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Ashley’s Wedding - Inside Flap Summary

 

 

Ashley’s Wedding is an engaging, erotic story about a young woman’s submission, her dramatic change, and how she comes under another’s control. This well-written novelette has something for everyone – S&M, dominance, fetishes, tattoos and body piercing, submission and forced transformation, and moving, exciting sex. It’s a probing look into Ashley’s dominance of Susan, and Susan’s and her husband’s response to how Ashley changes her. The story focusses on Susan’s evolution from beauty to erotica, from balance to submission, from ordinary to unusual. The surprise ending completes the tale by revealing what happens to Ashley, at the hands of her bridesmaids. This clever story continues the tradition of Giulia Napoli’s About Lena, and the upcoming novel, Oh Claire!, with an emphasis on inventive erotica and personal evolution through unexpected change.

 

This is an adult story containing open discussions of dominance and scenes of sexuality and sexual relations. It is suitable for adults only.

 

 


  

Ashley’s Wedding - Publisher’s Summary

 

 Ashley’s Wedding is the tale of Susan’s transformation to the very different woman, Suzi, at the hands of her more aggressive cousin, Ashley. It presents personal evolution in an erotic context that will excite and surprise many readers. This story is for mature adults.
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Chapter 1

 

 

It was mid-afternoon on a particularly sunny, mild April day. Susan was busy with the fondue fixings she was setting up for their little party with the Kozels that evening. The blender was whirring away on the chocolate sauce for dessert. Susan was up to her pretty elbows in grated cheese. Just as she turned to drop a one-cup measure into the sink, the phone rang, startling her. She spun around, flipping her flowing, dark brown hair into the dishwater. She stumbled over a Tupperware bowl which had fallen to the floor during the cooking exercise. She only managed to keep her feet by grabbing the phone fixture on the wall. 

"Uh...hello?" 

"Susan? It's Ashley!" 

"Ashley! How've you been? School should be pretty much over now, shouldn't it?" Susan's cousin and erstwhile kid sister, three years younger, was finishing graduate school in June. 

"Not soon enough for me! Guess what!" 

"What do you mean, guess what?" 

"Craig and I are getting married!" 

"What? When? When did all this happen?" Ashley and Craig, Susan knew, had been dating on and off since they were seniors in high school. Her uncle Bart had never liked the guy, but then, uncle Bart thought everyone who got close to the family was only after money. Everyone that is, except her Jack, who Uncle Bart had almost hand-picked for her - to Susan's eternal gratitude. 

"August fifteenth, about two months after graduation. My buddies here, Teri and Kate and Miki, are in the wedding and I want you to be a bridesmaid too. Will you do it?" 

Susan hesitated for only a moment - too short, really, for Ashley to notice the pause. "Of course I'll do it, Silly. What do your Mom and Dad think?" 

The chit chat continued for another ten minutes, then Susan asked about the particulars. 

"Mom wants this to be a whole summer-long affair, with showers and teas and dinners and parties. I really, really, really need you to be here for the whole time, from June through August." Susan started to protest, but Ashley cut her off. "Don't worry, Daddy will pay for Jack to come up every weekend he wants to, and we're giving each of the bridesmaids a vacation for two to Bali as a present from me. So with a couple months of your time, you'll get a great summer and a great vacation out of it. Plus, I really want you here. Please, please!" 

"It's not that, Ashley, it's just that I don't want to be away from Jack for most of the summer. That’s why I got married – to be with my husband." She paused in thought, remembering all her uncle and aunt had done for her since her parents died. She owed them big-time and especially couldn't disappoint her aunt. Sighing heavily with her hand over the speaker so Ashley couldn’t hear, she finally said, "but I'll figure out something; I’ll work it out so I can be there the whole time." 

"That's great! We'll plan to see you in June." 

"OK, bye for now." 

"Bye ... Oh … Susan … don't forget our deal." 

The phone clicked off before Susan could ask, "What deal?" 

She was swirling a strawberry in chocolate sauce about seven hours later when the deal came home to her. 

"Oh my God!" she exclaimed. "Jack, I remember what the deal was now!" 

"What? Oh, Susan, I didn't know that was bothering you." 

"It wasn't, but I suddenly remembered it." Claudia Kozel stared at her as Susan reached reflexively to pull her hair around her shoulders, a heavy bunch of it in her right hand. She rested her chin in her hands, pushing the hair up to her mouth. "Remember, Jack, when we got engaged, I asked Ashley to be a bridesmaid. At that time, Ashley was a little wild and had short, weird, spiked hair – pink and black as I recall - and dressed in all black clothes. My aunt told her she would have to straighten out her appearance to be in the wedding, and my aunt wouldn't give her a choice anyway." 

"Yeh, so what?" 

"Well, Ashley had always worn her hair short and didn't have any interest at all in growing it out for the year and a half before our wedding."

"So how did you get her to do it?" Claudia asked, unable to see how any woman would let another person have control of her appearance. 

"Ashley was always a schemer, so I suppose she got the best of the deal, really. I had to write three term papers for her and ..."

"And what Susan?" Jack, who’d been only half listening, was giving her his full attention now. 

"And she made me promise, in front of my aunt, to wear my hair and makeup and dress however she wanted me to for her wedding, whenever it came." 

"Oh Susan, that was three years ago." 

"But why would she remind me if she didn't have something in mind?" 

"So what, you don't have to do it."

"But you don't see ... I mean … she did something that took her over a year and a half. And besides, I can't do anything to disappoint my aunt, by making Ashley unhappy during her wedding time." 

"Your aunt would never make you do that." 

"But you don't understand. Ashley and I ... Oh! What am I gonna do? I wanted everyone in my wedding party to have long hair. I can't blame Ashley if she wants ..." 

* * * * *

Five weeks had passed since Ashley’s invitation. Susan was looking around the downstairs to make sure she hadn’t left anything sitting there that should be flying off with her.

"Have you finally assembled everything you'll need for the summer?" Jack had the suitcases in the car and was holding the carry-on bag. "I guess I can bring anything else you need when I come up in three weeks." 

"I think so. Anyway, my aunt will probably buy me anything I forgot - she's like that, you know." She followed Jack as he headed through the laundry room to the door to the garage. They climbed into the car for the forty-five minute drive to the airport. Susan was full of angst and misgivings about the whole escapade, but she tried to keep her feelings to herself. She didn’t want to burden Jack, or spoil the last hour she’d have with him for a few weeks.

Susan and Jack clung together in a lingering kiss at the entrance to the security line at the airport. Her flight was in a little over an hour. 

"Sue, don't worry about it." Jack was the only one who ever called her Sue. In fact, he was the only one she would ever let call her anything other than Susan. She didn’t like diminutives from anyone else, and only that one from Jack. 

Jack flicked his hand at her hair. She had it long and lazily curled; it hung down half-way between her shoulders and the middle of her back. She’d pulled it back from her forehead with a pale yellow barrette, the same color as the tiny print flowers in her blue sun dress. 

"Jack, would you like me with short hair?" 

"Susan … my lovely, silly Susan, I would love you - and like you - if you didn't have any hair at all. Now stop worrying about it. You haven't seen Ashley for ages – what with her off in Arizona at school. She probably hasn’t thought of it at all." Patting her lovingly on her cute, little bottom, he sent her off. "Now git or you'll miss your plane!" 

* * * * *

There was Ashley at the end of the concourse, just past security, and Susan couldn't believe it. A wave of relief swept over her. Ashley's hair, always short, had obviously not been cut since she started growing it out for Susan's wedding. Her hair was at least as long, if not longer, than Susan's. 

After the hugging and kissing and fast joking, an excited Ashley led her up to the reception area. 

"Come on, Susan, I want you to meet the other girls in the wedding." 

Three young women popped out of their seats in the terminal as Susan and Ashley walked up. Susan, in an instant, felt as though she had been punched below her ribs. A sick, sinking feeling rose from her stomach. Standing there, smiling before her, were three items in a matched set, three girls with the shortest, curliest hair Susan had ever seen. 

"Girls, meet my cousin and big sister Susan - the fourth member of your team!" 

* * * * *

They’d driven to within a few miles of Ashley’s home, Susan saying almost nothing, waiting for Ashley to drop the bomb she knew was coming. Then it happened. 

"Susan, after meeting Miki and Teri and Kate, I'm sure you know what style I want for the start of the wedding activities." 

"Yes, I guess I do," Susan answered woodenly. 

"You'll do it, won't you? Mom thinks it will look really elegant - me with this long hair and my attendants with contrasting hair." 

"Yes, I'll do it," Susan replied almost inaudibly. Her voice sounded far away to her own ears. Her consciousness receded to somewhere deep within her, as far from where her eyes met the world as it could go.

"Do you want me to make the appointment for you? We’re using the All about Hair Salon for everyone’s hair and nails - they know what to do." 

"No, I’ll make it." 

"I want you to be all set for the first shower on Sunday." 

"I will be. I'll call this afternoon. I'll go tomorrow."

* * * * *

Susan pulled the phonebook from underneath the table. It seemed many times heavier than it really was. It wasn’t as fast as the web, but she wasn’t interested in speed right then. She thumbed absently through it, one page at a time, until, a while later, she came to the Beauty Salons listings in the Yellow Pages. It took only a moment more. There was a big ad for All about Hair – it was obviously a prestigious salon with a good reputation, although what difference that made she wasn't sure. 

"All About Hair Salon." The girl on the other end sounded friendly enough. Susan relaxed a tiny bit. 

"This is Susan Weston calling. I'm in town for my cousin's wedding and I need to get my hair and nails done tomorrow ... it ... it has to be tomorrow 'cause the first shower ... is ... Sunday." 

"You're in luck, I ..." 

"I have to tell you what I want done, 'cause I ... I'm nervous about it and I want to see if you can do it and set it up before I come." Susan realized she was rambling and tried to get a grip on herself. 

“Sure, go ahead.” Why was the girl so perky?

"My ... my hair is really long - below my shoulders - and dark brown and medium thick, I guess. It's usually pretty straight too - it never takes much of a curl. As it is, I'm the only girl in the wedding party with long hair and, I guess, I look kinda out of place with the other girls." 

“Oh, are you in Ashley’s wedding?”

“Uh … yes … how’d you guess?”

"I have the model picture and manicure instructions right here. The other girls had their hair and nails done here too. So I understand exactly what you need to get. The other three girls all have their hair exactly alike so I assume you want yours done the same way." 

“Yes … want is probably not the word I would have picked …”

"I can appreciate that. I really can." The girl was still too perky.

"As you can tell by the picture, I have to get it cut very short, I mean really short, and tightly curled, all over my head." Susan breathed a heavy sigh. That had been one of the most difficult statements she had ever had to make. "Do you... do you do that sort of thing a lot?" 

"We certainly have customers who want a big change sometimes. It probably happens more often than you’d think." 

"What would you have to do? I mean, how would you do it? I mean, get it so curly and all?" 

"Well, this style is tightly curled and short all over." 

"Yeh." 

"Did you say your hair was thick or thin?" 

"It's sort of ... medium I guess." 

"And it doesn't curl much at all naturally?' 

"No. I don’t even have waves in it when it’s wet, just a little curl at the ends" 

"Well, we'll have to give you a pretty strong, tight perm to give you this style." 

"How ... how would you get the curls into it? Would it have to be very short? You see, I've never, ever, had hair shorter than shoulder length. 

"Well, based on this picture and what we did with the other girls, we’ll cut it to an overall length of not more than a few inches. The style is tight to the head. Their curls stick out less than an inch all over. It’s like a pretty halo of curls all around your head. The style is very pretty on girls with nicely shaped heads."

“I don’t know if my head is shaped nicely or not. I can’t tell with all the hair I have.”

The girl on the other end of the line laughed. She was irrepressible. “Don’t worry at all; we can make it work for you with no problem, since that’s what you have to do. You're in luck. I've just had a cancellation for tomorrow morning. Can you come at 9:30?" 

"Yes." Susan was breathing as hard as though she'd just run five miles. "How long will it take?" 

"Well, that depends on how long it takes to cut all that hair and how long it takes to get a curl, but I'd say plan on at least three hours." 

"If I don't like it afterwards, can I get the curl out? Will it relax any by itself?" 

"You can get it straightened. That's just about like a perm in reverse. Even then you might have some curl left, though. We do a thorough job with our perms; they’re made to last so it will probably hold tight until it grows out, if left by itself." 

"Will I have to pin it up, and will it get frizzy?" 

"No, it'll curl right up after you wash it and fluff it up with your fingers or a pick. Have you colored it or had a permanent before?" 

"No." 

"Then it should come out just fine - no frizz. If the ends split while we're perming it, we'll trim them off when we're done. OK? At 9:30?" 

"All right." 

"And you're ...?" 

"Susan ... Susan Weston." 

* * * * *

Susan stared at her reflection, the beautiful, long hair rippling over her shoulders and onto her upper back, having just enough curl to cup her breasts in the front. The hair gracefully framed her lovely, oval face and the large, dark eyes that seemed to smile in spite of the way she felt. Those smoky, sexy eyes - Jack would say - beneath somewhat heavy brows gave her a look of Madonna-like beauty and wisdom. She pulled the size five dress over her 5'4" frame and applied her usual little bit of makeup, only some powder and mascara. She’d skipped eye liner since she’d been unable to completely control the nervous shaking of her hand as she started to put it on.

She’d removed the frosted-white nail polish on her long fingernails, since she was getting a manicure at the salon. It was a warm, sunny, late spring morning, so Susan decided to walk the ten blocks to the beauty shop. She paused before the door, involuntarily swallowed hard, and walked in. 

The receptionist spoke in a voice Susan remembered from the phone the day before.

"You're Susan?" 

"Yes." 

"My, you do have lovely hair. Are you sure you want to go through with this?" Susan could only nod, almost imperceptively. 

"Alright. I've scheduled you with Erin. She's quick and good and most girls find that the way she works puts them at ease. Phuong will do your nails while Erin rolls you up. She did the other girls, so she knows the color and length Ashley wants. I guess Ashley likes short hair and short nails for her bridesmaids.” She smiled at Susan sympathetically.

“I’ve given Erin the picture that Ashley left with us and told her exactly what we discussed yesterday – I thought that might make you feel a little more at-ease, not having to go through all that long description again.

“Thanks. I’m pretty nervous.”

“Of course! Anyone would be. But you’re gonna look great! You’ve got the perfect face shape to pull this off.

“I hope you’re right.” I just hope Jack doesn’t hate how I’m going to look, Susan thought to herself.

Susan sat down to wait. With great difficulty, she resisted the urge to grab her hair and run out the door. She folded her hands in her lap and sat on the edge of the sofa. 

A taller, older woman with medium length, reddish-blond hair came out, the picture in her hand. 

"Susan?" 

Susan rose and followed her back, seemingly back for hours, into a simple cubicle with a chair, sink, and cabinets for the things of hairdressing, and a single mirror on one wall. The woman reached into a drawer and pulled out a gown. 

"Hi Susan, I'm Erin. You can change into this across the hall. Take off your dress first - that'll keep it from getting soiled or mussed. 

There was no mirror in the changing room, just a rack and hangers. Susan changed quickly. Her hands were cold as ice and still shaking, at times severely. Consciously slowing her rapid breathing to try to regain some control over her nerves, she returned to Erin’s cube. 

"It has to be just like the picture, right?" Erin asked, seating Susan in the chair and rotating her away from the mirror. 

"Yes." Susan swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. 

"OK, not a problem. I did two of the other girls, so I know just how to make this match. As much as you can, try to take it easy. You might as well try to have some fun with this. Who knows, you might just love it.”

Susan thought that was about a likely as getting struck by an asteroid, but she managed a weak smile.

“You have a lovely, oval face so any style will look good on you. I'm going to cut away the bulk of your hair first, then shape it for the perm, then give you the perm." 

"I might cry." 

"That's all right, dear, you wouldn't be the first. I understand." 

Susan felt the chair rise as Erin moved her closer. The hairdresser pulled her hair behind her shoulders and combed it out. "I'm going to start now." 

Susan bit her lip, closed her eyes tight. Tears began to form in them anyway and rolled down her cheeks. She felt the tug on her hair and the coolness of scissors on the right side of her chin as Erin brushed against her. She heard the quick "snip" as the metal closed about her hair. She felt the lock, now lost forever, slide across her shoulder. It fell to the floor. Another snip followed, and another. She felt her hair bunching together in the back. Erin combed it smooth and snipped again. Susan’s tears came slowly but steadily. Eventually, she felt Erin make a final cut of the long tresses on the left side. Most of it, that luxuriant hair of hers, that hair she loved, that Jack loved, lay strewn on the floor. 

She heard sweeping below her and opened her eyes long enough to see another girl, the receptionist she realized, sweeping up the now useless hair. As she tilted her head to look, a shortened lock of hair flipped into her face, the ends now tickling he corners of her lip. She reached up with her hand. The tears came in a flood. 

Erin stopped working for a few minutes, long enough for Susan to drink a little tea and sob it out. She kept Susan turned away from the mirror as she swung her around to the sink. She tilted her back, washed her hair, blotted it dry and announced, "I'm going to shape it now." 

Susan, eyes still closed, felt the hairdresser begin at the top in front cutting, cutting, cutting all over her head. Time seemed to be moving faster now. Susan, far from calm, had ceased crying. Finally, she realized that Erin had stopped cutting for more than a few moments.

"How long is my hair now?" She asked, somewhat surprised at herself for speaking at all. 

"About two and a half inches all over, Susan. I'm going to roll it up now. To get the effect in the picture, that very tight curl, I'm going to use these micro curlers, so this will take a while. I'll also use our strongest waving lotion, since your hair is really very straight now. Oh, here’s Phuong – perfect timing!" 

A young Asian girl with straight black hair as long as Susan’s had been introduced herself. Susan reached around her smock to shake her hand. Phuong spoke in a high-pitched voice with no accent.

“I’ll do your fingernails while Erin rolls you up, Susan. I’ve got Ashley’s instructions. I’ll give you a pedicure when you’re done here.”

”How’re you supposed to do them?”

“Fingernails short as possible and red, just like the other girls in the wedding. Toes short and rounded, same color.”

That didn’t surprise Susan, even though she hadn’t noticed the manicure and pedicure the other bridesmaids had. Say what you wanted, Ashley was consistent. Susan was going to walk out of this salon without either her hair or her nails.

She felt Phuong clipping off her lovely, medium-long nails, leaving nothing at the ends, as Erin began to roll her up.

It did take a while, forty-five minutes or so, to roll her short hair onto the slender rollers. Phuong finished her manicure a few minutes before Erin was done rolling. Susan’s nails were short and red and Phuong had done a very good job. They felt funny, as short as they were, but she had to admit that they were simple and pretty. Of course, she didn’t like them at all.

After Erin rolled up the last lock of hair, she immediately began to apply the waving lotion, saturating the hair on each curler, then soaking Susan's whole head again. 

Oh God, Susan thought, I can’t believe what’s happening to my hair. It’s almost all gone, and now it’s going to curl up tightly on its own and there’s not going to be anything I can do about it. Once again, she forced herself to breath evenly. She didn’t want any more tears to come.

In twenty minutes Erin checked a curl. "Not nearly tight enough." She rolled it back up again and continued the small talk she had begun when Susan first sat down in her cubicle. Susan answered very little. That didn't seem to bother Erin as she talkatively continued on. 

Fifteen minutes later the curl was still not tight enough. Ten minutes more and Erin announced, "done," and began applying neutralizer all over Susan's head. Susan sat there for about five minutes, with the occasional distracting, uncomfortable feeling of drops of the thin neutralizer trickling along her scalp. Then carefully, one at a time, Erin removed the curlers. When they were all out, she applied more neutralizer, waited a few minutes more, and rinsed it out in the sink. She towel-dried Susan's now incredibly curly hair, applied some styling gel, and began to dry it with a blower that had a diffuser on the end. She carefully tousled the curls with her fingers as she dried them. Susan’s whole head of hair dried in just a few minutes. Erin continued, trimming a spot here and there, puffing and patting the hairdo. She finally spoke again. 

"Your hair's all finished, Susan. With your face, it looks delightful! I'm going to turn you toward the mirror now. Be prepared for a shock of course since it's so very different from how it was. But I'm sure in a few days you'll like it very much. Slowly, she turned Susan toward the mirror. When she felt the chair stop, Susan opened her eyes. 

"Oh ... oh!" She exclaimed, not in a loud voice. Her hand reached up to touch the tightly curled mass which was now all that remained of her once long, flowing mane. She felt unreal; a pressure in her head and a ringing in her ears came over her. She thought she was going to faint. Erin was ready with a glass of Coke. She sipped it, her eyes closing again. After a minute, she opened them and tried to examine herself. Her head looked so naked, felt so light, her neck so bare. I look like a little girl, or a cupie doll, she thought. I'm cute, not beautiful anymore.

Taking her hand, Erin led her across the hall and helped her into her dress. "It really does look nice on you, Susan. You'll look darling at the wedding." 

"Th ... th ... thanks, Erin."  Susan would be polite – after all, it wasn’t Erin’s fault. She tipped her in cash. Erin pointed her to a pedicure chair where Phuong waited for her.

The pedicure took another forty-five minutes. Susan managed to relax while Phuong cut her toenails short, removed calluses from her feet (Susan feet were in beautiful condition already), soaked them, massaged them, and finally applied polish to match her fingers. Phuong was very good. By the time she finished, Susan had managed  to regain some composure.

Susan paid the receptionist and left the shop, walking slowly down the street, still in somewhat of daze. She occasionally reached up to run her fingers through the tight curls. Her head felt foreign, and the feeling from her short fingernails accentuated the difference. It was like touching someone else’s head with someone else’s fingertips. She was astonished at how tight the curls were, at how little hair there was, at how difficult it was even to get them to uncurl enough to pass her stubby fingers through.

Her neck and shoulders felt completely exposed.

"This isn't me anymore," she thought, before her thoughts trailed off and she continued numbly down the street. 

 

 






  

Chapter 2

 

 

"Susan, you look great! That's perfect! Just what I had in mind!" Susan had bent down to put her purse in the closet. Straightening up, she instinctively reached up to brush hair from her face - hair that was no longer there. She reddened and fumbled with the curls above her ear. Ashley rushed up to hug her.

Ashley looked at her cousin's mass of short, tight curls. She thought Susan looked really cute. Not the ravishing beauty that her longer hair had afforded her, true, but her pleasant face pulled off the look well. Ashley resisted the urge to flip her long hair, not wanting to overtly upset her cousin further. That would certainly come later anyway. 

"Susan, let's hurry and have lunch. A good friend of mine, Elsa Clarke, is coming over this afternoon to do our makeup - it's all my treat - it'll make your new look even better," she quickly added, noting Susan's sinking expression. 

"You never said anything about makeup," Susan managed. Then her thoughts shut down again from the shock of what had been done to her hair. Her mind started to recede from behind her eyes and Ashley seemed to be talking from far away. The detached feeling continued through lunch, up to the arrival of Elsa and Susan’s fellow bridesmaid, Teri. 

Ashley handed Susan a small, wrapped package. "Here, Suzi, a little present from me for being such a good sport and all." Susan had never been called “Suzi” before, but barely noticed it. She opened the tiny box. It held two, one-inch diameter, gold, pierced earrings. 

"Ashley, my ears aren't pierced!" She exclaimed. 

"Don't worry, Cuz, Elsa will take care of that in no time, right Elsa? Come on, Susan, just sit down over here and we can start." 

Susan felt as though she were being railroaded but was too shocked from the morning's haircut and perm and Ashley's sharply barked commands to offer resistance. Trying unsuccessfully to muster some inner strength, she found herself unable to respond in her own defense. She’d been psychologically shocked into something resembling a suggestion-receptive state. For the moment, she was almost without a will of her own. 

Ashley seated Susan at the dressing table in her room. "Ears first," Ashley announced to Elsa. 

Susan had never had her ears pierced. She wasn’t squeamish; it just seemed kind of barbaric to her to have metal thrust through a part of her body and left there until her body healed around it. Although far from being an ardent feminist, Susan still regarded ear piercing as one of society’s subtle, historical attempts at female submission, which she couldn't bring herself to accept. It didn’t matter that men also pierced their ears in the twenty-first century. Now, however, she just sat there perfectly still, saying nothing, as Elsa rubbed her earlobes with an antiseptic. Then, suddenly, she felt a sharp sting as the needle pierced her right ear. "Stop!" She shouted, leaping to her feet. 

Elsa jerked back, leaving the needle pushed through Susan's ear like an arrow. 

"Stop it, Suzi! Be quiet and sit down!" Ashley snapped. She was in control of her cousin now and she knew it. Oh yes she was! Ashley had carefully planned how to gain that control. She knew Susan well. After all, they’d grown up together as sisters for years. She knew her cousin's sensitive points and understood how to manipulate them from years of study in school, studies with special emphasis on resocialization and dominance. Knowing her cousin's spirit was weakened and disoriented by the severe hair restyling a few hours before, Ashley was ready to apply her training to get her way and finally win dominance over her big sister. Tightly controlling the tone of her voice, she had Susan seated again like a submissive puppy, in spite of - perhaps because of - the turbulence in Susan's mind. 

In a moment, Susan felt another prick and her left ear was pierced. Elsa threaded the small rings through the holes in Susan's ears by flexing them to the side and inserting one end into an indentation in the end of the needle. She then pushed the needle through and the ring followed. She closed the ring with a "snap." 

"These rings lock in place so they won't come out, Suzi." Ashley told her. "That way you can never lose them." And you can't take them out yourself when you get your senses back, she thought. 

"They're bigger than what is usually used for a first piercing," Elsa offered, "And the hole they make is bigger than the typical stud. But if you take care of them with antiseptic several times a day, they'll heal fine by the time of the wedding." 

"No," Susan quietly mumbled. She was sitting perfectly still with her hands in her lap. A tear formed at the corner of her eye. She thought about getting up, but, seeing Ashley's reflection in the mirror, was unable to move. 

"Only five holes to go, Suzi," Ashley announced, staring directly at Susan's reflection. A victorious smile began to form in the corners of Ashley's mouth. She remembered those first months when Susan had come to live with them, disrupting her ideal routine, stealing her parents' affection. Sure, Susan's parents had died tragically, but that was no reason for her parents to favor a niece over their own daughter! 

Ashley picked up the box that had contained the rings. She lifted a layer of cotton from the box. 

"You didn't see these, did you Susan? These will give you a nice set in each of your pretty little ears! That’s another advantage of your new haircut. Now everyone will be able to see those cute ears and these darling earrings!" 

There in the box were two other pairs of gold rings, one about three-quarters of an inch and the other about half an inch in diameter. They were the same thickness as the first pair. 

Quickly but precisely, Elsa swabbed and pierced Susan's ears again, about three-eighths of an inch from the first rings. She inserted the next-largest rings into Susan's earlobes and snapped them permanently in place. Susan's ears burned in pain and the tears that formed this time were as much from the smarting as her emotional distress. Ashley gently dabbed her eyes, continuing a dominance-followed-by-kindness routine. 

Ashley had just finished wiping her eyes, her hand softly resting on Susan's shoulder, when Elsa repeated the process again with the smallest rings placed another three-eighths of an inch up her earlobes. This time it was more difficult to thread the rings through as their smaller diameter didn't allow for much flexing. Susan moaned in pain as Elsa flexed both the rings and Susan's earlobe to get the rings through. Two more snaps and they were permanently in place. Susan’s pretty, small earlobes were dominated by the rings. There was little room for any others below the cartilage.

Reaching into a drawer in the dressing table, Ashley removed another tiny jewelry box and opened it in front of Susan. "Here's another present from me, Susan. Each bridesmaid is getting one of these charming diamond studs too!" There in the box was a small, flat diamond on a post with a strange flattened fastener at the other end. Susan recognized it because of the fastener, although she’d never before seen one close-up that wasn’t worn by someone. The nose stud gleamed in the light from the window to her left. 

Teri, who had kept her right side turned toward Susan, stepped up to hold her in her seat. Susan saw the gleam of an identical small diamond in the left side of her nose, and, for the first time, noticed the three rings in Teri's ears. Ashley motioned Teri back. "That won't be necessary." 

"It's OK, Suzi," Teri offered. "I just had it done last night and already I love it!" 

Elsa turned Susan toward her. Susan felt like a little girl with the enormous presence of an authoritative adult looking down on her as Elsa bent to swab her nose with a disinfectant laced with a topical anesthetic. Then, silently, Susan began to cry as Elsa positioned the needle at a point on her nose where the flare of her nostril just began. With sudden force, Elsa pushed the needle through. 

"Why, Ashley?" She asked, sobbing more loudly. The needle stuck out rudely from the hole in her lovely, straight, smooth nose. The other end protruded oddly from her nostril. 

"I intend to have the final say on how you look, Suzi. All the time we were growing up together you had the long hair. You were the beautiful one. You could eat anything and look great while I had to watch every bite. You were the one who took the affection of Mommy and Daddy from me because you were so pretty. I had to force myself into the boyish hairdos and play the part of the tomboy because I couldn't compete with my gorgeous little cousin. Now, I'm in control. But bear with me, Cuz," she added good-naturedly. "You're basically a very cute kid now. Not the classic beauty you grew up to be anymore, but you retain a certain charm. Now you'll be both more feminine and more boyishly delightful at the same time!" 

Elsa inserted the diamond stud through her nose and, holding the back with tiny pliers, screwed the flat fastener onto the post inside her nose. When it tightened onto the post, one final turn locked it onto the shaft. It could now only be removed by cutting the diamond off and withdrawing the post from the inside. The hole, which would heal over the following weeks, would of course, always remain. 

"Make-up time!" Ashley announced. 

Elsa led the stunned, sore Susan to the bed and laid her down. She pulled a tweezers from a manicure set. "No, use this," said Ashley, holding a pencil- shaped object which she had unplugged from a stand on the dresser. 

"Suzi, you have to admit that with your darling hairdo, those bushy eyebrows of yours make you look like one of the Marx brothers. Elsa will fix you up, OK?" 

Susan found herself nodding. Somehow, Ashley’s hypnotized me! She realized. 

Elsa rubbed the antiseptic/anesthetic onto Susan's brows. Susan felt a numbness develop from above her eyes onto her forehead. Elsa began working with the electrolysis pencil, removing hairs from the underside of Susan's eyebrows in the center and the upper side at either end to curve them. Because of the anesthetic, Susan barely felt the tiny stings as the brow hairs were removed and their follicles destroyed. 

She's ruining my face! Susan shouted to herself. She was unable to do anything about it.

Almost reading her mind, Ashley replied, "Settle down, Suzi! Close your eyes. Relax. You'll look slick!" 

Elsa worked for almost two hours. The result was a very thin brow line without the arch that had been there before, only one row of hairs thick, curved in a smooth arc at what had been mostly the top of Susan's eyebrows. The effect, with Susan's tight curls, was a look of child-like astonishment permanently traced on her face. The graceful, full eyebrows which had so much contributed to Susan's look of understanding and intelligence were gone forever, replaced by the look of girlish surprise, unconcern, and submissive femininity. 

Elsa applied Susan's makeup: a foundation, rather heavy eyeliner along upper and lower lashes, heavy black mascara, a trace of narrow eyebrow pencil along the thin brow line, muted eye shadow on the lids with a darker brown in the crease of the eye, and a lighter shadow which extended up to the pencil-thin brow. A dark red lipstick and some blusher completed the look. Elsa sat Susan before the mirror. 

"Snap out of it, Suzi!" Ashley exclaimed. "This is the new you! You look super!" 

"It... It isn't me," Susan whispered in shock. The image that stared back at her bore little resemblance to the vivacious young woman who’d arrived the previous day. The diamond glinted in her otherwise flawless, perfectly-shaped nose. The rings in her ears set off the short, curly hair that had been middle-of-the- back long and barely even wavy. The thin brows etched a look of perpetual surprise on her lovely face, completely erasing the quiet intelligence, the mature wisdom, the gentle humor that had been there before. 

"Wha ... what have you done to me?" She stammered. 

"What I wanted. What I knew you needed. It's you now, Suzi. You'll get used to it – I honestly think you'll love it! Anyway, you know you'd better get used to it. A whole lot of what you see is permanently you!" 

Susan stared at her face. She wouldn't have recognized herself. She ran her finger lightly along the tiny brow. The makeup obscured the redness that the treatment had caused. The other hairs were gone, smoothly removed for good. She touched the diamond in her nose, the gold rings in her ears. She tugged on them - they wouldn't come out, she knew, and Ashley would make sure that she had no access to tools that might remove them. At least not until her body had healed itself around the metal now so rudely piercing it. Healed so that it would be always ready to receive the rings or posts which were now so much a part of her. There wasn't much soreness yet, although she suspected that it would build over the next few days until the healing process actually took over. 

Everything that had been done to her would be considered incredibly sexy by some people, she realized. The rings and diamond were profoundly feminine. Her eyes, which had been able to take on a look of deep seriousness before, now appeared only playful, amused, surprised and carefree. They looked huge beneath the cute, boyishly-curly hair. The overall effect was both that of a cuddly little sprite and an acutely sexual woman at the same time. 

Susan turned to Ashley. Her cousin looked pleased as she bent to touch Susan's cheek in another gesture of reconciliation. But Susan recognized something else in her cousin's eyes. Something that told her that her own transformation wasn't over yet. Something that told her that her cousin remained very much in control. 

 

 






  

Chapter 3

 

 

The parting clouds caused the early morning sun to filter through the cracks in the curtains and fall directly across Susan's face. Still not surfaced from sleep, her head turned instinctively away from the sun. Sharp stinging in her right ear woke her up immediately. Somehow, she’d managed to sleep deep enough that the piercings hadn’t disturbed her during the night. She reached up to her short curls - less than a day ago they’d been a long, full mane of gorgeous brunette hair. Her fingers gingerly touched her earlobe and felt the three rings there. They hurt worse than when she’d gone to bed. The left ones did too. Strangely, the diamond in her nose didn’t cause nearly the soreness that each ring did in her now triply-pierced ears. 

She pulled herself out of bed and went into the bathroom. She fumbled for the switch in the dark and was directly facing the mirror when the room burst into light. She gasped again at the strange reflection. The curly-haired pixie that looked back at her with astonishment bore little resemblance to the vivacious woman who’d looked out at her before. She bent close to the mirror, running a slender finger over the single row of hairs which were all that remained of her formerly thick, alluring eyebrows. Their height on her face and smoothly curved shape gave her a look of surprise which was almost impossible to overcome with any expression she tried. All seriousness, much of her look of intelligence, and her appearance of contemplative understanding had been completely taken from her when those new brows were formed. 

Susan heard a knock at the door and Ashley's voice. "Suzi, I set your new makeup on the vanity in your bathroom and your dress for the bridal shower is hanging in the closet. I'll see you downstairs when you’re ready. OK?" 

"I'll be down in about 45 minutes," Susan replied emotionlessly. Fleetingly, she realized she hadn’t even reacted to being called “Suzi,” which seemed to have started yesterday with Ashley and the other girls. She really wasn’t Suzi. She was Susan. Right?

She showered quickly and dressed in the white leather short skirt, halter top and high-heeled white sandals which all of the bridesmaids were to wear to the shower. She used a small amount of mousse on her hair and tousled the curls as she’d been shown. Numbly, she put her makeup on as Ashley's friend Elsa had done it the day before - a line of pencil along her thin brow, heavy eyeliner and mascara, eye shadow and lipstick. 

Her aunt, who hadn't seen Susan at all the day before, thought she looked cute and said so. In fact, her aunt thought that the idea of all the bridesmaids looking the same was a tremendously creative one on Ashley’s part. She was absolutely convinced that the concept would be revolutionary and much admired by their society friends. It would serve to add to the uniqueness of the next two months of showers, parties, and the wedding itself. 

The shower that afternoon was the first of five events over the next two weeks. By the time the two weeks had passed, Susan had fallen into the routine of dressing and looking like her cousin wanted. She had gotten friendly with the other bridesmaids, who all looked just about like her. The parties themselves threatened to be boring at first, but became increasingly more fun for her as time passed. Somehow, she found herself wanting to fit into the social scene in a way that had never interested her before.

Something was different that at first she couldn't put her finger on. Then, sitting alone in her room after the fourth party, she realized what it was. She had not had a serious conversation with a single person she’d met for the first time at any party. In fact, most of the time she’d been treated like someone who couldn’t possibly have a serious opinion about anything. To Susan, this was in sharp contrast to her previously strong position in any discussion, where people seemed instinctively to look to her for an intelligent viewpoint on the subject at hand. It hit her like a shock. It was the way she looked now that was causing new acquaintances to dismiss her opinion, to think of her as some silly character that could only look cupie-doll surprised. My God, she thought, Ashley has not only changed me physically, but changed everyone's perception of me. And so many of those changes are irreversible! How did I let this happen?

* * * * *

The next day started early. A pool party was coming up and Ashley had told Susan that there was more to be done for her to be ready. Elsa arrived with her bag of utensils just after breakfast.

All of the bridesmaids had been given tiny, thong bikinis that they were to wear to the pool party. The thong bottom was so small that Susan's pubic hair protruded all around it. Elsa was ready with Ashley’s electrolysis wand and went to work on Susan's lovely, soft, private curls. The distant pricking, mostly numbed by an antiseptic/anesthetic astringent, continued until dinner. By then, nothing protruded from the bikini at all, and Susan's once full crop had been reduced to a small mound. The next morning, at Ashley's insistence, Elsa returned and worked on Susan most of the day. By evening, Susan was as clean as a six-year-old. She was also red and sore.

Of course, the pool party was a big hit. Susan also had a good time. She was able to put aside her jumbled, confused, uncertain thoughts for a while and just have fun. It occurred to her that maybe she’d overrated serious conversations.

* * * * *

Jack arrived the day after the fifth party for a weekend stay. Susan had never been more nervous. She waited in baggage claim for him to get there from the plane. What would he think of her? How would he react? Would he still love her? Would he still desire her?

There he was looking around. She walked rapidly up to him and said, "Jack," loudly, as soon as she was close enough. 

"Wha ... what! Susan?" His voice rose to a pitch Susan didn't know he could manage. 

"Jack ... Jack, don't hate me, please! This is what Ashley wanted for her bridesmaids and I went along and before I knew it my hair was gone and then they pierced my ears and ..." She spoke rapidly, her words fired as though from a machine gun. She was afraid to stop and let him say anything. Afraid of what he’d say. Afraid his words might crush what was left of her now-fragile spirit.

"And your nose!" He exclaimed. "And your eyebrows are gone! Holy cow, Susan! Your eyebrows are gone!" 

"Jack ... please." She barely held back tears. She couldn't let herself cry now. Not until she knew how bad it was, how badly she’d hurt him by being weak in the face of Ashley’s onslaught. She needed to know but was deathly afraid of how he was going to feel. 

Dropping his bag, he held her by both shoulders. Bracing herself, Susan thought he was going to shake her. Instead, he held her at arms' length and paused to examine her face. He turned her head from side to side. He gently touched the diamond in her nose and lightly tousled her hair. 

"Susan," he said at last, "I don't think I've ever been more surprised in my life. In a million years, I never thought you'd do anything like this." 

"Jack ... please don't hate me for how I look ..." 

"What?" He interrupted. "Susan, how could you think that I'd ever hate you or how you look? I told you before you left that I'd love you whether or not you had any hair at all. I'll admit that the earrings and the diamond in your nose are a bit of a shock, and your eyebrows are sure different but ... Actually, Susan," he paused in thought and began again, "I think you look very sexy!" 

"You're only saying that to make me feel better," And she was so glad he did say it! 

"No, Susan, I mean it. You look different … Wow do you look different! But I can feel that it really turns me on!" 

And sure enough, she could see the bulge growing in the front of his pants. How could that be?

* * * * *

If Susan had harbored doubts at that point, they were to be completely erased by their lovemaking that evening. They had one of the guest suites in her aunt and uncle’s huge house. They’d stayed at the table after a sumptuous dinner just long enough to avoid being rude to their hosts. Jack couldn’t keep his eyes off her during the entire meal, even when he was talking with someone else. When Ashley asked Jack how he liked Suzi’s new look, he beamed from ear to ear and was lavish in his praise. Susan could hardly believe it. And when Jack said he was happily blown away by his new, sexy Suzi, she was both delighted with his compliment and shocked that he had called her Suzi! Finally, the need to be alone together had become so acute that they’d spontaneously gotten up at the same time to excuse themselves and make their way, hand-in-hand, to their suite.

Susan couldn't believe how Jack was responding to her. True, he was always quite attentive in bed, and an active and thoughtful lover, but that night's experiences were beyond anything she could remember. 

As Jack unpacked a few things in the bedroom, Susan filled the sunken Jacuzzi and set candles on the ledge around it. She had a bottle of Cristal Champagne chilling in an ice bucket, within reach of the tub. Jack entered the huge bathroom in his boxers and put his arms around her from behind. He inhaled her scent as he kissed the side of her neck right where it met her shoulder. 

Susan oohed with pleasure. She couldn’t resist commenting as she broke out in goose bumps. “Oh Jack, that feels so good. I love the warmth of your breath against my neck.”

“Darling, you can plan to get a lot more of those kisses. I like it that there’s no hair in the way when I hold you from behind and bend down to nuzzle your neck.”

She turned to face him. “Do you really, Jack?”

“Oh yes.”

“I always thought you loved my long hair,” she couldn’t avoid an overtone of petulance in her voice.

“I did love your long hair. But, somehow, this style excited me almost instantly … as soon as I actually recognized you, that is. This is very pretty on you, Susan. And it’s incredibly sexy to me. I’m just being honest; you look really hot, really desirable right now.”

“You called me Suzi before.”

“Yeh, I guess I did. I heard Ashley call you that … I must have thought it fit.”

“I look like a Suzi now?”

He chuckled. “I suppose you do. I hope I didn’t upset you. I suggest you don’t waste any brain power worrying about it. I won’t call you “Suzi” anymore if you don’t want me to.”

She thought for a moment before responding. “No, I guess I don’t mind. I suppose I agree that I do look more like a Suzi than a Susan now. This has all happened so fast, and so unexpectedly, that I’m still coming to grips with it. On the one hand, I don’t like the fact that someone else has changed me. On the other hand, my biggest worry – that you wouldn’t think me desirable – has turned out not to be an issue.”

“Oh Babe, I find you infinitely desirable!”

“More desirable than before?” Could it be true?

Jack cocked his head to one side and smiled. “Actually, I think I do. I’ve always been uncontrollably drawn to you, there’s no doubt about that. But I have to admit that I’m finding you an order of magnitude more sexy, seductive and desirable right now.”

Susan could feel her breathing quicken. She believed him, and the evidence was clear on his face and protruding from his boxers.

“Then get out of those and climb in the Jacuzzi. I’ll join you in a moment.”

As Jack got into the tub, Susan went into the bedroom to undress and toss her clothes on a chair. She returned to the bathroom and bent to open the Cristal.

“I see you’ve decided to shave down below again. I always liked it when you kept it that way, but I thought you didn’t like the stubble that appeared the next day. I remember trying to talk you into getting it waxed, but you said it sounded too much like torture.”

Susan popped the cork and looked at Jack wistfully. “Well, stubble isn’t going to be a problem ever again. As it happens, all the bridesmaids have these little matching thong bikinis for the pool parties. To make mine look right, Ashley arranged for electrolysis treatments to get rid of anything that stuck out. Then the next day the treatments continued until they got rid of all my curls down there.”

“Permanently?”

“Yep. What you see is what you get. Nothing’s gonna grow on that mound anymore.”

“That’s great! I love it!”

“This is one thing I did think you’d like,” she added with a smirk, while pouring the champagne.

Taking his champagne, he noticed her hands for the first time. He’d been so enamored of her new looks that he’d missed them before. “Ashley again?” He asked.

Susan looked at her short red nails with some embarrassment. She had to trim, file and re-polish them every couple of days. She’d gotten used to how they felt, but she was clumsy as hell when it came to picking up almost anything. She’d been surprised and then dismayed at how much she’d relied on her nails for dexterity.

“Yes. Ashley has long nails so, of course, the bridesmaids have to have short ones.”

He dropped the obviously sensitive subject and clinked her glass. “Happy days, Darling,” he said.

“Well … they’ve been different and unsettling for sure. Can you truly be happy with me like this?”

“Susan … Suzi, I love everything about the way you look. I can deal with change, and these changes happen to really float my boat.”

“Yeh, I can see your submarine beginning to surface right now …” Susan truly laughed for the first time since she’d arrived at Ashley’s house. She slipped into the Jacuzzi facing him, then slid down in the large tub so that the water covered her up to her neck. The short curls, tight to her head, stayed dry.

“Aren’t you going to start the Jacuzzi?” He asked.

“Oh … yeh. She partially stood up and reached over to the switch. The oily, gardenia-scented water glistened off her bronze skin, made even more golden by the candlelight. 

Jack watched her slip back into the water. Her breasts were just big enough to float a little on the surface. Holding the champagne in his left hand, he reached under the water and cupped her between her legs. He felt her body ripple at his touch. She was wonderfully smooth there and he liked it.

“Does that pass your inspection?” She queried playfully.

“Uh huh. How does it feel to you?”

“Actually, getting rid of that mass of curls feels really good, since there’s no stubble. That’s one thing I can get used to with no effort.”

He slid a finger into her, still cupping her mound. “How’s that?”

She rippled again in reply, giving an involuntary shiver, put her head back and moaned with contentment. “That feels delicious.”

He set the empty champagne glass aside and reached down to replace the finger of his right hand with two from his left. His right hand moved ever-so-slightly up to delicately slide over her clit. Her hips began to wiggle and rotate on their own.

She set her glass aside and slid toward him. He lifted her easily, as she partially floated, onto his lap and slid easily into her without even trying. He was rock-hard and she was surprisingly wet inside already.

Straddling Jack in the frothing water, impaled on his penis, Susan’s hips began to rotate involuntarily. Her world compressed to the bubbles sliding up her back, Jack’s hands on her waist, and the richness of him within her. She compressed around him and saw the look of pure pleasure radiate from his face down to a tremble in his arms and shoulders. Her motion switched to rocking back and forth, her hips, waist and torso rhythmically oscillating to his slight motion up and down. The orgasm hit her out of nowhere; she seemed to go from intense pleasure to over-the-edge ecstasy in the blink of an eye. 

Jack could see the effects of the climax play out in Susan’s expression. Her eyes closed to slits and her mouth opened in a tight “O” with her breath coming in short, rapid bursts. Her nipples were hard and erect. He bent forward to lick and suck the right one – her most arousingly sensitive. He could sense his licking drive her even higher.

Distantly, he was intrigued by her face as she came. Her expression was both familiar and different. The bottom line was that the effect turned him on even more. He felt himself grow harder and press up even further into her as a result. He supposed the thin, crescent-shaped brows had a lot to do with the difference. They changed her expression of ultimate pleasure to something more active, lively and fun – less solemn and definitely sexier than before.

Susan wasn’t thinking about changes. She was rejoicing in being intimate with her husband, who’d made her feel special, accepted, loved, and desired. At that moment, she couldn’t have cared less what she looked like, or who she was inside. She just was.

Exercising great restraint, Jack held back as long as he could, before exploding into Susan in a physical and mental release beyond anything he could remember. Susan felt the heat and power as his fluid filled her.

Jack remained hard enough to maintain his place within her until the Jacuzzi stopped. He lifted her off of him and together they toweled off, before he carried her into the bedroom and laid her on the sheets. He climbed onto the bed between her legs and bent his head down to her hairless pussy. He lightly circled her clit with his tongue as she squirmed with anticipation.

As his tongue explored her sexual center, his hands grasped her buttocks, lifting her mound up to his mouth. Being held like that, as though her pussy were an offering to Jack’s desires, turned Susan on even more. She felt totally in his control. Her sex was trapped between his hands and his mouth. She was prepared to submit to anything he did or wanted now. Perhaps submission had always been a hidden part of her personality that Ashley had somehow released and caused to grow. From the analytical portion of her mind, at the moment somewhere far away, her distant thoughts told her that wasn’t true. This was something new that wasn’t there before. Ashley hadn’t found it; she’d so changed Susan that she’d created it.

It didn’t matter. “Take me, Jack, take me!” She cried out spontaneously. His fingers slid within her as his tongue brought her to the peak and over the top again in a body-racking climax.

It took her several minutes to recover the ability to think clearly and move her body again, as Jack lay patiently beside her. She rolled on top of him and began to kiss and lick below his navel, down to his somewhat flaccid penis. As her lips touched it, it noticeably hardened and kept growing as Susan took it into her mouth and used her tongue to stimulate him along the soft underside. Jack lay perfectly still, eyes closed, his being condensed to the part receiving all the attention and pleasure from Susan. His buttocks contracted and relaxed in synchronization with her sucking and her tongue’s effort along the shaft.

Susan pulled back for just long enough to ask, ““Do you want me to take your semen in my mouth?” Then she consumed his engorged penis again. She’d rarely taken him in her mouth this way and never went so far as to take his cum in it before. But right now she would gladly do whatever he wanted to please him.

“He whispered, “Yes,” almost imperceptively, his face rigid with concentration.

Susan could feel his member begin to pulsate and the thick, warm fluid exploded against the very back of her mouth and slid down her throat. She swallowed involuntarily as the throbbing and ejaculation continued – Jack had still been so full.

She lay beside him again on her back, her head resting on his arm, her mouth tasting of him, her curls only slightly disheveled from all their intimacy. She thought the oral sex had been easier than she’d expected. There’d been no fear and no gagging, only the afterglow of contentment from her own orgasm a few minutes before, and the warm pleasant flavor of Jack in her mouth. 

Susan drifted off to sleep for a little while; lovemaking with Jack continued in her dreams. She dreamt of getting wet again between her legs and awoke to Jack holding her from behind, with his rock-hard erection pressed between her legs and flat against the moist heat of her sex. She wiggled her bottom against him; her words were low and husky-sounding as she pleaded, “Take me again, Jack. Take me again now.”

He slid into her from behind, filling her vaginal sleeve to its full length. His rhythm was forceful rather than fast. His fingers toyed roughly with both of her nipples as he pushed up against her from behind. His head was bent over her left shoulder, with her tight little curls tickling his cheek as he kissed her neck and shoulder. He nipped at the skin on her shoulder, leaving a tiny bite surrounded by a small, red welt. The brief, sharp pain served to arouse her even further. Feeling her begin to respond with more urgency, Jack reached down with his hand to lightly stimulate the area around her clit. Getting his fingers slick from her wetness, he brought them up to Susan’s mouth where she licked off her own juices, before he placed his wet fingers gently on her clit and began to bring her up to orgasm both there and from within her vagina.

She came before he did, then climbed immediately back up to almost full arousal. Jack kept her there as he stretched out his own pleasure, feeling the tightness within her sheath and his own mental stimulation from the changes made to his wife – changes that somehow made her even more desirable to him.

“You are incredibly sexy, Susan,” He stated with evident conviction.

His words immediately drove Susan over the top again. The fact that he found her sexy, perhaps sexier than ever because of the dramatic changes, was both a relief and an extraordinary turn-on to her at that moment. A vision of her new appearance blazed in her mind as she violently spasmed in sexual release. She couldn’t have called up an image of the Susan before, if her life had depended on it. That person wasn’t there anymore.

She felt Jack’s essence pour into her in pulses again, as he allowed himself to climax with her.

* * * * *

It was early morning. What promised to be a bright, sunny morning was just beginning to produce dabs of light that reflected all around the large bedroom. Jack and Susan lay there, her head resting on Jack’s right shoulder, her arm draped over his chest, her body snuggled up to him. Jacks eyes opened and he looked down at her, surprised to find her eyes open. Her gaze was fixed on the closed curtains across the room. He stirred.

“I didn’t know you were awake,” she said. Her mind seemed to be elsewhere.

“Just opened my eyes. You sound pensive.”

“I’m just trying to come to grips with what’s happened to me. Never, in my wildest dreams or worst nightmares, did I expect anything like what’s been done to me here.”

“Please don’t fret anymore on my account. Sometimes the most unexpected things are life’s most interesting. I think I proved to you how outrageously I’m attracted to you – probably more now than ever. Pretty good for an old married couple, right?”

“We’re hardly old. Don’t get me wrong. I’m relieved and delighted that you still find me attractive.

“Somehow more attractive, I’d offer.”

“What if it’s a passing fad?”

“Bull shit. You could also say what if the way you looked and were before was the only way I was attracted to you? That would’ve been doomed. As time went by, you’d surely change – hell, you’d age if nothing else. I guess I found that when you change, it turns me on. For sure, the way you look right now turns me on. Besides that, I’m totally in love with the Susan in there.” He tapped her chest. “How you look at any given time is just a bonus for me. I’m, crazy about you.”

“I’m not sure Susan is still in there.”

“OK, Suzi then. I’ve found that I can be happy with either. Or both. Or one on one day and the other on the next …”

“I fear that Suzi is going to win this battle.”

“Then let her. I can accept that. What’s more important is that I want you to be happy.”

“You seem to like me submissive, Jack”

“You haven’t been submitting to me.”

“True, but I’ve definitely submitted to Ashley’s will.”

“So?”

“That doesn’t seem to bother you.”

“No … I guess it’s because I like the results. No, I’m totally turned on by the results. But what about you?”

“I don’t know. I never thought of myself as submissive before.”

“You weren’t.”

“Am I now?”

“Apparently … by your own admission.”

“That bothers me.”

“I wish you wouldn’t let it. Resist the urge to over-analyze what’s happening to you. I just want you to be happy – maybe go with the flow for the first time, and see where it takes you.”

“And you like the direction so far, don’t you.” She smiled knowingly.

“You Betcha! Besides, I’m totally secure in my love for you and yours for me. I want to live, grow and evolve with you. So far so good. No – MUCH better than that!”

“You’re so together that it’s almost superhuman.”

“Ah … keep the compliments coming.”

“I guess I will if you will.”

“No problem there. That’s easy. You’re more attractive to me than ever before. My stock in you never stops going up.”

“I hope it never does.”

“I don’t think there’s a chance of that ever happening. …”

* * * * *

The fact that Jack was enamored with Susan's new look wasn't lost on Ashley, who’d taken note to use it to her advantage. The day after Jack left, she announced to the bridesmaids over lunch that she was planning a new look for all of them. 

"Craig's family is coming to town on Thursday so we're going to entertain them with dinners all weekend and a dance Friday night and another pool party on Saturday. So this afternoon ..." 

They were at the hairdresser, although a different one than Susan had used before. Ashley had announced, "You first Suzi," and led her to the chair. She handed the hairdresser a picture that Susan wasn't able to see. "Cut and color just like that," she said to the woman and then, to Susan, "Time to get rid of all those dark curls, Cuz. Don't worry, I actually told Jack what I had in mind and he thought it would be great. It seems that I may have done you a big favor in boosting your hubby's interest to even greater heights!" 

Susan bit her lip and closed her eyes. She didn't know what was going to come, but she knew she was both physically and emotionally incapable of stopping it. The best she could hope for was that Ashley was telling the truth about Jack. Regardless, Ashley had control of Susan appearance now and would for as long as it was important to her. 

Susan could hear the hairdresser snapping something and shuffling some items on her counter. Seeing Susan's eyes tightly shut and her lip between her teeth, she mumbled something about relaxing and sitting still just before Susan heard a buzzing from behind her. She felt the cold steel of a clipper guide against the back of her neck, not realizing at first what it was. Then the hard, cold clipper slid slowly up the back of her head to the top. The buzzing right between her ears drowned out any other sound. The hairdresser stroked again to the right and continued until she approached Susan's ear. Susan knew what was happening but couldn't open her eyes. She felt her short curls fall to her shoulder. 

The stylist continued until the area behind Susan's ears was done, then walked around and continued from the front. Susan felt the clippers glide over her entire scalp. The hairdresser touched up a few spots here and there and then announced, "There, that wasn't so bad was it?" 

Susan opened her eyes. The curls which she'd only just gotten used to were gone, replaced with a 3/8-inch buzz-cut all over. Because Susan's hair had grown out about that much, essentially all traces of the perm were gone with the curls. Her head looked spiny, its pretty oval shape exposed for all to see. 

The hairdresser escorted Susan to another chair where a second stylist applied a strong-smelling solution to her buzzed hair and her pencil-line-thin eyebrows, without saying a word. She covered her sticky-wet, prickly hair with a plastic bag and sat Susan under a hairdryer for about twenty minutes. Moving Susan to another chair, she then tipped her back to a sink, rinsed her hair and applied another solution to hair and brows, leaving her in the same chair for another thirty minutes, before rinsing again. 

Susan's close-cropped hair was towel-dried - that's all that was required - and the hairdresser turned her toward the mirror. A carrot-red, buzzed girl stared back at her, her own shock accentuated by her perpetually-surprised-looking, now carrot-red brows. 

Ashley was right there. "Don't you just love it Suzi?! You guys are gonna be a big hit this weekend!" 

Susan was too shocked to answer at all. As she sat there waiting for the others to get the same treatment, she realized that she had no remaining will to resist. In fact, partly because of Jack's enthusiasm, she made a decision right there to handle anything Ashley threw at her without getting any more distressed. If it changed her permanently, so be it; she would survive somehow, especially knowing that Jack had been genuinely excited by the changes forced on her. 

Elsa was waiting for them back at Ashley's house. Elsa found a few stray eyebrows on Susan that had managed to survive or grow after the first treatment and touched them up before she left. She spent a little longer doing a clean-up in her pubic area. "That should do it for those, Suzi. You won't have to worry about stray brows anymore. Or messy pubes either. I’ll check every week or so for a while to make sure, until all the hairs are permanently gone. Now, we have to fix your eyes. Those brown eyes of yours don’t go with your new color at all.”

“What do think you’re gonna do to my eyes?” Susan asked, almost ready to yell in protest and rush from the room.

“Not to worry, Cuz,” Ashley interjected quickly. “We’re just fitting you with a pair of green-tinted contacts.”

To Susan, that wasn’t much better. “I have no intention of messing with contacts every day, Ashley.”

“Not a problem. These are 30-day lenses. We’ll pop them in now - you won’t even notice them after a minute or two – and then help you change them in 30 days – or sooner if we try something else. Meanwhile, they’ll safely stay in, day and night. Now tilt you head back, Suzi.”

Elsa held her eyelid open and popped the first contact in. Then she repeated on the other side. Susan felt some discomfort which caused her eyes to water. She closed her eyes and waited a few minutes, then opened them. The irritation was gone and she thought the lenses had washed out. Then she looked in the mirror, into the lovely green eyes that stared back at her. Hmm … she thought. They do look better with this hair color – which I don’t much care for. But I can deal with this easily enough.

“Like em?” Ashley asked.

“I can live with green eyes for a while.”

“That’s the spirit!”

* * * * *

Ashley tried to insure that Susan had a good time during the weekend. She was intent on completing her cousin's resocialization. She introduced her as "my pretty little cousin, Suzi. Don't you just love the style my bridesmaids have? And Suzi is the cutest of all of them!" 

Craig’s mother had turned to her husband and grumbled, “I can’t tell them apart anyway. They’re like four clones.”

Ashley laughed along with most of the girls. Susan stared blankly. Craig’s mother couldn’t tell if Susan were surprised by her comment or just always looked surprised in general.

A week later, the soreness in her ears, nose, and pubic area was mostly gone, Susan stood in the bathroom before the full-length mirror on the shower door. The red-head with the surprised look and green eyes no longer seemed strange to her. "I look like a little kid," she thought, touching her soft, smooth, permanently-naked private area. Without thinking, her fingers strayed to her clit, which she feathered lightly with her fingertips. That was one advantage of short nails that she’d come to know on the late, lonely nights without Jack.

She tried to conjure up the stunning brunette who’d been there only a few weeks before. She could barely picture her. Those green eyes that gazed back at her from the mirror seemed to belong below the thin, carrot-red brows. The redhead pelt of her very short hairstyle completely erased any sign of the flowing, richly-brunette locks that had been there all her life. The style was so different that it made it almost impossible to remember clearly what she’d looked like with long, dark brown hair. It was hard to recall the cool feel of her freely hanging hair on her neck and shoulders, and the sensuous pleasure she’d gotten from brushing that long mane. It wasn’t so hard to forget the chore of having to wash it and waiting forever for it to dry. 

Ashley told me I was like a caterpillar changing into a butterfly, she thought. I am certainly changing. I think I look pretty in spite of this strange hairstyle. I do have nice ears and the rings really set them off. The jewel in my nose doesn't look so odd now, although I don't like it - yet. My expression seems to make people like me, even if they don't take me seriously. And maybe that's OK. It certainly means I don't have to work so hard to hold up my end of the conversation. They laugh at anything I say. I guess I have a happy face, not a serious one. She tentatively smiled at herself. The reflection returned the surprised smile of a carefree, younger woman. She laughed at herself. 

She was getting used to clearly seeing the shape of her head, barely concealed by the remaining hair. She ran her hand over the rude stubble. In rippled like fur and tickled her palm. There is no Susan anymore, she realized. There is just a cute little Suzi who’s still evolving into somebody else. Not unhappy, she climbed into bed. Ashley was getting her a rose tattoo on her left hip tomorrow and a butterfly on her right shoulder. That would be nice, she thought, drifting off to sleep. 

 

 

 






  

Chapter 4

 

 

Suzi and the other bridesmaids were teasing Craig about his coming wedding night. In spite of her discomfort with her own cousin, Suzi felt an increasing admiration for her cousin's beau. Craig clearly recognized Ashley's need to control others, took it lightheartedly, and refused to let Ashley get her way with him. This both infuriated Ashley and caused her to swoon over him even more. Without a doubt Craig, and probably only Craig, had the upper hand with the determined young woman. If fact, during the summer, Ashley had become even more attentive to Craig, and more solicitous to his needs. Teri had told Suzi that was because Ashley had had a fling with another guy after she'd become engaged to Craig. Ashley regretted the whole thing, which Craig never knew about, and had tried to make up for her [secret] transgression. 

Craig was fascinated with how Ashley had been able to get the bridesmaids to radically change their looks for her - even though she had given bribes to some of them, but, surprisingly, apparently not to Suzi. He didn't understand it, but had to admit that his was the most interesting group of pre-nuptial events of which he'd ever heard. Craig was doubtless in love with Ashley, but nevertheless fascinated by the bridesmaids. He had become particularly fond of Suzi, the shapely little nymph whom he referred to as "my kitten-cousin." He would rub her pelt-like hairdo and tickle her until she screamed and fell, giggling, to the floor. 

"You know," he said, "the changes in you girls are pretty sexy. You should talk Ashley into trying something like getting a diamond stud in her nose." Craig particularly liked the piercings, and frequently tried to persuade Ashley to try more than her single-pierced ears. Ever seeking the upper hand, she would rapidly change the subject, flashing her strikingly blue eyes - made more prominent by the dark brows that framed them - at him with such smoothness that Craig's mind seemed to skip ahead and not even remember what he’d been trying to get her to do. 

Ashley, who’d been watching the impromptu get-together with detachment, perked up at Craig's comment about the stud. 

"The girls look really cute with their nose diamonds," she stated, coldly, "but the true bride must be forever the sophisticated beauty, her simple, uncomplicated looks speaking for themselves.” She continued on, trying not to give anyone time for a retort.

"Actually people, I'm tired and I think we should break up this little party," a hint of jealously tainted her voice as Craig had just collapsed backwards, a bridesmaid in each arm, heaving a big sigh of "Oh God, I've heard this ‘sophisticated bride’ bullshit before!" 

With the fun interrupted, everyone left, including Craig. Ashley walked up the long, curving staircase with Suzi. They paused at the top to give each other the for-cousins-only, mandatory hug and air kiss before heading off to their respective rooms. Ashley, however, paused to look Suzi over. 

"You know, Cuz, you really are very pretty. I'll admit that I wasn’t sure you could pull this look off, but you have with healthy acceptance and panache. You’re even more erotically attractive like this than you were months ago when you had that mess of walnut-brown hair and that mysterious, sophisticated, no-ornamentation, no-nonsense look. Although I'd like to take full credit for improving on you, I think your own demeanor contributes a lot to how fetching you've become. You can always remember this summer as the time I set you on the path to radical change, and the time you finally blossomed into what you really are: a sexy, erotic, nymph. Your true self is now exposed to the whole world - and you wear your mood and your feelings clearly on your face, with nothing to hide behind. You don’t have the bushy hair and heavy brows to conceal you anymore. There’s no mystery there now." 

Suzi didn't know how to respond. Ashley sounded sincere and seemed to mean what she’d said as a compliment. Suzi, as the receiver, wasn’t sure she agreed, although she could no longer bring herself to object to what had been or would yet be done to her.

Finally, Suzi mumbled "Thanks, Ashley. I hope what you say is true – I think. I've mostly adjusted to the changes  - and Jack certainly seems to like them. I guess, before, I was just moving in a direction that I’d set a long time ago, without giving it much thought. I certainly wasn’t evaluating what I was maturing into. I suppose I was at risk of becoming someone from an older generation without knowing it. At least you've forced me to step back and look at myself, although I never would have guessed that you’d somehow get me to change what I saw so dramatically." 

With a kiss on the cheek and a, "Good-night, Cuz," they parted. 

* * * * *

It was now only eight days until the wedding. Suzi was in the huge media room watching nothing in particular on the giant-screen TV. The other girls would arrive soon. After lunch, they were to make a final trip to the hairdresser for their wedding styling. Ashley hadn't told anyone what she had in mind, but Suzi wasn't particularly interested. Jack had visited again and loved her carrot-red buzz at least as much and maybe more than the short curls she’d sported on his earlier visit. He was, in Ashley's words, "fully erect" all the time he was visiting Suzi, and Suzi knew it. She was confident that he'd still be totally, erotically attracted to her, no matter what Ashley had in mind. 

Her ears and nose were no longer sore at all. The piercings were completely healed, although she still took special care of them daily. The rose and butterfly tattoos had been sore and then itchy for a few days, but were also healed now. She ran her fingers over the rose on her hip. It felt just like ordinary skin, she thought. It looks like it should feel different, but it doesn't. It's just there, a very deep a part of me. Jack thought the tattoos were cute. Suzi was considering an ankle bracelet design she’d seen the last time she’d been in the tattoo parlor. 

Her eyes still had the surprised look, but they now had a smoky dimension to them, brought about by the medium-thick line of permanent eyeliner that had been tattooed onto Suzi's upper and lower lids. Her lips had been done at the same time, and were a deep red. She thought they clashed with her carrot-red hair, but most people loved them. Seeing her face "made-up" in the morning when she first got out of bed, or when she just emerged from the shower, had been hard to get used to. Deep down, her mind kept trying to tell her that she must’ve forgotten to remove her make-up when she’d returned from going out the night before, but then she’d remember that what she saw would never wipe off. 

Suzi stood up and gazed at her reflection in the mirror above the mantle. The young woman - no, more of a carefree girl than a woman - she saw there hadn't existed nine weeks earlier. With little effort, she could divorce herself from the reflection and study it as though it were someone else entirely. The girl was pretty in an unusual way. Her short, red, frosting of hair revealed a beautifully-shaped head, and her small ears were nicely set off by the three rings in each. Her straight, classic nose took on a more informal look because of the small diamond on its left side. 

The most striking features of the face were the large green eyes, made larger by the eyeliner and the high, curved, pencil-thin brows. The permanently astonished look that the brows forced on her had been offset only a little by the deep, red, sensuous lips. The tattooing of her lips had been more painful than anything else that had been done to her. They had been swollen and sore for more than a week. And now they would be forever deep, full, and arousing regardless of how she felt, because their look was engraved on her. That was going to be tough to adjust to.

As she reached up to ripple her hair, the detachment dissolved and she reconnected with the image. She was a very different woman now than she had been at the beginning of the summer. Her appearance was radically different, and her feelings about herself had changed as well. She was no longer the classically lovely, typical (and boring, she admitted) wife and homemaker. She was exotic and erotic. She was aroused more easily, by Jack and by men in general. She loved to be touched. She even liked Craig's playful antics with her hair. She spent more time on her makeup each day than she had in a whole week before. Her appearance was more important to her than it’d ever been during the time before, when she knew she’d been more beautiful than she was now. 

She thought of her life in two phases, before and now. Whoever she’d been before, she was no longer that woman. Ashley had seen to it that the beauty of that other woman was just a quickly fading memory, replaced by the evident and very real appearance of the erotic creature she'd become. As her appearance had changed, the way others treated her changed, and the two together had inevitably forced a change in how she regarded herself. 

Her reverie ended as the doorbell rang. Her fellow bridesmaid, Miki, burst into the room in her usual, hyper-active fashion. She put her arm around Suzi and spun her around playfully. 

Miki and Suzi had become close friends over the summer. They'd shared a lot of experiences and some anxiety as a part of Ashley's entourage. They were virtually the same height and weight. With the cosmetic changes, they looked almost identical, except for Miki's slightly fuller face. Suzi chuckled at that thought; before the changes, Miki had been a pale blond with thick but light-colored brows, blue eyes and pale lips – in other words, she’d basically looked exactly the opposite of Suzi. Miki’s state-of-mind had been less affected by the changes than Suzi’s. She was simply not much concerned about her looks. By her own admission, she didn’t have a self-image in that way. That was probably why she'd accepted Ashley's bridesmaid proposal - $20,000 to let Ashley have her way. As family, Suzi had refused the money, although she suspected that her aunt would eventually figure out a way to get her to take it. 

The two friends sat down to chat while awaiting the others. 

"What is she going to do to us today?" Suzi wondered out loud. 

"I don't think there's much she can change at this point," Miki offered. "I guess we'll know in a little while. 

"You know, Suzi, I've been thinking. Perhaps we ought to consider getting Ashley a wedding present from all of the bridesmaids together. She and Craig are staying at a local hotel on their wedding night, and heading to Europe for their honeymoon the next night. Maybe we could surprise her with a gift the morning after the wedding. We could distract Craig for a while ..." 

Suzi began to realize where she was heading.

* * * * *

They were at the hairdresser’s again and, as before, Suzi was the first one up. She sat in the chair facing the other bridesmaids, not the mirror, while Betty, the hairdresser, put a cape around her. Suzi was anxious to get it done, but not nervous like she’d been on other visits. This would be the last trip here on Ashley. After the wedding, she’d once again do what she wanted with her hair. Surprising to her, she didn't know what that would be just yet. It would certainly take too long to try to grow it out like it had been before she came to visit Ashley – probably three to four years or more. Besides, her heavy, sexy brows were gone for good and the long hair would probably not look at all right without them. Perhaps, with the pencil brows and deep red lips, she could be a blond - maybe a champagne color. Or maybe she'd keep her hair very short and its natural dark brown, or even dye it black. There would be plenty of time to decide. Maybe Jack would have a preference. If so, that’s almost certainly what she’d do. Suzi was surprised at how little she cared, one way or another.

Her mostly shorn head felt quite natural at the moment. There was a slight breeze from a fan that was trying to improve the circulation of the air-conditioning. It felt cool and tickling as it rippled her short bristles. Her scalp seemed much more alive that it had when her hair was long. At least, she was much more aware of it. 

Betty was running her fingers through Suzi's 5/8-inch-long buzz. It had been almost two weeks since it had been touched up and the bristles were now long enough to muss slightly as Betty massaged her scalp. The touches relaxed Suzi and she closed her eyes, relishing Betty's caresses. Betty then asked her to sit still as she reached for the clippers on her shelf. 

Suzi kept her eyes closed, anticipating the cool steel on her head. Betty gently pushed her head forward. Suzi heard the "click-buzz" and once again she felt the familiar, friendly metallic touch in the back. The clippers glided slowly up her neck and the back of her head. They caressed her scalp at the same time they freed her from whatever hair Ashley had decided to take from her this time. They paused at her crown, dropped to her neck again, and began to rise up in another strip to the left. Betty touched her scalp where she had just clipped and Suzi realized that the remaining hairs were little more than just whiskers. The realization made her wet between her legs. She resisted the urge to reach below her short skirt and touch herself secretly, even though she was covered by the smock she wore.

The clippers slid about her head. She could feel them follow the contour of her soft skin, the unblemished smoothness of her near-perfectly shaped head. She would have no hair left, she realized analytically, her only emotion coming from the pleasure of feeling the steel on her skin. As the clipping continued, her sensibility and passion began to swell as she further digested the erotic nature of what Ashley was doing to her. The dampness between her legs spread, accentuated by the lack of pubic curls. 

Betty was standing in front of her now, and the clippers were sliding from her forehead back. Suzi cooed with pleasure, feeling the instrument clear the soft, short fur from her scalp. Pass after vibrating pass massaged her scalp as the clippers rendered it almost hairless. Then, without pausing, Betty placed the clippers in their stand and a steamy hot towel around Suzi's head. 

Suzi sat still for several minutes, luxuriating in the moist warmth. The other bridesmaids nervously asked her how she was doing. Watching Betty removing all but a trace of Suzi's hair had been unnerving for them - in spite of their hair already being very short. The thought of losing it all still, somehow, frightened most of them. Suzi said it "felt wonderful, like a scalp massage, and cooling at the same time. The warmth of the towel is delicious." Ashley could only stare in surprise, a smile creeping into the corners of her mouth, as she realized she’d accomplished the changes in her cousin that she’d set as her goal. The poor, submissive girl actually had gotten aroused by the changes and absorbed them into her personality. Well, one thing was certain to Ashley, Suzi would never return to the person she’d been before. Susan was history. Period. 

Betty clipped Miki while the hot towel softened Suzi's remaining stubble. An assistant dyed the thin line of Suzi’s brows back to dark brown.

When Miki had been clipped and similarly toweled, Betty returned to Suzi. The towel was removed and Suzi felt and smelled the rich, thick , aromatic foam being spread across her scalp. Clearly, she was to lose every trace of her hair this time. Betty massaged the foam in for several minutes, getting some kind of gratification herself from watching the look of pleasure on Suzi's face.

The hairdresser began shaving Suzi at her left temple. The vibrating, five-blade, Gillette Fusion razor slid smoothly across Suzi's scalp. She heard the faint scraping and knew that the remaining traces of her hair were being erased. It was as though she were being cleaned of layers of dirt that had built up over time. She felt liberated, energized. The razor made pass after pass. Betty was very good; there was no pulling or tugging, just an even glide as the hair was shaved. 

Betty completely shaved Suzi, carefully massaged her head with another hot towel, and lathered it up again. She shaved it again with a fresh blade to get it perfectly smooth. She cautioned Suzi, "You must shave it every day now, to get the scalp used to the shaving. If you don't, you'll find that two-days' growth will be harder to shave than one, and you'll risk razor burn. You certainly don't want that for the wedding." 

The shaving was done, and Suzi's scalp was absolutely smooth and completely hairless. Betty rubbed a special aloe Vera lotion into it to keep the skin soft and healthy. The lotion also contained a growth inhibitor which, if used daily, would slow regrowth. She handed the bottle to Suzi to take with her.

Everyone was amazed at how perfectly-shaped Suzi's head was. The skin was without blemishes and had the tone of Suzi's lovely face. Only a very faint shadow remained, and the scalp was only slightly lighter in color than the rest of her head. The short buzz had allowed enough sun to filter down to the skin to tan it. Betty applied a dab of Suzi's makeup and some powder to her scalp, and she was finished. For the first time, Betty turned her toward the mirror. 

Suzi's hand reached up slowly to touch her head as her gaze became riveted on her new appearance. Her scalp felt as smooth and soft as her cheek. Her head was, indeed, perfectly shaped. The startled expression of her high, smoothly-curved, thin brows set the look off perfectly. Her green eyes gleamed as brightly as the rings in her ears and the jewel in her nose. The overall effect was stunning. She was beautiful again, in an unexpected, erotic, intensely sexy way. Without her fully realizing it, the last vestiges of her old self, of the long-haired, vivacious Susan, melted away as she examined the image. 

She felt so clean. It almost seemed that she must have been buried in her hair for all these years without realizing it. The air felt fresh and cool on her head. She turned to the others and saw real approval in their expressions. She was renewed, confident, satisfied. 

Ashley was amazed.

* * * * *

The wedding was four hours away when Suzi awoke and started her preparations. All of the bridesmaids had spent the night at Ashley's house and had paired up to help each other get ready. Miki and Suzi had shared the suite in the huge house that Suzi had been using all summer. Miki was already out of the shower and waiting for Suzi to shave her. Suzi lathered Miki’s still-damp head and spread thick foam all over it. She then shaved her carefully, twice, with a fresh Fusion razor. 

Suzi showered while Miki continued her preparations. She washed slowly, enjoying the warm water on her smooth body and almost-smooth scalp. She giggled as she washed between her legs - she still found the soft, smooth, hairlessness that Elsa's electrolysis had given her to be something slightly naughty and humorous in a surprisingly sexy way. I'll always look like an six or seven-year-old there, she thought, amused. 

Miki was waiting for her when she emerged from the shower, and motioned Suzi onto an intricately embroidered, padded bench by the makeup table in one corner of the large bathroom. Miki lathered Suzi's head and began to shave her slowly, carefully, rubbing her hands over the just-shaved spots to insure their smoothness. 

Miki had shaved Suzi twice since they’d both become bald the previous week. Suzi had shaved herself daily the other times. Miki knew how much Suzi liked the feel of the gently vibrating razor against her skin and took her time. Suzi sat perfectly still, breathing softly with her eyes closed, the better to concentrate on the marvelously sensuous feeling of being shaved. Miki shaved her twice and rubbed lotion into her soft skin. Their heads had tanned evenly over the previous eight days, so only a little foundation and powder were necessary to even the tones and cover the slight hair shadow. 

After the shaving Suzi performed her daily ritual of turning the rings in her ears and the stud in her nose and applying an antiseptic to keep them clean, although they were, by now, completely healed.

Miki and Suzi helped each other insert the colored contact lenses for the wedding. They were mauve, to coordinate with the bridesmaids’ dresses. Suzi found them a little weird, but admitted that they fit in with everything else.

Suzi continued with her makeup, applying foundation, mascara, a dark-brown pencil-line to accentuate her thin brow, and eye shadow. The eyeliner was already perpetually there and her deep red, tattooed lips needed only a clear balm to moisten them. 

She dressed in the short, light-mauve sundress that Ashley had picked out for her bridesmaids. It fit her slim, shapely body perfectly, revealing the butterfly tattoo on her shoulder. It was slit up the left side to expose the mauve rose on her left hip. Ashley had given each bridesmaid an expensive, diamond pendant on a thin, gold chain and a diamond tennis bracelet and diamond ankle bracelet, which Suzi thought coordinated nicely with her nose stud. 

She was anxious to get Jack's reaction to her deliciously clean, smooth head. He would arrive in town just before the wedding, and wouldn't see her until she walked down the aisle. 

The bridesmaids rode together to the church in their own large, padded, horse-drawn carriage. They were energized with the excitement of the day - a day they’d built up to, and paid for with their own appearances, all summer long.

As they approached the church, Kate remembered to ask Teri, "Did you find out where?" 

"Of course!” Came the reply.” I've got the suite number – and I’ve even got the key!" 

"Really? Fantastic! What about him?" 

"Won't be a problem. He'll be out of the room for a while, and you know he'll be supportive afterward - probably long, long afterward." They all giggled. 

"And Elsa?" 

"She's in. Everything's a go." 

They wowed or astonished the wedding guests as they came down the aisle: four beautiful, matched, absolutely bald bridesmaids, almost identical in their appearance. Individually and as a group, they were stunning. Out of the corner of her eye, Suzi saw Jack almost fall out of the pew, his mouth hanging open and then forming the biggest smile she'd ever seen on him as he saw her. She was satisfied with his reaction. When they were finally alone, this was going to be some night. 

And it was. Jack loved everything about her look, including her permanently lined eyes and alluring, deep-red lips. But most of all he loved her shaved head. Before the night was over, he had extracted a promise from her to keep shaving it for at least the next six months - "and then they'd re-evaluate together, before she tried something else – if she had to – and even then, he clearly wanted it to be very short, or almost very short and curly." 

Early the next morning, Suzi rose, showered and shaved, and went downstairs to meet the others. Elsa arrived with the car at 7:00 and whisked them off to the Westin Kenwood Galleria. 

They waited, tucked away in an alcove down the hall, until Craig left the room and headed toward the elevators, believing he had to move his car because of construction in the parking building. Using the key that Teri had managed to pilfer, the bridesmaids slipped into suite 2220 and noiselessly fastened the chain and deadbolt. They stood poised outside the bedroom until Kate gave the signal. 

The four rushed into the room, playfully giggling. Ashley, whose back had been turned to them, rolled over, startled, and started to sit up, rubbing her eyes. Seeing who was there, she intended to shout "what the hell are you doing here?" just as Teri shoved a wad of cloth into her mouth and slapped duct tape over it. There was a bridesmaid on each arm and Miki plopped down hard on Ashley's legs. That left Teri free to start tying Ashley's wrists to the bed posts. Once done, she followed with tying her ankles. 

Ashley's eyes seemed as large as saucers as she tried to make sense of what was going on. Teri spoke to clarify things for her. 

"First off, Ashley, we’re not here because we’re really pissed at you. We probably should be, but in spite of your bizarre wedding demands, we’ve all enjoyed this summer of parties and bridal activities. You’ve taken unbelievable liberties with what you’ve done to our appearances – even though you did pay off most of us.

“Alright, with that said, we all felt that we hadn't given you a really memorable wedding present. When we thought about it, we decided that you should experience the same thrill we've come to know from having our appearances radically changed. So we're going to give you the most wonderful makeover you've never dreamed of. 

"By the way, when Craig gets back, we're going to tell him that you intend to go along with this wholeheartedly, and that he should return to take you to the airport for your flight to Paris at 6:00. Now realize that we aren't doing this to punish you. We honestly believe that you'll benefit from this experience, and come to love the new you. But we're prepared to tell Craig all about your tryst with Tony Sinica if you don't do just as we say. Understand?" 

Ashley's shocked expression changed to one of horror as she contemplated the effect her unfaithfulness would have on the start of her marriage. She slowly, reluctantly nodded her head in agreement. 

"Good. No need to ever worry; your secret's safe with us. We know you'd never do anything like that to a great guy like Craig again, right?" 

Ashley nodded again. 

"By the way, if you ever do and any of us find out about it, we'll be back to give you another new look - and you probably won't like it as well as this one. One of Miki's good friends is a plastic surgeon. So you’re in this marriage for the very long term, unless you want to win a homeliest girl of the year award. Get it?"

Ashley nodded yet again, as Kate, shushing her, carefully removed the tape and gag. 

Craig tried unsuccessfully to open the door at that moment. Suzi opened it to the extent of the chain and told Craig, "Sorry, newly-minted Cuz, you can't come in. Teri, Miki, Elsa, and Kate and I are here to do a makeover with Ashley. Ashley wants it to be a surprise for you. Isn't that right, Ashley?" 

With little prompting from Teri, Ashley yelled back, "It's OK, Craig. Ah … er … I know you'll love my new look!" 

"Come back at 6:00, Craig, and we'll have her all ready for you. Make sure you pull the car right up to the front of the hotel, she probably won't want to walk too far." 

"Are you going to ...?" He started to say with a smile of pleasure beginning to form on his face. 

Suzi cut him off with a sly smile herself. "Ah ... you'll see." 

"Then get to work! I'll be back at six!" 

Elsa had already unpacked her bag. She handed an electrolysis wand to Teri, to Kate, and held one herself. "Eyebrows and pubes have got to go," she said matter-of-factly. 

"Untie me first, please," Ashley requested. "I'll lie still. Please don't tell Craig about Tony." 

"No one is going to tell him anything. It's all behind you, as long as you do what we say." Suzi started to untie her cousin. Ashley, rubbing her hands, lay perfectly still as Elsa started removing her brows, and Teri and Kate worked down below. 

A couple of hours later, Ashley's eyebrows were gone. She was red, sore, and slightly swollen, but truly brow-less. Teri and Kate continued to work. Elsa produced her needles and a small jewelry box. 

Ashley moaned, "Do you have to do that? And how thin are my brows now?" She was still on the bed and not within sight of a mirror. 

"Absolutely, Cuz," Suzi replied. "And if you remove even one of them, you'll disappoint Craig in two ways. Number one, he really likes the idea of what we're doing to you, and number two, we'll tell him about Tony. 

"Oh, by the way, your brows are infinitely thin - since you don't have any at all!" 

"But I didn't have all of yours removed!” Ashley started to complain. 

"True, but you had a permanent expression of surprise etched on our faces." We're actually being kinder to you. You can pencil on a thin line wherever you want and it'll look more-or-less OK, except for close examination." 

Elsa numbed and pierced Ashley's nose on the left side. She inserted a diamond stud into her nose and locked on a fastener inside. Elsa next pierced each of Ashley's ears twice more, to total three in each. A bright, diamond stud was inserted in each new hole. She then pierced each ear twice through the cartilage near the top. Ashley yelped in pain since the local anesthetic provided little comfort as the needle and stud were driven through the tough part of her ears. 

Teri and Kate continued zapping Ashley's pubic hairs. They were making real progress now, as only a small tuft of hair remained. It took another hour before they completed the task. While they were finishing, Elsa tattooed a butterfly on her shoulder. It was Elsa's first tattooing – she’d just finished apprenticing a few days before - and she was quite proud of the job she did. It matched the others' perfectly.

At the same time, Miki removed the frosted white polish from, and trimmed Ashley’s finger and toenails as short as possible, then painted them a bright red. Suzi stepped up to Ashley’s side.

"Now, Ashley, what comes next is gonna hurt a bit so we’re securing you to the bed again," Suzi told her. They tied her wrists and ankles to the four posts, near the top, spreading her legs wide and propping a pillow under her bottom. 

Ashley felt Elsa rub the anesthetic over her inner groin. "No!" she yelled, her eyes wide with fear. Miki put her hand over her mouth, shushed her, and told her if she burst out like that again they'd have to gag her. Her hand stayed in place as Elsa jabbed the needle through Ashley's inner labium lip. Ashley jerked involuntarily, recoiling in pain. She winced again as the small, half-inch, gold ring was locked into place. 

Not taking any chances, Miki kept her hand over Ashley's mouth as Elsa pierced her twice more on the left and then three times on the right side. Suzi held Ashley's hand through the ordeal, and gently massaged her temples. In spite of what Ashley had done to her (and she had actually come to accept and even appreciate much of it – especially thanks to Jack’s acceptance and interest), she’d felt that the genital piercings were going too far. Nevertheless, all three of the other bridesmaids had insisted. 

They were done. Ashley sported six small rings between her legs. Teri pointed out that, "You won't be walking very comfortably for a week or two. We're sending a supply of the anesthetic with you to help out some. Fortunately, you'll be in first class on the plane so you'll have room to sit with your legs apart. That's not very lady-like, but it should help." 

They carefully rolled Ashley onto her side as Elsa tattooed the rose onto her hip. 

Next, they set a pillow on a chair, put a Tucks between Ashley's legs to soothe her, and sat her upright in the chair. She still hadn't seen herself in a mirror. It would be a little while yet before she did. 

Without fanfare, using a sharp barber’s scissors, Suzi started cutting Ashley’s long, thick hair from the front of her head, as close to the scalp as she could. For the first time, tears formed in Ashley's eyes. The tugging and the crunching of the scissors continued as Ashley's full head of long, rich-dark-brown hair cascaded to the floor. When Suzi had reduced the long hair to random stubble, Miki handed her the electric clippers, without a guard, and Suzi proceeded to quickly shave the rude tufts. 

They each helped to lather Ashley's head and shave it clean with a vibrating, Gillette Fusion razor. They rinsed and dried her and massaged lotion into her scalp. Like Suzi, she had a perfectly-shaped, blemish-free head. They took her into the large, darkened bathroom. Ashley walked cowboy-style, holding her legs apart as best she could. 

In the bathroom, one of them flicked on the light, and Ashley saw herself for the first time. She gasped a loud, "Oh!" as her eyes adjusted to the bright light and her image came into focus. She reached up to feel her head, rubbing her fingers gingerly over it. Without eyebrows to reinforce her personality, her usually assertive, dominant manner seemed to fade away and her demeanor became that of someone else entirely. 

She turned her head from side-to-side to examine the studs in her ears. "Those are kinda pretty, don't you think?" she asked meekly. 

"Honestly," Kate said, "you're now as pretty as we are. You know we've grown to accept and even like these changes, and you will too. By the time you get back from Europe, you'll be all healed and so used to being bald that you'll probably never want your own hair again. Why would you? That’s why wigs were invented!" 

"The only problem is that my face looks featureless without my eyebrows. I wish you hadn't taken them all off." 

"You'll get used to that too. You have a great smile. Use it more. Try different eyebrow styles, depending on your mood. We’ve left you that option. Thanks to you, we don’t have it, unless we want to follow you and remove ours entirely. We look the same every day, all the time - astonished or surprised - regardless of our mood.

“We've packed the same makeup for you that we have. There's an eyebrow pencil in there that you can use to draw some on when you go out - if Craig will let you." 

"I'm so sore. How are Craig and I going to enjoy our honeymoon?" 

"Teri laughed. "You'll find other ways to do it for a few weeks. Craig seems the adventurous type." 

"When you get back from your two-month honeymoon," Miki explained, "we'll all get together again. We'll make sure everything is still in place and healed up as much as possible by then. Elsa will also touch up any regrowth hairs so you'll stay clean. We expect you to beg Craig to shave your head each morning and evening while you're gone. We intend to check with him to ensure that you've been regularly shaved. You know what will happen if you don't." 

It was nearly six o'clock. The troupe got Ashley dressed in a sleeveless top and a skirt that ended just above her knees. Pants were out of the question. Ashley was so sensitive, tender and sore that she ultimately rejected panties, deciding to risk it for the sake of comfort. Craig arrived a few minutes later. He was happily astonished at Ashley's new appearance. Within minutes, they were on their way. Ashley left the hotel with her eye-brow-less, bald head exposed for all to see. 

They watched them go with satisfied feelings – and surprised looks – all around.

"This has been quite a summer," Miki observed. And all because of Ashley's wedding." 

And with that, it almost ends. 

 

 

 






  

Epilog

 

 

It was a cold December back home, but that didn't matter in the least to Suzi and Jack. They basked in the warmth of a brilliant sun suspended in the cerulean sky of Bali. Jack had just rubbed lotion all over Suzi, and was finishing with a gentle massage of her smooth scalp. He kissed her on the top of her head, then continued down the back of her head to her neck, then rolled her over and kissed her glistening, ruby lips again and again. He looked into the deep pools of her eyes. They were twilight blue today. They’d been almost every color but their natural brown at some time in the past months.

They lay back on the blanket together, Suzi's head resting on Jack's strong arm. She was happy. She was contented without reservations. She was who she was supposed to be.

"I wonder how Ashley and Craig are doing," he mused. 

"They got back before we left. I suppose she's walking around without any difficulty by now," Suzi responded, laughing. "One thing's for sure, based on what Craig told me on the phone, he won’t let her have any more hair than I do!" 

"Life is good," Jack responded with a smile, reaching over to tickle her head. His hand slid down to the smoothness within the thong bikini. 

"Ooo, Jack. Uh huh ... Umm ... Life ... is ... good ..." 

End
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