
Chapter One – The Package

The brown parcel sat innocently on the kitchen counter, yet Claire’s heart hammered just looking at it. She had waited three long days for the delivery, checking the door every hour, terrified her husband might be the one to answer the knock.
Now the house was quiet, the afternoon sun spilling through the windows, and the package was finally hers.
Her fingers trembled as she tore at the tape. Inside, folds of glossy black fabric spilled out, smooth and cool beneath her touch. She lifted the dress, holding it up to the light. It shimmered like oil on water, catching every gleam.
She had told herself this was for John — a spark to recapture his attention. But holding it now, feeling its sleek weight in her hands, she realised the thrill coursing through her was entirely her own.
Carrying it upstairs like contraband, she closed the bedroom door and carefully unwrapped the other items she had slipped into the order: sheer stockings, a silver mini-skirt, and — almost daringly — a bodysuit so revealing she pushed it quickly to the bottom of the bag.
She laid the black dress on the bed and began to undress, nerves buzzing. Sliding the fabric over her skin, she gasped at the sensation. It clung instantly, moulding to her stomach, her hips, her breasts, as though it belonged there.
The material gripped tighter than she had imagined. Her breath caught as her nipples hardened, pressing against the glossy surface, the peaks glinting in the light. It had been years since arousal alone had stirred her body this way, and the reflection in the mirror only made her pulse race faster.
Turning slowly before the glass, she barely recognised the woman staring back. The sheen sculpted her curves, every shift of movement releasing a new ripple of light. She traced a trembling line down her side, her heart thundering.
For the first time in years, Claire felt dangerous. Desired. Alive.
A sudden knock shattered the moment.
“Claire? You in?”
Her throat went dry. She forced steadiness into her voice.
“Come up, Soph.”
She had no idea then just how much that knock on the door would change everything.


Chapter Two – Sophie’s Transformation

Sophie pushed the door open, hair in a messy bun, face bare, swallowed by a hoodie and joggers. She stopped dead at the sight before her.
“Bloody hell. Claire, that’s… unexpected.”
Claire flushed crimson. “It’s silly, I know. Just… experimenting.”
Sophie stepped closer, eyes wide with amusement — and something else. “Silly? You look incredible. Dangerous.”
Her gaze fell on the bag on the bed. She pulled out a metallic silver crop top and mini-skirt, holding them up with a grin. “Oh, now this I have to try on.”
Before Claire could respond, Sophie was already a whirlwind — tugging her hoodie over her head, kicking off trainers, shimmying out of jeans. In seconds she stood there in just a thong, unselfconscious, glowing, grinning. She slid into the silver top and skirt, smoothing the fabric over her hips, admiring herself in the mirror.
Claire turned away, trying to steady the sudden rush of heat in her chest. Sophie had always been shameless about changing in front of her. That was just Soph. Only now, with the glossy fabric hugging every curve, it felt different. Dangerous.
Sophie twirled, flashing the skirt. “Well? Too much?”
Claire swallowed hard. “Not at all.”
Sophie wrinkled her nose at her bare face. “No make-up. I look like a ghost.” She shot Claire a mischievous smile. “Let’s have a girly session. Like old times.”
Minutes later they sat side by side at the vanity, knees brushing. Claire steadied her hand with the mascara wand while Sophie leaned close, eyes half-lidded, lips parted. Their giggles filled the room, but beneath the laughter Claire’s pulse beat far too fast.
Then Sophie picked up the blusher brush. “Your turn,” she teased, dusting Claire’s cheeks.
Claire retaliated, brushing colour across Sophie’s skin, fingertips grazing her jaw. That tiny touch changed everything. Sophie stilled, watching her in the mirror.
Claire hesitated, suddenly aware of how soft her friend’s skin felt, how close their faces were. She had always known Sophie was the beautiful one, the one who caught every glance in a room. But now she noticed more: the warmth of her, the faint sweetness of perfume, the way her lips curved like a secret waiting to be told.
“You’re glowing,” Claire murmured before she could stop herself. “Your skin looks incredible. How do you do it?”
Sophie’s smile spread slowly, her voice dropping low. “A fun life. You know… enjoy it like a great ice cream. Every lick, every taste.”
Her tongue flicked across her lips in a playful, shameless mimicry of oral sex. She laughed, but her eyes never left Claire’s.
Claire’s breath caught. Heat bloomed in her chest, her thighs pressing together beneath the vanity. She forced a brittle laugh. “Yes, of course, Soph.”
Sophie leaned back, admiring her reflection. Lipstick now painted deep red, she was utterly transformed — no trace of the hoodie-clad girl, only a sultry, gleaming figure in silver.
Claire stood abruptly, fussing with the clutter on the vanity, desperate to break the tension. Sophie’s eyes travelled down her back, the shiny black dress hugging her shoulders, narrowing at the waist, then curving perfectly over her bum.
A wicked smile curved Sophie’s lips.


Chapter Three – Claire’s Conflict

Sophie tilted her head at the long mirror, the silver crop top and skirt catching every shard of light.
“Good?” she asked, almost casual — but her eyes never left Claire’s.
Claire tried to laugh it off. “You look… fine.”
Sophie grinned, fingers nudging the hem of the skirt. “They’d look even better with stockings. Got a pair I can borrow?”
Before Claire could object, Sophie was already at the drawer she’d raided a hundred times in their twenties. She fished out a pair of sheer black stockings and sat on the edge of the bed. One by one she drew them up, the fabric gliding along her calves, smoothing high up her thighs until the bands snapped into place.
Claire’s pupils widened before she realised it. Watching Sophie’s precise little adjustments felt indecent — far too intimate for best friends.
“Perfect,” Sophie murmured, admiring the contrast of silver above black silk.
Then her attention slid to the parcel bag. “What else did you sneak in here?”
Claire stiffened. “Sophie—”
Too late. Sophie pulled free a pair of shiny black panties, wet-glossy under the lamp. Her smile turned wicked. “Oh, these. Absolutely necessary.”
“That’s just… from the order,” Claire blurted. “They’re only to… complete the set.”
“Mmm.” Sophie’s gaze flicked up, amused. “I’m sure John would want you to show off the full package.”
The tease was light, but both of them knew — this wasn’t about John anymore.
Sophie moved back to the mirror. She set her hands at the hem of her skirt and, with teasing patience, began to raise it. Inch by inch. Each fold of metallic fabric caught the light like quicksilver. Her hips swayed as though to some private rhythm.
Claire’s breath thinned. More thigh. Then the perfect curve of Sophie’s bum above the stocking tops. Her eyes locked there before she could stop them.
Sophie hooked her thumbs into her thong. Red nails glimmered as she dragged it down, slow, deliberate. The faint, sticky sound of damp elastic snapped the air before she stepped free with exaggerated care.
“Soph! At least go behind the wardrobe door,” Claire managed.
“Don’t be silly.” Sophie’s laugh was soft, familiar. “You’ve seen me in worse states than this.”
She lifted the glossy panties and stepped in, one leg at a time over the stockings. She bent, then rose, sliding them up until they hugged her like a second skin. The band cut the faintest red line at her hips. She gave the back a playful snap, smoothing her palms around her bum before striking a pose — hip cocked, shoulders loose, lips wet under the lamp.
“Knew you’d make me look like a million dollars.”
Heat skittered through Claire’s body. She tried to look away — the carpet, the careless heap of Sophie’s jeans, thong, hoodie. For a heartbeat it felt like their friendship lay crumpled there too: easy, safe, unexamined. What faced her in the mirror now was new. Gleaming. Dangerous.
“This isn’t who I am,” Claire whispered. “I’ve been happily married twenty-five years. I’m straight. I can’t—”
Sophie stepped closer, every movement deliberate, the lamp finding every gleam of silver and black. Her voice dropped, husky with certainty.
“I can see you haven’t taken your eyes off me.”
A beat.
“And you’re standing to attention so hard through that dress you’re casting shadows.”
Claire’s gaze shot down — her nipples stood stiff and proud, pressing sharp against the glossy fabric. She gave a shaky laugh, but it didn’t change anything. The truth was already written across her body.
Sophie’s smile widened, eyes glinting in the glass. She could feel Claire’s defences crumbling, and she knew exactly how to make sure this became a moment neither of them would ever forget.
But this wasn’t just temptation. Sophie’s thighs were already slick, her pulse hot with need — yet what she wanted wasn’t another playful conquest. It was Claire. Always Claire. And if she mishandled this, she could lose her forever.


Chapter Four – The Kiss

Her hand slid down Claire’s arm, across her waist, lower still. Claire gasped. And then Sophie kissed her.
At first Claire turned her face away. “I can’t, Soph—”
But then, with a sudden surge, she caught Sophie’s face in her hands and kissed her back — hard, deep, her tongue plunging into Sophie’s mouth. Their lips crashed together, and Claire was lost. Sophie’s mouth was slick, sweet with fresh red gloss, the taste smearing across Claire’s lips, intoxicating and slippery. Their tongues tangled, wet and urgent, until strands of saliva stretched between them, glistening threads that clung and pulled before breaking. Droplets slid down over their mouths, tracing Claire’s chin, dampening Sophie’s skin with a gleam. It was raw, messy, and deliriously intoxicating — the kind of kiss that left nothing untouched.
Claire moaned into it, shuddering as the kiss deepened, her senses drowning in heat and colour.
When they finally broke apart, breathless, their faces were smeared and wild. Gloss and spit shone wet on their mouths, a thin string still trembling between them before snapping and sliding down Sophie’s chin. Claire swiped at her mouth instinctively, but the sight only made Sophie’s hunger sharpen — and Claire’s heart lurch.
Claire’s voice trembled. The words tumbled out in a rush:
“I’m married, with kids… I’m not a lesbian. I’m straight, Soph. I can’t do this.”
But Sophie could see the truth. The way Claire’s eyes lingered, dark and desperate, said everything her words tried to deny. Sophie knew her too well; she had always been able to read her, and now her eyes betrayed her.
Claire lowered her head, fingers twisting through her hair, chest heaving.
Sophie froze. Had she pushed too far? In an instant, her mind tore back through years of friendship — Claire sobbing after break-ups, Sophie holding her hair over the toilet after too much wine, the glow on her wedding day when Sophie had stood as bridesmaid, decades of laughter and secrets shared. And now… had she shattered it all?
Her heartbeat thundered with panic and hunger all at once. The need to taste Claire again, to fuck her in that shining black dress, pressed so fiercely against her ribs it made her dizzy. But what if she’d destroyed everything?
Claire lifted her head slowly, pushing hair back from her face. Sophie opened her mouth, ready to whisper I’m so sorry—
But Claire pressed a finger to her lips.
Her voice spilled out in a jagged rush, panic and frustration cutting through every word, as though she was fighting herself even as she yielded.
“Shhh… Sophie… oh fuck… fuck… fuck.”
She closed her eyes, dragging in a deep breath, then opened them again — gaze locking, blazing.
Her smile was small, wicked. Her eyes burned with pure desire.
“I want you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me now.”
Sophie exhaled, relief and arousal flooding through her in

