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Changing Room Shenanigans

The fluorescent lights of the Northgate Galleria hummed a monotonous, soul-sucking tune, a low-frequency drone that vibrated in the bones and had become the unrelenting soundtrack to their afternoon for what felt like an eternity. It was a sound that scraped at the edges of consciousness, a sonic sandpaper wearing away at their patience. A synthetic cinnamon scent, pumped aggressively from a kiosk selling oversized, glistening pretzels, battled for olfactory dominance with the cloying sweetness of perfume samples being spritzed with predatory zeal at anyone who wandered too close to the department store entrances. The two smells clashed in the recycled air, creating a nauseatingly festive miasma. It was the second Saturday in December, and the mall was a chaotic symphony of frantic shoppers, jangling Christmas carols played on a tinny, distorted loop, and the distant, mournful cries of overtired toddlers who had reached their mortal limit.

Mercedes and Nancy navigated the polished-tile sea of humanity with the practiced ease of two people who had known each other since their first day of kindergarten. Their friendship was a thing of quiet legend among their small circle, an unbreakable bond forged over thirty years of shared secrets whispered under patchwork quilts, scraped knees kissed better on splintery porch steps, disastrous home-perms that turned their hair the color of rust, and tearful-but-necessary breakups dissected over melting pints of ice cream. They’d seen each other through the metallic glint of braces and the fleeting agony of unrequited crushes on wholly unsuitable boyfriends. They had crammed for college finals fueled by stale coffee and cheap pizza, highlighting textbooks until the pages glowed, and later, they had held each other up through crippling career crises and the quiet terror of uncertain futures.

Their lives were so deeply interwoven that the threads of one were indistinguishable from the other, creating a rich, complex tapestry of shared experience. An old, dog-eared photo album on Mercedes’s bookshelf told the story in faded color: two gap-toothed girls with identical pixie cuts on a swing set, kicking their legs to touch the sky; two awkward pre-teens in shiny taffeta dresses at a school dance, hiding in the corner and critiquing everyone else’s outfits; two young women in oversized graduation gowns, arms slung around each other, beaming into a future that felt both limitless and terrifyingly close.

This year, just like the last three, they were each other’s plus-one to the annual Sterling Corp holiday gala. Nancy, a rising star in the company’s notoriously competitive marketing department, was expected to attend the opulent, black-tie-adjacent affair. It was a command performance, a night of smiling until your cheeks ached and making conversation that was as sparkling and empty as the champagne being served. Mercedes, a freelance graphic designer with a healthy, well-nurtured aversion to corporate schmoozing and the hollow echo of forced laughter, went along as moral support. More importantly, she went as the best possible companion, the one person with whom Nancy could exchange a single, loaded glance across a crowded room and communicate a novel’s worth of silent commentary.

Their shared single status was a matter of circumstance, not some grand, deliberate choice. Mercedes was still nursing the deep, tender bruises from a relationship that had ended six months prior with a spectacular, cinematic implosion, leaving her wary and gun-shy. The memory of it was a low-grade ache, a phantom limb she still felt on cold nights. Nancy, meanwhile, poured so much of herself into her career—her ambition a bright, consuming fire—that her romantic life had been left to wither from neglect, a garden untended. She simply didn’t have the energy left at the end of the day for the delicate maintenance that a new relationship required. So, they had each other. It was simpler this way, a comfortable, known quantity in a world full of variables. It was easier than navigating the treacherous waters of dating apps or enduring well-meaning but disastrous set-ups by friends. It was, in its own quiet, unassuming way, perfect.

Their mission today was singular and fraught with peril: find two dresses that were formal enough for a grand ballroom at the Fairmont, yet comfortable enough to endure several hours of forced small talk, questionable catering, and the inevitable ache of high heels on a marble floor. They weren’t browsing, they weren’t enjoying the festive atmosphere; they were there for one thing and one thing only, to find the requisite formal dresses so they would blend seamlessly into the sea of sequins and silk at Nancy’s holiday party. The foundation of their lifelong friendship made this joint mission a given; with no romantic partners in the mix to fill the role of escort and confidant, it only made sense that they’d go together, two halves of a whole, ready to face the corporate battlefield as a united front.

They had already suffered through the sartorial gauntlet of three other stores, each a fresh circle of hell. At the first, a boutique with aggressive lighting and even more aggressive pop music thumping from hidden speakers, a parade of glitter-bombed monstrosities had assaulted their eyes. The sequins were sharp, catching the light and stabbing it back at them, and the fabrics felt cheap and scratchy against their skin. The second stop, a more demure shop, offered a grim choice between two extremes: everything felt either matronly, designed with voluminous folds of beige chiffon meant to obscure, or it was clearly designed for a nineteen-year-old attending prom, all cutouts and transparent panels and eye-watering neon hues. The third had possessed a sales assistant so relentlessly, pathologically cheerful that her smile seemed to stretch beyond the physical limitations of her face. She had chirped about everything being “super-fab” and “amaze-balls” until Mercedes and Nancy had exchanged a shared, desperate glance of pure psychic pain and fled back into the mall’s chaotic embrace.

Now, in the polished and perfumed air of a high-end department store’s eveningwear section, they were beginning to feel the familiar, bone-deep fatigue of a failed shopping expedition. The air here was different, hushed, reverent, smelling of leather and a subtle, expensive floral that didn’t scream for attention. The carpeting was thick and soft, muffling their footsteps and the general din of the mall. But the luxury of the surroundings only served to highlight their own flagging spirits. They were wilting.

“I’m starting to think a well-tailored potato sack is the only answer,” Mercedes muttered, listlessly flicking through a rack of somber navy gowns. The hangers made a whispery, metallic sound as she pushed them along the rail. The fabric of the dresses felt heavy and lifeless under her fingertips. Her dark brown hair, a thick, glossy curtain that fell to the middle of her back, swished with the lethargic movement, a sign of her complete and utter defeat.

Nancy laughed, a bright, clear sound that managed to cut through the ambient drone of the mall and the oppressive quiet of the section. It was a sound Mercedes knew as well as her own heartbeat. “Come on, Mer. Don’t give up on me now. We haven’t even hit peak desperation yet. For me, that happens when I start seriously considering something with ruching.” She gave a theatrical shudder, her nose wrinkling in disgust. She pulled a dress from a neighboring rack, her movements more hopeful than Mercedes’s. She held it up against her own frame, the fabric falling in a perfect line. It was a deep emerald green, fashioned from a material that looked like liquid silk, catching the soft, recessed lighting and throwing it back in shimmering, fluid waves. The cut was simple, almost deceptively so: thin spaghetti straps that looked like spun silver, a gently scooped neckline, and a long, fluid column of a skirt that promised to move with an elegant grace.

“What about this one for you?” Nancy’s voice was gentle, persuasive. “It’s your color. It would make your eyes look incredible.”

Mercedes wrinkled her nose, her skepticism a tangible thing in the air between them. “I don’t know, Nance. It looks… clingy.” The word was laced with deep-seated apprehension. Clingy meant revealing. It meant no room for error, no place to hide the soft curve of her stomach or the anxieties she carried about her body.

“That’s the exact point of a dress like this,” Nancy countered, her enthusiasm unblunted. She stepped forward and pushed the dress, hanger and all, into Mercedes’s arms. The silk felt cool and impossibly smooth against Mercedes’s skin, its weight both negligible and significant. “It’s supposed to cling. You have the curves for it. God, Mer, you have a body most women would kill for. Go on. Just try it. For me.”

With a long-suffering sigh that was ninety percent theater and ten percent genuine exhaustion, Mercedes took the green dress. Its silken weight felt like a dare. She also grabbed a slate-grey one she’d picked out for herself—a safer, more architectural choice with a high neck and a structured skirt—and disappeared behind the heavy, cream-colored door of the dressing room area. A few minutes passed, a small eternity filled with the rustle of fabric, the soft thud of her boots hitting the carpeted floor, and the metallic clink of hangers being moved on a hook. Nancy leaned against the cool, flocked wallpaper outside, scrolling absently through her phone, the blue light illuminating her face.

Finally, a voice, muffled but clear, carried over the door of the dressing room, laced with a familiar note of dramatic despair. “Oh, I hate the green one!”

“What?” Nancy said, shocked. The word came out louder than she’d intended. She had been half-lost in a sea of social media updates, but now she stood up straight, her phone forgotten in her hand. She genuinely couldn’t fathom it. On the hanger, the dress had been a promise of elegance and understated glamour. It was the kind of dress that didn’t need to shout to be heard. “I loved that one. It was perfect. Let me in. I want to see.”

A soft, hesitant click echoed as Mercedes unlocked the door from the inside. Nancy, propelled by a certainty she couldn’t explain, pushed it open and came inside. The heavy door swung shut behind her on a silent hinge, muffling the festive cacophony of the mall into a distant, underwater murmur. The small, carpeted space was suddenly silent, intensely private, a pocket of stillness in a world of noise. And then, Nancy’s breath caught in her lungs, a sharp, audible hitch. Immediately, she gasped, a sound of pure, unadulterated astonishment.

“Mercedes…”

The word was not spoken. It was a whisper, a prayer, an exhale of pure reverence. The woman standing in front of the three-way mirror was her best friend, the one she’d known her entire life, but she was also a complete and utter stranger. A goddess sculpted from ivory and shadow. The dress was not merely clinging; it was reverent. It sculpted itself to every generous, lovely curve of her body, celebrating the swell of her hips, the gentle, dramatic dip of her waist, the proud jut of her full breasts. The emerald silk shimmered and flowed under the warm, forgiving vanity lights, transforming a simple garment into something breathtaking, something alive. It was a second skin, a verdant dream made manifest. Mercedes looked beautiful. No, beautiful was too small a word. She was glorious. A living, breathing work of art.

Her dark brown hair, rich as bitter chocolate and just as decadent, cascaded down her bare back, a striking, deep contrast to the vibrant, jewel-toned green of the dress and the warm, creamy ivory of her skin. The thin straps of the dress, barely there, seemed impossibly delicate, highlighting the elegant slope of her shoulders and the fragile, perfect beauty of her collarbones. And her eyes—those expressive, deep-set hazel eyes that Nancy knew as well as her own—were a stunning revelation. The vibrant fabric had somehow called forth the latent, hidden green in their brown and gold depths, making them blaze with the same jeweled intensity as the silk itself. They weren’t just hazel anymore; they were emeralds.

“Why don’t you like it?” Nancy asked, her voice still a hushed, incredulous whisper. She was utterly stunned by her friend’s curvy figure in the green dress, a figure she had seen a thousand times in swimsuits on summer days, in ratty pajamas during movie marathons, in locker rooms, and shared hotel rooms. But she had never, ever seen it like this. Never presented with such devastating, unintentional, and powerful allure. The dress clung to her like a lover’s hands, like a second skin, and looked absolutely, unequivocally amazing.

Mercedes pouted out her bottom lip, a familiar gesture of uncertainty that, in this new context, suddenly seemed achingly, unbearably sensual. Her green eyes, their color amplified to an impossible vibrancy by the dress, stared into Nancy’s blue ones through the mirror’s reflection. She turned slightly, pivoting on the balls of her feet to examine her own profile with a sharp, critical gaze that missed all the magic Nancy was seeing.

“I don’t know,” she said, her voice small and tight with self-consciousness. “It’s… a lot. It shows… everything.” Every perceived flaw, every tiny insecurity was, in her mind, on full display for the world to see and judge.

“Everything is magnificent,” Nancy said, her voice gaining strength and conviction. She took a step closer, and then another, until she was standing just behind Mercedes. The air in the little room felt thick, charged with an energy she couldn’t name, a low hum that vibrated in her teeth. She could smell Mercedes’s familiar, comforting scent, a comforting mix of her vanilla bean lotion and the subtle, clean fragrance of her shampoo, mingling with the crisp, new-fabric smell of the silk dress. “Mer, you look… holy shit. I don’t even have the words. You look incredible.”

“Do you really like it?” Mercedes asked, abandoning the cold judgment of the mirror to turn and face her directly now. Her expression was completely vulnerable, stripped of all artifice. Her gaze searched Nancy’s, desperate for an honest answer, for reassurance. This was the crux of it, the real reason she had proclaimed she hated it. The dress made her feel exposed, raw, and the only opinion in the entire world that could make that exposure feel safe and beautiful instead of terrifying and ugly was Nancy’s.

Nancy wasn’t sure what got into her, what switch was flipped in the hidden machinery of her soul. Maybe it was the cumulative exhaustion of the day, the fact that they had spent hours trudging through the mall, their defenses worn down by the sheer sensory overload of the holiday season. The endless walking on hard tiles, the disappointment of touching fabrics that felt like plastic, the frustration of seeing herself in unflattering cuts, it had all been a long, grueling prelude to this one, singular moment of absolute perfection. Maybe it was the sudden, stark contrast between the loud, impersonal, commercial chaos roaring just outside the door and the quiet, intense, almost sacred intimacy within it.

Or maybe, most probably, it was simply because Mercedes looked so utterly, breathtakingly, world-stoppingly stunning in the dress. She was a vision of everything soft and feminine and unapologetically powerful, and the sight of her sent a dizzying, completely unfamiliar surge of something hot and liquid and urgent through Nancy’s veins. It was a feeling she’d never experienced before, a current that started low in her belly and radiated outward, making her fingertips tingle. Either way, Nancy felt dizzy and slap happy, the world seeming to tilt on its axis, narrowing to the precious space of a single, held breath, to the hopeful, questioning, vulnerable look in her best friend’s emerald eyes. She leaned in for a kiss.

It wasn’t a demanding kiss, or a passionate one. It was a question, a discovery, a feather-light touch. Her lips pressed just barely against Mercedes’s mouth, so soft, so tentative, and so deeply reverent it was almost a form of worship. For a single, suspended second, the universe held its breath. Nothing happened. And then, slowly, miraculously, Mercedes’s lips, full and warm and impossibly soft, parted ever so slightly under the gentle, questioning pressure.

Nancy pulled back an inch, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird trying to escape its cage. The sound of it was a frantic drumbeat in her own ears. Mercedes’s eyes were wide, her green irises huge and dark in the warm vanity light. She looked shocked, yes, but not angry. Not repulsed. There was no recoil, no flinching away. She looked… awake. As if she’d been sleepwalking through her life and had just been startled into a new, vibrant reality.

“What are you doing?” Mercedes hissed, the words a sharp, shaky exhalation of breath, more a sound of profound surprise than an accusation. Her wide eyes searched Nancy’s face for an explanation, for a sign that this was a joke, a momentary lapse in judgment, a mistake. But Mercedes didn’t look upset. Her expression was a complex mixture of shock and something else, something that looked almost like… intrigue. A flicker of something dark and curious stirred in the depths of her gaze, a new light dawning.

A nervous, giddy laugh bubbled up out of Nancy, escaping her lips before she could stop it. She giggled, a sound that seemed ridiculously light and carefree in the charged, heavy atmosphere of the tiny room. She shrugged, a small, helpless gesture. Their faces were only an inch apart, so close that Nancy could feel the warmth radiating from Mercedes’s skin, see the tiny, almost invisible constellation of freckles scattered across the bridge of her nose.

“It’s kind of exciting, isn’t it?” she said, her voice dropping to a low, conspiratorial murmur. The words hung in the air between them, a dare and an invitation wrapped in one. “Us… in this dressing room?”

For a long moment that stretched into an eternity, Mercedes just watched her. Her mind was a whirlwind, a chaotic storm of conflicting emotions and memories. This was Nancy. Her Nancy. The girl who’d helped her TP the star quarterback’s house in tenth grade, their giggles swallowed by the suburban darkness. The woman who’d held her hand with a grip of steel while she got her first tattoo, a tiny star on her ankle. The friend who knew all her secrets, all her flaws, all her deepest fears. And now… this. This strange, thrilling, terrifying spark arching between them, an invisible energy that made the air crackle.

The kiss had been like a switch being flipped in a dark house, illuminating a room in her heart she never even knew existed. And the part of her that should have been screaming in protest, the part that upheld the sacred, platonic laws of their friendship, was utterly, profoundly silent. Instead, a low, deep thrum of curiosity and a burgeoning desire had started to build within her, a resonant frequency that vibrated through her entire body. Exciting didn’t even begin to cover it. It felt… fated.

A slow, deliberate, breathtaking smile spread across Mercedes’s lips. It transformed her face, erasing the last traces of shock and replacing it with a look of bold, thrilling complicity. She reached out, her fingers brushing against the soft, comforting knit of Nancy’s gray sweater. Instead of pushing her away, as some small, panicked part of Nancy’s brain expected her to, she curled her fingers, taking a fistful of the fabric at the hem. With a single fluid, decisive motion, she pulled it up and off over Nancy’s head. The action was an answer clearer and more resounding than any words could have been.

The sweater landed in a soft, gray heap on the floor by their feet. Nancy stood before her in a simple, practical bra of black lace. Mercedes had seen her friend in her underwear plenty of times, at countless sleepovers, on sun-drenched beach trips, changing at the gym after a workout, but never, ever like this. Never with this thick, heavy, palpable awareness hanging in the air between them. Never so sexually charged that the very atmosphere seemed to hum with it. Her gaze, which had been fixed on Nancy’s eyes, interrogating them, now dropped to her chest. The lace was delicate and fine, an intricate web of black against the pale, luminous skin of her friend.

Slowly, as if in a trance, a dream from which she might wake at any moment, she ran her hands up Nancy’s arms and across her chest. Her palms were warm, her touch exploratory and new. She traced the upper curve of the bra cups with her fingertips, her touch ghosting over the soft skin above the lace. Nancy shivered, a small, involuntary tremor that rippled through her. Mercedes’s hands moved to cup her breasts, the weight of them feeling new and significant and perfect in her palms. She squeezed them together gently through the lacy bra, watching with a sense of detached wonder as Nancy’s nipples hardened into tight, responsive peaks beneath the dark fabric.

“It’s definitely exciting,” Mercedes whispered, her voice husky and low, a sound Nancy had never heard her make before. The thrill of transgression, of breaking a thirty-year-old rule, was a potent aphrodisiac, sharp and intoxicating like a shot of strong whiskey. Her hands left Nancy’s chest and moved lower, her fingers finding the waistband of Nancy’s jeans. The brass button was cool against her warm fingertips. She unbuttoned it quickly, the small sound loud in the bubble of silence they occupied. With a deft, sure tug at the zipper, she pushed the heavy denim down over Nancy’s hips. The jeans slid to the floor, pooling in a dark blue circle around her ankles.

Nancy’s breath caught in her throat. She felt dizzy, unmoored, as if the floor had dropped out from under her. Her body was reacting on pure, primal instinct, while her mind was still struggling to catch up to the rapidly changing reality. This was Mercedes. Mercedes. Her knees felt weak, watery, her entire being focused on the electrifying feeling of her best friend’s hands on her body, stripping her down not with haste, but with a mesmerizing, deliberate, almost reverent intent.

And then, as if the moment wasn’t already surreal and life-altering enough, Mercedes dropped to her knees before her. The silky green fabric of the stunning dress fanned around her legs on the plush carpeted floor, a pool of liquid emerald in the warm light. From this new, shocking vantage point, she looked up at Nancy, her green eyes dark and glittering with a potent desire that mirrored Nancy’s own. Her hands reached out, her fingers hooking into the elastic waistband of Nancy’s simple cotton panties. With one smooth, decisive tug, she pulled them down, baring Nancy’s shaved pussy to the warm air and to Mercedes’s hungry, curious gaze.

“Oh, holy shit,” Nancy groaned, the words escaping on a wave of pure shock and a rapidly burgeoning pleasure. She instinctively reached a hand back, her palm pressing flat against the wall to steady herself, her mind screaming with the illicit, heart-pounding thrill of it all. The mundane sounds of the department store, a distant, muffled announcement over the PA system about a lost child, the faint electronic chime of a cash register, were a world away, sounds from a different planet.

Mercedes’s mouth was now latching onto her pussy. There was no hesitation, no uncertainty, no fumbling awkwardness. It was an act of pure, primal claiming. She didn’t just kiss her; she inhaled her, pressing her entire face into the heart of her, breathing in her scent entirely before her tongue slid up with unerring, shocking accuracy to find Nancy’s clit. She began to massage gentle, wet circles there, a slow, hypnotic rhythm that sent a bolt of pure lightning straight through Nancy’s system, from the soles of her feet to the crown of her head.

It rocked Nancy to her very core. She couldn’t believe this was happening, that a mundane Saturday spent at the mall, a simple, frustrating search for a party dress, had somehow turned into this wild, secret, earth-shattering moment. Her best friend, her rock, her other half, the constant, steady north star of her life, was on her knees in a department store dressing room, her mouth working an undeniable magic between her legs. Nancy knew everything about Mercedes, or at least she had thought she did. She knew her favorite movie was When Harry Met Sally, that her biggest fear was deep water, and that she liked her coffee with two sugars and a splash of oat milk. And she was almost positive, based on thirty years of late-night, brutally candid conversations, that Mercedes had never gone down on a woman before.

But right now, in this moment, Mercedes seemed to know exactly what she was doing. She was a natural, an artist discovering their medium for the very first time and finding it utterly, completely intuitive. Her tongue was both soft and firm, teasing and demanding, a masterclass in contrasts. She licked and lapped with a focused, reverent intensity that made Nancy’s toes curl inside her abandoned boots. The pleasure was a physical thing, building and building inside Nancy’s body, a hot, coiling serpent in her belly, a pressure that was both agonizing and exquisite, threatening to explode. Each slow, deliberate, perfectly executed circle of that talented tongue was another log on the fire, another step closer to a precipice she hadn’t known she was approaching.

“Fuck, Mercedes,” whispered Nancy, her voice strained, her fingers digging into the textured wallpaper of the dressing room, leaving small crescent-shaped indentations. “That feels so good. So, so good.”

At the sound of her name, spoken with such raw pleasure, Mercedes’s eyes flicked upwards to look at her friend’s face. She paused her ministrations for a fraction of a second, her lips still pressed against Nancy’s damp, slick flesh, to take in the sight above her. She loved the taut, strained expression of pure pleasure Nancy was wearing, an expression she had never seen before in all their years of friendship. Nancy’s eyes were squeezed shut, her full lips parted on a silent gasp, her head tilted back against the wall as if she could no longer support its weight. It was a look of pure, unadulterated, unthinking abandon, and seeing it, knowing she was the sole cause of it, sent a jolt of fierce, possessive arousal through Mercedes’s own body.

She redoubled her efforts, quickening the pace with a newfound urgency. The slow, hypnotic circles became faster, more insistent flicks and swirls. She used the flat of her tongue, then the very tip, varying the pressure, exploring every sensitive millimeter of skin with an artist’s focus. She could feel the muscles in Nancy’s thighs quivering uncontrollably, could hear the breath hitching and catching in her throat, a staccato rhythm of burgeoning ecstasy.

When Nancy came, it was far, far too loud for the semi-public space of the dressing room. A guttural cry ripped from her throat, a sound torn from the deepest part of her, and she bucked her hips forward, pressing herself impossibly closer against Mercedes’s splayed tongue. At the last second, she clasped two hands over her mouth, trying desperately to keep from screaming too loud, to muffle the sound of her own release. The orgasm crashed through her, a tidal wave of exquisite, annihilating sensation that wiped away every coherent thought from her mind. Any lingering self-consciousness she felt over having her best friend eat her pussy in a department store, any whisper of doubt or fear about what this all meant for their future, was now completely incinerated, replaced with sheer, unadulterated, mind-numbing bliss. It was a blinding, brilliant nova of pleasure, burning away everything but the glorious feeling of Mercedes’s mouth on her, her entire world contracting to that single, perfect point of contact.

“Fuh…” Nancy hissed, the sound a mangled sob of pure ecstasy as she finally removed her hands from her mouth, her entire body trembling violently with the aftershocks. The pleasure ebbed slowly, like a tide going out, leaving her weak-limbed and breathless, leaning heavily against the wall for support, her legs threatening to give out completely.

Mercedes stayed there for a moment longer, gently licking away the salty, slick evidence of Nancy’s climax before she slowly, gracefully, rose to her feet. The movement was fluid, almost feline. “Was that okay?” she asked, her own voice a little shaky, revealing the effort it had cost her. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand, a small, almost shy gesture that seemed completely at odds with the profound, earth-shaking intimacy of what she’d just done. The emerald dress rustled around her as she stood, its silken surface miraculously uncreased, impossibly elegant.

A shaky, breathless laugh escaped Nancy’s lips. It was a sound full of disbelief and wonder. “Okay?” she repeated, her voice thick and gravelly with spent pleasure. “Mer, that was… that was more than okay. That was… I don’t even know what that was.” She looked at her friend, truly looked at her, as if for the first time. The genuine concern in Mercedes’s eyes, the faint, becoming flush on her cheeks, the way her lips were slightly swollen and glistening. A wave of overwhelming, potent affection, deeper and more powerful than anything she’d ever felt before, washed over her, so strong it almost brought tears to her eyes.

They shared a heavy, lingering moment of silence, the air thick with unspoken questions and unvoiced revelations as they stared at each other. The reality of what had just passed hung between them, a tangible entity. Their thirty-year friendship, a solid, predictable, beloved landmass in the turbulent ocean of their lives, had just experienced a seismic shift of cataclysmic proportions. A line had not just been crossed; it had been utterly obliterated. They were in new territory now, a completely uncharted wilderness that was both terrifying and exhilarating in equal measure.

Then, Nancy, fueled by a fresh surge of adrenaline and a desire so sharp it was almost painful, took a step forward. Her legs were still trembling, but her movements were decisive, sure. She closed the small space between them and grabbed Mercedes’s waist, her hands molding to the lush, womanly curves so beautifully emphasized by the silk dress.

“You seriously have to get this dress,” she whispered, her voice a low, husky growl that she didn’t recognize as her own. Her hands began to slide up and down Mercedes’s curvy hips, feeling the firm, warm flesh beneath the slinky fabric, memorizing the shape of her with her palms, her fingertips. “It looks so fucking incredible on you.”

Her mouth found the warm, smooth skin of Mercedes’s shoulder. With a deft movement, she slipped the thin spaghetti straps off, letting them fall down Mercedes’s arms, and began to kiss her there, tasting the faint, clean saltiness of her skin. She worked her way down, her lips tracing a hot, wet path along Mercedes’s delicate collarbone and into the deep, shadowed valley of her cleavage, which was displayed so beautifully by the dress’s elegantly scooped neckline.

Mercedes’s shuddering, soft moans gave Nancy all the encouragement she needed. She tossed her head back, her dark hair sweeping over her bare shoulders, a throttled sound of pure, helpless pleasure caught in her throat. “Oh my god, Nance…”

Nancy pushed aside the top of the dress, the forgiving fabric yielding easily under her touch, until Mercedes’s full, heavy breasts were bared to the warm, still air of the dressing room. She didn’t hesitate. She took one perfect, rosy-brown nipple into her mouth, her tongue laving it, her lips creating a gentle, pulling suction that sent a jolt through Mercedes’s body. Mercedes groaned aloud, a deep, guttural sound, her fingers tangling in Nancy’s hair, not to push her away, but to hold her close, to anchor herself. The sensation was electric, an intense wave of pleasure that traveled straight from her breast to her pussy, making it clench and weep with a fresh wave of arousal. Nancy gave equal, devoted attention to the other breast, sucking each taut, beaded nipple between her lips until Mercedes was writhing softly against her, a silent, sinuous dance of pure sensation.

While Nancy used her mouth on Mercedes’s breasts, her free hand reached down to the front of the green dress. She couldn’t reach underneath the bottom of the long skirt from their current standing position, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t tease her. She slid her hand between Mercedes’s thighs, pressing the heel of her palm firmly against the epicenter of her desire, right through the silky fabric. She dragged her fingers firmly upward, the friction of the fine silk against her clit sending a completely new and unexpected kind of shockwave through her. It was a diffused, maddeningly indirect pleasure that made Mercedes shiver violently and collapse in on herself as a powerful, preliminary wave of pleasure rolled over her, a precursor to the main event. Her knees buckled completely, and she sagged against Nancy, her breath coming in short, sharp, desperate gasps.

“Sit down on that bench,” said Nancy, her voice low and commanding, filled with a confidence she had never known she possessed. She motioned with her head to the small, upholstered seat tucked in the corner of the dressing room.

Mercedes, pliant and dazed with arousal, a willing subject to Nancy’s newfound authority, did as she was instructed. She sank onto the bench, her eyes wide and dark, never leaving Nancy’s. With that same startling confidence, Nancy knelt before her again, mirroring the position Mercedes had taken just moments before. She took hold of the hem of the emerald dress and slowly, deliberately, pushed it up, the cool silk sliding over Mercedes’s thighs, her hips, until it was bunched around her waist like a vibrant green cummerbund, framing what was to come.

Mercedes was wearing a pair of simple pink cotton panties, printed with tiny strawberries. They were a sweet, girlish, almost comical contrast to the raw, adult sensuality of the moment. In one swift, efficient motion, Nancy hooked her thumbs in the waistband, yanked them down Mercedes’s legs, and tossed them aside to join her own discarded underwear on the floor.

Nancy licked her lips, a slow, predatory movement, when she saw Mercedes’s pussy fully exposed for the first time. It was beautiful, perfect, neat, with soft, pink inner lips already slick and glistening with arousal. The sight was even more potent, more intoxicating, than she could have imagined.

“Fuck,” muttered Nancy, the word a reverent, breathy exhalation. She leaned in, giving Mercedes a quick, hard kiss on the mouth—a kiss of promise, of hunger, of territory claimed—before she settled onto the floor between her spread legs. She didn’t hesitate at all.

Lifted by the intoxicating, dizzying thrill of their shared secret, Nancy buried her face in her friend’s pussy. She breathed in the slight, musky, utterly feminine smell of her. It was the scent of pure Mercedes, a scent she now realized, with a shocking clarity, she had been craving her entire life without even knowing it. She licked her a few times, long, slow, adoring strokes from bottom to top, discovering the delectable, sticky wetness that had already formed at Mercedes’s entrance. Her taste was even better than her scent, a complex, addictive blend of sweet and salty and utterly intoxicating.

Outside the heavy door of the dressing room, the world continued on, completely oblivious. People were talking, their voices a low, indecipherable drone. A metal rack of clothes squealed on its unoiled wheels as it was rolled past their door. A phone rang somewhere out on the sales floor. But none of it mattered. The sounds were distant, unreal, as if coming from another dimension. They weren’t focused on the risk of getting caught; their entire universe had shrunk to the confines of this small, warm, dimly lit room, to the sacred space between Mercedes’s thighs. They were focused only on each other.

“Yes…” hissed Mercedes, her voice barely a whisper, a thread of sound. Her head fell back to rest against the cool, unforgiving surface of the mirror. “Oh, Nance… god… that feels so fucking good…”

Nancy had now splayed her tongue out, pressing its flat, warm surface firmly against Mercedes’s clit, while she slowly, carefully, pushed two fingers inside her tight, wet, welcoming hole. Mercedes gasped as she felt herself being filled, her inner muscles clenching instinctively around the delicious intrusion. Nancy’s mouth and hand worked in perfect, devastating sync, moving in a steady, hypnotic rhythm that made Mercedes’s breathing become shallow and ragged. The slow, deep plunge of her fingers combined with the relentless, circular, teasing motion of her tongue was a masterfully effective combination.

“How…how are you doing that?” moaned Mercedes, her voice wavering as she spoke, full of genuine awe. She’d never felt anything like it in her life. It was masterful, intuitive, as if Nancy had been born for this. Another powerful shiver moved through her, a deep tremor that started in her core and radiated out to her fingertips and toes. “Fuck, Nance! I can’t…”

Nancy was completely lost in the act, her own body humming with a responsive, sympathetic arousal. She was profoundly turned on by all of it: her best friend’s intoxicating taste, the musky, floral smell of her arousal that filled her senses, and the adorable, desperate, helpless noises she was making. It was like something ancient and primal had been unlocked inside of Mercedes. She was making sounds that Nancy had never heard before, guttural sounds that vibrated from deep in her chest and echoed in the small, enclosed space. Low grunts of effort as she tried to hold on, and sexy, quiet cries of surrender as the pleasure became too overwhelming to bear.

“Fuck, I’m so close,” Mercedes’s voice was choked as it came out, raw and strained with the effort of holding back, of prolonging the incredible feeling. Her hips began to move of their own accord, a small, involuntary rocking motion against Nancy’s hand and mouth, chasing the sensation, begging for more. “Fuck… Nance, I’m—”

It was even sexier than Nancy had anticipated. Watching her best friend, strong and capable Mercedes, come completely apart for her was the most profound and powerful experience of her life. Her pussy clenched down hard around Nancy’s two fingers, a series of powerful, rhythmic, milking contractions. Her whole body went rigid, her back arching sharply off the bench, her body gyrating as the orgasm seized her in its unrelenting grip. Nancy didn’t stop tonguing her clit the entire time, holding her there at the very peak of it, wanting to prolong the incredible sensation for Mercedes for as long as humanly possible. She felt every pulse, every shudder, every single ecstatic wave of Mercedes’s pleasure against her fingers and her mouth, a direct transmission of bliss.

Finally, when the last violent tremor had subsided and Mercedes had settled down, her body boneless and pliant, completely spent, she opened her eyes. She was smiling, a dazed, blissed-out, utterly admiring and loving smile at the woman kneeling between her legs. Nancy slowly, reluctantly, pulled out her slick, glistening fingers. She sat up on her heels and reached out, gently pulling the green skirt back down over Mercedes’s thighs, restoring her modesty. The act was tender, intimate, a quiet gesture of care after the storm.

“Here,” said Nancy, her voice soft as she reached for the back of the dress. Mercedes, with a visible effort, managed to push herself into a standing position, her legs shaky but functional. “Let me help you out of this.”

Her fingers, still damp and smelling of Mercedes, ran delicately over her best friend’s bare shoulders and down her back to find the tiny, hidden zipper. As Nancy unfastened the dress, she could see the goosebumps breaking out all over Mercedes’s body, a testament to the lingering, heightened sensitivity of her skin and the cool air on her heated body. The dress slid down her body with a soft, silken whisper, pooling once more at her feet in a heap of emerald green.

Mercedes stood there for a moment in just her black lace bra, the same one Nancy had admired earlier, naked from the waist down, looking at the green dress lying on the floor. It looked different now. It was no longer just a piece of clothing bought for a corporate party. It was an artifact, a relic, a symbol of the afternoon their entire world had split open and reformed itself into something new and unknown.

“I think you’re right,” said Mercedes, her voice quiet but firm with a newfound certainty. Once she was out of the dress and had pulled on her own clothes in a comfortable, charged silence, she bent down and picked it up from the floor, holding it with a new and profound reverence. She looked at Nancy, her beautiful hazel eyes still shining with a faint green light, now holding a potent mixture of love, bone-deep gratitude, and a thrilling, brand-new desire.

“I think I will go with the green one.”
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I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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