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Adult Content Warning

 


This story contains sexually explicit acts involving
consenting adults. It is not intended for minors under the age of
eighteen.


 


The Art Walk

 


“We’re bridesmaids,” the girl says, smiling
at Evan who is standing in front of a free standing doorframe
adorned with a veil, behind which is a dress back covering the
whole frame. Down the middle of the dress are a series of small
closely spaced buttons.

“Move the veil and unbutton the dress,” the
other bridesmaid says.

Evan begins to unbutton the dress. “Is this
performance art?”

“It’s more of an installation, with a little
performance.”

“It feels quite erotic; I mean, undoing the
dress.”

The girls smile. As he unbuttons the dress,
Evan sees a corset – at least the suggestion of a corset –
stretched across the door frame.

“Unlace it,” the girl says. “Then you step
through the door frame.”

“Is that a metaphor?”

“If you want it to be.”

“I’d rather there was a woman wearing this
corset.”

“Use your imagination,” the girl says.

There are other people in the room looking at
other installations and photographs.

“I’m getting quite turned on,” Evan says,
dropping his voice, unlacing the corset.

“Did you make this?”

“We both did.”

The girls are both wearing identical
turquoise dresses. They are tall, one with long blonde hair, the
other with short dark hair.

Evan looks from girl to girl. The blonde girl
looks at Evan, then at her friend, then at Evan.

“Come for a drink with us after the Art Walk.
Our place. 84 Main. Just down the street. Apartment 4. Eleven. I
don’t want to go out dressed as a bridesmaid.”

“Sure, I’ll pick up some wine. I’ll get some
bread and cheese, too.”

 


~ ~ ~

 


“That was fun,” Evan says.

“The Art Walk?”

“All of it: the exhibitions, the video
portraits, your installation.”

The blonde girl, Sadie, is sitting on the
couch opposite Evan in her bridesmaid’s dress. Evan can hear the
shower. The other girl.

“Kim said she was all sweaty,” Sadie says,
smiling.

They’re drinking wine. It’s a large studio
apartment at the top of an old building. Very arty. Lots of photos,
mini-sculptures, wall hangings, soft lighting.

Kim comes out of the shower. She’s naked.

“Sadie, hon, can you put some moisturizer on
me, I’m beat.”

“Kim is very European, all nakedness around
the house.”

Evan looks at Kim’s body in the soft light.
Her skin is smooth and white, her legs long, and her breasts full.
He feels a stirring.
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