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Tracy and Gemma had been flatmates for about a year but they had been friends since the second year of university.  They got along fine but Tracy had always been the extrovert and Gemma was used to playing second fiddle.

They both had on and off boyfriends but neither of them had really settled and more often than not they would go to a movie or out for a pizza together.

That Friday evening Tracy had declared that she needed a new dress for a work thing.  Her team was getting some kind of award at a fancy dinner in town and Tracy wanted to look glamorous but professional.  With her bobbed hair and petite figure it should have been easy to pull of but she insisted that Gemma come along and consult.

After four different stores Gemma exclaimed “You are just going to have to pick something and make it work.  We can’t keep doing this all day!”  Sensing her friend’s frustration Tracy resolved to try harder in the department store they had just entered.

They went up to the fifth floor and Tracy selected three different dresses to try.  “Come in with me Gem, I need to see how it looks,” said Tracy.  Gemma looked at her, head on one side, “you know you are allowed out of the changing room to walk around; I can see it better then.”

“Oh, don’t be a prude come in and help.” so saying Tracy grabbed Gemma’s wrist and drew her into the changing rooms.

There was a fair but of space and the store was certainly not busy.  The installed themselves with the dresses behind the heavy curtain and Tracy hung up her coat then slipped out of her jeans and top.

Gemma had seen Tracy in her underwear before flitting though the flat but never in such intimate surroundings.  She felt her nipples starting to stiffen and took a breath.  She knew that deep down there was an unspoken whisper of carnal attraction there which she had never admitted.  Now however was not the time.

Tracy had donned the first dress.  It was shapeless, with no waist, material that would crease as soon as you moved and in an unflattering colour.  Gemma said so.  “Wow, don’t hold back will you Gem!  But, no, you’re right it is awful!  What about this?!  She held up a dress in a shiny pale blue that reminded Gemma of mermaids and spacesuits.  “Well it’s eye catching alright.  Pop it on.”

Tracys changed into the new dress.  As she bent down taking off the first one Gemma could not resist watching her movements.  As she reached down at the bottom of her bend the cups of Tracy’s bra opened just enough to glimpse the top of a soft nipple.  Another little surge hit Gemma, this one deep and low in her belly.  She could now imagine a tiny damp patch forming in her pants.

“Well?” Tracy was asking as she spun around shocking Gemma out of her reverie.  “Oh, yes much better.  But with the way that fabric clings if you want to wear that you’re going to have to buy some slinky undies.  All the seams and everything are showing.”

Tracy peered into the mirror turning left and right looking over her shoulders, “Yeah, I see that.  Tell you what let’s see what happened if I go commando.”  With that the dress was off again and Tracy was looking behind her at Gemma, “Just unclip my bra, will you?”

Gemma reached out and unclipped the strap working on autopilot and scarcely daring to breath.  The bra went on the chair and Tracy’s beautiful B cup boobs were free.  Gemma could see them in the mirror.  Then Tracy pushed her pants down of her hips bending from the waist which just opened her bum cheeks enough for Gemma to see the shadow of her bum hole and a whisp of pubes.  She caught her breath, “You, you look so beautiful and smooth!” she gasped out.  “Aww, thanks Gem” said Tracy as she slipped the dress back on.

The look of the dress was certainly transformed.  No more lumps and bumps just smooth shimmering surfaces.  As Tracy turned for them to admire the result it was clear that her nipples were going to get into the room sometime ahead of the rest of her.  “It’s, lovely” Gemma croaked out.

“I need to know how smooth it really is, you know to reassure me it will be OK.  Could you justyou’re your hands over it?  Pleease...” Tracy wheedled.  Gemma could feel her hands tingling, or was it shaking?  She started at Tracy’s shoulders and lightly smoothed the material across them.  “Come on Gem” urged Tracy.

“Right” thought Gemma and stroked her hands smoothly down Tracy’s back then over her bum, which was small and rounded and just perfect as she had often noticed.  Her hands seemed to take on a life of their own as they swept slowly down Tracy’s legs then back up again, under the dress.  Gemma was not engaging any part of her mind beyond her long-padlocked libido.  Before she knew it one hand was on Tracy’s bare bum and the other (how had this happened?) was pushed right into the folds of her pussy.

Gemma gasped and pulled her hands away, practically in tears with apology.  Tracy turned quickly and simply grabbed her head and pulled her into a deep, long, tongue-writhing kiss.  Gemma was still holding her hands out to the sides to show she wasn’t touching anything when Tracy finally broke the kiss.  “My god, I loved that, I love you.  You have no idea the literal years I have waited for that spark to catch fire!!  I have engineered a dozen, a hundred opportunities, and you never quite jumped, but this is magic!”
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