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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.

"This dress is lovely." Florence told Keith. "You did great getting it. So you've got to take it off."

"I'd hoped so."

"Really take it off. You know what I mean? Make it a part of the show."

"Oh, I had her put in some features that'll help with that."

Florence went wide eyed. Keith just kept on surprising her. They had been lovers since just after he had started working for her. She had been contemplating upgrading him to muse, as he had helped her solve so many creative problems and inspired so many details. The work they were creating today had come from one of her fantasies that she had dared to share with him, and he had been the one to put her in touch with The Gang.

The Gang specialised in this sort of thing. It was a very special club, dedicated to satisfying its members' fantasies of group sex and multiple partners. All of 'The Boys' waiting on the other side of the curtain were members, eager to take part in creating a big, strange piece of art. Their audience were Tanya and Zach, the rich couple who would be buying the piece. By the end, they might be members of The Gang as well.

"I love you." Florence said, surprising herself almost as much as Keith with the admission. Rallying quickly, she went on, "After today, let's take.... Us, to another level. Okay?"

"Okay."

"Great. Now, before I get nervous, introduce me to The Boys."

Keith took Florence's hand, and led her to the curtain. He parted it, and held it open to let her through.

With all their other works moved from the space, it was sparse. There were a pair of chairs on the far side, where Tanya and Zach sat. They were dressed for a formal occasion, as art deserved. Between her and them was her canvas, a large square of wood panels, painted white. The surface, she knew before she even stood on it, was smooth enough to be comfortable against the skin, but with enough bite to take the paint they would be using. It wouldn't be the most comfortable thing to lie on, but there would be plenty of wonderful sensations to compensate for that.

Standing at each corner of the square canvas was a man. Each of them was naked, and they all sported thickening and hardening shafts, rising further as they saw Florence's entrance. She nodded to each of them, her gaze taking in their bodies and heading back to their crotches again each time. Glancing behind her, she saw Keith coming through the curtain, now naked.

He took her hand again, and they walked to the nearest edge of the canvas. Lined up along the edge were shallow trays filled with paint. They kicked off their shoes, and Keith stepped into the green tray, Florence the red. Then they made footprints across the white surface to the middle.

There were cameras on each side. Florence turned to look straight at the lens of each of them, noting the red lights showing that they were filming. They were on tripods, fixed in place and up above head height so that they would look down on the action. A final camera was fastened to the frame above them that held several powerful lights, looking straight down at them. Two of The Boys had smaller, hand held cameras to get in close for intimate shots. The art wasn't just about the finished work, but the performance, and the footage generated, as well. Florence bowed to each of the hand held cameras, then turned to Keith.

Keith kissed Florence's hand, then released it to walk around her. He traced a finger over the curve of her waist and buttocks, then up her back to her shoulders. Gentle pressure moved her so that she was facing Tanya and Zach, then his fingers played over her breasts through the fabric. Her nipples stood up, tight and hard, poking the thin material out.

Florence realised her hands were clasped into fists. She tried to release the tension in them, letting her fingers splay out and relax. Keith grasped the top of her dress, above her breasts, and she found she was holding her breath, unable to move.

With a flourish, Keith stepped away from Florence, turning so that he didn't block the view. But he didn't let go of her dress, and the seams down either side parted as he pulled at the material. He tugged some more, and the gorgeous garment had become two separate pieces of material, the rear fluttering down behind Florence, the front falling were Keith dropped it.

"Which of The Boys would you like first?" Keith whispered as he stepped close to Florence again.

"You choose." she replied.

Keith beckoned over two of the men- Mark and Brendan, Florence remembered. They both picked up paint rollers and dipped them in the paint tray nearest them. Then they stepped into a different tray, so they could track blue and pink footprints across the canvas. Mark handed his camera to Keith, then he stood in front of Florence, whilst Brendan moved around behind her.

She wanted to giggle- this was the silliest part of the whole piece- but Florence held herself still whilst Mark painted her breasts, belly and the fronts of her thighs purple and Brendan painted her back and buttocks yellow. When they were done, they tossed their rollers back toward their corners.

Florence's hands were fists again, even her toes were bunching up, the nerves and anticipation were so much. Her heart was pounding, and she was sure she could feel the beat fluttering her crotch. Then she remembered that she had just been painted back and front. She fought down the urge to laugh, but the humour of the situation brought her back to the present and let her relax enough to know she was going to enjoy what happened next.

Turning to see where Keith was, she found him looking her up and down with the video camera. She cupped her breasts and flicked her nipples, getting paint on her hands as she did. Moving aside, to get paint on one of the virgin sections of the canvas, she went down on her knees, then all fours, making hand prints. With a couple of nods, she beckoned Mark to kneel before her, and Brendan behind. They had quickly had the fronts and backs of their legs painted to match their feet, so they could help Florence make art with their bodies.

Shivers of pleasure and anticipation ran through Florence's body. She had, once before, taken two men at once. It had been a crazy, fun night, several years before, which had planted the seed of what she was doing now. Now, she was going to have five men, maybe six if Zach wanted to join in, before this piece of art was finished. It was a huge leap up, so dirty and exciting that she was wet with excitement, and shivering with pre-orgasmic joy.

Brendan's hands rested on Florence's waist as he moved closer to her. She moved her body, pushing back and trying to find his erection. The warm, round head of his glans butted against her labia. She was excited and slick, and her lips opened and slid over the head of the shaft. Brendan finished the move, thrusting forward to bury himself deep inside her. She gave a cry of joy, Keith catching her expression in close up.

Two hours before, Florence had never met Brendan, or any of the other men she was about to make love with. It was the wildest thing she had ever done, and she got to call it art. She ground back against Brendan, and he made happy sounds. His hands squeezed her
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