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Flirting with her Friend in the Fitting Room

Rebecca languidly stretched one bare leg across her bed, aware of the slight pause in Zach's breathing as she did so. The afternoon sunlight was streaming in through her half-open blinds, casting golden stripes across her bedroom floor, her duvet, and the long, smooth limb that had so obviously caught Zach’s attention. Both the light and his poorly-concealed gaze warmed her skin pleasantly.

"I swear Professor Harrington has it in for me," Zach said, lounging in Rebecca’s desk chair, his economics textbook abandoned on his lap. "The way he called on me the other day when I was clearly trying to become one with my seat."

Rebecca laughed, twirling a strand of blonde hair around her finger. "That's because you’re so transparent. You just make it so obvious you haven't done the reading. Your face gets all…" She mimicked his deer-in-headlights expression, eyes wide and mouth slightly agape.

"I do not look like that," he protested, throwing a cushion at her in mock annoyance. She batted it away nonchalantly with her outstretched leg.

"You absolutely do. How can you blame anyone for toying with you when you make it so damn easy?” Her words unexpectedly gave her pause, reminding her of just how often she had toyed with him for her own amusement. But she carried on, hoping he wasn’t having similar thoughts. “You’ve been like that since year seven, at least. Remember Mrs. Pembroke's class when she asked about the Roman emperors?"

Zach groaned, running a hand through his dark hair. "God, don't remind me. That woman haunts my dreams."

Rebecca shifted position, pulling her shorts down slightly where they'd ridden up when she’d deflected the cushion. She didn't miss how Zach's eyes tracked the movement, lingering on her tanned thighs before darting away. He always did that—looked… then pretended he hadn't. She'd caught him at it a thousand times over the years, but… that was just Zach being Zach.

"How's it going with what's-her-name? The girl from your stats class?" she asked, reaching for her water bottle on the nightstand.

"Emma? It's not. She's dating some rugby player now." He shrugged, but Rebecca could see the disappointment in the slight downturn of his mouth.

"Her loss," Rebecca said automatically. "You're a catch, you know. Any girl would be lucky to have you."

Any girl but her, of course. They'd known each other forever—since they’d been buck-toothed and sharing sweets in the playground. He was her Zach, her best friend, her confidant. He was boyfriend material, but… not for her. Even if she knew he thought differently. And even if—sometimes—when he looked at her that way he so often did, she noticed something warm and not unpleasant stirring in her stomach.

He’d never told her outright, but she knew. Not just because of the sly glances, but from the million other clues too—the comments that went ever so slightly too far, the physical contact that every so often ventured beyond just friendly, the uncharacteristic seriousness with which he spoke to her sometimes after they’d both been drinking…

But she’d always thought of it as a kindness to act like she hadn’t ever noticed, or that it would be cruel to acknowledge and then shut down his hopes entirely. And so, she’d taken to indulging him now and then, offering brief glimpses or candid remarks of her own. All innocent enough. All plausibly deniable.

"Yeah, well." He cleared his throat, fidgeting with the corner of his textbook. "What about you? Still enjoying the single life?"

Rebecca grinned lazily, stretching her arms above her head, her tank top riding up to expose a sliver of tanned midriff. "Freedom is underrated, Zach."

She watched him watching her, a familiar dance they'd perfected over the years. His gaze skittered away when she caught him, a faint flush rising on his neck. He was good-looking in that unassuming way—not the type to stop traffic, but the kind whose appeal snuck up on you gradually, in the curve of his smile or the kindness in his eyes.

"Actually…" Rebecca sat up, crossing her legs beneath her. "I do have a date tomorrow night. That guy from my marketing class finally asked me out."

"Oh." Zach's voice remained neutral, but she caught the slight tightening around his eyes, the way his fingers gripped the textbook a fraction harder. "Jake, right? The one with the BMW and the trust fund?"

She rolled her eyes. "His name is Jason, and I don't care about his car. He's funny. And he has nice arms."

"Nice arms…" Zach repeated flatly. "Well, that's definitely the foundation for a lasting relationship."

Rebecca threw the previously-hurled cushion back at him, hitting him square in the chest. "Don't be a dick, Zach. I'm not planning our wedding. It's just drinks at that new place on Camden Street."

"Sorry," he attempted, smiling a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. "I'm sure he's great. You'll have fun."

There it was again—the practiced supportiveness that barely concealed his disappointment. It was like watching someone put on a brave face after being told their dog had died. She'd seen it countless times over the years—whenever she mentioned a new guy, whenever she dressed up for a date, whenever she recounted her exploits from a night out. Always the same forced smile, always the same mechanical encouragement, always the undercurrent of dejection.

"You don't have to do that, you know," she said, softer now.

"Do what?"

"Pretend you're happy for me when you're clearly not."

His cheeks flushed. "I am happy for you."

"Zach." She said his name softly, but the look she gave him was pointed.

He sighed, dropping the pretence. "Fine. He sounds like every other dickhead you've dated. All flash, no substance. But hey," he shrugged, "if that's what you want…"

Instinctively Rebecca lunged from the bed in a mock attack, sending the textbook clattering to the floor as she tackled Zach in the chair. "Take it back!" she demanded, half-laughing as she pinned him awkwardly where he sat.

"Never," he grinned, his hands finding her waist to steady her as she straddled him in the desk chair.

Only then did she realise what she was doing—what she had so often done. The two of them had been so close for so long that rough-housing came as naturally as bickering. But time seemed to slow now as an acute awareness of their position dawned on her—her thighs bracketing his, the heat of his hands through her thin tank top, his face inches from hers. She noticed his eyes darken slightly, and she felt that familiar warmth bloom in her stomach again.

"You know I only date dickheads to make you look good by comparison," she said, her voice coming out huskier than intended.

She felt his thumbs shifting tentatively on her waist. "Is that so?"

She could feel his breath on her lips now. For a moment, she thought he might close the distance between them. And for a more alarming moment, she thought she might let him.

Instead, she pushed herself off him and flopped back onto the bed, staring at the plain white ceiling. Her heart was racing, but not from the exertion of their brief tussle.

"Besides," she said, trying to recapture their normal banter, "when have you ever approved of anyone I've dated?"

"Only because they're never good enough for you," he said simply.

The sincerity in his voice made her chest ache. It wasn't fair, really. Here he was, this genuinely good person who would probably move mountains for her if only she asked, and what had she done as long as she’d known him? Kept him at arm's length while dating a parade of men who invariably disappointed her.

She looked over at him as he bent to retrieve his textbook, noticing the way his t-shirt pulled across his shoulders. Had they always been that… broad?

A thought suddenly occurred to her in that moment—dangerous and thrilling in equal measure. She'd been teasing him for years, giving him glimpses of what he couldn't have, being physical with him in ways she wasn’t with any other friend. The shorts she was wearing now were practically indecent, riding higher on her thighs with every movement. And she'd chosen them deliberately, hadn't she? Knowing he was coming over. When she’d lunged at him it had been instinctual… but only because by now it had become habit—second-nature—after years of allowing him the tiniest taste of the contact she knew he craved.

So… what if she stopped pretending? What if she gave him more than just a glimpse? What if she gave him more than just a fleeting touch?

Her pulse quickened at the thought. She'd never crossed that line before. But suddenly, with a clarity that frankly scared her, she knew that that was what she wanted to do. Not because she felt bad for him or pitied him in any way, but because she wanted to see his reaction. Wanted to know what it might be like to stop holding back. Wanted to know for certain, after all this time, whether she was right about that one part of himself that he’d been trying to keep hidden from her all this time.

"I need a new outfit," Rebecca announced abruptly, sitting up on her bed. The idea had formed in her mind like a perfectly cut gem, multifaceted and gleaming with possibility.

Zach looked up at her, confusion evident in the furrow of his brow. "What, now?"

"For my date tomorrow. With Jason." She swung her legs over the side of the bed, her bare feet touching the cool floorboards. "I've got nothing that feels right."

"You've got a wardrobe full of clothes," he pointed out, gesturing toward her admittedly overstuffed closet.

Rebecca shook her head. "Nothing special enough. Besides," she added, a sly smile playing at her lips, "since you seem to have such strong opinions about what I should and shouldn't be doing, you might as well make yourself useful and help me pick something out."

He rolled his eyes, but she didn't miss the way his lips quirked upward. "So I'm about to be dragged out shopping as punishment for caring about your dating choices?"

"Precisely." She stood, stretching deliberately, feeling a flutter of satisfaction as his gaze tracked the movement. "What do you say? The shopping centre should be open for a few more hours."

Zach checked his watch, then shrugged in resignation. "Fine. It's not like I was making any progress on this assignment anyway. Been reading and re-reading the same two sentences for the last half hour."

"Great," she said, feeling a thrill of anticipation race through her veins… anticipation tinged with guilt. Because this wasn't about the clothes as all, was it? It was about pushing a boundary, about seeing how far she could go, about seeing how he would react. And right now, that made her a liar. A liar to her best friend. But she pushed that reticence aside before it could invade her affected cheeriness.

"Alright, fuck off out of my room for a sec while I pop on some jeans," she said. She made a shooing motion with her hands. "I'll be down to you in a minute."

"You’ve always had such a genteel way with words, Bec," Zach jested, gathering his textbooks and bag.

"Out," she warned playfully, "before I tackle you again."

Something flickered across his face—a flash of heat in his eyes that told her with absolute certainty that he wouldn't have minded that one bit. But he backed toward the door, hands raised in mock surrender. The door clicked closed behind him with a peculiar sense of finality.

Alone, Rebecca sank onto the edge of her bed, suddenly aware of her racing heartbeat. Was she really going to do this? The weight of her hastily-formed decision pressed down on her chest, making it difficult to breathe. It was one thing to tease Zach, to flirt with the boundaries of their friendship—she'd been doing that for years. But what she was contemplating now was something else entirely.

She moved to her dresser and found herself pulling open her underwear drawer, fingers hovering over the practical cotton pairs she usually wore for everyday outings. Then, decisively, she reached for the back corner where she kept her nicer things. There was the black lace thong she'd bought on a whim but which had become a standard confidence-builder for dates. Or the red teddy a previous boyfriend had bought her one Valentine’s Day—more of a present for him than her, she recalled. He hadn’t lasted long. But she settled on a matching pink set she’d ordered online in anticipation of a rendezvous that never materialised. Nobody had seen her in this before. For some reason, right now, that felt important.

She wasn't entirely sure she would go through with her plan. She wasn’t entirely sure she’d go through with any of it. But… just in case.

As she changed, slipping on the delicate pink lace, she felt that anticipation—that excitement—shiver through her once more. This was mad, wasn't it? This could ruin everything between them. But the image of Zach's eyes darkening just a few minutes ago wouldn't leave her mind. It was something she wanted to see again, something she had to see again.

She pulled on her jeans—tight ones that hugged her curves, but nothing she wouldn’t wear out on a normal day. She swapped her tank top for a looser tee that would cover the pink straps of her bra then threw on a simple white hoodie over that. Outwardly, nothing was obvious now. Nothing would give away her intentions. Not until she was ready.

"Get it together, Bec," she muttered to herself, checking her reflection in the mirror and fussing over her hair in a way she never normally would if she were just hanging out with Zach. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with nervous excitement. She breathed in and out slowly a good three times to calm her nerves before leaving her room.

Downstairs, Zach was waiting by the front door, car keys already in hand. He looked up as she descended the stairs, and she watched his gaze sweep over her—a quick, appreciative glance that he tried to disguise as casual observation. It struck her that he always looked at her with that level of appreciation, even—as now—when she was just in jeans and a hoodie.

"Ready?" he asked.

"As I'll ever be," she replied, the words carrying more weight than he could possibly know.

∞∞∞

The shopping centre was busy for a weekday afternoon, filled with the usual mix of harried parents, groups of teenagers, and elderly couples moving at a leisurely pace. Rebecca led Zach toward her favourite boutique, her mind racing ahead to what she might do once they reached the changing rooms.

"So what exactly are we looking for?" Zach asked as they entered the store, immediately looking out of place among the racks of women's clothing.

"Something that will make Jason's jaw drop," Rebecca said, watching Zach's reaction from the corner of her eye. She saw the slight tightening of his jaw, the infinitesimal narrowing of his eyes.

"Right," he said flatly. "Of course."

A twinge of guilt pricked at Rebecca's conscience when she saw Zach's expression fall. She knew she was being cruel, deliberately mentioning Jason to get a reaction. But she pushed the feeling aside, reminding herself that she was just playing the part for now, reminding herself of what was to come, of how much it would be worth the brief subterfuge.

"Sorry," she said, not really meaning it. "I just… I want to look nice." She reached out and touched his arm briefly. "You know your opinion matters to me."

The tension in Zach's shoulders eased slightly. "Yeah, I know. Just… don't go overboard, okay? You look great in anything."

Rebecca felt a flush of warmth at the compliment. It was so typical of Zach—sincere, straightforward, without any of the calculated flattery she'd grown accustomed to from other men.

"We'll see about that," she replied with a mischievous smile. "Come on, fashion guru. Earn your keep."

They fell into their familiar rhythm as they moved through the store. Zach making dry observations about the more outlandish pieces, Rebecca laughing and occasionally holding something particularly hideous against herself to coax a reaction of over-the-top disgust from him. Anyone watching would have seen nothing more than two friends enjoying each other's company.

But beneath the surface, Rebecca's mind was racing.

While Zach was distracted by a display of accessories, she quickly slipped a short, emerald green dress from the rack and draped it over her arm. When he turned back to make some quip about a sequined handbag, she was already moving toward another section, adding a silky blouse with a neckline that plunged dangerously low to her growing collection.

"What about this one?" she asked innocently, holding up a perfectly respectable knee-length dress in navy blue.

"It's nice," Zach said with a shrug. "Safe, though."

"You're right," she agreed, adding it to her pile anyway as camouflage. "Maybe I need something with a bit more… impact."

Zach had wandered off slightly as he checked his phone, giving her the perfect opportunity to grab a sheer white dress that would leave very little to the imagination. She layered it carefully between the other items, her heart beating faster at the thought of what was to come.

"Do you think Jason likes red?" she called over to him, watching the way his jaw tensed almost imperceptibly at the mention of her date's name.

"How would I know?" he replied, not looking up from his screen.

"Just wondering." She turned away, feeling that mixture of guilt and excitement again. The guilt was becoming harder to ignore. But as she added a skirt so short it barely qualified as clothing to her collection, that familiar warmth spread through her abdomen, settling low and insistent.

By the time they reached the changing rooms, Rebecca's arms were laden with garments. The attendant raised an eyebrow at the quantity but directed her to a vacant cubicle.

"You can wait here," Rebecca told Zach, nodding toward a small seating area just outside the changing rooms, but segmented off from the main floor of the boutique. They’d be alone here, the attendant hovering at the outer entrance. "I'll model each outfit for you."

"Lucky me," he said with a half-smile, settling into one of the uncomfortable-looking chairs.

Inside the changing room, Rebecca hung her selections carefully on the hooks provided. The cubicle was larger than she'd expected, with a full-length mirror on one wall and warm, flattering lighting. She took a deep breath, steadying herself against the sudden flutter of nerves in her chest.

What am I doing? she thought suddenly. This wasn't just her usual teasing. This was far more deliberate, far more calculated. She knew she was about to cross a line that she and Zach had been dancing around for years, a line that she had firmly drawn in the sand… until now.

But she couldn't deny the thrill that shot through her at the thought of Zach's reaction. She wanted to see that darkening in his eyes again, wanted to feel the power of knowing exactly what she did to him. And maybe, just maybe, she wanted to admit to herself that the way he looked at her had always affected her more than she’d ever cared to acknowledge.

Rebecca peeled off her jeans and hoodie, standing in the changing room in just the pink lingerie she'd chosen earlier. The lace felt delicate against her skin, the pale colour a striking contrast to her tanned body. She turned slightly, examining her reflection. The bra pushed her breasts up enticingly, the thong leaving little to the imagination.

"How's it going in there?" Zach called, his voice slightly muffled through the heavy grey curtain.

"Just getting started," she called back, a smile playing at her lips. "Be patient."

She reached for the navy dress first—the safe option. She'd show him that one first, get him comfortable with the idea of her modelling clothes for him. Then she'd gradually escalate, gauging his reactions, seeing how far she could push him… and how far she could push herself.

As she slipped the dress over her head, she caught sight of her flushed cheeks in the mirror. This wasn't just about teasing him, was it? There was something else happening here, something that made her pulse quicken and her skin feel hypersensitive. But she didn’t dwell on that realisation, deciding instead to go with the flow and see where that took her.

She smoothed the fabric down over her hips, adjusting the neckline. It was perfectly modest, perfectly appropriate for a first date. And it was perfectly boring.

"Ready for the first one?" she called.

"Let's see it," Zach replied, and she could hear the smile in his voice.

Rebecca pushed aside the changing room curtain and stepped out, giving a little twirl. "What do you think? Too conservative?"

Zach looked her up and down, his expression appreciative but controlled. "It's nice. You look… pretty."

Pretty. Such a safe word. Such a Zach word.

"But not jaw-dropping?" she pressed, watching his face carefully.

He cleared his throat. "I mean, you always look great, Bec. But if you're going for 'wow factor'… maybe something with a bit more…"

"More what?" she prompted, enjoying his discomfort.

"I don't know. Colour? Something less… office-appropriate?"

Rebecca laughed. "Fair enough. I'll try something else."

Back in the changing room, she quickly discarded the navy dress. Her hand hovered over the pile of clothes, then decisively reached for the emerald green dress. This one was short—though not indecently so—with a halter neckline that would show off her shoulders and back. She’d have to go without her lace bra.

As she slipped it on, she felt her excitement building. The material clung to every curve, the hemline showing off a notable expanse of thigh. She turned to check the view from behind and was pleased with what she saw, the thin fabric doing little to disguise the contours of her backside.

Perfect, she thought.

Rebecca took a deep breath, then pulled back the curtain with a flourish. The transformation on Zach's face was immediate—his eyes widened, his lips parted slightly, and a flush began to creep up his neck. It was everything she'd hoped for. Well, it was the beginnings of what she had hoped for.

"Well?" she prompted, enjoying the way he seemed momentarily unable to form words.

"This one is… much better," he managed finally, his voice slightly strained. "Much more… ‘wow’!"

Rebecca bit her lip, struggling to suppress a giggle. This was exactly the reaction she'd been angling for, and the power of it—the way his appreciation made her skin tingle—was predictably intoxicating. She loved that she could fluster him so easily, loved watching him try to maintain his composure when she knew he was anything but composed.

"You think so?" she asked, running her hands down the sides of the dress, ostensibly smoothing out non-existent wrinkles but really just drawing his attention to the curves beneath the fabric.

A wicked thought occurred to her.

"How does it look from behind?" she asked, turning her back to him. She rose on bare tiptoes, elongating her calves and making the already short dress ride up a fraction higher. "I should have brought heels to see how it looks properly. But what do you think like this, on my tiptoes?"

She didn't have to spell it out for him. The question was innocent enough on the surface, but they both knew what she was really asking him to look at. She could practically feel his gaze traveling up her legs, lingering on her backside, the thin material of the dress doing little to disguise its shape.

When she spun back around to face him, his eyes snapped upward to meet hers, guilt written plainly across his features. The knowledge that he'd been staring exactly where she'd wanted him to sent a thrill of satisfaction through her.

"Yup, looks good like that," he said, clearing his throat, embarrassment evident in the way he shifted in his seat.

"Okay, good," she replied, trying to keep the triumph out of her voice. "So this one is a definite maybe for now?"

He nodded, seemingly relieved to have something neutral to agree with. "Definitely a maybe."

"I'll try something else," she said, retreating back into the changing room, her heart pounding with excitement. This was already going better than she'd anticipated. The look on his face when she'd turned around—that mixture of desire and guilt—had sent a jolt of something hot and electric straight through her.

Back in the privacy of the cubicle, Rebecca slipped out of the green dress. She stood for a moment in just her pink thong, looking at herself in the mirror. Her nipples had hardened—from the air conditioning or her growing arousal, she wasn't entirely sure, though she suspected the latter.

She reached for the black silk top with its dramatically plunging neckline. It was designed to be worn without a bra, which suited her perfectly right now. The silky material felt cool against her skin as she pulled it on, the deep V exposing the inner curves of her breasts and continuing almost to her navel.

For the bottoms, she selected black sequinned hot pants. These were indecently short, more appropriate for a night at the club than a first date. When she’d slipped them on, she adjusted them so the straps of her thong peeked out above the waistline—a deliberate, provocative detail that Zach wouldn't be able to miss.

The combined effect of this outfit was frankly outrageous. It was the kind of thing she'd never actually consider wearing on a date with Jason—or anyone else, for that matter. But that wasn't the point anymore, was it? This wasn't about finding an outfit for tomorrow night. This was all about Zach, all about pushing boundaries, all about finally acknowledging the tension that had always simmered between them.

She studied her reflection, turning this way and that to see how the hot pants cupped her bottom, to see how they revealed a tantalising hint of cheek, to see how the top dipped low and loose enough to give any viewer hopes of glimpsing just a bit more than intended. It was almost obscene—and it was exactly what she wanted.

"Ready for the next one?" she called, her voice betraying a hint of the nervous excitement coursing through her veins.

"Let's see it," came Zach's reply, and she could hear the apprehension in his tone—as if he knew, somehow, that whatever was coming next would test his self-control even further.

Rebecca took another steadying breath, fingers gripping the edge of the curtain, her heart pounding in anticipation. She pulled back the curtain back more slowly than before and stepped out, focusing on Zach’s face.

This time, he was trying to school his features. But he was failing. His jaw was tense, his eyes wide, and a deep flush spread from his neck to his cheeks as his gaze darted frantically across her body, seemingly unable to settle on any one part of her—though she noticed he kept returning to the bare skin of her legs and the deep plunge of her neckline.

Rebecca felt a rush of power flood her veins. She’d rendered him speechless, and the knowledge of that was intoxicating. She could see both his embarrassment and arousal written plainly across his features, competing for dominance in the furrow of his brow and the slight parting of his lips.

"Well?" she prompted, placing a hand on her hip and cocking her head to one side. "Say something."

Zach swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing visibly. "Um… maybe this one is a bit much?" he managed weakly. He gestured vaguely at her outfit, his hand trembling slightly. "Or… not enough?"

"Prude," Rebecca mocked, rolling her eyes dramatically. But rather than backing down, she decided to push further. The tension between them was delicious, electric, and she wasn't ready for it to dissipate just yet.

"Are the shorts too short?" she asked innocently, turning around to give him another opportunity to stare directly at her ass. She bent slightly at the waist, ensuring the curve of her cheeks was perfectly highlighted by the tight, sequinned material.

"M-maybe a bit," he half-stammered behind her. She could hear the strain in his voice, could practically feel his eyes burning into her skin. "For a date anyway."

Rebecca turned back to face him, enjoying the way his gaze snapped guiltily up to her face. "And the top?" she asked, gesturing to the plunging neckline that left very little to the imagination.

Zach's eyes inevitably followed her hand, lingering on the exposed skin of her chest before he forced them away. "It looks a little… dangerous," he said, his voice lower than usual.

Dangerous. That word sent a thrill through her body. She took it as a prompt, unable to resist the temptation it presented.

"Are you sure?" she said, taking a step closer to him. "I feel pretty secure in it."

She began to sway from side to side, mimicking a gentle dance to test her assertion. The movement caused the loose, silky fabric to flap precariously around her breasts. She watched as his eyes focused laser-like on her chest, following each movement with desperate intensity.

A heat built between her legs as she recognised the hope in his eyes, the barely-disguised longing for a slip. It was written all over his face—the anticipation, the desire, the guilt at wanting to see more.

In that moment, she decided to ensure one.

With calculated recklessness, Rebecca spun on the spot, adding a little extra momentum to her turn. The fabric dislodged exactly as she'd anticipated, sliding over her right breast and exposing her hardened nipple to Zach’s waiting gaze for the briefest of moments before settling back into place.

She was absolutely certain she'd flashed him, but he didn't say anything. Not audibly, at least.

His facial expression said it all, though—his pupils dilated instantly, his breath caught in his throat, and the flush on his cheeks deepened to a dark crimson.

"See?" Rebecca said triumphantly, smoothing down the front of her top with deliberate slowness. "Totally secure."

His eyes were darting furiously between her face and the floor now, conspicuously avoiding her chest. He didn't acknowledge what she knew he'd seen, but his reaction told her everything she needed to know.

"Even so," he said after clearing his throat, "why take the risk? Maybe something a bit more… put together?"

Rebecca felt a rush of disappointment mingled with excitement. Part of her had hoped he might finally break, might finally admit to what had just happened—what had been happening between them for years. But the other part of her thrilled at the continuation of their game, the prolonging of this exquisite tension.

"I'll see what I can find in the pile," she said with a smile, retreating once more behind the curtain.

Back in the changing room, Rebecca leaned against the wall, her heart thumping in her chest. She pressed her thighs together, acutely aware of the dampness between them. This was affecting her far more than she'd anticipated. The look on Zach's face when she'd exposed herself to him—that mixture of shock, desire, and disbelief—was burned into her memory.

She caught sight of herself in the mirror, her own cheeks flushed, her eyes bright with excitement. There was no denying it now—this wasn't just about teasing him anymore. This was about her own desire, her own needs, her own growing acknowledgment that perhaps Zach wasn't just her childhood friend after all.

With trembling fingers, she reached for the sheer white dress she'd selected earlier. If he thought the last outfit was dangerous, he had no idea what was coming next.

It slipped through her fingers like water. She held it up, her pulse racing in her ears as she examined the diaphanous material. The dress was mostly sheer, but with white floral patterns strategically placed throughout—though not strategically enough to offer too much modesty. The slit up one side would expose her leg nearly to her hip when she moved.

Rebecca bit her lip, considering her options. The bright pink thong she was wearing would be unmistakably visible through the sheer fabric. Her matching bra would be equally obvious. Did she want to draw his attention to her matching set? Or…

A wicked thought crossed her mind. Why not leave off the already discarded bra? The white floral pattern would only partially conceal her nipples, creating something far more subtle, but far more tantalising than if she were just wearing lingerie underneath.

Before she'd fully processed her decision, she stepped into the white dress, pulling it up over her hips and slipping her arms through the thin straps.

The zipper at the back proved easy enough to raise halfway, but she left it deliberately unfinished. When she turned to examine herself in the mirror, her breath caught. The effect was even more provocative than she'd anticipated. Her nipples, hardened with excitement, pressed against the thin fabric, the floral pattern offering only the barest suggestion of concealment. When she moved, the slit revealed not only her leg but also a glimpse of her pink thong.

"You lucky boy," she whispered, a flush of heat spreading through her body. But suddenly, she wanted more than just to model this for him from a distance. She wanted to feel not only his eyes on her, but his hands too…

"Zach?" she called out, injecting just the right note of frustration into her voice. "I need your help. This stupid zip is stuck."

There was a pause, and she could almost picture him freezing in place.

"Um… sure," he replied, his voice tight with hesitation. "Are you decent?"

Rebecca smiled to herself. "Am I ever?" she joked, then quickly added, "Of course I am, Zach. Just come in and help me, would you?"

She positioned herself with her back to the curtain, watching in the mirror as it slowly parted. Zach's reflection appeared, his eyes widening momentarily before he regained control of his expression.

"The zipper's stuck," she lied, gesturing vaguely over her shoulder. "Can you fix it?"

He approached cautiously, like a man walking into a minefield. When his fingers finally touched the bare skin of her back, Rebecca had to suppress a shiver.

"It seems to be caught on something," he murmured, his voice lower than usual.

What happened next sent a rush of heat straight to her core. Instead of simply tugging at the zipper, Zach pulled the fabric away from her body, creating a gap between the dress and her skin. His eyes dipped down, taking in the expanse of her naked back, lingering on the swell of her buttocks and the bright pink thong that cut across them.

He was pretending the zipper was actually stuck, giving himself a legitimate reason to look at her, to touch her. The realisation that he had pounced on this opportunity made her dizzy with desire.

In the mirror, she watched his face as he examined her, saw the way his pupils dilated, the way he swallowed hard. His fingers brushed against her skin as he tugged at the zipper, each touch sending sparks along her nerve endings.

The moment stretched between them, suspended in time. She was certain he was savouring this as much as she was, this stolen glimpse of intimacy disguised as assistance. His breathing had grown shallow, matching her own.

Finally, with what seemed like reluctance, he raised the zipper to the top, his knuckles grazing the nape of her neck.

"There you go," he said quickly, already backing away toward the exit.

Rebecca turned, catching a glimpse of his flushed face before he disappeared through the curtain. She pressed a hand to her chest, feeling her heart racing beneath her palm. The knowledge that he'd taken liberties with her—that he'd wanted to see her, to touch her—left her breathless with arousal.

She didn't wait, didn't even check her appearance again. She followed him out immediately, stepping into the small waiting area where he'd barely had time to sit down.

"What do you think?" she asked, her voice huskier than intended.

Zach's eyes travelled over her body, lingering on her breasts, on the shadow of her nipples beneath the thin fabric, on the exposed length of her leg through the slit.

"It's…" he started, then cleared his throat. "It's not really appropriate for a first date."

"No?" She took a step closer, watching as his hands gripped the armrests of his chair. "But you like it?"

His eyes met hers, and for once, he didn't look away. "Yes," he admitted, the single word charged with meaning. "I like it."

Rebecca felt a surge of triumph mixed with a deeper emotion she wasn't quite ready to name. This was no longer just about teasing him or testing boundaries. Something fundamental had shifted between them in that changing room, and they both knew it.

"You’re right, it’s not appropriate. But maybe I should get it anyway," she said, running her hands down the sides of the dress. "Not for Jason, though."

"No?" Zach's voice was strained.

She shook her head slowly. "No. For someone else. Someone who might appreciate it more."

The hope that flickered across his face made her heart skip. She'd been blind not to see it before—or perhaps she'd simply chosen not to. All those years of friendship, of casual touches and lingering glances, had been building to this moment.

She caught his eyes dipping to her chest, wandering over the gaps in the floral patterns where her nipples peeked through the sheer fabric. There was an unmistakable hunger in his gaze, something primal that sent a shiver of excitement racing down her spine. She watched as he crossed his legs, the movement tellingly deliberate.

Was he memorizing their shape? Their colour? The way the pink peaks pressed against the thin white material? Rebecca's breath caught in her throat at the thought. Would he picture them later, when he was alone in his room? Would he close his eyes and remember exactly how she looked right now, standing before him in this barely-there gossamer dress?

The idea of Zach touching himself while thinking of her set a fire in her, settling low in her abdomen. She pressed her thighs together, savouring the throbbing ache between them.

She hadn't truly known how far she'd wanted this to go when she'd first pulled him into the shopping centre. But now, watching the naked desire written across his features, feeling the answering pull in her own body, she knew with absolute certainty.

She didn't want him taking care of himself later while picturing her. She wanted to take care of him herself. Now.

"I think I'll need help getting the zip back down," she said, her voice sounding more suggestive than she'd intended. She beckoned him with a slight tilt of her head. "Come help me?"

He hesitated for just a moment, swallowing hard before rising from his chair. She turned and walked back into the changing room, her heart hammering against her ribs. The curtain whispered closed behind them, and the space it enclosed felt somehow smaller than before.

They were alone now. The air between them seemed charged, crackling with possibility. Rebecca could feel the heat radiating from Zach’s body as he stood silently just inches behind her.

"Thank you for being such a help today," she murmured, glancing at him over her shoulder. "You’re such a good friend."

His fingers trembled slightly as they found the zipper at the back of her dress. "It's nothing," he said, his voice low.

He began to lower the zip, moving with deliberate slowness. It caught halfway down—or rather, he pretended it had caught, his fingers working at the fabric as if trying to free it. She bit back a smile, recognising the ploy for what it was—an excuse to prolong this moment, to continue looking at her exposed skin.

"You've always been so good to me, Zach," she continued, her voice soft. "Always there when I needed you."

"Anyone would do the same," he replied, brushing off her praise as the zipper finally began to move again.

"No," Rebecca insisted, meeting his eyes in the mirror. "Not anyone. Just you."

His expression softened, vulnerability and desire mingling in his gaze. The zipper reached the bottom of its track, the dress now hanging open at the back.

"You deserve to know how grateful I am," she whispered, making her meaning clear in the way she held his gaze, in the slight parting of her lips.

And then she made her move. As innocently as possible, she backed up just enough—just enough to confirm what she already suspected.

The hard length of him pressed against her backside, unmistakable even through the layers of fabric. He jerked backward slightly, as if burned by the contact, but Rebecca followed, pushing back against him more firmly, maintaining the pressure against his erection.

"Zach," she breathed, beginning to move against him more deliberately now, "I told you. I want to show my gratitude."

His hands found her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as if he couldn't decide whether to pull her closer or push her away. A small, strangled sound escaped his throat—halfway between a groan and her name.

"Rebecca," he finally managed, his voice tight with restraint. "You don't have to—"

"I know I don't have to," she cut him off, turning within the circle of his arms to face him. "But I want to."

Her dress gaped at the back now, threatening to slip from her shoulders entirely. She watched his face as his eyes dropped to where the fabric clung precariously to her breasts.

"I— I don’t know where this is going…" he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

In answer, she reached up and slipped the straps from her shoulders, letting the dress fall to her waist. She stood before him now, bare from the waist up, her pink thong visible where the dress bunched around her hips.

His sharp intake of breath was everything she'd hoped for. His eyes darkened as they roamed over her exposed skin, taking in the sight of her breasts, her hardened nipples, the flush that had spread across her chest.

"God, Rebecca," he breathed, his voice thick with desire. "You're so beautiful."

She took his hands and placed them on her waist, revelling in the heat of his touch against her bare skin. "Touch me, Zach," she whispered. "I've seen how you look at me. I know you want to."

His fingers flexed against her skin, hesitant despite her invitation. "How long have you known?"

"Forever," she admitted, stepping closer until her breasts brushed against his chest. "It’s just… It took me until today to realise that I wanted you to do something about it."

That admission seemed to break something loose in him. His hands slid up her sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts. When she gasped, he grew bolder, cupping their weight in his palms, thumbs circling her nipples with a gentleness that made her knees weak.

"Is this okay?" he asked, still the considerate Zach she'd always known, even now.

"More than okay," she breathed, arching into his touch.

He leaned forward, his eyes asking permission even as his body trembled with barely restrained desire. Rebecca answered by rising on her tiptoes, closing the final distance between them.

His mouth found hers then, the kiss starting soft and questioning before quickly deepening into something hungry and desperate. Years of suppressed desire seemed to pour out of him as he backed her against the wall of the changing room, his body pressing against hers.

Rebecca moaned into his mouth, her hands sliding beneath his t-shirt to feel the warm skin of his back. She'd never imagined Zach could kiss like this—with such intensity, such need. It was intoxicating to finally be taken by him, instead of just pursued from a distance.

The cool glass of the mirror against her bare back made her gasp, the contrast of temperatures heightening every sensation. His hands were everywhere now—tangling in her hair, skimming down her sides, cupping her breasts with a reverence that made her ache. She arched into his touch, desperate for more, for everything he could give her.

"I've wanted this for so long," he whispered against her lips, his voice raw with emotion. "So long, Rebecca."

The confession sent a thrill through her. She'd known, of course—had seen it in his eyes a thousand times—but hearing him admit it, feeling the proof of his desire pressed hard against her hip, was something else entirely.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing hard, she looked up to find his eyes still dark with desire, but also filled with something like disbelief—confusion even.

"What about Jason?" he asked, his voice rough.

Rebecca laughed softly, shaking her head. "What about Jason? Like you said, he does seem like a bit of a dickhead."

Confusion flickered across his features. "But you said—"

"I know what I said," she interrupted, placing a finger against his lips. "But I brought you here because I wanted to see if you'd react the way I hoped you would. And given how you’ve reacted so far… I really don’t think I’ll be in need of a date with some rando from college tomorrow night."

Understanding dawned in his eyes, followed quickly by a mischievous grin. "Wait, so… this whole thing was a setup?"

She nodded, not bothering to hide her smile. "Are you complaining?"

In answer, he kissed her again, more deeply this time, his hands sliding down to cup her backside through the bunched material of her half-forgotten dress. She gasped as he pulled her tight to him, as she felt his hardness find her core.

His kiss drifted from her lips to her cheek, then lower. "Not complaining," he murmured against her neck. "Definitely not complaining."

Rebecca tilted her head back, giving him better access as his lips traced a burning path down her throat to her collarbone. Their hips continued grinding against each other, guided by the pressure of his possessive palms on her rear. "I guess I’m going to have to buy this dress," she whispered, laughing softly. "Since you’re doing such a good job of thoroughly wrinkling it."

Zach pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, his expression suddenly serious despite the desire still evident in his gaze—as if the ordinary, light-hearted nature of her joke had snapped him out of his moment of urgent passion. "Rebecca, what is this?” he asked, his voice as sincere as she’d ever heard it. “Really? What are we doing?"

She cupped his face in her hands, surprised by the surge of tenderness that washed over her. This was Zach—her Zach. Zach who'd pulled her pigtails, Zach who'd taught her to ride a bike, Zach who'd always been there when she’d needed a shoulder to cry on. And now, somehow, he was also the man whose touch set her body on fire.

"I… don't know exactly," she admitted. "But I want to find out. Don't you?"

The smile that spread across his face was answer enough, and Rebecca smiled back, feeling a sudden surge of affection wash through her. She pulled back slightly, needing to see his face properly, to make him understand.

"I've been so stupid, Zach," she said, her voice soft but firm. "All this time, I've seen the way you look at me when you think I'm not paying attention. The way your touches linger just a second too long whenever we hug." Her fingers traced along his jawline, feeling the slight stubble beneath her fingertips. "The way you're always there for me, no matter what."

He swallowed hard but didn't look away, didn't deny any of it.

"I knew," she continued, her heart pounding. "I think I've always known. And I've indulged it, but… only so much. I let you look, I let you hope, but I never gave you what you really wanted." Her voice caught slightly. "That wasn't fair. You've been so good to me, even when I've been completely blind to what's been right in front of me this whole time."

His eyes searched hers, filled with a mixture of vulnerability and desire that made her breath catch.

"That stops today," Rebecca said, her voice dropping lower. "Today, you get what you deserve."

Before he could respond, she reached down between them and cupped the hard bulge straining against his trousers. His reaction was immediate—a sound escaped him that was half gasp, half moan, his hips involuntarily pressing forward into her touch.

"This is for me, isn't it?" she asked, giving him a gentle squeeze that made his eyes flutter closed for a moment.

When they opened again, they were dark with need. "Of course it is," he breathed. "It always has been."

A thrill ran through her at his admission. She pressed her lips to his in a quick, fierce kiss before pulling away again.

"Then, if you don't mind," she said, her usual playfulness creeping back into her husky voice, "I think I'm going to take what's mine."

Rebecca sank to her knees before him, the changing room carpet rough against her bare skin. She looked up to find his eyes wide, lips parted in apparent disbelief at the sight of her kneeling half-naked in front of him.

Her fingers traced teasingly along the outline of his erection, feeling it twitch beneath her touch. "I guess now it's my turn to help out with a zipper," she said with a mischievous smile, her fingers finding his fly.

His breath came in short, sharp bursts as she slowly lowered the zip, reaching inside to free him from his boxers. When she finally held him in her hand, Rebecca couldn't help but admire the sight—hard and smooth and perfect. She ran her thumb over the tip, spreading the moisture she found beading there.

"God, Rebecca," he groaned, his fingers tangling gently in her hair.

She leaned forward, maintaining eye contact as she ran her tongue slowly up the underside of his shaft. His sharp intake of breath was intoxicating, spurring her on. She explored him thoroughly, tracing veins with the tip of her tongue, swirling around the sensitive head, learning what made his breath hitch and his fingers tighten in her hair, learning what she had been missing all this time.

When she finally took him fully into her mouth, her warmth and wetness enveloping him, Zach let out a low, helpless moan that sent a pulse of heat straight to her core. His hips jerked forward slightly before he caught himself.

"Sorry," he whispered, his voice strained.

Rebecca pulled back just enough to speak. "Don't apologise," she said, her lips brushing against him as she spoke. "I like knowing how much you want this. How much you want me."

She took him in again, deeper this time, establishing a rhythm that had him gripping the wall behind him for support. His free hand remained in her hair, not guiding, just connected—as if he needed to touch her, to confirm this was real.

"Rebecca," he gasped after a few minutes, his voice tight with warning. "I can't—I'm going to—"

She increased her pace in response, humming around him in encouragement. His whole body tensed, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he fought to maintain control.

"Wait," he managed, gently pulling her away. "Not like this. Not our first time."

Rebecca looked up at him, surprised and touched by his restraint. He reached down, helping her to her feet and pulling her into a passionate kiss that left her dizzy.

"I want to make you feel good too," he murmured against her lips. His hands slid down her sides, settling on the dress that still hung clumped around her waist. "Can I?"

She nodded, her heart racing as he slowly pushed the fabric down over her hips until it pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but the pink thong, the thong she’d chosen for him. His eyes roamed over her body with undisguised appreciation.

"You are so fucking beautiful," he whispered, his fingers tracing the edge of her underwear. "I can't believe this is happening."

Rebecca smiled, pulling him close again. "Believe it," she said softly. "I'm sorry it took me so long to see what was right in front of me."

His answering smile was brilliant, transforming his face in a way that made her heart skip. "We have all the time in the world to make up for it," he promised, his fingers sliding beneath the thin triangle of fabric.

She gasped as his touch dipped lower, finding the wetness that had gathered there. "All the time in the world," she agreed, arching into his touch. "Starting right now."

His fingers moved with deliberate skill, exploring her with a confidence that made her gasp. His touch was electric, sending shivers racing through her as he teased her lips, gathering her wetness before sliding up to find her clit. He kissed her deeply again as pleasure built within her, and a moan escaped her lips, vibrating against his.

"Shhh," Zach whispered against her mouth, his eyes dancing with mischief. "There could be people right outside the curtain, you know." His fingers never stopped their rhythmic movements.

"I don't care," she breathed, but she bit her lip anyway, trying to contain the sounds threatening to spill out. It was nearly impossible as his fingers continued their exquisite torture, circling and stroking in just the right ways.

The whole situation felt surreal. This was Zach—her best friend for as long as she could remember—touching her, pleasuring her. The same Zach who'd helped her with homework, who'd comforted her through breakups, who'd always been there. Now his fingers were inside her, his thumb working magic on her clit, and it was strange and wonderful all at once—and somehow perfect, as though they'd always been heading toward this very moment.

"You feel amazing," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

Another moan slipped out, louder this time. She couldn't help it. The dual stimuli of his fingers and his words were too much.

He smiled against her neck, then captured her lips again to swallow her sounds with a kiss that was deep and possessive, matching the rhythm of his fingers as they worked inside her.

Suddenly he pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with desire. "I want to taste you," he said, his voice low and rough.

Before she could respond, he was moving down her body, backing her against the mirrored changing room wall. He crouched before her, just as she had done for him minutes earlier. His hands slid up her thighs, fingers hooking into the waistband of her pink thong.

With excruciating slowness, he peeled the delicate fabric down her legs. Rebecca stepped out of it. Her heart pounded in her chest in time with the pleasant thrum between her legs as Zach looked up at her with undisguised hunger.

"God, you're perfect," he whispered, his eyes taking in the sight of her completely bare. "So beautiful."

Rebecca felt a flush of heat spread across her skin. "I guess you’ve always wondered if I shaved," she teased, trying to lighten the intensity of the moment with humour.

To her surprise, Zach let out an unusually confident laugh. "Actually, no," he admitted, his fingers tracing feather-light patterns on her inner thighs. "You told me outright one time when you were drunk."

"What?" She blinked down at him. "I did not!"

"You absolutely did," he said, grinning up at her. "Some party in first year. You were going on about how much better everything felt when you were completely smooth. But I knew you wouldn't remember telling me." His expression softened. "I've pictured it, though. Wanted to see it. Ever since that night."

The revelation sent another pulse of heat through her. The idea that he'd been fantasising about her, about this specific part of her, turned her on more than she could have expected.

"Well," she smiled down at him, running her fingers through his hair, "you can do more than just see it now."

Zach didn't need further invitation. His hands gripped her thighs as he leaned forward. The first touch of his tongue against her centre made her gasp, her head falling back against the wall with a soft thud.

He explored her thoroughly, his tongue tracing her contours as if memorising her before his lips finally closed around her clit. Rebecca's fingers tightened in his hair, her other hand pressed against the mirror for support as her knees threatened to buckle.

For someone who had always seemed so shy, so reserved, Zach was astonishingly confident in what he was doing to her. His tongue moved with purpose, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention exactly where she needed it most. It was as if he'd already studied her body—all these years, all those surreptitious glances—as if he’d been learning the map of her pleasure from a distance.

Heat built rapidly within her, tension coiling tighter and tighter. Before long, she was close—so close—her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she rocked and bucked against his mouth. Just as she teetered on the edge, about to fall into blissful release, Zach pulled back.

His hands gripped her hips firmly, steadying her as she made a small sound of protest. His lips were wet with her arousal, his eyes dark and commanding in a way she'd never seen before.

"Turn around," he said, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Without hesitation, Rebecca complied, turning to face the mirror. She caught a glimpse of herself—flushed, eyes heavy-lidded with desire, lips still swollen from his kisses—before she felt his hands on her again.

He guided her to bend forward slightly, his palms sliding up the backs of her thighs to cup her ass. And then his mouth was on her again, his tongue finding her centre from this new angle—somehow more obscene and more intimate all at once. The sensation was different now, more intense. His hands kneaded her cheeks, spreading them to give himself better access to her from behind.

Rebecca bit her lip hard, fighting to keep quiet as pleasure washed over her in waves. Never in a million years would she have imagined her timid, sweet Zach being so bold, so dominant, so skilled at… this. The contrast between the Zach she'd always known and the man currently driving her wild with his tongue was startling… and incredibly arousing.

His tongue delved deeper, one hand sliding around to find her clit as he continued to taste her from behind. The combined sensations were overwhelming, and Rebecca found herself pushing back against his face, desperate for more.

"Oh my god, Zach," she whispered, her voice breaking as the tension within her built to an unbearable peak. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

He hummed against her in response, the vibration sending another jolt of pleasure through her core. His fingers worked her clit in tight circles as his tongue continued its relentless exploration.

This time, when she approached the edge, he didn't pull away. Instead, he redoubled his efforts, his movements becoming more focused, more insistent. Rebecca felt the pressure building, expanding, tightening, until finally… it shattered.

Her orgasm crashed through her in powerful waves, her body trembling as she fought to stay upright. Zach's hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he worked her through every aftershock, his tongue gentling but not stopping until she was completely spent.

When he finally pulled away, Rebecca's legs were shaking so badly she had to lean against the wall for support. She turned to face him as he stood, his expression a mixture of satisfaction and barely contained desire.

"Where the hell did you learn to do that?" she asked through gasped breaths.

Zach smiled, a hint of his usual shyness returning as he pulled her into his arms. "I may be quiet," he murmured against her hair, "but I pay attention."

Rebecca laughed softly. "Clearly," she said. Her body still tingled with residual pleasure, but as his hardness pressed insistently against her stomach, Rebecca felt a renewed surge of desire flood through her. It didn't matter that he'd just sent her spiralling into one of the most intense orgasms of her life. She wanted more. She wanted all of him.

"Zach," she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear, "that was fucking amazing…"

She reached down between them, her fingers finding his balls, cupping them gently in her palm. His sharp intake of breath was gratifying, his eyes darkening as she caressed him.

"…but do you want to take this further?"

His expression was so open, so vulnerable it made her chest ache. "I've wanted that for so long, Rebecca," he confessed, his voice barely above a whisper. "I've wanted you for so long."

She met his gaze, holding it steady as her hand moved from his balls to wrap around his shaft, stroking him slowly, deliberately. "Then fuck me, Zach," she whispered. "Do what you've always wanted to do to me."

Something shifted in his face then—a transformation she'd never witnessed before. The sweet, accommodating Zach was still there, but layered with something new—an intention, a passion, a determination. It was intoxicating to see this side of him, to know she'd unleashed it.

He closed his hand around hers where she gripped his shaft, guiding it downward between her legs. His other hand stroked down her right side with surprising confidence, squeezing her ass before grasping her thigh. He lifted her leg, opening her to him, and suddenly the blunt, hot head of his cock was pressing against her still-soaking entrance.

"Are you sure, Bec?" he asked, his eyes searching hers.

His concern for her, even now, made her heart flutter unexpectedly. She smiled, broadly and genuinely. "Yes, Zach, I'm very sure."

And with that he pushed into her, filling her in one slow, deliberate thrust that made her gasp. The sensation was overwhelming—the stretch, the fullness, the very fact that this was Zach inside her. Her best friend. The man who'd always wanted her.

"Fuuuck, Zach" she breathed, her head falling back against the changing room wall. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, anchoring herself as he began to move.

His thrusts were measured at first, careful, as if he were still afraid she might change her mind. But when she wrapped her raised leg more tightly around his waist, pulling him deeper, something primal seemed to take over. His rhythm increased, his hips snapping forward with newfound urgency.

"You feel incredible," he groaned against her neck. "Better than I ever imagined."

The thought that he had imagined this—imagined her—sent another pulse of heat through her core. "How often did you imagine it?" she asked, her voice breaking as he hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her.

He laughed softly, the sound rumbling through his chest and into hers. "Every day, Bec" he admitted. "For years."

Rebecca's heart swelled with a mixture of guilt and affection. All this time, he'd been wanting her, and she'd been too blind to see what was right in front of her. She cupped his face, bringing his lips to hers for a kiss that was both an apology and a promise.

Their bodies moved together with increasing urgency, the small space of the changing room filling with the sound of their muffled moans and the slick slide of skin against skin. Rebecca was dimly aware that they were still in public, that someone could hear them at any moment, but for some reason that danger only managed to heighten her arousal.

"Harder," she whispered against his ear, her nails digging into his back through his t-shirt. "Please, Zach."

He complied immediately, bracing one hand against the wall behind her for leverage as he drove into her with renewed vigour. The change in angle had him hitting that perfect spot with every thrust now, and Rebecca felt herself climbing rapidly toward another peak.

"I'm close," she gasped, clinging to him. "So close."

Zach's movements became more erratic, his breathing harsh against her neck. "Me too," he admitted. "God, Bec, I can't—I won't last much longer. Where should I…?"

“I’m on the pill,” she reassured him, the simple, practical statement so at odds with the passion of the moment that she felt the need to add something much coarser. “Come inside me Zach. I want to feel you fill me.”

She saw the darkening of his eyes again at her words, something primal and possessive flashing in their depths. It was a look she was beginning to love on Zach—raw and hungry and capable of sending fresh surges of heat coursing through her veins.

Without warning, he captured her mouth in a kiss so fierce it stole her breath. His tongue plunged between her parted lips, claiming her completely as his hands moved to grip her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh with bruising intensity. He lifted her slightly, adjusting her position against the wall before driving into her with renewed force.

Rebecca gasped as he slammed into her, harder than before, the force of each thrust pushing her back against the mirror. The glass was cool against her heated skin, a delicious contrast that only added to her pleasure. She wrapped both legs around his waist now, opening herself completely to him, surrendering to his sudden dominance.

Where had this Zach been hiding all these years? This confident, commanding man who was fucking her with such intensity that she could barely remember her own name? His tongue tangled with hers as he continued to pound into her relentlessly, swallowing her moans with each devastating kiss.

The pleasure built impossibly higher, coiling tighter and tighter at her core until she felt herself teetering on the edge once more. His cock hit that perfect spot inside her with each powerful thrust, the rhythm unrelenting, pushing her closer and closer to release.

"Zach," she whimpered against his mouth, her nails digging into his shoulders. "Oh god, Zach, I'm—"

The orgasm hit her with unexpected force, more intense than the first, crashing over her like a tidal wave. Her inner walls clenched around him in rhythmic pulses as waves of pleasure radiated outward from her core, spreading through her limbs until even her fingertips tingled with sensation.

She bit down on his shoulder to muffle her cries, her body shuddering uncontrollably in his arms as he continued to thrust through her climax, drawing out every last tremor of pleasure.

"That's it," he whispered against her ear, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. "God, you feel amazing when you come."

Rebecca clung to him, her body still quaking with aftershocks as he maintained his punishing pace. She could feel him swelling inside her, his rhythm becoming erratic as he approached his own release.

"Come for me," she urged, panting. "I want to feel you, Zach. Please."

His entire body tensed, his fingers digging almost painfully into the flesh of her ass as he drove into her one final time. She felt him pulse inside her, felt the hot rush of his release as it filled her. His groan was deep and guttural, his hips still jerking against hers as he emptied himself inside her. The sound of his pleasure, the knowledge that she'd brought him to this point, sent another small aftershock of pleasure rippling through her.

But beyond all of these overwhelming physical sensations, Rebecca couldn’t help but notice… his face was beautiful in his moment of surrender—eyes closed, lips parted, all his usual self-consciousness stripped away.

They stayed like that for several heartbeats, connected, breathing heavily, foreheads pressed together as they came down from their shared high. Slowly, reality began to seep back in—they were in a changing room in a public shopping centre, having just crossed a line that could never be uncrossed.

Rebecca felt a momentary flash of panic. What had they done? What would this mean for their friendship? But as Zach opened his eyes and looked at her—really looked at her—with such tender affection, that panic subsided, replaced by a warmth that spread through her chest.

"That was…" he began, seeming unable to find the right words.

"Fucking amazing," she supplied with a small laugh, echoing her earlier sentiment.

He smiled, that familiar Zach smile that had always made her feel safe, but now held new meaning. "Yeah," he agreed. "Fucking amazing."

Carefully, he withdrew from her, each of them wincing slightly at the loss of connection. The practical matters of cleanup were awkward but strangely intimate, handled with shy smiles and occasional brushes of fingertips that sent little shivers through her still-sensitive body.

As Rebecca pulled on her clothes—her real clothes, not the provocative outfits she'd used to lure him in—she caught Zach watching her with a mixture of satisfaction and uncertainty.

"So," he said, rubbing the back of his neck in that endearingly nervous way of his. "What… happens now?"

The question hung between them, heavy with implication. Rebecca knew she could brush this off, could suggest they forget it happened, could try to preserve the friendship they'd always had. But as she looked at him—really looked at him, perhaps for the first time—she knew she didn't want to go back.

"Now," she said, stepping closer to him, "we go home. And maybe you stay over. And tomorrow…" She paused, suddenly feeling uncharacteristically vulnerable. "Tomorrow we figure out what this means. Together."

The smile that spread across his face was like sunshine breaking through clouds. "Together," he repeated, reaching for her hand. "I like the sound of that."

Rebecca entwined her fingers with his, marvelling at how uncomplicatedly right it felt. All these years, she'd been looking for something—someone—who had been right beside her all along.

"Oh, and Zach?" she added as they prepared to leave the changing room, glancing down at the pile of discarded clothes on the floor. "I think I will buy that white dress after all."

His eyes darkened with renewed desire. "For me?" he asked, his voice dropping to a low register that sent shivers down her spine.

Rebecca smiled, pressing a quick kiss to his lips. A strange but welcome contentment settled over her as she contemplated her reply.

"For us," she said simply.
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