she opened it contained a hands free vibrator with a large body and a curved extension.

A note in the box read, ‘Wear the nightdress and nothing else. Keep the other items near to hand. You need to join the video call with two devices, one set up to the side of the bed and one with you on the bed. This is going to be fun. Sarah xx’

Seeing that she still had plenty of time until 10pm, Amy ran herself a bath and took the time to luxuriate in it. While she now had a better idea what might be about to happen, there were still several possibilities. As Amy soaked and thought through them, she could feel herself getting turned on, but despite the major temptation she didn’t touch herself. Maybe after if Sarah hadn’t managed to wear her out? But before wouldn't be a good idea.

Getting out of the bath and drying herself, Amy slipped on the nightdress. It felt amazing against her freshly washed skin, the silk gliding across as she pulled it down. She was surprised that it was quite long, having expected something that Sarah bought for this purpose to be so short as to not be there, but instead it fell to just above her knees. Amy tied her hair back in a loose ponytail, not knowing what might be best but figuring that having her hair out of the way might be wise.

Setting her room up as instructed she placed her phone in a position to capture video on top of a chest of drawers to the side of her bed, while she set up her tablet at the end of the bed. Amy then arranged the blindfold and the vibrator next to her, made sure that both devices had joined the video call, and sat down cross-legged on the bed to wait.

9.56. She’d learned by now that Sarah valued punctuality, remembering well the one time Amy had been more than an hour late to see Sarah a couple of weeks before and had found herself tied up, spread-eagled, and edged and edged but not allowed to orgasm for hours, the walk home to her own flat while horny as hell and having to wake up a mystified but delighted James to ride him until she could finally climax still fresh in her memory.

9.59. A pop-up said that Sarah was joining the meeting, and suddenly her face was there, a broad smile on it when she saw that Amy had followed her instructions to the letter.

Amy smiled back, genuinely excited to see her, and giving her a little wave said, “I opened your present…”

“I can see, and you’ve done what I asked. Is the nightdress comfy?”

“Yes, thank you, I love it.”

“How about the other things?”

“I got them too. This looks like fun.”

“Oh, it will be. Trust me.” Sarah stepped back from the camera, looking like she’d put it on her coffee table, and sat back on her sofa. The same sofa where Amy had been fucked so many times already, and where sometimes she’d fucked Sarah too.

Sarah was wearing a pair of button down pyjamas, black, fashionable, with a red and purple floral pattern on them. They looked great on her through the camera, hugging her figure to show it off in just the right places. She had her hair down and had clearly been awake for a little while already.

“How’s the trip going?” asked Sarah.

“Good thanks, mainly busy with work so I haven’t been able to do much else,” replied Amy, not sure if she was talking to Sarah the lawyer or Sarah the secret lesbian lover.

“Good to hear.” Sarah paused and looked directly into the camera. “I’ve got a question for you. Has anyone caught your eye?”

“Caught my eye? As in… that?”

“Yep.”

Amy paused to think, then admitted, “Yes, one or two people now I think about it.”

Sarah raised an eyebrow. “Men or women?”

Quietly, slightly embarrassed, Amy replied, “Women…”

"You've been thinking about sleeping with other women?"

"All the time. I can't stop."

“Tell me about one of them.”

“What do you want to know?”

“Whatever you want to tell me.”

Lawyer or receptionist or barista. Which one? Amy wasn’t sure where Sarah was going with this, but she definitely had an angle.

“There’s a barista at the coffee shop near the office. College student earning some extra money. She’s nice.”

“Nice how?”

“Friendly, with an amazing smile. And not just friendly in that you’d better tip me way that American people often have, genuinely nice. I chatted to her yesterday when it was quiet there.”

“Ok…”

“She’s 20, from Texas. Wants to go to law school or business school, she’s not sure which. Enjoying being a student.”

“And…?”

“And I caught her looking at me today when she thought I wasn’t looking. I saw her blush and look away, then she looked back again. It got me thinking.”

“Have you fantasised about her?”

“Yes…”

“Have you touched yourself thinking about her?”

“Yes…” Amy could feel herself getting hot just thinking about it.

“Do you want to now?”

“I’d like to, if you’d like me too?”

“All in good time. Tell me what she looks like?”

“Slightly shorter than you and me. Beautiful face, Caucasian but with a hint of something exotic mixed in. Great body, chest that is perfect sized and her ass is to die for. Her lips I just want to kiss. She’s really hot.”

“So, here’s what I’d like you to do. Take the vibrator and put it in you, there’s a switch to turn it on but I control it from my phone. Yep… that switch there. Show me you sliding it in.” She paused while Amy parted her legs and had no trouble sliding it through her building arousal. “Does that feel ok?”

“Yes,” grunted Amy, stifling a soft moan as she felt the fullness inside her. It was smaller than the strap-on that Sarah had used on her repeatedly, but not by much, and easily as large still as the largest man she’d ever taken.

“You can put your hands to the side, it should be ok on its own. Let me show you what it can do.” Resting her hands by her side almost immediately Amy felt a gentle buzzing both inside and on her clitoris. She felt a little shiver of pleasure roll through her, letting out a gasp.

“That was the lowest setting. Now this is the highest.” A fierce vibration juddered through her, mercifully brief, causing Amy to push her legs together and roll her head back.

“Was that ok?” asked Sarah, stopping it again.

“Yes, but please give me some warning for that setting. It was… intense.” And I’ll orgasm in seconds if you do that again, Amy thought.

“Of course. Now I’d like you to put the blindfold on and lie down with your head on your pillows and your legs parted.” Amy did as requested, her other senses suddenly growing to compensate. “Wonderful. God, you look hot. I’ve got a few rules for you. First, you keep your legs parted and your blindfold on, no matter what happens. Ok?” Amy nodded. “Second, I want you to reach your arms over your head to grab on to the bedframe. You mustn’t let go.” Amy reached her arms up and gripped with her hands. “And finally, you can only climax when I say you can, not a moment before. Ok?”

“Yes, understood.”

“Great. Now we’ve got that worked out, you’re going to tell me a story.”

“A story?”

“About the barista and you. I want you to tell me your fantasy.”

Amy paused for a few moments to gather her thoughts. “I’m at a pool party at a hotel, somewhere tropical by a beach. Caribbean maybe? I’m there with my boyfriend and his rugby friends, some of their girlfriends too. We’ve been drinking.” Amy felt the vibrator come on at a low setting, letting out a quiet gasp at the sensation. “It’s late afternoon and there’s a large group of college students near us in the pool. A host of great bodies and beautiful people. Muscled guys everywhere, hot girls in tiny bikinis. The atmosphere is great.”

Amy paused as she felt the vibrator shift to a pattern, the low level buzz from before with a rolling pattern on top of it, moving up and down the vibrator and occasionally pulsing against her clitoris. She let out a moan.

“Remember no cumming without me saying so. Go on…”

“I catch the barista looking at me. She’s in the pool with some friends, wearing a bright pink string bikini. When she sees that I’ve seen her she looks away, then back again.”

Amy had settled in to the rhythm by now, and could feel something slowly building. Slowly for now.

“I go to the bar and suddenly she’s next to me. She starts a conversation, super flirty. Sending out all the signals. Then, as I’m about to head back to my boyfriend and our friends, I ask her something lame like does she have a phone charger I can borrow.”

The pace changed again, faster, stronger. Amy had to stop as she felt several waves of pleasure course through her, letting out a long, juddering half-sigh, half-moan. Sarah must have been watching closely as immediately the pace dropped back again, to a setting that would keep her at that level but not push her over the edge. She felt an urge to run a hand down herself, wanting to stroke her breasts, to touch her erect nipples, and had to fight that urge.

“The barista smiles and says she has one back in her room if I’d like to come and get it. I follow her. We get into her room, which has wide floor to ceiling windows opening out on to the sea. They’re open with a cooling breeze blowing in, the sound of the waves crashing. She finds the charger and gives it to me, but I just stand there. She looks at me and says that she didn’t think I really wanted a charger.”

Amy let out a soft moan again. In the background she heard a soft buzzing, different to what she had inside her. It sounded like Sarah might be indulging in some self-pleasure too. The pulsing had started again, and it was driving Amy wild. It was stimulating, but just below the threshold to make her climax. But she could feel that she was close.

“Go on…” said Sarah, with a quiet gasp of her own that revealed that Amy’s suspicions were correct.

“I walk over to her and kiss her hard. She freezes for a moment then kisses me back, our mouths mash together, our tongues all over each other.”

Amy moaned again, matched by a louder moan over the video.

“I push her back on to the bed and climb on top of her. In no time I’ve pulled off her bikini top, my mouth all over one breast, my tongue on her nipple while my left hand touches her other. My right hand slides down her body and unties her bikini bottoms before sliding my fingers into her. She’s soaking wet.”

“Don’t stop…” came the voice of Sarah, followed by another loud moan. Amy could feel herself getting close.

“I’m close,” replied Amy. “Can I cum?”

“No,” came the reply, “not yet.” The vibrator dropped back down to its lowest setting, and it was all Amy could do not to reach a hand down and finish the job. She understood in that moment what true dominance was, it wasn’t physical restraint, it was restraining someone from thousands of miles away with only your words, controlling what they did with their body. Amy had never felt so submissive, and it was driving her wild.

She heard Sarah moan again over the video. Amy continued, “I start to finger her, hard. I move my mouth back up to kiss her, and her moans mingle with our kisses.”

Quickly, Sarah said “Go on…” and let out a shuddering sigh.

“She leans her head back, starting to scream in pleasure. I devour her neck while she arches her back and cums hard, hard and long, her arms wrapping around me as she pulls me in tight.”

As she said that she heard a now familiar sound to her, that of Sarah cumming. She heard her moans reach a crescendo, a muttered “Oh god…” and then silence.

Giving her some time to recover, all while the vibrator continued its low level stimulation, Amy then asked, “Did you… you know?”

A laugh from the video. “I think you know…”

Amy laughed too. “Yeah, I know.” Then she let out a gasp as the intensity dialled right up. Letting out a series of loud moans she felt her orgasm arriving. “I’m so close, please can I cum?”

The intensity dropped back down again. “Not quite yet, you need to tell me more.”

“Please…”

“Soon enough. Keep telling me. I come to the room in my bikini. What happens?”

The vibrations increased slightly in intensity. Amy felt herself breathing hard, she knew it wouldn’t take much. “You have your strap on, your big one, and you come in and tie my hands to the bed. You tell the barista to put it on and fuck me.”

“That sounds like something I’d do. Go on?” Amy could hear that Sarah had her vibrator on again, she seemed insatiable.

“She puts it on, but then she pins your hands behind your back.” Amy couldn't resist letting out another moan, matched by one from Sarah. “She’s too strong for you. She pushes you face first on to the bed and pulls your hips up. She tears off your bikini so that you're naked, helpless.” Both moaned again, and Amy felt the intensity dial up a little more.

“She slides into you. Hard. You cry out in surprise, and she starts to fuck you. You cum quickly, but she fucks you through it. You ask her to let go of your arms and she does, letting you push up on them so you’re on all fours.” A shuddering moan from Sarah, matched by Amy. The intensity went up a bit more and Amy knew she was really, really close.

“You stay there taking her dominance, not fighting back. She tells you to bury your head between my legs, and you start to go down on me while she keeps thrusting into you. She holds your hair tight in one hand while she does it, and spanks you with the other. All the time she’s looking me in the eye, smiling her amazing smile.”

“Oh… tell me what happens,” moaned Sarah. “Tell me and you can cum.”

“She pulls you back by your hair, arching your back like I did that time on your sofa. You reach one hand down still to finger me and I start to cum…” Amy let out a long, juddering moan. “I’m… I can’t help it, I’m cumming…”

“So am I… quickly.”

“You see me cumming and it triggers you, you start to scream in pleasure and have a huge orgasm, utterly dominated by this cute, hot 20 year old.”

Sarah’s moans over the video told Amy exactly what she was doing then, and Amy got her release at the same time, her own screams of pleasure at her long delayed orgasm mixing with Sarah’s as wave after wave spread through her, the vibrator keeping it going much longer than usual.

It stopped and she lay back, hands still holding on, legs still apart, and breathed deeply.

“You did well,” she heard Sarah say. “You can let go and take off your blindfold.”

Blinking at the sudden light, she shifted back to her cross legged position, taking out the vibrator and laying it next to her. A glance in the mirror showed that her hair had come loose.

“You liked it? asked Amy into the camera.

Sarah smiled. She looked immaculate despite seemingly having orgasmed twice, her pyjamas perfectly in place. “Yeah. You’ve got a good imagination. I have to ask, have you fantasised about doing that to me?”

Amy blushed. “Sometimes…”

“Interesting…” replied Sarah with an inscrutable look on her face. “That vibrator is yours, I’ll message you the details of how to get the app and use it now. Also, I’ll send you a link to something else to enjoy.”

“Thank you.”

Sarah smiled. “I’d better go and get ready for work. Sleep well, and I’ll see you on Sunday. Shall we have a debrief on your first week in LA in the evening on Sunday? My room?”

They dialled off. Amy knew exactly what a ‘debrief’ would involve and she felt a little thrill of excitement at the prospect.

Her phone pinged with the details for her new toy which she quickly got set up, wanting to see what it could do. She then clicked on the second link that Sarah had sent her, which took her to a video.

Not just any video, she’d recorded their video session and saved it. Amy watched in astonishment as she saw herself doing what Sarah told her to do, and watched herself as she got built up and back down again repeatedly. She’d thought that she’d kept still, but on the video she could see herself writhing and, particularly seen from the side, she’d been in almost constant motion.

What left Amy surprised, and not a little turned on, was what Sarah had been doing while Amy was blindfolded. She’d been right that there was a vibrator involved, but she was surprised to see that Sarah had stripped off her pyjamas quickly as soon as Amy couldn’t see her.

The real surprise though was that Sarah had had company. A few minutes in she saw another woman with a great figure walk naked into shot, get down on her knees, and go down on Sarah. Amy marvelled at the muscles on her back as she pleasured her, using the vibrator to add to her tongue, and at her head working away with her dark hair tied up in a bun. Amy thought she recognised the mystery woman from somewhere, and when Sarah had climaxed for a second time she caught a glimpse as she stood up to get out of shot, pausing to blow a kiss to the camera, but Amy couldn’t place her.

My god, thought Amy. I've just seen another woman that had spent the night with Sarah naked, and she saw and heard me. Sarah is something else. What else can she have in store?


Chapter 22


As it got to Friday evening Amy was looking forward to a quiet weekend off… no meetings, no work, nobody she knew in the area, she could just enjoy some downtime and maybe, just maybe, use those two days to get her head around what had been an insane last three months before Sarah's arrival that Sunday.

Her LA colleagues had organised drinks with their clients on the project for after work, so she went along and had a few drinks and some food with them but, it being Friday, no one wanted to stay late. She found herself leaving the bar and walking the short distance back to her hotel before it had even got to 7pm with the promise of a lonely night with room service in front of the TV again.

She wanted to do something though. It was Friday. What better way to get a feel for a new city than to at least venture out somewhere? As she got back to her room she got changed, not sure where the night would take her but knowing that business clothes weren't the answer. Trying to cover all bases in the warm climate she opted for a fashionable white strappy top, tight blue jeans that really showed off her gym-honed figure, and some white sandal type shoes.

Pulling out her phone, she scrolled through to see what was on in the area. Ideally, she was looking for a bar which would have atmosphere but where she wouldn't feel out of place on her own… the last thing she wanted was to spend her evening being hit on by random guys.

Looking down the list there were a few contenders, one that had a large outdoor space sounded good as presumably it would have a mix of atmosphere and quieter areas, and another one that had live music also looked promising.

Scrolling further, her eyes were drawn to the 10th on a list, where there was a rainbow logo and the tagline mentioned 'lesbian bar'. She stopped scrolling and felt her heart race. Somewhere like that hadn't remotely crossed her mind. She couldn't, could she? She knew that she probably shouldn't, that she had a boyfriend at home. But she was curious, that much was certain, and should was very different to could. Her constant thoughts about sleeping with women in recent weeks were proof of that.

But no... common sense took over and Amy decided to go with the live music one that looked most promising based on reviews.

She got a taxi over there from the hotel, only a five minute ride but she knew it generally wasn't a good idea to wander around neighbourhoods that you didn't know after dark. It dropped her off round the corner from the bar and she walked the last hundred metres, only to be confronted by possibly the longest queue she'd ever seen, and more than that a queue at least seventy five percent made up of men.

Walking over to someone near the back, Amy asked, "How long does it take to get in from here?"

He looked her up and down, clearly liked what he saw, and replied with a smile that was presumably supposed to look charming but came out sleezy, "About an hour and a half usually. But if you'll be my date, I reckon they'd let us in sooner?"

She gave him her coldest look. "No. No thank you."

Amy then turned away and got out her phone to check alternatives. She was determined not to be defeated so easily. Refreshing her search, the nearest bar was... the lesbian one.

She stood in the street for a few minutes thinking about it, her mind flipping between turning around to go home and taking the short walk to the bar. In the end being so near sealed the deal… she told herself that she could just take a look from the outside, just to fulfil her curiosity, then head back to the hotel.

When she got there a few minutes later she had butterflies in her stomach. She was nervous. The bar looked fairly non-descript from the outside, a doorman keeping any eye on things, and she could see through the doors that it was busy but not too busy, with a glimpse out the back of a large courtyard area.

Fuck it, she thought, you only live once. She stepped up to the door.


Chapter 23


It was an inauspicious start. The doorman looked at her and, perfectly friendly, asked, "Are you in the right place?"

"Errrmm… I think so?" replied Amy, her nerve starting to fail her.

"You know it's only usually women in here?"

Amy smiled her most winning smile. "I think that qualifies me," she joked.

"That it does," he laughed back, pushing the door open for her. "Have a good evening."

It took Amy a minute for her eyes to adjust to the light in the bar, and it wasn't how she expected. She wasn't sure exactly what she had expected, but it was almost disappointingly normal… music playing, people talking and drinking, laughter in some places, serious conversations in others. A normal bar. Save for the fact that everyone was a woman.

“Take a table and we’ll come and get your order.” Amy looked round to see a friendly bartender pointing them out with a nod of their head.

Amy perched on a bar stool at a table off to one side of the bar, not far from the dance floor. She ordered a glass of wine and settled in, thinking for herself that some people watching wouldn't hurt. Maybe an hour of that then call it a night.

The people were a very mixed bag. At one extreme were women who, if you saw them in the street, you would say were very definitely into other women, from their haircuts, their clothes, everything. But it ran the full range, through to quite a few women looking and dressing just like Amy. It was nice to be in that environment with all of these women just able to be themselves.

Out of those women she noticed a few that immediately caught her eye and got her mind racing, some were those dressed like her but also, to her surprise, some of the more 'lesbian' looking women too seemed to get her pulse racing. I’m just here out of curiosity, she reminded herself, nothing more. She could look, she could imagine, but nothing beyond that.

Despite being on her own, Amy was enjoying herself. After a while she saw one of the more attractive women break off from her group of friends and walk over in her direction.

“Hey,” she said, smiling. “So my friends and I were talking about you and we’ve got a bet going…”

Amy was surprised initially by her directness but soon recovered. She smiled back cautiously. “Ok… I’m intrigued. What’s the bet?”

“One of my friends bet that you’re waiting for a date. And one of them bet that you’re just here looking to meet someone.” She paused and leaned closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial loud whisper that made Amy lean forward too to hear her properly. “But I think they’re both wrong… because you look like the straightest girl in here, and also one of the hottest.”

Amy felt herself start to blush at the compliment. “What did you bet then?”

“I bet that you’re visiting LA, didn’t want to sit in alone on your Friday night, but didn’t want to sit in a bar getting hit on by guys.” She grinned. “Was I right?”

“Not so fast,” Amy teased. “I want you to tell me more about me… seeing as you’re such an expert.” She paused and then committed. “And that will cost you a drink. And you have to tell me what you win.”

“You’re expensive,” she teased back, pretending to think. “I’ll buy you a drink… in exchange for you offering me a seat. And the winner of the bet gets to ask you for your number… simple.”

Amy laughed. “Deal… I’m not meeting anyone so I would love the company, and then the winner can absolutely have my number. A glass of white wine for me please.”

“Great. I’m Mia by the way,” she said, holding out her hand and briefly shaking Amy’s before taking a seat. “And you’re not drinking white wine… this place has way better drinks than that.”

As Mia looked for the waitress, Amy sized her up. She was a similar height to Amy, maybe around 5'9", with a messy bob cut on her blonde hair going down to her neckline and swept over to one side, a nice, toned body, and wearing jeans and a green top. Obviously, Amy wasn't going to do anything here, but as some company for the next half an hour she wasn't going to complain.

When their drinks arrived, some sort of strong cocktail that was the speciality of the bar, they got talking. Mia explained how she lived locally, her and her friends often came to the bar, it was one of their favourite all-girl bars among several in the area.

“So, tell me some more about me,” Amy said. “You reckon I’m here visiting, don’t know anyone, don’t want guys hitting on me. What else?”

“Not fair…” Mia replied with a smile.

“Price of sitting with me…”

“Ok.” Mia stared intently at Amy, looking her up and down. “You’re dressed up but not too smart, so you’re not expecting to go out late.” She pursed her lips. “I’m going to say straight… or at least you tell yourself you are… so you’re not planning to do anything tonight but you wouldn’t mind if a girl hit on you. You’re British, that’s easy with your accent, and I’m going to say you’ve got a boyfriend back home… boyfriend, not fiancé as there’s no ring and I don’t reckon you’re the type to leave it in your hotel room.” She paused again. “Am I close?”

Amy laughed. “Remarkably close…”

Mia raised her eyebrow. “About all of it?”

“Most of it… I figure you win your bet.” She paused. “So, do you count as hitting on me?” Amy couldn’t quite believe she was asking that, but realised that she was enjoying the flirtation a lot… nothing was going to happen, but it was a thrill to know that she could come to a bar like that and be attractive to one of the most stunning women in there.

“Let’s see about that when it’s time for you to get me a drink…” Mia was grinning again.

Changing the subject after a long few moments, Amy asked, “You've got a big night planned?"

"We're heading on to a club later. You could come along, if you're interested?"

"Maybe... ask me later," replied Amy, feeling slightly flustered. She wasn't sure whether going out partying with strangers was something that she should be doing, but the idea certainly piqued her curiosity.

Their conversation got on to Amy, who explained why she was visiting with work. “And you’re a straight woman come to spend your Friday night in a lesbian bar?” Mia asked.

"Well... it's complicated. I've got a boyfriend. But I guess also, I kind of have a woman I'm seeing too. And... I quite like that," replied Amy. “I’m not sure I’m entirely straight… it’s complicated.” Wow, thought Amy, the cocktail must be strong… this is the first time I’ve said that out loud and I’m saying it to a stranger.

"Complicated is good. Let me get us another drink and you can tell me more."

And so, somehow, Amy ended up spilling all about her activities with Sarah over the last few months. The start of it, how it had progressed, how it was by the time she went away on the trip. She didn't go into the fine detail, but she described enough that Mia had a pretty good idea. Amy couldn't quite believe as she talked that she was telling a complete stranger all of this, but she also realised that she needed to, that she'd been internalising it all so much that it was cathartic to let it out… and it almost had to be to a stranger because she was terrified of even her best friends judging her for it.

When she finished, Mia took a sip of her drink then said, "Complicated is certainly the word. And so you're here now, not quite sure why but also pretty sure that you're maybe a little bit curious about this whole world?"

Amy laughed. "I wouldn't quite put it that way, but I guess so?"

"Why don't you come over and meet my friends. You can hang out with us tonight. You can come with us to the club later, but we'll take care of you, I promise." She paused. “And I don’t mean in a predatory ‘we’ll try to sleep with the straight girl’ way. I mean in a let’s have a fun night way.”

Amy took all of about three milliseconds to consider, before nodding her head and standing up. "Thank you, I'd like that. But first, give me your phone."

Mia smiled and handed it over. Amy type in her number, then created a contact in her name and, as a little thank you for listening so well, held up the camera to take a selfie, putting on her sexiest look, so that Mia could recognise her.

"I think you won your bet,” laughed Amy. "But, can I have your number too?"

"Of course, give me your phone." Mia returned the favour, taking a selfie herself for Amy to have as her contact on her phone.

As they walked over, Amy asked, "Do you and your friends do a lot of bets like that?"

Mia laughed. "There wasn't really a bet... oldest chat up line in the book..."

Amy couldn't help laughing as well. How had she fallen for that?

***

Mia's friends were great fun, a mix of women all in their mid to late twenties like Amy and with similar backgrounds, albeit having grown up separated by an ocean and a continent. They'd been discussing what one of their friends who wasn't there had been doing moving to the other side of the country for a job that fell through, and having included Amy in that conversation it all went from there.

Drink followed drink, and as the night wore on, they persuaded Amy to join them on the dancefloor before doing some shots. It wasn't a quiet night, and certainly a long way from the night that Amy had thought she was going to be having, but that wasn't a bad thing at all. It felt great to let her hair down somewhere completely different, away from all the stresses of life at home. She was having a great time.

Somewhere around midnight Mia asked her, "That club we're going to, you want to come? We're on the guest list but I'm sure we can get you in with us."

"Sure, absolutely… if you don't mind me tagging along."

"You're more than welcome, in fact I want you to come."

"Well, when you put it like that..." Amy smiled. "What club is it?"

"It's a club that... well... is kind of like this bar, if you follow me?"

Amy nodded. "Women only?"

"Exactly."

"God, that's so much better. It gets so tiring going places and being hit on by men."

Mia nodded, smiling. "We'll make a lesbian of you yet..."

"If a lesbian night out is as fun as this every time, then I'm a convert," Amy laughed back.


Chapter 24


Getting Amy into the club was no problem. It turned out that one of Mia's friends knew the woman in charge of the guest list well. Knew her very well, if Mia's significant look to Amy when she said it was to be believed.

The club was in a converted warehouse, high ceilings, industrial style, and a massive bar running down one side. Amy went with Mia and her friends to get some more shots and another cocktail, then Mia showed her around. To Amy it seemed like Mia knew everyone there, but of course she didn’t… just enough people that it felt that way.

Joining back up with Mia's friends, they chatted as much as the music let them, and before long made their way to the dancefloor. The atmosphere on there was crazy, unlike anything Amy had experienced before. There were some really good dancers, and in contrast to any club that Amy had been to before she found it liberating that there were no drunk men trying to dance up against her. She felt like she could just dance, have fun, be herself.

She danced with Mia for a while, then with one of Mia's friends that she'd met earlier at the bar who certainly wasn't afraid to dance up close. Amy was pretty sure that, if she'd been interested in anything, Mia's friend would have been more than happy to slip off somewhere quiet, and Amy had to admit to herself that she was curious. But no, she was here to have a good night, not get laid.

At least that's what Amy had thought.

As the euphoria of the dancing, the many drinks, and the simple joy of a completely unexpected great night out combined, Amy found herself separated from her newfound friends on the dancefloor, dancing face-to-face with the most beautiful woman Amy had ever seen in her life. She knew, viscerally, that this was someone that she wanted. That she needed. That if she didn't try, she'd regret it forever.

She was tall, slim, a great body, tanned, olive skin, a perfect face with the most beautiful brown eyes that Amy had ever seen, dark brown hair tied in a long ponytail, wearing jeans and a top similar to Amy. Stunning. And with the eye contact that she was making with Amy, and the way she was dancing, it looked like she was possibly into Amy too.

Never having been someone to make the first move, Amy was lost for what to do. Leaning over, she shouted into her dancing companion's ear, "Can I buy you a drink?"

"Sure," she shouted back, a Latin accent audible even over the music. "Lead the way."

Amy took her by the hand and led her off the dancefloor to the bar, where the queue was massive. "I guess we'll have to wait a minute," she laughed to her companion.

"No," replied her companion with that accent again, "there's a quieter one in the back room. This way."

She took Amy's hand and led her through the throng and out to a quieter, more chilled room. It still had a buzz, but playing deep house at a volume where you could hear yourself think, and the bar was easy to get to. Round the edge were various alcoves with seats alongside the walls. It looked like it had been designed to feel like you were hanging out in an artfully constructed cave, with lots of low lighting. Amy liked it.

"Thanks. I'm Amy by the way. What would you like?"

"A cold beer?"

Amy nodded and turned to the bartender. "Two beers please."

She gave one to her companion and took a sip of her own. "Cheers," Amy said, touching bottle to bottle.

"Salud," came the reply, taking a swig and then, leaning back against the bar, putting the cold bottle to her forehead to cool down. "Thanks. It's so hot in there."

Amy smiled. "So, you know my name. How about you?"

"Oh, sorry. I'm Luisa." She stretched out her hand to shake Amy's. "Good to meet you."

"Likewise. So... you come here often?" Amy cringed inside at the worst possible conversation starter. How many men had tried to hit on her in her life with that line? And here she was doing precisely that.

Luisa just smiled though. "Sometimes. A few of my friends are really into this whole scene, I come with them from time-to-time."

Amy raised an eyebrow. "From time-to-time?"

Luisa just raised her own eyebrows and smiled. "Yeah... from time-to-time. How about you?"

"First time here, I'm only in LA for a couple of weeks with work. I don't really know anyone here, I just got talking to some girls in a bar earlier and they asked if I wanted to tag along."

"It's an interesting choice of club for them."

"Well... I met them when one of them wanted my number, so guess that explains why here and not somewhere with, say, some men."

Luisa nodded. "That would explain it. Shall we sit down?” She nodded towards one of the alcoves that was empty. “I'll get us another drink… that went down too fast.”

Amy walked over and sat in the alcove. It was nicely done, with a three-quarter circle seat scattered with cushions, a low table in the middle, and a soft light coming from a lamp on the table and some lighting under the seats. It felt semi-private and comfortable.

Luisa came over with two more beers, and four shots of tequila.

"Tequila?" asked Amy. "I've never had a night on tequila where I've not done something I shouldn't have."

"Maybe that's the idea," replied Luisa with a grin, making eye contact with Amy as they both downed their first shots, washing them down with beer.

After a few moments, Amy said, "That's going to hurt in the morning. Now... tell me about you. Where's your accent from? What do you do?"

They both settled in to the cushions, semi-reclined and facing each other as Luisa explained how she was originally from Mexico and had moved to LA eighteen months before to try to progress her career. She'd been doing alright back home but LA was the best place to make progress. She was enjoying it so far though hadn't been back home in a while and was missing some of her friends and family, although she was glad to have made some good friends in LA soon after she arrived, mainly through work.

"And what is it you do that's brought you to LA?"

"Guess?" Luisa replied. "I'll give you a clue... same thing as everyone else here."

"I really don't know, like I said I'm only visiting."

Luisa smiled at that. "Model. Or actress. Depending on what day it is. But it seems like literally half of this town are doing that. It can be tough to stand out."

Amy sat back and looked her up and down. "I can't believe that. I mean... I don't want to make this awkward but you're hot. The most beautiful woman I've ever seen. Surely it's easy to get work out here?"

"Thank you, but yeah it's so competitive. I mean, I do get some work, I make enough for a decent apartment of my own and to have a nice time, but I have to work a lot. If you start turning down work it can get difficult." Luisa took another drink. "Tell me about you though?"

"Oh, nothing so exciting. I'm a lawyer, so nowhere near as interesting as you."

"For me it is, everyone I know seems to be a model. I thought you might be too when I saw you on the dancefloor." Amy blushed at that. "It's nice meeting someone who does something else."

They talked a bit about Amy's work, and her trip to LA. How good it was that she got to experience some of the nightlife. Amy also let slip that she had a boyfriend, although she immediately worried… she didn't quite know what she wanted out of talking to Luisa, but she was enjoying herself and hoping it was more than just a friendly drink, and that sort of thing could quickly kill the vibe.

"So..." said Luisa. "You've got a serious boyfriend, but you're sat here talking to me in a secluded corner of a lesbian club. What gives?"

"It's complicated. I... I guess I've been wondering a bit about... well, this," as Amy gestured to the whole place. "And, in recent months I've been trying it out a bit... and, I guess five thousand miles from home, with no one I know anywhere near, seems like as good a place as any to see what's what."

Luisa smiled and reached out her hand to hold Amy's, which Amy didn't mind about one bit. "I understand. I think you're not dissimilar to me. I date guys, I kind of have to in my line of work as for whatever reason female models dating other female models is a bit taboo. And I like dating guys. I'll be candid… I like fucking guys." She looked at Amy as she said that and Amy nodded in agreement. "But I also like women, it's kind of hard not to when you go somewhere for work for a few days spending all your time with semi-naked, beautiful women. And things happen from time to time. So sometimes, I like fucking women too." She shrugged. “I don’t really label myself. Why bother? I stopped worrying about labels a while back.”

Amy looked at Luisa for a few moments before replying. "I couldn't agree more. I don't know what that makes me, but I think I'm that. I'm definitely not a raging lesbian like some of the women here."

Luisa smiled. "Maybe we can see what we can do about that..." And she leaned in towards Amy, stopping centimetres from their lips touching, and whispered, "If you'd like me to, of course?"

Amy just nodded, and Luisa kissed her. She started softly, very softly, their lips slowly touching as Luisa moved her hand to Amy's hip. Amy responded by putting her hand on Luisa's leg, and they slowly made out for what felt to Amy like hours but must only have been minutes, Luisa teasing Amy’s lips and Amy doing the same in return, occasionally giving little, soft bites of the lower lip, tongue darting briefly in and then out again.

Amy's senses were on fire, and she shifted to pull Luisa against her, feeling Luisa's chest pushed up against her own. Luisa took the cue to move the kiss from soft and gentle to more passionate, and soon both of their tongues were feeling for each other, their lips parted as they took it up another level. For Amy this kiss was better possibly than any she'd had in her life... even better than Sarah, and that was saying something. Luisa was clearly a very good kisser and knew exactly how to vary the pace of the kisses and when.

Finally, Luisa broke for air. Giggling, she said to Amy, "Are you sure you're not a raging lesbian?"

Amy smiled back. "Are you?"

"Good point!" Luisa paused, then whispered in Amy's ear, "I would really like to show you my apartment, if you'd like that?" Amy nodded. Then louder, Luisa said, "Good... but first, we need to down these tequila shots we've got left, finish our beers, and I want to dance with you before we leave. Sound good?"

"Sounds great."

Luisa lifted one of the shots and held it to Amy's lips to drink, her eyes fixed on Amy’s all the while. Amy returned the favour, both descending into giggles when some of it spilt on Luisa's chin.

Back on the dancefloor, Amy wasn't letting Luisa out of her sight, but nor was Luisa letting Amy out of her sight either. They danced close to each other, a two-person bubble almost oblivious to everything but each other and the music. They kissed, they danced, they kissed some more, then they danced some more.

Finally, Amy couldn't take it any longer and shouted over the music, "Your apartment?"

Luisa laughed. "Let's go!"


Chapter 25


They kept it sensible for the short taxi ride home… the evangelical preacher blaring out of the taxi’s radio probably wasn’t indicative of a driver with enlightened views on sexuality.

When they got out though… well, they only made it as far as the stairs leading up to Luisa’s apartment before they were all over each other again.

Breaking off, Luisa laughed. "Patience..." she teased, taking Amy by the hand and leading her to her front door.

Unlocking the door and stepping aside, Luisa turned the lights on and gestured with her hand. "My humble lodgings..." she joked.

"It's lovely, I really like what you've done with it," replied Amy. Luisa had a studio apartment, but a good sized one with a large bed off to one side, a sitting area with sofa, a small kitchen, and, crucially, space in between them. It was decorated in a sort of Moroccan shabby-chic style, with drapes and lamps generating the vibe. She didn't say it out loud, but she thought to herself that it was certainly at the nicer end of the range of places she'd gone back to after meeting someone in a club back in her university years.

"Really?" Luisa was genuinely pleased. "I was worried you'd be disappointed. Us models are supposed to live in amazing places, and this is pretty basic."

Amy turned to Luisa and put her arms around her. "It's perfect." And this time it was Amy's turn to kiss Luisa. "Shall we sit down?" Amy led Luisa over to the sofa where they started to kiss again.

This time, in the privacy of Luisa's apartment, there was no need to hold back. Whereas their hands before had had to roam on top of their clothes and stay clear of certain places for fear of being thrown out of the club, there were no such constraints now.

They'd resumed kissing at the slow, gentle pace that Luisa had set earlier, and it drove Amy wild. As soon as she could her hand was inside Luisa's top, feeling for her breasts through her bra… this was familiar territory for Amy now after her last few months with Sarah. Meanwhile Luisa had reached her hand inside the back of Amy's jeans, her fingers slipped beneath the waistband of Amy's underwear.

Quickly, they broke off the kiss for Amy to pull Luisa's top off and undo her bra, Luisa letting it drop down. Luisa stood up, undid her jeans, and let them fall too, stepping out of them to stand there in only a black thong that left very little to the imagination. Holding her hand out she said to Amy, "Come with me."

Amy stood up and Luisa led her over to the bed where, still standing, she lifted off Amy's top and dropped to her knees to undo Amy's own jeans, pulling them down to leave Amy stood only in her bra and underwear. Luisa laughed as Amy's underwear was firmly at the sexy lingerie end of things. "I think you were hoping you might get lucky tonight?" she teased.

"Maybe subconsciously..."

Luisa took Amy's hand again and led her on to the bed. “You're so beautiful," said Luisa. "But I want to check that you're ok with this before we do anything more?"

Amy stroked Luisa's cheek and gave her a soft kiss. "You're even more beautiful. And yes, I couldn't be more sure. You?"

"The same."

They started to kiss again, but this time more frantically, their tongues mashing together and their hands all over each other. Amy couldn't resist any longer, and slid her hand inside Luisa's underwear, feeling her arousal immediately. Luisa did the same, and they touched each other while they kissed. Amy knew that it wouldn't take much for her with all the pent up frustration of her serial fantasising over the last week, and felt herself building quickly. She moaned into Luisa's mouth and Luisa responded. Their arousal fed off each other, and when Luisa slid her fingers into Amy and Amy did the same to her they both came almost simultaneously, Luisa breaking off the kiss to moan in ecstasy into Amy's shoulder while Amy threw her head back as she came herself.

***

Afterwards, the two women lay entwined in each other's arms, both content in the afterglow of what they'd just done. Luisa was the first to stir, propping herself up to look at Amy. "I wanted to do that from the moment I saw you on the dancefloor," she said quietly, lifting Amy’s hand to her lips and kissing it gently.

Amy smiled. "I did too... I saw you and I thought you were the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen."

"Am I still?"

"Right now... you're even more beautiful. What do you look like with you hair down?"

Luisa sat up and untied her ponytail, letting her hair drop down before she tidied it up a bit. "Like this."

Amy was almost speechless. She looked incredible. "Come here," she said. "I need to kiss you some more."

Eventually, they parted again and lay there, side-by-side, looking at each other. “Would you like anything else to drink?” Luisa asked.

Amy laughed. “Any more alcohol might actually kill me! Just water please.” She watched as Luisa walked over to the kitchen in just her thong… Luisa’s body was incredible, Amy realised, even better than she’d thought.

"Wait," said Amy when Luisa was stood in the kitchen. "Stay there." Getting up from the bed, Amy walked over to Luisa and stood in front of her. "This is something I've wanted to do since I first saw you too." Amy dropped to her knees in front of Luisa, reached up, and pulled down her thong. Luisa stepped out of it, and Amy stared in wonder. Luisa was completely shaved below, something that Amy had never seen in her limited experience with other women so far.

Luisa smiled, looking down at Amy. "It's part of the job I'm afraid. I can't go modelling bikinis or lingerie with anything down there."

Amy smiled back. "I like it. A lot." She planted a kiss there, then another. Luisa let out a little sigh and, reaching behind her to support herself on the kitchen top, parted her legs slightly. Amy lifted Luisa's left leg on to her shoulder, and started to use her tongue, which she did gently at first, probing and teasing. Luisa sighed again as Amy's tongue slid over her clitoris, and again as she started a slow, gentle rhythm.

In just the three months that she'd been sleeping with her mentor Sarah, Amy had learned a huge amount about going down on another woman. She knew the tell-tale signs, when to go faster, when to go slower, what was needed and when. She used all of that knowledge with Luisa now, listening to the noises that Luisa made, the twitches and slight shifts in her muscles, her changes in breathing, to build her up most of the way, but not all of the way, before letting her ease down and building her up again.

After ten minutes of this, Luisa looked down and whispered, between moans, "I need to lie down on something."

Keeping her fingers inside Luisa, making sure that she kept the constant pleasure up, Amy looked around. "Sofa?"

"Sounds good," she moaned. Laughing, she then said, "You might need to move your hand... wait one minute though." Luisa picked up her phone to take a picture. "You look so hot right now, I want you to see it."

Amy smiled back from between Luisa's legs as she took her photo, and then standing up Luisa showed her it. My god, thought Amy, that looks incredible. And very, very lesbian. She led Luisa over to the sofa, where Luisa lay back semi-reclined, her legs parted, waiting for Amy.

Amy stood above Luisa looking down at her in pure lust. "One second," she said, as she reached behind her to undo her bra, then stepped out of her underwear. "Now we're wearing the same." Dropping back down to her knees, she joked, "So where was I..."

Luisa smiled, which turned into a loud moan as Amy's tongue started again and Luisa's head fell back. Amy could tell that she'd had enough build up, and this time, rather than letting her fall down from the heights, Amy kept going, feeling Luisa start to clench around her fingers as she arched her back, her orgasm close. A loud moan escaped her lips, and Luisa reached her arms back over her head to grab on to the sofa as Amy pushed her over the edge, her orgasm rocking through her.

Amy knew by now how to draw the pleasure out, and she used all the tricks that she'd learnt from Sarah to do that for Luisa. Just as Luisa felt her orgasm subsiding Amy gave a flick of her tongue, or changed her finger position slightly, triggering another height. As the third and then fourth waved shook through her Luisa started crying out in Spanish. Amy watched from her position between Luisa's legs and thought that she'd never seen a sight as unbelievably hot as this, this beautiful goddess climaxing so hard and so uncontrollably that she'd reverted to her mother tongue. Amy pleasured her again and again, until Luisa clamped her legs around Amy's head and physically pushed her away. "Please... no more." But said with a wide smile.

Stopping and slowly pulling her fingers away from Luisa, Amy rested her head on her leg while she recovered, gently stroking Luisa's legs. Meanwhile Luisa's hand had reached down and was stroking Amy's hair.

Eventually, Luisa looked down and started laughing. "Who taught you that?" she asked in wonder.

Amy smiled back. "I may have done more than just wonder about doing this... You liked?"

"Oh god, I think you might have turned me fully lesbian. Seriously. I've slept with women before, but no one has ever touched my like that."

That comment made Amy blush. She'd thought she was getting pretty good, but Sarah could be a demanding lover and, while she gave praise, you always had the feeling with Sarah that she'd had better somewhere, sometime before. Which was probably true given the number of mentees she'd had over recent years. Luisa's praise meant so much to Amy.

"So..." Luisa said after a few minutes. "... I need to somehow match that."

"No need... I mean, I'm happy with what we did earlier."

"No chance. After what you just did for me, I need to try."

"Ok, but how about that drink first? Maybe a little more alcohol wouldn’t kill me after all…”

Luisa got up and walked over to the kitchen, digging out two wine glasses and a bottle of white wine. "Will this do?"

"Definitely, just a small one for me please."

Luisa brought the glasses over and they sat together, legs entwined, naked on the sofa drinking the wine and talking.

"Have you got a boyfriend at the moment?" Amy asked after they'd been talking for a while. Then with a smile, "Or girlfriend?"

Luisa shrugged. "Yes and no... I think?" Seeing Amy's quizzical look she went on, "No, no girlfriend. To be honest I've only really slept with women as one-offs or short flings… it gets boring if you're on location and the only place to go is the hotel bar and, well, one thing leads to another.” She hesitated. “There is one other model I guess… we seem to end up in bed together whenever we’re on location together. But no, no girlfriend.”

Sounds kind of fun, thought Amy, but she kept quiet and simply nodded.

“Boyfriend, not really but maybe... there's a guy I've been seeing on and off for a while, but it's kind of functional. He's in the industry, he helps me out as long as I'm sleeping with him. Sounds bad I know but it's ok, he's pretty good in bed and that's kind of the deal to get ahead. But nothing that's going anywhere as a relationship." She shrugged. “He’s a nice guy, treats me well.”

"Would he mind you doing what we're doing now?"

"No, not at all. It's functional, not emotional. And I'd bet he's got another model in his bed tonight knowing him." Luisa paused. "How about you? It sounded like you've got a boyfriend and also maybe a girlfriend? This could get complicated."

Amy smiled. "Not a girlfriend. It's actually pretty similar to your situation. I've got a woman who is more senior than me and helps me at work, in return I sleep with her. Boyfriend... well, that's complicated. He doesn't know. He'll never know about tonight. But... he owes me on that front so my conscience is clear."

"Owes you?"

"Not a conversation for now," replied Amy, "but I'm sure you can guess..."

Luisa sat back to look at her. "He's a fool if you mean what I think you mean." After a pause Luisa took Amy's wine glass and put both of them down on the table. "Anyway, your not-girlfriend. She's taught you well. Very well." She paused again and leaned over close to Amy, whispering, "Very very well. Now... it's your turn." Luisa stood up and walked over to the bed. "You coming?"

Amy practically jumped up and walked over. They kissed next to the bed and quickly fell on to it. It didn't take long for Amy's arousal to start building, and Luisa rolled her onto her back, before starting to kiss her neck while one hand played with her breasts, lightly pinching her nipples. Amy's nipples responded, and when Luisa felt that she moved her kissing lower, taking one, then the other, nipple into her mouth as she used her tongue to stimulate them.

As she made little bites of them Amy moaned, surprised at how stimulated she was just from her breasts and from kissing. Luisa kissed lower, spending time on Amy's muscular abdomen, before settling in between Amy's legs.

"I'm sorry I'm not fully trimmed like you," Amy joked.

"Don't worry, I prefer it like this," replied Luisa, as she buried her tongue through Amy's pubic hair. Amy moaned in pleasure at her touch, and Luisa started to lick and touch Amy, starting gently and slowly. Amy was super-aroused and started to buck her hips towards Luisa's mouth, wanting more stimulation. Luisa clearly knew though that the secret was to draw it out, so she teased Amy by slowing down and even stopping repeatedly, enjoying watching Amy writhe in pleasure at her slightest touch.

Finally, Amy could take no more. "Please make me cum," she begged. "Please..."

Luisa just smiled and built her pace until it was Amy's turn to arch her back, holding on to the bedframe to support herself as a huge orgasm rocked through her. Amy's moans got louder and louder as the orgasm built, and the image of her from the photo earlier with her head between Luisa's legs flashed through her mind, pushing her over the edge.

As Amy recovered, Luisa whispered, "I'm sorry I don't know how to do your multiple orgasm trick, but I hope that was ok?"

"That was perfect. Come up here and kiss me."

Luisa moved up the bed and started to kiss Amy again, very gently and slowly, while both of them caressed each other.

"Selfie time," joked Luisa, as she reached for her phone. Her and Amy both smiled up at the camera as it captured the two of them naked, lying together.

"Can you send me those?" asked Amy. "I don't think I'll want to forget tonight with the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."

"That’s so cheesy…” Luisa replied with a laugh. “But of course... will you stay tonight?" whispered Luisa.

Amy nodded, and the two of them slowly drifted off to sleep, naked, arms and legs wrapped around each other, kissing gently in post-orgasmic bliss.

***

Amy woke up late the next morning, the sun already high in the sky shining through cracks in the curtains. She looked over to the other side of the bed and saw that Luisa was still asleep, rolled over on to her side away from Amy, her hair falling loosely over her beautiful back and her slim body leading down to her perfect ass. Amy stared sleepily for a few minutes before drifting off again.

Waking up properly a little later, and deciding not to wake Luisa, Amy silently climbed out of bed and found her clothes strewn between the bed and the sofa. Pulling her clothes on she used Luisa's bathroom mirror to check that her hair looked ok, then she headed to the door to leave. She didn't want to make Luisa feel awkward or obligated towards her by waking her up, she didn't know what Luisa would think about last night when she woke up and she didn't want to put her in a bad position. The night had been fun, but it was probably no more than a one night stand. Amy thought she could live with that if that had to be the case, though a large part of her hoped it wasn't.

Pausing at the door, she noticed a notepad and pen on the kitchen top. Leaving a note would be a good idea she thought, she'd had a really great time with Luisa and wouldn't want her to think that Amy had just used her for sex. Thinking of exactly what to write, she went for the brief option:

'Luisa, thanks for a really great night, I hope you enjoyed as much as I did. Amy xxx'.

Turning to leave, she paused again and then as an afterthought wrote her mobile number under her name, and added in brackets after it 'Call me x'.

Turning to look back over at Luisa sleeping on the bed, she couldn't help marvelling at quite how stunning she was. Whereas before Amy had seen her from behind, now she could see Luisa from in front. She was perfect.

Then Amy softly closed the door behind her, heading out into the warmth of an LA morning before she could have a chance to change her mind about leaving her number.


Chapter 26


Her phone number and 'Call me x', scribbled hastily on a piece of paper.

That was the moment for Amy. The moment when what could have been written off as a random, one night stand with another woman, something to file away in the secret depths of her memory to stay tucked away forever, instead became something more.

As she walked down an LA street that Saturday morning having just left Luisa asleep in her apartment with only that note to remember her by, the warmth of the sunshine on her face, a fairly major hangover lurking in the background, Amy felt a lightness, almost a feeling of elation, but also a sense of nervousness.

Elation was easy to understand. Since she’d started whatever it was with Sarah, Amy had found herself thinking more and more about women and less and less about men. It was a question of degrees, of course… Amy had always had a streak to her if she was being honest with herself that was straight-ish rather than straight, but by now it was curved out of all recognition. Sarah had flicked a switch inside her, unleashing a side to Amy's sexuality that she'd long denied. If someone had asked her before last night, she'd have said she was still straight, but straight with a big asterisk next to it. But after last night, well, she had the distinct feeling that she was going through a lesbian phase in her life, put it that way.

Elation also because Luisa had been amazing. The sex with her had been as good as Amy had dared to hope that sex with a woman other than Sarah could be, but there was more than that. Yes, they may have both been more than a little drunk, and yes, it was a huge cliché for a straight woman to fall for her first proper lesbian hook-up, but there’d been a spark. A strong spark. Amy felt like she'd just spent the night with a best friend she never knew she had. It was that, not the sex, not the physical attraction, but the spark that had led Amy to leave her number.

Nervousness though was the flipside of the coin. First, almost terror at the scale of the new world that had opened up to her, the sheer possibilities of being into women as well as men. And second, the implications. Particularly for her relationship with James... she had a whole life, mutual friends, everything built up with him and around him, she was virtually part of his family and him of hers. It was telling that she was imagining what would happen if they were no longer together, but the feeling in the pit of her stomach spoke to how disruptive that would be. But also... she didn't go back to London for another week. Amy could worry about that when she got home.

Amy's life had reached one of those forks in the road that comes from time to time, but in the warm LA sunshine she hadn't yet realised it.

***

Getting back to her hotel room, the first thing that Amy did was get changed into more casual clothes before video calling James. She'd promised to speak to him on Saturday morning and she knew that if she put it off it would get harder and harder as the day wore on. She told him about her night out, but skipping the fact that she'd been at a lesbian bar and club, and mentioning nothing of Luisa and how her night had ended and her morning had begun. She didn't know whether she would ever tell him, or whether this was one of those secrets that she’d take to her grave, but what she knew for certain was that telling him from five thousand miles away wasn't the answer.

Duty done, Amy decided to have a shower to try to wash the tequila hangover away. Stood there, the hot water cascading over her, she started to think more about the night before. No way had she planned to sleep with someone, let alone a woman, and yet she had. What did that mean? Strangely, just as when she first slept with Sarah, she didn't feel much guilt. She was still young enough in her late twenties to experiment in life, and she knew, having had such powerful fantasies in recent weeks, that she owed it to herself to see if these were something real or just something to stay in her imagination.

The trouble was, though, that having acted on these fantasies Amy had absolutely loved it. She felt alive in a way that she never had before. Everything about Luisa had been incredible, both emotionally and physically.

Had Luisa felt the same? That was the million dollar question. Amy remembered with a sinking feeling that while Luisa had her phone number, she didn't have Luisa's. And she really doubted that she could find Luisa's apartment again if she looked for a thousand years, she'd left in a morning after daze and had got firmly lost before getting a taxi back to the hotel. Maybe, maybe Mia could help her, she had her number at least… but that was tentative at best.

What would Luisa's attitude be to this? She'd said that she’d slept with other women before, specifically other models, and hinted that it had happened relatively often, so what would another one night stand with a different woman mean to her? Maybe last night was just typical for her, part of what Amy presumed was a whirlwind life as a model. And Luisa had also said that while she'd slept with women, she hadn't dated women, so it was entirely plausible that even if she'd felt something last night she'd think twice about getting in touch.

Amy realised that she'd just have to wait and see, something she wasn't normally very good at doing. And of course it wasn't like she could start dating Luisa, even in secret, given that she was only in LA for another week and then didn't know when she might be back. Amy didn't even think that that was what she was wanted. But what she did want, she knew deep inside, was to somehow, somewhere see Luisa again. The thought that last night might have been her only time with Luisa was almost intolerable.

What she could do though in the meantime was message Mia to thank her for her and her friends taking Amy under her wing the night before. Without her being so welcoming Amy would have finished her drink in the lesbian bar and probably gone to bed early rather than having the fantastic night that she did.

Pulling out her phone, she sent her a message of thanks and soon found herself being invited out with Mia and her friends again that night. Tempting… very tempting, but Amy knew that she needed a night off, so instead made a vague arrangement to hang out with them when she was back in LA again.

***

The rest of the day was pure torture. Amy wanted, more than anything, to see a message pop up on her phone from Luisa. Something. Anything.

But nothing came.

Amy went to the hotel swimming pool, sunbathing and then swimming, checking her phone every few minutes, and nothing.

She went to the hotel gym. Again nothing.

She had some dinner at a restaurant near her hotel. Nothing.

She had a bath when she got back. Nothing, although that didn’t stop Amy thinking about Luisa quite a lot.

She lay in bed, reading but barely taking on board any words from the page. Nothing.

She went to sleep in turmoil, thinking non-stop about her night before and wondering why Luisa was having this effect on her.

***

Sunday came, and with it Sarah was due to arrive mid-afternoon along with their other colleagues for the second week of the trip. They'd arranged that Sarah would get in touch with her when she'd got sorted out from the long flight and was in her room, and Amy knew that she had to do her best to put Luisa out of her mind before then. Sarah would expect that Amy was focused on her, and Amy did not want to disappoint… this was, after all, Project Neptune and Sarah had been instrumental in Amy being part of it.

Of course, thinking that was easier than doing that. Amy headed out for a long run on a route recommended by the hotel receptionist, running before the day got too hot for exercise, and the exercise helped her to relieve some of her angst. At least it did until she got back and checked her phone to see nothing from Luisa. Her heart sank a little as she started to realise that it really might have been a one-off thing for Luisa.

Swimming in the hotel pool was next, again a good distraction until she saw a message pop up on her phone and leapt out of the water to check, only to find that it was an update from her mobile phone operator telling her about mobile roaming costs while abroad.

After lunch, Amy decided that some retail therapy was the answer and lost herself in a large mall not far from the hotel for several hours. Checking her phone as she finished, she saw that she still had nothing from Luisa. She was disappointed, but at the same time philosophical. When had she ever had a one night stand in the past where she wanted to see the other person again? Never. And if someone had left their number for her, would she have called it? No. If she messaged or called then great, but she wasn't going to let it ruin her reunion with Sarah that night.

Getting back to the hotel late afternoon, Sarah messaged to tell her that she'd arrived but was going to have a short sleep. Would Amy like to come over to her room at six for a 'debrief on the last week'? Amy smiled, yes, she'd very much like to debrief on the last week… a welcome distraction, if nothing else.

***

A little before six Amy got changed into what she hoped would appeal to Sarah, putting on a light, summery dress with precisely nothing on underneath. Sarah had arranged for a second key card to be waiting for Amy at reception so just after six Amy knocked briefly, then tapped the key card on the scanner and let herself in.

It turned out that Sarah didn't like to slum it while travelling. While Amy had to make do with what was, while admittedly nice, a standard hotel room with a small balcony, Sarah was staying in a suite with a living room, a small terrace overlooking the pool several floors below, and from what Amy could see a grand double door leading through to what she presumed was the bedroom.

"Amy?" called a familiar voice.

"Yes, it's me," she called back.

"Oh, good. Could you lock the door then come through here?"

Amy made sure to put the Do Not Disturb sign out, then double locked the door behind her. Walking through to the bedroom she was greeted first by the sight of an enormous four-poster bed, but then, walking out of the bathroom, Sarah wearing nothing but a bath towel, her hair tied up. Amy felt the first flush of arousal, the knowledge of what she could rely on coming next triggering all sorts of emotions within her.

Sarah walked over to Amy, and smiling said, "Sorry, I napped a bit longer than I thought and really wanted a shower." Then, teasing, undoing the towel and letting it drop down to the ground she said, "I ran out of time though. You don't mind, do you?"

Amy looked her up and down, feasting her eyes on Sarah's toned, naked body. "Not one bit," she replied, lifting her own dress off over her head and tossing it to one side, and they pounced on each other, lips mashing together and hands all over each other. Quickly they fell on to the bed where they continued to kiss almost desperately, as if it were far longer than a week since they'd last been together.

Sarah soon took hold of Amy's hand and pushed it down between her legs, making her desires clear. In case Amy was in any doubt, Sarah whispered between kisses, "Touch me now..."

Amy knew to do what Sarah wanted and obliged, sliding her hand down and touching her gently, an expert now after three months of Sarah's tuition. Sarah moaned hungrily, and rolled on top of Amy, grinding herself against Amy's hand as much as Amy touched her. As she did Amy could feel Sarah's arousal building and building and slid a finger inside so that Sarah was virtually riding Amy's hand.

As Sarah started to breathe faster and shallower, she suddenly moved up the bed until she was straddling Amy's face, Amy's arms pushed up above her head with Sarah pinning them in place with her bodyweight, whispering, "I've wanted this so much, please taste me." Lowering herself down Amy gladly did as Sarah asked, using her tongue to touch Sarah. She knew that Sarah, at this stage, when she'd straddled Amy's face, didn't want something long or drawn out. Amy knew that Sarah wanted to climax. Badly.

But Amy had other ideas. Having seen a different side to sex with a woman on Friday night, a side that involved two people working for each other's pleasure in a completely consensual, caring way, Amy was damned if she was just going to play along with Sarah's aggressive approach. She wasn't just going to be Sarah's sex toy, there to dial up the intensity on demand like a human vibrator. Amy knew she wasn't moving from this position, her arms pinned, Sarah sat on her face, until Sarah had orgasmed. But Amy had the power here even if Sarah didn't realise it, and so Amy was going to see whether Sarah would go along with Amy using that power just a little.

Amy licked and licked, but as she felt Sarah get close she slowed down, then sped up again, then slowed down, going in a cycle that built Sarah close to the peak but not quite there, prolonging the pleasure. Opening her eyes, she saw Sarah staring down at her, a look of pure lust on her face. "Make me cum..." she whispered.

Amy just smiled with her eyes, and kept her same rhythm, building up and down. Sarah started grinding down on Amy's face, trying to make it happen quicker, but Amy just slowed right down when she did that.

Suddenly Sarah, through her fog of pleasure, understood the game that Amy was playing. "You're..." then a moan, "teasing..." another moan, "me..."

Amy just winked, with her mouth busy.

"Do you want..." another moan, then, "me to beg?"

Amy simply looked up at her, continuing to tease Sarah with her tongue.

"Please let me cum... I'm begging you..."

Amy kept going but gently increased the pace. A shudder shook through Sarah. "I'm begging you..." she sighed. With her eyes closed she moaned again, and Amy decided to put her out of her misery. This time she kept going with her tongue as Sarah built, and the orgasm that had been building and building finally peaked, her moans turning to screams as she rode Amy's tongue.

As her orgasm subsided, Sarah moved back down the bed, leaning over Amy on all fours with their faces inches apart. Sarah's hair had come loose and cascaded down one side of her head, brushing against Amy's skin. "That was naughty," she panted with a smile. "Very bad."

Amy played innocent, giving an impish smile. "What do you mean? I was just lying here all the time, you were on top."

"You know what you were doing." Sarah paused, then as she leant down to kiss Amy she whispered, "...and I liked it." Another kiss, then she whispered, "You can do that again any time..."

"Any time?"

"Yes... any time." Sarah kissed her again, then sat up and looked down at Amy. "I'm going to run a bath. Care to join me?"


Chapter 27


A couple of hours later, the sky dark outside, Amy lay naked in a tangle of sweaty limbs with Sarah.

Sarah had been on a mission to make up for lost time, and Amy had been a willing participant. Amy had still spent a fair part of the intervening period tied up in one form or another, and it turned out that Sarah had brought her selection of strap-ons with her in her suitcase, but there’d definitely been a level of respect from Sarah in her interactions which suggested to Amy that she'd understood what had happened, even if she didn't know what Amy had been doing two nights before.

Sarah was asleep, the exhaustion of long haul travel and jetlag having finally caught up with her. As Amy lay there, she took the opportunity to watch Sarah as she slept, her chest rising and falling slowly with each breath, a peaceful look on her face. She was beautiful, she was always beautiful, but right then she looked stunning… Amy couldn’t quite believe that this was the woman she was regularly sleeping with.

Resting her head back on the pillow, she heard her phone buzzing where she'd left it on the side in the living room. Silently untangling herself from Sarah and with no time to throw any clothes on, Amy walked quickly but quietly through to see that it was a US number calling her.

She closed the bedroom doors behind her, then answered the phone. “Hello?"

"Hi, is that Amy?" came a woman's voice with a strong accent that sounded suspiciously Mexican. Amy's heart leaped when she heard it.

"Yes, hi, it's Amy. Luisa?"

The voice at the other end laughed. "Yes, you could tell?"

Amy laughed too. "I don't know many women with your accent and a US phone number!" She sat down on the sofa. "How are you doing?"

"I'm good, very good thanks. I'm glad I got through, the UK phone number threw me off, and I got the wrong person twice before reaching you. How are you? Are you ok?"

"Yes, I'm good. I've had a quiet weekend." Amy didn't think that she needed to mention that she'd just spent the last few hours with Sarah and was in her room now. "Have you been up to much?"

"Honestly, I had to rest yesterday. Friday night went on pretty late..."

"That it did," replied Amy with a laugh. "I enjoyed it, spending time together."

"Me too."

A pause, then Amy said, "I'm glad you called. I wished I'd got your number."

"I'm glad you left yours. When I woke up, I thought you'd gone without saying goodbye."

"I didn't want to make it awkward, in case... you know, in case you woke up and regretted it."

Luisa laughed at that. "There was no danger of that, don't worry. Look... I don't even really know why I’m calling, you've got a boyfriend and a not-girlfriend and everything, and you're only here for this week but... I don't really know how to say this."

"It's ok, go on."

"Ok...," Luisa hesitated. "I've never, well, been on a proper date with another woman. And I'd like to change that. With you."

"You're asking me out?" replied Amy, trying to suppress the feeling of elation bubbling up inside her for many, many reasons.

"I guess you could put it like that? I've never really asked someone out before, so I don't know how to do it."

"Yes. I'd love to go on a date with you." She realised that her subconscious had made her say it before her mind had really had time to think it through.

"Really?"

"Yes, really." Amy paused. "I don't have a clue what it might be, like you say there's a lot of complications. But... I've never been on a date with another woman and... well... I can't think of anyone I'd rather do that with than you."

"I'm so relieved to hear that," replied Luisa. "It's taken me since yesterday morning to work up the courage to ask! Are you free tomorrow night?"

"Yes, that works. Where were you thinking?"

"Great, I know a fantastic restaurant we can try, I'll message you the details. Shall we meet there at seven? We can get a drink first."

"Sounds like a date," laughed Amy. "I'll look forward to it." She paused. “No tequila though… I warned you about what would happen.” Luisa’s laugh down the line was like music to Amy’s ears.

They spent the next few minutes chatting to each other, a very easy conversation. Amy was relieved that the chemistry between them had carried forward from Friday night, and that it wasn't just dependent on copious amounts of alcohol and the circumstances under which they’d met.

A few minutes became a few minutes more, and then some more, and before they knew it they'd been talking for half an hour although Amy couldn't have said what most of it was about, it was just that thrilling conversation that so often comes when two people with huge chemistry are getting to know each other.

Suddenly, Amy let out a gasp and said, "I'm really sorry, I've just realised you're calling me on my UK number. This’ll be costing you a fortune."

"Oh, god, yes, but I don't care. I'm enjoying talking to you."

"Me too, maybe let's save the rest for tomorrow night?"

"Ok, good idea. So, we'll meet for a drink at seven and then eat?"

"Perfect." Amy laughed, teasing, "On our date..."

Luisa laughed too. "Yes, on our date... see you tomorrow. Bye!"

"Bye!" Luisa hung up.

Amy sat back on the sofa, resting her head on the cushion, and let out a breath that she hadn't even realised that she'd been holding in. She felt elated that Luisa had called. For all that she'd pretended to herself that she'd be ok with never seeing Luisa again, she'd been lying to herself. Of course she wanted to see her.

And a date? Amy didn't have a clue what that really was or really meant, other than it meant her and Luisa spending time together in an openly romantic way. The implications for her long term relationship she was going to have to deal with, but she could defer that until she flew home the following weekend. Indeed, what did a date even mean when she was going to be five thousand miles away from her date for the foreseeable future after this next week? Maybe tomorrow would just be a pleasant meal and the two of them agreeing to part their ways, that Friday night had been great but maybe they weren't as compatible out of that context. Cautioning herself to lower her expectations, Amy somehow doubted that though. The spark she'd felt with Luisa had been very real, and if anything their conversation tonight had only reinforced it.

What she didn't know, short-term, were the implications for her arrangement with Sarah. Clearly Sarah had some expectations for the next week that involved the two of them spending most of their free time in bed, but Amy wasn't sure how she'd feel about that if dinner with Luisa went well. Would she really be wanting to do what Sarah expected of her when she could be doing that with Luisa instead? She didn't know. There was probably a delicate balance to make it work.

Amy turned her head as she heard the bedroom door open and saw Sarah walking out of the bedroom wearing a short silk nightdress that Amy suspected she'd bought just for this week. She walked over to where Amy was sat on the sofa and playfully straddled her, saying, "So that's where you'd got to."

Amy, suddenly aware that she was still completely naked, smiled up at her. "You'd gone to sleep, so I thought I wouldn't disturb you."

"Thank you." Sarah leaned over to give her a brief kiss. Leaving her arms draped over Amy's shoulders, she asked "Who were you on the phone to?"

"Oh, that? No one."

Sarah raised an eyebrow. "No one? I'm not sure I believe you."

"Why?"

"Well, you're positively glowing for a start. You've got a grin that you couldn't hide if you tried. There's no way that was James as it's the middle of the night right now back in London." She paused for dramatic effect. "And I heard you agreeing to go on a date tomorrow night..."

Amy blushed, going bright red. She'd thought that she'd spoken too quietly for Sarah to hear, but clearly not. "What else did you hear?"

"Not much. Look, you don't need to tell me, your love life is your own, I was just curious."

Amy weighed up in her head what to say. "How far does your mentoring of me go?"

Sarah looked down at how they were sat, pulled a face and joked, "Pretty far from the looks of it..."

"No, seriously. I'm really confused about something, but it's not work related. Can I talk to you about it?"

"Of course, if I can help I will. But why don't you put a dressing gown on so that I don't get too distracted?" Sarah climbed off Amy, went to get a dressing gown from the bathroom, and coming back sat down next to her instead, resting her legs on Amy's lap, her head resting on the sofa cushion just like Amy's was.

Pausing for a few moments to gather her thoughts while she put the dressing gown on, Amy told her everything that had happened over the last week that Sarah didn't already know… her inability to stop fantasising about sleeping with other women, her spur of the moment decision to go to a lesbian bar on Friday night, how she'd ended up in a lesbian club, how she'd met Luisa, how they'd hit it off and Amy gone home with her, how she'd spent the last thirty six hours desperate for Luisa to call, and how she'd agreed to go on a date. She held nothing back, there seemed no point, and as she spoke she realised just how much she needed someone to listen and to talk it all through with.

Sarah, for her part, was a great listener, encouraging Amy to continue when she started to slow down, asking for clarification, but mostly just letting Amy talk. When Amy finished Sarah looked at her and took her hand, saying, "So your dilemma is what exactly?"

"Two things really. First, should I be seeing Luisa again? What does it mean for you and me? And second, I'm nervous about what to do on the date. I've never been on a date with a woman before, are we just meeting as a prelude to me and her sleeping together again? Or is this something genuinely romantic? I just don't know."

"Ok," replied Sarah. "Really that’s two and a half questions… first question, that’s easy, it changes nothing for you and me. We both know our arrangement, and it's entirely your choice who else you see and when. I'll just say the same thing that I said on day one, us sleeping together and me helping your career go hand in hand. Without one we don't have the other. But that doesn't equate to you and me sleeping together at the expense of seeing other people. That would simply never work and would be controlling of me."

Amy nodded. "Yes, I'm glad that you're confirmed that again though. I... well I don't know how these mentoring relationships evolve, and I was worried that it might become something more from your perspective?"

Sarah laughed at that in a kindly way. "Look... in the nicest way possible, don't flatter yourself. I like you personally a great deal and I genuinely enjoy spending time with you, I don't have any mentees that I don't. But this is transactional. It really is. I've had a couple of mentees fall for me in the past and it hasn't worked out well. And once, just once, I found myself falling for one of them. But we both knew to walk away when it got that intense. I love sleeping with you, but it's just sex. Great sex, but just sex. And I love sleeping with the other mentees. I just try to be discrete about it. Does that reassure you?"

"Yes, I mean it sounds a bit brutal put like that, but I know what you mean. So, even if I started seeing Luisa somehow, we'd still sleep together from time to time?"

"Yes. And entirely up to you whether you tell the other person about it... I'd suggest not but it would be your choice."

"Ok, I appreciate the clarity. And my second question?"

“Wait.” Sarah looked at Amy. “Before that there’s the half a question…”

Amy was confused. “Which is?”

“You asked should you see Luisa again. You need to consider James in this.”

Amy took a deep breath… she wasn’t really comfortable talking about James with Sarah given that she was deep into something with her that could look a lot like an affair to a bystander. “I don’t…” she started to protest.

“You do,” Sarah interrupted, her tone surprisingly stern. “You’re considering whether to go on a date with someone tomorrow night. A date.” She paused to let that sink in. “Now I don’t know how things are between you and James, and I don’t need to know if you don’t want to tell me. But at the very least show him respect by consciously considering what you going on a date tomorrow would mean for the two of you.”

Amy took a deep breath again, realising that Sarah was right. “Can I tell you about me and him?” she asked. Sarah nodded and Amy did, with an honesty she’d saved for her best friends previously… she told Sarah about how long they’d been together, about her they’d met, about how well it has been going until his affair, their temporary break up, her taking him back, the way it hadn’t been the same since… everything.

When she finished Sarah smiled sympathetically. “That’s… a lot. So, I’m going to ask something you might not like.”

“Ok…?”

“If you go on the date with Luisa, is that revenge?” Sarah paused. “Indeed, am I revenge?”

Amy shook her head immediately. “No, absolutely not… revenge would imply I’m doing it because of him, and that’s not true.” She hesitated. “I… I guess I had a bit of a lesbian phase back at Oxford and this thing with you, and some other stuff, and… it’s making me question some things that I assumed about myself.”

“So what do you think makes you want to go on this date?”

“To find out,” Amy replied. “I want to know what it’s like to go on a date with a woman that I’m attracted to with no strings attached. I want to find out whether it’s something I like, before I settle down and end up with a house and kids and all of that.” She paused, realising that she might have inadvertently caught Sarah’s own predicament. “I didn’t mean…”

Sarah was smiling though. “Don’t worry… look, it’s your choice but from what you’ve said, what harm does one date do? From what you’ve said James owes you a little bit of experimentation for yourself. Just… I’d advise never telling him.”

Amy found herself nodding… Sarah had been right, it was important to confront what it meant in terms of James head on rather than swerving the issue. “Back to my final question I guess… what does the date mean? What do I do?”

Sarah laughed. "Isn't that the million dollar question with every date? You go on a date to try each other out, to see how compatible you each are. Maybe you find out you're not, in fact maybe you realise after five minutes that it's far too weird with a woman that you slept with, and that's fine. Maybe instead though you realise that the attraction is real, and you end up sleeping together again. And maybe, just maybe, you find that the spark is there, that she makes everything around her glow just that little bit brighter, in which case that's fine too. Awkward probably given that you live in London and she lives here, but, in my experience, love finds a way."

Amy blushed. "It's a bit soon to be talking in those terms!"

"It is. But my point is that no one ever knows what a date is until they go on the date. So don't worry about it. James would, I'm sure, hate me for saying this but you're still in your twenties, you're not tied down with kids and a massive mortgage and a husband, and if your date tomorrow tells you something about yourself that changes your life, well, that's great. It's not a bad thing."

Listening to Sarah, Amy detected a hint of wistfulness in her words. Was it possible that Sarah was admitting to her that, if she lived her life again, maybe she'd have followed the lesbian path? Although surely, she would never admit it out loud as for all that Amy knew she loved her husband, and particularly her children, dearly.

"I see your point," replied Amy. "Thank you, that helps. Any tips if the date, you know, goes well?"

"Not really. I wouldn't head straight to handcuffs and strap-ons, if that's what you're asking?" Amy nodded. "But you shouldn't be shy about taking it in the direction of what you like. It would be a shame to fall for someone only to turn out to be incompatible in the bedroom, right?"

"Good point, I guess I'd need to play it by ear."

"No problem. Now... I hate to say it,” Sarah said, sitting up. “But I really need to get to bed and get some sleep. I need to beat this jetlag. I don't want to sound rude, but do you mind not staying the night?"

"Not at all."

Sarah nodded. Within fifteen minutes Amy was curled up alone in her own bed, drifting to sleep… thinking about what her date with Luisa might bring.


Chapter 28


Monday morning started amusingly for Amy when she walked to the office with Sarah, stopping at her usual place for coffee on the way. It was only once they'd ordered from Amy's favourite, fantasy barista that Sarah realised that the person she was talking to was the very same one that Amy had been fantasising about dominating Sarah when they'd had their video session the Wednesday before. It wasn't often that she saw Sarah flustered, but on this occasion she was, and to make it more amusing the barista noticed… there was a weirdly hot atmosphere as they left with their coffees, like there was something that each of them wanted to say but couldn’t.

Other than that Monday passed in a rush of meetings for Amy, though she also managed to exchange a few messages with Luisa throughout the day. She'd resolved to leave as soon after five as she could so that she could be ready in time, and for once in her working life she managed it, the only obstacle being Sarah dragging her into her office as she left to wish her a heartfelt good luck for the night.

She got back to her hotel and, as her first step to getting ready, had a hot bath followed by a quick shower to wash her hair. She'd decided for the evening to wear her hair down, and she spent some time after her shower drying her hair before putting on makeup, going for a killer lipstick that she generally saved for special occasions but keeping the makeup relatively light otherwise.

Amy's biggest dilemma all day had been what to wear. For underwear she chose her best pair of lingerie that she had with her. Easy decision.

On top of it was much trickier… Amy was acutely sensitive to the fact that Luisa was a model and was, undoubtably, going to be wear something fashionable and indescribably sexy, and she didn't want what she wore to suffer in comparison. But then she was travelling with work and had only had so much room in her suitcase, and dressing for a date was not remotely on her radar when she packed. Alongside her work dresses she’d brought with her one more glamorous dress, a black sleeveless dress with a V-neck that fit tight to her waist with a fabric belt and went to just below her knees, and a pair of strappy high-heel shoes.

Personally, she thought that she looked good in these, and she continued to think that once she'd put them all in and looked at herself in the mirror. She just hoped that she'd match up to Luisa's expectations, particularly in the knowledge that the other women that Luisa had slept with in the past had, from the sound of it, been other models and so also presumably well and fashionably dressed… she fervently hoped that Luisa wouldn’t be put off when she realised that Amy dressed like a civilian, not a model.

Looking at the clock she saw that it was quarter to seven and time to go. For the first time all day she had butterflies in her stomach, the nerves that she'd been suppressing all day rising up at the last minute. She reassured herself that there was, quite literally, nothing to lose from this date. If it went well then great, and if it didn't then she still had a very comfortable existence with James alongside whatever her thing was with Sarah. Win-win.

The restaurant was five minutes’ walk away through a safe neighbourhood so she skipped on getting a taxi and instead made the most of the fresh air (or at least as fresh as Los Angeles air can be after a whole day baking in the sun) to help to calm her nerves. The evening was warm and the sun was setting and Amy felt a strong sense of contentment as she walked along.

Arriving at the restaurant she was a few minutes early but decided to head inside anyway, so that at least she could get a table in the bar. The doorman opened the door for her and stepping inside she got to the front desk.

"Do you have a reservation?" the lady manning the reservations book asked her.

Amy smiled. "Yes, in the name of Luisa..." and she tailed off, suddenly realising that she didn't even know Luisa's full name. "Ummm… I have to admit I don't know the surname. It should be for two people?"

The woman laughed. "No problem, let me check." She paused as she scrolled through a list. "Ok, we've only got one Luisa tonight, table for two. She's already here actually, in the bar. Shall I show you through?"

"Thank you, I just hope it's the right one," Amy joked in reply.

"Don't worry, would you recognise her?"

"Yes."

"Then I'll show you to the entrance to the bar. If you don't see her, come back and ask me."

"Oh, brilliant. Thank you."

Amy followed down a corridor to the bar area which was buzzing, even on a Monday night. Clearly Luisa had her finger on the pulse of where was hot and where wasn't. With a polite "Thank you" to the hostess for showing her through, and with those butterflies firmly taking up residence in her stomach, Amy stepped through the door and looked around.

Within a few seconds she heard a voice call, "Amy!", and looking in that direction she saw Luisa standing up from a bar stool at a high table, a broad, welcoming smile on her face. Amy, feeling her heart melt just a little at the sight of her smile, smiled back and made her way over.

When she got there, Luisa gave her a warm hug and kissed her on both cheeks. Stepping back, Luisa looked Amy up and down and simply said, "Wow."

"Wow?"

Luisa nodded. "Wow. I love what you're wearing, you look amazing. Better than amazing."

Amy took a second to look Luisa up and down, and smiling said, "Wow back at you... you look great." She wasn't lying. Luisa was wearing a pale grey-silver fitted strapless dress that hugged her body tightly, stopping like Amy's just below the knee. She had her dark hair down and was wearing a necklace and black high heeled shoes. To Amy's eye she looked amazing, even better than she had on Friday night. And to cap it all her makeup was stunning, with a bold, dark red lipstick offset by blue eyeliner above both eyes.

"Thank you. Should we sit? What are you drinking?"

"I'll have whatever you're having."

Once they'd ordered a couple of cocktails and been brought them, they got talking. Immediately it was very easy going. Much as the phone call on Sunday had felt like a natural continuation of their conversations on Friday night, so their conversation now was the same. They made small talk about what they'd each been up to since Saturday morning, although naturally Amy made no mention of Sarah. That was a topic they could cover at a later date, if there was a later date, but certainly not that night.

It didn't take long for the first cocktail to become a second cocktail, and before they knew it it was time to go through to their table. As they were seated, Amy looked around and was impressed. If this showed Luisa's judgement in restaurants, then as far as Amy was concerned she could pick every time. Their table was sat off to one side with plenty of space between them and the tables around so that it felt private, while the seats were comfortable, almost lounge seats, the tables had proper tablecloths, the lighting was relatively dim save for a couple of candles on the table which further increased the feeling of privacy and intimacy… you were drawn by the lighting to look at your dining companion and them alone.

All-in-all it was almost impossibly stylish and romantic.

Choosing the food was easy… a four course set menu, so their only challenge was what to drink.

"You've got work tomorrow, right? So maybe just a glass of wine with dinner?" asked Luisa.

"Yeah, I do…” Amy grinned conspiratorially. “But I don't mind working with a hangover. How about you? Are you working?"

"No, tomorrow I'm free. Nothing to do but the gym."

"Ok, great. Bottle of wine then?"

"How about the wine pairing? I know it's not cheap, but… this feels like we should."

"I'm game. You might be carrying me out of here if I drink all of it, but it would be nice to do."

"Great, let's do that then."

They settled in to enjoy the meal and weren't disappointed. The intimacy and privacy of their table lent itself to them having a deeper discussion, and Amy took the opportunity to ask more about Luisa's life so far, what it had been like growing up in Mexico, why she moved to LA, how she'd found LA so far. It was fascinating for Amy to listen to her description of a Mexican childhood and her reasons for moving.

Amy suddenly realised something. "I'm sorry, I've never asked you this, how old are you?"

Luisa laughed. "Old enough for what we did on Friday night..."

Blushing, Amy replied, "That's not what I meant..." Although ever so slightly it was… Luisa was beautiful and it was impossible to tell whether she was eighteen or thirty.

"I know! I'm twenty six, how about you?"

"Twenty eight, so we're same ballpark. Anyway, sorry I interrupted you, you were saying about moving?"

"Yes, so obviously there are models and actresses in Mexico, and they do fine for themselves. But the money is only ok, unless you're right at the top. It's sad to think but as a woman you're only in demand in your twenties. It really drops off when you get older, and then you find yourself scrambling, working harder and harder, to get paid less and less. Here, it's ultra-competitive but much more lucrative. I've given myself until I'm thirty to make as much money as I can out of it here, then see where it takes me." She laughed. "Not exactly a life plan, but I guess if you're trying to make money from your looks there aren't many better ideas."

Amy smiled sympathetically and reached to take Luisa's hand in hers over the table. Luisa spent the next few minutes unconsciously gently stroking the back of Amy's hand with her thumb while they talked. "What's the model lifestyle like here? You mentioned a few things on Friday night but sort of skirted around it."

"Periods of very hard work followed by periods of no work, then very hard work again. It's full on when you have a job, it can be long days, it can be travel, it can be staying away from home. And somehow, sometimes, when you feel awful and the last thing you want to do is look good for a camera you have to. If you don't then it makes it harder to get work next time. But then I'll also have weeks where I'm doing meetings and exploring opportunities, and then like tomorrow, I've got a completely free day."

"How about the people you work with, what are they like?"

"A complete mix. Some lovely, friendly people that I enjoy working with, some complete psychopaths, and everywhere in between. I guess probably like your work?"

Amy smiled. "Yes, definitely. It takes all sorts."

"If you're away for a photo shoot with some other models who have got a big idea of themselves and a photographer who just wants to sleep with one of us it's not good. You're fending for yourself. But then other times, with the right people, it can be almost like a days long party atmosphere. It really depends. I think I'm learning as I go what to steer myself towards and what to avoid. I’ve got a good agent and that helps… I’m established enough now that I can say no if something feels wrong. That helps." Luisa paused. "That's enough about me though, I've just talked about myself for half of our meal. How about you? Tell me about growing up."

They spent a lot of the rest of the meal with Amy giving her life story, talking about school, university, work. She skirted around the subject of James, only mentioning in passing, and it felt like Luisa tacitly agreed to do the same, not asking about him at all and just nodding sympathetically when he was mentioned. The wine pairing was also starting to have its effect, both women opening up much more than at the start as their tongues were loosened, and inevitably the level of flirtation was rising with the amount of wine consumed.

As the final course was cleared away, Luisa looked at Amy and said, "I'm really glad I called you. I was so nervous about doing it."

"Really?" replied Amy. "I can't imagine you being nervous about anything."

"Oh, believe me I can be. I mean, you're kind of straight, you've got a boyfriend, you've got a not-girlfriend, you live five thousand miles away. That's a lot of reasons for you to have said no. I was really worried that I'd call and you'd be trying to get rid of me quickly."

Amy smiled to reassure her. “I can understand that, but I can admit this now... I was hoping so much that you'd call or message or anything. I nearly didn't leave you my number as I thought, when you'd said you'd had a few things with other women, and you'd only dated men, that you'd want to leave it at that. But I told myself to give you the choice at least."

"I'm glad you did. I've never done something like this before."

"Me neither. I'm enjoying myself."

"Me too. It's a shame it's coming to an end. Unless... you'd like to go somewhere else? Keep the night going?" As she said this, she took Amy's hand again over the table, and Amy felt Luisa move her legs under the table with her foot brushing against Amy's leg in what didn't feel an accidental way.

Amy looked at her for a few moments, and said, "I'd like that. Shall we settle up the bill and then decide?"

Luisa insisted on paying the bill, waving away Amy's protests. "I chose where we were going, it's my treat. You can pay next time." Amy let that one goes but in the back of her mind she thrilled at the thought that Luisa was already thinking in terms of next times.

When they stepped out into the street it was dark but still warm. They walked off arm in arm, joking and laughing with each other as they went. After a few minutes Luisa stopped and, facing Amy, said, "Wait, where are we going?"

"I thought you knew," laughed Amy. "I was following you!"

"I don't have a clue where we are," laughed Luisa. "I thought you knew."

The part of the street they were on was relatively quiet, and facing Luisa Amy took both of Luisa's hands in hers. "Where would you like to go? It's your town and I'm game for anything."

Luisa raised her eyebrows. "Anything?"

"Anything."

Leaning in towards Amy, still holding both hands, Luisa whispered, "Really anything?" Amy nodded… and they moved closer until their lips brushed against each other. Not frantically, not out of control, but gently, a soft, tender kiss, as if they had all the time in the world. Pulling back slightly, Luisa continued in a whisper, "How about you show me your hotel then?"

Amy kissed her back, then replied, "I'd like that very much.”


Chapter 29


It took them a little longer than a few minutes to get there, mainly because they were lost and went the wrong way. Amy didn't mind at all as she was enjoying Luisa's company so much. If anything it just built up the anticipation more, both of their excitement palpable as they walked hand in hand.

Nobody batted an eyelid as they walked through the lobby and into the lift, though they both behaved themselves, keeping their hands off each other on the whole until they were upstairs.

Tapping her keycard on the door and opening it for Luisa, Amy held the door open while Luisa walked in first. "Welcome to my room," she said.

"It's nice. Your company pays for this?"

"Well, the client does in the end. But yes, it's not bad."

"It's got a big bed," said Luisa with a smile. "I'd say it's perfect." She walked over and kissed Amy again, this time more passionate, less patient than before. They kissed standing, their hands all over each other, before Luisa broke off and said, "Just one minute, these are killing me." She sat down on the bed to undo and take off her shoes.

Amy did likewise, and now that she was on the bed she thought it most sensible to move herself back up it so that she was sat up against the pillows. "Come and join me," she said to Luisa, holding out her hand. Luisa climbed on and crawled over to Amy, a mix of seductive and amusing. Amy started laughing, which got Luisa laughing, and they cuddled up to each other still laughing before they started to kiss again.

Quickly the kissing became more heated, and their hands started wandering. Amy felt Luisa's hand slide over her chest, squeezing lightly, and Amy responded by reaching her hand down to Luisa's ass and pulling Luisa into her more. Amy let out a soft moan through their kisses as Luisa's hand brushed over her hardening nipple, and she could feel a moistness between her legs that spoke to her arousal at this point. When she slipped her hand down beneath the hem of Luisa's dress, then started to brush her hand up the outside of Luisa's thigh, Luisa's moan in response told Amy that the arousal was mutual. And when Luisa parted her legs slightly to allow Amy to move her hand to stroke her inner thigh, Amy felt a slight tremble shake through Luisa.

Luisa broke the kiss, and said to Amy with an innocent smile, "I've got a confession to make."

"Oh, yes?"

"Yes... I forgot to wear any underwear tonight." She took Amy's hand in hers and moved it to touch between her legs. "See?"

Amy felt her fingers touch the slickness between Luisa's legs, and as she gently stroked through her folds another tremble shook through Luisa and she moaned louder. Amy gently pushed Luisa so that she rolled on to her back, and saying to her, "Very naughty...", she started to kiss down Luisa's cheek and then neck, then her bare shoulders, while keeping her hand touching Luisa gently between her legs. "We'll have to do something about this." Kissing down to Luisa's chest she pulled the top of the dress down enough to free one of her breasts, which Amy briefly kissed across, touching her hard nipple with her tongue, before she slid down the bed and between Luisa's legs.

Despite the desperate temptation to make Luisa climax, the desire to feel Luisa orgasm at her hands, Amy was patient. She was playing the long game here, and she knew that sex after a date like this was almost like a test, that the better it was the more it would drive future desire. Amy wanted what they did that night to be something that would live with Luisa for a long time, whatever happened, and in that she'd learnt her lesson from Sarah.

To start with Amy continued to gently touch Luisa with her fingers while planting kisses on her inner thighs and down towards her perfect ass, but keeping it slow. From the noises that Luisa was making she wanted Amy to do more, but she continued the slow pace. Finally, only when Luisa's hands had reached down to try to pull her head in to her, did Amy relent and softly replace her fingers with her tongue. Luisa let out a loud moan as she did so, arching her back, a shudder running through her.

Amy looked up and could see that Luisa's eyes were closed, her lips parted, and her chest was rising and falling rapidly as her breathing grew shallower. As Amy slowly used her tongue, another soft moan escaped from Luisa's lips. Luisa's hands released their grip on Amy's head and she reached her arms up to hold on to the bedframe instead. Amy could tell that she was incredibly close, but she still didn't rush.

For maybe five minutes Amy continued to gently pleasure Luisa, using only her tongue, varying the pace to keep her built up close to the peak but not quite there. Luisa, for her part, having already experienced Amy doing this on Friday night, appeared to understand what Amy was doing, although Amy could tell that she desperately wanted to orgasm. Amy's hands were both wrapped around the outside of Luisa's thighs, feeling her toned muscles tense involuntarily as little, pre-orgasmic shudders rolled through her.

Sensing that the time was right, Amy moved one of her hands to between Luisa's legs, sliding a finger into her. Luisa responded almost immediately, starting to flex her hips in time with the flicks of Amy's tongue and the thrusts of her finger. Suddenly her body went rigid, her moans grew louder, and she came hard, her hands bracing herself against the bedframe as the waves rolled through her.

Amy, following the signs from Luisa's body, slowed down but continued to gently, slowly lick and caress Luisa, before increasing the pace and pressure again as she built to a sudden second orgasm. And then, as Amy worked all of the magic that she'd learned from Sarah, a third, a fourth, and finally a fifth wave shook through her, Amy never letting her descend far from the peaks in between. In all, Luisa must have spent ten minutes continuously writhing in pleasure at Amy's touch.

When she stopped, Amy lay there between Luisa's legs, gazing up at her and gently stroking her thighs while she recovered, her eyes closed. Luisa was beautiful from any angle, but from this angle Amy could have sat and watched her all day long. Occasionally Amy would plant a soft kiss between her legs, not trying to build her up again, purely out of affectionate tenderness.

Finally, Luisa opened her eyes and gazed down at Amy, reaching her hands down to stroke Amy's hair. "That was... incredible. I'm going to want you to do that every time."

Amy raised her eyebrows. "Every time?"

"Oh... I think we're going to be having a second date, don't you?"

Grinning, Amy replied, "I think so."

They both lay there, relaxed for a few more minutes. Luisa got up to use Amy's bathroom, and while she was there Amy took the opportunity to slip off her dress, leaving just her lingerie on. She climbed back on to the bed, lying against the pillows, waiting for Luisa to come back.

When Luisa returned, she took two steps into the room and then stopped when she saw what Amy was wearing. "Wow..." she said. "If I'd known you had those on under your dress, I'd have been on you in the restaurant."

Amy blushed. "You like then?"

"I like. But I'm going to have to take them off..."

"Are you?" whispered Amy, as Luisa climbed on to the bed, on all fours on top of Amy, her necklace hanging down between her breasts, and leaned down to start kissing her.

"I am... but I'll take my time..." she whispered in response, before starting to slowly kiss Amy on her lips, the same slow, erotic pace that she'd kissed Amy with in the club on Friday night. Amy forced herself not to speed it up, knowing that Luisa had plans for what was to come, and just in doing that she felt her nerve endings on fire, as Luisa kissed, and gently bit, and met tongue with tongue. She'd thought that Luisa was the best kisser she'd ever met on Friday and now she knew. She was not just a little bit better than people she'd kissed before, she was a different level, even compared to Sarah. A kiss from Luisa was like nothing she'd ever experienced.

Taking her time, and supporting herself on one arm, she used her free hand to slide down Amy's chest and start to stroke and tease her nipples through the thin, almost see through fabric on her bra. Amy's nipples had already been hard and had become super sensitive from how aroused she was, but Luisa was listening to Amy's reaction to her touches and kept her strokes very gentle as a result.

Amy was so turned on, she wanted Luisa to touch her properly, but she trusted her to take as long as she needed. Luisa settled into a long French kiss with Amy, their lips parted and tongues exploring each other, the sense of intimacy so great that Amy couldn't help letting out a series of moans. She could feel a familiar tightness growing between her legs and felt a brief shudder roll through her. Luisa felt it too and increased the pressure of her touches on Amy's nipples. Amy felt it building and realised with astonishment moments before it happened that she was orgasming purely from the kiss and the touches on her nipples alone. Her moans grew louder, and she held on tightly to Luisa as the orgasm rocked through her, unusual in that there was nothing touching her between her legs to make it faster or slower, but no less good for it.

"Oh god," she whispered to Luisa as she recovered, "that has never happened to me before. Ever. What was that?"

Luisa looked half-concerned and half-delighted. "You liked it though?"

Amy kissed her. "I loved it. Absolutely loved it. Where did you learn to do that?"

Luisa blushed. "You’re not the only one with skills…”

Putting out of her mind the image that jumped in of Luisa doing that with another model after a photoshoot, Amy replied, "It was amazing. Thank whoever taught you that for me."

"We're not done though, I've still not been down on you."

"You don't need to..."

"...but I want to. I really want to. Can I?"

Amy nodded. Luisa first reached behind Amy's back to undo her bra, then went to kiss Amy's breasts briefly but gently as they were still tender from before. She kissed down Amy's body, slowly and sensually, while using her hands to stroke down both of Amy's sides. When she reached low enough Luisa pulled down Amy's underwear, then sat back between Amy's legs, looking down and stroking around the whole area.

Smiling slightly, Amy asked, "I hope it's ok, I'm still conscious that I'm not bare down there like you."

"It's more than ok, I was just admiring you." She slid her thumb down to touch Amy through her pubic hair, drawing a gasp from Amy. "Do you like that?" Amy nodded. "Good." Luisa leaned down and buried her face between Amy's legs, setting a slow pace similar to the pace that Amy had set earlier.

Amy felt her arousal building quickly again and made an involuntary buck of her hips when Luisa pulled back a little, drawing a smile from Luisa. Amy had her eyes open and was looking down, entranced by the sight of Luisa's face between her legs, her toned back leading to her perfect ass visible behind, her legs splayed out. This woman is entirely devoted to my pleasure right now, thought Amy, and she's a goddess. I can't believe this is happening.

As Amy felt herself starting the slow ascent to her second orgasm, she had an idea. Looking down at Luisa she said, "I want to touch you too. Can I?"

Luisa lifted her head and thought for a second. "I'd like that. Move down the bed." Amy moved herself down the bed so that she was diagonally across it, lying on her back. Luisa repositioned herself so that they were in the 69 position, Luisa on top. She lowered her hips slightly and Amy brought her tongue to between Luisa's legs. In this position they pleasured each other, slowly building each other up. It didn't take long from there for the sheer eroticism of what they were doing to push Amy over the edge, pulling her tongue away from Luisa as she started to moan loudly and her second orgasm of the night left her breathless.

Quickly, though, Amy resumed with her tongue on Luisa, and she was rewarded by the sounds and tell-tale signs that she knew by now meant that Luisa was building to her own orgasm again.

"Turn around," Amy said, breaking off for just long enough to do so before resuming with her tongue. "I want to look at you." Luisa did as she was told, turning around and settling above Amy's face, her hair cascading down as she looked down at Amy. Amy increased the pace and used her hands to very gently scratch her nails across Luisa's inner thighs, judging that now was not the time to give her a super-drawn out orgasm, and was rewarded by the sight of an orgasm ripping through Luisa, all the time with them keeping their eye contact.

Luisa collapsed down on to the bed next to Amy, and they rolled to face each other, kissing gently. Amy smiled, and said quietly, "You're beautiful when you orgasm. I mean... you're always beautiful, but your face, your whole body then was something else."

Luisa blushed and kissed Amy again, before replying, "I'm going to watch you next time we see each other... I get the feeling that you're going to look super-hot like that too."

"Next time?"

"If you'd like a next time."

"Very much..." and Amy kissed Luisa again, pressing her body as close as she could to hers, wanting to feel her touch everywhere.


Chapter 30


The next morning Amy's alarm went off later than usual… the morning after was hardly the morning to get out of bed early for the hotel gym. They both stirred slowly, rolling to face each other in the dim light.

"Morning," whispered Amy with a smile.

"Morning," replied Luisa, also smiling. She reached out her hand to gently stroke Amy's cheek. "You looked beautiful sleeping earlier."

"You were watching me?"

"Only for a bit, before I went back to sleep. It's a very comfortable bed."

Amy rolled on to her back and stretched, before rolling back a bit closer to Luisa. "Yes, very."

They were silent for a couple of minutes, then Luisa asked, "How long until you go to work?"

"I've got about an hour until I need to get dressed."

"Hmmm... what can we do to use up an hour?"

"I'm sure you have some ideas..."

Luisa moved closer and kissed Amy, the same slow, erotic kiss that they'd first had on the Friday night. Amy returned the kiss eagerly, trying her best to slow down as well, figuring that if what Luisa was doing felt so good to Amy then it was the least she could do to do the same in return. Soon their bodies were pressed together and their hands were roaming… it was getting heated fast.

Amy wanted more though… needed more. She shifted and rolled Luisa onto her back, slipping one of her legs under Luisa's and pushing herself into a scissoring position. Luisa stopped kissing for a second and looked up at Amy.

"Don't worry," Amy reassured her. "Trust me, this is good."

“Oh, I know it is,” Luisa replied with a grin.

They resumed their slow kissing as Amy started to gently grind herself against Luisa. Luisa quickly caught on and started to grind her hips back into Amy in time to Amy's movements. She reached her hands down to rest on Amy's ass, pulling Amy into her with every thrust. As Amy felt her orgasm building she shifted position, raising herself up to look into Luisa's eyes and bracing herself with her hands on the bedframe, using her hold to increase the power of her thrusts.

She quickly felt her orgasm reaching a crescendo and, despite knowing that it would be even better if she slowed down and drew it out, couldn't resist thrusting hard through it, her orgasm rushing through her, leaving her moaning hard while still looking Luisa in the eye, ever so slightly embarrassed to have climaxed first.

Luisa was still building herself, so Amy continued grinding into her, more gently now following her own orgasm. Luisa had a look of passion in her eyes and rolled Amy over onto her back, quickly taking Amy’s position from before and taking over the grinding herself. Amy reached for her ass but Luisa had other ideas, taking both of Amy's wrists and pinning them above her head, using her own body weight to stop Amy from moving. Lying like this, holding Amy down, Luisa ground herself to her own orgasm, letting go of Amy's wrists and kissing her deeply as it shook through her.

Laughing afterwards, Luisa said, "I'm sorry about that, I hope you didn't mind with your arms?"

"No, not at all. I like it, so long as I can do the same with you?"

"Any time.” Luisa kissed her again. “I guess you need to get up for work now?"

Amy pouted in mock disappointment. "Unfortunately... I need to go in the shower… care to join me?"

***

The shower lasted longer than Amy would usually take on her own, and when they'd both got dry they realised that Luisa only had her dress and heels from the night before to wear, not really the sort of clothes for walking around in the morning in unless you wanted everyone to know you'd not been home.

"I've got an idea," said Amy. "We're going to see each other again, right?" Luisa nodded. "So, you can borrow some of my gym kit, and I reckon my trainers will fit you. I've got this bag you can put your dress and shoes in, and no one will suspect a thing."

"You're sure?" replied Luisa. Amy nodded. "You like running, don't you?"

"Yes, I'd run every day if I could."

"Me too. Are you doing anything later? If not, why don't we meet after work and we can go for a run together, then maybe hangout?"

"I'd like that. Where?"

"How about you come to my place, you can get changed into the kit you're lending me, I'll wear mine?"

Amy didn’t even paused to think that she was essentially agreeing to a second date that very night… she definitely, absolutely wanted to see Luisa again at the earliest opportunity. “That’s a great idea. Six thirty? Then we can run in daylight."

"Perfect."

Luisa got dressed quickly, then helped Amy to choose which dress to wear for the day, doing up the zip. She also helped Amy with her hair, suggesting a tweak on her usual hairstyle that Amy had to admit looked better. They parted at Amy's door, sharing a long, lingering kiss before Luisa headed out. Amy followed a few minutes later, though she wasn’t sure why…

It just felt like the discreet thing to do.


Chapter 31


Work that Tuesday flew by in a stream of urgent requests and meetings. Sarah grabbed Amy in her office briefly to ask how the night had gone, and even without time to talk about it properly Amy's smile told Sarah everything that she needed to know.

Sarah was in a playful mood, singing quietly "Amy's fucking a model..." under her breath and with a smile on her face just loud enough for Amy to hear and blush as she left her office.

Later in the day Sarah came to talk to Amy in private. After some initial chat about work, she asked, "What time are you coming to my room tonight? We've got to make up for the lost time from yesterday."

Amy was a little taken aback by how direct Sarah was. “Your room?" she asked, buying time while her mind caught up.

"Yes..."

"I kind of have plans already I'm afraid."

"Luisa?"

Amy smiled. "We're going for a run together."

Sarah looked irritated. "A run? That's what you're calling it?"

"Yes... a run." Amy was surprised at Sarah’s reaction. "I'm sorry, I'll cancel. What time do you want me?" She really didn't want to, but she wanted to placate Sarah. The thought of another night being dominated by Sarah rather than a night having fun with Luisa made her heart sink… it was all relative, of course, but still.

Sarah looked at her for a few seconds longer than was comfortable. "No, that's fine. I’d thought we were going to make the most of being away together, but… it’s fine." She smiled weakly, though the smile didn't reach her eyes. "Have fun, we can make up for lost time tomorrow?"

"Ok, thank you. Yes, I'd like that." Amy couldn't quite believe that she was thanking Sarah for not having to cancel seeing Luisa, as if Sarah had some sort of first right on Amy's spare time, at least on this work trip. That wasn't how their mentoring arrangement was supposed to work. To be fair it was often how her job worked, but Sarah seemed to be conflating the two.

"Tomorrow then. Have fun tonight."

That conversation weighed on Amy's mind for a few hours afterwards, but she was able to put it out of her mind as she left work to head over to Luisa's place.

She knocked on the door of her apartment and Luisa opened it quickly, greeting Amy with a hug and a quick, but certainly more than just friends, kiss. Luisa was changed already into her running kit and, unsurprisingly, again looked stunning.

"I'm looking forward to this," said Luisa. "Your kit’s over there on the bed, thank you again for lending it to me this morning. It would have been awkward walking home in my dress."

Amy laughed. "Yes, a bit of a giveaway!"

"You can use my bathroom if you want some privacy?"

Amy looked at Luisa and grinned. "I figure you've seen every inch of me already in the last twenty four hours, so I don't mind changing in front of you if you don't mind?"

"Not at all..."

They chatted while Amy changed and then headed out running. It turned out that there were several good routes from Luisa's building that, once you were past some initial road crossings, wound through parks and residential areas so that you could build up a good, uninterrupted pace. As Amy ran a lot she could tell that Luisa's pace, while decent, wasn't quite as fast as she'd normally go so she slowed it down a little for Luisa's benefit. Luisa seemed to appreciate this, and to Amy it felt like she was going faster than her comfortable pace to make sure it was still a work out for Amy.

By the time they got back to Luisa's apartment they were both short of breath and covered in sweat, a sure sign of a good run.

Downing a glass of water, Amy said, "That was a great run, thank you for inviting me. I really liked the route."

"No, thank you for coming. You're fast! You run often?"

"I try to run most days if I can, or at least go the gym. You?"

"More gym for me, I've got a particular body shape to work towards. I'd like to say I run outdoors once a week, but I probably manage less. It depends a little on when in the modelling calendar it is too… lingerie and swimwear mean a lot of exercise.”

They both stood in silence in Luisa's kitchen area drinking their water, then Amy said, "I guess I'd better get out of your way now, unless..."

Luisa smiled. "Unless..."

"...you've not got any plans for this evening?"

"I've not actually. You?"

"None. None at all. If I leave now, it's room service in front of the TV in my room for me."

Luisa walked over to Amy and draped her arms over her shoulders, her body stood close. "We can't have that can we?" She kissed Amy gently. "How about if I make us some dinner, we can chat, see where the evening takes us?"

Amy smiled and kissed her back, resting her hands on Luisa's hips. "That sounds nice. You cook a lot?"

Grinning, Luisa replied, "No. Never actually. This kitchen is just for show. I can order great delivery though."

Amy laughed at that. "That sounds great. Can I use your shower first? I'd be embarrassed to sit in your flat drenched in sweat like this."

"Only if I can join you..."

Amy kissed her again. "Our second shower together of the day?" She shrugged. "Ok."

***

The next morning Amy woke up early, knowing that she needed to get back from Luisa's apartment to her own hotel room to get ready for work. As she quietly got dressed, putting on her sweaty running kit as the lesser of two evils compared to doing the walk of shame in her work dress from the day before, she kept sneaking looks at Luisa's naked sleeping body on the bed.

This time, in contrast to Saturday morning, she woke Luisa up with a kiss when it was time to leave. Sitting down next to her on the bed, she said quietly, "Good morning beautiful."

Luisa mumbled something, then rolled over and cracked open her eyes to look at Amy. "Good morning." A pause. "It's early."

Amy smiled. "It is, but I didn't want to leave without saying goodbye. When can I see you again?"

"I have something the next two nights, a friend's birthday party tonight and then some work on Thursday that will probably go on late. You fly on Saturday?"

"Yep."

"Friday? I'd love to see you Friday."

"I'd like that very much. Dinner? My treat this time."

"Deal. Friday it is."

Amy gave Luisa a long, slow kiss, loving the feel of how soft and warm Luisa was and more than a little envious that Luisa looked like she was about to go back to sleep again, then headed out of the door.


Chapter 32


Wednesday night, 7pm. Sarah had made it clear to Amy that she expected Amy to arrive at her suite promptly at seven, and pausing just outside the door Amy took a deep breath. For the first time in the three months since she'd first slept with Sarah, Amy didn't feel her usual breathless, giddy excitement at what the night ahead might hold. There was still excitement, yes, but tinged with trepidation.

Sarah had been, if not cold, then certainly not her usual warm self towards Amy since she'd learned the day before that Amy was going to see Luisa rather than her. Amy didn't know what she'd done wrong, her whatever-it-was with Luisa was absolutely within the parameters of their mentoring arrangement, but clearly something had riled Sarah about it. Either that or, of course, there was something else weighing on Sarah's mind.

Amy didn’t want an evening spent as Sarah's fuck toy, but with weary resignation she knew that that's what would happen. What she wanted was to spend another evening hanging out with Luisa like the night before though that wasn't on the cards. And failing that, a quiet night in, maybe watch some TV, get to bed early. But the mentoring arrangement was so valuable to Amy that she knew she needed to do this, much as her rationale had been those first few times with Sarah months before.

Tapping her key card on the reader, she opened the door and stepped into the suite. Sarah was sat on the sofa drinking a glass of wine wearing a dressing gown, and when she saw Amy she smiled and stood up. At least now, in this context, the smile seemed warm and genuine.

"Good evening, come on in."

Amy smiled back and walked over to her. "Here as promised," she joked.

"I'm glad, I really am." Sarah put down her wine glass and kissed Amy, and Amy kissed her back, reaching her arms around Sarah's back to pull her into a tight embrace. All she could think though was that Sarah wasn't as good a kisser as Luisa. Great still, of course, but not Luisa's level… although regardless the kiss made some of the tension that she hadn’t even realised she was carrying start to dissipate.

Amy, despite herself, felt her arousal start to build. It would have been hard not to. It wasn't like her fling with Luisa had made Sarah unattractive, far from it. Sarah remained a beautiful woman and as Amy got into the kiss she felt it triggering all sorts of memories of the last three months, some of the most erotic memories of her life… and also remembering how much she liked this version of Sarah as a person, too.

Sarah broke off the kiss, and looking into Amy's eyes said, "I went shopping last night..."

"Shopping?"

Sarah winked. "Shopping. Take a look in the bag on the table."

Amy walked over and looked. It was a nondescript bag but inside was a whole range of upmarket items from a sex shop. Several pairs of handcuffs, a spreader bar, a spanking paddle, a collar, nipple clamps joined by a chain, blindfolds, a ball gag ('no chance' thought Amy), a riding crop and more. Amy glanced back over at Sarah who was stood there with a look of hungry anticipation on her face. She'd really gone to town with her shopping.

"I... I don't... I...," Amy stuttered out, before pausing to regather herself. "I'm really sorry, I don't want you to use this stuff on me. I really appreciate you going to the effort. I'm happy for us to have as much sex as we want tonight, but please don't make me your tied up sex toy again."

Looking up at Sarah she expected to see her looking crestfallen. What she didn't expect was for Sarah to be laughing.

"What's so funny?" asked Amy.

Sarah walked over and took Amy's hands in hers. "You've misunderstood. Maybe I should have explained it differently... they're not for me to use on you."

"So, what are they for?"

Sarah looked down, then looked back up at Amy. "Well, there are two of us here, and I'm not going to use them on you, so..."

The penny dropped for Amy. She replied hesitantly, "You'd like me to use them on you?" Sarah nodded. "But... why? You like to be in charge. You’re always in charge. Are you sure?" Amy could feel her enthusiasm for the evening growing. The opportunity to turn the tables on Sarah, even just for one night? That sounded good. Just when she’d been feeling like sleeping with Sarah was going to become a chore rather than a pleasure, Sarah had managed to pull out another surprise.

"Easy answer or the real answer?"

"Both?"

"Ok... easy answer, I'm really excited by what you've got going on with Luisa, but I know you've only really experienced what we do with me in the dominant role and you in the submissive role. I want to give you the opportunity to practice being in the dominant role in case that's how your Luisa thing develops."

Amy smiled at that. "I'm not sure if we'd go there, but thanks, that's very thoughtful of you." She gave Sarah a quick kiss.

"The real answer... I can't believe I'm going to admit this. Can we sit down?" They both sat back down on the sofa, facing each other. "That time, I think it was our third time together, where you put me in the submissive position, on my sofa?" Amy nodded. "I haven't been able to get that out of my head. No one has ever done that to me before. And...” Sarah took a deep breath. “I liked it. Really liked it. I want more of it. I realised when I gave you the advice with Luisa to seize the day that I should apply the same advice to myself. What if I really, deep down am submissive and I never let myself try it? And the fantasy you described to me, with the barista, since I met her on Monday that's been living in my head. Literally non-stop."

"Ok, I appreciate your honesty. I thought... you'd been quite distant the last couple of days, I was worried that I'd annoyed you and you were going to do something extreme to me to show me who was in charge."

Sarah laughed kindly. "I'm sorry about that, I had a lot to think about. I was preoccupied with thinking through all of what we're hopefully about to do. It’s…” She trailed off then started again. “It’s a really big deal for me to surrender control. I’m asking you because I know you’ll do it right.”

"If you’re really sure?"

"I am. Just one thing. Please never, never, never tell a soul about us doing this."

"Of course, that's not a problem. Just one thing from me, I've not done this before. Tell me if I'm doing something wrong or can do something better. Ok?"

Sarah nodded, then said, "Over to you, you're in charge... mistress." Sarah was grinning as she said it, and Amy could see that she was really excited to switch roles… and Amy was really pleased to be the one that Sarah had chosen to be so vulnerable with.

Amy got up again and walked over to the bag. She turned back to look at Sarah. "Who's in charge?"

"You are."

"You don't need to call me mistress. But everything you say, you'll call me Amy, ok?"

"Yes Amy."

In all honesty Amy felt quite a long way out of her depth… this was not something she’d ever done before. But… it sounded fun. What wasn’t to like about doing a little role reversal?

"Are you happy for me to use anything in the bag? How about the strap-ons you brought here?"

"Yes Amy. Everything. The strap-ons are in my suitcase."

"Take off the dressing gown and anything you're wearing underneath. I want you naked. Then come over here."

"Yes Amy," replied Sarah, standing up to take off her dressing gown. Underneath she wore lingerie which she took off, leaving her standing naked. She walked over to stand in front of Amy.

"Turn around." Sarah turned so that her back was to Amy. Amy took a minute to admire her figure, unable to resist the temptation to stroke her hand across Sarah's toned back, down to touch her ass, then she leaned over to whisper into Sarah's ear, "You're going to need a safe word. Pomegranate. Say that and I'll stop immediately. Otherwise, I won't. Ok?"

"Yes Amy."

"I need you to know that you're mine for tonight." She picked up the collar from the bag, pushed Sarah's ponytail off to one side, and fitted it around her neck. "Now turn around."

Sarah turned and Amy looked at her. She could see that Sarah's cheeks were flushed, and she had a look in her eyes that spoke to something deeply carnal going on inside her head. Amy kissed Sarah briefly, then looked her in the eye as she ran her hands down Sarah's body, feeling her nipples already standing erect, and feeling between her legs where Sarah was soaking wet. She hadn't been lying when she'd said about the effect that thinking about this had had on her, the evidence of her reaction to having her fantasies fulfilled was clear to see.

"One rule. You can only climax when I say you can. Ok?" Sarah nodded and swallowed. Amy reached into the bag and pulled out the nipple clamps. "Tell me, how do I best use these?"

"Of course, Amy. You can put them on me and use the chain to control me. But gently, you don't want to injure me."

Amy leaned over and used her tongue on Sarah's nipples, alternating between one and the other. A moan escaped Sarah's lips. "I'm going to put them on you now." She clipped one on, gently, then the other. God, Sarah looked so hot with the nipples clamps and the collar on. "Do they feel ok?" Sarah nodded. "Good... now give me your wrists." Sarah held out her wrists, and Amy put on one of the pairs of handcuffs.

Taking a hold of the chain between the nipples clamps Amy gave it a light tug, a smile playing across her lips. Sarah jerked forward and gave out a little grunt, her eyes widened in surprise.

"Come with me," she told Sarah, leading her slowly by the chain over to the sofa. Sarah followed helpless, no choice but to comply. “Lie down." Sarah lay down. "Now put your arms above your head resting on the arm, and part your legs." Sarah did as she told. "I'll be right back. Stay precisely like that.”

“Yes Amy.”

Amy walked through to the bedroom and shut the doors behind her. Oh my god, she thought. This is so hot. But she also hoped that she was doing it right. Amy stripped off her own clothes, leaving just her lingerie on. Looking in Sarah's suitcase she found the strap-ons and chose the biggest, the one that Sarah had used on her repeatedly since that first proper time together. She had the distinct feeling that Sarah would be disappointed with anything else. Pulling the harness on and tightening it, she opened the doors again and walked through.

Amy paused at the bag and pulled out the riding crop. She didn't really plan to use it, but Amy thought it would be a good prop to build Sarah’s anticipation. Walking over she saw that Sarah was still in the position she'd left her in, and looking between her legs she could see Sarah's evident arousal.

"Good girl," she said, slightly embarrassed to be saying that to someone nearly ten years older than her. "You did what I told you to. So, you get a little reward." Amy dropped to her knees on the sofa and put her mouth between Sarah's legs, pleasuring her with her tongue. She planned to keep it slow and gentle, not enough to make Sarah orgasm, just enough to build her pleasure and make her understand that there was reward for doing what she was told. Sarah started to respond, moans coming out of her mouth and little twitches flashing through her body. "No orgasm until it's time..." Amy said, lifting her head up and away from Sarah.

"Please, I'm so close."

"You didn't say Amy. Bad girl. Roll over." Sarah rolled over and Amy took a second running her hands over Sarah's pert ass cheeks before planting a sharp smack. "If you don't do what I tell you, it will be punishment." Amy smacked her again, drawing a gasp out of Sarah. "Do you understand?"

"Yes Amy. I understand. I'm sorry Amy."

"That's ok." Amy planted two more smacks on Sarah then told her to roll over again onto her back. Spanking… not something Amy had ever been into before meeting Sarah, not something she’d ever be into really too much, but as an occasional giver and receiver she could see the attraction.

“I'm going to fuck you with this. It needs lubricating. You know what to do." Did I really just say that, thought Amy?

"Yes Amy," replied Sarah, sitting up and leaning over to take the fake cock in her mouth. She really went to town with it, giving an incredible looking blowjob. Lucky Sarah's husband, thought Amy. Amy put her hand on the back of Sarah's head and pulled her mouth onto the cock, making her take it deeper in her mouth. After a few seconds she let go and Sarah popped back off gasping for breath, a little thread of her saliva running from the cock to her lips.

"Now lie back where you were before." Sarah lay back down, legs apart, handcuffed wrists back over her head. Amy positioned herself between Sarah's legs, the fake cock waiting at her entrance. "You want this?" Sarah nodded and licked her lips. Amy slid into her, about halfway at first, giving Sarah the time to adjust to the size inside her. "You're ok?" Sarah nodded again. Amy slid the full length slowly into her, then paused.

Amy smiled down at Sarah, who tried to smile back but was so focused on the cock inside her that it came out as a very faint smile at best. She leaned down to kiss Sarah, who kissed her back hungrily, and while they kissed Amy started to slide in and out, very slowly, almost teasingly, but with firm thrusts. Sarah moaned into the kiss, making Amy kiss her harder. But as Sarah started to make all of her usual movements and sounds that showed she was about to climax, Amy slowed down to a stop. "Not yet..." she whispered.

Amy leaned back and reached for Sarah's legs, putting them up on her shoulders. She used one hand to tug gently on the chain between the nipple clamps, drawing a whimper from Sarah. "Please Amy..." moaned Sarah. "Please can I orgasm?"

"You can," replied Amy, increasing the pace of the thrusts slightly. Sarah started to moan loudly, her eyes closed, and Amy could see her hands gripping on to the cushion as her orgasm crashed through her. Amy didn't slow down there, keeping up the same pace through Sarah's orgasm, drawing it out but not stopping even when she normally would have. "I don't think you're done," joked Amy, letting Sarah's legs down and leaning back down to kiss her, all while continuing the thrusts. "I think you've got more in you." She pulled out, and said, "Roll over, on all fours."

Sarah took a second to react, still consumed by her orgasm, but then rolled over and got on all fours, her elbows resting on the sofa, wrists still handcuffed. Amy positioned herself behind Sarah then slid quickly back into her. Sarah let out a loud moan. "Please fuck me, Amy."

"Oh, I will… but patience..." replied Amy, slowly sliding in and out of her. Sarah moaned with each thrust, and Amy reached the collar, pulling back gently on it. Sarah's head rose up and her back arched. "You like this? You like being dominated like this?"

"Yes..." moaned Sarah. "So good, Amy…”

“I think you like being the submissive one… I think it’s your little secret?” Amy cringed inside to hear herself say it, but she figured it was what Sarah wanted to hear so why not?

“It is… my naughty secret…” gasped Sarah.

"You forgot to say Amy," laughed Amy, using her free hand to plant four quick spanks on to Sarah's ass.

"If that's my punishment Amy," Sarah panted. "Then maybe I'll forget to say it more."

"You wouldn't dare..."

"I would..." Amy reached down to pick up the riding crop. She'd not planned to use it, but it sounded like Sarah was getting disobedient and needed something more to keep her in line. Amy snapped it down on to Sarah's ass, much harder than she'd planned, and Sarah automatically flinched, letting out a cry of surprise.

"You want to try me?" asked Amy. "There's more of that." She flicked the riding crop again, much softer, but catching Sarah’s back. Again, a cry of surprise from Sarah.

"Sorry Amy."

"That's better." She increased the pace of thrusts, and putting down the riding crop she instead grabbed Sarah's ponytail so that she had that in one hand, her other hand tight on Sarah’s waist. Pulling back Sarah raised up off the sofa, desperately moving her bound wrists to support herself on the back of the sofa instead. "You can cum now." A series of loud moans came from Sarah's mouth, and she came hard, Amy letting go of her hair once she'd come down from the heights and collapsing on top of her. "Did you like that?" she whispered.

"Yes, it felt so good. Better than I'd hoped Amy." Sarah was recovering her breath, a sheen of sweat all over her naked skin.

“Good.” Amy walked over to an arm chair and sat down, legs parted. “Now… you got yours, it’s my turn. Crawl over here. And then you’ve got an hour to do your best… and after that I’ll decide whether you deserve a reward… or a punishment.”

The look in Sarah’s eyes as she wearily dropped from the sofa to her knees and started to crawl over to Amy was one she’d never forget… lust, excitement, but most of all a vulnerability that she’d never seen with Sarah.

Amy realised that she liked it being in this position. Not as a normal thing, but as a role play… she liked it rather a lot.

***

Later that night, close to midnight, they lay together naked in each other's arm on the sofa, collar and clamps removed, the role play over. They lay there at that point as equals, not as dominant and submissive.

Amy had taken care to intersperse periods of intense domination with periods of caring recovery, on the basis of do unto others and in the knowledge that at some point their roles would be reversed. "Was that what you'd hoped it would be?" asked Amy.

Sarah thought for a minute. "It was more... intense than I'd thought. I don't think I was prepared for being out of control for so long." She smiled. "But yes... it was good. I'd like you to take that role with me again sometime if that would be ok?"

"Of course, I'd like that."

"But I'd also like to be the dominant one sometimes still too."

"I like both ways, that's fine. I was thinking..." Amy paused.

"...yes," replied Sarah, propping herself up to look at Amy in the eyes.

"...we've been seeing each other a lot over the last three months. Really a lot. Maybe it's time for us to make it less often, like once or twice a month, but make it more intense when we do, something that makes what we have between us something that complements the rest of our lives, rather than overlaps with it. What do you think?"

Sarah thought for a moment. "Yes, I can see that. We can't do a night like this twice a week, no chance. But we need to be open with each other. If we're going to my flat one day and one of us feels a need to be dominant, or a need to be submissive, we should say. So that we both know our roles and can make the most of it. And if we both want to be dominant one day... that could be the most fun of all."

"I agree. But also, we can both just sleep together where neither of us are dominant nor submissive. Just have good sex. This Luisa thing has taught me that that can be great fun too."

"It all sounds wonderful.” Sarah sounded sleepy. “Do you want to stay over?”

“I’d like that very much.”


Chapter 33


Thursday night and the best way that Amy could describe the dinner was ostentatiously expensive. It had been arranged in one of the top restaurants in the city but, as is often the case, the corporate nature of the dinner sucked the charm out of the food. It was still nice, but Amy couldn't help thinking it would have been ten times nicer if she'd been there with friends. It was the classic situation where the client feels delighted that their lawyers are taking them for an expensive meal, not realising that they're paying for it themselves in the end.

The night got good when, after dinner, Sarah led a breakaway group to a late night bar, all on expenses. It was a group of about ten of them that went, ditching the older, more austere dinner attendees. Sarah and one of the other partners were probably the oldest in their late thirties, while the remainder were in their late twenties and early thirties and mostly staying away from home in a new city so willing to go out late and enjoy themselves.

Amy got chatting to the Scandinavian-looking girl from the week before, Emma it turned out was her name, and got on well with her, although her hunch that she was one hundred percent straight was confirmed when she talked at length about her fiancé and their plans for getting married in a few months’ time. Amy could certainly talk weddings and engagements given how many of her own friends were doing it, so it made for an easy conversation. She turned out to be from the Seattle office of their firm, so like Amy away from home for a few weeks.

As the clock went past midnight and the alcohol flowed the conversation got more and more outrageous, joking and complaining about colleagues and clients, and pushing the boundaries somewhat.

Sarah came up to Amy, clearly enjoying herself, and whispered in her ear, "I want to fuck. I know we said we'd do things less frequently, but can I change your mind? I could take you to the alley next to this bar and do some bad things to you..."

Amy blushed but stuck to her guns. "Not tonight... I'd love to, but let's save it for when we're in London."

Laughing, Sarah replied, "You can't blame a woman for trying. I guess I need to find another straight girl to fuck. Who should I go for?"

Amy laughed, then stopped laughing when she realised that Sarah was serious. "Careful… you’re not sober, I can tell… don’t do something you’ll regret. Anyway, there’s no way you're going to find someone for tonight, surely?"

"I think I can. How about a bet?"

"Uh, sure. What's the bet?"

"Sportsman's bet, no prize. Just honour."

"Ok, I can deal with those terms."

"Excellent. And for this bet you can choose my target. Anyone in this bar."

"Ok, done," replied Amy, thinking that she knew exactly who to choose. Emma. She was so loved up, so focused on her upcoming wedding, that there was zero chance of her sleeping with Sarah, while also she had the sort of stunning, feminine beauty that would instantly attract Sarah to her.

"So... who?" asked Sarah, looking around the bar.

"Easy," replied Amy. "Emma, the blonde woman I was talking to."

"I appreciate you picking the most stunning woman in the whole bar, yourself excepted of course."

Amy smiled. "Good luck."

Grabbing another drink, Amy started talking to one of the others in the group, keeping half an eye on Sarah. Initially she was surprised to see that Sarah was completely ignoring Emma, but then realised that Sarah was just waiting for the right moment. That moment appeared to come when Emma went to use the bathroom, with Sarah following thirty seconds later. When they both came back five minutes later, they were talking as if they were old friends, stopping at the bar to get a round of shots for the group, and leading everyone in downing them.

For the next twenty minutes Sarah and Emma were talking together, sat down next to each other. It was fascinating to watch Sarah at work, seeing the body language she employed, using all of the classical flirting techniques but also somehow asserting her seniority over Emma. Amy thought it wasn't working until she saw Emma start to mirror some of the flirting, the light touches on Sarah's arm, the pushing her hair back from her face and tucking it behind her ear, the drinking her drink through a straw while looking into Sarah's eyes.

Amy noticed Sarah lean over and whisper something in Emma's ear, which made Emma’s cheeks redden before she nodded, then they both stood up. Sarah walked over to Amy and said, "Take a look in the back bar in five minutes time."

The two of them walked towards the back of the main bar and into another area which had a dancefloor and was heaving with people. Making her excuses a few minutes later Amy followed.

Initially, she couldn't see the two of them. But as her eyes adjusted and she edged around the room, she saw them stood near the far wall, out of sight of pretty much everyone, screened by the throng of dancers. Emma was stood with her back to the wall, Sarah stood close in front of her, it looked like an in depth conversation but Emma seemed distracted. Looking closer, Amy could see Sarah's arm moving and realised, with astonishment, that Emma's dress was hitched up at the front and Sarah appeared to be fingering her. This was confirmed when she saw Emma brace both her hands back on a small table fixed to the wall, and saw on her face what looked like a loud moan coming out of her mouth.

They stayed like that for a minute or two, then Amy watched as Sarah withdrew her hand, lifted it to her lips, and tasted, looking Emma in the eye while she did so. Emma tried to lean in to kiss her, but Sarah toyed with her, pretending she was going to kiss her and then suddenly pulling her mouth away. Amy saw Sarah move her hand back down and start to touch Emma again, while Emma kept trying to kiss her. Finally, Sarah let her, and they kissed for a few moments before she went back to toying with her.

My god, thought Amy. Sarah is incredible. How has she done that? It looked so hot Amy found herself wishing that she was in Emma's place.

Sarah clearly decided that she wasn't going to let Emma climax right there in the club, presumably Amy thought because she really wanted to win their bet. She saw Sarah take Emma's hand and lead her back through the room, Sarah seeing Amy off to the side and giving her a broad smile and a nod. Following, Amy saw that they stopped holding hands when back in the main bar but Emma left the bar quickly.

Sarah came back over to Amy and said with a broad grin, "Looks like I'm winning our bet... Emma is waiting in a taxi to go back with me to the hotel. Shall I use the handcuffs?"

Amy smiled ruefully. "If she's up for it then yes. I'm hugely impressed. How did you do that?"

"Experience. I'll tell you my tricks one day if you're interested. Come and join us… you and her would look great together.” She paused. “She’d do anything I asked right now.”

Amy thought for a moment, because it was tempting… Emma was stunning and she liked her too, but she stopped herself. Both Sarah and Emma were consenting adults, without a doubt, but Amy wasn’t going to be a party to Emma’s inevitable whirlwind of confusion and remorse the next day… been there, done that, got the slow burning affair with my boss to prove it, she thought.

"Tempting, but no... have a good night."

Sarah just smiled back and left the bar, climbing into the taxi across the road.

Amy sat down again, contemplating returning to her hotel room and a night alone. On a whim she messaged Luisa.

Hey, how's your evening? Been fun here but night winding down xx

Luisa took moments to reply.

Hi, good thanks, got home an hour ago from my work, you? xx

Amy replied instantly.

You want company? xx

As did Luisa.

Thought you'd never ask... yes, come over whenever xx

Amy smiled.

On my way xx

Amy almost sprinted out of the door to get the first taxi she could find.


Chapter 34


Friday night and dinner with Luisa. The previous evening had ended up with Amy in Luisa's bed again, but not on the same scale as the nights before. When she'd got there it had been late so, while of course they'd had slept together, it had just been the once before they both went to sleep.

This time Amy had chosen a more casual dinner venue than before, a place near her hotel that she'd eaten at a couple of times in her first week. The food was pretty casual, as much a bar as a restaurant, and it seemed perfect as they'd seen each other enough now that they could have a much more relaxed conversation.

It was incredible, thought Amy, that for someone she'd only met a week ago she could feel like they had so much in common. Their conversation was free flowing, they shared the same sense of humour, it felt just as she'd thought earlier in the week… a best friend that she'd never known she had. Albeit one that she did things with that most best friends didn't tend to do.

There was, though, one topic hanging over them, namely what was going to happen when Amy flew home the next day. They'd not talked about it at all so far, it had been such a whirlwind romance, each day they'd been treating as if they could just see each other again the next.

After a few drinks when the food was finished, Amy decided to cover the topic. With a lull in the conversation, she said, "So... we need to talk about the elephant in the room."

Luisa looked around and laughed. "I can't see one... is that an English saying?"

Amy laughed too. "I guess you've probably got something different you say in Mexico. It means, the big thing sat there that we both know is there but are pretending it isn't."

"Oh, I see... like if an elephant was in the room. I like it. El elefante en la sala."

"El elefante en la sala. I'll remember that. Anyway... there's an elephant in the room, I think you'll agree?"

Luisa nodded. "Yes, I guess so. I was hoping we could just ignore it and it would go away."

"So, I'm flying home tomorrow early afternoon. And I really hope that I'm coming back soon, work should mean that I do. I really hope more than anything. But I don't know."

Smiling weakly, Luisa replied, "I know. And you've got your boyfriend and your not-girlfriend."

"And you've got your sort of boyfriend and whatever else.”

"It makes you wonder what we're doing, doesn't it?"

Amy shrugged. "A little, I guess."

"I'm going to lay it out there," replied Luisa. "I like you. I really like you."

"But... there's always a but follows that."

"Not from me. I'm falling for you hard."

Amy took Luisa's hand in hers. "I... I'm falling for you hard too. My head is spinning. I wish more than anything that I was here for longer."

"I have an idea," said Luisa after a few moments. "You're not going to walk out on your boyfriend for someone you met a week ago, are you?"

In her head Amy admitted to herself that the thought had crossed her mind. But of course she wasn't going to do that. "I guess not."

"And we've both got our complications."

"Right."

"So, let's keep this casual, open, at least to start with. We can keep in touch through our phones, we can work out how to see each other again. If you're not able to come here maybe I'll come to London. Or we can meet somewhere in between that works for us. Whatever... we can make it work. But let's not add the stress of blowing up each of our lives with it."

Amy thought about it. It could work. "Ok, let's do that. I want to come back here so soon though, this last week getting to know you has been magical."

Luisa smiled. "I've never been to London... and I can do a lot of travel with work. I think we can make this work, at least short term." And implied, but not said, was that they'd worry about the longer term when it came to it. "So, you leave in, what, sixteen hours?"

Amy nodded.

"I've enjoyed tonight, but I think we can use those sixteen hours much better, don't you?"

"I do, absolutely. Your place or mine?"

"Whichever is closest... you can sleep on the plane, right?"

***

Luisa went with Amy in the taxi to the airport… both exhausted, having slept for maybe four hours at most the night before, but happy. It had been frantic and passionate at times, both women conscious that for all their good intentions this could be their last night together. But more than that it had also been tender and caring, the bond that they'd built in the short time they'd known each other strengthening. As the sun started to rise they'd clung to each other tightly, neither wanting it to end.

After she'd checked in for her flight it was time for Amy to say goodbye to Luisa. They stood near the security line, facing each other, holding hands, both unsure what to say.

Amy broke the silence first. "Thank you, the last week has been wonderful."

Luisa smiled. "Yes, it really has. Do you have to go?" she joked, knowing the answer.

"I don't know how, but I'll see you soon."

"We'll work something out."

They stood like that for another minute, then Luisa grinned. “I don’t know what to say…”

“Me neither!” Amy paused. “I need to go through for my flight." She gave Luisa a tight hug, Luisa hugging her back fiercely. They kissed briefly, then Amy put her bag on her shoulder.

"You'll message me when you get back to London?"

"Of course. I'll see you soon."

"You'd better..."

With a last lingering touch, Amy forced herself to walk towards the security line.

***

Twenty minutes later in the lounge Amy saw Sarah, making the most of it before the long flight. She beckoned Amy over.

"Are you ok?" asked Sarah, genuine concern evident in her expression.

Amy sat down. "No... not really. Sorry, probably not the answer you wanted."

"It's ok. I understand. That was Luisa you were with at check-in?"

"You saw?"

Sarah laughed. "I can see what attracted you to her!"

"It's more though, we get on so well... and, I don't know when or if I'll see her again."

"You're falling for her, aren't you?" Amy nodded. Sarah sat silently for a couple of minutes. "You did something for me on Wednesday that was more than any of my mentees have ever done before. More than you can ever know. I owe you. Maybe I can help you out here?"

Amy went still, almost not daring to ask what she meant.

“I know your role means travel, but you’re not due back here for a at least a month, are you?”

Amy shook her head. “No, I’m not.”

“What if I managed to find some discretionary travel budget for you? To use as you see fit?”

Amy felt her heart leap at the prospect. “So I could come out here sooner?”

Sarah nodded. “Leave it with me.” She lifted her champagne glass. “Now, more importantly, you’ll be wanting to make the most of this before we get on board. It’s a long flight…”


London

One and a half weeks later


Chapter 35


“You didn’t say Amy,” Amy said quietly into Sarah's ear as she passed behind her. “You know how you have to address me. There will be consequences.”

Resisting the urge to look back, terrified inside that she'd massively overstepped the mark, Amy walked over to a group of people she knew and joined their conversation. Glancing over after a minute or two, she saw Sarah still stood there, staring at her in surprise and with a hint of anger. The noise of many conversations swirled around them at their firm's annual drinks reception, but for that moment the events room on the top floor of their office building may as well have contained just the two of them.

Amy could feel her heart thumping in her chest as she saw Sarah start to walk in her direction. Had Amy misread the significant look that Sarah had given her when she'd informed Amy earlier that tonight she definitively expected Amy to be submissive to her? What if Sarah actually didn't want the tables turned on her that night? Had Amy misread the roleplay between them? When she reached Amy's group Sarah said with a smile to the others, "Sorry to interject, Amy... do you mind if we have a quick word about the project we discussed earlier? It won't take a minute."

Making her apologies, Amy followed Sarah until they were in a corner of the room, out of earshot of any potential eves droppers.

Looking Amy in the eye, Sarah said sternly, "We talked about this earlier. We'd agreed that tonight I'm in charge, not you." Sarah leaned forward and whispered to Amy, “I was going to tie you to my bed and make you climax so many times later, but now, after that, I think we might need to do something more... corrective.”

Amy stood still, staring back at Sarah, her cheeks burning slightly with arousal at the thought. She didn't know what corrective action might entail, but she'd like to find out one day. But... this was a battle of wills and Amy knew that she had the upper hand after what had happened last between them a couple of weeks before in that LA hotel room.

Putting on her sweetest smile, she replied, “No. No we won't. If you want to spend the night with me tonight, then we do it my way or not at all. If you want someone to submit to you, go and ask one of your other mentees, I can see Rebecca stood over there, I bet she'd be willing. Or Joanna, she’s over by the bar. But I don't think you want that... there is something that I can give you that no one else can. Our secret. You can be mine to do with as I please, not the other way round. Your choice.”

As Amy said it, she couldn't quite believe the words coming out of her mouth. She'd never done something like this before and she didn't know if it would work. She could see Sarah hesitate, thinking, before Sarah replied, “This isn’t how you and I work. You know that. We’ll talk about this later.” Sarah turned to go to talk to some other people.

“I’m changing how you and I work,” replied Amy still smiling, causing Sarah to stop. “And I think that’s what you want, deep inside. So... like I said, you forgot to say my name.”

Sarah stood there, looking at Amy with an impossible to read expression. Finally, after a long pause, Sarah looked down then back up at Amy, saying quietly, “Not in public. Later. At my flat.”

“Yes in public. Or are you disobeying me?”

Sarah just stared at her, but Amy could see her wavering.

“I’m starting to think you might not want me to fuck you later?” teased Amy. "Might not want me to tie you up and make you beg to cum? Might not want me to have you naked and helpless, subject to my every whim?" Jesus, thought Amy, what am I saying? Is this me now? But she could see that her words had resonated with Sarah.

Sarah took a deep, shuddering breath, then said, “At least don't make me say your name in front of anyone else?"

"That's fair."

"Ok... I'm sorry Amy."

Amy smiled, then leaned over again to whisper to Sarah, “That’s better, but too little too late. Come with me.”

“Yes Amy.”

Amy led the way as they both left the drinks discretely, looking for all the world like they had to get back to work, before Amy found a deserted corner of the floor below and led Sarah into an empty conference room, locking the door and closing the internal blinds looking onto the corridor.

As soon as they were alone and in private, Amy led Sarah to stand facing the conference table, then, after planting a soft kiss on Sarah's neck, whispered into her ear, "Bend over for me."

"Yes Amy," replied Sarah, bending over to lay her front on the table, pushed up on her elbows, her feet slightly apart. Taking a second to admire the sight of Sarah’s toned legs leading down to her high heeled shoes, Amy lifted up her dress and pulled down her tights and underwear to her knees, leaving Sarah’s ass bare. Amy could see how aroused Sarah had got in anticipation, the telltale glistening visible under the bright lights of the room.

“Please Amy, be quick… in case someone comes in.”

Amy laughed. “Of course. This is just a preview of later.” Amy slipped one hand down to brush lightly against Sarah's folds, drawing a gasp. "You like this?" teased Amy, slowly and gently toying with Sarah.

"Yes Amy, a lot."

"Admit it, you wanted this all along, didn't you?" As she said this, Amy slid a finger into Sarah, bringing a shuddering moan.

"I... I can't..." replied Sarah.

"You can't?" said Amy. "You want me to stop?"

"No... please don't," replied Sarah, punctuated with another shuddering moan. "I didn't know I wanted this Amy, but I do. I really do. I'm yours."

"Right answer... You forgot to say Amy earlier, didn’t you?” Sarah nodded. “I need to spank you, don’t I?” Sarah nodded again. “Say it, what needs to happen?”

Another shuddering moan. “You need to spank me, Amy. Hard."

"Why do I need to spank you?"

"I've been bad Amy." Another moan.

Amy drew her free hand back and brought her palm down hard on Sarah’s bare ass. A loud smack sound echoed around the room while Sarah let out a quiet cry.

“Was that ok?” asked Amy, worried that she'd been too rough.

“Perfect Amy, please don’t stop.”

Amy did as asked over the next few minutes, landing five more hard spanks on Sarah’s ass, all while her fingers on her other hand teased and played with Sarah. Suddenly Amy pulled her hand away, sensing that Sarah was on the verge of orgasm.

“Please don’t stop, Amy,” moaned Sarah, looking over her shoulder back at Amy. “Please…”

Amy smiled. “That’s enough for now. I’m going back to the drinks, we’ll finish this later.” She paused, leaning down to pull Sarah’s underwear and tights back up, planting a gentle final spank on her ass when she did so, and helping her to stand. Amy gave Sarah a quick, playful kiss before whispering into her ear, “I’m going to make you cum so hard and so often later, but not just yet…”

Stepping back to look at Sarah, she could see her biting her lip in anticipation, her cheeks deeply flushed with arousal. “I think we should make our excuses pretty soon…” replied Sarah. Then remembering just in time, “…Amy.”

"Here's what's going to happen. I'm going to arrive at your flat in an hour's time. You'll be there already, naked save for your high heels, waiting for me. All of your toys and restraints, and I mean all of them, will be laid out on the dining table ready for us to use. Ok?"

Sarah nodded. "I... I'm excited Amy. This is new to me it being this way round. Do we have the same safe word as last time?"

Amy smiled. "Yes. This has to be fun for both of us. If you want me to stop, I mean genuinely want me to stop, or genuinely want to swap roles, just use the safe word." She kissed Sarah again. "Let's go back to the drinks."

Amy was impressed with how quickly Sarah pulled herself together into powerful, senior partner mode by the time they got back to the drinks. No one would ever have suspected what had just happened, how utterly submissive she had just been to Amy, how desperate she was for release. To look at her you would think that she’d just left to take an important work call and nothing more.

Fifteen minutes later Amy saw Sarah make her excuses and head out of the door. Amy herself followed twenty minutes after that, collecting her coat from her office before heading out into the cool evening air for the walk over to Sarah's flat.

***

As she walked, Amy reflected on the past couple of weeks since she'd got back from what had been a transformative work trip to LA.

Luisa.

Despite her fun and games with Sarah that night, Luisa was her obsession. Amy had flown to LA a straight woman who slept with Sarah as part of an admittedly very enjoyable but mainly career furthering arrangement. Flying home to London Amy was, if not a full-blown lesbian, then very much at the lesbian end of the bisexual spectrum. Luisa had changed everything.

It wasn't just that Luisa was stunningly beautiful, although she really was, or that the sex with Luisa was incredible, although it really was. It was the connection with Luisa, the feeling right from minute one that in Luisa she had found a best friend that she'd never known she'd had, and the intimacy that they shared together, that made Amy feel this way.

And it seemed that Luisa felt the same. Since she'd got home, Amy had barely seen James. He had a lot on at work at the time, and was rarely home before Amy went to bed, while at the weekend he'd played rugby on the Saturday then spent most of Sunday sleeping off the hangover from the drinks afterwards.

Luisa though had been in almost constant contact, starting from when Luisa woke up in the morning LA time through to when Amy went to bed London time. They messaged, they video called, they laughed together, they flirted together, and when the tension all got too much well... they'd tried phone sex together a few times too.

Amy was due to fly back out to LA for another fortnight visit at the end of the following week, having deliberately arranged the trip to arrive in time for the weekend at the start and fly back after the weekend at the end, and the excitement that she felt at seeing Luisa again was huge.

The only thing that nagged at Amy was that when she'd left LA her and Luisa had agreed to something open and casual, something that Amy could hardly disagree with given that she already had a boyfriend that she lived with and a some-time lesbian lover at work. But jealousy can be a funny thing, and Amy had an irrational fear deep down inside that Luisa would either sleep with another woman that she liked more, or sleep with a man and realise that she wasn't into women so much after all. Not something she could complain about, particularly with where she was going that very evening, but it was there nonetheless.

All-in-all then, Amy thought as she reached Sarah's building, her love life was a mess. A complete mess, and a mess that she could not have foreseen even three months ago. If someone had told her back then that she'd now be having a long distance open relationship with a beautiful Mexican (and female) model based in LA, while also about to have some fairly kinky lesbian sex with one of the senior partners at her law firm, all while James and her barely saw each other, she'd have laughed and told them to get some help. But strangely, she was happier than she had been in a long time. Life felt thrilling.

Pushing on Sarah's apartment door she found that it was unlocked. Stepping through and into the living room she saw Sarah stood naked as requested, the lighting dimmed, and some music playing in the background.

Smiling to Sarah, who smiled back, Amy walked over and kissed her, a kiss that Sarah hungrily returned. "You're sure you want us to do this like this?" asked Amy.

"Yes Amy, more than anything," replied Sarah.

"Good..." Amy walked over to the sofa, sat back on it with her arms resting on the back and legs slightly parted. "First things first, I need you to do something for me..."


Chapter 36


Hours later Amy and Sarah lay under the covers of Sarah's bed, bodies entwined with each other, gently kissing and caressing. They'd both orgasmed more times than they could count, their familiarity with each other's bodies after the last few months such that they both knew instinctively how to both build and sustain each other's pleasure.

Their role play was over, and now they were lying there as equals. Outside, through the open bedroom window, they could hear rain hammering down and with it a cool breeze blew into the room.

Looking at the clock, Amy murmured to Sarah between kisses, "I should go home soon, it's late..."

Sarah laughed softly. "It's only midnight... we've gone on much later."

Smiling back, Amy kissed her again, "True, but I think I'm genuinely spent. My body couldn't do any more."

"I'll take that as a compliment! But... you could stay over if you want?"

"I'd love to but... James. He'll wonder where I am." She paused. "If he's even home. He's been doing some all-nighters with work recently."

"Ok, I understand. At least stay a while longer? I... what we did tonight was intense for me. I'm not used to being so submissive and vulnerable. I'd like company for a bit longer."

Amy reached up her hand to stroke Sarah's cheek. "Are you ok? Was it ok?"

"It was... amazing. Really amazing. But so intense. I'd not realised being that submissive could be like that."

Smiling, Amy thought for a moment. "It was like that for me too the first few times with you. After that first proper time, when I walked home after, I was in a daze, I didn't know what had happened. It is a lot to process, and I couldn't tell James. I couldn't tell anyone."

"I'm so sorry, I never realised. I should have done more to look after you afterwards."

"It's ok, I came back for more, didn't I? But maybe something to remember the first few times with any new mentees you get."

"Definitely." They lay there in companiable silence for a few minutes listening to the rain before Sarah climbed out of bed and walked out of the bedroom.

"Where are you going?" called Amy after her, admiring Sarah's naked body from behind as she watched her walk into the living room.

"Be right back, just need a couple of things."

Amy sat up in bed, propped up by a couple of pillows, and waited. Sarah returned soon after, carrying a bottle of champagne, two champagne glasses, and Amy's mobile phone. Setting the champagne and glasses down on the bedside table, she tossed the phone to Amy who caught it. "Find out," she said to Amy.

"Find what out?" Amy replied, seeing as she glanced at it that she had several messages from Luisa. She'd look at those later.

"James. Find out whether he's still at work." Sarah had popped open the bottle of champagne and was pouring two glasses as she said it.

"And then what?"

Sarah handed a glass to Amy and took a long drink, with Amy doing likewise. "And then... I've got a plan," she replied with a wicked smile. "Trust me."

Amy shrugged. "Ok." She sent James a message asking how he was doing, whether he was still at work. "Why do I worry when you smile like that?" she asked, waiting for a reply.

The reply came pretty quickly. Reading it, Amy paraphrased for Sarah. "He's still at work, going to be there for a while still, thinks it might be another all nighter..." She looked up from the screen. "I guess I'm in no rush to leave then?"

"Guess not," replied Sarah with a smile. "Give me his number. I'm going to wait half an hour, then I'm pretty confident you'll be staying here tonight."

Amy shrugged again. "Just don't go messaging him behind my back!"

"I wouldn't dream of it..."

***

Half an hour later, they'd managed to drink most of the bottle of champagne and were considering starting on a second. Both women were quite a long way from sober. They were still in Sarah's bed, both entirely comfortable being naked in each other's company by now.

"Time to complete the plan..." Sarah teased. "No peaking," she continued as Amy tried to reach past her to see what Sarah was typing as the message to James on her phone. "There... sent."

Amy knelt next to Sarah on the bed, pouting. "You can't message my boyfriend without telling me what you're sending."

"Patience... ah, here's his reply." Sarah twisted the phone away so that Amy couldn't see it. "Oh, he's so polite. What a nice message." She grinned at Amy but didn't show her the phone. "I reckon he'll message you pretty soon." Amy made a grab for the phone and they ended up playfully wrestling for a moment, Sarah successfully keeping the screen away from Amy's eyes.

Exactly on cue Amy's phone pinged. She read the screen then looked incredulously at Sarah. "He says I should stay over at your place on your sofa tonight, much better that than me going home in the dark to our empty flat. What did you say?"

"That's my secret... but it worked. So, you're staying over?"

"I guess so... but seriously, what did you say to him?"

"Only that you were out with me, and I was worried about you getting home safely to an empty flat in the dark this late at night so maybe he should suggest that you sleep on my sofa. Simple really."

Amy raised her eyebrows. "Your sofa?"

"Well... a little white lie doesn't hurt, does it? By my reckoning though it will be at least a month until we next see each other like this, so we'd better make the most of it tonight."

Thinking for a second, Amy replied with a smile, "I think so, maybe I'm not quite as spent as I thought. But... can I ask a favour?"

"Sure, of course."

"None of the dominant-submissive thing for the rest of tonight. I'm embarrassed to ask but I feel like I need some practice in, you know, normal sex with a woman. For when I see Luisa again."

Amy took a moment to reply to James, then opened up the messages from Luisa (a picture of her looking incredible from some swimwear modelling that she'd done recently and some general chat about how her day was looking) and spent some time replying.

“That’s a long reply to James…” teased Sarah.

Amy blushed, and muttered, "You know it's not James..."

"Luisa?" Amy nodded and Sarah continued, "I could tell... you get a look on your face when the subject gets near her, a little smile and you go flushed with excitement. You look really cute like that by the way. Really cute."

"It's that obvious?"

Sarah smiled. "Yes. I can tell you're smitten with her. How's it going?"

“Great. I think… at least as great as it can when you’ve known someone in person for a week and have been in contact mostly over messages since then. I miss her.”

“Tell me what it is about her?” asked Sarah.

“It’s… well, everything. She’s beautiful, intelligent, funny, caring. She’s like my best friend that I just met. But… I also get to sleep with her, and we’ve had incredible sex. Really incredible. I can’t wait to see her again. I’m counting the minutes.”

“I’m pleased for you, really pleased.” Then teasing, Sarah asked, “Incredible in bed? Better than me?”

“Honestly?” Sarah nodded her encouragement, so Amy went on. “You’re both incredible in bed, but in very different ways.”

“How?”

“With you, it’s very dominant submissive, and that’s great. That first night together when I came here after you got me Project Neptune I was yours and I’d never had anything like that before. It was life changing. And I know, any time we get together, it’s going to be like that. I love it.”

“Ok…”

“And with Luisa it is very equal. Very intimate. Both of us taking our time, exploring each other intimately. And the way that she kisses… my god, I’m sorry to say but she kisses better than anyone I’ve ever kissed, so gentle it’s… incredible.”

Sarah smiled. “What are you going to do about her, and about James?”

Amy frowned. “I don’t know. I mean, I’ve got two and a half weeks in LA to see how it goes with her from the end of next week. And,” Amy looked into Sarah’s eyes, “I am so grateful to you for making that happen. So grateful. I owe you.”

“You don’t, you really don’t. You’ve done more than enough.” She paused. “What about James?”

“I really don’t know. I’ve barely seen him since I’ve got back, and when I have seen him we haven’t been intimate… he’s been too tired or too hungover, and I’m just not feeling attracted to men right now. At all.”

“Can I offer some advice?” Amy nodded so Sarah continued. “With Luisa, of course explore it. You’re young enough that you can do that and, more than that, you should do that. If you think you're into women and you're into her then you owe it to yourself to see where that goes. But don’t throw away James too easily. You’ve been with him for years for a reason. Give him a chance too.”

Amy thought about that. “There’s… complication there, I don’t think I explained it fully to you. He… hasn’t always been faithful. He had a three month affair a while back with one of his colleagues, I forgave him in the end but it was borderline whether we split, it got messy on both sides… we split for a few months then he persuaded me to take him back, and I wonder if I only forgave him for fear of ending up single, and whether deep down I ever did truly forgive him or trust him. With this thing with you, with this thing with Luisa I don't feel guilt, not much anyway and I think that stems from what happened before."

Sarah nodded sympathetically, encouraging Amy to go on.

"And I… I don’t know what that means for all this. But, well, James and I aren't the model of a perfect couple that we might look like from the outside. Not even close.”

“It sounds complex, and I can't advise you on what to do there. What I would say though is give it a chance. Take him out to dinner this weekend then take him to bed, remind yourself why you and he are still together. Because if you don’t, you risk throwing something away too easily.”

“It sounds like you’re speaking from experience?”

“A little… I nearly threw away my marriage for another woman and… a large part of me wonders what might have been but I’m glad that I gave the marriage the chance it deserved.”

Amy smiled. “You’re right, I will take him out and give him a chance. I mean, assuming his rugby playing doesn’t take over the weekend again… it seems to take up all of Saturday then most of Sunday.”

“I’ll make you a deal then. I’m actually around in London this weekend, if you’re a rugby widow let me buy you lunch on Saturday.”

“Lunch as in lunch, or lunch as in ‘lunch’ with me handcuffed to your bed?” Amy teased, laughing.

Sarah smiled. “Well... the latter sounds tempting but I meant the former. We agreed we’d do all this less often, but we can still spend time in each other’s company. I like spending time with you.”

“Me too. That sounds good. I’ll let you know.”

They chatted for a while longer, talking about everything and nothing. It was easy as Amy knew it would be. Unmistakably her and Sarah had chemistry and in a different world that would have meant something, but only in a different world. It was clear to Amy that as much as ever that what they had was purely transactional, although very much a mutually beneficial transaction.

After a while, Sarah started to slide her hand over Amy’s legs and asked, shyly for her, “Can I ask you a favour?”

“Of course,” replied Amy. “Literally anything.”

“When you talk about you and Luisa it sounds… interesting. I’ve never had that.”

“Ok…?”

“I’ve only really done this sort of thing where someone is in charge and someone isn’t, at least in recent years. You and Luisa sounds… interesting.”

“Interesting?”

“Could we do that now?”

“How do you mean?”

Sarah sighed and shrugged, looking the most vulnerable that Amy had ever seen. “I guess… make love to me like you make love to Luisa. I’ve never had that and it sounds good. Really good.”

Amy smiled. “Well seeing as I’m staying over, it would be rude not to.” She moved over to be face to face with Sarah. “It starts with kissing.” She kissed Sarah. “A lot of kissing.” Amy kissed her again, then whispered, “Would you like that?”

“Yes,” whispered Sarah, “tell me what to do.”

“It’s natural, do what you want to do. But nothing dominant…”

“Ok,” whispered Sarah, kissing Amy back, “I understand, I think.”

They kissed for a long time, pressed naked against each other in bed. It wasn’t like the other times with Sarah, there was no rush to touch each other or do something wildly dominant, there was no need. For the first time in their mentoring relationship they simply made out, kissing each other hungrily, their hands playing over each other without taking it further.

Sarah was the first to break the kiss, after what must have been at least fifteen minutes. “Wow, that was something else,” she said, laughing.

“We’re not done,” replied Amy smiling, pulling Sarah back in to resume their kiss. She tried as best she could to copy Luisa’s style of gently using her lips to play across Sarah’s and it seemed to be working.

After at least another fifteen minutes of passionate making out, Amy sat up and, leaning over said quietly to Sarah, “Do you like this?”

Sarah smiled softly and replied, "Yes, I can see why you like doing this."

Pausing while she traced her fingers over Sarah's cheeks and then lips, Amy leaned down to kiss her briefly before saying, "I don't think I've ever told you this."

"What?"

"How beautiful you are." Amy leaned over to kiss Sarah again. "In another life, this could easily be something more..."

Sarah kissed her back, before whispering, "In another life I think you're right..."

They kissed some more, warm under the covers with the noise of the rain beating down outside coming through the open window. And then the kissing moved to something more, Amy rolling on top of Sarah and slowly, gently grinding into her, bringing them both gradually to the first, and certainly not the last, shuddering orgasm of this much more intimate stage of their night together.


Chapter 37


Sarah’s alarm clock went off far too early for both women, though Amy knew that she had to drag herself out of bed. The dynamic between her and Sarah was different that morning, the end to their night having broken down barriers of intimacy between them. Sarah was all gentle, lingering touches which Amy reciprocated, and the slow kiss that they shared when Amy left was instigated by Sarah and lasted so long that Amy nearly got tempted back to bed for a while longer.

Getting home Amy felt exhausted. Her and Sarah had managed to get a few hours of sleep, though nowhere near enough for a Wednesday night with a busy day of work ahead of her.

James was home and asleep in bed, and when Amy leaned over to kiss him on his cheek he rolled over, mumbling, “What time is it?”

“6.30. Go back to sleep.”

“I will… got in at 5. You had a good night?”

“Yes, thanks. Can I get you anything?”

“A new job?” He smiled. “I’m going to sleep now…”

Amy quietly tiptoed around the flat, taking a shower in their guest bathroom so as not to disturb James. She got dressed and headed out to work, knowing that caffeine would be her best friend that day.

The rest of the day passed uneventfully, a mix of meetings and work, and that evening, for once, her and James were both at home, him having reached a break in his big project at his work.

They shared a long hug when Amy got through the front door, then made small talk as they made dinner together.

“Can we eat on the sofa in front of the TV?” James asked. “I’m so tired… I don’t think I could make conversation if we sit up at the table.”

“Of course,” replied Amy, also exhausted and secretly delighted at the prospect of, for once, a quiet night.

Once they’d eaten they settled in to watch a film, Amy cuddled up to James, her head resting easily on his chest with his arm around her.

The film was ok, nothing special, right up until the point where the leading female character started to flirt pretty heavily with another woman, and shortly after kissed her. Amy felt herself reacting to that, feeling a familiar stirring between her legs that she was pretty sure she wouldn’t have felt a few months before… or if she’d have felt it, she’d have ignored it.

Amy wasn’t the only one enjoying that part of the film. She could see that, under his shorts, James was also reacting to the on screen action, the unmistakable shape of his hardening cock clear to see.

Without really thinking about it, Amy reached her hand down to idly stroke the outline, touching the shape that was so familiar to her after all these years. James shifted and sighed, and Amy reached her hand under his waist band, into his boxer shorts, taking hold of his cock directly. She started to slowly move her hand back and forth, feeling him respond as his cock fully hardened and he let out a soft moan.

She sat up to look at him, asking, “You want me to stop?”

“Hell no…” he replied, smiling.

Amy smiled back, then used both her hands to slide his shorts down, making his cock spring free. Looking back up at him briefly, she lowered her head, touching the tip of his cock with her tongue.

James sighed again and Amy took him in her mouth, running her tongue down his cock and starting to bob her head up and down. Quickly, much too quickly for her liking, she heard his breath grow shallow and felt the tell-tale spasms in his body as he came in her mouth, Amy doing what she’d always done and swallowing it down.

After giving him a minute or two to recover, she lifted her head to look at him, planning to ask him to return the favour and go down on her, only to see he’d gone to sleep. In fairness, she thought, he had been exhausted but… Amy was very turned on by this stage.

Amy’s state wasn’t helped by the film, where the female character was now engaged in a hot, steamy tryst with her lesbian love interest, pushed up again the wall of a restaurant bathroom, hands in each other’s skirts. It was hot and it was driving Amy wild.

James was out for the count, so Amy climbed off the sofa, desperate for release. She got herself ready for bed quickly, then climbing under the covers with the lights off started to fantasise as she touched herself, imagining Luisa doing the sort of things to Amy that Sarah had once done to Amy, before the fantasy morphed to Sarah doing those sort of things to Luisa. The thought of Luisa naked, wrists cuffed, being fucked by Sarah wearing her strap on pushed Amy over the edge and she came hard, stifling her moans with her pillow.

As she recovered, Amy felt a little surprised at how her fantasy had developed. She knew that nothing like that would ever happen for real, but God it was hot to imagine. Amy drifted off to sleep fulfilled, albeit not fulfilled in the way that she had originally planned.

***

By morning James had come to bed, so at least they woke up next to each other.

“Morning beautiful,” he said, lying looking at her. “I’m sorry I fell asleep on you last night. I owe you something…”

“That’s ok,” Amy lied, smiling. “You were tired. Maybe you can make it up to me later? I thought we could get dinner tonight then, well, you know…”

James winced. “I’ve got that work thing tonight, I’ll be back late.”

“What work thing?”

“You know… I told you about it.”

“I don’t think you did. So not tonight then?”

“No.”

“Tomorrow?”

“I’ve got rugby.”

“Of course. Are you going out after?”

“Yes, we’ve got that club dinner in the evening… why do I feel like that was the wrong answer?”

“Because you’ll be hungover and Sunday will be a write off, and we won’t get the chance to spend any time together before I fly to LA on Thursday.”

“It’s not my fault you’re going to LA for nearly three weeks.”

Amy sighed. “That’s work, I have to do it. By the time I get back it will a month and a half since we spent proper time together. A month and a half!”

“I’m sorry that my work’s stopped us doing that over the last week or so. But… that’s work, I have to do it too.”

“You don’t have to play rugby and go out drinking, it takes over the whole weekend.” The conversation had shifted into a wider frustration of Amy’s, and she could feel herself getting angry.

“I do though, particularly when work is busy. Like you go to the gym.”

“Going to the gym doesn’t take up a whole day and I don’t go out drinking afterwards.”

“Look,” replied James with a frustrated sigh. “I’ve had the week from hell, I need to get ready for work. Let’s talk about this later.”

“When? It’s like we’re flatmates who share a bed right now.”

He visibly recoiled at that. After a pause all he could say was, “I don’t know. Later.”

James went into the bathroom to shower, leaving Amy to get changed into her gym kit. She wanted to speak to him before she left, she didn’t want to go to work on an argument, but he was taking forever so she ended up leaving without managing to.

At the gym she took out her frustration through exercise, going an extra 10% with everything she did. At the end she felt better, still frustrated but like she’d got some of it out of her.

Amy bumped into Sarah as they were both leaving the gym, both of them studiously maintaining the pretence that they knew each other purely as colleagues, nothing more.

“Turns out I am a rugby widow after all this weekend,” said Amy as they chatted. “Can I take you up on lunch still tomorrow?”

“Definitely. There’s a place I like at the bottom of Bermondsey Street if you’re ok with that?”

“Absolutely, that’s two minutes from my flat so very easy. But, just to make sure we’re on the same page, it is just lunch, right? Not something else?”

“One hundred percent. I’d like to get to know you more socially, that’s all.”

“I’d like that too, without all the weight of expectation. Can you message me the details? Oh… and I’m out with some friends in the evening so I can’t hang out all day, is that ok?” Amy was seeing some of her best friends, including Naomi and Lara, from her university lacrosse playing days for another friend's birthday celebrations that night and was really looking forward to it.

Sarah smiled. “Of course, I’ve got evening plans too, not a problem.”

The rest of that day she kept her head down, not feeling particularly sociable, and after going for a quick after work drink with some colleagues she went home for a quiet evening in.

Well… quietish. She’d messaged Luisa early afternoon, around when she usually started to wake up on LA time, and they’d spent a fair part of the afternoon and early evening swapping messages.

Once Amy was home and relaxing in her empty flat, she video called Luisa who was out near her place. Amy was instantly envious of the sunshine and warm weather in the background.

“I can’t wait to be back in that sunshine soon,” she said once they’d swapped initial pleasantries.

“It’s a really nice time of year here,” replied Luisa. “You arrive Thursday?”

“Yeah. Are you around then?”

“I wouldn’t miss seeing you as soon as possible for anything… I’ve kept the whole of next weekend free if you’d like to hang out.”

“I would love to.”

“Great, I’ll make some plans for us.” Luisa smiled sheepishly. “Not too many plans though…”

Amy felt herself blushing. “You’re right…” she laughed. “We need to keep some time free don’t we.”

They chatted some more, Amy tempted to initiate video sex but conscious that Luisa wasn’t at home and also not wanting to break the flow of her conversation. In the end she resisted temptation which turned out to be a good thing as Luisa had to get to a job that she had on.

Sat around with not much to do, Amy flicked through the TV channels without much joy. Finally, she decided that a bath was the answer, taking the opportunity for a long soak. Of course, part of that involved her thinking about Luisa and her hand soon slipped between her legs, fantasising about Luisa touching her and Luisa’s lips kissing her all over, an orgasm quickly rocking through Amy.

She climbed into bed and touched herself all over again, this time imagining Sarah submissively going down on her, and drifted off to sleep with thoughts of both Luisa and Sarah whirling through her head.


Chapter 38


Saturday morning with James was tense. They could both be supremely stubborn, and this was one of those times where neither was giving ground. They moved around each other that morning, speaking briefly but mainly focused on their own days. Amy did wish James good luck in his rugby match when he was leaving, and they shared a hug, but they were far from on good terms when they parted.

Amy got ready for lunch with Sarah, choosing a combination of tight white jeans, high heels, and black strappy top with an expensive long cashmere coat to wear on top given how the weather was turning autumnal. While Sarah had promised this was genuinely just lunch Amy was damned if she was going to look anything other than amazing, so she also spent some time styling her hair down but differently to how she wore it for work and putting on some light make-up, stealing Luisa’s style to put a hint of blue around her eyes.

James… well, he didn’t know what he was missing out on by going to play rugby instead.

Sarah had procured a courtyard table at the restaurant, and thankfully while not warm it was a sunny, dry day and the restaurant had thought to provide both blankets and heaters for anyone that needed them. The courtyard was busy with a nice ambience from various young professionals and creative types enjoying their weekend, with plants strewn around and waiters bustling between tables. It felt like the place to be that Saturday lunchtime.

When Amy arrived, Sarah stood up and greeted her with a kiss on each cheek, very stylish.

Amy took a moment to look Sarah up and down and was surprised at what weekend Sarah looked like. Her hair was half down but with some of it tied up at the back, the sort of artfully casual look that probably took ages to get right, while she was wearing a mid-length button up blue dress with leather belt and matching leather high heeled boots. To Amy’s surprise as well she could see that Sarah had multiple earrings in at least one of her ears - Amy hadn’t realised that Sarah had a number of piercings as she always looked so sensible at work.

“I have to say it,” said Amy, “you look incredible. So different to how you look at work.” She paused. “In a good way I mean… I hope that didn’t come out wrong.”

Sarah laughed. “Thank you, that’s very kind. But… you look even better. Wow. I love the clothes and I really love what you’ve done with your make up.”

Amy blushed. “Thank you… this is a great table. Let me guess, you jointly own this restaurant as well?”

“No, not this time. But I do know someone who does…”

Laughing, Amy replied, “Why doesn’t that surprise me?”

“Are you drinking?” Amy nodded. “Good, I hear they do a killer bloody mary here, or we could do a round of mimosas and go from there? I feel a nice bottle of white wine would do the trick a bit later too.”

They ordered their cocktails and settled down to talk, a different sort of conversation to the ones they’d had over the last couple of months. Whereas those had all been pleasant conversations but ones where Sarah was clearly the senior, dominant personality, that had vanished this lunchtime to be replaced by something much more equal… Sarah was treating Amy as her peer for the first time, and it revealed to Amy a different, more genuine side of Sarah.

As they finished the cocktails they ordered some food, both sticking to the lighter side of the menu and opting for salads, and Sarah also ordered a relatively expensive bottle of white wine for them to share.

“Don’t worry,” said Sarah, “this is all on me.”

Amy shook her head. “Not today, I’m getting this lunch.”

“I insist, I can’t choose where we’re going then ask you to pay!”

“Seriously, you get the bill any time we go anywhere. Today I’m paying. I really insist.”

“If you’re sure…?”

Amy nodded. “Absolutely.”

Sarah had the good manners not to insist too much, and instead said with a smile, “Well thank you, that’s very kind. I’ll enjoy this all the more!”

They talked and talked as the wine came, then moved on to their second glasses, then the food, and then a third glass. Before Amy knew it an hour and a half had passed in an instant and she was thoroughly enjoying herself. The venue, the company, the ambience all built on each other to give Amy that feeling of being simply overjoyed to be out in the fresh air enjoying her lunchtime with Sarah.

“Dessert?” asked Amy.

“I’m keen if you are?”

“I think we were well behaved with our mains so we can treat ourselves… I’m not sure what to have though, I’m torn between the summer pudding and the panna cotta. What do you think?”

“Both sound good. How about I order what you don’t order, and we can try each other’s?”

As the desserts came along with some much needed coffee after all the wine they talked some more, the conversation as free flowing as it had been throughout their lunch.

After she’d had a couple of mouthfuls of the summer pudding, Sarah said to Amy, “You’ve got to try this, it’s fantastic. Here, let me get you a spoonful with all the good bits on.”

Sarah spent a few moments loading the dessert onto her spoon then held it out for Amy, intending for Amy to take it off her. At that moment though, the wine, the company, the ambience all built to a crescendo, and Amy had the realisation that she liked Sarah. Really liked Sarah. Not work Sarah the boss, but weekend Sarah, the wonderful, beautiful lunchtime company version. The Sarah that had not wanted her to leave on Thursday morning.

Pausing for a second, just long enough to be slightly awkward, Amy leaned forward, keeping eye contact with Sarah, and put her mouth over the spoon, letting Sarah feed her the taste of her dessert.

It was a small thing, almost nothing, but the effect was electric. She saw an unmistakable expression on Sarah’s face as she realised that they were sharing a small moment of unexpected intimacy, saw the way that a little heat reached Sarah’s cheeks and Sarah shifted slightly in her seat, an unmistakable sign that Sarah was affected by what Amy had just done.

Amy settled back in her chair, keeping eye contact for a little longer, then said with a slight smile, “That was really good. Do you want to try some of mine?”

Sarah nodded and Amy held out a spoonful for her. Sarah did as Amy had done, eating off the spoon that Amy held out, holding eye contact as well. The sight of Sarah doing that triggered a familiar feeling between her legs while she felt her heart racing a little.

They both let the moment pass, but the change in atmosphere between them was clear. Their conversation was still as easy flowing but flirtier than before and less just like two good friends catching up. There was electricity between them.

Amy paid for their meal, and they found themselves out on the street, stood facing each other. There were a few moments of silence before Amy smiled and said, “So…”

Sarah smiled back, replying “So…?”

“So… I’ve got some more wine at my place, it’s just round the corner. If you’d like to, I mean? I know you said you had plans after lunch.”

“I’d like that, very much. I’m not busy until tonight. How about you?”

“Same, I don’t need to meet my friends until this evening. I’ve got hours until then.”

They didn’t rush the walk back to Amy’s flat, taking the time for Amy to point out a few of her favourite places locally. When they got through her front door, Sarah looked around the open plan living room and kitchen and said, “I like it, very nice. You’ve got a good taste in décor. And I love the windows,” pointing to the high, black framed windows that, along with the high ceilings and exposed brickwork, were original features from when the building had been a factory.

“Thanks,” said Amy, “but it’s nowhere near as nice as yours.”

“Well… I cheated though and paid someone to do mine.”

Amy hung her coat up, put on some music and walked over to the kitchen, opening the fridge to pull out a bottle of rosé wine and then getting two glasses from the cupboard. “Pink wine ok?”

“Perfect.”

As she poured two glasses Amy realised that she felt nervous. She wasn’t sure that she had ever been alone with Sarah where it didn’t lead to something more, and she could feel the tension between them alone, in her flat, as an almost physical thing. But this was completely different to anything from the last few months. Right then, at that very moment, she was consumed with desire for Sarah, not under a sense of obligation from their mentoring arrangement but instead from simple, outright attraction to the woman that she’d just had lunch with. She realised that she was nervous because she wanted Sarah badly, but knew that Sarah drew a firm line at her mentoring relationships crossing the line to something more. And, if anything happened that afternoon, it was definitely going to be crossing that line.

Sarah walked over to the kitchen area and Amy handed her a glass. They clinked their glasses together then both took a sip, Sarah keeping eye contact with Amy as she did so, a hint of a smile playing across Sarah’s face as she leaned back against the kitchen counter.

Amy didn’t know what to do. On the one hand she knew that it crossed that line to instigate anything with Sarah in that situation, particularly in the flat that she shared with James, it was completely different to what she’d done before with her. But on the other hand, she wanted Sarah so much in that moment, felt such strong attraction to the Sarah that she’d had lunch with, that she wanted to take it further, to make something happen.

As luck would have it, Sarah made it easy for Amy. Setting her wine glass down on the kitchen counter, Sarah walked over to stand in front of where Amy was resting against the counter.

Stopping in front of her, Sarah smiled and took Amy’s glass off her, also setting it down. Amy glanced down nervously but then looked back up into Sarah’s eyes, Amy’s hands resting on the counter while Sarah rested her hands on Amy's hips.

“I don’t think you asked me back here just to drink wine, did you?” Sarah said quietly.

Amy blushed and shook her head.

“I don’t want to just drink wine either,” Sarah whispered, moving closer, her body pressed against Amy’s, their faces just inches apart.

“We shouldn’t though,” replied Amy. “This would be different.”

Sarah leaned in to plant a soft kiss on Amy’s neck. “Different how?” Then another kiss.

“Different because…” Amy let out an involuntary, soft sigh as Sarah planted a kiss on just the right spot. “…don’t make me spell it out.”

Another kiss, this time on the side of her neck. Amy could feel Sarah pressed up against her, their legs pushed up together and the now familiar feeling of Sarah’s chest pushed against her own. “Tell me how…” whispered Sarah before planting another kiss.

Amy was on fire, her arousal through the roof. “Because… I want you.” Another soft sigh. “Not because of work or mentoring or anything like that, I just want you… for being you.”

Sarah moved up to kiss Amy’s cheek. “I want you too,” she whispered. “Just for being you. Nothing to do with work.” She moved her head and kissed Amy on the lips, a kiss that Amy hungrily returned. Amy wrapped her arms around Sarah and clung onto her, kissing her passionately.

Breaking off, Amy whispered, “We shouldn’t, not here. It wouldn’t feel right.”

Sarah resumed kissing Amy’s neck. “I want you right here, we won’t be disturbed, will we?” she whispered between kisses.

“No.”

“Then we don’t need to go anywhere.” Sarah moved back to Amy’s mouth and Amy gave in, her reservations thrown aside in the passion of their embrace.

Before long Sarah had reached under Amy’s top and pulled it off, flinging it to one side where it landed on the dining table. Her bra quicky followed, ending up on the sofa while Sarah moved lower, using her tongue to touch and tease Amy’s nipples.

Amy let out another sigh of pleasure, then pulled Sarah back up, undoing her belt and dropping it to the kitchen floor before unbuttoning Sarah’s dress and reaching through to touch her body, stroking her through the lingerie that she wore underneath.

“Come with me,” said Amy, taking Sarah by the hand and leading her towards the master bedroom. They made it as far as the sofa before Sarah pulled Amy around and kissed her again, Amy reaching to pull off Sarah’s dress leaving her standing in just her lingerie and boots.

Amy took off Sarah’s bra before pushing her back on to the sofa, and then dropping to her knees to pull off Sarah’s underwear. “Keep the boots on…” Amy said quietly with a twinkle in her eye, before she moved her head down between Sarah’s legs and touched her with her tongue.

Amy took her time, knowing that she could push Sarah over the edge quickly if she wanted but preferring to play the long game. She knew so well by now the moans, the gasps, the little spasms, that she could build Sarah up and back down again instinctively. That was exactly what she did, expertly bringing Sarah to the edge of pleasure then keeping her there, building the anticipation.

Sarah, for her part, knew what Amy could do and after a while she sat up, letting out a gasp as Amy continued her work, and said, “Come back here and kiss me. Please.”

Amy looked up and smiled, shifting up to lie on top of Sarah. Sarah rolled Amy over so that she was now on top and leaned down to kiss her while she used her hands to undo Amy’s jeans. Once they were undone Sarah moved down, pulling the jeans off shortly followed by Amy’s own underwear so that she was naked.

Taking her time, Sarah put her head between Amy’s legs and touched her with her tongue, driving Amy wild inside. She copied Amy’s pace and knew just as well how to do to Amy what Amy had done to her, slowly building her up without quite tipping her over the edge.

Amy looked down, her body at the peak of arousal, and said, “Come up here and make love to me,” tugging with her arms to encourage Sarah to move.

Sliding up, Sarah lay on top of Amy, their legs in a scissor position, and started to gently grind into her, building on both their pleasure. Amy wrapped one arm around Sarah, feeling the muscles in her back as she ground into her, while with her other hand she pulled Sarah’s face to hers, bringing her into a passionate kiss.

All of the foreplay did it’s work, and as Amy’s tongue found Sarah’s a powerful orgasm ripped through both of them, Sarah grinding gently through it as they moaned and breathed into each other’s mouths through their kiss.

As the waves subsided, Sarah collapsed down on to Amy before rolling off to the side, cuddled up with her, their arms around each other, the pale autumn sunshine shining down, leaving Amy feeling warm, safe… happy.


Chapter 39


After that first, powerful release of their lust for each other they’d made their way hand in hand to the bedroom, and were lying together in Amy's bed, both naked, Sarah's boots discarded in the doorway, kissing and touching each other. It had been something much more romantic, much more intimate, than when they had slept with each other before, compounded by their strong existing familiarity with each other’s bodies.

As they lay there in each other’s arms, Sarah said, “Did you mean it earlier? What you said about wanting me just for being me?”

Amy smiled. “Yes. God… I know it makes it complicated but yes.”

“You didn’t just do what we just did because of our arrangement?”

“No. I did it because I wanted you… is that ok?”

“Very ok…” whispered Sarah, rolling on top of Amy and kissing her again. “I think we’ve got a while yet before either of our evenings start, don’t you?”

Amy nodded. “I can be late if need be…”

“Me too…”

Sarah kissed Amy, their arms wrapped around each other, legs entangled. She kissed her softly, she kissed her hard, she used her tongue, then she used just her lips. She varied how she kissed and where, and Amy realised that Sarah must have listened to what Amy had told her about Luisa and taken it on board. The kiss was amazing, and Amy felt a fire building inside her again.

“I want you to fuck me…” Amy gasped between kisses. “Please fuck me.” She didn’t know where that came from, it wasn’t something she’d normally say, but she was so turned on it felt like the only thing that she could say. “But please don’t stop kissing me like that. Ever.”

Sarah chuckled. “Have you got any toys?”

“Not that we can find quickly…”

“Never mind, we’ll have to make do…”

Sarah resumed kissing Amy while she slid her hand down, gently stroking Amy’s trimmed pubic hear and teasing with her fingers as she stroked through to touch Amy properly. Amy couldn’t bear it and reached her own hand down to try to apply more pressure, but Sarah took hold of it and moved it to between her own legs. “You can touch me at the same time.”

They started to touch each other, fingers stroking and then sliding inside, both building slowly and steadily, their moans mixing as they continued to kiss.

As Amy got close she broke off from the kiss, lying back, her back arching, loud moans turning into screams as the waves of her orgasm started to crest and crash down through her, when James’ voice, impeccably polite as ever, said “Excuse me, but what’s going on?”


Chapter 40


In the initial shock Amy and Sarah sprung apart, and Amy blurted out, “You’re not supposed to be here.” In hindsight, she thought, possibly the stupidest thing she’d ever said.

“Clearly,” was James’ sardonic response. “I think we need to talk.” And then he left the room.

Amy told Sarah to sit tight then, quickly throwing on some clothes, she followed James, her mind reeling… he was at rugby, wasn’t he? Surely?

The living room was damning in the extreme… there was no explaining this away… as if her being caught naked, in bed, with another woman, orgasming, the evidence in the living room was enough on its own. Nothing could explain two sets of women’s clothes strewn all over the room and two half-drunk glasses of wine in the kitchen. The game was up.

“I’m sorry,” was all that Amy could say to James, “I need to give her back her clothes and then we can talk.” He nodded from where he was sat at the dining table and Amy disappeared back into the bedroom, closing the door.

Sarah got dressed quickly, and whispered to Amy, “Are you going to be ok?”

“I think so. 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 held out a comforting hand which Amy took. “If you need anything, you can call me, ok?”

“Thanks.”

Sarah smiled weakly then Amy showed her out, both under the awkward gaze of James from his seat.

***

“That was Sarah, right?” was the first question that James asked. Amy nodded, unable to even make eye contact.

He took a deep breath. “The match was cancelled. I thought I could come home and see you before this evening.” He paused and thought for a moment. “One chance. For all these years that we’ve been together I’ll give you that chance to tell me the truth. But tell me everything. You owe me that.”

Amy looked at him, feeling wretched. “You really want to know?”

He nodded, and Amy spent more than a few moments gathering her thoughts. Finally, she blurted out, “I… well, I… this is really hard to say.”

“It’s ok, take your time.”

“I… think I might be into women.”

He smiled bitterly. “I got that impression a few minutes ago.”

“No, more than that. I… I love you, but I’m not into men at all right now. I think I'm a lesbian.”

He raised his eyebrows at that. “How long for? Was it something I did?”

Amy smiled inwardly at the male assumption that it was all about him. “No, it really isn’t you at all. It’s me. A few months that I've thought it maybe. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry as in you’re finishing it with me, or sorry for doing what you were doing just now.”

“I don’t know…”

“You don’t know if you’re finishing with me?”

“No, I… I don’t know about anything right now. I've been wanting to tell you, but I didn't know how.”

“Has it been with Sarah all this time?”

Amy thought hard about how to answer that. On the one hand she’d slept with Sarah a lot over recent months, but on the other hand that had been very much transactional. The first time she’d slept with Sarah because she’d really wanted to, because she had strong feelings for her, was only that day. Or possibly at the end of Wednesday night, she wasn't quite sure what that had been yet.

Beyond that she wanted to protect Sarah. She didn’t know what James might do, but it was entirely conceivable that he could find Sarah’s husband and tell him. A seemingly random hook up after a boozy lunch would be one thing for her to explain, a nearly three month affair something else entirely

She went with protecting Sarah. “Just today. We had lunch, it was nice, I… I’m sorry but I realised I had feelings for her, and it turned out she felt the same and, well, we ended up here. I’m sorry, we shouldn’t have done. Not here particularly. Not in our bed. It’s not an excuse but I thought you weren’t back until late.”

“It isn’t an excuse, no. What about when you stayed on her sofa on Wednesday?"

Amy sat there in silence, unable to make eye contact and unable to lie to him but not wanting to tell the truth.

He looked at her in disbelief. "And has there been anyone else? Please tell the truth.”

Amy sighed. “Yes. In LA. I went to a lesbian bar and then a club and met someone, I’m sorry.”

“So, a one night stand?”

Amy stayed silent.

“More than a one night stand?”

Amy nodded reluctantly.

“Is that why you’re going back to LA? To see your not-a-one-night-stand?”

“No, that’s work. You know that.”

“Work that makes you book a trip with a weekend there at either end? Don’t think I hadn’t noticed.”

Amy looked down. “Ok, you want the truth?” James nodded and she looked at him again. “Yes, ok. You’re happy now? Yes, I want to see her again.”

James sat back, almost like he’d been slapped. Quietly he said, “This is a lot to take on board. I had no idea. Is there anyone else?”

This time the answer was easy. She took his hand in hers and looked him in the eye, saying, "No. No one else. I'm so sorry you found out like this. I really am." Don’t mention his own past infidelity, Amy thought, tempting as it was to try to level the moral playing field… just don’t. Don’t lower yourself to points scoring. It was difficult but she just about managed.

They sat there in silence for a few minutes, neither quite sure what to say. Finally, he looked up and said, "What do you want?"

"How do you mean?"

"In an ideal world, what would happen next?"

"I... I don't really know. What do you think?"

James looked her firmly in the eye. "You've just told me that you're a lesbian. That is a hell of a lot for me to process. A hell of a lot. You've had months to get your head round this. So, I think the onus is on you, not me, to suggest what you want now."

Amy got up to pace around, absentmindedly pouring away the wine that she and Sarah had been drinking and tidying around the place, as if to remove any evidence remaining of what had happened that afternoon.

Finally, Amy said, stood over in the kitchen, "In an ideal world?"

"Yes, then we can talk about the real world."

She took a deep breath. "In an ideal world, I'd ask you if you could give me some room to explore this. Maybe if we had a break for a few months while I worked out what was what, whether this is a real thing or a temporary thing. Maybe this is just an itch that I need to scratch and I'll be happily back to being a good, straight girlfriend. Or maybe not. I don't know. Or maybe not a break, but you're ok with me trying dating some women, that sort of thing. What do you think? I don't want to lose you."

He thought for a minute. "So, you want to have everything from our relationship, our life together. Except maybe the romantic part between you and me. But you'd also like to be able to date and sleep with women. And you'd like me to be ok with that and wait for you while you do it. A fair summary?"

"You said ideal world..."

James smiled at that. "I did. I'm just asking to make sure I've understood. Look... I feel like if I don't agree to something then you're going to do it anyway?"

"I...", Amy started to say, but then she realised that there was nothing to say. Yes, if it came down to it, she would. Nothing was going to stop her pursuing her potential relationship with Luisa. And whatever the hell had just happened between her and Sarah, there was something there that felt like it could also grow into something more and there was no chance of Amy not seeing what happened there. And that was just the two women that she'd slept with so far. Amy just ended up shrugging, not trusting herself to speak.

James sighed, and said, "I can tell all that I need to from you not saying anything. Look... I love you. I think, at least, even after today's bombshell. But being in love with you doesn't mean I own you. I want us to be together forever, but only because we both want to be, not because either of us feel obliged to.

“If you're sitting here telling me that you think you're a lesbian, then I need to trust that that really is the case. Best case, if you explore this you scratch the itch as you call it and then we live happily ever after. But of course, worst case for me is that you explore this and you fall in love. Loving you means, though, that in the end I'd be happy for you. It would be hard. Really hard. But I would be... and it would be a damned sight easier for me to be happy for you with a woman than with another man."

Amy walked over to James and gave him a hug. "You've got a leftfield way of thinking about things sometimes, but that's one of my favourite things about you."

"I think we both need some space to think about this more over the next twenty four hours."

"I can go and stay at Naomi's tonight, the offer was there already." The plan had always been for Amy to get ready along with Lara at Naomi's house which was near to the evening's festivities. Naomi had also offered a bed for the night, or technically a share of her bed, to either or both of them as she lived so close.

"Ok, I'll stay here.” He paused and sighed. “Do you mind if I still go to my rugby club dinner? It might be better for me than sitting brooding in our flat on my own..."

"It's a good idea. I think the same with my night out?"

James nodded his agreement. "Look... we've got a lot to talk about tomorrow. I'm taking it as given that you're going to explore this lesbian side, you already have been after all. But we need to talk about whether we're still a couple while you do that, or whether we take a break from each other and so on. And then for each of those there are things that come out of it, like if we're still a couple do you tell me what you've been doing, how about if I want to see other people, can we even be a couple if you don't think you're into men any more, all that sort of thing."

Amy felt her blood run cold at the thought of James seeing other people, but realised quickly that there was nothing she could possibly say to object if it came down to it... but it did make her realise the complexity that came with trying to reconcile to her ideal world. With a sudden realisation, she knew that their relationship was very likely over. That it had been the moment that James walked in to see her and Sarah in bed together earlier. They may try to muddle through, they may even succeed for a while, but realistically whatever they decided tomorrow and over the coming days was going primarily to be a way for them to both smooth the paths through to the next stage of their lives.

At that moment, Amy resolved that what she would go all out to make sure that her and James remained friends at least. This could be really messy, but she would try her hardest to keep it as far from messy as she could.

***

Half an hour later Amy was stood at the door, her overnight bag packed.

James came to say goodbye. "This is an awkward one, isn't it?" he said, smiling although his eyes gave away that it was either that or burst into tears.

"It is... I'm sorry again that you had to find out like that. I wanted to tell you."

"Honestly... in another context, watching you with another woman, well... it's a lot of men's fantasy." He shrugged. "Less so that his girlfriend then announces that she thinks she's a lesbian."

Amy shook her head. "Come here," she said, and they embraced. "You're a wonderful person," she went on. "Whatever has happened in the past, whatever happens next, know that."

"Right back at you," he replied, and then they parted, Amy heading towards the stairs.


Chapter 41


Amy got to Naomi’s place around five thirty, leaving plenty of time to get ready as they were meeting their other friends for drinks a couple of hours later at a bar on Clapham High Street less than ten minutes’ walk away. Lara had also come over and the three of them were sat in Naomi’s living room with cups of tea catching up.

“Are you ok sharing with me tonight?” asked Naomi. “We’ve got a spare bed upstairs but no bedding for it. One of our flatmates just moved out and we’re on the lookout for another.” Naomi lived in a shared house with four other flatmates that she could never have afforded on her own, incredibly sociable but it came with a lot of turnover as flatmates came and went.

“Thanks, I really appreciate it.” Amy smiled weakly, then tried to make a joke out of it. “Maybe I’ll be your next flatmate…” before trailing off and bursting into tears. She hadn’t given any indication that something was wrong, so the tears came out of the blue.

Lara put her arms around Amy and gave her a hug. “It’s ok,” she reassured her as the tears came. “Don’t worry.” Naomi went to get more tea while Lara sat with her. When Naomi returned she asked, “Do you want to talk about it?”

“Thanks,” said Amy, taking the tea. “Something happened with James and I and… I think… it might be over. I don’t know but there are some things that would make it hard not to be.”

Both her friends were good listeners, and over the next half hour they asked the right questions but mainly just listened as Amy talked through the events of that day.

“This thing with your colleague,” asked Naomi. “Were you worried that James would hit him?”

“Not him…”

“Not him as in her?” asked Lara with a raised eyebrow.

Amy nodded sheepishly. “Yes, her. My mentor that I told you about… it’s, well, Lara you said that you could tell there was something when we met up a few weeks back. Can you keep a secret?”

“Of course.”

Amy took a deep breath. “I’m pretty sure that I’m into women, not men.”

Both Lara and Naomi sat still for a second, processing what Amy had just told them. Amy felt an irrational jolt of fear… what if this changed things with her two friends? What if she’d just said something that she should have kept to herself?

Naomi processed it first, breaking out into a warm smile and coming over to hug Amy, with Lara doing the same moments later. “Thank you for telling us, I’m so proud of you for having the courage to,” said Naomi.

“You’re sure of that?” asked Amy nervously.

“Completely,” laughed Lara.

“It doesn’t change anything with us?”

“Of course not!”

At that moment, having told her two closest friends the secret that had been sat gnawing away at her for the last few months, Amy felt a huge weight lift from her shoulders. She had, in effect, just come out to her friends and it had been fine. No, more than that, they’d been genuinely happy for Amy.

“So, your mentor… you’re seeing her?” asked Naomi.

“No, at least I don’t think so. I like her, I probably shouldn’t but I do, we had lunch today, one thing led to another. It wasn’t the first time with her, but it was the first time like that. But I shouldn’t get romantically involved with her, she’s married with kids and everything. It would be messy.”

“Has there been anyone else?”

Amy told them both about LA, her Friday night out there, her whirlwind romance with Luisa, her long distance interactions, and finally her hopes for her trip back to LA at the end of the following week.

“Wow… ok,” laughed Lara. “To start with I was worrying that you were reading too much into getting a bit carried away after lunch today, but I can tell this is genuine.”

Amy smiled. “What on earth do I do?”

Naomi was first to reply. “Do what is right for you. What are your options?”

“I guess I either explore this or I don’t, if I don’t then pretend I’m straight and either settle down with James if he’ll still have me or find another man. If I do then I either pursue this thing with Luisa, or with my colleague, or find someone else. But James already called me out earlier on the exploring it option… he could tell there was no way I wasn't going to take it further.”

“If you genuinely think that you’re a lesbian, the question of exploring this or not is an easy one. And, well, we like James… well, mostly I guess... but even if not it wouldn’t be right to him either to live a lie with him.”

Lara nodded her agreement with Naomi. “And also, imagine in ten years’ time… you and he are married, with kids, and you’re having huge regrets about not having explored your attraction to women.” She laughed. “I guarantee you’d end up sleeping with your yoga teacher or female personal trainer. Guarantee. You’ve always had a type.”

Amy smiled at that, and inwardly the thought of sleeping with a hot, muscular female personal trainer got her a little hot under the collar. “When you both put it like that it’s easy, isn’t it? And it’s fairest on James in the long run if he is freed up to find someone else, right?” They both nodded. “I just need it to be… amicable. I still like him a lot.”

Lara then said, “And as for your Luisa versus colleague versus someone else dilemma, look… you’re basically single as of now if your Luisa thing is genuinely casual and open.” Amy nodded. “Play the field a little. None of those things are mutually exclusive. If your trip to LA goes well then brilliant, if it doesn’t then it just opens another opportunity here. Your colleague, though as you say that would be complex. Someone else. Whatever. There are a lot of lesbians in the world for you to meet.”

They sat there for a few minutes while Naomi went and got something stronger than tea to start getting ready for their night out.

When she came back in, she asked Amy, “Are you ok for us all to go out tonight still? We’d understand if the three of us just needed to sit here and have a girls night in.”

“Thanks, but as I see it, we either sit here and eat our own body weight in ice cream or go out and drink our own body weight in cocktails. The latter sounds more fun I think?” Lara and Naomi both nodded their agreement. “And of course we don't want to let down the birthday girl. But what we’ve talked about is our secret, right?”

“Absolutely. And own body weight in cocktails? Sounds like a plan.”

Amy suddenly had a thought as they all went to get ready for the night. Taking Naomi to one side, she said nervously, “Are you still ok sharing a bed with me later? After, you know, what I’ve told you?”

Naomi grinned. “You mean am I worried that your uncontrollable sapphic desires will mean that I get molested all night long? No, I think you can control yourself…” Then she winked, and continued as she walked away, “…though I can think of worse things…”


Chapter 42


The night out was exactly what Amy needed after her eventful day. Their group of eight university friends started in one cocktail bar, moved on to another, then to a third. All of them were drinking and all of them were a long way from sober by the time they got to the third place.

They’d managed to get a large, semi-circular booth off to the side of the bar and Lara came to sit next to Amy.

“Seen any ladies that catch your eye?” Lara teased. “You know… now that that’s your thing.”

Amy smiled, then said, “Honestly, one or two. But I don’t think this is the sort of environment to meet women who like women.”

“Maybe not… but women who like men but want to see what it’s like with women, I reckon that’s about ninety percent of the women here.”

Amy raised an eyebrow at that and Lara just grinned. “You reckon?” said Amy.

“Yeah. We all fooled around a bit at university, right? Particularly some of those drinking games, the dares got pretty wild. I’ll bet you that most women here are up for a bit of experimentation.”

“Are you trying to tell me something?”

Lara just grinned, then went on. “It doesn’t surprise me that you’re into women.”

“Really? Why?”

“You must have snogged everyone in the lacrosse team at some point during our three years at uni. You were always keen to do the dares.”

“That was just me getting into the spirit of things.”

“If you say so… and then you slept with Zoe a few times, right?” Lara was dragging it all back up.

“You know that wasn’t my choice… plenty of people did.”

“True, but you went back for seconds then thirds and even fourths, right? And then there was the time you slept with Naomi’s friend from home?”

“That barely counts, we were hammered, and it was a drunken fumble.”

“My point is though… you’ve always leaned into those opportunities, making the most of them. That’s why it doesn’t surprise me.”

Amy sat back to think, surprised by the re-appraisal of her university years but also starting to appreciate that yes, maybe she had had lesbian tendencies for a long time.

“But…” continued Lara, “it’s great. I am genuinely pleased that you’ve discovered something about yourself and that you shared it with Naomi and me. I really am. We’re here for you whatever happens. I promise.”

“Thank you, I really appreciate it.” Amy paused. “So, ninety percent of women in here, you reckon?” Lara nodded her agreement. “I’ve got a dare to test your hypothesis. I’ll point out two women that we don’t know. You’ve got fifteen minutes to get at least one of their phone numbers, and it has to be clear that that’s not just as friends.”

“I’m interested… loser buys a round for the table?”

“Deal. So… you see the woman over there by the bar with the silver sparkly dress with the legs to die for and the light brown, long sort of slightly wavy hair?” Lara looked over and nodded. “And then also you see over on the dancefloor in jeans with her dark hair tied back and the tight top?”

“Yeah, I see them. Good choices, even to my straight eye they’re both hot.”

“Good luck!”

Lara stood up then leaned back down to ask Amy, “Am I asking for you or for me?”

“Would you ever call them if it’s you?”

“Good point… I can tell them you’re into women?” Amy nodded and Lara walked off.

Another friend started talking to Amy, but she watched Lara out of the corner of her eye. The first woman she went to talk to, the one in the sparkly dress, the conversation seemed to start well, Amy smiling when Lara pointed her out. But then her boyfriend came back from the bathroom and any chance of Lara getting a number went out of the window.

Smiling, Lara turned to Amy and shrugged from across the bar before moving on to the second woman. She could see Lara compliment her on her jeans, and then them start a conservation, mostly shouted in each other’s ear over the loud music. A few minutes later they walked over to the bar and Lara beckoned for Amy to join them.

Amy tore herself away from her conversation and walked over nervously, not sure what to expect or what Lara had said.

“Ah… Amy, here’s one for you!” Lara called out, handing her a tequila shot. She looked at the woman she’d been chatting to and they raised their glasses before downing them, which Amy joined in with. “And now my work here is done,” Lara joked, gesturing to the two of them and backing away.

Amy and the woman stood looking at each other before bursting out laughing. “I’m sorry,” said Amy. “I don’t know what my friend told you. Hopefully nothing too crazy…”

“No, not at all. She was nice to talk to.” She had a bit of an accent that Amy couldn’t place, though from the look of her she suspected somewhere northern European. It didn’t escape Amy’s attention that she was also really quite attractive close up, not Luisa’s level but much more of a student, casual vibe. Amy would have guessed she was a few years younger, maybe early twenties.

The woman smiled. “Apparently I have to give you my number?”

“Errr… sure.” Amy got out her phone and handed it over for her to enter her number. “I don’t even know your name?”

“Keira. And she said you’re Amy?”

“Yeah, that’s right. Why have you given me your number?”

“She said that you’d like to take me for a drink sometime.” Keira laughed. “I don’t normally have a drink with a woman I met in a bar but… I’ll try anything once.”

Amy laughed. “Ok, well thank you. I’ll call you… I guess is how it works?”

“I guess so… I’ve got to go back to my friends but do call me.” She smiled again and Amy watched her walk away back across the bar.

Lara came back over laughing. “I win!”

“Yeah, you do. That was an expensive bet. What did you say to her?”

“I told her that you’d just realised you’re into women, that you’d seen her, but were too nervous to make a move as you thought she was definitely straight.”

“True I guess…”

“But more importantly, you seemed so worried earlier. I wanted to reassure you that nights out aren’t so different whether you’re into women or men, you can still meet people and have fun. The way you were mentally undressing her as she walked away from you… you’d better call her!”

“I wasn’t!” replied Amy, but with a smile that said she knew that Lara had caught her mentally undressing Keira and then some.

***

Somehow most of the group were still standing when the birthday girl decided to go to the nearby nightclub. It was the sort of place where, particularly for the first few years after university, you could pretty much guarantee to see people you knew on a Saturday night, a consequence of the large number of recent graduates renting places in the area.

Amy, like her friends, was really quite drunk by then. Her time spent with her friends, and the reassurance they’d given her, meant that her Saturday was ending on a far brighter note than she’d thought possible mid-afternoon.

Lining up at the bar to buy some more drinks that none of them remotely needed, Amy heard a woman’s voice with a home counties accent to her left say to her loudly over the music, “You’re the girl who used to be straight from the bar, right?”

Amy turned in surprise and saw the girl in the sparkly dress stood next to her. Straight away from the accent and the look she placed her as privately educated, good university, professional job like consulting or law. Basically, a lot like Amy. “Uhhh… I guess so! You were talking to my friend?”

“Yeah, she wanted me to give you my number, but my boyfriend came back.” She pushed her hair back behind her ear, then continued, virtually shouting into Amy’s ear to be heard. “I’m drunk so excuse me asking, but what’s it like? You know, discovering you’re into women when you’ve been into men?”

Amy didn’t know where to start. “Good, I guess. What do you mean?”

“The sex. And apologies again, I am drunk. But I’ve heard the sex is better.” As she said this, she slightly over compensated for resting her arms on the bar, staggering a little then recovering. Definitely not sober.

“I’ve been drinking for a few hours too, don’t worry. That’s what I’ve found so far. Much better,” Amy shouted back.

The girl in the sparkly dress looked at Amy for a few seconds, giving Amy time to take in her surprisingly blue eyes and light freckles under a healthy tan, before seemingly coming to a decision. “My boyfriend is off talking to his friends. They’re dicks. Can you help me with something in the toilets?”

“Sure, I guess? If you need me to?”

“Come with me.” She took Amy by the hand and led her off towards the bathrooms. Both Lara and Naomi saw and started laughing in a no-way that is happening sort of way, finding amusement in Amy’s situation. Amy just shrugged and grinned on her way past, unsure what was happening but with a strong suspicion.

They got into the bathrooms and the girl in the sparkly dress led her into a free cubicle at the far end, locking the door behind them.

“I don’t even know your name…” started Amy, but the girl in the sparkly dress just pushed a finger to Amy’s lips.

“Doesn’t matter,” she said before kissing Amy hard. As soon as she was over the initial surprise Amy kissed her back, their arms wrapping round each other into a tight embrace.

This was completely different to any of Amy’s recent experiences with a woman. This wasn’t slow, or considered, or sensitive, or planned. This was two drunk women desperately, messily making out in one of the least romantic settings possible. But God, thought Amy, this is hot.

“Show me what’s so good about it,” the girl in the sparkly dress moaned into their kiss. Time to perform, thought Amy, sensing that her mystery partner wanted Amy to take control.

Amy turned them so that her partner’s back was against the cubicle wall, then took both of her hands and pushed them above her head, Amy using one hand to hold both wrists in place. She then slid her free hand under the short hem of the sparkly dress and reached to touch her underwear, feeling a familiar arousal. Wasting little time Amy slid the underwear to one side, toying with her for a moment before sliding a finger into her.

Her partner moaned but Amy silenced her with a kiss, their tongues meeting, a wet, sloppy, drunken kiss. She felt and heard the girl in the sparkly dress start to respond, could tell that an orgasm was closing fast. But Amy wanted to give her an orgasm to remember, one that she’d wake up in the morning and never forget.

Slowing down, she saw that as it was the end cubicle the other wall had a sloped ledge at waist height. “Sit on there,” she told her partner, guiding her to the ledge and then putting one of her feet on the toilet seat and the other braced against the door to stop her sliding down.

Amy dropped to her knees on the thankfully dry tiled floor, lifted up the front of the dress and, with a pause to look up and say, “This is where it gets good,” buried her head between the girl in the sparkly dress’s legs. While she did so Amy reached one of her hands up inside the dress to touch her partner's breasts, surprised to find that she wasn't wearing a bra at all.

After her experience with Sarah, honed by practice with Luisa, this was what she knew she could do best. She didn’t do the really long version, there was no need when the woman she was going down on was so turned on already, but she used everything she’d learned to build her partner up and then keep her there.

The first shuddering orgasm took a couple of minutes to arrive, and the girl in the sparkly dress seemed surprised when that wasn’t the end of it. If only she knew, thought Amy.

Over the next ten minutes Amy brought her to orgasm three more times, the final one so loudly that the whole women’s room must have known exactly what was going on, and making her partner tense so much that Amy feared an injury when her legs wrapped around Amy’s head.

As Amy stood up, the girl in the sparkly dress said breathlessly, “Oh my fucking god. That was incredible.”

“I told you…”

“I need your number. Seriously. I’m not into women, I’ve got a boyfriend for fuck’s sake, but I’ll cheat on him in an instant for that…”

“No, no number.” Amy smiled. “Maybe if you’re single sometime you could find me? I feel like we’d know people in common.” She paused and held out her hand. “I’m Amy by the way.”

“Sophia,” she replied, taking the hand and shaking it, still out of breath. “My god… I need a moment to sort myself out. What about you? You didn’t… you know.”

Amy leaned over and gave her a peck on the cheek. “I’m good thanks. That was fun. Enjoy the rest of your night…”

“Wait…” Sophia said, taking Amy’s hand. She pulled Amy towards her and kissed Amy hard. “Now you can go,” she said, grinning.

Leaving the cubicle thankfully there was no one she knew around to have heard what she’d been up to. That would have been a difficult one to explain. She quickly checked herself in the mirror, straightening out her hair and ignoring the amused looks from a couple of other women at the sinks who’d heard the noises from the cubicle, before going back out into the club.

She soon saw Naomi and Lara who beckoned her over, their faces a picture of astonishment. “What?” said Amy with a smile of innocence.

“Either you really needed the toilet badly, or…” replied Lara.

Amy kept smiling and winked.

“Oh my god, you didn’t did you? With her?” exclaimed Naomi. “She was hot…”

“…and is out with her boyfriend,” added Lara.

Amy just kept on smiling, then looking at Lara she said, “I think that makes you two out of two for our bet?”

Lara laughed and put her arm around Amy, pulling her into a hug. “I like lesbian Amy a lot… this is fun!”


Chapter 43


When Amy opened her eyes the next morning her head hurt. She took a moment to work out where she was, realising she was in Naomi's bed but top-to-toe, with Amy's pillow at the foot. As she stretched, recollection of a very eventful Saturday came rushing back in… her lunch with Sarah, back at her flat, James coming home, then the night out. Suddenly she had a flashback to the toilet cubicle with Sophia, and the memory of that whole episode flooded in to her mind.

From that point onwards was hazy. She didn't really remember the detail of how her and Naomi had got back to Naomi's place, though she thought that Lara had also come back and was sleeping on the sofa with a sleeping bag. Amy had a momentary panic that she might have tried something on with Naomi, but they were both wearing pyjamas, and it didn't feel like anything had happened which was good.

At that moment, Naomi also stirred and muttered, "Good morning... my head hurts."

"Mine too. A good night though."

Naomi sat up wearily in bed, leaning against her pillows, and Amy crawled gingerly to sit next to her, propping her own pillows up. "I have to admit, I'm a bit hazy on the later part of the evening."

"You remember in the club?" asked Naomi, laughing.

"The toilets?"

"Yeah."

"Yeah. I remember."

"I didn't think you had that in you."

"When we got back, you and I didn't... do anything, did we?"

Naomi looked down, pretending to check her clothes and the area around the bed. "Well, I'm wearing clothes, and I don't see any of your deviant lesbian sex toys scattered around, so I think I must have fought off your wild lesbian attempts to turn me." She smiled. "No, don't worry. Nothing happened. We slept, that's all. Cup of tea?"

While Naomi went and made the tea, Lara came in and joined Amy on the bed. "Wild night, wasn't it?" she joked.

Amy blushed. "Mainly thanks to you..."

"You're welcome. By the way, your phone was pinging, you left it in the living room." She handed her phone to Amy.

Looking at her alerts, she had multiple messages from three people: Sarah, Luisa, and James. "Today is going to be complicated," she said, reading through the messages.

"A love triangle with you sat in the middle... well, sort of. Maybe more of a love square, but I think triangle works better… at least from now on.”

Naomi came back in carrying the tea. "Look, we're here for you. Depending on how your talk with James goes, you can stay here again tonight if you want."

"Same with my place," added Lara. "We've got your back."

Amy smiled and looked at them both. She didn't have a clue what her day would bring, or how her talk with James would go, or what this thing was now between her and Sarah, or how best to keep her long-distance relationship with Luisa going, or indeed how pretty much anything was now. But Amy didn't feel worried.

Hungover, yes, but not worried.

Just excited at what the future held.
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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.

Reading on is just a few clicks away: Burning Both Ends


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.
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