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Movements


Michael Hemmingson


I. Suite for an End to a Marriage


The first time I saw my wife fucking another man, she was by our Jacuzzi the night of The Party. I was fairly convinced it would be the last party we’d throw as husband and wife.


Actually, she was with two men. One was a fellow I didn’t know and he was fucking her from behind – his large, hairy hands tightly grasping her hips in an attempt to control the backward thrust of her pelvis as if she were a wild animal. The other one (my best friend) had his dick in her mouth. She was taking this dick down her throat pretty deep, and he was no bigger than myself. She never did that for me. Maybe she never liked my dick; and this is something I could believe, given the recent sour circumstances of our marriage.


“I don’t think I’m in love with you anymore,” she told me three months before. I was trying to have sex with her. Her pussy was dry like a dry cunt. Finally she pushed my hand away and said she didn’t want to. We hadn’t made love in quite a while.


“What do you mean?”


“Is it hard to understand?” she said. “How can I illustrate it any better? I don’t think I’m in love with you anymore.”


“I see,” I said.


“No,” she said, “you don’t.”


We tried the marriage counselor routine, and that only proved to drive us further apart, snickering at all the flowery, New Age suggestions the counselor was trying to sell us.


“What a fucking waste of money,” my wife said.


Her name is Beryl, by the way.


I stood there, looking out the kitchen window, and watched Beryl fuck. The one who was my best friend, his name is Art.


I wasn’t surprised. The night seemed to be heading for this. Beryl was on the warpath to have sex with someone – other than me.


“I’m feeling frisky tonight,” she said when she pulled me aside during The Party.


She was drunk. I told her so.


“So I’m drunk” she said, “and I’m feeling good.”


I wasn’t feeling good. “Thanks for the information.”


“I just want you to know,” she said, “that I might do something wild, I might do something sexy, and I don’t want you to get in the way.”


“I won’t,” I said.


“I don’t want you to get in the way of my being happy.”


“I won’t,” I said.


It started, I suppose, with her dance – or striptease. She put on some electronic music, the kind that gives me a headache. I don’t know where she got this music. She began to dance, and had an audience of men cheering as she lifted her skirt and flashed her panties; when she opened her blouse and exposed her tits. She had small, pointed, brown breasts. She was a tall, slender woman with long legs and tanned skin and straight blond hair, a very appealing woman to many men.


“That’s some wife of yours!” someone said to me, slapping me on the back.


“Yeah,” I said.


Beryl had stripped down to her thong. Drunken hands groped for her. One pair of hands belonged to Art. Beryl giggled and ran out back and jumped into the Jacuzzi.


Watching her fuck, I knew it was the hottest sight I’d ever viewed. It was better than watching a porno: this was real.


I wasn’t the only person watching, either. Several men, some I knew, some I didn’t, moved toward the threesome. I moved with them. We were all like mesmerized cattle.


Two months ago I was sitting in a bar with Art. We were on our fourth or fifth drinks.


“I think Beryl and I are getting a divorce,” I said.


“You think?” Art said.


“Probably,” I said. “She doesn’t love me anymore.”


“No.”


“Yes.”


“No.”


“She said this.”


“Do you still love her?” he asked.


“I’m not sure,” I said. “I think I do.”


“What went wrong? You two used to be the happy fun couple.”


“I’m not sure,” I said. “I think she might be having an affair.”


“You think?”


“I wouldn’t put it past her.”


When Beryl was done with Art and the man I didn’t know, she started having sex with two other men. The Party was becoming something else. Other people departed – old friends giving me strange looks. Someone said, “You didn’t say this was going to turn into an orgy.” It was past one in the morning anyway, the time for most parties to start winding down.


Art, with his clothes back on, passed me.


I grabbed his arm.


“Hey,” he said softly.


I just looked at him.


“We should talk,” he said.


“Yeah,” I said.


The Party was over, people were gone. Four a.m. I lay in bed, listening to my wife taking a bath. The door was unlocked. I went in. She stared at me. She was sitting in the tub, water and soap all around her. She started to say something, I held up a finger to stop her. I unzipped my pants and showed her my hard prick.


“Do you plan to do something with that?” she said.


“I have some ideas,” I said.


“You look all worked up.”


“I am that,” I said.


“I haven’t seen your dick that bulging and red since . . . since we first met.”


I approached her, my body shaking. “Did you like fucking those men tonight?”


Softly, “You know I did.”


“I could tell. I haven’t seen you fuck like that since . . . since we first met.”


She said, “Did you like me fucking those men?”


I grabbed Beryl’s head. I was fast and she was surprised. I pushed her face into my crotch. I bunched up her slick wet hair in my fists, like I was angry. I was more horny than angry, or on a fine line that crosses both conditions. She took my cock in her mouth. I wondered how many loads of come she’d swallowed this evening. Mine would be just another. Beryl pulled my pants down and grabbed at the flesh of my ass, yanking me forward, so that I was partially in the water with her, getting wet . . .


In bed, I asked her how long she’d been fucking Art. I knew that tonight wasn’t the first time – the way they were with each other: that familiarity of the body. Beryl said, “For a while now.”


II. Sonata for a New Phase in Marriage


The three of us were in the Jacuzzi. This was inevitable, this had to happen; I knew it, Beryl knew it, Art knew it.


We’d had dinner. It was a quiet dinner. I savored every bite of the mushroom sautéed chicken Beryl had prepared, the scalloped potatoes that reminded me of being a child and eating Mother’s well-cooked meals. It was a warm night. Beryl suggested we relax in the Jacuzzi, drink wine. Art wanted beer. Beryl drank wine. We got naked, acting like excited, modest teenagers doing something daring and naughty, and went into the water.


It was a clear night out, a lot of stars.


I was also drinking wine.


“That’s Mars up there.” Beryl pointed at the sky, to a bright star with a red tint.


“Think there’s life up there?” Art said.


“Mars? Or elsewhere?”


“Mars.”


“Sure,” she said.


“What do you think?” Art asked me.


“As long as they don’t invade us,” I said, “I don’t care.”


“I’m glad you’re not mad,” he said.


“I’m not mad,” I said. “I keep telling myself I should be. But I’m not.”


“It’s good that you’re not,” Beryl said. “It means you’re growing. It means you’re moving in the direction I am, and that makes me happy.”


Art waded through the water in her direction. She giggled. He backed her against the Jacuzzi wall. They kissed. I sipped my glass of wine and watched him kiss her. I watched him lift her body up, sit her on the edge of the Jacuzzi, spread her legs, and go down on her. Beryl liked this. She ran her fingers through his wet hair and made familiar sounds of pleasure. I knew those sounds like a distant cousin one has fond memories of. She leaned back, propping herself on her elbows, and let Art work his tongue between her legs, his hairy hands rubbing her stomach and breasts. She looked at me and said, “Come here and stick that dick in my mouth.”


I got out of the water. The hair on my body was matted, I was dripping. I liked walking about like this, my cock pointing the way. I crouched before Beryl so she could take me in her mouth as Art continued to eat her pussy, grunting sounds coming from his throat.


We then moved away from the Jacuzzi to a lounge chair, where she sucked on us both: Art and I standing close, almost touching, Beryl going from one cock to another. I could smell Art’s body. I could smell the musk from his crotch, and I wondered if I was emitting any odors he could sense. Needless to say, the smell of sex permeated the immediate air around us.


We took turns fucking my wife. Art went first. I wanted to watch them; watching them made me want her all the more.


“Whore,” I whispered in her ear when it was my turn.


“Yeah,” she said, “talk dirty to me.”


When we went to the bed, Beryl wanted us both inside her at the same time. “One in my kitty,” she said with a seductive voice, touching herself, “and one in my booty.”


“I have hope for us,” she said later.


We were lying in bed alone. The sex had been good. I remembered a night, not a month ago, when we were in bed together and she had said, “We should just have wild sex right now, that’d solve all our problems,” but neither of us could do it.


“That’s good,” I said.


“I really do.” She kissed me.


I kissed her back.


“I feel so sexual, so alive again. I want to fuck more men. I want to fuck a lot of men. I love you. Will you help me do this?”


She could have done it by herself, or with Art, but she wanted me involved, and I wanted to be involved. And Art, of course, wished to be there too.


It started with the gang bang. Art made the arrangements for this, being the resourceful fellow that he is, getting the guys Beryl had fucked at The Party together for another go at it. There were nine of them in all, more than I had originally imagined. Had my wife really fucked nine men that night? I suppose so. Ten, including Art. Eleven, including me.


If I should ever think that what happened was just a wild fantasy, or a dream, I have the evidence on videotape. It was, yes, Art’s idea to capture this night for posterity. When he suggested it to Beryl, she got this wild look in her eyes and said, “Yes.” I was beginning to know that look better and better. I wanted her to say no. I wanted her to say no because I liked the idea myself.


(A number of times, alone, feeling lonely, thinking of the life I once had, I will put that tape into the VCR and watch. I will watch my wife fuck all those men in a single session, fucking in every combination possible.


Others have watched her. Hundreds, thousands, all over the world. This is really what this story is about.)


It was Art’s idea – again – to create a Web site and place stills from the gang-bang video on it. He created the Web page and allowed people to access it for free. In a matter of days, the site was getting thousands of hits. Art said this was a combination of posting stills to various news groups with sexual themes, and the help of a number of search engines.


After a month, he – or we – announced that the whole video-tape could be purchased for $34.95.


In a matter of weeks, two thousand orders came in.


First we were just some people doing kinky things, and now we were in business.


We were, I guess you can say, pornographers.


III. Solo in the Jacuzzi, with Memory


I was alone in the Jacuzzi. It was another clear night. That red star was indeed Mars. I stared at it. I wanted to go there. I wondered what sex life was like on Mars.


In the bedroom, in the house, Art and Beryl were fucking. He had been fucking her in the ass when I had left, and came out here, turned on the jet streams, and sat in the warm bubbling water. I closed my eyes while looking up.


In the water, I thought about the two of them. I pictured his cock going in and out of her butt, the muscles of her sphincter contracting with each thrust. As I thought of this, I started to become aroused. The image in my head was far more enticing than returning to the bedroom and seeing and smelling it. In my mind, I was the director, I was in control, and I made my own movie of the act.


I also pictured scenes from the night of The Party.


I touched myself. I had my cock in my hand under the water, and I began to jack off.


I watched my semen clump in the water and float to the top, getting caught in a whirlwind of bubbles, spinning around, blending in with water and chlorine.


Intermission


How We Met


I met Beryl at the recital of an experimental cellist; he was on tour for his new CD. In the first half of his performance, he presented classical pieces by Debussy and Mozart. I had difficulty listening – I kept glancing at the blond woman who was sitting alone, across from me in the small concert hall. She was wearing black slacks and a white cotton blouse. She kept looking at me as well. We talked during the intermission. Small talk: what do you think of the cellist? Oh, he’s good. We sat together for the second half, and the cellist presented his own iconoclastic work, hooking his instrument to microphones, adding special effects, or playing along with a tape full of strange sounds. Toward the end, he did a manic solo and broke two strings. After, I asked the blond woman – Beryl – if she’d like to go get some coffee. “No,” she said, “but how about a beer?” Two months later, we were living together. Six months later, we were married.


IV. Quartet


“We’ve been approached with a business deal,” Art said on the phone. Beryl and I were on separate phones in different rooms, listening together.


“Go on,” she said.


He said, “There’s this couple – here in the city – who have a successful on-line business. They do the same as us: sell videos and pix of them fucking, or the wife fucking some guys. Then they started to make and distribute vids of other couples. Acting as distributors, growing their business. You know. They came across our Web site, and they want Beryl. I mean, they can sell five times the amount of videos we do. Or so they say.”


“What does this mean?” I said.


“More money,” Art said.


“More money,” Beryl said, “sounds good to me.”


This couple – Fred and Donna – invited the three of us for dinner to talk about the possibility of a business venture. Art drove in his own car and was late. Beryl and I were both nervous and we didn’t know why.


They had a nice, modestly furnished suburban house, not the kind of place you’d think a big Internet porn outfit would be located. Fred and Donna were also the kind of couple you might see at a PTA meeting – almost conservatively dressed, quiet, and friendly. They were in their late thirties, attractive and unassuming.


Over dinner, we talked about our lives, not sex.


I wondered why I was here. I was expecting drugs, hard booze, triple-X love acts.


Fred suggested we go to the water.


They also had a Jacuzzi, but this one could fit ten people. It was very nice and spacious. Fred and Donna disrobed before us and got in. Donna was a bit on the chubby side, but had a magnificent tan and silicone-enhanced breasts. Fred, I was quick to notice, didn’t have a hair on his well-muscled body, and his dick had to be ten inches long.


Art stripped and jumped in. Beryl and I took our clothes off slowly, still uncertain, and joined the party.


We were all drinking champagne, by the way. It always begins with some kind of party.


“You have a great body,” Donna said to Beryl.


“Thank you,” Beryl said.


“I’d love to fuck you,” Donna said.


“I’m not bi,” Beryl said.


“Too bad,” Donna said. “But maybe Fred can fuck you. I like to watch him fuck other women.”


“Sounds good to me.” Beryl laughed.


“You got a look-see at his tool?” Donna said.


“Oh, yes,” Beryl said. “I wonder if I could take it.”


“It takes some getting used to,” Donna said. “His cock is very nice.”


“Yeah,” Beryl said.


Art and I looked at each other.


“Let’s talk business,” Fred said.


“Let’s,” Art said.


“This past year,” Fred said, “we’ve cleared three million in sales.”


I almost choked on my champagne. Beryl did.


“You’re shitting me,” Art said.


“No,” Fred said.


Donna smiled. “We’ll make more each year.”


“Porn is the backbone of e-commerce,” Fred said, “and the amateur market is in a boom. A huge boom. There are dozens, hundreds of people like us making a living off pleasure. We have something many people out there want.”


“Intimacy,” Donna said, “and love.”


“This business saved our marriage,” Fred said. He drew Donna close to him. They held each other. They kissed. “We wouldn’t be together now,” he went on. “It added . . . excitement. It delivered us from an absolutely dull life, the same thing day after day. You know what I mean.”


“I was ready to leave him,” Donna said. “I wanted something more.”


“We both did,” Fred said.


“And we found it,” Donna said.


Beryl and I looked at each other. I moved to kiss her. She kissed me. Art looked away.


“We like what you have,” Donna said.


“We can get rich together,” Fred said.


“I like the sound of that,” Beryl said.


“Me too,” I said.


Fred said, “So let’s fuck and seal the deal.”


We all laughed.


“Hey, buddy,” Fred said to Art, “there’s a camera in the house, and a light. Why don’t you get it.”


Art nodded and got out of the water. He looked lonely, walking away wet and naked. I can’t say that I felt sorry for him.


Donna moved to me, and Beryl moved to Fred. I took Donna’s large breasts in my hands and rubbed them. Her pink nipples were pointing at me. Beryl was stroking Fred’s big dick and she said something like, “Oh, my.” He sat on the edge of the spa, and Beryl did her best to take him in her mouth.


“You want me to suck your dick too?” Donna whispered. “What do you want me to do? I’ll do anything, anything.”


Art set up the camera.


Donna and I got out of the water to fuck. I had her on her back, her thick legs on my shoulders. She smelled strongly of perfume. She reached up and bit my nipple as I fucked her. Beryl was still sucking on Fred.


“Hey,” Fred said, turning to me with a smile. “I think I’m about to come in your wife’s mouth.”


Art didn’t join us. As he operated the video camera, he jerked off. He was now an observer. I could see it on his face: something was missing. He looked lonely and I didn’t care.


V. Epilogue


Our hair was still wet when we got in the car. We were electrified. The sex had been good, the idea of success even better.


I touched my wife’s face.


“We don’t need Art,” she said.


“I was thinking the same thing.”


“Our marriage will work, won’t it?”


“I hope so.”


“We can be as happy and wealthy as Donna and Fred.”


I wanted to say that we were Donna and Fred. We’d just made love to our mirror images, and it was caught on tape.


I started the car.


“Turn on the heater,” Beryl said. “I don’t want to catch cold.”


I did, and as we drove, the warmth started at our feet and moved up our bodies and to our faces. We were holding hands the whole way.


Home, our hair dry, we went into our own Jacuzzi and fucked in the water and under the stars, and there was only us, and it was very nice again, for a while.




THE DRESS


Michael Hemmingson


Finding the Dress


THIS IS THE season for Christmas parties – the big one for us is my wife’s office party, thrown by the publisher for all the employees; from the head honchos, VPs, marketing, editorial, publicity, right down to the janitors and interns. It was usually attended by somewhere between fifty and a hundred people. We’d gone for a number of years now. Time was when Ashley was conscious of her role as a member of the publicity department, so she arranged herself conservatively, in subdued colors and dress lengths ending at or perhaps just slightly above the knee. All very tasteful and dignified – and pretty. A few years ago, one of the editors, a woman, appeared at the Christmas party in a short red dress with spaghetti straps that had everyone’s eyes flying out their sockets like cannonball dare-devils in a circus. According to my wife, people talked about her and that dress until the next Christmas party. Last year, I suggested to Ashley that the pleasant reception the hot dress received should indicate she need not be so concerned about her “station” in the company; and she could attire herself a bit more – creatively. I persuaded her on one of my favorites from her wardrobe; it would be sufficiently conservative in terms of coverage to satisfy the stodgier types, but by its constitution eye-catching. This was a red leather ensemble: short leather jacket with long sleeves and a modest mini-length leather skirt ending a few inches above the knee. Both zipped up the side. Under this she wore a lace bodysuit without a bra, so the jacket worn open would allow anyone, who cared to notice, to observe she was braless, without showing her breasts. That outfit worked fine. No one blanched, but a number of the women employees whispered compliments about how great she looked. Ashley liked that a lot.


In anticipation of the upcoming party, I looked through her wardrobe again, to see what kind of interesting attire I might suggest she wear. I found that without repeating the leather ensemble there was nothing of comparable excitement.


So I went shopping.


I shopped a long time before latching onto what I thought was the perfect choice. It was a slinky floor-length sheath made of a glittery silver stretch fabric. I could tell it would gently cling to her curves from shoulders to hips, then fall in a straight line to the floor. The cling would be enough to show panty lines, easy to persuade her to go sans underwear. Then, besides cutting a dazzling figure for everyone else to look at, I could enjoy the extra closeness of her oh-so-thinly clad skin as we danced. I also bought this other dress, but The Other Dress is different from The Dress.


And as I was ready to declare victory and head for home, I saw it – The Dress.


I stared at it a long time, like a gawker’s first sight of human gore on a bad freeway accident. But I left the store, thinking it was too much for the party. Halfway out the mall, I said to myself, the hell with it; she may not want it, but I have to see her in it.


I went back. I looked at it a long time. I was preparing myself for worship. It was close fitting at the neck, and had simple short sleeves. No fancy cut-outs or anything like that. Just brazenly bold looking, and so very short. I got out my mental measuring tape and moved close to it. I knew it measured out a full inch shorter than the shortest dress in her wardrobe, a dress she would wear only under a long coat until we were safely away from our conservative neighborhood. The possibilities were wonderful. It was made of a slightly stretchy but strong festooning fabric with a rather open weave and decorated with fine vertical bands of black. It was unlined, but looked opaque. Actually it was not opaque – more a bit like those tan-thru swim suits. Those suits are actually fairly transparent, but they are printed with bold patterns to confuse the eye. If you saw someone in a plain, unpatterned tan-thru suit, you would clearly see all their worldly goods. Same here. The fabric was not thin, but the weave was sufficiently open that if it were not so boldly spangled, you’d be able to see through it with relative ease.


I had to see her in it, so I bought it and put it with my other items, and went home – for my private fashion show.


That night, I sat down with Ashley and explained my thoughts on her existing wardrobe and the upcoming party, and that as sort of an advance Christmas present I’d bought a number of dresses for her to try. Everything returnable, no fragile male egos on the line – I just wanted to do something nice for her. We were in our nice mode these days, looking for alternatives from ennui and stupid arguments contained in many marriages five years down the line and older. The night we both brought up divorce was the night we decided our lives had to be different. We were becoming boring and old, and neither Ashley nor myself wanted that.


She said she appreciated that and proceeded to strip. It’s almost a rule that clothes I buy for her are intended to be worn without underwear, so these occasional modeling sessions begin with her getting naked. We began with a flouncy little mini I’d purchased just for fun. She liked it. We moved to the floor-length silver-spangled gown that slid onto her very nicely. She looked great in it. She liked it.


Of The Other Dress, she just said, “And where am I supposed to wear that?”


Then I brought out The Dress, smiling, feeling anxious. She asked, “Where’s the rest of it?” and “You bought this for the party?”


I explained how I’d been so enthralled I had to get it; she could keep it or not, wear it or not as she wished.


She nodded and put it on. I could see immediately – see it in her eyes – that she liked the feel of it. It fit her like a queen who knows her head was made for the jeweled crown of her sovereignty.


She looked at me; I looked at her. I was smiling with wantonness; she was smiling self-absorbedly, smoothing The Dress to her body. She started swaying her hips a little, side to side; licked her finger, touched her ass and said; “TSSSSssssssssssssssstt.” Hot indeed. She started walking around the room, laying her hands on different parts of herself; her sides, her tummy, her hips. She walked to the patio door and studied her reflection there, the mirror image. She turned to me and said, “It’s kinda short.”


I later checked out more carefully just how short it was. In the front it stopped eight inches above the top of her kneecap (yes, I measured this time with a tape, not my mind). In back it was a little more difficult to ascertain; I’d say it stopped about an inch and a half below the thighbuttock crease; short enough that if she raised her arms over her head in a good early-morning stretch, her whole cunt and half her derrière were exposed. She continued turning this way and that, then turned to me again.


She said “I could wear this.”


I thought we might keep it for one of our risqué private dates. I didn’t think she’d actually wear it to the corporate Christmas party. We practiced slow dancing, sitting and standing, et cetera. With her arms around my neck in slowdance position, The Dress rode up high enough that the bottom edge of her ass was exposed. Sitting, she remained decent if she tugged on the hem as she sat and got up again; if she forgot, she sat bare-assed on the chair with daylight on her cunt, so that crossing her legs couldn’t extinguish this, and getting up again flashed more cotton-tail.


We both agreed that as hot as this dress was without underwear, for the corporate party she would need panty hose. But we also agreed to inaugurate The Dress properly (i.e. butt naked underneath) in a more private date very soon.


The next day we re-modeled in the strong morning sun, just to be sure that things still looked cool. There was an added bonus I hadn’t noticed before. The fabric of The Dress had some properties, as I had noted previously, similar to tan-thru suits. That didn’t really matter much because The Dress clung so nicely to all her curves except the space between her legs. In the bright sun, if she were standing at the right angle, the actual transparency of the material made itself apparent, revealing a shadowy but unmistakable view of her twat, with just enough definition to define the furrow between her labia, and a tousling of blonde pubic hair.


The Other Dress


The Other Dress is one of the three I bought for Ashley to try. I ended up returning the spangly floor-length number because it didn’t go well with her skin tone. The appeal of The Other Dress takes a little explaining because it is somewhat subtle.


I find that the artistry in barely-acceptable exhibitionism lies in revealing without appearing to be revealing, or in not being revealing when appearances suggest otherwise; what I mean is playing with people’s minds. The trick is to be subtle enough so in the interval of time one has passing encounters with strangers, the unsuspecting stranger is left uncertain as to whether s/he has been treated to a peek or not. And, if possible, those who do realize they are seeing something forbidden should be left thinking not that they’ve been flashed, but they, the observers, have somehow invaded the privacy of the exhibitant; their own sense of decorum and social order can be used against them, leading them into a kind of denial; thus, they ignore the “bare” facts of what they see (Orwellian doublethink, you see) – and in fact become conspirators in the act.


Part of this artistry lies in playing with light. For example, in choosing garments such that in the typical low light of a bar or other night spots not much is seen; but in this or that pocket of bright light a sight emerges to behold. Another aspect lies in the sense of touch, or what I like to think of as virtual touch. I liked Ashley to go without underwear – not so much to flash her privates, which was not in her comfort zone, but to smooth the look and feel of her body through her clothes. This enhances the degree to which her clothes fit her body, so as we danced, for example, I could let my hands follow the smooth contours of her body more closely and without interruption. As I did this, it also encouraged observers to follow those contours with their eyes and minds – and wonder.


The Other Dress played on these themes. To see it on her from some moderate distance, it looked little out of the mainstream, not really remarkable. It was solid black without any pattern, cut-outs, or other decoration; and pulled over her head without any buttons, hooks, whatever. It fit closely at the neck and was sleeveless, falling in a smooth line from her neck all the way to her ankles, with a walking slit in back from the ankle up to a few inches below the knee. It was sufficiently clingy, if you are inclined to think that way, to remind you a bit of Morticia of the Addams Family; even more so because Ashley has such fine pale skin. It also occurred to me that it would look wonderful with her elbow-length black evening gloves.


Part of the beauty of this dress was that it had an unusually flat finish, in the sense of flat versus glossy. Although clingy, even where the fabric was stretched over her various curves, the fabric did not become shiny; it absorbed virtually all light that struck it, making it hard for the eye to make out the detail of her underlying shape. This effect confused the eye even at close range, so that without rather obviously inspecting distinctive parts, such as her breasts, it was difficult to tell whether one was seeing anything through the fabric or not. Going without underwear helped greatly in achieving this effect – although it is, in truth, more revealing: we tend to expect the outlines of undergarments, and when we don’t obviously see them, we tend to assume the outer garment to be more substantial than it is, ironically creating a “less-is-more” situation.


The Other Dress was somewhat diaphanous; in adequate light and on careful inspection you could see through it to enjoy the view of her breasts, but this was unlikely to make itself apparent to the casual observer in typical evening lighting. In fact, the visual effect was a little like those quasi-holographic prints that require you to stare long and hard at a somewhat bizarre-looking scene while crossing your eyes until suddenly (if you’re lucky) a 3-D image appears. Because the image of the underlying breast was well filtered by the fabric, and the flat black of the fabric withheld visual clues such as the variations of shadow that we are unconsciously used to seeing, it was possible to stare right at her nipples for some time before realizing what you were seeing was not the variation of shadow but was the breast itself. Like the holographic print, once you see it, you see it, and it’s hard to go back to not seeing it. The impact of this sudden realization was as if she stripped off her clothes right in front of you when she had actually done nothing but stand there.


However confounding The Other Dress was to even close observation, being so black it created a very sharp silhouette against almost any background; although the eye was confused by looking directly at her, there was no confusion about her profile. This created the unusual situation of seeing more by looking past her than by looking directly at her – affording more sensuous views to the peripheral observer than those engaging in casual social intercourse.


To look at The Other Dress and heft the fabric in your hands it appeared and felt like extra-thick hosiery material – say about three, maybe four times the density. But hosiery, of course, is made to stretch taut; this fabric looked like it should do that, but did not. Rather than being of a tight strong weave, like hosiery, this fabric had an extraordinary suppleness, giving easily to the slightest pressure. As a result, it practically melted onto her body, adapting readily to the slightest curve. We’ve all seen formfitting dresses made of Spandex-like fabrics – they tend to be fairly thick fabrics; and, although form-fitting, they also tend to smooth out certain contours like the curves under the breasts. Even though they can easily reveal an unshielded nipple, that tends to be smoothed out somewhat. Not so with this fabric. Somehow this fabric followed the contour of her breasts deep into the curves on the underside; nearly invisible when you looked directly at them, in profile the silhouetted shape of her breasts was as plain as if she were standing nude, right down to the full detail of her nipples and areolae. The only contours of her body missed were between her legs. Even the cleft of her buttocks got resolved to some degree, almost in defiance of the laws of physics. This visual definition was aided by the fact that this is the one place where there is enough stretch in the fabric to create a little extra transparency, so the globes of her buttocks showed slightly less black than the cleft, creating an illusion of deeper penetration into the cleft. It is not obvious – of course, that is what is going on. I could well imagine someone studying her shape from behind and slowly coming to this comprehension: they are actually seeing the bare skin of her ass; and then following the lines of the dress up and down from there to gradually apprehend she is standing there completely naked except for this wispy-thin second skin. The bottom line is: this fabric almost disappeared, coating her body like flat black paint. It felt that way to touch; it felt like nothing at all.
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