To dress or not to dress.

“Buff, I’m not going to wear this.”

“Sure you do” I answered. “You look hot in it.” 

“But Buffy”, she whined, “I feel exposed”.

Probably because she *was* exposed I thought with a smirk. She was wearing a very sexy dress with whispy thin straps that reached midthigh. The green color of it complimented her hair and made her eyes light up. Her bare shoulders were just begging to be touched and and… she just looked hot. Hotter than, than, something very hot. Okay, I need to work on my metaphors. But that was not the issue here. While I was openly admiring her scantily clad form, she was still rambling about my chose of clothes for her. Or lack thereof.

“Buff, I swear, I could wear my handkerchief fastened with dental floss, and I would still be more covered up then this. With that, she indicated her outfit with a little wave of her hand. “Give me one good reason why I should be wearing this to a party”. I checked her out again. Well, that wouldn’t be a problem. I had several reasons to have her dressed like this. The main reason was that… She was still babbling on. Better pay attation like a good girlfriend and get my mind out of the gutter. Ah, yes the party. “A party has people mind you”, she went on, “and people generally have eyes, eyes that will be watching me and…”

I frowned at that. She did have a point there. While I had no problem in *me* ogling my lover, I did have a problem with other people ogling her. And dressed like that, there would definitely be some ogling. Then I smiled. Problem solved. I was simply going to...

“No” she said, seeing my smirk. “You are not going to knock out everyone who looks in my direction. I pouted. Spoil a girl’s fun will ya. Okay then, plan B. I was going to take her to the party dressed in really baggy clothes and a stamp on her forehead that said ‘taken’. People would not be staring at her then and even if they did, they would now she was mine. Ha! Call me Buffy the Problem Solver. She saw me smile triumphantly and narrowed her eyes suspisciously. 

“I don’t know what’s going on in that pretty head of yours, but I guess my answer to it will be no.” Again I pouted. She sighed. I pouted harder, and she sighed deeper. I relented. “Okay,” I said, “why don’t you pick pick an outfit then”. She brightend and went back to work. Now it was my turn to sigh. I *really* liked her in that hot little outfit. Made me wanna do all sorts of naughty things to her. Yeah, well… 

I was still contemplating my faith when suddenly she called out to me for help. My little witch was in the changing booth trying something on I was sure would not nearly be half as hot as the clothes I picked out for her, but as the dutifull girlfriend I stood up. She probably needed help zipping up her dress or something, so I went in and… I stopped dead in my track. Mouth slackjawed, eyes glazed over, I just stared. She was wearing nothing but her panties. I was wrong. This was *way* hotter than my choice of clothes. I swallowed hard, licked my dry lips, and tried to get my brain into gear. 

“Well”, I croacked, “people are sure going to be staring if you go dressed like that. I indicated her present state of undress. “I know”, she looked at herself, frowning. That’s why I need you to help me into this dress. She held up the same dress that I picked out for her earlier, and had been fantasizing the last hour or so about. 

“But” I stammerd, still not competly recoverd. “ I thougth you… 

“Oh, that. Well I decided not to go to the party dressed in those clothes. But I have no problem in wearing this at home, for your eyes only. Now help me into this. You can help me out of it later.”

I happily complied. Life was good.

