The Sundress - What He Saw
As I jogged slowly toward downtown to cool down from a longish run, I caught sight of a stunning young woman coming out of an office building. She was quite tall with a very curvy, swimsuit model’s figure, a pretty, oval face and an interestingly large nose. I wondered if she was Middle Eastern what with the nose and her dark olive coloring. Her hair was jet-black and cut short, bangs sweeping to the left across her forehead. As she looked past me down the street and I saw she had beautifully large deep brown eyes. I watched as her breasts moved freely in her dress.
I’d give my left arm to me her, I thought as I jogged closer. Turns out all I had to do was rip her frilly yellow sundress off.
 I was approaching her when a gust of wind caught her dress. From this moment on and for the next few, long seconds, time seemed to stretch and everything moved to dead slow.

In that slow motion moment in time I saw her smile across the sidewalk at some pimp-looking dude in a new Porsche. 
That cold gust of wind I mentioned blew up from the docks, caught her sundress and floated it up over her face, momentarily blinding her.

I glimpsed she was completely naked, and, I noticed, smoothly clean at the juncture of her thighs.

You know that old expression, “shit happens?” Trust me. It does.

As I reached her, one of her stiletto heals caught in a steam grate and she pitched forward as she clawed at the dress, trying to get it out of her face. 

I reached for her as she was falling.

Unfortunately, my timing was bad. I caught the sleeve of her dress, not her arm. 

Riiiip! The dress came apart in my hand. I had the dress but not the girl. She fell, naked and badly scraped her right knee and palm. 
At this point, the guy she was smiling and waving to a moment earlier hit the gas pedal as he was backing into the parking space. The car jumped over the curb and took out a fire hydrant.

Just like in the cartoons, folks, water shot thirty feet into the air.

I don’t really care what showed up on the six o’clock news. She certainly started the traffic jam all right, but she was not flashing her boyfriend as the press said.
I helped the very tall, soaking wet, naked, dark-skinned, stunning, and busty young woman to her feet. Her lovely face was twisted in anger and embarrassment.
Cold jetting water drenched both of us as it splashed down. Cars screeched and banged into each other. A woman screamed at her to cover up. 
We had pandemonium. 

I begged her forgiveness as her totally enraged boyfriend came up. I thought he was going to take a swat at her but he saw me. I’m a pretty good-sized man. Played tight end in college and kept my conditioning up since. He glanced at me and decided to rethink the direction he was going. What was he so angry about? The best I could gather in all his screaming rage was he blamed her for bending his new Porsche. Jeeze, what a jerk, I thought. Here was his girl, naked, wet and bleeding and all he was concerned about was the Porsche? Asshole.
All this was on the six o’clock news thanks to some idiot with a smartphone. I don’t care what it looked like because it was all just a terrible misunderstanding.

I gave her my running shirt and accompanied her to the station, still carrying her wet dress. Boyfriend didn’t offer his jacket or anything else to cover her. Thanks to his ramming the hydrant, my shirt, while cold and wet, was practically clean from my sweat. Looked pretty good on her too, I might add.
The police couldn’t prove she intentionally caused the traffic jam. All the charges were dropped and there were many. When we left the station for my car, four hours later, she was completely bedraggled. Her hair and make-up were a mess and she asked me to get her home. Now all she wanted was a hot bath and to forget this fiasco of an evening. She told me her mom said the jerk was going to propose tonight. I guess not.
On the way to her home, still wrapped in a police blanket and wearing my shirt, she made a couple of discoveries. One affected me personally. The other, her boyfriend.

She told me that after three years, she finally accepted the fact that her boyfriend was an complete asshole. Others had told her; now she believed it. I drove toward her apartment while she dumped him via text. 

And second, I have a new, delightfully wonderful girlfriend. I don’t know what he was thinking treating this incredible gem like he did but I guarantee you, this guy was going to treat her just like the gem she is. 
