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Prologue


"You were serious earlier?" Anna was struggling to make herself heard over the music, even though her and Nathalie were stood outside the nightclub's washrooms... the quietest place in the club, but still noisy as hell. Wednesday night, student night, the music was never anything but full volume.

"About what?" Nathalie shouted back into her ear, feigning innocence. In the background Anna heard YMCA starting up on the dancefloor, the whoops from the packed crowd confirming it as a firm favourite of the Edinburgh Uni students thronging the place. Midnight and the party still had a long way to go.

Anna took a drink of her rum and coke. "You know what," Anna shouted, grinning. "Your twenty first birthday bucket list."

"Oh, that..." Nathalie teased. "What about it?"

"Well, you turn twenty-one on Friday, right?" Nathalie nodded and Anna continued. "So you've not got long to tick them off. So..." She gave Nathalie a significant look.

"So...?" Nathalie was grinning.

"So tonight's the night, right?" Anna continued. "It has to be... because we're going to be way too hungover tomorrow for you to do anything about them."

Nathalie shrugged, but her eyes were twinkling in amusement. "I guess so."

Anna nodded. "I guess so..."

Getting ready earlier with a few of their friends in one of their rooms, they'd got into playing Never Have I Ever as a drinking game which quickly morphed into them constructing Nathalie's bucket list, the things she absolutely, one hundred percent had to have done at least once before she turned twenty one at the end of the week.

It was a short list, Nathalie wasn't exactly a twenty year old lacking in life experience, but it focused on two items... first, she'd never streaked before, something that Anna and their friends were determined she'd correct after the club, then second, she'd never kissed another woman. Not that she was into that anyway, Nathalie had insisted, but she'd said that she felt the need to tick that one off before Friday.

Anna grinned. Streaking in the club was inadvisable, but they'd find an opportunity when they were all heading home later, no problem. Kissing another woman... that was achievable, and Anna was set on being her wing-woman. By her reckoning the club was full of attractive students that night, and surely, surely, a decent number would either be into women or at least curious.

Leaning in so that Nathalie could hear her clearly, Anna shouted, "I'm going to find you a woman." She leaned back to see Nathalie giggling at the thought. "Anyone you've got your eye on?"

"No... you choose."

Anna laughed. "I'll find you someone good, don't worry."

***

It wasn't that easy.

For the next hour and a half Anna had gone around the club with Nathalie and their friends, sidling up to various attractive women, having some fun conversations, but nothing for Nathalie... she'd even left Nathalie chatting to a couple of women but they ended up getting on too well from the look of it, having long conversations but, crucially, not achieving their goal of Nathalie kissing one of them.

"I'm getting the feeling that you don't want to tick this one off?" Anna asked in mock exasperation, the two of them stood near the basement dancefloor, the red lighting illuminating the dancers, more dance music in that room than the eighties and nineties music they'd been enjoying upstairs. Their other friends had dispersed around the club, one having found the guy that she'd been on and off with for weeks now, two others dancing and having forgotten the mission.

Anna hadn't though.

She was determined that Nathalie was going to kiss another woman, even if it killed her. Well... not killed her, but she was certainly determined.

The clock was ticking, not long until the music wound down for the night and the chance would be gone.

An idea came to Anna... the sort of idea that sober would have got nowhere near actually emerging from her mouth, but the cheap rum and cokes had done their job. She turned to face Nathalie.

"I'll do it."

"What?" Nathalie sounded surprised and a little incredulous.

"You need to kiss a woman before Friday. It doesn't need to mean anything. Let's just... you and me." She paused. "I'll do it."

Nathalie was looking at her curiously, scepticism written all over her face as she studied Anna closely. Anna found herself suddenly, acutely aware of Nathalie's presence... her slightly parted lips, her cheeks, her brown hair tied up, the necklace around her slim neck.

Fuck it, thought Anna, and she closed her eyes and leaned in...

The start of the kiss was strange. Nathalie didn't move, didn't do anything, so Anna found her lips meeting Nathalie's but getting nothing back. She continued though, sensing that Nathalie wanted this, something in the way she'd looked at Anna right before, and then suddenly Nathalie was responding, her lips playing against Anna's soft, so much softer than a man's.

Anna felt Nathalie's hands take hold of hers, and then an exploratory flick of Nathalie's tongue, gentle, almost teasing, running tentatively across Anna's top lip and then the bottom lip, until Anna responded and their tongues were soon mashing against each other.

Anna stepped closer, pressing herself against Nathalie, thrilling at the feel of Nathalie's breasts pushed against hers, and the kiss deepened, getting more intense, until...

Someone jostled past them, on their way to the bar, nothing more, and their lips separated, close still, looking at each other with an intensity that Anna found almost frightening.

Nathalie shouted into Anna's ear, struggling to be heard over the music, "What do you say you and I get out of here?"

Anna leaned back and looked at Nathalie, taking in her flushed cheeks, the brightness of her eyes, her shy smile... my God, she thought with a shock, I want her. Tonight. Screw the consequences, screw anything... Anna wanted to leave with Nathalie and find out what two best friends could really get up to with each other.

She grinned, and before she could talk herself out of it Anna heard herself shouting back, "Let's go."


Chapter 1
Ten Years Later


A sound, out of place, stirred Anna from a deep sleep. Turning her head slowly she opened her eyes slightly, noticing the soft glow from the streetlights outside the window. Everything seemed normal. It must have been nothing, maybe one of the kids stirring in their sleep or her husband snoring in the room next door.

Closing her eyes again she rolled over to go back to sleep, only to realise that she couldn't. Something, no someone, was in the way...

Her eyes snapped open when she felt a hand clamp over her mouth. She didn't even have a moment to scream before a voice, a woman's voice, said quietly, "Shhhh... it's only me."

Anna stared in astonishment in the half dark, making out the face of her friend Nathalie who was sat straddling Anna, looking down at her with a grin on her face. She tried to speak but nothing came out through the hand over her mouth.

"You promise to talk quietly I'll take my hand away, ok?" Anna nodded. "Promise?" Anna nodded again.

With Nathalie's hand gone, Anna whispered, "What the hell is going on?"

She saw Nathalie smile in the semi-light. "I saw how you were looking at me tonight over dinner..."

"I don't know what you mean," replied Anna. Except that she did. She really did. As her husband had been droning on yet again about another boring story about his work she'd been looking at Nathalie, her mind drifting, mentally undressing her, imagining doing things to her just like she had imagined again and again since that one magical night ten years before.

"Yes, you do."

Anna just lay there in silence, not trusting any words that might come out of her mouth. This was her fantasy coming true, she should be thrilled. But her husband, the man that she'd been married to for five years, that she'd promised to be faithful to regardless of how annoying he'd become, lay asleep next door. She was conflicted.

"I'm going to do something that I should have done long, long ago..."

"What?"

"This..." Nathalie leaned down to kiss Anna on the lips gently, teasingly. Anna stayed still, not daring to reciprocate, though she had a powerful urge to return the kiss. Nathalie, sensing the reluctance, instead planted gentle kisses on her lips, on her face, then moved down to her neck.

"Stop..." whispered Anna. "We can't do this."

"Why not?" whispered Nathalie before resuming kissing Anna's neck.

"Because...", replied Anna. "Because my husband is asleep in the room next door. Because my kids could hear us. Because we're both thirty not twenty anymore. Many reasons..."

Nathalie sat back up and shrugged. "The amount your husband drank he's out for the count."

"That's still not a reason."

"Hmmm... let's see, shall we," replied Nathalie as she reached her hand down to touch Anna's breast through her pyjamas. "Let's just see."

Nathalie fell silent for a minute as she focused on Anna's nipple through the thin cotton. Anna felt it hardening, and felt her body start to respond to the stimulation. Not just a little but a lot.

Memories came flooding back to Anna, of that night ten years before with Nathalie, back at university, before work, before family, before marriage. Back when the two of them had been single and keen to experiment. A one-off... but a wild one-off that she'd often wished, in her deepest, most secret fantasies, had been more. It seemed like Nathalie maybe felt the same.

"I don't think you're minding this," teased Nathalie. "Do you want me to stop?" Anna said nothing. "Let me check something else..." continued Nathalie.

While her right hand continued to touch and tease Anna, Nathalie reached her left hand behind her, down under the waistband of Anna's pyjama trousers and between Anna's legs.

Anna knew from how her body was responding what Nathalie would find. "Look at this..." Nathalie whispered in mock surprise. "I think you want me to keep going?"

Anna said nothing, but betrayed herself when a soft moan escaped her lips as Nathalie touched her, her fingers brushing lightly over her.

"You want this?" Nathalie whispered as the stroking grew slightly firmer, all while Nathalie's other hand continued to play with Anna's chest.

"No... we can't," whispered Anna with another soft moan. "But... lock the bedroom door."

She saw Nathalie smile in the half-light. "Already done." Nathalie climbed off Anna and settled down beside her, slipping her hand back under Anna's waistband while she leaned over to kiss her.

This time Anna didn't resist, returning the kiss hungrily. She could feel her arousal building rapidly, another moan escaping her lips.

"Shhh," teased Nathalie. "You must be quiet." Anna could see that Nathalie herself was clearly aroused, both her nipples visible through the tight t-shirt that she slept in. Anna wanted nothing more than to touch Nathalie's athletic body, to stroke and kiss what was hidden by the single layer of fabric on her small pair of pyjama shorts, the thought of which pushed more soft moans from her as Nathalie's tongue found hers and as Nathalie's fingers continued to touch her.

Nathalie started to move her attentions lower, kissing down onto Anna's neck and shoulders. Each kiss sent a little jolt through Anna, and when Nathalie reached the fabric of her pyjama top she undid each button, one by one, kissing the naked skin revealed beneath.

When the buttons had been fully undone Nathalie turned her attention to Anna's chest, kissing and licking and paying special attention to the most sensitive places.

More moans escaped Anna's mouth, followed by a soft yelp as Nathalie bit gently on one of her nipples. "You like that?" asked Nathalie, looking up at Anna's face. Anna looked down and simply nodded. Taking that as her cue, Nathalie continued, alternating stroking and gently biting. Anna was being driven wild by desire at this point.

"Oh god..." Anna moaned as quietly as she could. "Go down on me. Please."

Nathalie smiled back and moved lower, reaching for the waistband of Anna's pyjama bottoms and pulling them down and off. As soon as her legs were free Anna parted them, and Nathalie repositioned herself between them.

With a wicked smile, Nathalie started not by diving right in but instead planted gentle kisses along both of Anna's inner thighs, using both her hands to stroke the outside of her thighs, her hips, her rear.

Anna was desperate for release by now, and started bucking her hips, trying to get Nathalie to stop teasing. Finally Nathalie relented, sliding her tongue down to gently, softly go down on her. Anna let out an involuntary groan as she did so.

As Nathalie started to increase the pace and pressure, she slipped two fingers into Anna. Quickly, Anna felt herself responding, an orgasm building and as it rolled through her she found her back arching uncontrollably, desperately trying to stifle the scream that she wanted to make.

Expecting that Nathalie would stop, Anna was surprised to find that she stayed down there, gently licking and stroking, bringing her through the climax and triggering the start of a build up again.

"You look so fucking hot when you do that..." giggled Nathalie, quietly. Anna just looked down at her with undisguised lust in her eyes.

When Nathalie sat back up again, Anna sat up too and took off her pyjama top, lying there naked. "Your clothes off too," she whispered, tugging at Nathalie's t-shirt. Quickly Nathalie removed it, and Anna took hold of her, rolling her onto her back. "Two can play at this game," she joked, as she leaned over to kiss Nathalie passionately, lips, tongues, everything.

Anna's hand moved down to stroke Nathalie's breasts, smaller than her own but still satisfying anyway. Leaning back from the kiss, she tweaked one of Nathalie's nipples, giving it a pinch and a squeeze. "You like this too?" she whispered.

"Yes..." breathed Nathalie.

Leaning down Anna took her nipple in her mouth and gave a soft bite, mirroring Nathalie earlier. A moan came out of Nathalie's mouth.

Anna didn't stop there, moving lower, planting kisses along the way, until she reached Nathalie's waistband. Wasting no time, she used both hands to pull her shorts down, leaving Nathalie as naked as Anna.

She could tell that Nathalie was desperate for her own release, so Anna wasted little time in planting her head between Nathalie's legs. Feeling Nathalie start to lightly grind herself onto her tongue, Anna knew she was having an effect. She'd spent so many years thinking about this moment that she knew exactly what she wanted to do.

Lifting her head, she moved herself slowly, kissing softly, up Nathalie's body until she was lying on top of her. They kissed passionately, Anna's own arousal not far behind Nathalie's.

As they kissed, Anna moved her legs so that the two of them were in a scissor position, and continuing the kiss started to grind herself against Nathalie.

Nathalie soon understood what she was doing, and reached a hand down to Anna's rear to start to pull Anna into her while her other hand held onto Anna's back. Anna used one arm to lean up slightly from the bed, while her other reached under Nathalie's rear and stroked her upper leg.

The two of them soon established a rhythm, neither fast nor slow, but one to gradually build both of their arousal. Nathalie let out a loud moan into Anna's mouth, which triggered Anna's own response.

"Shhh..." whispered Anna, echoing Nathalie from earlier.

"Sorry," came the whispered reply. "I'll try but... you're not making it easy."

They started to build the pace, and Anna could feel her second orgasm building. Both of their breathing grew shallow, and Anna was conscious that the bed was creaking as they ground into each other. But she didn't care at this point, all she wanted was Nathalie. In that moment, everything outside of the room ceased to matter.

As she got close Anna took hold of both of Nathalie's arms and pinned them above her head, wrists together, Anna using her bodyweight to hold the wrists in place with one of her hands. Nathalie stared up at her with a look of outright lust, mixed with something else, maybe surprise that Anna was pinning her down.

Maybe it was that, maybe it was just the accumulated grinding, but Nathalie tipped over the edge. Her orgasm started with her shaking, a loud moan coming out of her mouth, and built, her back arching. Anna kissed Nathalie deeply as she came, absorbing the noise of her orgasm with her mouth, using her tongue to touch Nathalie's tongue.

Moments later the sight of her best friend climaxing under her pushed Anna herself over the edge, her own orgasm juddering through her body. As she came she let go of Nathalie's wrists and collapsed down, planting her face into the pillow to muffle the borderline scream of pleasure that came out.

For what felt like an age afterwards they lay, locked together in a lazy embrace, sometimes kissing, sometimes stroking, recovering from both of their orgasms.

Finally, Nathalie sat up and started to put her clothes back on. "I'd best get back to my bed," she whispered, smiling. "Thank you, I don't know what the fuck that just was, but it was good."

Anna smiled back, whispering, "I don't know what the fuck that just was either, but I'm glad you came in here. Next time you don't need to surprise me..."

"Next time?" replied Nathalie, with a raised eyebrow.

Anna nodded. "If you play your cards right..."

Nathalie gave Anna a deep kiss. "Next time, you can surprise me..." She unlocked the door and tiptoed out, going back to her own bed, careful not to wake Anna's husband or kids.

Anna put her own pyjamas back on and lay back thinking. What the fuck had just happened? And how would she look either Nathalie or her husband in the eye over breakfast in the morning?


Chapter 2


Sitting back and watching the green of the Scottish countryside roll by through the train window, Anna sat back and relaxed. This weekend reunion with the girls, her core group of friends from her university years ten years before, was going to be fun. Two nights without squabbling kids or a lovely but fairly useless husband, back in their old stomping grounds... perfect.

The one fly in the ointment, and she wasn't sure if it was one, was that this would be the first time that she had seen Nathalie in person since Nathalie's steamy nocturnal visit to Anna's bedroom a month before.

After her best friend had left her room that night, leaving Anna exhausted but elated that they'd finally revisited their one-night stand from university ten years before, Anna hadn't known what to expect next. But the next day she'd woken up excited at what the future might hold. Thrilled at what might come next. Finally, after ten years of unrequited desire for her friend, it had happened, and she knew without a doubt that Nathalie felt the same, not least because Nathalie had been the instigator.

What she hadn't expected though was... nothing.

At breakfast the next morning Nathalie had acted as if nothing had happened between them. That was probably a good thing as seated around the breakfast table were also Anna's husband and children but still... Anna had hoped for something, even just some tacit acknowledgement, a look when they made eye contact or an accidental brush of their hands. Anything.

Nathalie had left that morning for the long drive back to her house where she lived alone giving Anna a perfunctory hug, breaking away when Anna tried to hold on a moment too long. And when Anna had messaged her privately later that day Nathalie's replies had been perfectly friendly but with no hint as to what had happened between them.

Since then Anna had been too afraid to initiate contact for fear of pushing Nathalie away, and their interactions had all been through the group chat set up for the reunion. Again, perfect friendly, but Anna was desperate for some indication from Nathalie as to what she thought about what had happened, one way or another.

In the meantime the memory of what had happened between them was living rent free in her head. At work, at home, out for dinner with her husband, she found herself suddenly slipping into daydreaming about it, fantasising about how it could play out again.

So... a pretty big elephant in the room when she saw Nathalie later. But Anna was determined that she wouldn't let it get in the way of her having a fun and relaxing weekend.

***

They'd arranged to meet for lunch at a favourite restaurant and Anna was the last to arrive, putting her overnight bag to one side and taking the last spare seat at the table after much hugging and greeting her friends.

As luck would have it Nathalie was seated at the far end of the table, although Anna wasn't sure if it was good luck or bad luck. On the one hand she was desperate to talk to Nathalie directly, to see how things were between them, but on the other she didn't want any weirdness between them to be obvious to her other friends.

Instead, Anna caught up with the friends sat nearest to her and was soon engaged in a deep conversation about the school woes that one of those friends was currently going through with their kids.

Glancing to the other end of the table, Anna couldn't tear her eyes away from Nathalie. She was wearing a casual blue dress which fit well on her lean, sporty physique, accentuating her slim waist and perfect breasts. Her shoulder length light brown hair was half worn down, half in a top knot and she wore a necklace and multiple earrings as well as a bracelet that Anna had given her many years ago for her 21st birthday. Anna wasn't sure if that was deliberate or not, a call-back to that one magical night as students a few days before her 21st, but it gave her hope when she noticed.

My God, thought Anna, she's beautiful. I want her so much. Her mind started drifting to imagine Nathalie minus the dress, and she felt her breath catching at the thought.

At that moment, Nathalie glanced over and made eye contact with Anna, before looking away again. Anna felt her heart sink. There had been nothing there, if anything the expression on her face and the way that she'd looked away so definitively without a further glance back was cold, dismissive. There was a hardening of the eyes and a pursing of the mouth that, while barely noticeable to anyone else watching, said with crystal clarity yes, something happened but no, there is nothing there. Zero.

Throughout the meal Anna kept stealing glances but Nathalie didn't so much as look her way, even when Anna was saying something to the whole table.

Anna didn't know what she'd expected, only that she had hoped there would be something. The prospects of a repeat of the night a month before were dwindling and, while Anna wasn't sure if that would be a good idea anyway, she had certainly hoped that there would be some spark there, something that could then lead to something more.

Covering her disappointment up well, Anna continued talking to her friends and, that aside, thoroughly enjoyed the lunch that lasted well into the afternoon.

When they'd finished, the six of them dropped their bags off at the three-bedroom apartment they'd rented, leaving them with the concierge who promised to get them up to the apartment in one piece as it was still being cleaned.

Free of baggage, they had an appointment for the second half of the afternoon at a spa that had recently opened in town. Despite her disappointment from lunch, Anna soon got into the mood of things and by the time she'd had a massage and was relaxing she genuinely was relaxed. Ok, she thought, nothing happening on the Nathalie front. Never mind. This is still an opportunity to spend some time away with some of my dearest friends. Forget that one night, that is irrelevant now.

As afternoon turned to evening the group went for cocktails at an old haunt of theirs which was still going strong ten years on. Finally, Anna found herself sat next to Nathalie with the opportunity to see how things really were between them.

***

"Did you drive up?" Anna asked.

"I thought about it but parking can be tricky, so I got the train. You?"

"Same." They lapsed back into silence, both clearly overthinking what to say next. Their stilted conversation had gone on like this for the last ten minutes and was going nowhere, the elephant very much in the room.

Finally, making sure that no one else could hear over the music in the bar, Anna said, "Were you ok after you came to stay?"

Nathalie looked at her for a second, then said, "Yes, but... I don't want to talk about it. You?"

"Err... yes, I was ok thanks. Tired the next day but ok," replied Anna, trying to make a joke out of it. "I just wanted to check how... well, how we were? I mean are?"

Nathalie looked Anna in the eye, and said harshly with a shake of her head, "It was a mistake. A silly mistake. Can we forget about it?"

That hit Anna hard. She could understand it might be awkward, that they might have some things to talk through, but forget about it? Dismiss it just like that? For Anna that night had been the fulfilment of ten years of longing. It wasn't just something to be dismissed as a silly mistake. It had meant something to Anna.

She felt tears welling up and thought to herself please, please can I not burst into tears in front of everyone. Anna choked out an, "Ok, consider it forgotten," before excusing herself and locking herself in a toilet cubicle, taking some time to pull herself together.

Anna was subdued after that for a while, but by the time the group moved onto dinner she was back in the spirit of things and that continued right through to the bar they went to after.

The one thing that Anna was conscious of though was that Nathalie was keeping clear of her, not engaging in any one-to-one conversations and soon slipping away when Anna joined any conversation that Nathalie was already in. Anna started to grow worried that not only did Nathalie want to forget their silly mistake, but also that their friendship had suffered irreparable harm. She didn't know what to do.


Chapter 3


"That's... not ideal," said Nathalie quietly with classic understatement. It was close to 11pm and the friends had just arrived at the apartment having chosen who they were rooming with at random. Fate had intervened and dictated that Nathalie and Anna would share a room, something that neither could wriggle out of without letting on to their friends that something was up. So instead they both had to grin and bear it.

Anna turned to look at her, and keeping her voice down replied, "No, it's not. These were supposed to be twin rooms."

In front of them was a very nicely decorated and appointed master bedroom, with a large ensuite bathroom, but with one critical flaw... instead of the two single beds that their friend Fiona had booked was one, standard sized double. The sort that, while nominally for two adults, was always going to be a squeeze, the chances of not bumping against each other during the night slim.

"Do we say something?" asked Anna.

"We can't," replied Nathalie quietly. "Fiona has put so much effort into organising, she'd be devastated to find this isn't right. She's on a knife edge as it is, she was almost in tears telling us about her domestic woes earlier."

"You're right. You're ok with this though?"

"I'll have to be. First world problem, right?"

"Right." Anna looked around the room and then at Nathalie and smiled. "So, you want the left or right side of the bed?"

Nathalie smiled back, and Anna felt a little spark of joy inside her. Maybe things weren't quite as bad between them as she'd feared?

***

They took it in turns to get changed into pyjamas in the bathroom, then went to re-join the rest of their friends to drink tea and eat biscuits in the apartment's living room.

It was gone midnight by the time the friends all headed off to their respective beds.

Nathalie and Anna both brushed their teeth at the same time, sharing the sink in the ensuite, and each took some time to go through their usual bedtime routines of makeup removal and sorting out their hair. Both had seen each other so many times without make up on that neither would even have noticed the difference.

Anna finished first and climbed into the bed, lying back and shuffling over to the left side, furthest from the window. As she lay there waiting for Nathalie to climb in and switch out the light she thought about her day. It had been great seeing everyone and, while the reunion with Nathalie had been pretty frosty, she seemed to have finally started to thaw once they were in the apartment. The weekend was looking up.

Nathalie emerged from the bathroom and came to get into bed. Anna couldn't help sneaking a peak at Nathalie's figure as she bent over to put something in her bag, her thin cotton pyjama bottoms pulling tight across her ass while Anna also caught sight of the outline of one her breasts hanging down through a gap around the waist in Nathalie's baggy pyjama t-shirt.

She quickly snapped her gaze away before Nathalie stood up, not wanting to let on that she had been looking, and when Nathalie turned around all she saw was Anna lying there on her back, head resting on her pillow and duvet pulled over her.

Nathalie climbed in and lay down next to her, turning off the lamp as she did so. "Good night," she whispered to Anna as she settled in. "Kick me if I snore."

"Same to you," whispered Anna.

***

Ten minutes later Anna was still lying there on her back, her mind racing with the etiquette in this somewhat unique situation. She normally slept on her side, but if she rolled onto her right side she'd be facing Nathalie up close which didn't seem right given Nathalie's earlier request and reluctance to talk about what had happened between them. Meanwhile if she rolled onto her left side her ass would push towards Nathalie and she worried that that might be seen as even more suggestive.

The only thing that Anna could do was stay lying on her back and hope that Nathalie went to sleep soon. Then, maybe, Anna could roll onto her side and get some rest.

Another ten minutes passed, and she thought that she'd heard Nathalie's breathing slow as she went to sleep when Nathalie whispered very quietly, "Are you awake?"

"Yes... you?"

A soft chuckle. "Seems like it!" came the whisper back. "I'm a side sleeper but I don't want to make it weird for us."

"I was having exactly the same thought."

"Which side do you normally sleep on?"

"My right side. You?"

"Same," came the whispered reply from Nathalie. "I've got an idea."

"Ok...?"

"If we both sleep on our right side and both agree it's nothing more, that wouldn't be weird, right? It would just be two friends sleeping next to each other?"

"I guess so," whispered Anna. "It could be a tight squeeze?"

"Not if I'm backed into you. I mean purely as friends, you wouldn't mind that, would you?"

"Well we need to sleep somehow don't we? Otherwise we won't be ready to do all of Fiona's plans for tomorrow." Anna's mind was racing thinking about whether Nathalie had some hidden meaning to all of this, or whether she genuinely was just trying to work out how they could sleep. Only one way to find out she thought.

They rearranged themselves in the bed with Nathalie on her side and Anna lying on her side behind her. Nathalie seemed to favour a sleeping position with her ass pushed back quite a bit, so while they weren't quite touching, Anna was well aware that less than an inch separated the two of them along most of the length of their bodies.

Anna felt immediately like she could get to sleep that way much better, the only problem being her arms. They were trapped in front of her, with nowhere to go except to push into Nathalie's back.

"My arms," whispered Anna. "Where can I put them?"

Nathalie thought for a second, then whispered back, "Around me. Only as friends though, but that should be comfortable."

She sat up to let Anna put her right arm along the bed, then lay back down as Anna wrapped her left arm around her, taking great care to keep her arm around the middle and not venture too far up or down. "Better?" Nathalie asked.

"Much," replied Anna. This is ridiculous, Anna thought. I've got my fantasy wrapped up in my arms, we're in bed together, and I've just agreed that it's purely platonic.

Anna started to settle down and she felt Nathalie in her arms drifting off to sleep. As she did she felt Nathalie's right hand move slightly to hold Anna's left hand, her fingers interweaving with Anna's.

Anna froze when she did this, equal parts thrilled to have this sort of intimate contact with her friend and terrified that Nathalie would wake up and think that Anna had taken advantage of the situation. After a minute or two she realised that it had just been instinctive from Nathalie as she went to sleep and relaxed again.

Slowly, Anna drifted off to sleep herself, trying with every fibre of her being to resist the temptation to 'accidentally' move herself to try and make the situation a bit less platonic, and just barely succeeding.

***

An hour later Anna stirred sleepily, not even half awake, to find that Nathalie had shifted backwards in her sleep, her ass now pressed up against Anna's upper thighs and waist and her back pressed lightly against Anna's front.

It was warm in the bed, the combination of a warm apartment, a thick winter duvet, and the body heat of her companion more than compensating for the chill from outside coming in through the open window.

Instinctively, without thinking, mainly because it was there, Anna moved her head slightly and planted a soft kiss on Nathalie's exposed neck before starting to doze off again.

It was barely even a kiss, more a brush of her lips, but Nathalie must have felt it as Anna felt her hand tighten its grip on Anna's and a sleepy "Mmmmm..." came from Nathalie.

Still half awake, Anna kissed her neck again, very gently and very slowly. And then again, and again. All completely relaxed, barely moving, lazy soft kisses. Nothing more. Just... instinct. It would have been easier than not to simply drift off to sleep again, cosy in the warm bed.

After the fourth kiss though, Nathalie stirred again and pushed herself back further into Anna, pressed up tight against her. Anna started to move her left hand while she kissed Nathalie's neck again, thinking sleepily that she'd move it onto Nathalie's hip.

Nathalie thought otherwise though. Giving no other sign that she was awake, Nathalie kept hold of Anna's left hand and slowly but firmly moved it down, brushing over her toned stomach, until she held Anna's hand just above the waist band of Nathalie's pyjamas. Anna slipped the tips of her fingers just under the waist band, feeling the small indentations that the elastic had made on Nathalie's smooth skin.

In case Anna was in any doubt, she felt Nathalie part her legs and then Nathalie pushed Anna's hand under the waist band and further until Anna's hand was between her legs. Anna got the message clearly, and slowly, delicately, explored with her fingers.

Nathalie let out a soft moan, and Anna continued kissing her gently on the neck while her hand slowly teased Nathalie between her legs. Within a couple of minutes she could fee Nathalie responding, her breathing growing rapid and shallow.

Anna felt Nathalie's left hand reach behind, initially touching Anna's ass before fumbling for the waistband of Anna's pyjama trousers and finding her way inside, stroking the top of Anna's thigh until Anna parted her own legs and Nathalie's hand slid between them.

For a few minutes they lay like that, Anna and Nathalie in the same spooning position they'd gone to sleep in, both touching the other, Anna still planting kisses on Nathalie's neck. Then, suddenly, Nathalie rolled over to lie on her left side, reaching her right hand instead to go between Anna's legs.

They were now facing each other, and Anna felt Nathalie move a few inches before their mouths suddenly met, lips playing across each other and tongues feeling for each other. Their kiss was passionate and hungry, almost desperate.

Anna felt herself starting to respond to Nathalie's touch, and from the soft moans emanating from Nathalie it seemed that Anna was having the same effect on her. Suddenly, Nathalie broke off the kiss and pushed her face into Anna's shoulder, a louder moan coming from her as her pleasure peaked, desperately trying to keep quiet and almost succeeding, one long, quiet, shuddering moan making it through.

In the moments that followed Anna wasn't sure what to do so she just held Nathalie tight, using her hands to stroke Nathalie's back and kissing Nathalie gently.

"That was so... good...", whispered Nathalie as she recovered, kissing Anna again. "You're naughty." Then, pushing gently on Anna's shoulder, she said to Anna, "Lie back."

Anna did as she was told, and Nathalie rolled over so that she was on top of Anna. She kissed Anna, Nathalie's hair falling down around her head, before she slid lower, kissing Anna's neck, then moving to unbutton Anna's pyjama top, kissing Anna where the buttons had been. Anna felt Nathalie's hair lightly tickle her skin, adding to a feeling of almost sensory overload.

"Lower," whispered Anna. "Please."

Nathalie soon obliged, kissing down to Anna's waist and then pulling down her pyjama trousers, while Anna shrugged off her top to lie there naked, the combination of the cool air from outside and her arousal sending goosebumps all over her.

Nathalie paused momentarily before putting her head between Anna's legs, using her tongue to touch Anna in a way that she'd been fantasising about again and again for the past month. As she did that her arms reached up to touch Anna's chest, her fingers gently playing just as they had a month before, drawing a quiet moan from Anna's lips.

It didn't take Anna long at all until she felt the tell-tale tightening between her legs, and as the wave of her own climax crashed over her she felt her back arching while Nathalie pleasured her through to the other side. Anna had tried her best to be silent, but she knew that at some point it had been too much, that she'd cried out. She just hoped that all of her friends were so deep asleep as to not have heard.

Nathalie stayed between Anna's legs for a few minutes longer, gently kissing and touching Anna with her tongue, drawing out a very small second climax, before she moved back up the bed and settled down next to Anna.

"You're naughty too..." whispered Anna. She felt as much as saw Nathalie smile, and kissed her deeply. Nathalie kissed her back and they lay gently kissing and stroking each other until they fell back to sleep, wrapped in each other's arms.


Chapter 4


The next morning Anna woke up to the sound of activity elsewhere in the apartment, the sun up outside the curtains, and an empty bed.

She lay back for a moment, trying to recall where she was, when she realised that she was naked and the events of the night came flooding back in a rush. Anna smiled, delighted that it had happened again and relieved that things were going to be ok between them.

The bathroom door opened and Nathalie came out dressed in her running kit.

"Morning," said Anna from the bed.

"Morning," replied Nathalie without looking, before turning and stopping when she did look. Anna had taken away the covers and was lying there naked with a smile on her face, head propped up on one arm and her left leg drawn over and bent.

"Were you going to go for a run without kissing me goodbye?" Anna whispered, teasing.

Nathalie just turned away though and sat down on a chair to put her running shoes on. "You'd better get some clothes on or someone might see," she replied.

Sensing that the vibe wasn't quite what she'd thought it was, Anna climbed out of bed and walked over to Nathalie. For her part Nathalie glanced over briefly then looked down at her shoes again.

Anna stood next to her, still naked, and put a hand on Nathalie's back. Nathalie initially flinched, before sitting still and letting Anna gently stroke her shoulders. Anna leaned down and kissed Nathalie on the top of her head.

Nathalie turned her head, did a quick double take when she realised that her eyes were pretty much level with Anna's naked waistline, then glanced up at her. "Please, put some clothes on."

Anna smiled. "... or we could get back into bed?"

Nathalie stood up, face to face with Anna. "Seriously. We shouldn't have done that last night. I need to go for a run."

Anna's heart sunk. This was back to yesterday's Nathalie. Thinking hard, searching for some way to connect with her, Anna said, "Can I join you for the run?"

Nathalie shrugged. "Sure, be quick getting dressed though."

Anna watched Nathalie leave the room and heard her chatting to some of their other friends in the kitchen's apartment. She quickly dug out her running kit and pulled it on, not even taking the time to think about the conflicting emotions running through her, a combination of her delight at what had happened in the early hours of the morning and confusion at Nathalie's reaction.

Walking through to the kitchen, Fiona asked, laughing, "Did you hear?"

Anna looked around at her friends all gathered around, four of them laughing and Nathalie stood at the back, out of sight, with a face like thunder.

"No, what?"

"Around 2am, someone in the apartment next door I think. She had a good night." She raised her eyebrows. "A very good night. A few of us heard it."

"As in... that?" asked Anna, trying not to blush, knowing it must have been her that they'd heard.

"Yeah... that. Loudly."

"I wish I'd heard," joked Anna. "I could do with some of that." The look Nathalie gave her spoke volumes, a look that said we got lucky, but we should have been more careful.

Nathalie walked out of the kitchen, leaving the others standing around, then called back to Anna, "If you're running let's go."


Chapter 5


Forty-five minutes later Anna was struggling. Nathalie was a better runner than Anna, not by much but by enough that the fast pace that Nathalie set was taking its toll. Anna suspected that Nathalie might be deliberately trying to break her, which would be consistent with the way Nathalie had been for most of the weekend so far.

As they ran through the further reaches of their old running route through the park, along a well-made path through some trees with a river running alongside, Anna asked Nathalie to stop for a moment.

They both stood there, catching their breath, and Anna was pleased to see that Nathalie was as drenched in sweat as she was.

"You've got quicker," said Anna, smiling, as her breath came back.

Nathalie didn't take the compliment. "Shall we get going again?"

Anna sighed. "Wait. We need to talk. I... I can't go on with you being like this to me. Yesterday, today, it's like you hate me all of a sudden. But last night, the opposite. What's going on?"

"You want to do this now?"

"Can you think of a better time?"

Nathalie shrugged. "We shouldn't have done what we did. Not at your house and not last night. It was stupid."

"Why do you say that?"

"You've got family, you love your kids. I shouldn't be putting you in the position where you do something to jeopardise that."

Anna looked at Nathalie for a moment. "Why is that your decision? It's mine, surely?"

"Because... I remember what it was like for me when my parents got divorced at your kids' ages, and I couldn't bear to be the person who caused that to happen to them."

"You're reading a lot into us sleeping together... is that why you've been awkward with me this weekend?"

Nathalie thought for a moment, then took both of Anna's hands in hers. "It's not us sleeping together... it's not just that. Look... you really want to know?"

"Yes."

Nathalie looked up and took a deep breath before continuing. "I... want nothing more than to be with you. Not just have a random one-night thing. I want to be with you. But I know that we can't."

Anna took a moment to study Nathalie's face. She was glowing at that moment after their run, sweat on her forehead and cheeks and her neck and upper chest were flushed from her exertions. But also Anna could see that there were tears in her eyes, and understood for the first time the emotion that underpinned all of this. To Anna's eye, at that precise moment, she had never stood opposite someone that she thought so beautiful, nor someone that she wanted so much to take care of.

"For the last ten years I've thought about that night we had together every single day," replied Anna. "The biggest mistake of my life was to let that slip through my fingers, to not tell you then what it meant to me."

Nathalie studied her for a moment. "This isn't something to joke about."

"I'm not. And I think you feel the same?"

"I... I can't..."

"You don't need to. You already did when you came to stay at my house and crept into my room in the dark." She paused and smiled, "You know, you could have just asked nicely..."

Nathalie laughed despite the tears in her eyes. "Can I ask nicely now?"

"Of course..." replied Anna, feeling her heart beat faster and not just because of the exercise. This felt, suddenly, like one of those pivotal moments in life when everything is in play.

Nathalie took another deep breath and looked into Anna's eyes. "I love you. I've been in love with you since I first met you. I love every single thing about you, with every fibre of my being. My greatest regret was not telling you that ten years ago, and I've wished every day that I had." She paused and smiled weakly. "I really, really, really hope that I've not just killed our friendship."

Anna looked at her for a moment before stepping forward and wrapping her in a tight hug. Unexpectedly she felt Nathalie start to cry, deep sobs emanating from her as Anna held her tight and reassured her.

"It's ok," she reassured Nathalie. "Don't worry."

"But it's not ok," replied Nathalie between sobs. "I've just told a married woman that I love her... and there's nothing that she can do about it."

"Who says?"

"You know we can't. The hardest day of my life was your wedding day, having to play the happy bridesmaid when inside all I wished was that it was me up there with you. You're married and I can't break up your marriage. I can't." She started to cry again and Anna hugged her tightly again, Nathalie holding on as if her life depended on it. "You're my best friend; I don't want to lose you." A while later she continued, "I can't believe what I just told you, forget it all."

A few minutes later, when the tears had stopped, Anna led Nathalie over to a nearby bench and they sat, angled towards each other. Anna took Nathalie's hands in hers and looked her in the eye.

"Nathalie... I love you too. I've always loved you. I love everything about you."

"Don't tell me that, it makes it worse knowing that you feel the same. I'm thirty and I'm single, because everyone I've met hasn't been you. But you found someone, and it broke my heart. I can't bear my heart being broken again." The tears started to well up again. "You found someone that you loved more than me."

Anna thought for a moment, then said quietly, "I didn't. I didn't know that you loved me, so I settled for the next best option. I feel bad saying that about him but it's true. He's a good father but he's not you, not even close."

They sat there quietly for a few minutes, then Anna continued. "The single biggest mistake of my life is that I didn't tell you how I felt about you after that night together at university. I was scared and I didn't want to lose you as a friend, but I should have told you. But then every single day since I've made the same mistake. You coming to my bedroom last month brought that back to the fore, I've realised that now, and last night confirmed it. I'm not going to make that mistake any more. I love you with all of my heart, and I always will."

"But...?"

"But nothing. I love you. There is no but. I don't know what this means for my marriage or for anything else, but you and me, we can't both keeping making the same mistake. We're meant to be, we're meant for each other. Better to correct it too late than never. Everything else we can work out; we can find a way."

"What about your family?"

"We can work something out. I'm sure of it. Maybe not quickly, but we can."

Anna stood up and held out her hand to Nathalie to help her up. They stood facing each other.

"Can I kiss you?" asked Anna.

Nathalie stood there, trying not to grin too much, and nodded her head, her cheeks flushed.

They kissed, softly and gently. The first time that they had ever kissed that wasn't some random, heat of the moment thing. To Anna it felt electric, the touch of Nathalie's hands on her back and Nathalie's body pressed against her own thrilling.

The sound of a group of joggers coming round the corner caused them to break apart, and they stood there slightly awkwardly as the group came past and wished them good morning.

"What do we do now?" asked Nathalie.

Anna smiled. "Fiona will be sending out the search parties if we're not back in time for the brunch she's booked, so..."

Nathalie laughed. "I meant you and me..."

"I know. And I don't know, other than spending every single possible moment I can with you this weekend without our friends working out that something is going on, then we see where it goes. Sound good?"

"Sounds great. Shall we walk back?"

"Yes... but the slowest route we can get away with."

Nathalie slipped her hand into Anna's and the two of them started to walk, enjoying each other's company and the sunshine.

"You know, I wish we'd had that moment just now, right there, when we were twenty rather than thirty," said Nathalie as they walked.

"Me too... but better late than never."


Chapter 6


The rest of that day they just about managed to keep from accidentally outing themselves to their friends. That would come with time, but only eventually.

Whereas the day before had seen Nathalie be cold towards Anna, that Saturday was quite the opposite. They talked loads, both one on one and in groups. They laughed together, they went shopping together, they drank together.

Whenever possible they shared little moments in secret, a hand squeezing a hand while they queued to get into a bar, a leg pressed against a leg under the table at brunch, and a stolen kiss in the bathrooms of a bookshop where they must have been only milliseconds from being spotted when one of their friends walked in looking for them.

But, most of all, for Anna what made the day magical was the looks... the number of times that she saw Nathalie looking over at her, and the combination in those looks of shyness, joy, and longing, well... each time Anna felt her heart leap with joy. It felt so good, after all this time, to know that her and Nathalie shared this depth of feeling for each other.

Similar to the first night the group's stamina didn't carry through to clubbing until 3am, although they did manage to fit some dancing in at a bar before getting back to the apartment just before midnight.

Anna was desperate after a day of teasing to get Nathalie behind closed doors again, and Nathalie had whispered to Anna while they were walking back, "I can't wait to get you alone in our room... I hope you weren't planning on getting much sleep?", so she knew that Nathalie thought the same.

But it would have been rude to just go straight to bed, not when their four other friends were staying up for a cup of tea again, so both Anna and Nathalie went through the routine of getting changed into their pyjamas and hanging out for a while.

Finally, around 1am, their friends started to tire and went off to their bedrooms. Nathalie went off to theirs first, and about ten minutes later, having got caught up in the end of a conversation, Anna followed.

As she stepped through the door and closed it behind her, Nathalie stuck her head out around the doorframe and whispered with a smile, "Lock it!"

"Why?" whispered Anna back, teasing.

"You know why!"

Anna locked the door and then fully understood why, as well as understanding why Nathalie had gone off shopping for an hour earlier on her own. At the sound of the lock being turned, Nathalie had stepped out of the bathroom and she looked incredible.

She was dressed in expensive looking lingerie that she must have bought that afternoon, fitting perfectly in all the right places, with stockings and suspenders, the full works. She wore her necklace from the first day, her hair in the same style of half down, half top knot, and, to Anna's delight, the 21st birthday bracelet. She knew that wearing that was no accident this time.

"What do you think?" she whispered as she gave a twirl, revealing the thong that didn't leave a lot to the imagination. The sight of her toned back and legs, and then her flat, slightly muscled abdomen as she turned to the front again, made Anna want to kiss and touch her everywhere.

"I think that I feel underdressed," whispered Anna smiling and looking down at her cotton pyjamas.

"You look perfect to me."

They both stood, looking at each for a moment, before Nathalie walked over to Anna and took both her hands in hers. "You're still ok with this?" she asked.

"More than ok. We need to keep quiet though," replied Anna.

"I think that was you, not me..."

Teasing, Anna whispered, "...you made me."

Nathalie leaned in and kissed her, a slow, gentle kiss. "We have all night," she whispered, pulling back, "and I have plans for us."

They kissed again, and then Nathalie reached for Anna's top, her hands beneath it before pulling it over her head and tossing it onto the floor. Nathalie's hands roamed over Anna's bare chest, her fingers everywhere, while she kissed Anna's neck.

Anna let out a gasp and said, "That's good, but not too hard. Ohhh... that's perfect," as Nathalie moved her mouth down to Anna's chest instead.

"Come with me," Nathalie whispered as she took Anna by the hand and led her over to one of the armchairs next to the window. "Sit," she continued, and Anna sat down in the chair, leaning back.

Nathalie stood over her, looking down at Anna, a look of pure lust on her face. Leaning down, her face inches from Anna's, she moved as if to kiss her but didn't quite, instead teasing, moving her head back just out of reach each time that Anna tried to kiss her.

"That's not fair..." Anna whispered with a pout. Nathalie just smiled and then reached her hands down to Anna's pyjama trousers and pulled them down and off, Anna lifting her hips to help, leaving Anna naked and reclined on the armchair.

Nathalie stepped between Anna's now parted legs and leaned over again, this time letting Anna kiss her when she tried. They kissed for a few moments, Nathalie's hair that wasn't tied up falling down to lightly tickle Anna's shoulders, before Nathalie started to move lower, kissing Anna's neck and then chest as Nathalie dropped to her knees.

After using her mouth to toy with Anna's chest again she started to kiss lower, across Anna's stomach and waist, and then further still, between her legs, focusing on gently kissing and stroking Anna's inner thighs.

Anna wanted more and started involuntarily lifting her hips, trying to get Nathalie to take that final step. Nathalie stopped her kissing, and resting her head on Anna's thigh she said, "I've been wanting to do this all day..."

Looking down, Anna had a sudden moment of clarity cutting through her immense arousal, the realisation that the love of her life was actually there, in front of her, about to go down on her. This was all her dreams come true.

"You're so beautiful..." whispered Anna, reaching a hand down to stroke Nathalie's cheek. The sight was one of the hottest she'd ever seen, her best friend, wearing the sexiest lingerie she could imagine, between her legs, about to go down on her. "I love you so much."

Nathalie smiled and whispered back, "Let me show you how much I love you..." before moving her head back between Anna's legs and touching with her tongue, properly touching her.

At the first touch of Nathalie's tongue, Anna let out an involuntary moan, as quietly as she could. It felt so good, the whole day, all the secret looks and stolen touches, they had all been foreplay leading up to this.

Nathalie took it slow, gradually building Anna up but not quite letting her peak, instead keeping her at a level where it constantly felt like an orgasm was about to crash through her but not quite. Anna's body responded by a series of involuntary moans and twitches, mini-climaxes shaking through her but all building to something more.

As she grew more and more desperate for release Anna moved her hands from gripping the arms of the chair to instead gently hold onto Nathalie's head, trying desperately to get some control. When she did that Nathalie slowed down again, before lifting both of Anna's legs so that they were both resting on Nathalie's shoulders.

Nathalie reached her hands to take hold of Anna's, palms pressed against each other, fingers interlocked, and sped up with her tongue again.

Anna's quiet moans increased in frequency, and as they did Nathalie moved her left hand and Anna's right hand up to Anna's breast, pushing Anna to play with one nipple while Nathalie played with the other.

The extra stimulation was all that Anna needed, pushing her over the top. To say it was the best orgasm of her life would be an understatement, as it crashed through and continued crashing through her, her body out of her control, her back arching, her breathing rapid. She had started to cry out in pleasure when she felt Nathalie's hand cover her mouth, muffling the noises that she had no control of.

The next thing she knew she was lying back in the arm chair in a daze, slight twitches still rocking through her, and Nathalie was straddling her lap, both hands gently holding Anna's head while Nathalie kissed her softly on the forehead, on the cheek, on the lips.

"I had to keep you quiet," whispered Nathalie, smiling. "I think you might be a screamer."

"Not normally... but no one has ever touched me like that, not close."

"You're welcome."

They stayed like that for a while longer, comfortable in each other's company.

"I feel like you've had some practice?" whispered Anna.

Nathalie shrugged. "When you're secretly in love with a woman," she whispered, "you don't just have relationships with men..."

"Really? You never said?"

"You all just assumed... but I never described any of them as he or she, always they."

"Wow... that tells me something about my in-built assumptions, but I'm not sure what." Anna smiled. "So Alex who none of us ever met...?"

"Short for Alexandra... yes."

"And Tom?"

"Actually Tom, not a woman. I think we've got better things to do though than play guess who was actually a girlfriend?"

"I hope I can live up to your female lovers."

"We'd best give you plenty of practice..." whispered Nathalie, leaning down to kiss Anna again.

By now, Anna had recovered enough to start to focus on Nathalie's needs. As they kissed, the kiss turned more passionate, tongue playing with tongue. Anna's hands roamed freely over Nathalie's back and ass, touching her everywhere she could, before reaching and undoing Nathalie's bra, leaving her perfect breasts exposed.

Anna returned the favour, using her mouth and tongue to gently but firmly tease and play with Nathalie's nipples. She felt Nathalie shift from straddling Anna to rise up on to her knees, and with her legs parted Anna easily pushed her underwear to one side to start to touch Nathalie while she continued with her tongue on Nathalie's breasts.

As Anna slid a finger into her, she heard Nathalie let out a long, shuddering, quiet moan, accompanied by Nathalie starting to grind herself on Anna's hand. Anna could feel Nathalie's arousal building, small spasms clenching around her finger as Nathalie continued to move back and forth.

She could tell that Nathalie was close, and so she slid down slightly while using both hands on Nathalie's ass to pull her up higher, before putting her tongue between Nathalie's legs.

The effect was electric, Nathalie letting out a louder moan while she braced herself with her hands against the wall and window frame. Nathalie started to move around, using her position sat on Anna's face to help Anna put her tongue where and how it would work best.

For her part, Anna tried to copy Nathalie's efforts from earlier, slowing the pace down to draw put the inevitable orgasm.

It worked, the orgasm finally pulsing through Nathalie as a series of waves until she had to cover her own mouth to stop herself crying out, before falling back down in a sweaty heap to straddle Anna again, both kissing and stroking each other gently.

After a little while, Nathalie climbed off and went to pick up her discarded bra. "Back on, or everything off?" she whispered.

"Everything off, but let me," replied Anna, standing up herself and walking over. She dropped to her knees and started to kiss Nathalie's thighs while she undid and rolled down the suspenders and stockings, before then pulling down Nathalie's underwear. Anna planted a soft kiss, then another, then as Nathalie parted her legs slightly she darted her tongue in to taste Nathalie again.

Feeling Nathalie's hand on her head she looked up, and Nathalie whispered, "On the bed." They both walked over and climbed onto the bed, Nathalie lying back on the covers, her legs apart, while Anna positioned herself with her head between them.

"Please be gentle, just your tongue," asked Nathalie. "I'm still recovering."

Anna was gentle, as gentle and slow as she could be. She was determined to make this memorable for Nathalie. Yes, Nathalie might have slept with who knows how many other women, but Anna wanted to make this special.

She took her time, took what seemed like an age. For Anna it could have been five minutes, it could have been fifty, she'd completely lost track of time. She was purely focused on Nathalie's pleasure.

Anna felt Nathalie's orgasm building at some point and let it build until it crested, Nathalie moaning softly but too quietly to be heard elsewhere. And then, for Anna, the holy grail... a second peak some time later, built to slowly, hitting Nathalie hard if the way that her back arched and her thighs clamped around Anna's head were anything to go by.

As Nathalie lay there recovering, Anna crawled up the bed, leaning down to kiss Nathalie on the lips. "I love you," she whispered.

Nathalie's arms reached up to hold her and she whispered back, "I love you too."

Anna climbed out of bed to switch the lights off then cuddled up next to Nathalie who had rolled onto her side.

"You want to go to sleep now?" Anna whispered.

"Not until I've done something for you..."

"Earlier was all I needed. You touched me like no one has ever touched me, I don't think I've recovered yet."

"You're sure?"

"Sure. How about we sleep in the same position as last night, but swap sides so you're behind me and your arms are around me?"

"I'd like that."

They shuffled around in the bed, rolling over each other to get the right way round, then settled down, both lying on their right sides, Anna's rear backed right in to Nathalie this time, their legs touching, and Nathalie's chest pushed up against Anna's back.

"We should have done this years ago," whispered Anna.

"Better late than never."

Of course, as they started to get sleepy, Nathalie started to plant gentle kisses on Anna's neck. And of course, Anna responded by pushing Nathalie's hand between her legs. And of course it escalated from there.

Sleep was quite a while in coming.


Chapter 7


The next morning they woke up still in each other's arms, though after a few sleepy minutes kissing and cuddling they both got dressed, appreciating that their friends were likely to be about soon and they needed to check out and head their separate ways that morning.

They all had breakfast together, and then three friends left together to get the train back to London leaving Anna, Nathalie and Fiona.

Nathalie went to grab a shower, so Anna and Fiona sat down to have a final cup of tea.

After some small talk, Fiona suddenly said quietly, out of the blue, "Just don't break her heart," looking into Anna's eyes with a serious look on her face.

Anna nearly spat out her tea in surprise, and trying to act cool stammered out, "What do you mean? I don't know who you're talking about?" She felt her face burning and realised she was blushing heavily.

"Yes... you do. Nathalie's loved you since forever, just... treat her right. That's all I'm saying."

Anna sat thinking for a moment. "How did you know? She told you?"

Fiona smiled. "No, but I've got eyes. The way she's looked at you for years, the way she talks about you, I could tell. Particularly around your wedding. And the way you two were with each other yesterday, well... you were discrete but the looks you gave each other, the chemistry was unreal. Something happened between you, something changed after our first night here. Am I right?"

"You caught us... do the others know?"

"I don't think so, I tried to draw them away from noticing, pretending Friday's middle of the night noises weren't the two of you, that sort of thing. And I'm much nosier than them. You both need your privacy. What's the deal between you?"

"I don't know but... I love her too, I don't know how this works but we'll make it work. Me and her should have done this a long time ago."

Fiona smiled and patted Anna affectionately on the arm, getting up to clear away their cups. "I'm really happy for you both, really. And your secret is safe with me."

An hour later Nathalie and Anna were stood out on the street having said goodbye to Fiona.

"So... I'll see you soon?" asked Anna.

"You're supposed to be coming to stay with me for us to do that 10k run in a few weeks anyway, so I guess then?"

"I guess so. I wish it was sooner."

Nathalie took Anna's hands in hers. "Me too." She thought for a moment. "When do you need to get home?"

"Any time later today I guess. I'm not expected back until late. You?"

"Same. Or I could happen to book a hotel room and stay another night... being free and single and everything."

"And I guess I could accidentally miss my last train home later, they do stop running surprisingly early..." mused Anna.

"And with my hotel room booked I'll need to book myself a table at a favourite romantic restaurant..." continued Nathalie.

"And I'll need to go shopping for some new lingerie to wear as I'll have run out, maybe a nice silk nightdress too..."

"I think today is shaping up nicely," laughed Nathalie.

Anna smiled. "Damn those unreliable trains..."


Want More?


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

In the meantime… if you loved this story check out Coming Into The Light. Amy's got her future path all figured out: career, marriage, kids, the suburban dream. Then she meets Sarah. And Luisa. Suddenly, that comfortable path doesn't look so appealing anymore.

Here's a teaser:

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?"

Reading it is just a few clicks away: Coming Into The Light

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

https://ckfairfaxbooks.com

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


About the author


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

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

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