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BAIT AND SWITCH
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There it was just hanging there, against the back wall of the As Time Goes By antique thrift shop in the Arts District, here in Las Vegas.

When I got off the bus, my intention was to walk in a straight line down one of the busiest streets in town. 

I was cool for a while until I saw the mural.

A woman lying nonchalantly on a plum-colored chaise lounge, carefully yet carelessly clothed in a thin violet-colored scarf, her elegant hand gestured toward the front door of the shop.

I was in a quandary because I loved her image, but I loathed crossing the street. 

Being Directionally Dyslexic is like playing “Marco Polo,” I’m “Marco,” and “Polo” is making it back to the bus stop; also, being Bi-Polar doesn’t help.

On this brilliant sunny winter day, I really wanted a Roman numeral desk clock, and this area was the only place where I was likely to find one as a murder weapon in a flash fiction piece I was working on.

I believe I set a land speed record crossing that intersection.

I let out two minutes’ worth of air inside the shop, where I garnered the attention of the older lady behind the counter, who asked me if I was alright. 

As I furiously nodded, “yes,” I saw it clearer over her left shoulder; that dress calmed me. 

The closer I walked toward her, I couldn’t quite get the color, was she Blush Mauve or Pearlescent Pink? 

Whatever color she was, she shimmered and sparkled at the same time. 

She was almost invisibly threaded and oh so lightweight, like air itself, and I had to have her.

From the front, she was lovely, but her back was- Oh My God, where was it? 

There was literally a drop to what will be my ass. Should I buy this dress? 

I mean, from my shoulder blades to my hip bones, there would be more skin than fabric and falling mere inches below my “secret garden.”

This is definitely a standing around the room dress. She was a “come and get it” dress and I did not have a pair of “fuck me” heels yet. 

Then I spotted them, a pair of boots that a Dominatrix must have died with on because no one just gives those things away. 

Surprisingly, not leather but creamy soft suede and light violet, practically the same color as the scarf on the barely clad mural model.

I came in for a Roman numeral desk clock and walked out with a “Dammit, I’m fucking hot!” ensemble. 

Now, which way is that bus stop?  
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THE DRESS
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To call me a “dress” is to call a Jaguar a “car,” a Tiffany diamond a “bauble,” a Louboutin stiletto a “shoe” I was envisioned as a “One-Off” an original for one woman’s body. 

I was born to adorn the body of a star, not a starlet. I was created to put every chandelier to shame. I was to make the sun run to bed.

My Creator and his previous creations were on display all that week in of all places, a museum. 

But not just any museum, “The Museum” the one and only, Museum Of Modern Art- MOMA!

I was to be revealed, like the star herself, by the star herself, on the night of THE FASHION event of every year! 

Making you glad to be alive with eyesight, in person or digitally. 

I was to make camera manufacturers glad to be in business, and fashion photographers thank their higher powers that they chose wisely.

I was not so much made as I was virtually born. I am not fabric sewn together; I am delicate, barely visible threads woven to form shadow and light, unique to the female form. 

I am not to be draped, fitted, or cinched onto a woman’s body.

I gently lay upon her skin. She feels me as she breathes, I am the music, she is the dance, and we move in synch. 

Her waist bends, I caress, her hips move, I sway, her breasts swell, and I yield.

I am ravishing as she is ravished. I mold and shape her movements. 

She is not the life of the party- she is the party!

The soiree’ men would do anything to be invited to attend, and women would do everything not to be. 

Throughout time it dawned upon humanity that I am not just a dress. I am THE DRESS to be acquired at any price. 

I have been bought and paid for in many ways, as the types of currency have changed, my status has not.

Whatever human female body I mold and adorn myself onto, she becomes the object of the utmost sexual desire to the male body. 

Blood has been spilled- both friend and foe, stranger and kin, accidentally and quite on purpose.  

Men are desperate to possess me for the woman- who sets his mind, heart, soul, and loins on fire. 

Every woman not fortunate enough to feel my power against her skin has tried to destroy me in a variety of ways. 

But to their misfortune, I re-appear, usually in another era of time, more sexually charged than the last, either overtly or subversively.

The woman who must have me at any price is rewarded by becoming the “Queen Bee” of her personal honey hive, with males buzzing around her. 

To service her every beck and call- especially the ones she didn’t even call. 

Falling at her feet so that they don’t dare touch the ground, to have their face be her throne, sacrificing everything and anything, for the privilege to touch the thigh where my hem effortlessly lay. 

I was once unceremoniously ripped apart. As I lay in a languid pool on shag carpeting, I awakened whole -as always- to a man singing. 

I was on his body, but I couldn’t quite mold myself to him. He was lacking substance in some places and not lacking enough in others. 

Yet droves of men still came to adore and lust after me. 

I am still THE DRESS, no matter whose body I’m molding and shaping myself onto.

Now in this era of COVID-19, I cannot leave this space, and because of “Social Distancing,” being touched with reverence and respect is impossible, but one day I will once again be adored live- not via a lens.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


DATE NIGHT
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I’m quite intentional about every phase of date night with myself, starting with getting dressed.

Tonight I’m wearing a silk purple and gray long-sleeved paisley print jumpsuit; with a deep “v” in the front and back, with barely visible zippered pockets. 

Plus, a thin white gold chain link belt that has a small crystal embedded heart dangling on my left thigh.

Underneath, I wear a spaghetti strap, fishnet high-thigh cut bodysuit in black, making for a striking contrast. 

Also, my recently purchased dark gray suede three-inch stack heeled ankle boots complete my sexy yet comfortable ensemble.  

I always hire a luxury car with a driver. I like a female driver dressed in a tuxedo; to open the door and help me in and out at my destinations and to wait until I re-emerge.
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