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Florence didn't wear dresses often, so she was surprised by just how good this one looked and felt. It fitted so well, she was wondering if she had forgotten a trip to the maker to get measured. Her assistant knew her body very well, as a lover should. He had turned up with the dress specially for the event tonight, having had it made for her, based upon ideas they had come up with whilst planning it.

There was a full length mirror in a corner of the studio. Normally, when she was checking her reflection, she was naked, and looking for the lines to translate to clay or canvas. As she smoothed the material of the long dress over her thighs, she felt a thrill that nude posing didn't always deliver. She wore the dress just to have it removed, and that knowledge turned her on.

Again, she stroked the material. It was smooth, all the way down from her waist to her thighs. She wore nothing underneath, there would be no visible panty line, and everyone would know.

Of course, her plans didn't call for her to wear the long, green sheath dress for very long. The performance could start with her naked, but this was as much about putting on a show for her patrons as the finished artwork. Florence walked around the room, getting used to the fit of the dress. All she could do was sashay, because it restricted her movements. No-one was going to complain about that.

Florence's studio was large, with tall ceilings and large windows. The white walls, where they weren't covered in older works, kept it light, perfect for making art. Tonight, though, they had split it in two. She was sharing space with old works, naked versions of herself, rendered in different styles as she had experimented with ways to depict her body.

The big white curtain that split the studio parted in the middle, and Keith's head poked through. "The boys are here, the audience is ready and the cameras are all set up. Are you ready?" Florence's assistant said.

"What do you think? Am I ready?" She did a little twirl, letting the dress cling to her body and show off her curves.

"You are very ready. Should I do the introductions?"

"Yes.... No, come in here a second." Florence motioned to him as she slinked across the floor, and they met halfway between the mirror and the curtain. They kissed, and she reached down to feel the front of his light trousers. He wasn't wearing any underwear either, and she could feel how fat, heavy and excited he was.
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