
Chapter One – The Weekend

Claire was back at home when Sophie’s message lit up her phone.
My clit aches. So when are we gonna fuck again?
The words hit like a jolt of electricity straight to her core. Claire’s breath caught as the image hit her — Sophie, sprawled somewhere with that wicked smile, fingers restless, waiting.
She read it again, cheeks burning, thighs pressing tight together. Sophie never asked softly. She demanded.
Claire’s fingers hovered over the keyboard before she typed back, hands trembling.
Soon. This weekend. Somewhere far away. Just us. No ties. No secrets.
Even as she sent it, her heart raced. The idea had bloomed in her mind: a city neither of them knew, a hotel booked under a false name, nightclubs full of strangers. A whole weekend of freedom — to be theirs and theirs alone.
The train hummed beneath them, rocking gently as the countryside blurred past in shades of green and gold. Their carriage was almost empty — just one man at the far end, headphones clamped tight, eyes fixed on his laptop screen.
Sophie sat opposite, sandals dangling lazily from her toes, lips curved in that sly smile. She tipped her head, voice pitched just a little too loud. “Well, well… looks like we’ve got ourselves some privacy.”
Claire’s eyes flew wide. Her stomach flipped. She glanced down the carriage, pulse racing, before she mouthed desperately: “Soph! Please… be quiet.”
Sophie’s grin only sharpened. She leaned in over the table, voice lower now but eyes glittering. “This is our freedom weekend, isn’t it, CC?”
The nickname made Claire shiver. Every nerve in her body seemed alive, caught between fear and aching anticipation.
With a casual flick, Sophie’s sandal slipped to the floor. Her bare foot slid forward under the table, brushing Claire’s ankle, tracing up her calf. Claire’s breath stuttered. She tried not to move, not to squirm, but Sophie pressed higher, toes grazing the thin band of Claire’s thong beneath her skirt.
Claire bit down on her lip. Sophie’s eyebrows rose, wicked delight sparking in her expression. “Well, that’s a surprise,” she teased.
Then — deliberately careless — Sophie let her lip gloss clatter onto the floor. “Oops,” she murmured, ducking beneath the table.
Claire froze. Her pulse hammered as Sophie’s hair brushed her thighs. The skirt lifted just enough. Warm breath ghosted over bare skin. A kiss pressed to her knee. Another, higher. Another. Claire’s body quaked as Sophie’s nose nudged her thong, her breath searing right at the slit.
Claire’s fists clenched tight against the seat. One sound — one moan — would betray everything.
And then, as suddenly as she’d disappeared, Sophie slid back into her seat, tucking the gloss into her bag, smirk firmly back in place. “Want me to grab you something from the food cart?” she asked lightly, as if nothing had happened.
Claire shoved her hair from her face, trying to steady her breathing. “For fuck’s sake, Soph… you’re going to be insatiable this weekend.”
Sophie leaned across the table, lip gloss shining, tongue wet as she mouthed slowly, deliberately: And… you… fucking… love… it.
The train slowed as the city drew near. Claire pressed her thighs together, clit still throbbing from Sophie’s teasing. She tried to focus, to pull herself back to some sense of control.
Then the brakes shrieked. The carriage lurched, jolting her back against the seat.
Her thong snapped hard, flicking against her clit. The shock tore through her like lightning. Claire’s breath caught, and before she could stop it, her body convulsed.
Heat spilled out of her in a sudden flood.
“Oh, fuck—” she hissed, biting her fist too late. “Soph… I’ve squirted again — it’s on the seat!”
Her thighs clamped together, but the dark patch was already spreading across the leather, unmistakable. Panic surged.
But Sophie didn’t flinch. Her grin softened into calm control, her hand reaching across the table to cover Claire’s trembling wrist. “It’s fine. Breathe. I’ll sort it.”
Claire scrambled up, cheeks blazing, clutching her bag to cover herself as she hurried down the aisle toward the doors.
Left alone, Sophie let her fingers drift across the damp leather. She gathered the wetness slowly, deliberately, before bringing them to her lips. Her tongue curled around each finger, sucking Claire’s taste clean, savouring it.
A smile spread across her face — calm, hungry, knowing. She smoothed her skirt, rose with unhurried grace, and followed Claire off the train.
Their weekend of freedom had only just begun.


Chapter Two – Check-In

The lobby was sleek, all glass and chrome, buzzing with the chatter of weekend arrivals. Suitcases rattled across polished tiles; the soft hiss of the espresso machine threaded through a beat of low music. Perfume, aftershave, rain off wool coats—everything smelled like possibility.
Claire adjusted her bag higher on her shoulder, pulse still skittering from the train. She could feel the after-hum of it low in her belly, the kind that made her walk a fraction tighter, more careful. She took a breath that didn’t settle and stepped to the counter.
“Just one room, double,” she said, sliding her phone with the booking confirmation across. Her voice came out steadier than she felt.
The receptionist glanced up with a practiced, pleasant smile that softened a touch when she looked from Claire to Sophie and back again. “Lovely. And what brings you ladies to the city this weekend?”
“Dirty night on the town,” Sophie said instantly, wicked grin flashing as if the lobby lights flirted with her teeth.
Heat shot up Claire’s neck. “Business,” she blurted, too fast, too sharp, as if she could file their weekend under admin and be spared the scrutiny.
The receptionist’s smile tilted, knowing but kind. She flicked a glance at their clasped, un-clasped hands on the counter and slid the key card across with a gentle, conspiratorial nod. “Well, I hope you two have a wonderful stay. Anything goes in this city.”
“Thank you,” Claire murmured, clutching the card like evidence. She pivoted towards the lift, the click of her boots too loud in her ears. Sophie fell into step beside her, all satisfied mischief, enjoying the way Claire’s composure faltered and then pulled itself together again.
The lift pinged open. A man in a grey suit stood inside, briefcase at his feet, eyes fixed on the glowing numbers as if they might confess something. Claire pressed into the mirrored wall, arranging her mouth into neutral. Five floors. Just five.
Sophie edged closer. Not even a full step—just that slow drift of gravity she had, like tides. The back of her hand brushed Claire’s, deliberate. Her breath warmed Claire’s cheek. Lips parted. Eyes glinting with the dare of it. She leaned in—about to kiss.
Panic flared bright as a camera flash. Claire turned her face away, breath catching, shame and wanting colliding in her ribs. They had never kissed in front of anyone. Not yet.
The lift eased to floor three. The man stepped out with a little nod, the doors swallowed him, and the silence that followed was heavier than before.
By the time they reached their floor, neither had spoken. The carpeted corridor swallowed the sound of their steps. Claire fumbled the key card and practically fled into the room, then straight through to the bathroom, shutting the door almost completely but leaving it ajar as if she couldn’t quite bear to sever the connection.
She twisted the tap on. Water thundered into porcelain. She splashed her face, pressed cool palms to hot cheeks, and watched herself in the mirror—eyes wide, mouth soft, something guilty and beautiful shining through. Beneath the hem of her skirt, she was sticky with the day, with the train, with Sophie’s voice still in her ear from earlier: my clit aches… when are we gonna—
“Stop,” she whispered to her reflection, and didn’t. She dabbed at the insides of her thighs with a towel, quick, practical, pounding heart rebelling against the idea of being practical at all.
From the bedroom came Sophie’s voice, low but firm, the thread of steel Claire loved and feared. “If you want us to be free, we need to stop hiding. We can’t be scared every time someone looks. Isn’t that what this weekend’s about?”
The words landed like truth dropped into water—ripples running out to every timid, careful place inside her. They rarely argued. Claire hated the sting of it. She hated more that Sophie was right.
Sophie again, softer now, coaxing and command all at once: “Isn’t that right, CC?”
The nickname slid over Claire’s nerves like silk. She stilled. Heat rushed to her chest, her throat, lower. She looked herself in the eye—really looked—and saw the woman who had texted yes to this trip, who had packed her own lipstick instead of stealing her husband’s excuses, who had pictured the city as a wide, permissive mouth ready to swallow their fear.
Claire opened the door.
The room was calm and cool—grey headboard, crisp white sheets, a skyline cut into the window like a promise. Sophie stood by the bed with one hand on the handle of her suitcase and the other relaxed at her side, as if she’d decided not to cross her arms, not to push, just to wait.
Claire crossed the floor, unhurried. She cupped Sophie’s face in her palms and kissed her gently on the lips. Not furtive. Not stolen. A small, precise declaration.
“Yes,” she said into Sophie’s mouth. She pulled back just enough to look at her. “Of course it is.”
The smile that curved Sophie’s lips was softer than her earlier grin, and far more dangerous. She rested her forehead briefly to Claire’s, an exhale shared, then stepped back with a little spark re-lighting in her eyes. “Shall we unpack?”
They moved together, as if they’d practiced this choreography—cases unzipped, tissue paper rustling, the little intimacies of what you choose to carry.
Claire laid out her chosen armour: a silver strappy top, shimmering and classy, the kind of fabric that clung like liquid light. She slipped it over her head, the straps settling on her shoulders, the silver hugging her chest and glittering with every breath.
Next came the leggings. Black, wet-look, skin-tight, stitched deliberately around the bum to lift and enhance. She eased them up one leg, then the other, tugging them higher until they gripped her waist and thighs in glossy, unrelenting embrace. Claire turned in the mirror, cheeks warm, the stitched curves making her look fuller, rounder, impossibly tempting.
Behind her, Sophie was dressing with equal precision. She pulled on her black long-sleeved top, the shiny fabric clinging to her arms and chest until it looked almost painted on. She stepped into her tight denhim skirt, the denim fighting her thighs until she wiggled and zipped them closed, exhaling a victorious little sigh.
She caught sight of Claire in the leggings and gave a low whistle. “That stitching should be illegal.”
Claire smoothed her hands down her thighs, pretending nonchalance. “You’re terrible.”
“And you,” Sophie said, sitting back on the edge of the bed, “are walking sex in silver.” She leaned back on her palms, smirk wicked. “Go on. Do a turn for me.”
Claire hesitated, pulse racing, then obeyed. She walked slowly across the room and back, hips swaying, the silver top catching the light, the leggings gleaming as though wet. Every movement exaggerated the way the fabric gripped and framed her.
Sophie’s eyes drank her in. She spread her thighs slightly, one hand sliding down, fingers pressing against the crotch seam of her jeans. Her breathing quickened, the pressure of her touch shameless as she watched Claire strut.
“Fuck,” she whispered, almost reverent. “That’s mine.”
Claire spun slowly, the leggings creaking faintly as the stitching cupped her bum. She leaned close, her lips brushing Sophie’s ear. “Then behave yourself. We’re only just getting started.”
Sophie groaned softly, hand still pressing down, but forced herself to smile. “One kiss before midnight. That was the deal. But you keep walking like that, and I’ll drag you back here before we even find the first bar.”
Claire laughed, heat sparking in her chest. She kissed Sophie quick and sharp, tasting the cherry lipstick they’d passed between them, then stepped back. “Patience,” she murmured. “You’ll need it tonight.”
They finished dressing—heels buckled, lipstick perfected, hair smoothed—and when they finally left the room hand in hand, they looked less like women sneaking away and more like creatures set loose.
The city waited below. Lights beginning. Music warming. Claire squeezed Sophie’s fingers, feeling the slick grip of her leggings against her thighs, and decided she was ready to be seen.

