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A Pinch of Snuff
by Alcamia


Each ostentatious ruffle of the burgundy coloured skirt was edged with satin ribbon, and finished off by a magnificent bustle with a huge scarlet bow. I’d never seen such a lavish confection outside of Paris, and, naturally, I had to have it.


I stood with my face pressed to the glass of Madam Vernier’s boutique as my eyes moved over the complicated confection. The skirt had been fashioned by a skilled artisan and great care had gone into the choice of sumptuous fabric. If a piece of clothing could have called to me – a woman who was a self-styled clothing whore - this was it. I trembled with orgasmic longing from the tips of my toes to the roots of my hair.


It was always the same. The stroke of fabric aroused and inspired me to a fever pitch of sexual anticipation. In my opinion, there was nothing more titillating than the foreplay of fabric and how the various textures translated their sensory signals through my skin and thus to my quim.


Pushing open the door I stepped inside the establishment. I was recognised instantly, since I was a regular patron of Madam Vernier’s beautiful little treasure trove of tasteful and stylish clothing for the larger woman. I adored it all. Gloves, and bonnets, pretty little ruffled blouses and moreover corsetry and pantaloons. Oh yes! I have a profound love of undergarments too.


‘Miss Peabody,’ the pretty little assistant said, as stripping off my gloves I leant on the counter. ‘What a pleasure. How can we help you today?’


‘I’d like to take a look at the skirt in the window,’ I said breathlessly, placing my hand on my breast as I attempted to still my rapidly palpitating heart. ‘Would you oblige me by taking it off the model and letting me have a fitting.’


The girl smiled. ‘Why! Of course, I’ll get Madam Vernier and she’ll assist you.’


I tapped my shoe restlessly against the floor as I fondled my reticule and awaited the imposing madam. I was under no illusions. This fancy little confection would most definitely be expensive. Doubtless, it had been imported by Madam, from one of the fashion capitals of the world such as Paris or Milan. Madam prided herself on her bespoke and exceptional costumes and she scoured Europe buying up little treasures with which to bejewel her elegant boutique.


When Madam Vernier appeared, adjusting her glasses on her thin beak like nose, her face lit up. ‘Martha. How are you? I should have known you’d see the skirt as you seem to have a nose for a new item when I return from my travels.’ Then she appraised me up and down critically, taking in the voluminous swell of my hips and breasts. ‘It’s an exceptional piece and most women wouldn’t be able to carry it off. However, you, dear – well, that’s another matter. I’ve just come back from Paris, where I picked up one or two exceptional items which would suit the larger and more discerning woman. I have to say your figure’s perfect for it. For a larger woman you have such an exquisitely slim waist.’


Madam carefully removed the skirt off the mannequin and as she shook it out, it rustled its seductive song.


The moment I slipped the skirt on and I looked at myself in the mirror I felt the devil awaken in me. Madam gently fastened it, adjusting the flounces over my capacious hips and teasing out the thick ruffles and as she did so the tines of the devil’s pitchfork of desire stabbed irritatingly at my thighs and sex, starting my moistness and creating in me a vivid whirlpool of excitement. Without question I had to have the skirt.
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