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Undressing for the Holidays

The tradition had started in high school, a silly, solemn pact made over the lukewarm, cardboard-flavored crusts of cafeteria pizza. The cheese had been a slick, greasy sheet, the pepperoni rubbery, but the promise they’d made had felt as substantial as stone. No dates to dances, ever, unless we both have one. It’s us or nothing. It had seemed monumentally important at sixteen, a sacred vow whispered across a Formica table sticky with spilled soda. It was their bulwark against the silent, creeping terror of the high school social scene, a fortress built to withstand the terrifying prospect of one of them being left behind, a lonely wallflower hugging the bleachers while the other slow-danced under the cheap, glittery disco ball, lost in the arms of some fleeting, forgettable boy. The air in the gym would be thick with the smell of Brut cologne and drugstore perfume, a potent, youthful cocktail of hope and anxiety, and they had sworn they would face it together, or not at all.

The pact had held, a stubborn, unspoken treaty governing their lives. It saw them through senior prom, where they’d worn garishly matching dresses and spiked the punch, their laughter echoing louder than anyone else’s. It saw them through a handful of awkward college formals, where they’d invented elaborate backstories for themselves to entertain the boring business majors they were forced to mingle with. And now, nearly a decade later, with the anxieties of high school a distant, hazy memory, it was still the unspoken rule. Emmy and Yusra were a package deal, a binary star system so gravitationally bound to one another that no stray planets—no handsome attorneys or charming architects—had ever managed to exert enough pull to disrupt their shared orbit for long. Potential suitors would orbit them for a time, intrigued by one or the other, only to find themselves gently but firmly repelled by an invisible force field they couldn’t comprehend, the sheer, unassailable power of their twinned history.

Their friendship was a thing of legend among their small, carefully curated circle of acquaintances, a sprawling, lived-in epic built layer by layer over twenty years. It was an atlas of shared memories, a library of inside jokes. It was the taste of cheap, red-syrup-and-water Kool-Aid on a scorching July afternoon, their lips stained a garish cherry color, their knees a mosaic of scrapes and grass stains from another failed attempt to conquer the tallest branches of the oak tree in Yusra’s backyard. It was the scent of damp earth and sawdust inside the forts they built from old blankets and cardboard boxes, a private kingdom where they were both queens. It was the soft, rustling sound of sleeping bags in the pitch-dark of Yusra’s bedroom during countless sleepovers, their whispered confessions weaving through the air like smoke. They traded their deepest fears—of failure, of loneliness, of becoming their mothers—and their most secret, incandescent dreams—of Parisian art studios and corner offices, of a love that felt as easy and profound as what they already had—like they were contraband candy, precious and sweet.

It was the acrid, burning smell of her father’s cheap whiskey on Yusra’s breath, followed by the gut-wrenching gag and the grim sight of it all coming back up. It was the cool, steady pressure of Emmy’s hand on her forehead, holding her hair back, her voice a low, soothing murmur cutting through the pounding in Yusra’s skull. “It’s okay, I’ve got you.” It was the sight of Yusra on Emmy’s doorstep just hours after Emmy’s first serious boyfriend had shattered her heart into a million glittering, painful shards. Yusra had stood there, haloed by the dim hallway light, armed with a gallon tub of mint chocolate chip ice cream—the good kind, with fat, dark chocolate chunks—and a DVD of a romantic comedy so terrible it was practically a work of art. They had sat on the floor, the cold of the ice cream seeping into their teeth, the manufactured drama on the screen a welcome distraction from the very real ache in Emmy’s chest. They had seen each other through the metallic prison of braces, the horror of bad bangs, the hollowed-out grief of family tragedies, and the gnawing hum of career anxieties that kept them awake at 3 a.m. Their lives were so deeply, intricately interwoven that trying to separate one from the other would be like trying to untangle a single thread from a priceless tapestry; the whole thing would simply unravel. They shared a Netflix account that was a battlefield of conflicting tastes—Yusra’s moody foreign dramas versus Emmy’s true crime documentaries. They shared a key to each other’s apartments, a silent, implicit permission to enter at any time, for any reason. Emmy’s place smelled of clean laundry and expensive candles; Yusra’s was a chaotic symphony of oil paints, strong coffee, and the earthy scent of her countless houseplants. They shared an almost telepathic understanding of each other’s moods, a skill honed over two decades, allowing them to read the subtle slump of a shoulder or the barely perceptible tightening around the eyes with perfect clarity.

So, when the invitation had arrived at Emmy’s apartment, its thick, creamy cardstock feeling heavy and important in her hands, there was never any question of who her plus-one would be. It was for the annual Sterling Corp holiday gala, an event she dreaded with every fiber of her being. The embossed, silver lettering glinted under her reading lamp, smelling faintly of expensive ink and corporate obligation. The party was a notoriously stuffy affair, a command performance for the firm’s elite where junior associates like herself were expected to be charming, deferential, and entirely forgettable. The thought of navigating that sea of tailored suits and polite, meaningless chatter without Yusra as her anchor, her wing-woman, her partner-in-crime, was simply unbearable. The mere idea of it sent a cold spike of anxiety through her gut.

Yusra, a freelance graphic designer who gloried in a professional life conducted almost exclusively in yoga pants, had reacted with the exact amount of theatrical horror Emmy had anticipated. Emmy had found her sprawled on her worn velvet couch, laptop balanced on her stomach, surrounded by a fortress of sketchpads and half-empty mugs. The air was thick with the rich scent of freshly ground coffee and the faint, turpentine tang of her work.

“A corporate holiday party?” Yusra had groaned, her voice a low, dramatic lament. She’d pushed her glasses up on her head, her expression one of profound suffering. “Emmy, that is my personal, custom-designed circle of hell. I can picture it now. It’s going to be wall-to-wall desiccated vice presidents named Bob and Bill, their skin smelling of golf courses and entitlement, all of them bragging about their stock portfolios and their tedious children at Dartmouth.”

“Which is precisely, exactly why I need you,” Emmy had pleaded, abandoning all pretense of dignity. She’d flopped onto the remaining sliver of sofa, the velvet soft and worn under her, and snatched a needlepoint throw pillow embroidered with a sassy-looking cat. She hugged it to her chest like a shield. “You’ll be my human buffer. My sarcasm shield. You can stand next to me and make witty, deeply inappropriate comments under your breath that only I can hear, and it will be the only thing that gets me through the night. And,” she added, playing her trump card, “there’s an open bar. A premium open bar. We’re talking top-shelf gin, single-malt scotch, champagne that doesn’t taste like fizzy battery acid.”

That had been the clincher. That, and the unspoken, shimmering promise of an excuse to get ridiculously, extravagantly dressed up. A thrill they both, despite their protests, secretly adored. Which led them here, to the fluorescent-lit, seventh circle of hell that was a suburban shopping mall two weeks before Christmas. The air itself was a weapon, a saccharine assault on the senses. It was a chaotic blend of warm, yeasty Cinnabon, the aggressive spice of Yankee Candles, and the cloying, fruity cloud of perfume that drifted like a toxic fog from the entrance of a department store. A tinny, endlessly looping instrumental of “Jingle Bell Rock” echoed from unseen speakers, a maddeningly cheerful soundtrack to the chaos. It was punctuated by the shrill, piercing shrieks of overstimulated children and the frantic, rhythmic beeping of a thousand cash registers ringing up holiday debt.

They had been at it for four excruciating hours. Four hours of trudging through overheated stores, their initial enthusiasm—a bright, hopeful flame—long since ground down into a weary, foot-sore fatigue that had settled deep in their bones. The warm wool of their coats felt heavy and suffocating. They’d waded through racks of sequins that shed glittering dust like a tinsel-covered cat, leaving a shimmering trail of failure on their clothes. They’d burrowed through mountains of velvet that felt oddly funereal to the touch, heavy and sad. They’d navigated acres of taffeta that rustled with a crisp, judgmental disapproval every time they moved. Nothing felt right. A slinky black number that looked promising on the hanger had made Emmy look like a sullen teenager trying way too hard to get into a club. A magnificent ruby-red ballgown had transformed Yusra, in her own scathing words, “into a sentient, slightly depressed Christmas ornament.”

Their arms were now laden with heavy plastic garment bags filled with rejected possibilities, the hangers digging painful grooves into their fingers. They trudged toward the last store on their list, a chic boutique with an intimidatingly minimalist window display that screamed “more expensive than your rent.”

“I’m starting to think we should just go in our pajamas,” Yusra grumbled, shifting her grip on a hanger that was slowly slicing off the circulation to her index finger. “At least we’d be comfortable. We’d be the talk of the party.”

“We’d be politely but firmly escorted out by a security guard named Hank who takes his job very, very seriously,” Emmy countered, using her shoulder to push open the heavy, resistant glass door. A small, polite chime announced their entry. “Come on, this is our last chance. Then, I solemnly swear, we can get those giant, salty pretzels we’ve been talking about, go home, and complain about how much we hate the entire capitalist structure of modern society.”

Inside, the boutique was an oasis of blessed calm. The frantic holiday cacophony of the mall was instantly muted, replaced by soft, ambient music that sounded like floating. The air smelled crisp and clean, with a subtle, expensive hint of sandalwood. The clothes were spaced far apart on polished chrome racks, as if they were works of art that needed room to breathe, not just commodities to be sold. And there, displayed on a single, elegant mannequin near the back of the store, bathed in the soft glow of a spotlight, was the green dress.

It was the color of a deep, enchanted forest at dusk, a rich, vibrant emerald that seemed to drink the light and hold it within its very fibers. The silk flowed like liquid, a river of green. It was cut on the bias, a masterpiece of deceptively simple lines—impossibly thin spaghetti straps, a gentle cowl neck that draped in a soft, elegant fold, and a silhouette that skimmed the body with an intimate grace before flaring ever so slightly into a puddle of silk at the floor. It was both classic and devastatingly modern.

“Oh, wow,” Emmy breathed, the words escaping on a sigh. Her exhaustion, the ache in her feet, the headache forming behind her eyes—it all momentarily dissolved.

Yusra followed her gaze, her own mouth parting slightly, her eyes widening in reluctant appreciation. “Okay, that’s… not terrible.” It was the highest form of praise Yusra could offer a piece of clothing on a first meeting.

“Not terrible? Yusra, it’s stunning. It was made for you. That color… it would look incredible with your hair. And your eyes… it would turn them into actual jewels.”

A familiar, shadowy flicker of insecurity crossed Yusra’s face, a look Emmy had seen a thousand times before. It was the same look she got when she was about to show Emmy a new design she wasn’t sure of. “I don’t know, Em,” she murmured, her voice losing its confident edge. “It’s very… clingy.”

“It’s supposed to be clingy,” Emmy insisted, already moving toward it, her hand outstretched as if drawn by a magnetic force. “It’s supposed to cling. It’s supposed to make those desiccated vice presidents choke on their miniature quiches. You have to, at the very least, try it on. For me. For the premium open bar.”

Yusra and Emmy were there for one thing and one thing only—to find formal dresses so the two of them would blend in, chameleon-like, when they attended Emmy’s soul-crushing holiday party. The two of them had been lifelong best friends, a constant presence in each other’s stories, and since there were no romantic partners currently in the mix for either of them, it only made sense that they’d go together. It was the default setting of their lives. They had spent countless hours laughing until their sides ached, crying until their eyes were swollen, and sharing secrets in hushed, sacred tones. This party was just another adventure, another chapter in their long, shared history. With a sigh of theatrical reluctance that didn’t quite mask a spark of curiosity, Yusra had allowed the hovering sales associate to take the dress from the mannequin. She’d accepted it from the woman, its silk feeling cool and impossibly, sinfully smooth against her work-roughened fingertips, and disappeared into the large, well-lit fitting room. Emmy had settled onto a plush, velvet ottoman outside, the deep blue fabric soft beneath her, and began scrolling aimlessly through her phone, the minutes ticking by in the hushed quiet of the boutique. She was just starting to wonder if Yusra had gotten ensnared in the dress’s silky depths, or perhaps decided to build a nest and live in there, when her voice, tight with a familiar, weary frustration, cut through the serene atmosphere.

“Oh, I hate the green one!” called Yusra. Her voice carried clearly over the white louvered door of the dressing room, laced with a familiar note of disappointed resignation that Emmy had heard a thousand times before. It was the same tone she used whenever she showed Emmy a design a client had rejected, all her creative vision dismissed with a soulless corporate email. It was the sound that accompanied every haircut that didn’t turn out quite right, every batch of cookies that burned. It was the sound of her best friend’s relentlessly harsh inner critic declaring another victory.

“What?” Emmy said, genuinely shocked, looking up from her phone. She’d been so certain, so utterly convinced. In her mind’s eye, she had already pictured it perfectly: the way the deep emerald would pop against Yusra’s warm, olive-toned skin, the way the masterful cut would celebrate the lush curves Yusra was usually so determined to hide beneath layers of loose-fitting sweaters and artist smocks. “I loved that one. It was absolutely perfect. Let me in. I need to see the evidence for this hatred.”

There was a moment of loaded silence from behind the door, a beat of hesitation that Emmy could feel in the air. Then came the soft, metallic click of a lock being turned. Yusra had granted her entry. Emmy pushed herself off the ottoman and stepped inside, pulling the heavy, solid wood door shut behind her, plunging them into their own private, brightly-lit world. Immediately, Emmy gasped, her breath catching in her throat, a small, audible hitch. The fitting room was surprisingly spacious, an intimate, carpeted cube lined with mirrors on three sides that reflected the scene back at them from a dozen different, dizzying angles—two women, surrounded by the silent, shimmering ghosts of themselves. But Emmy only had eyes for the figure standing in the center of the kaleidoscopic reflections.

“Yusra… oh my god. You look… you look beautiful. Why on earth don’t you like it?” She was stunned, genuinely poleaxed by the sight of her friend. The green dress did more than just fit; it seemed to have been spun from moonlight and forest magic specifically for her body. It clung to her like a second skin, a silken caress that poured over her generous hips and the soft, womanly curve of her belly, celebrating a lush, Botticelli figure that their usual daily uniform of well-worn jeans and comfortable sweaters kept under careful wraps. Yusra’s dark chocolate-brown hair, usually scraped back into a messy, functional bun held in place by a stray pencil, cascaded down her back in loose, glossy waves, a stark, dramatic contrast against the vibrant emerald silk. The dress wasn’t just a piece of clothing; it was a revelation. It was a transformation. It had taken her best friend, the girl she’d shared bunk beds and boxes of sugary cereal with, and turned her into this breathtaking, formidable stranger, a goddess carved from jade.

Yusra pouted out her bottom lip, a familiar, almost childish gesture of discontent that warred with the impossibly sophisticated woman she saw in the mirror. She turned slowly, examining her reflection with a fiercely critical eye, her own green eyes—a soft, mossy shade that were now amplified by the dress into brilliant, shining jade—staring into Emmy’s blue ones via their shared reflection. She tugged fretfully at the fabric draping over her stomach, a nervous, self-conscious gesture that made Emmy’s heart ache.

“I don’t know,” she murmured, her voice small and uncertain, stripped of its usual wit. “It just… it shows… everything. I feel like a sausage. A very expensive, silk-wrapped, green sausage.”

Emmy stepped closer, drawn inexorably into the small, charged space. The air suddenly felt thick, heavy with the clean, new scent of raw silk and Yusra’s subtle, warm perfume—a mix of vanilla and something uniquely her, something Emmy had smelled on her pillows and scarves for two decades. She reached out, her hands hovering for a split second in the space between them before she placed them gently on Yusra’s waist. She felt the impossible, liquid softness of the fabric and, beneath it, the solid, living warmth of her friend’s body. The connection sent a tiny, unexpected jolt up her arms.

“You do not look like a sausage,” Emmy said, her voice dropping, becoming low and fierce with conviction. “You look like a goddess. A woodland deity. Seriously. Your waist looks so tiny, and your hips… Yusra, your body is absolutely incredible. It honestly boggles my mind that you don’t see it.”

She met Yusra’s gaze again in the mirror, watching the battle play out on her face—the deeply ingrained doubt warring with a fragile, flickering sliver of hope. “Do you really like it?” Yusra asked, her voice filled with a raw, painful uncertainty that tugged at something deep and dormant inside Emmy’s chest. It was the exact same vulnerable, hopeful tone she had used when she was fifteen, hiding in the girls’ bathroom, asking Emmy if her crush, a lanky, sweet-faced boy from the basketball team, would ever notice she was alive.

Emmy wasn’t sure what got into her then, what cord snapped or what wire crossed in her brain. The universe seemed to shrink, collapsing to the intimate confines of the tiny, mirror-lined room. Maybe it was the cumulative exhaustion of the day, having spent hours in the sensory blare of the mall, their nerves frayed to ribbons and their bodies aching from the marathon of shopping. Maybe it was the sudden, vertiginous shift in perception, seeing the woman she knew better than anyone on earth as if for the very first time, a creature of devastating, unrecognized beauty and power. Maybe it was the profound intimacy of the space, the shared breath, the warm reality of her hands on Yusra’s silk-clad hips. But for whatever reason, Emmy felt suddenly dizzy and slap-happy, a reckless, giddy energy bubbling up inside her like shaken champagne. The air crackled with a strange, new static. The endless reflections in the mirrors seemed to lean in with them, silent conspirators holding their collective breath. She leaned in, closing the last few inches between them, and pressed her mouth to Yusra’s. Her lips met hers just barely, a soft and tentative question more than a statement. It was a ghost of a touch, unimaginably gentle, a whisper of contact, yet it sent a jolt like a powerful static shock straight through Emmy’s entire system. It tasted of the sweet cherry lip balm Yusra always wore and something more, something uniquely, intoxicatingly her.

The kiss lasted only a second, maybe two, but time stretched and warped around the small, quiet point of contact. When Emmy pulled back, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs, the world rushed back in, muffled and distant as if from behind a wall of glass.

“What are you doing?” Yusra hissed, her voice a ragged, astonished whisper. Her eyes, wide and luminous, were locked on Emmy’s. Her pupils were blown wide, dark, bottomless pools of shock and something else, something unreadable. Emmy braced herself for the inevitable—for anger, for a sharp push, for a confused, dismissive laugh that would brush the moment away as a weird, stress-induced joke. But Yusra didn’t look upset, or angry, or even particularly confused. In fact, she looked almost… intrigued. Her body hadn’t recoiled at all; if anything, she had leaned into the touch, an infinitesimal, almost imperceptible shift of weight.

A nervous, irrepressible giggle escaped Emmy’s lips, high and a little wild. She shrugged, a tiny, helpless gesture, feeling a wave of exhilarating recklessness wash over her. Their faces were only an inch apart, so close she could feel the warmth of Yusra’s surprised exhale on her cheek, smell the faint trace of cinnamon from the coffee she’d had hours ago. The air between them felt electric, buzzing with unspoken words and the sudden, terrifying vista of uncharted possibilities. “It’s kind of exciting, isn’t it?” she said, her voice sinking to a conspiratorial whisper that was immediately swallowed by the plush carpeting and the racks of silent, watching clothes. “Us, you know… in the dressing room?”

A slow, deliberate smile spread across Yusra’s face, a mesmerizing transformation. Her expression shifted from stunned to something knowing, something almost predatory. The uncertainty that had clouded her features moments before vanished, replaced by a dark, shimmering confidence that Emmy had never, in twenty years, seen on her before. It was breathtaking. Yusra reached out, her movements fluid and sure. Her hands closed not on Emmy’s shoulders to push her away, but on the soft, worn hem of Emmy’s cashmere sweater. With a smooth, decisive motion, she pulled it up and off over Emmy’s head, tossing the garment onto a nearby chair with a soft thud, never once breaking their intense eye contact.

The cool, conditioned air of the dressing room hit Emmy’s skin, raising a constellation of goosebumps along her arms. She had seen her best friend in her underwear hundreds, maybe thousands of times—changing at the community pool, getting ready for bed during sleepovers, lazy Sunday mornings spent lounging with coffee and newspapers. It had never been more significant or charged than seeing her in a t-shirt. But this was different. This was fundamentally, irrevocably different. The air was charged with a palpable, dangerous energy that hummed against her skin. This was not the familiar, worn-in comfort of friendship; it was the sharp, terrifying, exhilarating thrill of discovery. Yusra’s gaze dropped from Emmy’s eyes to her chest, her expression intense and fiercely focused. She ran her hands, slowly, deliberately, across Emmy’s chest, her fingertips tracing the delicate, scalloped edge of her black lace bra. Then, with a possessive certitude that made Emmy’s breath catch, she cupped her hands over Emmy’s breasts through the thin fabric, squeezing them together gently, her thumbs sweeping over the peaks of Emmy’s nipples. They instantly hardened into tight, aching points, a direct, undeniable response to the unexpected touch.

A sharp, involuntary gasp escaped Emmy’s lips. The sensation was electric, a wildfire of pure shock and pleasure spreading from her chest down to the pit of her stomach, making the muscles there clench tight.

“It’s definitely exciting,” Yusra whispered, her voice a low, husky purr that vibrated through Emmy’s entire body. Her hands left Emmy’s chest, trailing heat in their wake as they moved with unnerving purpose to the button of Emmy’s jeans. She unfastened it quickly, expertly, the metallic rasp of the zipper deafeningly loud in the silent, mirror-lined room. With a firm, steady pressure that brooked no argument, she pushed the heavy denim and Emmy’s thin cotton panties down over her hips, down her thighs, until they pooled in a messy heap around her ankles, trapping her in place.

Emmy’s breath caught in her throat as Yusra dropped gracefully to her knees before her. The moment was utterly, staggeringly surreal. Yusra, her beautiful, brilliant, funny Yusra, was kneeling at her feet. The luxurious green silk of the dress fanned out around her legs like the petals of an exotic flower, a pool of liquid emerald on the pale gray carpet. The image was so potent, so unexpectedly carnal and sublime, that Emmy’s knees felt weak, threatening to buckle. Yusra looked up at her, her eyes dark and heavy-lidded with intent, before she reached out and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of Emmy’s now-useless underwear. With a single, smooth tug, she pulled them down, exposing her shaved, trembling pussy to the cool air and the bright, unforgiving lights of the dressing room.

“Oh, holy shit,” Emmy groaned, the words escaping on a shaky, desperate exhale. Her hands flew to the wall beside her, her fingers pressing into the cool, smooth surface to keep her upright. A small, frantic part of her brain screamed at her to be quiet, that they were in a public place, that a sales associate with a chipper voice could knock on the door at any moment. But that voice was a faint, distant whisper, drowned out by the roaring in her ears and the frantic thumping of her own heart.

Yusra’s mouth was now latching onto her pussy, her lips impossibly soft and hot against her sensitive skin. She didn’t just kiss her; she inhaled her, breathing her in entirely as if trying to learn her scent, her taste, by heart, committing her to memory. Then, her tongue, slick and devastatingly warm, slid up from the delicate skin of her inner folds to the very tip of Emmy’s clit. She began to massage gentle, knowing circles there, a slow, deliberate rhythm that sent shockwaves through Emmy’s entire nervous system. It rocked Emmy to her core. The world tilted on its axis, shrinking until it consisted of nothing but the glorious, maddening pressure of Yusra’s mouth and the thousand dazed reflections of herself in the surrounding mirrors. She couldn’t believe this was happening, that a mundane, tedious day of shopping at the mall had inexplicably, thrillingly veered into this stunning, illicit territory. Emmy knew everything about Yusra—her favorite Ben & Jerry’s flavor, her deepest irrational fears, the entire catalog of her mostly disastrous romantic history—and she was almost positive that her best friend had never, ever gone down on a woman before. But right now, in the hazy, super-charged atmosphere of the fitting room, Yusra was a natural, a prodigy, an absolute virtuoso. Her tongue was both gentle and demanding, her instincts unerring as she teased and tormented, her movements sure and confident, bringing Emmy higher and higher into a state of pure, mindless sensation. The pleasure was building inside her, a massive, swelling tide, coiling tight and hot in her belly, threatening to explode and shatter her into a million glittering pieces.

“Fuck, Yusra,” whispered Emmy, her voice strained and thin. Her head fell back against the cool glass of the mirror, her own reflection looking dazed and wonderfully debauched. “That feels so, so good.”

At her words, Yusra’s eyes flicked upwards, meeting Emmy’s in the mirror. She loved, absolutely loved, the taut expression of exquisite pleasure Emmy was wearing. Her friend’s face was transformed, her jaw tight, her lips parted in a silent, desperate plea. It was an expression she had never seen before in all their years together, and the sight of it, the raw, intoxicating knowledge that she was the one causing it, sent a jolt of pure, unadulterated power surging through her. A small, satisfied smile played on her lips before she returned her focus to her task with renewed vigor, her tongue becoming more insistent, faster, the circles tightening, driving Emmy mercilessly toward the edge.

When Emmy came, it was far too loud for the hushed confines of the boutique, a tidal wave of sensation that swamped all thought and reason. A strangled, helpless cry broke from her throat, and she bucked her hips against Yusra’s splayed tongue, instinctively chasing the feeling, desperate for every last drop of it. Reflexively, she clasped two hands over her own mouth, her fingers digging into her cheeks, trying to muffle the sounds that were ripping out of her, her knuckles turning white with the effort. Any lingering self-consciousness she felt over having her lifelong best friend’s face between her legs was now incinerated, burned away in the fiery crucible of sheer, unadulterated bliss. Her body convulsed, a series of powerful aftershocks of pleasure making her tremble violently from head to toe.

“Fuh—” Emmy hissed, finally removing her hands from her mouth as she sagged bonelessly against the wall, her legs shaking uncontrollably, feeling like overcooked noodles.

Yusra lingered for a moment longer, tracing a final, gentle lick over her still-throbbing clit before she rose gracefully to her feet. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand in a casual, almost cocky gesture, her eyes never leaving Emmy’s. A faint, lovely flush of color had risen high on her cheekbones. She reached out, her touch surprisingly steady, and dragged her fingers lazily over Emmy’s chest, her nails scraping lightly over the delicate lace of the bra, teasing her sensitive, aching nipples through the thin material.

“Was that okay?” Yusra asked, her voice a low, intimate murmur, a fascinating mixture of genuine, heartfelt concern and a dazzling newfound confidence.

Emmy let out a breathless, shaky laugh, her body still tingling with the powerful, humming aftermath of her orgasm. “It was more than okay,” she managed, her voice hoarse and raw. “It was… holy shit, Yus. It was…” She had no words for what it was.

They shared a heavy, lingering moment of silence, the air thick and warm with the scent of sex and the momentous weight of their new reality. They stared at each other, really stared, the comfortable, well-worn lines of their twenty-year friendship blurring and redrawing themselves in real time into something raw, exhilarating, and absolutely terrifying. The line had been crossed, the Rubicon, and there was no going back. The pact they’d made as oblivious teenagers over bad pizza suddenly felt less like a silly rule and more like a prophecy. It’s us or nothing.

Then, Emmy, fueled by a powerful surge of adrenaline and a desire so potent it eclipsed everything else—fear, reason, the distant sounds of the mall—took a decisive step forward. She closed the small distance between them, ignoring the discarded pile of her own clothes at her feet, and grabbed Yusra’s waist. Her hands slid up and down Yusra’s curvy hips, reveling in the glorious feel of the liquid silk gliding over the warm, firm flesh beneath.

“You seriously have to get this dress,” she whispered, her voice thick with a new, potent meaning. The words were about so much more than the dress now. They were an affirmation, a promise, an acceptance. “It looks so fucking incredible on you.” She dipped her head, pressing soft, reverent kisses to the exposed, vulnerable skin of Yusra’s shoulders, first one, then the other, feeling the delicate, bird-like bones beneath her lips, tasting the faint salt of her skin. With nimble fingers, she slipped the thin spaghetti straps off Yusra’s shoulders, letting them fall down her arms to pool around her elbows. She worked her way down, her mouth tracing a hot line along Yusra’s collarbone until she reached the soft, fragrant swell of her cleavage at the top of the dress’s cowl neck.

Yusra’s shuddering moans were all the encouragement Emmy needed. Emboldened, feeling a rush of power that was its own kind of aphrodisiac, she pushed aside the draped silk at the top of the dress, baring Yusra’s breasts to the bright, clinical light of the fitting room. They were beautiful, even more so than she could have imagined, full and round, with dusky rose nipples that were already beaded and tight with arousal, pleading for her attention. Emmy took one into her mouth without hesitation, laving her tongue over the peak in a slow, wet circle before sucking it deep, her lips creating a powerful, hungry suction.

“Oh my god, Emmy!” Yusra groaned, her head tossing back to thump gently against the wall. The sound of her own name on her friend’s lips was a prayer, a plea, a revelation. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming, an intense, shocking wave of pleasure that traveled like lightning straight from her breast to her pussy, making it clench and weep with fresh wetness. While Emmy used her mouth on Yusra’s breasts, lavishing greedy attention on each in turn, her other hand reached down. She couldn’t reach underneath the long, elegant hem of the skirt, but she didn’t need to. She slid her hand between Yusra’s legs, pressing her palm flat against the emerald silk, directly over the apex of her thighs. She dragged her fingers upwards, the provocative friction of the slick fabric against her already sensitized core making Yusra shiver violently. A helpless, breathy whimper escaped Yusra’s throat and she seemed to collapse in on herself, her body folding forward as the pleasure rolled over her in a dizzying, intoxicating wave.

“Sit down on that bench,” Emmy commanded, her voice husky and tight with her own building arousal. She pointed with her chin to the small, upholstered seat behind them.

Yusra, dazed and wonderfully pliant, did as she was instructed, her legs feeling like jelly beneath her. She sank onto the bench, her mossy green eyes, wide and dark, never leaving Emmy’s. Emmy knelt before her again, a perfect mirror image of what Yusra had done just moments before, but this time it was Emmy who was radiating an aura of absolute control. She gathered the flowing hem of the green dress, pushing the shimmering silk up, bunching the expensive fabric around Yusra’s waist like a rumpled coronation gown. In one swift, efficient motion, she located the thin waistband of Yusra’s pink cotton panties and yanked them down her thighs, tossing them aside to join the growing pile of discarded clothing on the floor.

Emmy licked her lips as she saw Yusra’s pussy fully exposed to her for the first time. She was flushed and exquisitely wet, her dark, neat curls glistening with arousal under the bright lights. Emmy let out a low, appreciative sound from the back of her throat. “Fuck,” she muttered, not as a curse, but as a word of pure, unadulterated reverence. She leaned in, giving Yusra a quick, hard kiss on the mouth—a kiss of ownership, of promise, of sealing the deal—before she settled onto the plush carpet between her parted legs. She didn’t hesitate at all.

Lifted by the heady, intoxicating, forbidden thrill of it all, Emmy buried her face in her friend’s pussy, breathing in the slight, musky, utterly female smell of her. It was the most erotic, most real scent she’d ever encountered in her life. She licked her, a long, slow, exploratory swipe from the bottom to the top, tasting the complex, delicious salt and sweetness of her. She found a slick stickiness had already formed at Yusra’s entrance, a testament to how profoundly turned on she was. Outside the dressing room, the muffled sound of other shoppers’ voices filtered through—a woman laughing loudly, the distant, metallic clang of a hanger falling onto a hard floor. But it didn’t matter. The sounds were a world away, an entirely different dimension. They weren’t focused on the risk of getting caught, only on each other, cocooned in their own private universe of silk and skin and discovery.

“Yes…” hissed Yusra, her voice barely a whisper, a thread of sound in the quiet room. Her hands came up to clutch at Emmy’s hair, her fingers tangling in the strands, not to push her away, but to hold her there, to guide her. “Oh, that feels so fucking good…” Emmy had now splayed her tongue out flat across Yusra’s clit, applying a steady, relentless pressure, while she slowly, carefully, pushed two fingers inside her tight, wet hole. Yusra was so hot, so incredibly slick, she barely had to push at all; her friend’s body welcomed her in, closing around her fingers in a warm, wet embrace. Emmy’s mouth and hand worked in perfect, devastating sync, moving in a steady, hypnotic rhythm that made Yusra’s breathing become shallow and ragged, her hips starting to rock instinctively against Emmy’s touch, a silent, primal dance.

“How… how are you doing that?” moaned Yusra, her voice wavering as she spoke, another powerful shiver racking her frame. It was a genuine question, full of wonder and complete, helpless surrender. “Fuck, Emmy!”

Emmy was hopelessly, deliriously turned on by all of it—her best friend’s taste on her tongue, her intoxicating smell filling her senses, and the adorable, desperate noises she was making. It was like something primal and long-dormant had been anlocked deep inside of Yusra. She was making sounds Emmy had never heard before in twenty years, sounds that vibrated from deep in her chest—low grunts of effort and sexy, quiet cries of pure, uninhibited pleasure that were for Emmy and Emmy alone. Every sound, every twitch of Yusra’s body, every tightening of her fingers in Emmy’s hair, fueled Emmy’s own burgeoning desire, making her wetter, bolder, more determined.

“Fuck, I’m so close,” Yusra’s voice was choked as it came out, strangled and thick with ecstatic need. Her inner muscles began to flutter and clench against Emmy’s probing fingers. “Fuck… I’m gonna… I’m gonna…”

It was even sexier, more profound than Emmy had anticipated. Watching her strong, brilliant, self-possessed Yusra come completely apart against her hand and mouth was the most powerful, intoxicating thing she had ever experienced. Her pussy clenched down hard around Emmy’s two fingers, milking them insistently as her body gyrated, chasing the peak with a wild, beautiful abandon. Emmy didn’t stop tonguing her clit the entire time, continuing the rhythmic pressure, wanting to prolong the sensation for Yusra for as long as possible, wanting to give her absolutely everything she had. Yusra arched her back, her fingers tightening their grip in Emmy’s hair, and a long, low, guttural cry was torn from her throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated, world-shattering release.

Finally, when the last delicious tremors had subsided and Yusra had settled back down, her body boneless and completely sated on the bench, she was smiling admiringly at Emmy, a look of pure awe and deep affection on her beautiful, flushed face. Emmy gently, reluctantly, pulled her fingers out, straightened up from the floor, and reached down to smooth the bunched-up emerald skirt back down over Yusra’s thighs, restoring her modesty.

“Here,” said Emmy, her voice soft now, tender and full of a new, unfamiliar warmth. She offered a hand to help Yusra to her feet. Once she was standing, a little unsteadily, her legs still trembling, Emmy reached behind her for the back of the dress. “Let me help you out of this.” Her fingers ran delicately over Yusra’s bare shoulders and down the smooth skin of her back to find the tiny, hidden zipper. As she slid it down with a soft, rasping sound, she could see a fresh wave of goosebumps breaking out over Yusra’s skin at her touch. The silk parted, revealing the long, elegant line of her spine.

“I think you’re right,” said Yusra, her voice still husky and thick from her orgasm. Once she had stepped gracefully out of the dress and Emmy had hung it carefully on a hook on the wall, Yusra turned to face her, clad only in her own simple, functional bra. She looked at the green dress hanging there, a silent, shimmering witness. Then she looked back at Emmy, a slow, knowing, miraculous smile spreading across her face. “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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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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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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