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Oh Claire! - Inside Flap Summary

Erotic and hot! Our fiercely passionate, stunningly beautiful author, Giulia Napoli, has outdone herself with this unusually sensual, titillating tale. It is the story of the attractive, young American woman, Claire, who evolves into a stunning, sophisticated, continental enchantress, and who finally becomes a unique, exotic, ravishingly-sexual creature in an extraordinary setting. Oh Claire! tells of Claire’s relationship with Elliot, the urbane, cosmopolitan, confident man who centers her life - from intense passion to slowly developing true love - amid fierce sexual desire and personal change. Claire becomes the every woman that so many women strive to be, a dedicated lover and exciting companion to the particular man who is the focus of her desire.

Whether you’re female or male, whether you live on the coasts or in fly-over country, whether you’ve never been outside your home region or have traveled all over the world, Oh Claire! will deliver you to a place of charm, delight and erotic bliss to which you’ve never been, but for which you’ve always longed.

A superb book that you’ll want to read again and again.

It goes without saying that Oh Claire! is an adult story containing open discussions and scenes of intense sexuality, erotica and sexual relations.

 


  

Oh Claire! - Publisher’s Summary

Oh Claire! is intelligent erotica at its best. This well-written, well-edited novel spans much of the universe of sensuality and sexuality including fetishes, piercing, tattooing and body modification, BDSM, sensory deprivation, submission, punishment, dominance, and riveting heterosexuality and tasteful bisexuality. The erotica is woven through a solid story of growing love and personal evolution. The reader is treated to a detailed, deeply moving look inside the minds of the characters and gets to know them at a depth rarely seen in erotica.
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Chapter 1: There’ll be Some Changes Made

 

 

The Hamiltonian was a gorgeous, stately, fully-restored, European-style hotel, a few blocks from the center of downtown. Elliot had asked Claire to meet him there for lunch and an afternoon surprise on an unusually warm, early March day. He was already seated when she stepped into the restaurant’s ornate entrance. As she stood framed by the salmon-colored entryway, he admired her lithe figure, not tall but nicely proportioned. She was dressed up, as befitted the restaurant, in a dark brown skirt, cream-colored blouse, and a short, tan jacket. Her feet were plainly visible through thin-strapped, medium-heeled, brown sandals. She had just the beginning hint of a tan.

Her head cocked slightly to the side as she gave him that, “What are you up to?” look. Elliot’s brow, below thick, dark brown hair, rose ever so slightly as he gestured at a chair to the right of him, standing to hold it for her. As he sat back down to look at her, he could see the sparkle in her fetching blue eyes, framed by thin brows and enhanced by sable eyeliner.

“I think you’ll find this an interesting day,“ he said non-committally. “It’s time I threw a surprise or two your way. You know - a sort of turn-about.”

“For something I did?” her expression seemed to say. With a flip of her head, she tossed her highlighted, naturally dark blonde hair so that the straight bob flipped about, just above her shoulders.

He lifted her manicured hand to his lips and very lightly kissed the back of it. Her nails on fingers and toes were medium length and a reddish-brown. Placing her hand back on the table, he abruptly changed the subject, as he often did. I swear, she thought, sometimes he makes our conversation jump around so much I feel I’m being interviewed, or too slow to follow him.

“I’ve ordered for us already.” That was unusual in itself, she thought. Elliot was usually so sensitive to what she wanted. Lunch arrived almost immediately. It was a light fare, very good, though not unusual in a city noted for its pleasant dining.

They looked quite the sophisticated young couple as they sat there talking casually through lunch. They’d arrived at this common point in their lives from vastly different directions. Claire had grown up in a broken home in a medium-sized city. Her arrogant, irresponsible father had left her mother and the children to fend for themselves, resulting in teenage years of poverty and rebellion for her. Her much older sister had taken her in when she was nineteen, and helped aim her in a better direction. That had led to a successful career as an IT professional and, perhaps more importantly, a chance for her life to cross paths with Elliot.

Their first encounter had occurred when her mood was at its lowest, as she considered abandoning a pointless relationship with a crude man who didn’t deserve her. Elliot had boosted her up, restored her self-confidence, and supported her through the break-up, asking nothing in return. But something had, perhaps inevitably, developed anyway.

Almost no one would have believed it from just meeting him, but Elliot was from a small town. His parents had provided a stable, loving, middle-class home in which the young Elliot was able to flourish. More importantly, they had gifted him with three groupings of extraordinary genes – one set that made him intellectually brilliant and a second set that gave him off-the-chart personal drive to succeed. The third set made him a bit sexually kinky – or, if you prefer, he had a collection of fetishes and appetites for somewhat-to-pretty-unusual erotic play.

And Claire loved that about him – more than she loved his urbane, cosmopolitan confidence and his evident career successes, the extent of which had only recently started to become clear to her.

They shared a cheesecake dessert, drizzled with caramel and chocolate. He liked the idea of them both eating from the same plate, touching the same food with their forks. Afterwards, he led her to the elevator.

“I have to get back to work,” she announced, pulling him away by the hand, obviously picking up on his joke.

“No you don’t,” he responded, somewhat coldly. “You don’t work there anymore.”

“Yeah, right.”

“You no longer need to work at all. All the money you’ll ever need is now yours.”

“Even if that were true, I’d need something to do.”

“I am what you do.” He’d said that with a smile as he pulled her into the elevator whose doors had just slid open. Without allowing her to say anything, he continued.

 “I’ve arranged a special holiday for us. We’ll leave in a few hours, but you’ll know nothing about it, or where you’re going, until sometime after you get there.”

“And just how do you plan to pull that off?”

“You’ll see. It may be a bit frightening, but I’ve no doubt that you’ll find it a novel, stimulating, unforgettable experience. However, you’ll need to agree to go along with what I’m going to do with you - and to you - before we start or I’ll call the whole thing off. Agreed?”

She was unnerved by him - that had never happened before. She was still hesitating as they stopped in front of the door to the hotel’s presidential suite.

“Claire, I need your answer now.”

“How can I agree to something when I don’t have a clue as to what you’re talking about? Besides, you’re scaring me.”

He took her hand to lead her back toward the elevators. She refused to go.

“Tell me what’s going on.”

“You’ll see - if you give it a chance. Or maybe you won’t.” The last was mumbled. “What happened to that ‘watch me get crazy’ attitude of yours that I find so interesting? Is this a lack of self-confidence coming out? I’m beginning to suspect that you don’t trust me.”

“Of course I trust you. We’ve been together for months, and I’ve seen how you are. You’re the most steadfast, reliable person I’ve ever known. But for heaven’s sake, Elliot, now you’re asking me to agree to something I know nothing about.”

“True. But if I tell you about it beforehand, it’ll lose the delicious impact that comes from a little fear of the unknown.”

“Assuming you’re not kidding about my job, I’ll go along with you, wherever you want to go, But I need to know what you’re planning to do to me.”

“Your job is over; I fired you. After all, I own the company you work for.”

“What?!” She hadn’t known.

“I acquired it shortly after we first met. As for what I plan for you, I will do whatever I want – which I assure you will be sexually thrilling for both of us. Oh, and there will be a number of things that will be done to you and will happen to you. This is to be an adventure, a chance for your erotic nature to expand, after all.”

Claire knew his sexual and erotic appetites in some detail, from the intimate desires they’d talked about over the course of their relationship. She knew him well enough to guess at some of the things he might have planned. Up to now, they existed in the world of fantasies. Did she dare let them become real? Could she stand her own personal regret at a lost opportunity for sexually-charged excitement if she didn’t give him his way with her?

Her eyes hardened and the corner of her mouth curled into a faint sneer. “Okay, what the hell! Let’s see what great adventure you have in store for me. Take me wherever you want and do whatever you want to me. I give you my full agreement and put myself in your hands. But this better be good!”

They entered the room. Three large suitcases sat in the corner. They looked brand new. A matching carry-on lay open on the dresser. Claire could see that it contained makeup and other toiletries, all apparently new. There was a king-sized bed visible through partially-opened, double doors. Picking her up, he took her into the bedroom and laid her on the bed.

“Does this make me the after-dinner sweets?” she asked, her breathing coming slightly faster.

“Not at the moment,” Elliot replied with a smile. “I need to get you ready for the adventure.” He reached for a tiny bottle on the nightstand.

“What is that?”

“You were wondering how I was going to take you somewhere and you not know where it was until you got there, right?”

With hesitation and suspicion she answered in a long, drawn-out, “Yeeesss.”

“Well, obviously, we can’t have you walking around in public sporting a blindfold. So I need an alternative to let me maintain this part of the mystery. Once I place a few of these drops in each eye, you won’t be able to see where we’re going.”

“What?! Are you crazy? YOU’RE GOING TO BLIND ME?!”

“Yes,” he answered straight-away. “But only for a short while. Once we’ve arrived and attended to a few things, I’ll drop in the antidote and your vision will be right back. Don’t worry, the antidote is foolproof.”

“Ah … ah …” she stammered as he tipped back her head. He wasn’t really going to do this, was he? Even more, she wasn’t going to let him, was she?

“Try to look up at the top of your head and hold still,” he said gently. To her own surprise, she did. He bent to look into her eyes as he positioned the dropper above her left eye. She didn’t move. His fingers held her eye open. Three drops went quickly into her eye.

She blinked, and reached up to rub her eye, but before she could touch it, he had held open her other eye and the drops went in.

“In just a few seconds, things will go black. Don’t be frightened. I’m here and I won’t let you come to any harm. And remember, this is only temporary.”

She looked up at him, her face somewhat alarmed, her heart beating faster. This had to be a joke. She could still see, after all. Then, suddenly, her vision seemed to jump to the right, then, everything was black.

“Jesus Christ!” she exclaimed, sitting up. “I can’t see anything! You’ve really blinded me!”

“All part of the adventure you’ve just begun. Like I said, think of it as a high-tech, unobtrusive blindfold.” He kissed her gently on the forehead and held her. Her sightless eyes seemed to stare at the wall behind him.

Once Elliot felt her heartbeat slow, and her breathing evened out, he stood her up beside the bed. Things happened quickly after that. He removed her clothes and dressed her in comfortable shorts, a tank top, and flat sandals. He combed her hair and touched-up her makeup. He put dark glasses on her and called for the bellboy.

“Since you can’t see, you’ll have to hold my arm and listen as I guide you. “

“I really don’t like this.”

“Then you’re not yet in the right spirit. Take a chance on the adventure. You can’t do anything about it right now anyway. Drink in the experience. You’ll be amazed at how positively it can affect you.”

“How long am I going to be blind?”

“Until I restore your sight.” Seeing she was unsatisfied, he added, “Oh well, a few days.”

“A FEW DAYS! Why so long?”

“You’ll see. And there’s more to come in a few minutes.” There was a knock at the door just then.

They followed the porter to a waiting limo. Claire clung tightly to his arm. As they drove off, isolated from the driver, he gave her further instructions.

“Obviously, you can’t see where we’re going, but you may still hear it announced. So before we get to the airport, I’m going to block your hearing.”

“Please no ...”

“You’ll have no way of getting information except through touch. So you’ll have to phrase all your questions as yes-no. I’ll tap you once if the answer is yes, twice if it’s no. If I want to know how you feel, I’ll tap your forehead three times. Understand?”

“No … don’t do this.”

“Understand? Can you get with the program now?” He said, laughing. Although she seemed outwardly distressed, he knew her well enough to be certain that she was intrigued and aroused by what was happening.

“Uh … okay. I understand you, but I don’t like being helpless. This better be good.” She tried to smile and then punched him playfully.

I called that right, he thought.

She felt a wet Q-tip enter first one ear, then the other. In moments, she could hear nothing at all. She panicked, reaching out wildly for him. She felt as though she were falling. He gripped her tightly as the limo pulled up to the Delta terminal.

It took several minutes, but Claire finally composed herself, and he led her from the car into the terminal. She felt encased in a cocoon, as though she really wasn’t out in public at all. She knew the terminal was crowded with people, but she could neither see nor hear them. She gripped him tightly, both her arms wrapped around the hard, defined muscles of his left arm.

“How long before we get there?” she asked, unable to hear herself speak. There was no way for him to answer, she realized. She rephrased the question. “Will we be flying more than four hours?”

One tap – yes.

“More than eight hours?”

Two taps – no.

And so it went, the conversation was agonizingly slow from her perspective. He had to help her eat, take her into a private restroom, and lead her through security. In every little thing, she depended on him. She realized that the feeling of dependence was actually making her wet. In spite of the fact that it was terribly frightening, she also found it to be undeniably erotic.

* * * * *

The flight was behind them and she surmised that they were in a hotel room, probably about seven hours from home. They’d arrived many hours before and had walked around for quite a while, stopping for long periods at several places while, she assumed, Elliot spoke to someone. Some people had shaken her hand, so he had apparently introduced her to them. Being unable to see or hear the person she was meeting embarrassed her and she blushed openly. She would mumble a hesitant “hello,” which she couldn’t hear, and then completely withdraw back into herself. Being unable to hear her own voice was very disconcerting; Claire couldn’t tell whether her voice was even working, or whether she might be talking too loudly or too softly.

She was blindly drinking a glass of exceptional champagne – her inability to hear and see seemed to enhance the flavor and aroma. She’d noticed those heightened senses during the dinner on the plane and at lunch too. She had, in less than 24 hours, become a touch and scent-centered creature. That intense, restricted focus was to continue throughout a most interesting night. At least, she assumed it was night. He’d answered her question, “Is it night?” with a single tap.

She sat on the edge of the bed while he removed her sandals. His fingers kneaded the bottom of her feet, then slid between each manicured toe and massaged each digit individually. The sensation was bliss for her tired feet, still a little swollen from sitting during the long flight. Claire moaned with pleasure.

Elliot slowly undressed her while she stood beside the bed. As each garment was removed, his hands slid sensuously across her newly-exposed skin. She felt the goose bumps rise on her arms, then felt them recede as his repeated, light stroking caused her hyper-sensitive skin to warm at his touch. Her entire self seemed to be stretched out along her surface. The feeling that she was centered behind her eyes had begun to dissipate, as her consciousness focused where her senses were being stimulated, not on her useless eyes, which no longer provided any information to her mind.

Claire stepped out of her skirt and panties as they fell to her ankles. He whisked them away and then took her in his arms, pressing her tightly against him. He was just less than six feet tall, and his lips were about even with Claire’s forehead. She was surprised to find that he was already naked. She felt his hot, adamantine rod press on her abdomen. His hand reached behind her to grasp a tight butt cheek and push her more forcefully against him.

He bent his head to kiss her deeply. His strength almost pulled her off the floor as his mouth lunged against hers. Her full, sensitive lips were slightly parted and his tongue took advantage of her openness. The fresh taste of his mouth filled hers. The feel of his tongue sliding along the inside of her teeth infused the kiss with further passion. With her arms reaching up around his neck, she pulled his lips tighter against hers. Her little tongue fenced with his.

They continued to kiss for several minutes. Unable to see or hear him, her mind became riveted on his feel and flavor. She forgot whether her eyes were open or closed.

The dim light in the room was good enough for him to see her beauty as he kissed her. He found her expression curious and sexy in a most unusual way. Most of the time her eyes were open, but they seemed to wander about without meaningful direction. The expressive parts of her face seemed to have shifted up to her forehead and down to her lips, with her eyes playing no role at all. He suspected she might even have forgotten about them altogether, in the passion building between them. The overall result was a surprisingly intense turn-on for him.

By the time they stepped back from the kiss, there was already a sheen of sweat where their bodies had touched; her nipples were hard, swollen nubs; she was wet between her legs; and his erection pulsed with need. He lifted her in his arms and laid her on the turned-down bed.

As he slipped onto the bed beside her, her hand probed for his center and found the swollen member. Her small hand and slender fingers grasped him. Holding her thumb steady against its hard, upper surface, her fingers moved the tight skin of the softer underside up and down. Thus, she began to stimulate him slowly, taking advantage of that highly sensitive area of his manhood. Even at that, Elliot soon had to reach down and hold her hand still to stretch out the stimulation, the better for him to enjoy the build-up over many minutes. He was so aroused by Claire that he knew he could cum in a heartbeat, if they didn’t work diligently to prolong the moment.

She stopped moving her hand. Her fingertips were still pressed against the soft, underbelly of his penis. She gradually released the member. They both lay very still until he regained control. Finally, he rearranged himself atop her, his manhood poised between her legs. His glans lightly probed the outermost regions of her cunt, and she could feel the velvety-rough friction of the tip of his rod against her sex. Slowly, his probing spread her very wet inner lips and he floated against her entrance. Her body wanted to thrust against him to consume him all at once, but, by summoning all her willpower, she held back, agonizingly waiting for him to take her.

He seemed to explore her outskirts forever. Their sexual tension was reaching the breaking point. Slowly, with supreme patience and confidence, he crept forward, the rounded cone of his tip gradually opening her lips to him.

Claire was already his. The anticipation was consuming her. Her mind refused to focus on anything but his fullness approaching her reception. Her fleshy, sensitive inner labia parted and his member entered her vestibule.

Still, with monumental restraint, he gradually slid within her. She wanted her vagina to attack him, suck him in, surround him and make him one with her. She cried out in anticipation and frustration.

He realized that he owned her in that moment. But he was fully aware that she owned him as well. It took all of his concentration and restraint to keep from ravishing her unchecked. Only a nugget of his mind still appreciated the awesome pleasure that was to come from discipline and patience. The rest of him was at the cusp of accelerating out of control.

He began to fill her inner sleeve. Fuller and fuller, deeper and deeper until she was consumed by his presence within her. She lost the boundary between where she stopped and he began. She seemed to be able to feel him from within her, and her surrounding him. Her perspective was both hers and his at the same time. Her individuality evaporated as his shaft entered her completely.

Her heart synchronized with his thrusts in and out. She was totally in time with him. The rubbing of his penis within her vagina was the only thing in the world happening to her. The stirrings of consummate arousal began to spread from him to her. The urgency of his conquest of her increased for both of them. She no longer wanted to be Claire, but only an extension of him.

His head bent down for his teeth to bite her above the right nipple. Not even the pain could distract. His ministrations drove her to an even higher sexual plane. Claire’s mind stopped functioning altogether as the pleasure of Elliot devoured her. Pump, pound, pump. He drove within and against her. Her sensitive inner lips sealed him inside her. Claire’s outer lips were swollen and aflame with stimulation. The nerve-rich nimbus within her vagina cried out for satisfaction.

Claire’s unseeing eyes rolled back within their sockets as an all-consuming orgasm racked her overly-aroused body. She screamed with release, her whole being focused on the incredible sensations spreading from her groin and her breasts.

Had she not already been blind, she surely would have lost her sight anyway. No senses mattered except the pleasure radiating within her. As Elliot continued his motion in and out, she climaxed again with an ear-splitting scream of such pain and pleasure that she thought surely she would die.

Even that didn’t stop him, as his penis and his mouth continued to impale and consume her. When she finally feared she could take no more, she felt the hot pressure and erupting power as he came within her. She was dissolved by his semen and ceased to be Claire at all. Already full of him, she filled to overflowing with his cum, and shrieked again as the pleasure of its liquid heat and pressure forced her over the top, yet again.

That was all she could take. Mercifully, he collapsed upon her with a wet, slick layer of perspiration sealing the space between them. Claire had been so thoroughly fucked, that she doubted she’d ever be the same again. Her legs wrapped around him, unwilling to let him go. The thought of their flesh ever being separated was untenable to her.

Finally, a long time later, even her tight grip of him couldn’t keep him firm, and he relaxed out of her.

It might have been the saddest moment of her existence. Mercifully, the long flight, the walking and excitement of the past 36 hours had taken its toll. She rapidly, mercifully drifted off to sleep.

* * * * *

The next morning, while sitting placidly on the couch, she felt a cold, wet Q-tip enter each ear. Instantly, her hearing returned to normal. Her first question was, “Where are we?”

“In London, England,” came the reply. She hadn’t been there before and was excited at the prospect of exploring.

“When are you going to let me see again?”

“In a few days. I have some surprises, starting later this morning. I think it would be interesting to keep you in the dark for a little longer. It’ll heighten your anticipation and make the surprises more profound.”

“You shit.” She laughed as she said it. This was, at the least, an intriguing game. Their lovemaking the previous night had shown her just how intriguing it could be.

She heard sliding doors open and a warm, gentle breeze blew her long gown. She hadn’t recognized the feel of it, so it must have been a new one he’d bought for her. In fact, unbeknownst to Claire, everything he’d brought for her was new.

“We can have breakfast out here on our balcony. You’ll like it. It overlooks the Thames. Room Service should be here shortly.”

“I can’t overlook anything.”

“Don’t be a whiner. I’ll describe it if you want. You’ll have plenty of chances to see things on this trip.”

“How long will we be gone? Did you really arrange for me to quit my job?”

“There’s no time limit anymore. We can stay as long as we want, four or five weeks, four or five months – who cares? Your job is history. ‘Arranging’ simply required a phone call from the boss – me in this case.

“By the way, you now have an account in a Swiss bank with two million dollars in it, and another three million dollars in a moderate-risk mutual fund. I expect it will earn upwards of four-hundred-thousand dollars this year. Not that you’ll need to spend any of it. You can move some of the cash around later, if you want. You have sole control over the money; no one else, including me, has any access to it.”

She was shocked. “The money is from you?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“I didn’t want you to be dependent on anyone, ever, including your employer. Including me.”

“I’m dependent on you right now, I’m blindly lost in a city I know nothing about.”

“I meant financially dependent.”

“I had no idea that you had that kind of money.”

“You never asked. You really have asked very little about me in general – there’s a lot you don’t know.”

“This is my chance to learn.”

“Yes, it is that.” He chuckled and held her to him, feeling her modest, pert breasts through the silky fabric of the gown. Breakfast arrived and he led her to the balcony.

“Elliot, Tell me what you see, so I can enjoy the view too.”

“I see a lovely lady in an apricot-colored silk robe. It matches the décor in the suite, by the way. Her hair is tousled a bit and she has some smudges of makeup below each eye. It makes her look cute – in an early-morning, innocent way. There’s a pink rose in a white china vase on the table. Our breakfast is on silver dishes, spread all over.

“We’re on a fourth-floor balcony. There’s a small garden below us and a walkway along the river. The Palace of Westminster and Big Ben are across the river to the left. They’re glowing gold in the morning sun. I can see heavy traffic on the bridge next to them. They must have reopened it – the last time I was here, it was being renovated. 

“The river is still so there’s not much sunlight dancing on it as there would be if it were choppier. I don’t see any boats. There’s a young couple strolling hand-in-hand on the river walk, coming towards us from the right. London stretches out in all directions, its usual grayness tempered by the orange-gold of the morning sun. There isn’t a cloud in the sky. It’s a light blue right now. I can’t quite see Nelson’s statue in Trafalgar square from here. It must be further to the right.”

He helped her through breakfast, got her bathed and dressed, and they left the hotel in a traditional black London taxi a couple of hours later.

“Where are we going?”

“To a place where you can fulfill one of your fantasies.”

“I think the hotel might be better for that.”

“Not this time. You have an appointment with a plastic surgeon.”

“What? What for? What are you going to do to me?”

“I’m not going to do anything, although the surgeon is. You once made it quite clear that if we ever took a trip like this, the first thing you wanted was to have … I think you described it as a ‘boob job.’”

She remembered. She’d said it on at least two separate occasions.

“That was if we went to the beach - and maybe I was just kidding!”

“Well, the trip isn’t over yet, and we’re very likely to end up on a beach somewhere. Europe is full of them, you know. And deep down, where I know your true self resides, I don’t really think you were kidding. Regardless, it’s going to happen – today.”

A shiver of excitement, a thrill of submitting to his fantasy, rippled through her. “Do you really want me to? How big?”

“Frankly, I rather like them the way they are - a little less than a hand full each, and still perky. But you made the call some time ago – I’m just carrying through. How big? I think you said you were about a 34A, and wanted to go to a ‘C’ or maybe even a ‘D’. So that’s what I told the doc.”

The whole idea both excited her and scared her to death. She found herself snuggling up to him for comfort, and tried to look up into his dark, brown eyes, through her sightless ones. She wanted him to look her straight in the eyes, even if she couldn’t see him.

“Do you really want me to do this?”

“You agreed to come on this trip – without very much in the way of hesitation, I think. Right?”

“Yes, I said I would. But I didn’t think you had anything like this planned!”

“You didn’t?”

“Well, maybe a little.”

“A little?”

“Oh shut up – yes, I suspected something like this might happen.”

“Believe me, this is just the beginning, although a major step, I’ll admit. If I didn’t want it – and what else may follow – I wouldn’t have set it up. So let’s decide once and for all – are you with me or not?”

“I want to be with you.”

“But?”

She hesitated, then mustering her courage, and feeling herself getting aroused as she did it, “No buts.”

“Good.” He smiled and kissed her hungrily, as the taxi pulled up to their destination.

“Don’t you think a 34C, let alone a ‘D’ might be too big on me? I’m not very tall.”

“I guess we’ll know before the day is done.”

“Ah … but …”

Nothing else was said.

* * * * *

She woke up groggy from a strange assortment of anesthetic-induced dreams, but otherwise feeling alright. For a brief instant, the blindness startled her, but then she remembered. Elliot was apparently standing over her, holding her hand.

“What do I look like?”

“Pale, but recovering nicely.”

“You know what I mean.”

“Ample.”

“I’ll bet.” She reached to touch her chest, which was just covered by a cotton hospital gown and a layer of bandages. She gasped.

“Those are mountains!” They were also tender. “How big did he make them?”

“The plastic surgeon said they’d be pretty close to 34Ds. Actually, they’re quite nice. You look big but not out of proportion or balance. They’re still perky – although I’d spell that with all capital letters now.” He laughed and she found herself doing the same.

“Don’t make me laugh, my throat hurts.” She noticed, as she reflexively blinked her eyes, that they hurt too. “In fact, even my eyelids are sore.”

“That’s from the eyeliner.”

“What eyeliner?”

“The permanent eyeliner you now have on your upper and lower eyelids. Very attractive, I might add.”

“You had them tattoo my eyelids?”

“I guess that’s one way to put it. It’s quite common now, you know. This way, you don’t have to mess with that liner, and neither do I between now and when you can see again.”

“What does it look like?”

“Pretty much like you did it, maybe just a little heavier.”

She was trying to figure out what to say next. What came out was, “Do you like the way they look?”

“Absolutely.”

And she left it at that, knowing there was more to come, but somehow caught up in the excitement of being with Elliot in this unusual, exotic place and erotic state of existence.






  

Chapter 2: Baubles, Bangles and Beads

 

 

Four restful days had passed. Claire’s soreness had peaked the second day and was diminishing rapidly. She’d become sufficiently used to the hotel room that she could now find her way around in her darkness. She was beginning to get used to the greater weight on her chest, and no longer felt that she might tumble forward as soon as she stood up. She was still wrapped tightly, although he would remove the remaining bandages in the afternoon.

At the moment, she was reclining while Elliot did her fingernails and toenails. Although she couldn’t see his face, she sensed that he was enjoying himself. He’d trimmed them shorter than she usually wore them and spent a long time working on her cuticles. He was now polishing them, with a deep, midnight-blue polish – or so he’d told her.

When he was done and the polish had dried, he stood her up and removed the bandages. The small incisions at her armpits had been cemented together, and were well along the way to being healed. The soreness between the incisions and her chest was mostly gone, and her breasts were only a little tender. She reached up to feel them for the first time. Without the bandages pressing against them, they seemed even larger. She gasped. She thought Elliot was to her right so she turned to face him, standing straight, arms now at her side.

“Am I a cow?”

“Of course not. You’re lovely.”

“Do you like them better?”

“I liked them equally well before. They’re not better or worse, just different – and that in itself is exciting. They’re quite striking on your small frame, but not at all out of place. Based on what you said, I think you’ll like them better.”

“How many days until I get to see them?” She’d said nothing else about her blindness since that first day in London.

“Oh, you’ll get to see them in about four hours. We have a few things to do first and then we have dinner on the Strand. After dinner we’re going to a show in Piccadilly.”

“I won’t be blind anymore?”

“No. It’ll make it easier to enjoy the show,” he stated wryly. He chuckled at his own joke. “Now lay down, I want to give you the best massage you’ve ever had.” As Claire lay down, he removed her panties.

His hands moved all over her, rubbing fragrant, musk-scented oil into her skin, probing for tightness, stretching and smoothing. She kept perfectly still, save for an occasional “Umm …” as she felt any remnants of tension melt away. She shuddered and he thought of the words to the Starship song, Miracles: 

You ripple like a river when I touch you.
 When I pluck your body like a string.


Elliot was determined to continue with his talented massage until Claire reached the point where he could completely play out the song:

When I start dancing inside you …


Unable to see, she couldn’t tell where his hands would go next. Undistracted by vision, she was able to tightly concentrate on the sensations of being oiled, rubbed, and kneaded.

He massaged her arms, legs, feet and back. His hands traveled up her right arm to her shoulder, probing every muscle along the way. His fingers danced firmly across her upper back and continued along her left shoulder and down that arm. The staccato stimulation traveled down her back, across her butt and between her legs to her pussy. Both of his hands slid sensuously down her legs to the ends of her toes, kneading her instep and the balls of her feet. He rolled her onto her back. He cupped her pubic mound. His fingers, sensing her wetness from within her fleshy, protruding inner lips and spreading across her cunt, slipped within her as the palm of his hand pressed down upon her sex.

Elliot had grown hard at the same pace as he’d explored her. The urge to join with Claire became irresistible and the need immediate. He slid into her hot, wet snatch, filling her with the ample volume of his erection.

He taunted her with his slow movement in and out. He eventually withdrew and slid down her body to position his mouth between her legs. She could sense his movement, but had no idea what might happen next, or where it would be. His tongue slipped into her vaginal opening and slowly, ever so slowly, slid between her inner labia up to, but stopping just before he touched, her clit. He repeated the motion, over and over. His tongue circled her clit, licking at the sides of her inner lips and above the hood that barely masked her most-sensitive spot, continuing to taunt her as she begged him to lick her clit. He sat back and looked at her. She writhed in anticipatory pleasure, the tenderness of the breast enlargement all but forgotten. In the softest voice, she pleaded with him to do her. His mouth was against her again, his tongue surrounding but not touching the center of her pleasure. He held her in her darkness in delicious anticipation for what seemed an eternity before he let his tongue glide from her opening up between her lips and flick lightly over her clit.

Claire moaned with pleasure. His tongue gingerly, ever-so-delicately, stroked her clit again and again. Her entire body spasmed. His tongue was everywhere between her legs. The pleasure, the build-up was almost unbearable in its demanding intensity. Over and over, Elliot brought her to the edge of explosive pleasure. Finally, sensing her heights because he knew her so well, he commanded her to “do it.” She rolled over onto her stomach, his right hand resting on the curl-covered mound between her legs. She rocked rapidly side-to-side. “Do it because you have to,” he demanded of her. “Do it because you’ve come to need it since I introduced you to how it could be. Do it because your sex is now so close to the surface.”

At his words, she became ever more aroused. The sexual tension was beyond expression. Her movements became more rapid, frenetic. “Feel the pressure of your pussy against my hand,” he said, the nails of his left hand scratching roughly along her back. “I’ve done this to you. I’ve taken you from the frustrated routine of a dying relationship, restored you, made you whole again, and forced you to become the intensely sexual creature you are now.” With those words her sexual climb reached the summit and she came with such force that she thought she might expire from the shock of the experience.

Twice more she came with his hand on her pussy. Ultimately, she rolled aside, facing him, and collapsed with her head resting on his arm. She moaned with exhaustion, but he wasn’t ready to let her rest yet. Elliot rolled her onto her back and rolled up onto her in one motion.

Once he was again fully in her, he began to move back and forth with greater and greater force and with more urgency. She shuddered and pushed violently against him, her hips rising against each of his strokes as they both became lost in the passion, in the union of their two bodies. Her unseeing eyes stared, unfocussed, into space but her face was alive with pure lust; her lower lip was extended in arousal; her breathing matched the rhythm of their bodies; her teeth gritted with each thrust.

He reached behind her. His hands cupped her bottom and pulled her even more tightly against him. His fingers probed her anus and circled the puckered orifice several times as the violence of their lovemaking increased. Their minds became lost in it. Their only thoughts were to please each other and to be pleased. Claire’s arms encircled his neck. Her sightless eyes, flitting from side to side, tried hopelessly to find his face. She drew his head down to hers and kissed him so hard that their lips almost bled. Her tongue entered his mouth and probed it. Her own focus on the touches and texture and taste of him consumed her attention. She would have had no capacity left to absorb sight too, had that even been possible.

Elliot was sweating profusely, as he was prone to do, and they were soaked in it. Their chests slid against each other, their bodies completely in motion, in spite of her tender breasts. Her arousal became complete, all-consuming, overwhelming. As she crossed over the edge into orgasm again, he climaxed within her and their bodies became wild, uncontrolled from the pleasure. For a subjective eternity they stayed at the peak, before collapsing in complete exhaustion.

They showered together afterwards. He washed her very gently, in contrast to the vigorous massage. He toweled her dry and sat her on a padded stool in the dressing room of the suite. She could hear him working with some objects on a table behind her, but couldn’t figure out what he was doing. She didn’t ask. Whatever it was, it would happen in good time, and it would be by his hands.

She felt a cold Q-tip against her left ear, and thought he was going to deafen her again. Instead, he swabbed both sides of her earlobe, then rapidly pushed a diamond stud earring through the resisting skin, the same distance above her second hole as the second hole was above her first. “Ouch!” was all she exclaimed. She didn’t move as he fastened the back to the post and repeated the piercing on the right side.

He fastened another set of identical diamond studs in the second holes and dangling diamond earrings in her first holes.

“Beautiful,” he said, breaking the silence.

“Elliot, why did you pierce my ears again? Are you trying to keep me sore all the time?” Her voice was a little cross, although she’d tried to control it. She didn’t know if she liked the idea of more piercings or not.

“Because your ears are beautiful and deserve to be ornamented. You can’t yet see them, but they’re sporting about ten-thousand-dollars’ worth of diamonds.”

“You’re trying to change me.”

“I’m not doing anything to the real you inside, except enabling you to discover your true potential. I’m helping you perfect what’s already there, mostly based on things you’ve said in the past. You’re gorgeous and you should be prepared to flaunt it. I’m the instrument for your shortage of self-confidence. I’m your guide along this erotic path.”

He kissed her passionately.

“And how far are you going to guide me?” She asked, breathless from the kiss.

“As far as you will take yourself.”

“How will I know when I’m there?”

“My lovely Claire, you won’t know at all, but I will.”

* * * * *

Elliot had done her hair in the simple, straight, almost-to-the-shoulder bob, dressed her in a long evening gown and carefully applied her makeup. The dress was cut to take advantage of her new bosom. He fastened a four-carat diamond pendant around her neck and admired her as she stood there. She carried herself very well, especially considering that she was still getting used to her altered figure. He pulled a dropper from a small vial and then gently tipped her head back. Drops went into each eye quickly. He dabbed them to prevent the mascara from smudging.

Ten seconds passed, then half a minute. Suddenly, she could see again, out of both eyes at almost the same time. As the light burst in she could see the elegance of the room, the full-length, apricot-colored drapes, the highly-polished, antique-cherry furniture, the muted green walls with white trim. Elliot was standing there before her in a white dinner jacket, black trousers, a burgundy bow tie and matching pocket square, with a big smile on his face.

No mirror was evident from where she stood. Instead, she looked down at herself, to see her dress. Her eyes met with more cleavage than she’d once thought she could ever support. She looked up at him, her eyes wide. He led her to a mirror in the dressing room, where she saw herself for the first time.

The dress was off-white with pearlescent sequins. It was slit at the right side to almost her waist. It clung to her alluringly. Her breasts were impressively large, but suited her. The dress cupped them from below and exposed them from above with a heart-shaped line that dipped between them.

Her hair was the same but she could immediately notice the thicker, dark, permanent liner around her eyes. It deepened their blue and drew much attention to them. The eye shadow was subtle at first, but caused her eyes to pick up even more focus. The earrings and necklace were gorgeous.

Claire tried to take in all of herself at once. She had to admit that it was the best she had ever looked. She glowed from somewhere within and it surrounded her like a halo.

He was standing behind her, hands resting on her shoulders. “You are stunningly beautiful,” he whispered. Let’s go and begin this magical night.”

They ate in an exquisite private club on The Strand, in the heart of London’s theater district restaurants. Most of the staff seemed to know Elliot well. They were gracious and solicitous when he introduced Claire. The chef had prepared a special dinner and brought it to their table in a small, intimate room which they had all to themselves. They had her favorite aperitif: whiskey, straight-up, which further served to free her mood. The dinner claret was full-bodied, French and heady. The amoretto cappuccino was sweet and creamy. By the time they left, she was joyously high.

“You are a smooth operator, that’s for sure.” She meant it as a compliment.

“As I recall, that’s Sadé’s song about a gigolo. I am not a gigolo.”

“I’m sorry,” he hadn’t liked the remark and it caught her off-guard. “I meant that you seem so at home with all of this, so self-assured.”

“I’m experienced. Some things come with time.”

“Not to all men.”

“Nor to all women. We will need to be beyond all men and women, don’t you think?”

The play was a romantic comedy. They sat alone in a balcony box to the right, looking down on the stage. Elliot had bought all of the seats in the box so they wouldn’t be bothered by others around them. After the play, the leading actor and actress came to the box and introduced themselves to Claire. Elliot knew them personally, of course.

They finished the evening with a glass of port at a café near Green Park. By the time they returned to the hotel, she was once again consumed by a warm, pliant glow. The evening slid softly into morning.

By ten o’clock the next morning, they were sitting in the waiting room of Vidal Sassoon’s very high-end, fashionable, trendy hair salon in Knightsbridge. Vidal had passed away some years before, but the salon was, if anything, more popular than ever with London’s most exclusive clientele. The young woman who was to be her hairdresser, Kenda, led them both to her station.

“What are they going to do to me here?” Claire asked, more to make conversation than because she was intending to protest. Whatever it was, it must have been prearranged, because Kenda seated her, covered her with a cape, and began to color her hair without any instructions from him. The result was a somewhat light, yellowish-champagne blonde, several shades lighter than her natural color. Although it was still wet, Claire was happy to see that it was going to compliment her complexion.

She liked the contrast between her straight, light hair and creamy complexion and his dark brown, wavy hair, and the olive skin he’d inherited from his Italian mother.

Kenda began to cut her hair into a shorter, geometric bob, with full, heavy bangs cut to about half an inch above her eyebrows. Her hair was long enough to only just touch her jaw in the front and angled up to several inches above her hairline in the back. Since the bob was cut above the hair on her nape, the nape hairs were buzzed short with clippers, below the smoothly under-curving bob. Kenda shaved the lowest hairs in the back and at the sides of the nape.

Claire’s hair was blown dry until it gently curved under all around with the bristly nape hairs lying smooth. The feel of the air blowing against the very short hairs beneath the bob, along her neck in the back, was a new experience and felt peculiar, sensuous, and stimulating to Claire.

As she’d expected, it was a great cut - just what the salon was famous for.

Back at the hotel, Claire admired the look. As she turned from the mirror, Elliot stood there with portable electrolysis tweezers and a big grin. This had always been their game – he would suggest permanently thinning her brows; she would nervously do it; he would suggest perhaps a little more; she would sometimes go further.

“I was wondering when you’d pull that out,” she said with an I know you too well look on her face.

“I was thinking,” he admitted, “that I might have an eyebrow fetish. What do you think?”

“Actually, I think you have a reverse eyebrow fetish. You seem to want me to have fewer and fewer of them.”

“And so it will be.”

In an hour, all that remained of each brow was a single row of hairs, slightly curved, with just the barest hint of an arch near the center. He was delighted and complimented himself on how well they looked with her new hair and perpetually lined eyes.

She’d let him do it, of course. Now they were essentially gone, and there was nothing she could do about it. At least there wouldn’t be any more discussion on this point in the future. Looking in the mirror, Claire had to admit that they looked chic and sophisticated. They also went well with her funky shorter hair.

They had dinner at a small, quiet, Italian restaurant near the Holland Park tube stop, in Kensington. The wine, a rich Chianti Classico, was especially heady and they both sported a warm glow as they left the restaurant to go dancing. He had gotten them into an exclusive disco at the edge of Soho. They danced for hours, fast to the driving rhythm of a wide range of groups and then to slow, romantic music as the DJ shifted over to a different tempo when he sensed the crowd’s mood change.

Elliot pressed her slender body and ample bosom tightly against him as they danced in complex steps to the slow, swaying music. With her now shorter hair, Claire could feel his warm breath on her neck. Her head rested gently against his shoulder. She closed her eyes, the better to focus on their togetherness, as he guided them around the floor.

Much later, after all of the evening’s activities, she lay in his arms, running her fingers lightly over his chest as he slept. Eventually, satisfied and still glowing from inner warmth, she joined him in sleep.

* * * * *

The view of the Cote d’Azur had been stunning as they swept down over the water and flew into Nice. The blue-green water, the light tan beaches, and the deep green mountains rising beyond the coastal cities beckoned her. Elliot had rented a dark-metallic-blue Mercedes convertible and they’d driven to their new hotel, right at the beach in Saint-Tropez. By noon, they were sipping wine at a colorfully-decorated, outdoor café a few blocks inland from the hotel.

“I have a surprise for you this afternoon,” he announced over dessert.

“This is all surprising for me. I thought we were going to be in London for a longer while. There’s a lot we didn’t see.”

“London is a lovely city, but I think summers should mostly be spent near the water – and I don’t mean a river like the Thames. We’ll return another time for sightseeing.”

“Okay. So what are you up to this afternoon? Am I getting my hair cut again?” Claire knew that Elliot, unlike most men, liked and preferred short hair on women. Of course, he wasn’t like most men in many ways.

“Not at all, I quite like it the way it is. I want to spend some time appreciating it before it changes. No, what I have in mind is something new, although we’ve talked about it from time to time.”

They lingered over lunch for a while longer. He liked watching her hair ripple in the wind, liked the sparkle in her eyes – almost the same blue as the water at the beach. He loved looking at her thin brows and how they gave her pleasant face an air of sophistication which, he felt, better suited her inner self. After a while, he rose and, hand-in-hand, led her to a small shop only a block from the restaurant.

“This is a tattoo parlor!” She exclaimed as he turned her towards the door. “What are we doing here?”

“I would think it’s obvious,” he teased. “I now know that the secret tattoo you claimed to have was just pretend. But it got me thinking that it’s time you got a real one, as you promised long ago. Since this spot was so conveniently close to the restaurant, it seemed to me that this should be the time to do it.”

“This is no accident. You set this all up.”

“Of course, I did. Claire, I never leave anything to chance, you should know that by now. By the way, you’re also going to get a little bellybutton decoration while we’re here.”

She gulped as he led her inside.

Like everywhere they’d been, Elliot seemed to know the people in the shop, and they seemed to be waiting for him. He introduced her to Amié, a tattoo artist. He surprised Claire by asking her, “Do you want to select the tattoo, or shall I?”

Claire looked at him and, without hesitation, told him, “I want you to pick for me. I want whatever you want for me.”

In French, Elliot gave Amié instructions on what was to be done. Claire was asked to remove her silk blouse and Amié began to stencil a design on her back left shoulder, just to the left of her shoulder blade. She lay on her stomach as the artist began.

“Ouch! Ouch! Ouch! That hurts!” She shouted. He reached over to hold her right hand.

“There. You asked me long ago to hold your hand if you ever went to get a tattoo, so this should make it better.” He was purposely teasing her like a child.

“Well it doesn’t help! This hurts. You should try it!”

“Perhaps I will, some day. Today, however, I’m helping you achieve a long-standing goal.” He laughed again and patted her bottom, still holding her hand. She gripped his fiercely.

In an hour and a half, she had a beautiful, golden, three-inch-long sea horse, outlined in fine aquamarine lines, on her shoulder. They showed it to her using a mirror.

“It’s pretty,” she admitted. “Do you like it?” She was always concerned with what he liked.

“It is pretty. Just what I had in mind.” He said the last in French to Amié.

“Now turn over, Claire, so Amié can work on your navel.”

“I think I’ve had enough pain for one day. How about if we do this later in the week?”

“I think not. This is a good day to get it over with. I promise; I’ll make it up to you.”

“Okay, but I’ll hold you to that.”

Reluctantly, Claire rolled onto her back, her smooth, flat stomach and cute, round navel exposed to the piercer.

Amié was arranging a tray with various implements. The clattering was making Claire even more nervous. Sensing her increasing distress, Elliot bent over and kissed her firmly, hungrily. Claire’s thoughts cleared as she focused on his kiss.

There’s something about his kisses, she thought to herself. He’s so much more intense. Somehow he puts his entire self into those kisses. It’s almost as though he can clear everything out of his mind when he kisses me. At those moments, I’m the only other person that exists. Wow!

He kissed her again, long and devout. She barely felt a jewel placed onto her navel and, at first, she didn’t feel the needle go into her. It was more like she registered it as something that had already happened, but didn’t feel it until several moments later. Then it hurt a lot. Suddenly, and unexpectedly, she felt another stab just across from the first.

She almost bit him and let out a sob, rather than a scream. “There, the worst is over,” he said, his hand gently stroking her forehead.

Her senses heightened by the pain, she felt Amié push something through the hole made by the first needle, and felt the jewel press tightly against her. Then the sensation was repeated with the second hole. When she finally looked down, she saw a large diamond snuggly fitted into her bellybutton. A gold, curved barbell was inserted into the first hole above and to the right of her navel, then through the backing on the gem, then back out again, through the second hole in the skin to the left above her navel. Gold beads were locked onto the barbell just where it emerged from her piercings. Only the two gold beads were visible, one to the upper right and the other to the upper left of her navel. The barbell itself was concealed behind the stone, which it held in place.

She was pierced twice again, below her navel. This time a full ring was inserted through the first hole, through the lower back of the gem, and pushed out through the other hole. Amié snapped it closed, locking it in place. This gold ring had another diamond-like stone and several gold beads dangling from the ring along a short, one-and-one-half-inch chain. The large stone in her navel was held tightly in place by the piercings, and the chain was free to dangle from the ring below it. Fortunately, her pubic hair was already trimmed to well below the dangling chain. The effect was intensely erotic. Claire found herself reacting hotly to the jewelry, in spite of the pain.

“I’ve never seen anything like this,” she whispered, almost breathless.

“They’re custom made, of course. And in case you’re wondering, those are real diamonds, including the 12 carat one in your bellybutton. We’ve just increased your value on the open market by about a million dollars – assuming someone could possibly steal you from me and auction you off!” He laughed at his own joke.

“Ha! Very funny,” she said. Holy cow! She thought. She stood up to get dressed. “The chain tickles when I move,” she noted.

“One more thing to get used to, my Dear.”

They returned to the hotel. Claire changed into a cropped–top blouse and low-cut shorts to keep pressure off of her navel, which was starting to get sore. They ventured out into the main shopping area of Saint-Tropez, because Claire decided she needed a new swimsuit to go with her much-changed look. They found an expensive shop in a side street off the main pedestrian thoroughfare.

“You should probably get several,” he noted as they went inside.

“What kind of suit do you want me to get?”

“Oh I don’t know. Something like a one-piece that coves you from neck to thigh.”

“Yeah, right. Well, I don’t want something like that ‘cause it would put too much pressure on my belly which, thanks to you, is getting sorer by the minute.”

“You’re welcome. Pick out whatever you want. I think you have excellent taste in clothes.”

“Is that why you bought me a whole new wardrobe before we left home? Because you liked my stuff so much?”

“Well, you had to have something to wear. I just got a few things to get you started. I expect you to buy a lot of clothes on this trip.”

They looked around the shop before Claire dove into the racks of two-piece suits, separated into bottoms and tops. She was hit by sticker shock.

“These bottoms are over two-hundred dollars each! With the tops, you’ll be paying over five-hundred dollars for a suit for me!”

“Gee, Claire, think how much that adds to your value, compared to that diamond in your belly. But if it really bothers you, you’ll just have to come up with a way to cut the cost of each suit.” A big grin followed that remark.

“Hmmm, I guess they do mostly wear only bottoms here don’t they? But don’t you think these boobs are kinda big to be hanging out all by themselves?”

“Not at all; they’re beautiful. You’ll probably get a lot of jealous stares from the French women, though.”

“How about this one, then? Is it to your liking?” She held a tiny yellow bottom consisting of nothing more than a small, elongated triangle in front and a thin strip of material around the waist and through the crotch.”

“You know what they say,” Elliot replied laughing, “You should floss every day!”

For such a sophisticated man, he could be so corny sometimes, she thought, laughing out loud.

They went together into a private dressing room so Claire could try it on. The fit was perfect (Like, what was there to fit? She thought), but there was a problem.

“My bush sticks out on both sides of this little arrow that passes for the front of the – I don’t even know what you call this – it’s barely a swimsuit!”

“We can fix that back at the hotel.”

“I bet you’d like that.”

“You’d win that bet. On second thought, they can probably wax it for you here.”

“Oh God, more pain!”

“What can I say? You’re living the life of the rich jet-setter that you are. It comes with its own unique trials and tribulations!”

They finally left the shop with six thong bottoms in various colors and a couple of styles. And, of course, the Brazilian wax had reduced Claire’s pretty, remaining, private curls to nothing at all. Fortunately, the technician who stripped away her womanly fur had used a local anesthetic which worked pretty well. Claire responded to the rude waxing with only a few loud yelps, on her way to a totally hairless pussy. Back at the hotel, as she lingered in the whirlpool, deeply inhaling the moisture-laden air fresh with the scent of gardenias, she couldn’t resist touching, massaging, and feeling the sensuality of her smooth mound, the feeling of pleasure able to freely radiate from its denuded wetness.

That evening, they hiked up into the hills above Saint-Tropez. They could see the meandering beach spread out below them, the water a dusky blue with the diminishing, early-evening light. They picked up a picnic basket at a small restaurant and found a knoll covered with soft grass, boasting a splendid view of Saint-Tropez. The picnic fare included champagne, Camembert and Gouda cheeses, a platter of cold meats, two baguettes, a bottle of red burgundy, and an assortment of fruit. They spread the blanket from the basket on the hillside lawn and ate reclining next to each other.

As the night closed about them, the lights of Saint-Tropez began to twinkle in the distance. The brilliantly lit coastal hotels formed a necklace of glowing jewels circling the edge of the city. A light wind picked up from the west and cooled the hillside down quickly. Claire lay in Elliot’s arms, his body shielding her from the suddenly chilly breeze. Their kisses built up slowly at first. Then their mouths became hungry for each other. Their tongues fenced and licked within each other’s mouths. She slid her tongue along his teeth and up under his top lip. She loved the taste of him. Their lips pressed wetly together and she felt another wetness develop along her sex. With no pubes to contain it, it spread along her crotch, through her panties and onto her shorts. From somewhere far away in her mind, she realized that she’d need to wear panty liners from now on.

His hand tenderly grasped her breast, somehow without pain, and kneaded her already erect nipple. Then it moved to her other breast. Then down the front of her shorts to cup her hot, moist, denuded cunt. A thrill radiated out from her center and continued to build as his fingers ethereally toyed with her clitoris. Claire came deliciously, fully clothed, with his lips on hers.

“I owe you one,” she said dreamily afterwards.

“No you don’t,” he replied kindly. ”I’ve taken my payment by having my way with you.”

“You have had your way,” she admitted, smiling.

“And I will continue to, Claire.”

“I know. I wouldn’t have it any other way. I want you to make of me whatever you wish. Whatever your wildest fantasy dictates. I give myself to you. I trust you. And I love what you’ve done to me. It makes me want more, Elliot.”

His heart was so filled with affection and gratitude – to her and to the fates that be – that he was speechless. He lay back and gathered his wits. “Thank you for the wonderful gift of yourself,” he managed to choke out.

“Mmm … you’re so welcome …” She dozed in his arms for an hour, before he forced himself to disturb her peaceful slumber so that they could begin their trek back to the hotel.

As they meandered down the hillside, they came across a party at a small villa, already in full swing. When they waved to the party goers from the down-hill path, several invited them to join in the fun. They did. After some hours of talking and dancing, and many compliments on Claire’s new navel jewelry, they finally made it back to the hotel.

In the morning, Elliot told her that they would be spending the evening, overnight, and the next day and night on a yacht that belonged to a French friend of his. With his encouragement, they shopped that morning for a formal gown for her, and jewelry to go with it. Claire decided on a long, sleeveless, navy blue dress with a tight satin bodice and narrow-cut skirt – slit at the side, of course. The bodice had a diamond-shaped opening in the front, exposing her bellybutton and its jewelry, and dipping down almost to her pussy. That had been one of the principle reasons for choosing the dress, both to show off the stunning navel diamond, ring and chain, and to keep the pressure off of the sore area.

She chose gold loop earrings encrusted with sapphires, and one pair of sapphire studs for her second hole. The diamond studs would have to stay in her not-yet-healed third hole. Claire was amazed to find a shield that fit perfectly, to surround her diamond pendant with sapphires. Elliot insisted on a sapphire and diamond band that she would wear in her hair, just behind her bangs, and a matching ring with a huge, brilliantly blue sapphire. The astronomical cost didn’t make him flinch for even an instant.

After the shopping and a light lunch, they made their way to a private section of beach near the hotel. Claire was wearing the yellow thong she’d bought the day before, and a large, loose, white linen shirt. She procrastinated at removing the shirt for as long as she could, before slipping it off as she lay down on the padded recliner on her stomach. She jumped up immediately in pain, having momentarily forgotten the soreness in her belly.

“Yeow!” She exclaimed, her topless form suddenly visible for all to see. She knelt on the recliner and looked quickly around to see if anyone was staring at her. She’d drawn a few admiring glances for her ample breasts, but the predominately French beach population obviously saw nothing unusual in her being topless.

“You’ll need to be careful of getting sunburned in those virgin areas,” he noted playfully.

“I’ve always heard the sun is brighter on the mountain tops,” she joked, “so I’m really worried about this.”

It still took her the better part of the afternoon to get over the self-consciousness that her newly-enlarged breasts caused her. Finally, exposing the “big girls,” as she called them, seemed the normal thing to do.

They spent several sun-careful hours on the beach, people watching, sipping the local wine punch, and finally ending with two glasses of Woodford Reserve – definitely over-priced in France – straight up for Claire and on the rocks for him. It was a great taste of home, to end a satisfying, enjoyable afternoon.






  

Chapter 3: She’s Got Me Dancing

 

 

A boat from the yacht picked them up at a pier near their hotel at six o’clock that evening. They stood in the bow of the large launch, Claire’s arm in his, sipping a sparkling Mosel as they approached a huge black yacht with a white upper deck. Elliot’s friend and the yacht’s owner, René Catherinette, waved at them from far above. In a few minutes, they docked and joined René, his gorgeously Nubian, close friend Monique, and about a dozen others. The group included two young Greek couples, not long out of college Claire thought, plus an Italian fashion designer from Milan and his friend, a voluptuous brunette named Isabella. There was also Jean-Pierre, a hairdresser from Paris who instantly recognized Claire's hair as being "Vidal Sassoon - the Knightsbridge shop I'd guess," and who proceeded to flit around her poking and puffing at her hair to the amusement of the others. Monique's brother Claude and his wife Helen, both fashion photographers, greeted them graciously, then immediately turned to the Milan fashion designer, obviously trying to work on a photography deal with him. Completing the retinue was a German couple, Inge and Kurt, both tall and blonde, her hair cropped in a typical bushy German style that made Claire think of a teddy bear.

They were the last to arrive. When the introductions were complete, René ordered the captain to depart the harbor and they were underway.

Claire had been concerned that her jewelry might be too much, making her feel out of place. As soon as she saw the assembled friends, she knew that wouldn't be a problem. They were the glitziest group of people she’d ever seen in one place. Two or three of the women displayed so much jewelry that they appeared to be caricatures of the rich and famous. By contrast, Monique's jewelry, dress, hair and makeup were understated and simple in an elegant way. Claire's appearance was about average for the group, save for the ornament tightly fastened through her at her navel. That gem caused quite a stir.

Two of the women, Isabella and Inge, examined it closely, making Claire feel at first self-conscious, then smugly pleased as the two women expressed obvious delight at her bellybutton button. They didn't leave her alone until most of the guests made their way inside.

A waiter had brought Claire a cocktail so she remained outside with Monique, sipping it at the railing near the bow. Elliot had gone to the bridge with René to chat with the captain. Claire's cocktail was one of those rum-based, tropical concoctions - not her preference though she did like rum, but sweet and cold. The sun still had several hours above the horizon. They sailed towards it, to the southwest.

Monique was still commenting about Claire's navel diamond.

"It's really nothing," she tried to say.

"It is a real diamond, is it not?" Monique asked in heavily French-accented English.

"Yes."

"Then that in itself is something. Elliot gave it to you, didn't he?"

"Yes, and he had it installed too." Monique chuckled at her phrasing.

"About fifteen carats, I'd guess. Rather expensive too."

"Twelve actually. I think he can afford it." Claire thought Monique's comment was unusually snoopy for a person she'd just met.

"Oh, he can afford it all right, most definitely. Did it hurt very much?"

“It surprised me more than anything. It burned at first. It's still a little tender but it's becoming a part of me now. I don't think about it much, except to pick out clothes that show it off." That last earned a wink from Monique.

"I have some interesting piercings too," Monique teased. Perhaps I'll show them to you sometime …"

Claire gulped, smiled, and found herself unable to say anything. Instead, she turned toward the door leading inside. Monique smiled, more to herself than Claire, and led her guest inside to rejoin the others.

A trio was playing light jazz in one corner of a large, open room. It was set up for dancing. Claire hoped there would be a chance later in the evening. She loved to dance, loved to lose herself to a fast, stirring beat, loved the way Elliot pulled her body tightly against his own when the tempo slowed.

Laughing, joking, and small talk filled the next few hours. They all returned to the deck to see the sunset - a solid orange ball of sun on a cloudless horizon dropping below the waves. As the night closed about them, René led them below to a large dining hall. A beautiful table was set with fine china, silver, a huge floral centerpiece, and individual flowers at each seat. Claire was disappointed and somewhat miffed when Elliot was seated next to Monique at the opposite end of the table. She sat between René and one of the young Greek boys.

The dinner was outstanding: a golden seafood bisque served with an exceptional American Clos du Val Chardonnay, lobster accompanied by tiny red potatoes and julienne zucchini, filet mignon with béarnaise sauce and truffles along with a 1966 Chateau Lafite Rothschild, a salad with heart of palm and sea polyps, and a Grand Marnier soufflé with a sweet, aromatic Chateau d'Yquem. Claire quickly forgot her aggravation; René was a charming, interesting host and the young Greek, Aristides, was very funny as he struggled with Claire's English idioms. He had her blushing once or twice when he totally misunderstood her.

Dinner ended at about eleven. The entourage returned to the salon above where a band was now playing. Claire danced with Elliot for more than an hour, until René and others insisted that he share Claire with them.

She’d been dancing continuously for well over two hours and decided to take a break. She was sampling a cappuccino, deliciously flavored with Frangelico and Galliano, when she heard the unmistakable beat of a tango. Elliot turned to her, asking her to dance.

"I don't tango," Claire replied.

"Really? I'm sorry, I didn't know. Well, it's time to learn." He started pulling her toward the center of the floor.

"No," she pleaded, "not in front of all these people."

"Oh you can do it. Have a little self-confidence."

"I don't particularly like it when you say that."

Elliot shrugged and seemed about to apologize as Monique walked up, interrupting them. Monique looked at Elliot with an expression that Claire didn't like and asked him to dance with her.

"Mon amí, let us tango again, like we did in Buenos Aires all those years ago. S'il vous plait?"

He looked at Claire, discomfort on his face, an expression Claire had rarely seen. "Go ahead," she replied. Her tone begrudged the moment and she tried to recover with an upbeat, "Let me see if you're good enough to be my instructor."

He was. Holding Monique in the formal, tango posture, he led her across the floor in intense strolls, twists and turns, dips and break-aways. To Claire, they seemed to dance for hours, though it was less than ten minutes. They were incredibly good. The dance was powerful, sensuous, hot. Monique was blatantly enjoying herself too much. Everyone else had abandoned the floor so all eyes in the room were on them. The music ended and their dance stopped with Elliot holding Monique's arm high, twisted to the left, her left leg wrapped around his right. In that instant, Monique, breathless, kissed him. The group broke into applause. Claire clapped politely, but was upset when he returned to her. She didn't want him to know.

"You dance the tango very well. I guess you can be my dance teacher."

He saw through her instantly. "Don't be upset; Monique is a bit of a flirt, but harmless. We knew each other years ago, in another lifetime."

"You must have tangoed a lot." That was said tersely.

"We were in Argentina. That's what you do there. And that's all that needs to be said about it."

A beautiful, slow song was playing and he led Claire to the floor. She resisted half-heartedly, a futile effort for her, as she wanted nothing so much as to be held in his arms. They danced around the floor, with Claire pressed so tightly against him that they could have been one person. As the music wound down, he tipped her back and kissed her passionately. All seemed right with the world.

The evening was winding down. Before the guests began to disperse, Monique called for their attention.

"As those of you who have cruised with us before know, it's a tradition on these little jaunts to play a short game of forfeit in the morning. We're going to do that again tomorrow, and will choose two participants in a few minutes. Only the ladies will be eligible this time; René lost twice during the last trip and it cost us a fortune." Everyone laughed at that.

"Let me go over the rules. You pick a category, anything at all that you think you know a lot about. The group decides if it's a fair category, so you can't pick something like tenth century Transylvanian herbs because there's no way I could know anything about that. If your category isn't deemed fair, I get to pick so do not go too overboard on your choice. It is never good to go overboard on a yacht anyway.” Everyone chuckled at the obvious pun.

“Once your category is approved, you get to ask the first question. It has to be simple enough to be answered with a single word, phrase, or name. If I miss, you win. If I get it right, I get to ask you a question in the same category. We continue until one person misses. That person is the loser and must pay the forfeit.

"Here is what I am offering. This mink ensemble," At that point, three crew emerged with the most beautiful full-length mink coat Claire had ever seen, a mink jacket, and a set of mink underwear! "And this diamond tiara. For those of you who are value-conscious, this collection set me back about two-hundred thousand euros.

"Okay. I am wagering this against your forfeit. Your forfeit, should you lose, is to let me instruct Jean-Pierre in how to do a complete hair and makeup makeover for you. In that, I would have complete control." There was a rumbling in the crowd at that remark, and some teasing and nervous laughter.

"All right, it is late and we need to get on with this. I have the names of all the ladies on these little squares. Anyone who does not want to participate can say so now and I will take your chip out of the mix."

One of the Greek girls, with long, thick, dark-brown hair to the middle of her back raised her hand. "I'm not going to do it, this time," she said, gingerly.

"Oui, mon cher. That is alright. Are the rest of you in?"

Elliot turned to Claire. "You should drop out too," he whispered.

"Are you crazy? I want that mink coat! And I'd like the pleasure of beating her too."

"I'll buy you ten mink coats any time you want. Or you can easily afford to buy them for yourself. Monique, for all her quirks, has a photographic memory. She stands a good chance of beating you."

"Not with the category I'm going to choose. I'm in!" Claire shouted.

"Everyone else is in, I see." Monique noted, putting the squares in a white bowl. "I am going to draw two names, and those two will be the players tomorrow morning."

The captain held the bowl above her head and Monique reached up to grab two squares. She held the first one up to the show the group, at the same time announcing, "Inge!" There was scattered applause and a big grin from short-haired Inge.

Monique held the other up for all to see. "Claire!" Claire's heart skipped a beat at that point, she smiled nervously, but inside was thinking of the satisfaction she would get from beating Monique at her own game in the morning.

* * * * *

Inge had just beaten Monique in her chosen category, European castles. Monique hadn't known who built the Vaux-le-Vicomte chateau outside Paris. The answer had been Nicholas Foquet. Now it was Claire's turn. She had waited patiently but nervously and was ready to collect her minks and tiara but, most of all, she wanted the satisfaction of beating Monique.

"Claire, mon cher, what is your category?" Monique asked.

"Nineteen-eighties and nineties rock music, if everyone agrees that's fair." She looked around. Everyone seemed to be nodding their approval.

"It looks like your category is approved. I am ready for the first question."

Claire had written the answer on a piece of paper which she now handed to Jean-Pierre, who was not only to be the executioner if she lost, but was serving as referee. "Okay. Name the rock group whose album title is the first place for babies to live."

Monique looked startled at first, then thoughtful. A full minute passed before she said, "I believe the group was Nirvana. The album you're referring to, by the way, is In Utero. Is that right?"

Claire's heart sank as Jean-Pierre announced, "Correct," to the audience. She had thought the question was both a fair one and one that would surely stump Monique. She now waited nervously for Monique to formulate her question, on the spot, and write the answer.

"Claire, what animal appears on Alice in Chains' first album?"

Claire couldn't believe the woman could actually pull a question like that out of the air with no preparation. Heart pounding, she tried to visualize the cover. Then it came to her.

"A dog!" She shouted.

"Très bien! Correct!" Jean-Pierre called out.

Now it was time for Claire's second question. She handed the answer to Jean-Pierre.

"Monique, the title of the first song on this Gun's N' Roses album is a parody of an old Neil Sedaka title. What is it?"

There was at least one groan from the crowd, but Monique silenced them as she thought. Several minutes went by and Claire saw that she was about to give up. Suddenly, a big smile crossed her face.

"Very clever, Claire, but I think I have it. The song is Right Next Door to Hell, a parody of the title, Right Next Door to an Angel. The album was Use Your Illusion."

The woman has got to be an alien, Claire was thinking as Jean-Pierre declared the answer "correct" again.

Monique wrote another answer and handed it to Jean-Pierre.

“Claire, in a phrase, describe the hairstyle worn by both Madonna in her Open Your Heart video, and by the modern dancer sprawled on the floor in Robert Palmer’s Discipline of Love video.

The answer was too easy. Claire didn’t know that Palmer video, but in her mind she could clearly see Madonna dancing in the peep-show of her video. She answered quickly, “short, blonde, and swept-back!”

“Oh,” Jean-Pierre actually seemed disappointed, “that is not correct.”

“Sure it is,” Claire thought at first that he was joking.

“No, mon cher, remember right at the beginning of the video, Madonna has a short, black wig which she pulls off as her dance starts. That is the same style as the dancer in Discipline of Love.

Claire’s grip on his hand tightened as she remembered immediately. “You’re right,” she said, disappointed. “I guess you win. I’m impressed, Monique,” she added honestly. Everyone applauded both of them.

Claire turned to Elliot and said, sotto voce, “What is she going to do to me?”

“Whatever she wants, I presume.” His voice only bordered on I-told-you-so. “You actually did very well.” He was trying to raise her spirits.

Her light thoughts of revenge gone, Claire awaited her fate. Since it was her first competition and she had done well with questions and answers, Monique offered to let her off.

“No,” Claire replied, more bravely than she felt. “I made the bet and now it’s time to pay up. Let’s do it.”

“Mais oui. Very noble, mon cher. You have earned your place with us.” She whispered instructions to Jean-Pierre. As Jean-Pierre led her off to his salon on the yacht, Monique said, “I think you’ll find this fun, and an interesting turn-about on the last question.”

Jean-Pierre had shampooed her hair and was busily cutting it into short, two-inch layers, with the side layers lying jaggedly above her ears. Claire cringed as the scissors made its way around her head. She hoped Elliot would like it when it was done, and not be too angry with her. The cutting seemed to go on for a long time. Finally, she felt the hairdresser taper the upper back into her already-short, high nape. He shaved her neck and then began to apply a pungent cream all over her hair. Claire recognized the unmistakable odor of hair coloring.

“What color are you making it,” she asked. There was no mirror in the small room.

“It is to be a surprise, although Monique gave you a clue. You will see it when I’m finished. Not to worry, dear Claire, you have a beautifully-shaped head which will look great with this style and color. I am, after all, the finest in all of Paris. I would never do anything that was not beautiful, even if Monique asked.”

The dye had set for about half an hour when Jean-Pierre rinsed it out and blew her hair dry. Then he started on her makeup. He was applying a warm wax to her eyebrow area when he noted, “I love your thin brows. They are intensely sexy and very chic. However, with this new hair, I think it best to change them.” With that, he quickly pulled the wax off her right brow, then off her left.

“How could you change them? I would have thought that they were too thin to change.”

“I changed them by making them gone!” If it wasn’t for his French accent making the statement sound so funny, she would have cried.

“You took them off completely?” Her voice had reached the high pitch of panic. He was applying a thick, oily cream to the place where her thin brows had been and rubbing it in. “How am I going to deal with that?”

He responded, misinterpreting her question, all the while continuing to rub the cream into her now-hairless brow. “Not to worry, this cream will keep them from growing for a few months. So you will not have to deal with them at all. I will show you how to pencil the new ones on.”

“What?!”

“I will show you how to hold your hand steady to place the new ones.”

“No, I mean what’s this about not growing back for a few months?!”

“This cream is newly invented in France and very effective at stopping hair growth. So you don’t need to fuss. I will give you some to take along. If you use it just once every two or three months, you will never have to worry about unwanted hair again.”

Claire sank, dejected, into the chair. Elliot is going to kill me, she thought. Or maybe I’ll kill myself. I should never have taken Monique on.

Jean-Pierre had given her a facial, applied foundation, powder and blush and was working fervently on her eye makeup. He finally declared her “Magnifique!” He removed a mirror from a cabinet, set it on a shelf, and spun her around to see herself for the first time. She loudly gasped, “Oh!” at the face, her face, which looked back at her with wide eyes.

Her hair was as black as midnight, almost exactly the same as Madonna's in the video. That was the turn-about Monique had hinted at. Wisps of it barely framed her forehead and tickled the tops of her ears. Behind her ears, the sides became shorter and shorter as they merged into the already-buzzed lower back. The makeup gave her skin a tawnier complexion. Her eyes were heavily made-up, including the addition of long, thick false-eyelashes. Her brows were a smoothly-rounded curve drawn noticeably above her natural brow line. The effect gave her a look of girlish astonishment, more carefree and somehow less sophisticated than the slim brows had been.

She numbly listened to Jean-Pierre as he instructed her on the makeup. He assembled all of it into a small bag for her and led her back to the salon, where the others had, by now, gathered for lunch.

They entered the room to the amused gasps of the crowd. Claire’s eyes quickly searched the three tables for Elliot. He turned to look just as she found him. His face was actually quizzical for the briefest moment, before he broke into a big grin. He stood up quickly and began to applaud. The rest of the group joined in almost immediately. Claire walked toward him shyly. When she finally determined that his smile was sincere, she rushed the final few feet and leaped into him, her arms encircling his neck.

“Do I look awful?” She pouted, pulling his head down to speak into his ear.

“Of course not. How could you ever believe I would think you anything but stunning? You certainly look different - really different - but frankly, I’m finding myself getting rather turned on by this. In a way, I wish I’d thought of it.”

“I don’t have any eyebrows anymore,” she whispered as they took their seats. “These are just drawn on.”

“It doesn’t matter. I think you look great.”

“They aren’t going to grow back for several months. Jean-Pierre treated them with some new French cream.”

“Oh? Well then I guess we’ll just have to get used to living without them.”

He had gotten her to smile and she poked him in the ribs. René and Monique had come to the table to see her more closely. Monique seemed pleased both because she’d had her way with Claire and because she thought Claire looked good - now far more European and less American clean-cut, which was what she’d set out to do once she’d won the forfeit. René, on the other hand, was obviously quite taken by her new appearance. He remarked over and over again on how marvelous Claire looked, finally giving her a fervent, passionate kiss in front of everyone. Not a bad kisser, Claire thought as she sat back down. She was now satisfied that, although she looked very different, she was still attractive. She tried out a thought on herself: maybe I’m more attractive in some ways. Hmm … we’ll see tonight.

During the early afternoon, the fashion photographers, Claude and Helen, insisted on a photography shoot with Claire as the only subject. They photographed her in every imaginable pose, with and without clothes, dry and wet, sultry and sexy, childish and innocent. For once, Claire loved having her picture taken, and the attention was helping her recover from the shock of her make-over.

They spent the rest of the afternoon sunbathing and swimming in the yacht’s pool and then danced on the deck of the yacht all night. Elliot taught Claire to tango. As it turned out, she was a fast learner. 

She had just enough energy left to manage to strip naked and fall into bed, exhausted, about three in the morning. Elliot was also tired but before he’d let her sleep, he proved that her thought about that night had been on-target.

Lying facing her, he grabbed the short hair on top of her head in a firm but painless grip and pulled her head back gently. He began to kiss her down her neck and onto her lovely, enlarged breasts. He toyed with her nipples, which quickly became hard nubs. The feeling was sensational and Claire moaned with drowsy contentment. His other hand slid down to just below her pierced navel and flicked at the top of her pussy, just above her clit hood.

His fingers slid between her inner and outer lips and circled her pleasure center, pressing firmly as they moved around her. He knew she preferred the lightest of touches on her clit, so, when her moans became more urgent and he was ready to move on to her awaiting, impatient clitoris, his fingers, wet with her juices, floated repeatedly over it, barely touching her.

Finally, when he knew she was very close, Elliot rolled her onto her back, his fingers never stopping their action. Then he shifted and his mouth covered her clit such that his teeth were able to carefully put pressure on the lips enfolding it, pushing with just the right force against the sensitive nerves emanating from the little, engorged nub and plunging into her body to find their way to her mind’s pleasure center. At the same time, the tip of his tongue continued the attention to her stiffly-erect clit, which his fingers had begun.

His tongue brought her ever closer to the top. The pressure of his teeth allowed him to hold her there, slowing or stopping the climb, which his tongue would then cause to resume. Claire felt she would soon burst from the sexual tension expanding within her. Her entire being was focused on his servicing her.

Finally, when he realized that the tension in her muscles could last no longer, he took her over the top in a blazing orgasm that drained all of her depleted energy reserve, as waves of pulsing pleasure rolled over her for several minutes. When it ended, she fell immediately to sleep.

Overnight, the yacht completed its circle and returned to Saint-Tropez.






  

Chapter 4: Hello Darkness, My Old Friend

 

 

It’d been three days since they’d returned to the hotel. They’d spent the time shopping and lounging lazily at the beach. Their lunches were simple and dinners were delicious but not lavish. Claire had started to adjust a little to her dramatic appearance changes. At least, by now, she wasn’t shocked and bewildered every time she glimpsed her reflection in a window or mirror.

She found it too tedious to try to duplicate Jean-Pierre’s makeup every morning, although she did take the time before dinner in the evenings. Elliot had suggested that she skip most of it, including the penciled brows. She thought that not having eyebrows made her face look formless. He’d disagreed so strongly the day before that she’d gone without them all day. Much to her surprise she hadn’t even gotten a brief stare in the cosmopolitan crowd of Saint-Tropez. When they returned to the hotel, she’d looked at herself in the mirror, and, to her surprise, realized that she didn’t look all that bad without them. This morning, though, she would do all of the makeup, because it would be their last full day in Saint-Tropez.

She had first showered and then spent half an hour in the whirlpool. She hadn’t needed to shave at all since she’d had her legs and pussy waxed two days ago, and had used Jean-Pierre’s cream afterwards. No more fussing with those areas for three months, she thought. Not bad!

Claire was drying off in front of a full-length mirror in the bathroom. She tousled her short, black hair, flicking it into place with her fingers. She turned to look straight at her image, examining herself.

The ebony hair drew her attention first, because it was the newest of her altered features. She liked the style but missed the sexy bob Elliot had selected for her. She wasn’t sure of the color yet. She certainly wouldn’t have chosen it for herself. Elliot seemed to like it, though. Her face was pretty and her eyes were bright and interestingly accented with the permanent liner. They drew her attention enough that she didn’t think much about the missing brows. Maybe I’ll get used to no eyebrows by the time they start to grow back, she reflected. Wouldn’t that be a gas?

I have a knock-out figure, she admitted to herself, although from the waist down, I look like a six-year-old. I kinda like the feel of that soft, hair-free smoothness though, especially when Elliot is pressed against me. I’m pretty sure I’ll keep it that way.

The diamond in her navel - now hardly sore at all but not yet fully healed - was gorgeous. There was no denying it. She liked it the best of all her gifts, although the breasts ran a close second. A gold loop and two diamond studs gleamed in each delicate ear. She looked down at her hands and feet. Elliot is an excellent manicurist, she admitted. It’s amazing that a man of his wealth, depth, and experience would take the time to personally do my nails. The very-short nails looked sexy and she decided that she liked them. The downside, of course, was her loss of dexterity; it was much more difficult to pick up small things with blunt fingertips. 

She twisted to see the sea horse on her left shoulder. Also not what I would have chosen, but I like it because Elliot had it put there.

Claire, Claire, she mused. You certainly have changed over these couple of weeks. But underneath, even with the physical changes, the experiences, and the new financial independence that’s yours, there’s still so much of you that’s the same. She realized that was the part that most interested Elliot – the essence of her that grounded their relationship. She smiled, her lovely face lighting up. She took another forty-five minutes to complete her makeup, including brows exactly like Jean-Pierre had created for her. She dressed in tight shorts and a halter top. She’d just finished when Elliot called to her.

“I’m ready,” she said, walking into the bedroom.

“That outfit will cause quite a stir. But now, Claire, lie down on the bed, please.”

She did, pulling him to her. As he kissed her softly, she closed her eyes.

“Now open your eyes and look up at the top of your head.”

“No.” She started to sit up, saw the dropper in his hand. Half sitting up, she looked pleadingly into his eyes. She saw sympathetic understanding and determination there, with a hint of erotic desire burning from deep within them. Submissively, she lay back down.

“For how long?” Not that it mattered. She felt herself getting aroused, her panties damp along the hairless area between her legs.

“For quite a while this time.”

“A week?”

“Longer.”

“A month?”

“Perhaps.”

“More than a month?” That thought was truly frightening.

“Perhaps. I don’t want you to see again until you’ve forgotten what seeing is, until it’s no longer important to you.”

“Why?”

“I want you to reach within and find your inner self, get firmly in touch with it. To do that, I want you to separate from the world outside yourself. I want you to see within. I want you to forget what it’s like to see, forget color, forget light. I want your mind to know color by my breath on your neck, by my fingers brushing your lips. I want your light to be the sound of my voice, your darkness to be my silence.

“I want you to know me through how I smell, through the way your skin feels when I touch you. I want you to know the sound of my breathing, of my heart beating in counterpoint to your own. When all of that becomes your sight, you will no longer have need of color and light.”

Her heart was pounding in erotic anticipation and dread at the same time. She knew she would let him do it; she was incapable of saying no to him. The adventure was too deliciously terrifying to avoid.

She let out a long, hard sigh. Her words came almost breathlessly. “Then make me as you wish … give me the darkness so that I can try and please you by seeing, without vision, everything you described.”

And he did. Three drops in each eye. Her eyes went silent and she found that she welcomed the darkness like an old friend.

They returned to the bed early, after a light dinner. Vollenweider’s New Age Classical music trickled on them from the ceiling speakers. Claire lay on her back, perfectly still, as he explored every inch of her skin with his fingers. She reached out for him and touched his shoulder. She let her hands follow his muscles to his neck, then up his neck to his jaw and settled on his face, cupping it in her hands. He bent from her left as she drew his face to hers. She found herself trying fervently to see his face, her eyes darting around where she thought it might be. There was nothing, of course, only the purple-black darkness.

She forced herself to stop trying to see and, instead, traced his face with her fingers, taking the first step to truly learning its contours. She focused her strength, finding it augmented by the no-longer-needed visual energies, on a single kiss, forcing all of her thoughts to focus on his lips against hers. She knew only the gentle, then firm, then probing pressure of his mouth, the impression unencumbered by needless signals from her eyes. Her entire being was focused at the point where his mouth met hers. He rolled and was above her. She found herself falling, falling into him as he entered her.

By the time she awoke in the morning, he’d packed their bags and a driver had loaded them into a limousine. With Elliot’s help – she wasn’t yet re-accustomed to blindness – she bathed. He gently washed her breasts, back, legs, and private area. After her bath, he carefully applied antiseptic to her ears and navel after irrigating behind the diamond gemstone with a bulb syringe, as she would always have to do once or twice daily.

Elliot did her nails carefully, trimming them as short as possible, and applying a lavender polish. He’d discovered that he liked them either long and squarish-oval or very short and blunt. For some reason, he really didn’t like them in-between. Claire didn’t seem to have a preference, although he suspected that she didn’t like artificial nails. That might be the way to go though, if he ever wanted her to have them long again – so she could avoid the in-between length.

With her clothes laid out on the bed, she was able to dress herself in a lavender cropped-top, a short purple skirt, and lavender socks and tennis shoes. She sat patiently while he did her makeup, in what they’d come to call “full Jean-Pierre style.”

As they left the hotel in Saint-Tropez, her arm in his, she could smell the oranges and lemons on the trees in the garden. In all the days there, she’d never noticed the sweet-tangy, citrus aroma before. The air beyond the garden hung lightly with the salty scent of the mid-morning breeze from the Mediterranean. She could feel intermittent warmth on her bare, tan arms so she guessed that the day must be partly cloudy. Someone opened a car door for her and Elliot helped her into the limo’s roomy compartment. Though it mattered not at all to Claire, they faced forward. He put his arm around her and she leaned into him, resting her head on his shoulder. A smile found its way onto her delicate features.

She thought they must have driven for four or five hours. At various times the road twisted sharply and the limo’s engine growled louder. She assumed they were climbing the hills above the Riviera and were heading toward the Alps. They stopped once for a cold lunch outside. The air was warmer than in Saint-Tropez, so she was sure they were further inland. She wouldn’t ask him; expectation of the unknown was more fun. When they finally arrived at their destination, she was surprised to find the air almost chilly.

“We’re in the mountains, aren’t we?”

“Yes, you can feel the difference in the air.”

“Better than you can,” she chided, laughing. I can feel everything better than you now.”

“Okay, smarty-pants, if you’re so good, what’s about 50 feet in front of you?”

“Must be something like a 2000-foot drop off the side of a mountain?”

“Nope.”

A statue of you?”

“Hmm … a good idea, but that’s not it either.” He guided her along a path, up a few stairs, and placed her hands against a door.

“Home?”

“That’s it – for the next month or two or three – our little chalet in the Alps.”

“Sounds wonderful.”

His response was boyishly jubilant. “It does, doesn’t it?!”

Over the next several hours, he led her around the chalet, so that she could map it in her mind, but he actively discouraged her from trying to visualize it. He tested her over and over again until she knew where all of the rooms were in relation to each other by distance and movement between them, where the important cabinets and drawers were by learning the spaces that separated them, how to get to the doors and open the windows, and the myriad other things that the sighted do mostly using vision. Later that evening, he cooked dinner for them. They sat down to eat on the rear upper balcony, wrapped together in a blanket, naked underneath.

“Is it very beautiful here?” Claire asked.

“Does it smell beautiful? Does it taste beautiful? Does it feel beautiful?”

“Yes, I guess it does.”

“Then it must be beautiful.”

“You know what I mean. Does it look beautiful?”

“Claire, that’s irrelevant to you.”

“I was just curious.” She couldn’t decide if he’d hurt her feelings.

“You need to trust in your own senses.”

“I’m missing one.”

“Then it’s particularly important that you learn not to measure beauty via a sense you don’t have anymore.”

So that was it; he was trying to teach her, to expand her horizons, she surmised. “I suppose you’re right,” she sighed unconvincingly. Did everything have to be a lesson?

“Alright, I’ll describe the view just this once. But I encourage you to experience it with the abilities you have. If you like mountains, and I do, you would find it awe-inspiring. There are high peaks rising on both the far right and far left. Climbing them would be an exerting challenge because of their sharp jaggedness and steep slopes. You’d surely feel the increased chill of the summits and the crunch of snow beneath your boots. The mountains straight out from us are lower. Walking along them would require caution in order to make progress within the dense tree cover. If you were to walk down from them, your bare feet would feel the blades of grass on the slopes below and your face would feel the warmth of the afternoon sun. You’d probably feel the sun go down as the warmth vanished when the sun descends behind the high mountain to the left, so back here we’re facing north and slightly west.

“You could climb the jagged peak that’s sort of right-center. I know that because there’s a hang-glider about to jump off of it. If you launched from there, you’d feel the rush of wind on your face, but barely feel the pull of gravity at all. You’d notice the updraft lift you for the first part of your flight. The pilot of the huge parasail that’s there now has got to be a few miles away at least. This will probably be his last jump of the day; I can feel the afternoon begin to chill, which means that the sun will start to set in less than an hour.

Elliot’s descriptions created connections in her mind. Following his suggestion, she consciously tried to avoid forming a picture to go with the sensory impressions she had. She realized that his viewpoint was intriguing to her, and the erotic nature of him making her both more and less than before caused her to become damp between her legs yet again. Once more, her body proved that it liked what Elliot had done and was doing to her.

“I’m beginning to understand,” she told him. “But I’m certainly not totally there yet. Since this is what you want, I promise I’ll try.”

“I have no doubt that you’ll try and succeed, Claire. Now I hope you enjoy my dinner.”

Claire was eating carefully. She knew she’d be embarrassed if she made a mess of things. She had cautiously probed her plate so she knew where everything was. She was already beginning to gain the techniques to deal with her blindness.

Because her other senses had a bigger slice of her consciousness, she was far more aware of and attentive to the flavors and aromas of the dinner, and feeling his body pulled tightly to her by the blanket that surrounded them. Elliot’s skin was warm, smooth and his muscles hard beneath it. She cuddled even tighter against him, wanting somehow to merge with him just by touching her leg against his, her shoulder against his.

Claire totally relished the dependence on him that her lack of vision ensured. She wanted him to be the dominant center around which her life orbited. She wanted, no, she had the need from deep within her psyche, to depend on him. It was comforting, satisfyingly submissive, and erotic. The near-constant arousal that her situation caused her easily compensated for the absence of sight in her overall state-of-being. She admitted it to herself; she liked being blind when she was with Elliot.

She intertwined her arm with his and continued to eat. Her non-visual senses were bordering on overload. She could smell the deep redness of the claret as she raised her wine glass to her lips. She reveled in the glossy feel of it as she rolled it around in her mouth. She thought she could sense the individual grapes: the Cabernet, the Merlot and the hint of Grenache that composed the wine.

He noticed a dribble of wine slip out of the corner of her mouth. He turned her head slightly toward him and licked the drop from her lips. His tongue was wet, warm and rough on her face. She opened her mouth to encircle his tongue and they kissed passionately. Dinner forgotten for the moment, they rolled onto the deck, somehow still wrapped in the blanket. As though it were the simplest thing in the world, as, indeed, it was, Claire straddled him and accepted him into her. Bending slightly forward, she precessed around him, feeling the delectable pressure of his groin as it rubbed against the hairlessness of her own. Her clit was stimulated at just the right level of contact, movement and tension. In those moments, she was reduced to a creature completely distracted by pleasure, completely absorbed in the wonderfulness of being. In her darkness, she could imagine herself as the only entity that existed and that was, somehow, receiving unbearable pleasure from an unknown, formless source upon which she was impaled. As had happened while blind two weeks before, her mind seemed to leave the space behind her eyes and migrate to the center of her delectation. There it instantly received the pleasure in profound spasms, over and over. Time no longer existed. Nothing endured but the acute sensations that poured into her mind and the demanding need for Elliot within her.

Claire climaxed twice in quick succession. She fell against him, still moving around and gripping that part of him joining them together. She didn’t even realize her position had changed, so complete was her isolation in the passion and darkness. Her strength almost gone, she climaxed yet again as he released into her with a force beyond the energy that she thought any man possessed.

Far past exhaustion, she felt her mind settle back into its home in the space behind her sightless eyes. She lay sweaty on top of him. His breathing was so heavy that she rose up with each breath, and then sank into him as he exhaled. He was still hard within her and she shuddered with a microclimax, as he began to relax back.

She was so taken by the experience, the singular intensity of the sexual encounter, that she couldn’t sleep for hours. In the middle of the night, touching him between his legs, she discovered that he was ready again. She mounted him and began to satisfy herself with abandon. Elliot awoke from a Claire-centered dream to find her devouring him. They climaxed together. Moments later, their legs entwined, they fell into a deep sleep, not awakening until noon the next day.

* * * * *

Her first week in the chateau had passed and they’d settled into a routine - an affectionate, sexually-charged routine of mutual arousal and shared intimacy. Elliot, who loved to cook and who was a gourmet in his own right, prepared breakfast each morning. Claire would bathe afterwards, sometimes with him, in the huge whirlpool on the lower level. The mornings were consumed with each other in sensual fulfillment. In early afternoon, a cook would arrive to prepare lunch and, later, dinner. Claire had been surprised the first day Madam Marçeau had arrived. Elliot hadn’t told her about the cook before she heard the timid knock at the door. He’d introduced Claire, explaining in French to Madam Marçeau that she’d only recently lost her sight.

Afternoon sex-play was more controlled since the cook was there, but they still spent almost every moment close to each other. She began to know all the smells of him and the feel of each inch of his body. She perceived the unseen expressions on his face by the timbre of his voice or his breathing. She came to know his body and its mannerisms almost as well as she knew herself.

In ways both subtle and overt, Elliot encouraged her to experience life fully through her other senses. He wanted her to develop a depth of sensuous experience that he felt she couldn’t while most of her mind was occupied with visual stimulation. Thus, he’d blinded her, rather than just blindfolding her, to force her to bolster her reliance on touch and sound, smell and taste at all times. He intended to do everything he could to help her forget seeing and what sight meant to her. As much as he could, he wanted to erase the memory of sight from her mind, the better for her to nurture depth in her other senses.

Elliot’s efforts began to bear fruit. For example, as time went on, Claire found that she could picture him in her mind but, what had been a visual image utterly evolved into an assemblage of sensory impressions which became increasingly less visual. Even her mapping of the chalet wasn’t a visualization in her mind but a basic body of knowledge about the place, associated with movement within it, but not associated with any conjured images at all. That was aided by the fact that she had actually never seen the chalet; she was already blind when they’d arrived. He actively discouraged her from creating a mental picture of the place, instead encouraging her to create a mental map which had to do with distance, touch, and her wandering around it. From the beginning, he’d put her through exercises in those ways of knowing their mountain cottage over and over again. She began to think of the place in the same way she’d consider the location of her arm, or foot, or the tilt of her head.

The intensity of the sensory input she received from him, though sex, music, food and drink hastened her evolution away from the visual. At the end of their first month there, she found it increasingly difficult to picture anything in her mind at all. She relied more and more on the other attributes of things, the attributes that her other senses could discern. As a result, she knew the table next to the chair where she sat to listen to music by its smooth hardness, the faint but perceivable smell of its polish, and the utility of it as a surface on which to place things. She rarely formed a mental picture of a table at all. She did, in fact, try to visualize it five weeks into their stay and wasn’t able to bring up an image of what the table might look like. Tableness was no longer an instant visual concept to her, but a set of other sensory impressions. But she still knew she could sit at, or place things upon a table. She had to struggle to describe a table from some remembered, visual image, instead of by function. Such was the way Elliot was forcing her mind to evolve.

On a more practical note, her greatest aggravation was the need to wear shoes all the time, to keep from banging her feet on things. Thus, in the evenings, she’d be sitting naked in his arms, wearing shoes or slippers. At one point, they both had broken out in hysterical laughter at the thought of it.

Late in the afternoon one quiet Tuesday, a delivery arrived. Elliot asked Claire to stay out on the lower balcony while he attended to the driver. An hour passed before he returned to get her. By then Madam Marçeau had finished preparing dinner and had left early at his request.

He carried Claire from the balcony to the bedroom. "What's going on?" She asked in anticipation. She could tell there was a surprise in store for her.

"Something that I’d planned since before we ever got here to the chalet, but had to wait for until they could be custom-made. You'll see in a moment."

"Nonsense," she chided, "I can't see anything."

“You know, sometimes I get the feeling that you like not being able to see anything.”

“That’s ridiculous. Given a choice, who would ever want to be sightless?”

“You for one.”

“That’s not true.”

“Really? You sure seem to be enraptured by your sightlessness.”

“I’ve adjusted.”

“Yes you have; but that’s not what I was saying. I think you actually prefer being this way.”

He’d noticed. He’d seen through her. He knew about her desire to totally depend on him. She couldn’t let him know for sure. She just couldn’t. It would be too embarrassing.

She tried to deflect what was becoming obvious to Elliot. “I’m trying to be a part of your games. I do want to be with you. I’m obsessed with being with you.”

“But I’ve come to realize that you want so much more.”

“What more is there?”

“You want to submit to me, Claire. You want me to dominate you, You want to become the woman that I would force you to become. The blindness takes you in that direction, so you’re helpless to not like being unable to see; you have to embrace it. You’re compelled to welcome it.”

“Nonsense.” How could he know her deepest thoughts?

“Admit it. It’ll be worth it to you in the long term.”

“There’s nothing to admit.”

“You want me to take you and control you. You want to – no, you need to – bend to my will.”

“What? No! … No!” She could sense his skepticism, even though she couldn’t see his eyebrows rise. “No! Why would anyone chose to be blind?”

His hand slid down her lower abdomen and cupped her dripping mound.

“Because you need to be mine in all things.”

“Of course I want you.”

“You need me”

“Okay, I need you”

“It consumes you and forces you to bend to my will – no, more than that – to want to bend to my will. To be dependent on me in all things.”

“I want to please you.”

“You need to please me. Your will gives you no choice.”

“That’s not true.”

“It is.”

“No.”

His arms wrapped around her as her tears began to flow uncontrollably.

“No. It can’t be like that. I’m stronger than that!”

“It’s your strength that’s propelling you toward me.”

“I CAN’T HELP IT!!!”

“Of course you can’t!”

“Oh God! What will happen to me?!”

His voice lowered to a whisper. “Whatever I want. And that’s what you must have; am I right?”

“Oh God, yes! That’s what I want! I want to surrender to you! I want you to take control of me! I want to be the woman you always desire! That’s all I want! That’s all I’ve ever wanted!”

“Then,” he stated, levelly, “That’s what you shall have.”

She started to sob in her darkness. He clutched her to him. “Now, now. No need to be sad. I promise that you’ll have everything you want from me.”

“Everything? Anything?”

“Of course, Claire. I care for you deeply too.”

“I don’t think I can exist without you.”

“Certainly, as long as that’s true, you’ll never have to.”

“I can’t see your face to read your eyes and be assured that’s true.”

“No, you cannot. And you won’t - maybe for a very long time … or maybe not. But I’m telling you the truth about my commitment to you. I know you can sense it. You don’t need to see it. Stop considering seeing as part of the assurance you need about anything. You’re blind, Claire. Period. As far as you’re concerned right this minute, end-of-story. Deal with life without sight. You don’t have a choice. Trust me and your other senses. Right now that’s all you have.”

“On the fringes of my consciousness, I still miss sight.”

“Your sight is in the past and is of no consequence to you now. You can’t see anything at all, Claire. You could be blind forevermore unless I decide to restore you. At this point, assume that I will never do that. Assume that you’ll never see again and go from there.”

“You might keep me blind?”

True or not, he was sure she needed to hear it in order to move on. “Indeed, I might. I do find you exciting, erotic, attractive and desirable like this.”

“Please tell me what you’re going to do. Not knowing is eating me alive.”

“Forget sight until your situation changes.”

“I cannot. Please, just tell me. I’ve been sightless for 40 days now. Just tell me when it will end.”

He stepped back to watch her expression. “Describe me.”

“I have trouble picturing you in my mind … ah, er … your skin is firm and smooth - buttery. Your nose extends from its slight indentation below your forehead, straight until it flares to your nostrils. Your chin feels square when it rests in my palm. Your cheeks are usually warmer than your forehead. Your face is smooth after you shave in the morning and rough by six o’clock in the evening. Your muscles are rock-hard against me. Especially your thighs. They’re like steel rods compared to mine, even though I’m well-toned for a woman. Your …”

“Stop. You’ve proven that you don’t need to see me. You really can’t picture me, can you?”

“You’re incredibly handsome.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I remember thinking that you were when I could see you!”

“But you can’t describe how I look?”

“Yes … no! I don’t remember what you look like, damn it! And I want to remember! I can hardly recall what anything looks like and it scares the shit out of me!”

Elliot spoke softly again. “Don’t let it. You don’t need to know. You are what you are. It’s time to accept that.”

“I want to see again!”

“No you don’t. Not really. And, I’ll bet, not if I don’t want you to.” He paused to let his words sink in. “Am I right?”

“Oh! God help me! You’re right! Do what you want with me! I’m yours to master! I’m yours to have as you want! Oh God, I’m so bound to you!”

“I promise to help you achieve everything needed to fulfill you.”

“And my sight?”

“You don’t need it now. You’re blind, and blind you will stay.”

“For how long? Please! For how long?!”

“Dearest Claire, I think it best that you assume it’s forever.”

Incredibly, at that point, a wave of relief swept over her and her angst washed away. After all, if it was forever, it was no longer worth her concern. She could do nothing about it. His will would decide, and all her pleading wouldn’t sway him. Elliot wasn’t cruel; he simply knew what he wanted, what he was doing, and that she would accept his decisions. She would go forward sightless, if that’s the way he wanted her to be. There wasn’t a reason to anguish over it or, really, to give it any more thought.

Seeing had been nice. But that wasn’t possible for her anymore.

Just be who you are, Claire, she told herself. Then she smiled and reached out her arms for him. He embraced her and everything was suddenly better.

He lifted up her chin to look into her sightless eyes. They quivered side-to-side for a moment seeming to search for him, unsure exactly how far away he was. Her mouth curved up in a self-conscious smile. Her unfocussed eyes smiled too.

“Are you okay now?” He whispered.

“You like me like this?” She replied as quietly.

“I adore everything about you – what’s new and what’s been there all along.”

“Then I’m very okay.”

“I’m glad, and I believe you. So now, I want to show – no, no, I mean give – you that surprise.”

With that, he lifted her naked-save-for-shoes body high in the air as she yelped, and tossed her onto the bed on her back. She started to yell at him for being careless with her when she felt the delightfully warm, thick, soft fur under her.

"What is this?" She asked. She rolled onto her side and felt the deliciously dense pelt. Her unseeing eyes stared into space, but her face was alight with pleasure as her hands probed the entire surface of the bed. It was completely covered in the fur.

"It's a mink comforter, of course. In fact, it's fur outside and another layer of fur inside so you can always have the feel of mink against your skin, whether you're in it or on it."

"I didn't know anybody made mink bedspreads!"

"Nobody did, as far as I know. I had it specially done in Russia. That's why it took several weeks. Those damn, former Bolsheviks still can't get anything done in a hurry. Their workmanship is excellent, though."

"This is sooo wonderful," she cooed. I think we should christen it."

"Now there's a good idea." An hour later, they found that mink did get wet when two bodies perspired on it - it got crushed too - but bounced right back when dried and brushed lightly.

Taking her hand, he helped her exhausted body from the bed. She certainly puts her whole self into that, he thought. He was delighted with her on many levels. He deeply enjoyed her company.

"Stand still," Elliot requested.

"I can hardly move anyway." She was partially leaning against the bed, the back of her legs pressed against the mink cover.

"Step over here." She followed his voice and suddenly felt her body surrounded by fur again, this time, from neck to toe.

"A mink coat!" She exclaimed. As she was rubbing her hands over it, he handed her a jacket. "And a mink jacket!"

"Since you didn’t win them from Monique, I thought I should reward you with them for being such a great sport. And, of course, I have the mandatory mink undies, along with mink slippers with hardened toes. Here, open the coat long enough to slip them on." He helped her into the thong-like panties, the bra and the slippers. All were fur inside and out. Claire laughed for ten minutes, happy and satisfied.

"I don't want you tearing these off of me," she teased.

"I'll try to restrain myself. Now let's see what Madam Marçeau has cooked up for dinner."

He led her into the kitchen. She kept the underwear and coat on. The fur inside the panties felt wonderful against the sensitive, hairless smoothness of her pussy. From the outside, it felt a little like having her pubes back.

"Oh my God!" Elliot faked surprise, taking the lid off of a pot so that she could smell the delicious aroma. "It appears that we're having some small rodent. Must be mink!"

"You shit," she said good-naturedly. "I know rabbit when I smell it." She paused for several long moments before adding, "It is rabbit, isn't it?'

And they laughed so hard that it was a while before they could eat at all.

* * * * *

Three months of the most satisfying sex, eating, and drinking she had ever known had passed. So profound had been her experiences with her other senses, which he had purposely and relentlessly  encouraged, that she could no longer remember what it was like to see, without consciously working at trying to conjure an image. She didn’t even remember her own face, other than by the shape it revealed to her fingertips. 

She could feel that her eyebrows were still gone; Elliot had used Jean-Pierre’s depilatory cream on them several times. He’d touched up her roots every two weeks to keep her hair black, but she couldn’t quite picture the difference between black and blonde, even though she still knew the words and knew blonde was lighter than black. Lighter had only superficial meaning to her, though.

Finally, fifteen weeks following their arrival in the chalet, Elliot announced that he would restore her sight the next morning. They would be staying only another three weeks and he’d finally decided that she’d progressed so much in her expanded grasp of her other senses that he wanted her to visually enjoy the mountains before they left. Her reaction surprised them both.

“Ah…er … you know … I’m kinda shocked, but the thought of seeing again actually scares me. In fact, I don’t think I want to. These three and a half months in the chalet have been so pleasurable, that I don’t want them to end and seeing again will end it. Or, at least, change it completely. I don’t want that to happen. Besides, I don’t want the responsibility, and that’s all I’d seem to be getting.”

She chuckled nervously. ”I don’t want the work that comes with being able to see. I can’t remember much at all of what it was like to, but I know that I had to do more things for myself. Now those things don’t seem like more freedom, they seem like a bother.”

“Why are you afraid? You were a sighted person for almost your entire life.”

“I don’t know. Probably because I really struggle to remember what it was like. You did that to me with the entire sensory overload over the past fifteen weeks. You took away my understanding of  - no, my ability to – visually picture things. I became comfortable as I am now. Yes, that’s it; I’m comfortable and I like that. My world has become this chalet, which I know very well, and I like the soothing intimacy of that. So now, thinking about your offer, my emotions are telling me that being able to see would be like skiing for the first time, or jumping off a cliff into the ocean. It's frightening. I can’t explain it any better.

“Besides, you told me weeks ago to assume I would never see again and that’s what I did.”

“I always intended to restore your sight.”

“I may have thought that deep down, but you managed to suppress that belief in me. At least enough that I stopped thinking about it entirely after that day when we talked about it.

“You really want to be blind for the rest of your life?”

“I don’t know. Maybe ... oh … probably not. I’m totally messed up on this because I stopped thinking about seeing again. But if I were to remain blind, I wouldn’t mind – really I wouldn’t – at least not as long as you were there to feed my other senses. I don’t know what will happen to them if I can see again. Things won’t feel the same or taste or smell the same. I remember enough about not being blind to know that.”

“I thought you would want to see the mountains, the sunset before we left here.”

“I know them by the freshness of the air, by the coolness of the evening. I’ve internalized them.”

“Claire, that is quite profound.”

“You’ve helped me grow beyond anything I thought possible.”

They silently held each other for a long while. He finally spoke again.

“We need to do this.”

She sighed. “I know. But at least promise me – please promise me - that I can return to the darkness sometime in the months and years to come. Then that hope can support me through the changes that you’re going to make to me tomorrow.”

Elliot was surprised to realize that, in a number of ways, he preferred her as she was now. That made it easy for him to reply, “I promise.”

* * * * *

Claire had been able to see again for a week. At first she found herself hating the light. It kept her from focusing on what was important. She anxiously awaited the night so the pseudo-darkness could envelop her.

With a large part of her consciousness diverted to processing images, she had to push experiences more aggressively to satisfy the other senses. Sex became more physical, rougher. At mealtimes - Madam Marçeau was now gone and both Elliot and Claire were cooking – she would find herself holding the plate or wine glass to her nose, eyes tightly closed, to pick up the aromas at a level approaching what she had known when she was happily sightless.

Elliot could sense her frustration. She made it clear that she wanted more sensation, more erotic play. She wanted to continue to evolve. Although she didn’t realize it consciously, he knew that she was continuing to expand her self, her outlook, her needs. As he had all along, he would help her continue that growth.

* * * * *

Something was going to happen tonight, Claire thought. There was nothing that Elliot had done or said that she could identify to validate that thought, but she knew him very well by now and could somehow sense it. Perhaps she’d be blind again, a state that she was beginning to long for, just nine days following her return to sight. Or maybe he had something new in mind. Whatever it was, she knew it would excite her, and she knew that after he did it, she’d never understand how she’d allowed herself to live so long without the experience.

He didn’t disappoint her. The sun had slipped behind the mountain and the night had almost hurtled towards them. He led her by the hand into the dressing room and slowly, carefully, methodically removed her clothes. She stood naked before him. The dim light above cast a blue-violet glow off her wispy, black hair and forced a twinkle from the diamond in her belly.

He carried Claire to the bed and placed her in the middle of it. She let her body go limp so he could do with it as he pleased. Using sturdy, blood-red cloths of the finest Chinese silk, Elliot snugly tied each wrist to a corner bedpost. He spread her legs, meeting with no resistance from her, and secured each ankle to a post at the foot of the bed.

Her heartbeat accelerated rapidly. He had never bound her before. In fact, he had once told her that bondage play wasn’t particularly interesting to him. In a whisper, she remarked on that.

“This is not play,” he responded. That caused her heart to beat even faster.

He removed his clothes. She heard him open the drawer of the night stand and heard the sounds of his preparations. His back blocked her view of what he was doing. She expected to see him turn, eyedropper in hand, expected to soon visit her familiar companion, the darkness. Instead, he climbed onto the bed and straddled her, sitting back easily on her upper thighs. She could feel his warm, hard buttocks pressing her legs into the mink-covered mattress, and his balls lying gently on her hairless pubic mound.

He’d removed the drawer and set it next to him. With her arms tied up above her, she couldn’t lift her head enough to see what it contained. Her heart beat still faster, her breathing came in rapid, shallow gasps. She spoke in short, tight phrases, punctuated by more gasps, her voice weak.

“What … are you … going to do to me?”

“What you asked.”

“I don’t remember … what I asked for.” She didn’t think she’d asked for this at all.

“Claire, I know what’s in your innermost thoughts. Before your thoughts came to be, I knew them.”

“How can you know me that way?”

“Because you’ve allowed me into your mind, helped me assimilate it by what you've told me about yourself. Even more, you've taught me about you by the way you've told me. And through the times we've shared, you’ve taken my mind into yours and melded it with yours. Your mind is not exclusively yours but partly ours, thinking as one.”

She knew that it was true. It was not Elliot who straddled her, but both of them united in the same desires.

He’d donned a pair of latex gloves. He massaged the right nipple of her enlarged breast, forcing it to become hard and erect. Eyes now closed, she cooed with pleasure. As he bent forward, she felt his hardness against her lower abdomen. She lifted herself to him but he didn’t enter her. As her eyes opened she saw that he was moistening a cotton ball with fluid from a bottle. Her nose picked up the vaporous scent of alcohol. He briskly rubbed her nipple with the cold, wet cotton. The nub stiffened even more.

She was afraid to say anything. She felt a rising apprehension. Her mouth opened to try to speak but he put a finger to her lips, shushing her. The next moment, he was holding a metal implement in one hand and a flat, rubber disk in the other.

“This is a dermal punch,” he announced in a steady, even voice. The light glinted off of it. “It creates an opening for somewhat larger ornaments.”

As her mouth opened to respond, he slipped the rubber disk between her teeth, commanding her to “Bite down hard and steadily.” She did. She closed her eyes as he bent towards her. Her breathing was rapid. Her heart pounded furiously. She felt the pinch of cold steel as he clamped angled Pennington forceps to her nipple, and then rested the cold handle on her upper breast.

“Take a deep breath, hold it, and bite down,” he said evenly.

Halfway through the breath Claire felt a stabbing, searing pain at the very base of her nipple. The tool had punched a ten-gauge hole straight through it. Her teeth clenched against the rubber as she screamed through her nose and bared teeth. She spit out the rubber.

“You bastard!” She screamed. She was about to continue a stream of epithets when she felt her own wetness against his hardness.

Elliot only smiled calmly at her wild eyes. He’s infuriatingly cool, she thought at that moment.

She struggled helplessly against her bonds and then relaxed back.

He’s pierced my nipple! She exclaimed to herself. The pain was now more burning than stabbing. She felt tugging around her nipple as he slipped a three-quarter-inch, ten-gauge ring through the brutal hole and snapped it shut. There was some blood and he cleaned it with an alcohol-soaked cloth. It stung fiercely. He placed a gauze pad over the wounded nipple.

He could feel her wetness on his scrotum. Without saying another word, he swabbed her left nipple with alcohol, making it hard and erect at the same time. He clipped the forceps in place.

“No,” she said painfully.

“No?” He replied, wrinkling his forehead. He waited half a minute as Claire’s eyes searched his face. Suddenly, there was a determined, almost defiant sparkle in those eyes.

“Yes,” she said, taking a deep breath and holding it.

The tool punched through her delicate flesh.

“Yes! Oh … oh fuck!” She screamed as it was done.

He fastened an identical ring through the base of her left nipple.

“Once closed, these rings lock shut and can’t be opened. They could probably be cut off but that would require a jeweler’s saw. A bolt cutter would crush them and then they wouldn’t fit through the hole. For all practical purposes, the rings are now as much a part of you as your own flesh. You’ll never be without them."

Elliot slipped back off of her and examined the private area between her legs. Half-jokingly, he said, "You know, Claire, your inner lips would provide a nice site for some future piercings. If we could find an expert, perhaps a ring could even go through the base of your clit. Once healed, that might provide for some interesting foreplay."

She was very turned on. "Do it, do it!" She shouted, her voice a loud, rough, breathless whisper. At that moment, she wanted nothing more than to be fully in his control. She wanted to be his slave, although she was afraid to voice it – he’d made it clear many times that he wanted her as an equal, and only as an equal. But he would have his way with her, and she’d encourage him to.

He found himself surprisingly turned-on by the whole experience. Seeing her lying there helpless, the golden rings forced through her beautiful nipples by his hands, Elliot was almost shaking with arousal. He breathed deeply to regain self-control, buying time by massaging her clit to further her excitement.

"If I put rings into you there, you'll be sore for weeks. We wouldn't be able to do it for a long time."

"I don't care, I want it. We have a lifetime to make love. I want to do it with the feeling of gold through my flesh that you put there."

He pushed forward and entered her. He knew her nipples would be sore, so he avoided lying on top of her. Instead, he did it with his legs straddling hers and locked under them. She lifted herself to him over and over. She came twice, with him exploding into her near the peak of the second climax.

She was ready to go again, to go higher. "Do it to me now!" She was almost breathless as she tried to raise her voice to urge him.

"I can't possibly, I'm spent." He didn't misinterpret her; he was still buying time to think. He was wishing he'd not teased about piercing her labia minora.

"No, no. I want you to pierce me down there!"

"We can do that later."

"God damn it! I want it now. If you don't do it, I'll do it myself, and I'll probably make a mess of it." He was genuinely making her angry.

"All right, I'll put one in."

"No, I want more than one."

"How many?"

"How many will fit?" She wasn't losing her intense high at all. In fact, the back-and-forth banter was turning her on more.

Elliot was examining her carefully. His hands were shaking and he was trying to control them. He actually had some rings to go through with it. He’d bought a whole collection of them, not knowing which he would choose for her nipples. There didn't seem to be any way to change her mind. He found himself getting aroused at the thought of piercing her again.

"You could probably wear four to six on each side."

He was going to do it; she knew it at that moment. A strange calm came over her even though she was very mentally stimulated. "Then, please, put them in. I want you to. I want to feel them and always know that you did it to me."

He fumbled through the drawer's contents to find the rings. He found three pairs of twelve-gauge, one-half inch rings that were identical in size and shape, although they were three different colors of gold - yellow, white and copper. 

“I have enough for three on each side.”

“I want them now. If there’s still room after they’re in, we can get more later.”

He soaked the rings in alcohol and removed a needle designed for piercing from its sterilized wrapper. He massaged her private area for several minutes, bringing her near to, but not quite at another climax. She moaned with pleasure. He placed two towels under her and swabbed her carefully, this time with betadine.

Without saying a word, Elliot held her right, inner-labia lip with straight Pennington forceps, near the end closest to her clit. He carefully but firmly pushed the needle through just a little more than one-half inch from the edge of her lip. That was just far enough in so that the inside of the ring would be filled with labia tissue, and the lower part of the ring would be against the edge of her labia. He did the piercing so that the ring would angle slightly, with the inside toward her clit and the outside angled slightly back from that, thus making it fit better between her legs. Claire barely felt the needle go through, so powerfully was she turned on. He inserted one end of the ring into the hollow end of the needle and pushed the needle through the rest of the way, threading the ring into the hole. He snapped it shut, permanently locking it into place.

Claire reached down to feel it. As her fingers tugged on it and she felt it as a part of her, she came so hard she thought she might lose consciousness. "Do the others," was all she could manage to say.

He did two more on the same side in the color order of yellow-white-copper. They were spaced about half-an-inch apart along her labia. He paused to gently massage her clit before doing the left side. He could feel the spasms of pleasure rippling through her. When the final three were done and Claire sported six lovely rings through her tender flesh, Elliot was overcome with arousal and entered her once more. He felt the rings slide against him as he thrust into her.

He’d untied her once he’d cum again. He cleaned her with antiseptic and placed a tucks medicated pad into panties which he slipped onto her.

They had slept through the night and now it was early morning. She lay on her side, her head resting on his chest. Somehow sensing in her sleep that he was looking at her, she awoke and turned her face up towards his. She felt the stinging in her groin and the soreness in her chest and rearranged herself to take pressure off of those tender areas.

"Are you hurting?" He asked.

"I'm sore but very, very contented. For someone who doesn't get much into bondage, you do a hell of a good job at it." She reached down to carefully flick the rings in her nipples and couldn't suppress a grimace from the tenderness. She probed her groin, feeling each of the six rings there. They weren't as sore as her nipples, but tended to sting when she touched them. She knew it would be days before she could walk properly, weeks before her chest healed enough to feel better. And she was more than willing to pay with the discomfort of that time for the satisfaction of having her body mold itself to the jewelry he’d placed into it.






  

Chapter 5: Out My Back Door

 

 

For most of the next two days, Claire sat around naked, semi-reclining on her back with her legs spread apart. Elliot carefully treated the new piercings several times each day. He didn’t allow her to do anything that might irritate them further. They couldn’t engage in sex, but they substituted with long, passionate kisses and constantly touching each other. He did, in fact, insist that whenever he was close enough to her, that she must be touching her skin to his somewhere, so that they would both come to depend on the security of the contact between their bodies, and yearn for each other’s touch whenever it was absent. Over the days to follow, Claire became increasingly dependent on that touching, to the point where it became almost a necessity to her, whenever Elliot was within sight. Likewise, he came to need the contact with her.

Ten days of this touching, hugging and kissing had elapsed since the piercings. He still insisted that they not engage in sex for fear of damaging her labia piercings. Late on the tenth evening, unable to withstand her mounting sexual tension any longer, Claire carefully rolled onto her stomach, propped up on her elbows to protect her still-tender nipples, and suggested an alternative.

“I know you’re trying not to hurt me, but your kissing and petting and just seeing in the mirror what you’ve done to me – hell, just the thought of what you’ve done to me - are making me unbearably horny. Is there any reason you can’t take me from behind?”

Her words surprised and pleased him. In his experience, only the man, never the woman, suggested the back door. Her sexual needs were growing. But there was a problem.

“Claire, you know that I’m rather … ah … substantial. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Oh? Do you think these piercings were a walk on the beach?”

“No, I do not. However, I think if we’re going to do this, that we need to make you ready to receive me there.”

“How long will that take?” She thought she could hold off for an hour or two.

“I suppose, two or three days …”

“What?! I can’t wait that long …! Really … I need this.”

“Then let’s start to get you ready, and I’ll try to carefully relieve you in the meantime. If I were slimmer, a little foreplay and one-time, butt-plug stretching might work, but I think we’re going to need two or three stages.”

She felt that she was being put off. “No. Let’s …”

“Claire, trust me on this. We can begin your preparations right now. Roll onto your back.”

Skeptical and impatient, she decided to go along with him for a little while. He retrieved a small, plastic-wrapped box from a dresser drawer. She couldn’t see what it was, only that it had never been opened. He unwrapped the box and set it next to himself on the bed.

He placed some K-Y jelly on his fingertip. He had her pull her knees up to her ample chest and began to massage the lubricant around and carefully within her anus. The sensation, a first for her, was strange and uncomfortable; she tensed involuntarily.

“Relax, Claire. This will go much easier and faster if you can overcome your urge to tighten. Now, you’ll feel my finger enter you.”

She felt the invasion. She fought the urge to push against its occupation of her. He pushed it in further. An “Oh,” escaped her lips. He pulled back and then returned, inserting two gel-covered fingers. He murmured soothing words to her as he moved the fingers in and out, until he finally felt her relax some.

Claire was far from comfortable, but was determined to make this work. She finally felt his fingers withdraw. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him remove a tapered plug from the box. It was rounded at the half-inch-diameter tip, and enlarged to a four-inch-long cone, about an inch and a quarter wide at the bottom, where it then sharply tapered back  to about half an inch in diameter. It ended at a narrow, oval base. She’d never worn one before; it was to be her first butt plug.

Elliot covered it with K-Y. “Now you must truly relax as I insert this. I will do it very slowly, to pry you open. It may be slightly painful as it stretches you. It is a little longer than the usual first plug, but will get you accustomed to being invaded there more quickly. Once it’s fully within you, you’ll feel it being seated in your rectum and your anus will close around the narrow section just above the base. That will hold it in place. You probably won’t be able to expel it by just pushing. We’ll see.”

Her heart was hammering. She forced herself to breathe evenly. She felt the tip against her rear opening, and the soft, rubbery device began to move into her. The feeling was disquieting and supremely erotic at the same time.

He turned it slightly back and forth as he pushed it in a little, then let it slide back out, then pushed it in further. It entered her deeper and deeper over several minutes. At about half-way, she began to feel herself stretched beyond the comfort point and moaned. He kept on in the same fashion, gradually stretching her. Near the end, he turned it and pushed it despite her protests and Claire suddenly felt it sucked within her and felt relief from the discomfort as her opening closed around the smaller section above the base. The oval base fit comfortably between her cheeks.

She felt filled. Spasming, she was unable to stop her body from involuntarily pushing to try to expel it. The effort failed and the device stayed in place. She felt uncomfortably full back there. He admonished her to continue to relax.

Elliot gently placed her legs back on the bed, spread apart. Then he carefully parted her pierced inner lips and bent his head to minister to her need. His tongue flicked around her wet clitoris with a gossamer touch. This time Claire’s moans were of great pleasure, a pleasure accentuated by the plug that he’d placed in her. She reached down to stretch the skin above her slit, the better to pull back her hood and expose her clit to him. His tongue toyed with the nexus of her arousal. Ripples, then waves of pure pleasure radiated from there to consume her body, meeting undulations of erotic sensation emanating from the intruder in her bottom.

Higher and higher her passion and pleasure climbed. Her hands moved up to touch the rings driven through her firmly erect nipples. Fortunately, they weren’t very sore because she couldn’t resist tugging on them. She wanted to feel the way her flesh bound them, how they were an unavoidable part of her, how changed her body was now that he’d put them there. The feeling and the thoughts and his ministrations drove her into a mind-numbing series of orgasms that shook her repeatedly for several minutes.

Finally, exhausted and supremely satisfied. She lay back on the soaking pillows, her short, ebony hair drenched, and her breath still coming in loud gasps.

A few minutes later, her mind slowly began to function again. She became acutely aware of the swelling within her. “Take it out of me now, please.”

“No Claire. It will stay in to help prepare you for me. Tomorrow, I’ll replace it with a larger one, then a larger one still the next day. Then, the third day, you’ll be ready. And when we’re done, the largest one will go back in there to keep you prepared. You can remove it when necessary, but I want you to put it back immediately afterward.”

“It’s very uncomfortable.”

“I promise that you will get used to it in short order. It’s best to stop thinking about it, because it’s going to stay there.”

She knew he meant it. And if he wanted it there, then so did she. But could she even walk with the invader? She got up to try. It felt very strange, but she could do it. They went into the kitchen to prepare a midnight snack, and keep her mind occupied with something else.

* * * * *

Claire slowly awoke from a night of tossing and turning caused by her uncomfortable intruder. She was pretty much convinced that this wasn’t worth it, and that she should just wait until she was all healed down below. Then she remembered the oral sex from yesterday and the way her passion and pleasure were enhanced by her guest.

Admit it, Claire, she said to herself. You’ve become such a horny creature that you’d do just about anything for a sexual thrill.

It was true.

Walking around the chalet, she discovered that her discomfort diminished as the day went on, and as she thought less about the plug. After an evening movie, he took her into the bedroom. “Time for a refit, my Dear.”

“Oh-oh,” she laughed. “Just when I got used to having company, I find that the house is going to get even fuller.”

“Yep.”

Half an hour later, she thought she might explode from the force of the larger device within her. His mouth brought her to ecstasy again, and she felt a little more comfortable. Nevertheless, she prepared herself for another long night. As it turned out, she was so tired that she slept rather soundly.

That next evening, she tried to convince him that she was ready and didn’t need the next larger device. She’d become increasingly comfortable during the afternoon. Now, although she could feel the intruder whenever she thought about it, it no longer bothered her.

Unfortunately, he wouldn’t buy it. Elliot only needed to gesture at his huge erection to prove his point. Once again, Claire found herself visited by an even larger house guest. His attention to her needs, however, made it all worthwhile.

It was late the following afternoon. The chalet was already dark because of a storm raging outside. Thunder shook the rafters; occasional lightening briefly brightened the windows.

Claire was sitting on the great-room couch when he walked back in from the kitchen. He was only wearing his boxers. He looked so good that Claire knew she absolutely must have him.

“Elliot, I need you in me - tightly in me - and I need it now. It’s time to take me from behind, please. I can’t stand to wait any longer. My door is fully open and there’s K-Y Jelly on the nightstand in the bedroom.”

Smiling from ear-to-ear, in contrast to her serious expression of overwhelming need, he picked her up from the couch and deposited her on the mink comforter in the bedroom.

He began to kiss her sensuous lips, his tongue contending with hers as she invaded his mouth and he followed with his tongue probing hers. Her full lips presented an ideal surface for the pleasure of his own mouth. His fingers raked through her short, shiny-black hair as he lifted her head, the better to consume her mouth.

Once again, Claire felt the tightly focused attention she received every time Elliot kissed her. He must be some kind of superman to be able to put that much energy into a simple kiss, she thought. Then she remembered that she’d never had a simple kiss from him. Every one was something unique, utterly consuming, and profoundly hers. She felt her head spin and the surreal feeling flow all the way to her toes.

His hands gripped her hair and he had to restrain himself to avoid hurting her. He thought the short, black locks were an incredible turn-on. The woman must be a witch – everything she did was astonishingly erotic to him. He was sure he could be aroused enough to cum by just looking at her, or recalling any erotic thing she’d done with him – and there were dozens of those.

One hand slid along her smooth waist and over to the colossal diamond intimately imbedded and held tightly in her navel. She has so many piercings now, he realized, and each one of them is a source of arousal for me. This astonishingly attractive woman has allowed me to transform her into a creature of immense sexual magnetism.

Elliot’s fingers traced around the gold balls that trapped the top of the fixture holding the large diamond in place. They lingered over the diamond and the chain that extended from the lower ring. He tugged lightly on the chain. He heard her, “Mmm …” as she felt the pull. The area was well-healed, so he pulled harder on the chain and sensed her involuntarily lift her mound up to him in invitation. This actually turns her on too, he thought.

His fingers carefully probed the top of her slit and the waiting nub below. Her motion of invitation repeated again and again and became more urgent. He kissed her awkwardly but thoroughly, propped on one elbow to avoid her tender nipples, continuing to attend to her clit. Finally, unable to wait another second, she ended the kiss and rolled over onto elbows and knees, her bottom presented to him.

He was hard and so aroused himself that he couldn’t have possibly resisted. He hadn’t originally thought about anal sex with her and had been genuinely surprised that she’d suggested it the other day. Now she was ready and so was he.

He removed the device filling her. He reached for the tube on the nightstand and began to massage the smooth jelly onto her sex-prepared anus, reaching into her with his finger, probing, lubricating. He covered his engorged shaft with the lubricant and slowly, ever so slowly, as gently as possible, he entered her, further enlarging the tight orifice. She was well-prepared, now used to encroachment there, and she was easily relaxed, letting him in as he knelt behind her. She moaned with pleasure as he filled her.

His left hand gingerly probed her groin, his fingers carefully slipping between the rings and into her. He massaged the wall of vaginal flesh that lay between his fingers and his penis, deep within her. Her ready and willing body accepted him and she moaned with pleasure as he moved languidly in and out.

She pressed back into him and then away in counterpoint to his strokes. Her evident need caused him to quicken his motion. He could hear her rapid, heavy breathing and the little sounds of pleasure at this new experience for her.

The probing through both entry points brought her to a profound climax which began in the flesh between her vagina and rectum and spread like an earthquake throughout her groin, down to her legs and up to the jewel in her navel.

Elliot paused, deep within her tightness. The muscles in her rectum flexed repeatedly, inviting him to continue as she urged him breathlessly, “Don’t stop. Fuck me there. Keep fucking me there. Fill me and possess me!”

He quickened the pace again. His fingers moved out to circle her clit, then lightly massage it. As she began to buck against him and her movements became more urgent, his fingers slid along the rings in her lips, and then into her again. Claire was awash in repeating orgasms when he burst within her, his hot seed forced into new places. She gasped in shock and pleasure as she felt a previously-unknown explosion of sensation when the cum flooded into her nether receptacle in recurrent pulses. 

Afterwards, further stretched, filled and wildly satisfied, she asked him to keep her back door enlarged and ready. He inserted an even larger plug into her, which she felt seat snuggly and easily, giving her a comfortable, now familiar feeling of fullness. She snuggled her naked body against him and rested her head on his shoulder. His outstretched arm drew her to him and she slept as soundly as she ever had.

Similar sex continued through the next week. On her own initiative, she wore the intruder religiously to keep her prepared. Over those days, it actually became a satisfying, reassuring companion. She wasn’t at all sure that she’d put it aside, even when her intimate piercings were fully healed. She knew, at least, that she’d always return to it eventually. She found that she enjoyed sodomy too much to ever give it up for long. In truth, she wanted it to remain a regular part of their love-making.

Late one morning at the end of that week, she was rising from slumber when she heard the phone in the next room warble in that peculiar European ring. Elliot refused to have a phone in the bedroom; he told her that, while there, he only wanted to be distracted by her, not by anyone else in the world.

But he was already up and answered the call. She could immediately tell there was tension in his voice, some impatience with the person at the other end. She caught snippets of the conversation.

“I thought they were in bed with the Cabrinis by now…”

“Frankly, I’m too busy to mess with them. I’m not closing any deals right now. Have Ramón in the Philippines handle it.”

There was a long pause, then he said, “How big?”

“I’m still not interested. I’m busy with something far more important. In any event, I don’t have that kind of liquidity. It would take weeks to get it.”

“I’m telling you, it’s not worth it to me. Besides, I gave them a chance once …”

Another long pause followed, then, “You can’t be serious.”

“Yes, we’re in the business of making things, creating wealth, not just moving money around. I trust you, Charles, but I think you’re crazy.”

“What are the figures?”

“Even if it’s one-fifth that, I don’t have a bankroll.”

“Who, Luca?”

“Oh …”

After that, he shut the door and she could hear nothing else.

He entered the bedroom a few minutes later. His expression was a blend of reluctant determination, excitement as though from a hunt, and quiet resignation.

“What’s the matter?” Claire asked.

“Something’s come up. A business opportunity I can’t walk away from.”

“Sure you can,” she responded half-heartedly. His eyes told her his mind was made up. “You have plenty of money.”

“Claire, there are other people who depend on me. I can’t let them down on this.”

Overwhelming sadness gripped her as she suddenly saw an end to their glorious days away from the rest of the world. Tears filled her eyes and she swallowed hard to get control.

“Is this the end of our holiday?” She asked shyly.

“Of course not, Darling. I need to be gone about two weeks and then we can take up where we left off.”

Relief swept over her but she wanted more. “Can I come along?”

“No, Claire. This is something I need to concentrate on to make it work. Frankly, you’re far too distracting.”

“Where are you going?”

“To an island in the Mediterranean and then off to the Far East. I’ll be back within two weeks.”

“So I can just stay here?”

“I wish you could but there’s a construction crew coming to do some shoring-up work to keep this chalet clinging to the mountainside. No one can be in here because there’s always the chance that something will let loose while they’re working and the whole thing would come tumbling down. We would have needed to leave for a bit even if this hadn’t come up. Of course, I was expecting we’d try Athens …”

“Then where can I go?” The sadness still hung like a fog in the air, although it was tempered by the temporary nature of their separation.

“You could go back to the US.”

“No! There’s nothing for me there anymore.”

“How about back to London, or even Paris …”

“I don’t want to go to those places without you.”

“Well, René is still cruising around the Med. You might be able to join him.”

“Hmmm … I suppose Monique is still there?”

“Probably, but that shouldn’t be a problem to you. Monique likes you. She told me several times. And she was sincere. She thought you were a great sport in the forfeit game. Besides, there may be a few things you can learn from her. Or was your question intended to find out if you could be alone with René?” The last was followed by his boyish grin.

“Yeah, right.” She said sarcastically. “I don’t know about joining them.” She had genuinely mixed emotions. She wanted to be with Elliot, only with him. But she supposed it would at least be better to be with people she knew, even if she only knew them a little. She paused in thought.

“Well, do you want me to contact him?”

“There isn’t much other choice, is there?”

“You can go anywhere you want.”

“I don’t know Europe - I haven’t been here that many times before - and I don’t want to return to America for two weeks.” She sighed openly. “Call René and see if he’ll put me up.” Feeling resolved and a little better, she couldn’t resist a tease. “He is a good kisser, you know.”

“So I’ve been told.” He clearly wasn’t happy that his time with her was to be interrupted.

“I was only teasing. I know you’re no happier about this than I am. Who knows, maybe Monique and I can learn from each other.”

“Now that could really be dangerous.”

An hour later, René answered his Skype page. Elliot put René on the flatscreen TV in the great room; Claire joined him in a light sweater and capris.

“Mon amí, I’m going to have to leave Claire for about two weeks and we were hoping that she might spend the time with you and Monique while I’m gone.”

“But of course!” Claire thought René was too pleased but she just smiled and said nothing. “She can come immediately!”

“In seven days. Where will you be then?”

“Let me see. That is Sunday. We will be moored in the harbor in Monte Carlo. Mais oui, an excellent place to meet. Shall I send a car?”

“No, I’ll chopper her in on Sunday. How about eleven a.m.?”

“Bon. Claire, Monique and I will be delighted to see you again!”

“Thank you, René.”

“You are very welcome, mon cher. Au revoir.”

“I guess that will work,” he said, weakly. “I’m so sorry that we’re going to have this interruption.”

Elliot was distressed; it was written all over his face, and reflected in the way his shoulders hung.

“It’s alright. You’ve shown me a hundred-and-fifty-some wonderful days! I guess I can stand to be without you for a little while. We’ll continue two weeks from next Sunday. Besides, I might have a good time. Better than you, I’ll bet.”

“Not too good of a time, I hope.” He forced a smile - it was a feeble attempt at humor.

Claire tried to make him feel better. “Being alone, my thoughts will be always directed outward to you. Remember, once this happened to us over a two-week period at the Christmas holidays. We survived it and became stronger. Besides, we have seven more days to get our fill of loving, to tide us over for two weeks.”

“Then let’s start now.”

“Like last night?”

“Did it make you too sore?”

“Barely. Probably not really at all. You prepared me well. And I’m still wearing the door stop.”

“Door stop?”

“Yeah, it keeps the door open! Use it or lose it!”

“I think I like your open-door policy.”

 “Clearly, I’m a lady who likes to turn around.”

They both laughed as Elliot pulled her sideways onto the bed, avoiding her nipples while holding her against him. His clothes were off in an instant. This time, he gently rolled her over onto two pillows which he placed under her lower abdomen and her stomach. Her bottom was raised up a few inches, and her nipples were kept comfortably off the bed. 

He removed the door stop. He spread her legs widely apart and salved her carefully with K-Y, before applying it to himself.

Once again, the fingers of his left hand carefully probed between her labia rings and entered her. With his right hand, he massaged her anus and slowly probed within it with his finger. He expertly massaged her flesh between the fingers of his left and right hands until she was ready to cum in the front and spasmed. In moments she almost climaxed from behind too. He held her suspended between tense anticipation and orgasm. When he felt the inkling of relaxation in her body, a slight retreat from the peak, his fingers moved to bring her up again. He held her there at the apex of arousal for one, five, ten, fifteen minutes. Then mercifully, he brought her to a stunning climax in both areas at once. Claire felt the world explode about her. Her mind ceased operation; all thoughts stopped. For those moments, she wasn’t a person at all but a single pleasure center suspended in the void. Without drops in her eyes, she became blind. She fiercely gripped the bedding. Unintelligible moans of pleasure escaped, uncontrolled, from her throat. The peak of her arousal vibrated up and down, over and over. Without registering it consciously, she realized that his largeness had entered her rear portal. He fell lightly upon her as his back-and-forth motion from behind was coupled with his fingers still within her vagina. She came again. Her mind was completely taken over by its pleasure centers. Her arms thrashed wildly, no longer under her brain’s control. Her voice was reduced to gurgling. She could still see nothing. Her legs shook as even her thighs received the pulses of pleasure from her groin and her backside.

It took ten minutes for her to stop shaking and for her sight to return. She finally rolled over onto her back, unable to speak or know what to say. He lay propped up on his elbow, playing with her short, wispy bangs, twirling them through his fingers. Neither spoke for a long time. Finally she did; her voice husky and weak.

“It is not possible for a woman to survive that kind of pleasure.”

“Yet here you are.”

“I must be dreaming, for certainly I am deceased.”

“You aren’t dead. It’s simply that we are so perfect for each other that we vibrate together, both our bodies and our spirits. That vibration amplifies any pleasure we would create with only our sex. We read each other’s needs like an open book.”

“This can’t be happening. Life cannot be this good to me.”

“Of course it can, Claire. You’re as deserving of happiness as anyone I’ve ever known.”

And Elliot continued to give her that happiness throughout all the hours of the next week, before they parted.

They had both packed the things they would need for the next two weeks. A helicopter was coming for her at nine o’clock for the hour ride to Monte Carlo. Another would pick him up after she left.

He held her tightly in his strong arms in those minutes before she would go. Their kisses were long, wet, and consuming. They would both feel those kisses for the days between then and when they would embrace again.

A chopping sound filled the air and then dropped to the ground outside the chalet. He took her outside, carrying her bags to the waiting vehicle. The pilot helped her inside. Elliot stepped up for another kiss, telling her that he’d call each day, and send email when he could. She held tightly to his hand as he stepped down and refused to let it go when he tried to close the door. He gently took her hand from his, kissed it, placed it in her lap, and shut the door. The helicopter left when he was safely away.

He returned to the chalet to retrieve his things and lock up, tears forming wet tracks on his cheeks.






  

Chapter 6: Days of Wine and Roses

 

 

The helicopter delivering Claire hovered above the deck of René’s yacht. Scared to death, she was lowered to the deck in a harness-like chair that reminded her of an adult-sized, child’s car seat. The ship’s captain held the chair steady with a drop-rope and helped Claire out of the harness. René, Monique, and Jean-Pierre were standing there to greet her. René held a small glass of whiskey, straight up. Claire gratefully emptied the glass in one gulp. The helicopter ride over the mountains, though beautiful, had been scary, and being lowered to the deck from a vibrating machine suspended above by loudly rotating blades was down-right frightening. As soon as Claire was free of the harness, Jean-Pierre began to fuss about her hair.

“Beautiful Claire, you have kept your hair in Jean-Pierre’s style! I am so honored that you liked it enough to wear it for a while!” He seemed puffed-up with pride and gratitude, though Claire thought he was overdoing it. “You must be very happy with it, no?”

“I like the style, though I’m still not quite sure of the color. But Elliot likes it so I kept it trimmed and colored black. I miss being a blonde sometimes, though.” His smile drooped in an obvious pout. Claire quickly added, “But I’ve gotten so used to not having eyebrows that often I go the whole day without them, or put them on in your style, like they are now.” That perked him up, she observed.

Jean-Pierre tisk-tisked her doubts, tousled her bangs and circled around her clasping his hands together in obvious delight - at her or himself, Claire couldn’t tell.

Monique was, as always, the slender, elegant, sable beauty. She hugged Claire so tightly that her still-sore nipples made her wince. She tried to conceal it, but Monique had already noticed something. At that moment, however, nothing was said.

René bent her backwards and kissed her fervently. He does have excellent lips, she thought again, in spite of the chagrin she felt at his forwardness. Monique slapped him lightly in jest to get him to leave Claire alone. There was no anger; she knew her man. And I know mine, Claire thought, her mind turning once again to Elliot, as it had every minute of the hour or so since they parted.

Before she knew it, Claire was holding another glass of whiskey. René described the view of Monte Carlo which surrounded them on three sides. It was a blend of the old and new: light-gray, sand-colored and orange-brick-colored buildings of the city-state were spectacularly set against the backdrop of mountains. Boats thickly dotted the azure bay. The sky directly above was bright and barely laced with clouds, while the sky above the mountains hung gray with the pall of an approaching storm.

Claire felt the anchors release and the rumble of the engines as the yacht made its way out of the harbor.

“We’ll sail out this afternoon and return tonight to the casino,” René told her. Monique led Claire to her cabin so she could settle in.

“Lunch in about an hour?” Monique asked.

“That’d be fine. I’ll come up on deck after I freshen up.” Claire paused, then added sincerely, “Monique, thanks for letting me visit for a little while. I didn’t want to go back to the States for just two weeks or wander around Europe by myself.”

“You’re very welcome, mon cher. Besides,” she said only half-jokingly, “René seems quite fond of your lips.”

* * * * *

At Elliot’s suggestion, Claire had brought a variety of clothes. Reluctantly, she decided on a new, black, full-length evening dress she’d wanted to save for him. It was really the only thing suited for “… the most expensive and the most famous casino in the entire world,” as René had put it.

She’d bought the dress off-the-rack in Saint-Tropez, but Elliot had arranged for it to be modified for her. The right, sleeveless shoulder of the dress was a black taffeta which extended full-length. It was cut to expose her cleavage, then partially rose up to cover her left breast, just above the nipple. That section extended down her left side in a curve that followed her curve to her thigh, about ten inches below her waist. To the right, the black taffeta, wrapped around her, plunging in the back and continuing around to meet the front at her thigh. The part of her not covered by the black fabric was filled-in with a sheer material consisting of a pattern of concentric circles, broken by radial lines surrounding diamond figures. There was a short sleeve of the sheer mesh on the left. Further down in front, the black taffeta was cut away again and replaced with the lacy mesh. The front was also cut out in a curving pattern to expose her bellybutton jewel through the sheer fabric. Her seahorse tattoo was exposed through the mesh in the back.

She wore black, very high, spiked-heel sandals, with only a thin strap across her toes, and two spaghetti straps equally spaced between her toes and her ankles. She wore three pairs of diamond earrings - two pairs of studs above long, dangling ones.

Jean-Pierre had done her hair and makeup and, although she was sure it was considered very chic in France, she wasn’t crazy about the look. He had put a mousse on her hair and dried it so that, although it lay mostly flat on the top, pieces of it stuck out everywhere as though someone had completely mussed it up. Her bangs hung haphazardly. He had used bright blue eye shadow over her entire lid and extending out beyond her eye to continue the curve of the eye upward. She was wearing heavy mascara but he hadn’t added to her permanent eyeliner. She had no eyebrows and her protestations met with no sympathy from Jean-Pierre as he assured her that, “You are among the few women in the world who look more stunning without them than most women do with them. Flaunt it, my Dear.”

Her nails on hands and feet had deep red polish. Her lips were a delicious blood-red. René agreed to take her picture so that she could email it to Elliot. If he liked the look, she would try it again in the future. She wanted to be every woman to him, everything that he could desire. Elliot had opened the world to her; she would open her possibilities to him.

They arrived at the casino in a chauffeur-driven Rolls Royce Phantom limo amid all the glitter and wealth of Monte Carlo. She wished so much that Elliot could be there. It was stunning in the way that only Europe can be, without the over-done, often tacky flavor of an American resort like Las Vegas or Atlantic City. The class is dripping off these people, Claire thought to herself.

The class is dripping off that woman, the Europeans thought as they glimpsed Claire walking elegantly up the casino steps.

Inside, they were ushered into a semi-private area. The people there were dressed even more expensively than those she’d seen outside. Looking around, at first intimidated, Claire began to realize that she fit in perfectly. Her dress was more exotic than the norm, her hair and makeup - like it or not - had been done by one of the best designers in Paris; she was a millionairess five times over herself; and she was with Monique and René, who oozed the Euro jet-set image.

René had refused to let her pay for anything. He’d set up a fifty-thousand dollar line of credit for her before they’d arrived. He’d told her to have a good time, and gamble it all away if she wanted - he would cover the losses, and she could keep anything she won over the initial stake.

Claire wouldn’t have known where to begin. Fortunately, Jean-Pierre had taken the time that afternoon to show her how to play several of the more interesting continental games. She was a quick learner. She started at the baccarat table. By the time she walked away shaking with the thrill of the game, she’d won over forty thousand dollars.

I don’t care how much money I have in Swiss accounts, she thought, forty thousand is still a lot of money to me. I’ll risk ten of it and not touch the other. When the ten is gone, I quit.

She was up one hundred and thirty thousand dollars by the time three hours had passed. Several times, she’d drawn a crowd to watch her win time after time. That evening, she was the glamorous, unbeatable Lady Luck.

She was getting so flushed with the flow of adrenaline that she had to take a break. As she walked up to René and Monique, she saw that they were talking to a pleasant looking but nondescript middle-aged man with receding hair. When René saw her, he took her by the arm and introduced her, in French, to Prince Albert II. The Prince of Monaco took her hand and kissed it as Claire tried to curtsy reasonably demurely in the tight dress. The Prince was pleased with her gallant effort and told her so.

Albert spoke to her in French. Claire could understand most of what he said, thanks to six years of junior high and high school French and her experiences in France over the past few months. René, concerned that she couldn’t understand, started to translate the Prince’s words into English. Claire stopped him. “Je comprend,” she said.

“Claire is an American,” Monique told Albert.

“Really?” The Prince said in perfect English. “I wouldn’t have known. I hope you don’t mind me saying so, Lady Claire, but you look quite continental, quite French, in fact.”

“Jean-Pierre got a hold of me,” Claire said, making a joke to cover her nervousness.

“My mother was, of course, an American. She had the beauty and grace to go with her name. Your country can produce remarkable women. I see without a doubt that you are one of them. You carry yourself with an air of sophistication that every woman should aspire to. I’m surprised that you’re here without a gentleman escort, other than this scoundrel René.”

“Elliot, my gentleman, is away on business for two weeks.”

“Yes,” René interjected, “you know him, your Highness. We all met at Grenoble several years ago during the Winter Festival.”

“Ah, I remember him well. We have, in fact, done business on several occasions since.” He looked directly at Claire again. So Elliot is your - may I say - consort?”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“That explains it, then. I remember thinking that if ever he chose a woman, she would be one of great allure, intelligence and elegance.”

Claire couldn’t let that one go. “Perhaps I chose him.”

The Prince smiled. “Then, as he is in many things, Elliot is also a lucky man in the business of love.”

“Thank you for the compliment, Your Highness. But he would probably tell you that there is no luck, only the results of talented, hard work.”

“And he would be right, as he most always is. I wish you both bountiful happiness. You two must come to see me sometime.”

“We would be honored,” she said. Holy shit! Claire thought.

They left shortly after that. Claire had returned René’s fifty thousand dollars, and deposited her winnings, one hundred and thirty-four thousand dollars, into her bank account. René had refused her offer to share the winnings.

She sat on the bed in her cabin on the yacht feeling smugly satisfied with herself. She’d met the Prince of fucking Monaco and won a hundred and thirty-four-thousand dollars! That was more money than she’d made in two years before.

After her nighttime ablutions, she lay awake on the bed thinking about Elliot. She reached into a drawer for her friend, the intruder, covered it with K-Y, and inserted it in place. It was filling and comforting and reminded Claire of his possession of her. She decided that, whenever possible, she’d wear it each night to remain ready for him, and at other times when the ache of her body for Elliot became too much to bear alone.

The next day was sunny and bright. The yacht rolled lazily with the gentle waves far out in the bay. Claire had gone on-deck wearing shorts and a cropped top. Monique had appeared in a thong bottom, her firm, sleek, shiny brown skin exposed everywhere else. She looked at Claire curiously.

“You’re dressed too warmly for today, mon cher. Besides, you can’t get a tan on those lovely breasts all covered up like that.”

Claire blushed and was at a loss for words. She wasn’t ready to show-off the nipple rings just yet. She knew they were now an intimate part of her, that she couldn’t remove them anyway, and that, if she were to spend any length of time in Europe, she would eventually go topless again. But the whole experience, intensely erotic as it had been, had left her not knowing how much of her body to expose, how much she was comfortable with, or what might shock even European sensibilities.

Monique waited for her to say something. When she didn’t, Monique attempted to read her thoughts by looking her straight in the eyes. Claire could almost feel her probing gaze sorting through Claire’s mind like fingers leafing through files in a file cabinet.

“Something has changed since you were here last, hasn’t it, Claire?”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Come, come. You’re among friends here, whether you completely believe that or not. I noticed that your chest seems to be sore. Has something happened?”

How in the world could she guess that? Claire thought. Did Monique somehow know that Elliot was going to pierce her? No, that was nonsense. He would never have shared anything like that. More likely, the woman was just incredibly intuitive - she could piece together a story from completely isolated bits of information. So, should I tell her? Claire asked herself. Let’s first see how much she can guess.

“Nothing has happened. I just didn’t put on a swimsuit before I came out. My breasts are a little sore - that sometimes happens to me during the month.”

“Then the warm sun on them should feel good. Come join me. I feel self-conscious sitting here almost naked while you’re fully clothed.”

Unable to determine a way to gracefully dodge the request, Claire reluctantly removed her halter top. She paused momentarily and then, deciding what the hell, she removed her bra. The lovely rings gleamed brightly in the sunlight.

“How beautiful!” Monique exclaimed. “You had your nipples pierced! Where did you ever find someone in the mountains to do it?”

“I didn’t. Elliot did it. It was a surprise.”

“Do you like them?”

“Oh, absolutely, I love them!” At that moment, she became vividly aware that she really did. Not only were they erotic - just the thought of them within her flesh still turned her on - but she now realized that she actually loved the way they looked.

“How long ago did you get them?”

“Four weeks ago. We didn’t know I was coming here until three weeks after he did them.”

Monique came over to inspect the rings. “He did a beautiful job. They are even and perfect. May I?” She reached out to touch them gingerly.

“Sure. They’re mostly healed and only a little tender now. They seem to be erect all the time,” she laughed with a hint of embarrassment.

Monique lifted one ring and noticed Claire’s tremble. As the soreness dissipated, she’d discovered that they were becoming increasingly, deliciously sensitive. 

“Ah, Claire. They are now a delightful little turn-on for you, are they not? Poor dear. Even your nipples betray your sexuality.” Monique smiled at Claire’s embarrassed expression. “But they are becoming wonderful to feel as the tenderness goes away, no? There is no reason for you to be embarrassed. They are magnifique!”

“I was kind of embarrassed to show them. I really like them and I’m so turned on by the fact that Elliot put them in me, but I haven’t gotten used to being this way and showing other people. They are sort of unusual, don’t you think?”

“I do not think so … ah …,” she looked at them more closely. “How do you remove these? I don’t see any release catch.” She looked up into Claire’s smiling face.

“They can’t be removed. They locked shut when he put them into place. They can only be removed if they’re cut apart.”

Monique seemed almost to swoon. She had an unmistakable look of arousal in her eyes. “Oh, mon cher Claire! That is so devastatingly erotic! Elliot has claimed you, no?”

Claire hadn’t thought about it that way but she immediately realized that Monique was more perceptive than she’d been. “You’re right. I guess he did claim me!”

“Fantastique!”

Monique looked at her conspiratorially, as more than a friend, as a comrade. “Let me show you two other unusual ones.”

Standing on the deck, Monique nonchalantly removed her swimsuit bottom. Claire was shocked. Although they were alone at the moment, there were other boats about, not that far off, though they were much smaller than the yacht.

There, towards the peak of Monique’s slit, between her legs, a gold ring was clearly visible.

“It is in my - how do you say - clit, I think, no? I had it put there a year ago. It is uncommon because most women cannot be pierced through their clit. Usually, the hood of the clit is pierced. I was lucky to have the proper shape for this jewelry. I can tell you that the amount of stimulation I get from it is truly remarkable. Sometimes, I have to cover it carefully, or I can be driven into pangs of uncontrollable sexuality for hours.”

“It must have hurt like a bitch! Does it hurt anymore?”

“It hurt like the end-of-the-world! That is a woman’s most sensitive spot. But I didn’t want an anesthetic; I wanted to experience it in all its poignancy. It never hurts anymore. It only arouses me now.”

“Did René do it?”

“No, no. It is a very dangerous procedure. But he was there. It was my idea. We had only been seeing each other for a few months at the time.”

Still naked, Monique turned around and took something from her small purse. Claire couldn’t see what she was doing. When she faced Claire again, a small, sliver ring had been inserted through her septum between her nostrils.

“This is my other interesting piercing. I have had it for many years. The hole is quite invisible, until the ring is placed in it. If I use a slotted ring, I can even turn it up into my nose to conceal it while still wearing it. Do you think it is lovely?”

Although she definitely wouldn’t have liked it on herself, Claire found it very pretty on Monique. She said so. There was a pause in the conversation and then Claire began to remove her shorts.

“Since you shared with me, Monique, I have something else to share with you.” She sat on the edge of a partially reclining chair, completely naked, and spread her legs just enough so Monique could see.

“These are also new, so they’re still a little sore too, but as of the past few days, they don’t bother me too much. They’re healing quickly.”

Monique was delighted and excited, and Claire was glad they’d shared their little – or not-so-little - secrets. Both of them left their clothes behind and lay out naked on the deck, relishing the bright Riviera sunshine.

* * * * *

It was a day later, late in the evening. The sun had long since set and a velvety dark night, liberally sprinkled with distant stars and the band of the Milky Way, had enclosed the yacht. Claire felt listless and decided to go out on deck for some air. Her long, diaphanous gown fluttered in the still-warm, light breeze. Even though she wasn’t cold at all, she pulled the gown more tightly around her and tied the belt snuggly. She missed Elliot terribly.

He’d called earlier in the day, from a plane on the way to the Far East. They’d talked for over an hour. Although the call made her feel better, it made her miss him even more acutely.

By now they were far out in the Mediterranean, cruising throughout the night on their way to a beach somewhere. There was no moon, though by now the sky was vivid with stars. Claire was lonely and sad. She stood at the railing looking at the sky, not realizing that she wasn’t alone. Monique’s throaty voice startled her. She spun around to see the Nubian beauty standing there in only her usual bikini bottom.

“Oh, I am so sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you. Would you like some wine, mon cher?”

“I didn’t know you were there.”

“I like coming out here when the ship is quiet and far from shore. No clamor of people, just the steady hum of the engines. It relaxes me. Come, sample some wine.” She led Claire over to a lovely table accented with vases of roses and strewn with rose petals, upon which a number of bottles of mostly red wine sat. The air around the table was heavy with rose fragrance. The bottles had been previously opened - the corks were only partially pushed back into the necks. Claire thought it odd that so many were open, especially since only Jean-Pierre, René, Monique and she were on the yacht this evening. “You must have been thirsty,” Claire said in jest. “You’ve sampled a lot of these.”

Monique smiled in her non-committal way. “No, mon cher, most of these wines are not for sampling. They are - how shall I say this - they are treated with a variety of dreams.”

“Yeah, if you drink enough, wine can load you with dreams of all sorts.”

Monique laughed aloud. “No, no, Claire. These are more than wines. This bottle,” she held one up, “contains the secret of truth. Anyone drinking it cannot lie while under its influence. This one back here would make even Jean-Pierre yearn uncontrollably for a woman. If we both drank the one on the right, we would spend the night together in the embrace of passion. This one removes all inhibitions. This one, rarely tried because of its fearful effects, removes all will.”

“And this one?” Claire pointed to a bottle that was almost empty.

“Ah, my honored guest and friend. This one is my favorite, and a favorite of René’s. If we drank it together and held hands for a few minutes, we would know what it means to see with each other’s eyes.”

Claire thought Monique was teasing her under the guise of being metaphysical. She was lonely but she wasn’t naive. Nevertheless, a buzz might help her get through the night, lessen the pain of separation. She picked up a cobalt-blue goblet and handed it to Monique. “It looks like a good one to start with. Hit me.”

“You must not think I am giving you a joke. With this wine, you will come to know me and I you. You will be within me and I within you.”

Claire felt that Monique was treating her like a little girl and wouldn’t have it. “If you can handle it, I think I can.”

A faint smile on her lips, Monique poured a taste for each of them. Claire chided, “It’ll take all night to get a buzz if you ration it like that.”

Monique shrugged and half-filled each glass. They drank together. It was an enchanting, light, fruity burgundy, almost weightless with the ethereal flavor of the pinot noir grape. Other than being a delectable wine, Claire found nothing remarkable about it.

“Okay. When do I start seeing the world through your eyes?”

“Let us recline over there. Drink as we lay holding hands. You will fall into a short slumber, but you must hold my hand until you do. When you awaken, you will know.

“This is more wine, Claire, than I usually share. Your sleep may be longer, or we may fail to reconnect. If you awaken and then fall to sleep again, the effect may last all night. But in the morning, all will be as before.”

Claire barely understood, and didn’t believe a word of what Monique was saying. She wanted to get high, wanted to get on to the second and third glass quickly. But she sat with her right hand in Monique’s until they emptied their glasses. As she turned to Monique to ask for another, her consciousness seemed to contract rapidly to a point. Her thoughts dissipated before she could complete them. The nexus that was her self hung in the air above her. She could look down on herself reclining, below her non-corporeal mind that seemed suspended above. Then all was blackness.

She woke suddenly, not knowing how much time had passed. She still lay in the recliner, looking up at the clouds. She could clearly sense that two things had changed: she was alone, and something was very wrong. She reached up to rub her eyes with her hands. Her arms rested on her naked chest. She had been clothed in her gown before, she was certain of it. Her hands reached instinctively to grasp and cover her breasts. Instead of the ample bosom she had come to love, the breasts she felt didn’t fill the cup of her hands. The rings were gone too. She was suddenly shaken to her core. Grasping the arms of the chair, she sat up, paused, and looked down at her long, slender, dark brown legs.

“What ze hell!” she exclaimed, nausea rising in her throat. Her voice was wrong, and the word ‘the’ had come out more like ‘ze,’ the French attempt at the ‘th’ sound. She bolted out of the chair and looked down at herself, down from more than half-a foot higher than before. What she saw shook her so badly that she had to steady herself against the bulkhead door. When she lifted her head, she saw Monique through the glass of the door. She raised the long fingers of her right hand to her face and saw Monique do the same. Then, horrified, she realized that it was her own reflection that she saw. She was Monique. She was a tall, slender Nubian beauty, her kinky-curly hair framing the darkly delicate features of Monique’s face. Her breasts were small and brown. Her pussy was brown and hairless. She reached down and felt for her rings. There was only one and the instant her fingers contacted it, she felt an intense pang of sexual arousal. The ring was through her clit. It was Monique’s ring.

She rushed in through the door. The dim lights reflected the shine of her dark skin. She hurried down the corridor to Monique and René’s cabin. She was about to pound on the door when she saw a note.

My dear Claire. I told you it was too much of the wine of exchange. We are probably stuck until morning. Nothing can be done. If you should awaken and read this note, go to your cabin and relax. Please do not disturb René and me. I fear that seeing me will shock you further. Trust me on this. Go and relax. Enjoy my ring, I will enjoy yours.


- Monique


Claire’s first impulse was to beat the door down. But the thought that the person who opened the door might be herself, or, rather, Monique in her body, stopped her. Her head was now spinning and she had to lie down. She stumbled into her cabin and collapsed onto her bed.

In a few minutes she was steadier and rolled onto her back. Only the night-light illuminated the room, but she could still clearly see the black girl’s body that she now wore. “Zees ees eempossible! I am Claire!” Her words sounded like the French pronunciation of her English sentence. She had even pronounced the ‘r’ in her name as the French uvular ‘r.’

The act of rolling over had sent tremors through her from the ring in her most sensitive spot. She reached down to steady it but instead, found herself unable to stop flicking it lightly, sending further vibrations of sexuality throughout her body from her clitoris. Within moments, she felt a rising climax. She continued to work the ring, climbing higher and higher. Once again, her consciousness seemed to contract to a single point, but this time that center of her being was the point of uncontrollable pleasure emanating from the ring.

She came more intensely than she had ever been able to accomplish by herself before, but that wasn’t enough. Again and yet again she climaxed herself. Finally, exhausted, satisfied, and very mellowed, she lay still with her hands across her breasts, breathing heavily.

Ten or fifteen minutes passed before she rose and went into the bathroom. She flipped on the light, not remembering that she would be looking directly at her refection in the full-length mirror. She gasped out loud, again.

She was the black girl. She couldn’t even visualize her original blue-eyed blonde self, or her blue-eyed brunette self concealed somewhere behind the deep brown eyes. Her hair, eyes, mouth, face were Monique's. The small, silver ring looped through the flesh of her septum drew attention to her broader nose and wider nostrils. Her lips were full and dark red. Long, silver-mesh earrings dangled from ears now slightly larger and much darker than those she’d always seen in her own reflection. She examined the small breasts, the long fingers with bright, frosted-white polish. She saw the brown, hairless groin and the gold ring positioned toward the front, between her very long legs.

She ran her hands over the smooth, dark skin. “Who have I become?” She asked aloud in heavily French-accented English. “Am I Claire trapped in Monique’s body, or Monique acting like Claire? How in the hell is this possible?”

Dazed, she returned to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed. Once again, the clit ring was beckoning her. With almost no effort, she came again. By now, her strength had evaporated. She closed her eyes and was instantly asleep. 

She awoke with her arm around Elliot. That had been the strangest, most vivid dream she had ever experienced. She had actually seemed to be Monique. She was about to exclaim that she was so glad to have him back with her when she realized that the shoulder she held was larger, softer and more rounded than Elliot’s, and covered in more hair. She was in bed with René; she was naked and, in the area between her pussy rings, she could tell that her groin was sticky.

Oh, God! She thought in those moments before René stirred. How did I get here? What have I done?!

René felt her stir and rolled over to face her, his eyes sleepy, his face questioning. They just stared at each other for several seconds, before René asked, “You’re Claire, I presume?”

She didn’t know what to say at first, the question was idiotic. “Of course I’m Claire,” she said finally. “Don’t you know me?”

“Mon Dieu! Monique must have fallen asleep afterwards.”

“After what? René, did we … Have we … Have I been here all night?”

“Actually, I don’t know when you arrived.” He said “you” as though it were in quotes.

Just as she was about to ask him again if they’d had sex, the door opened and Monique entered, tiptoeing until she realized Claire was awake and looking at her. She didn’t seem at all upset that Claire was in bed with her lover.

“Where were you?” Claire asked. It was the first thing that came to mind.

“In your cabin where you left me, of course.”

Claire’s head began to spin and she felt that she might faint. “I didn’t leave you anywhere. I don’t remember anything at all since I was holding your hand on deck last night. Then I woke up here with René.”

“Nothing at all, mon cher?”

“Well, nothing except a bizarre dream that I was you.”

“Mon cher, you drank the wine of exchange. What you experienced was no dream. It was very real. “Because you insisted, we drank far too much and remained exchanged throughout the night, rather than for only a few minutes. Just after the exchange, you were fast asleep and I was unable to rouse you. So I returned to my cabin and slept with René, knowing that we would revert to ourselves sometime before morning.”

At Monique’s words, Claire’s heart began to pound. “What do you mean, you slept with René? Did you do more than just sleep?”

“I was trying to use one of your American idioms. René and I had sex several times. Your body is quite pleasurable.”

“You violated me!”

“Dear Claire, I only used the body that was mine at the time. A very nice body, I might add. This was not done to you, but for me and René.”

“I can’t believe you would use me like that.” She was becoming angrier.

“Claire, I did not use you. By your definition, I was you. You were me. And what did you do while you were me?”

“Ah, er … I … I looked at myself in the mirror.”

“And?”

“I … I …” She was caught so she blurted it out. “I played with your clit ring, but …”

Monique cut her off with a wave of her hand. “So, you took liberties with my body too.”

“But I didn’t do it with anyone else.” To Monique, Claire’s face betrayed her inner thoughts.

“But you would have, if Elliot had been here, wouldn’t you? You couldn’t have resisted the urge to try it while you were that way. So,” she said dismissively, “we are no different. We just had different opportunities. And you drank the wine freely.”

Claire was about to protest but stopped. Out of self-pity from missing Elliot, she had drunk the wine. She had used Monique’s body. The experience was, actually, quite remarkable, though she couldn’t imagine that it could actually happen. But she had lived it herself, so it was difficult to deny what her own senses told her.

She rose, naked, from the bed. All of her rings were a tiny bit sorer from Monique’s activities, but, other than that, she felt perfectly fine. Her anger was abating but she was pouting. She wanted nothing more than to leave. She said so.

Monique came over to hug her and ask her to reconsider. “Please, mon cher, there are many experiences in life. I have shown you a most unusual one. I honestly didn’t mean to upset you, either because of the experience or by sleeping with René when I was in your body. I like you very much and want to be your friend. I thought you were very brave, and talented, when you tried but lost the forfeit. I admire you because you are so good for Elliot, something that I never would be able to be. I should have explained more clearly what was going to happen. Please forgive me.”

Claire realized that she had a choice between being vindictive, or being gracious. At one point in her life, before she came to know Elliot and soured by her troubled childhood and early, stormy relationships, she might have chosen to be vindictive without giving any thought to another path. But she had already become so much more than before that her mind and her heart had expanded. She chose to be accommodating and forgiving. She and Monique hugged; Claire kissed René on the forehead and then she returned to her cabin.

* * * * *

The next several days passed uneventfully. They visited some beaches, swam in the warm waters and completed a circuit back to Monte Carlo. Claire was developing the best tan of her life. She had gotten over the situation with Monique and René remarkably quickly, and now realized that she honestly treasured the vivid memories of having been in the body of someone else. It was still hard to believe that it had actually happened, but she had no other explanation. The memories were far too lifelike for it to have been a dream, especially the pleasure she’d derived from Monique’s ring!

She was contemplating a surprise for Elliot for when he returned next week. She was very nervous about the idea, but thought it would greatly please him. She discussed it with Monique, who thought it was a wonderful surprise. Claire asked her for a reference in Monte Carlo. Monique claimed to have the perfect place and arranged for her to go the next afternoon.

Elliot called again that morning, as he did once or twice every day. Claire loved to hear his voice, loved the way he spoke to her, either on the phone or when they were together. She had told him about her exchange experience. He became angry at first saying, “Damn it! I told Monique not to pull any stunts with you.” Claire had calmed him down. When he guessed that Monique had slept with René while in Claire’s body, she quickly told him that she held no grudge and, in fact, had used Monique’s ring because she had been quickly aroused and because she’d missed him so. Elliot agreed to drop it, but promised lightheartedly to “… extract a few ounces of flesh from that horny son-of-a-bitch at the first opportunity.”

It was early evening and the other three on-board were trying hard to get Claire to party. Jean-Pierre was particularly good at teasing Claire. She laughed at his quaint command of English and his all-too-stereotypical, gay-hairdresser antics. For several days, now, he’d been after her to let him change her hairstyle again. She had steadfastly refused.

Claire was moderately high when they had dinner, a light seafood salad, which they ate out on the deck. Jean-Pierre kept everyone’s wine glass full. By nine o’clock, they were three-fourths of the way to wasted.

“I am so glad I’m not steering this ship,” René mumbled drunkenly. Claire had always thought that the French could hold their alcohol pretty well. If that were generally true, René appeared to be the exception. Fortunately, he was almost as funny as Jean-Pierre when he was drunk. Sober, he was a nice, thoughtful man, apparently quite good to Monique. Elliot and René had been friends for years which, in Claire’s mind, made René someone special all by itself.

Claire had discovered more than once that René liked to kiss every woman, including her, as often as he could get away with. She admitted that he was good at it. Only a few minutes before, she’d been on the receiving end of a rather soggy kiss from the inebriated René.

Claire was getting pretty tipsy herself. Sometimes that made her feel sexy; sometimes it melted her inhibitions; sometimes it made her bold. She’d walked over to the table to get a cracker or something to munch on with her wine. She ate one and emptied her glass. She saw the collection of bottles of the allegedly magical “spicy wine,” as Jean-Pierre called it.

“Which of these is your favorite?” She asked Jean-Pierre.

He pointed to a bottle, reminding her that it was “the wine of the loss of inhibitions.”

“Don’t need that,” she was noticeably slurring her words. “Don’t feel many inhibitions now anyway. But go ahead and knock yourself out if you want.” Jean-Pierre poured himself a small portion and then poured some into Claire’s empty glass. “I am not going to bed with you J-P,” she said.

“But to worry not,” he said, shocked. “No offense, but you are not my type. But we can make nice party together and play some games or do something else. After the spicy wine, you can decide.”

My God, Claire, didn’t you learn your lesson? She thought to herself. I’m being reckless again, she admitted, but the already-consumed wine had lowered her inhibitions enough to raise her interest in the spicy wine. She clinked her glass against his and downed the sweet, syrupy liquid.

She remembered little of what happened after that. She’d noticed René and Monique returning to their cabin and recalled thinking - there they go again. She remembered horsing around with Jean-Pierre and ending up in the lounge with him. The last thing she remembered was him fussing about her and his last words, something like, “I’m sure, are you?” To which she had responded, “Absolutely!” The next thing she knew, she was waking up alone in her bed with a splitting headache.

She instinctively reached up to massage her temples. Her fingertips touched only bare scalp. Her hands instantly sprang to the top of her head and felt the same, smooth hairlessness everywhere. She screamed aloud at the top of her lungs. Within moments, René and Jean-Pierre stumbled into her cabin.

“What the fuck have you done to me?!” She shouted at Jean-Pierre. He looked at her, dumbfounded at first, realization gradually beginning to appear on his face. René stood there, rubbing his eyes, as though he were sure they were seeing something impossible. “Sacré bleu!” Was all he could say.

Claire leaped naked out of bed and rushed into the bathroom. Knowing what she was going to see in the mirror and actually seeing it were miles apart. She gasped at the perfectly smooth, soft, clean scalp, devoid of any hair whatsoever. She ran her hand over it, unable to believe it, somehow still looking for the hair which was irretrievably lost. No longer able to steady herself, she burst into tears and stumbled weakly into the room where Jean-Pierre waited, his features a study in remorse.

“Oh my dear Claire, I am beyond sorrow. All I can remember is drinking the spicy wine with you and then asking you to let me do your hair. I kept asking to go shorter and you kept agreeing. Finally, your hair was only a centimeter or so all over so I suggested shaving it. I don’t know what came over me. You told me to do it and I momentarily gathered my senses and refused, but you would not hear of it and started to put the shaving cream on your head and shaved it in front yourself. At that point, I was overcome by my desire to shave it so I did the rest. Afterward, you rubbed your hands over your head and suggested that I apply the special cream to keep it smooth. I did. And I reapplied it to your eyebrows too.

“You mean I’m going to be bald for three months or more?!”

“Alas, I am crushed to say that you are.”

At that, the blackness gathered around her and she fainted onto the bed.

When she came to, Monique was administering to her, holding her very naked head in her lap. “Oh, my poor Claire,” was all she could say, over and over. “I should never have introduced you to the wines of many moods. I blame myself for this. I honestly wanted you to enjoy your time here and I have twice ruined it.”

Tears were streaming down Monique’s cheeks. Claire realized for the first time that Monique was completely sincere in her affection for her, and genuinely upset over the turn of events. René appeared in the room and started yelling at Monique in French, causing the Nubian French beauty to cry all the harder. Monique threw a water glass at René who quickly exited, slamming the door behind him.

Over the next two hours, Monique helped Claire gather her strength. They talked together of what had happened and Claire found herself loosening up, coming to grips with her own folly. As time passed, they both took to joking about it, using humor to calm their troubled spirits. Claire was starting to feel like it wasn’t the end of the world after all. Perhaps, just perhaps, Elliot might find her hairless look erotic. She would know in less than a week.

They were sitting on the bed, more-or-less facing each other. The conversation had died down for a moment and Claire watched Monique stare off behind her, an internal struggle just barely apparent in her eyes. “I think it would be good if you would take a bath and put this trauma behind you,” she said to Claire. “I will leave now and return in an hour to see how you are. If you feel like it, we can have a late breakfast or an early lunch.”

Monique left while Claire soaked. She showered off, washing all over with soap, including her head which no longer had need of shampoo. She actually giggled when she washed her scalp. It felt so smooth, almost baby-like in its softness. She dried off and studied herself in the mirror.

Actually, I have a nicely-shaped head, she thought. I do look strange, but I’m not ugly. She applied eye makeup and drew on her brows. She examined herself again. Not bad in an exotic, erotic sort of way, she decided. Maybe Monique can help me work with my makeup to find the right combination for this look.

She didn’t feel like cramping her still slightly sore labia rings in panties so she went out on the deck naked. It didn’t matter; they’d all seen her before anyway, and they weren’t close to any other boats. Monique emerged from the lounge just as Claire was about to go inside to look for her. Monique’s tightly curled Afro hair and classic, arched eyebrows were as absent as Claire’s.

“What did you do that for?” Claire asked, astonished.

“Mon cher, it was the least I could do to prove to you how sorry I am that this happened, and that I truly want to be your friend. Besides, it is not right that you should be the only hairless woman aboard this ship. So, I do this in sympathy and solidarity with you. And yes, I had Jean-Pierre apply the cream to me also.”

Claire could barely believe that Monique would do that in the name of friendship for her. She rushed up to the woman and hugged her, tears in her eyes. They both cried and then laughed together as they gingerly touched each other’s head. At Claire’s suggestion, they went back inside to experiment with makeup.

About one o’clock that afternoon, her very bald head still experiencing the residuals of a headache, but her spirits rising to normal, Claire received an email message from Elliot. He’d apparently written it at night from his hotel, after picking up the voice mail she’d left him earlier.

Dearest Claire,


     I received your message and it caused me to relax and smile for the first time since I last talked to you. As I sit here, I can see your lovely face in my mind, your beautiful, multi-faceted blue eyes, the sexy fullness of your lips, especially your lower lip. I can almost smell you. I can almost feel the soft warmth of your breasts in my hands. I miss you so much, Darling, and I can barely wait for the next five days to pass so that I can return to you. I’m anxious for us to finally be alone together again, so we can travel away to be somewhere by ourselves.


     I’m glad things are going alright where you are. You must realize that my happiness is totally dependent on yours. I can’t imagine being happy unless you are. I’ve thought about the consuming joy of you and me together the whole time I’ve been away. I’ve come to realize that you’ve bound my mind and heart to you so deeply, that I can no longer imagine my life without you in the center of it.


     I want to give you everything I possibly can. If that isn’t everything there is, at least I promise you that I’ll give you so much more than I cannot give you. I promise with my soul to be there for you whenever you need me, or want me.


     My world has become a more wonderful place since you’ve become so prominent in it. It’s barely possible for me to remember how it must have been before you. In many ways, you’ve been the birth of me.


     Over these past weeks and months, I’ve watched you grow in many ways. Your sweetness now emerges frequently, and easily. Your personal sophistication is growing more rapidly than I could ever have imagined. Your recognition of your own erotic nature increasingly turns me on - almost unbearably. You are an incredible, beautiful woman who is becoming even more exciting, more desirable, more joyous to be with, more lovely with each passing week. I have, in some small way, attempted to nurture and encourage that growth. I’m taking great pleasure in watching it happen.


     I miss you terribly. I can rarely remember feeling so alone as I do at this moment. My heart aches for your presence. My arms yearn to embrace you. My lips quiver with the desire to press against yours. You are so precious to me.


     I must go as I have work to do tonight, including a lot of writing. I’ll call tomorrow, and each day I’m away. But I wanted to put in writing how I’m feeling now so that you can always read it and know. I do cherish you so.


     With my heart. From my heart. With thoughts of you ever in my mind.


Your Elliot


Tears welled up in her eyes. She felt wonderful and awful at the same time. What would he think; what would he say about her hair? Or, rather, the complete lack of it. Thanks to Jean-Pierre and her own foolishness, it would be months before it started growing back, eight or nine months before it was even as long as the short wisps she had before. The fact that she’d been irresponsible furthered her determination to go through with her surprise for Elliot.

* * * * *

In mid-afternoon they docked in Monte Carlo. A car was waiting to take her to her destination - Monique had arranged it for her. Monique had also given her a choice of wigs that she kept on-board. Most of them were Afros of various sorts, but there was one that was dark brown with long, very-curly layers and curly bangs. Claire had tried it on and, although it completely changed her looks and wasn’t something she would have picked for herself, decided that it did look very good on her. They fastened it on with two-sided toupee tape. Monique had helped her with suitable makeup - darker around her eyes, darker foundation, deep-maroon lipstick - so she looked quite stunning as she stepped off of the yacht and into the waiting, chauffeur-driven Mercedes.

They drove for about thirty minutes, up into the hills above the city. All of Monte Carlo spread out below her, it’s light-colored, classical European and resort-modern buildings nestled tightly against the cerulean sea. They finally drove up to a high, private, cream-colored fence that stretched for hundreds of feet in either direction. They passed through the gate and around a circular drive to the front of a palatial house with the simple name of “The Monte Carlo Spa.”

The chauffeur opened the door for her and she stepped out. She was wearing a short, white, sleeveless dress with a red belt, cut low enough to show some of her cleavage. Red, high-heeled sandals and a matching red purse completed the bright, late-summer look.

She walked up the marble steps and entered the edifice. At the desk, she asked for Michele. She only had to wait a few minutes before he came out to meet her. It was only at that point that she became nervous about what she was going to do. She hoped Elliot would like it, because it wasn’t reversible like the haircut. She thought that he would - she knew him very well by now - but there was always that small doubt. He was, after all, a man of some complexity, and she could never quite seem to know him fully. Elliot was often an enigma to her – perhaps because their backgrounds were different. In many ways that pleased her. Claire wanted to spend months, years, perhaps a lifetime to get to know him, his intricacies and nuances. There always seemed to be something more to know. But on the flip-side, she could never be sure exactly how he would feel, act, or what he would say in every situation.

Michele led her through an inner parlor, down a long corridor decorated with eighteenth-century paintings, and into the salon where he worked. The salon was a simple white room appointed with a few Louis XVI chairs, a small antique desk, and a mostly-empty bookcase containing stacks of papers. Dominating the center of the room were two couches, one designed for partial reclining, the other flat for lying down. Next to the couches were a padded stool and a cart on rollers. Michele motioned for her to sit in one of the Louis XVI chairs. He sat facing her in the other one.

“Welcome to the Spa, Mademoiselle.” Michele spoke in almost unaccented English. “I understand from Monique that you have a service you wish me to perform which involves an important design.”

Claire’s heart was beating heavily already and felt as though it might come out of her chest once Michele spoke. Clearing her throat, gathering her courage, she spoke.

“Yes, I want a tattoo which consists of two intertwined initials, my initial , ‘C,’ and the initial of my consort, ‘E.’ I want the entire tattoo to be about an inch-and-a-half … ah … about three centimeters high and about three centimeters wide. The intertwined initials should be elaborate, with fanciful curved lines, but recognizable as the two letters.”

“And where am I to place the tattoo?”

“I had originally thought to put it on my hip, perhaps up where it wouldn’t be seen too often, or even lower where it would be plainly visible when I was wearing shorts. Now, though, I think I want it on my right breast, up here.” She pointed to a spot on the center of her breast, midway between the areola and the very top of her breast. “That way, it’ll be visible with most of the dresses and tops I wear.”

He was obviously pleased. “I can do that for you. It will be quite stunning, intensely erotic, very sexy. Your consort knows of your intention?”

“No, it’s to be a surprise. That’s why I’m nervous about this.”

“You realize it is very permanent, no?

“Yes, I have a sea horse tattooed on my left shoulder.”

“Oui? Where was it done?”

“In Saint-Tropez.”

“At the Parloir Yves?”

“Is that on Rue de la Courchine?”

“Yes, that is it. I know the place. They are very good. May I see it? I will, of course, want the two to coordinate. The colors should harmonize.”

Trying hard not to be embarrassed (she wasn’t) or nervous (she was), Claire slipped her arms out of the dress and pulled it down. Michele came around to examine the charming, stylized sea horse on her shoulder.

“Very beautiful. It is just ornate enough to blend nicely with the initials. I have a couple of fonts in mind. Let me show them to you and show you how the two letters might look interlocked with each other.”

Claire expected Michele to pull out a stack of binders and begin thumbing through them. Instead, he removed a tablet computer from a desk drawer and powered it up. In a few moments, they were scanning through fonts. She found several that she liked and he proceeded to design example tattoos with a graphics package. Claire looked carefully at the interlocked letters on the screen. One in particular was gorgeous, with intertwined curls on the letters and a slight shadow which created the illusion of locking the two initials together in three dimensions. 



The letters themselves were thinly colored-in with golden yellow and outlined in aquamarine. They would match her sea horse, while standing out distinctly on her breast - whether or not she had a tan.

Michele asked her to remove her bra and motioned for her to sit in the semi-reclining chair. He immediately saw the nipple rings and exclaimed with delight that they were among the most attractive he’d ever seen.

“They are locked into place, no?”

“Yes, they cannot be removed. They were only done a little over a month ago, so they’re still just slightly sore.”

“I will be most careful around them.” He hadn’t asked if he should begin; he’d just assumed it. Claire’s hands began to sweat. She hoped she was making the right decision. She was, after all, about to disrupt the symmetry and natural beauty of her lovely, enlarged breasts, and expose her tattoo and her devotion to Elliot for everyone to see.

“It is a good thing we do this on the right side,” Michele joked with a smile. “The heart on the left side is bumping that breast up and down.”

“I’m nervous.”

“This will be magnificent. He will love it, and love you for doing it for him.”

He carefully sketched the design on her breast. She closed her eyes and heard the high-pitched buzz of the electric needle. It touched her breast, sharply stinging her as the ink was driven deeply into her flesh. She gripped the arms of the chair in an attempt to remain still. It hurt more than the tattoo on her shoulder because of the sensitivity of her breast. Tears welled up in her eyes from the stinging.

Fortunately, Michele was quick. He finished the tattoo in less than an hour. It was as lovely as she’d hoped it would be, lying radiantly upon the smooth skin of her tanned breast. It looked particularly attractive in relation to the ring through her nipple. She was sure Elliot would like it.

Michele placed a protective pad over the new tattoo and Claire put on her bra and slipped her arms back into the dress. She started to pay Michele - Elliot had given her a credit card - but Michele told her that Monique had already taken care of it. As Claire was getting ready to leave, a thought occurred to her.

“Michele, you do piercings as well, don’t you?” She was going to ask him about total healing times for her most recent piercings, and ask him to recommend an ointment to heal them faster.

“Oui. Would you like a ring like Monique’s for your lovely nose? I did hers, of course.”

“Her nose ring is beautiful, but that looks far too female-submissive to me. So that one’s out. No I …”

“Ah, she has told you of her most exotic ornament? Perhaps you would like that other special ring like hers?”

Claire gulped. Just what she needed, more metal in her snatch. Hmm … she was intrigued. Her brief experience with it that crazy night had been exquisite, but she could never do that … right?

She noticed he was staring at her. Oh, yes, he’d asked her a question. Now what was it?

“Did Monique tell you …” He started to ask again.

She snapped out of her reverie. “Oh … yes Michele, she showed me her clitoris piercing. It’s very lovely.”

“Oui, it is. It is also very stimulating for her, as I knew it would be. I am, after all, the best there is at piercing that part of the body. Unfortunately, it is unlikely that you would be able to wear one. Only about one in one hundred women have the right anatomical configuration for it. But you could likely wear a clitoral hood piercing. They are beautiful and also enhance the sensations, just not as profoundly.”

Claire was sure she wasn’t interested. Was she? Would it hurt to at least find out?

“How would I know what would work?”

“I would have to examine you. Would you be willing to remove your dress, completely this time … and your panties?””

“Oh … yes.” Claire was amazed at how easy it was for her to strip in front of this stranger, and reveal her most private places to him. Surprisingly, she wasn’t embarrassed at all. True, the setting was somewhat clinical, but he certainly wasn’t an OB-GYN. And he was a man, after all.

Nope, it just didn’t faze her.

She pulled off her dress and removed her panties. She lay on the flat couch with her legs apart as Michele checked her. He expressed lavish praise and genuine delight when he saw her labia rings. He checked and measured her for several minutes. She became wet in spite of the no-nonsense examination. That embarrassed her, but not very.

“Can I be pierced there?” She asked as he sat back and removed his gloves.

“Yes you can. You are very lucky to be able to accommodate either a clitoral hood piercing or the very rare clitoral piercing itself. To get the maximum pleasurable effect, and to compliment your labia piercings, I would suggest a vertical piercing of the clitoris itself.”

Now what? Would Elliot want her to have it? Would she want a sore pussy for another six weeks? Just how dangerous was this?

“I don’t think … ah …” She was really having trouble putting complete sentences together. She couldn’t do this. She just had to find an excuse. “Is this risky, Michele?”

“Not when I do it, Mademoiselle.” He could see indecision on her face. “As you Americans say, nothing ventured, nothing gained.”

Men. They were so full of themselves. On the other hand, the tattoo he’d given her was gorgeous, and Monique’s clit ring was awesome to look at and off-the-charts arousing.

Frankly, she knew in her heart that she wanted this. She wanted it for herself and she wanted it for Elliot. She was pretty sure she’d finally gone round the bend. So what? If Elliot had shown her anything over the past five and a half months, it was that life was to be lived to its fullest. No pain, no gain, as we Americans say, she thought to herself, suppressing a giggle.

“I’m sure I’ve gone completely crazy, but if you’re convinced that I’m built okay for this, go ahead and show me some jewelry. How bad would it hurt?”

“It will hurt, but less than the tattoo.”

“And I wouldn’t be ruined down there?”

He chuckled. “No Mademoiselle.”

“Would I be able to walk out of here?”

“Ha, ha. Yes, I will numb it as much as possible, both before I do it and before you leave. You will need to take especially good care of it for four-to-six weeks or more, but it will inhibit your activities much less than your many labia piercings have. Let me show you some jewelry.”

He left the room and returned with a small, velvet pillow, on which were a number of pieces of jewelry for her clit. Michele recommended a 14-gauge, 1.3 centimeter, yellow gold, captive ball ring for the piercing, to coordinate with her other rings, and a curved gold barbell to try when the piercing healed. She liked them both, if she decided to actually go ahead with this.

Claire realized she’d been lying there with her legs held tightly together, unconsciously protecting her threatened pleasure center. It was now or never; she had to decide. Could she let someone do this to her? Was this going too far in the name of erotica and arousal? Would she regret it later?

She closed her eyes, gritted her teeth, spread her legs and announced to Michele, “Pierce it – quickly, before I chicken out.”

Michele efficiently prepared his implements and positioned Claire. He swabbed her with betadine. A few moments later, she felt a cold spray and then, unannounced, an incredibly sharp stabbing pain as the curved needle penetrated her from above her clit to below it, passing deeply through the base of the bud. She screamed a very loud, “FUUUUUUCK!”

It stung! God how it stung! She could feel every microscopic movement of the needle in her as Michele inserted the ring into its hollow back and pushed it into and through her. He snapped the ball in place. Claire felt a cold spray again and, amazingly, most of the stinging stopped.

Following a gracious farewell from Michele to Claire, and a physically uncomfortable one from her to him, she gingerly sat in the limo for the drive back to the docks.

* * * * *

Monique wanted to see the tattoo as soon as Claire returned. Claire stripped down on the deck, nonchalantly tossing her dress and bra onto a chair. She stood there, tender between her legs, in thong panties and sandals. She removed the pad covering the tattoo. I guess I’ve gotten over any nudity hang-ups I might have had, she mused to herself - at least with people I know or sort-of know. She turned to Monique who, once again, almost squealed with excitement.

“That is exquisite! The lines are elegant and it shows your love locked together. It almost seems to rise up from your breast. Elliot will adore it immediately!”

René and Jean-Pierre, hearing Monique’s commotion, came up to the almost naked and now slightly embarrassed Claire. She didn’t like being the center of attention like this, and had the uncomfortable feeling that she was being examined under a microscope. Jean-Pierre, ever the stereotypical homosexual, was so taken by the tattoo that one hand jumped to his heart, the other to his forehead, and he had to sit down for fear of swooning.

“There’s more; I suppose you’ll want to see it,” Claire offered.

“Mais oui?” Monique looked into Claire’s eyes, then knowingly down to her crotch.

The woman has got to be clairvoyant, Claire thought. She carefully slipped out of her thong. Now she was becoming embarrassed. But for some reason, she needed the approval of this group.

She leaned back against a table with her legs spread. The new ring was clearly visible in the front. It felt good to not have the thong pressing against it.

René was profoundly turned on by her tattoo and ring, and by the sight of Claire standing naked again in high-heeled sandals on the deck of his yacht. His mouth dropped open. Monique looked at him in laughing exasperation. Claire noticed a rapidly-growing bulge in his Speedo swimsuit.

“Why René,” Claire teased, “You seem to be sprouting some wood.”

“Wood?” The confused Frenchman asked of his other companions? Monique just rolled her eyes and Jean-Pierre looked as confused as René.






  

Chapter 7: Up, Up and Away

 

 

Claire had spent four days cruising, swimming, sunbathing and gingerly ministering to her poor, inflamed, perpetually-erect, neatly-pierced clit. She’d returned to her cabin after a swim and showered off. The cool water had actually felt good on her wound. She dried herself applied an antiseptic gel, and turned to the closet to find something to wear. Most of the time neither she nor Monique wore anything. As a result, she was well into her best tan ever, thanks to the Mediterranean sun which was more forgiving than the hot, bright sun of the southeastern United States, where she usually vacationed. Even her naked scalp had tanned a golden brown and now matched the rest of her fully-exposed skin.

As she had a number of times since her trip began, she studied herself in the mirror. Her nipple rings, supported on her generous breasts, now competed for attention with the huge diamond in her navel. But she realized that her most striking feature was her bald head. It changed her looks completely. She didn’t think she was as pretty without hair, but she thought she was exotic and alluring in a different way. She ran her hand over the completely depilated scalp. It still felt very strange to her; she missed her hair. A tear formed in her eye as the fear that Elliot would be upset with her or, worse yet, that he would no longer think her attractive, became impossible to hold back. Her hand moved from her head to the tattoo on her breast. Her fingers lightly glided over it. It was no longer sore at all and looked as beautiful as she thought it would. She hoped with all her heart that Elliot would like it - no, that he would love it. In another day she would know.

So here I am, she thought, hairless except for my eyelashes. Gold rings in places I’d never thought of, including in my pleasure center! Bigger boobs than I ever conceived of too. She studied the reflection. But my eyes are shiny and bright, my body is in great shape, there is a glow there that even I can see, and I’m really in love with a man more wonderful than I imagined could exist, whose initial will make love to mine upon my own skin, as long as I live.

And with that observation, with all she’d experienced since knowing Elliot finally coalescing within her, the former, sometimes troubled, overly-diffident Claire melted away into the new Claire, who had come to realize how beautiful life could be, and that the beauty of her true self, now more evident than ever for everyone to see, brought happiness where she touched the world and to the people around her. That realization was quite a boost to her self-confidence.

* * * * *

Claire waited on deck for Elliot to return. It would be sometime today; she didn’t know when. She was determined to see him the instant his boat approached the yacht which was moored in Monte Carlo bay once again.

She wore a thong swimsuit bottom and a crew-necked, cropped top to cover the tattoo. She wanted to surprise him with it when they were alone. She wore the long-layered, curly wig to conceal her baldness. She would figure out some way to tell him once she held him in her arms. Her bags were packed and waiting in the lounge. The others knew she was impatient, that her thoughts were focused only on seeing Elliot again, so they’d left her by herself.

She was using binoculars to scan the harbor for launches which might be setting out in her direction. Nothing was happening yet. The sky was streaked with light clouds. A jet passed overhead on its way into the Cote d’Azur airport in Nice. She followed it with her binoculars, hoping that it wasn’t carrying Elliot, that he was already closer on his way back to her. Three brightly-colored, hot-air balloons were floating in her direction from the west. She heard the hum of an engine on a boat nearby, jumped up because she thought it might be Elliot, then realized that it was the engine starting on another, smaller yacht that had dropped anchor about fifty yards away.

She watched the balloons with her binoculars. The two smaller ones had drifted inland, while the larger one continued to move toward her over the water. It had a huge basket under it. It must be at least ten feet square, she thought to herself. It was starting to drop lower and would probably pass close by. Its bright orange, red-orange, green, blue, and beige multicolored globe was so large that it covered a third of the near horizon.

The balloon was now close enough for her to hear the roar as the burner pulsed on and off. There was a rope dangling from the basket.

As the balloon approached, Claire became alarmed because it looked as though it might crash into the yacht. As she was about to go tell someone, the captain and two of the crew appeared on deck. The captain was talking on a mobile phone to someone while looking up at the balloon. He didn’t seem to be concerned so Claire relaxed.

The balloon was almost at the yacht. The rope would certainly hit the ship, she saw, although the balloon was well above the yacht itself. She watched the two crew members move to the stern and grab the rope as it flopped onto the deck.

“What are they doing?” She asked the captain. It looked crazy to her. Then she saw them hook a loop on the end of the rope to a large hook that had been concealed under a deck panel. The balloon stopped abruptly overhead as the yacht jerked.

Realization finally struck her as a door in the floor of the basket opened and Elliot dropped rapidly to the deck in a harness, landing just about ten feet from her. She covered the distance in a flash, completely forgetting about the tenderness in her pussy. Her arms encircled his neck and she pulled his mouth down to hers before he could do much more than stand upright on the deck. They kissed hungrily. He pulled her tightly against him. She could feel the wetness of tears on her cheek and could see them on his, as their emotions welled to the surface.

“I missed you terribly, Darling.” She loved it when he called her that. There was something subtly different in the tone of his voice. Something more endearing and less insular. Or perhaps it was her imagination.

“Oh, Darling! I missed you so!” She could barely get the words out, being so overcome with joy. Elliot pulled her to him again, gently pushing her hair back so he could kiss her neck.

“There seems to be a lot more hair than I remember,” he said. The brief change was gone, but his voice effused with happiness and good humor.

She dodged his question. “Shut up and kiss me. I need two weeks of kisses on my lips and I need them right now!”

He did kiss her until she finally took her arms from around his neck and, grasping his hard shoulders, held him away at arm’s length.

“What in the hell are you doing in a balloon?”

“I like to make an entrance,” he responded as though it were the simplest thing. Then a big grin brightened his face again, showing his teeth and the crow’s feet in the corners of his eyes.

He’s really glad to see me and he can’t suppress it, she realized. She wouldn’t reveal her observation but simply treasure it in her own heart.

“How are we getting rid of the balloon?” Without waiting for an answer, she grabbed him by the hand. “I want to go to our cabin for a few minutes before we go. I need you now. When is the launch arriving?”

“What launch? We’re leaving in the balloon. No time for anything until we're aloft.”

“I’m not going anywhere in that contraption!”

“Yes you are,” he said in that firm voice he used with her sometimes. “And we need to leave in a few minutes or the balloon will start to come down on its own.” He took a second to look at the curly-haired brunette he now pulled toward him. “That is a very different look for you. Either I’ve been gone much longer than I thought or that’s one of Monique’s wigs.” He looked suspicious.

“Don’t you like how I look?” She tried a pout, succeeded a little.

“Honestly, I like it very much. You know I’m unceasingly aroused by the small and large variations in your appearance. I like you to change, to challenge me with different hair, makeup, clothes, or other, more erotic modifications. I like variety. I want you to be every woman to me. In fact. I insist on it.

“This is a good surprise and it’s turning me on. Your tan is looking great and the dark brown curls go well with it. Come on, let’s take leave of your hosts and be off in my beautiful balloon. René will send your things on ahead. I have everything we need up there in the basket.”

Quick hugs and kisses, including an unusually quick one from René, and they ascended to the basket with Elliot’s arms holding her to him as the winch lifted them. In the basket, he closed the trap door and prepared to make way.

“You might want to remove that wig so it doesn’t blow away.”

“Don’t worry; I have it fastened on tight.” They were ascending rapidly and Claire was petrified. “I’m really frightened.”

He held her briefly and, incredible as it seemed, the old Fifth Dimension song started to play. Gingerly, she looked over the edge to wave at their friends on the yacht below as the balloon and its crew of two lovers sailed up, up and away.

* * * * *

They’d reached their cruising altitude of just over six-thousand feet. They were sitting in the huge basket sipping a superb Louis Roederer Cristal Champagne. The only sounds were the occasional roar of the burner and the murmur of the air, stirring around them like a steady, gentle breeze. The ride was incredibly smooth, as though they were floating which, basically, they were.

They’d been kissing and hugging and gazing into each other’s eyes for most of the hour since they’d left the yacht. Elliot was focused on her, and Claire was absorbed by his presence. Now they were relaxing on a round cushion, her head resting back on his arm. She’d gotten over her initial shock and the paralyzing fear while the balloon rose above the bay. He’s really good at rushing me into bizarre experiences, she thought. I’ve never met anyone who does so many things, and does them all so well. He’d benefited from attentive parents and maternal grandparents while growing up, but had gone far beyond what they’d been able to teach him. She’d come to know that Elliot was interested in and could do almost anything.

Finally steady, having found her air legs, Claire couldn’t wait any longer to tell him what she and Jean-Pierre had done to her hair. She stood up to face him as he sat there holding his champagne.

“I have something to tell you,” she said as seriously as she could. “About six days ago on the yacht, I was really missing you and thought maybe I’d have some wine and drown the pain.”

He looked at her curiously, eyebrows raised and his brow wrinkled, but said nothing.

“I tried some more of René and Monique's special wine…” He jumped up immediately. The basket shook. That made Claire gulp for two reasons – bouncing in a basket more than a mile in the air, and his reaction.

“They gave you more of the mood wines after that other experience?” His voice rose to something between disdain and outright anger.

“I did it myself, for the second time. I was already feeling no pain and it just happened. This other one, the wine of the loss of inhibitions, I shared with Jean-Pierre.”

“Did you have sex with the spoof?!” He sort of smiled at the idea.

At that comment, she lost the entire train of thought she was trying to express. She blurted out, “No, but I did have sex with René - no, that’s not true, at least I don’t think it is. Monique had sex with René while our bodies were exchanged. I think that’s what happened, anyway. I don’t remember anything but waking up in bed with René.”

"You already told me that; it's okay." His voice was impatient and he saw it affect her. He started to say something to mollify her, but she cut him off.

“That isn’t what I wanted to tell you. What I wanted to say is that the wine I shared with Jean-Pierre somehow got us to do this.” And she pulled the wig off, revealing her completely bald head.

He choked on the champagne he’d just nervously sipped. Bubbles shot out of his nose and burned like hell. He sputtered, his eyes watering. Then, while swallowing and trying to catch his breath, his fingers reached out to her head to touch the naked scalp timidly. She’d never seen him so stunned.

“Is that for real?” He asked. She couldn’t read the emotion behind his tone-of-voice.

“Yes.” Tears were forming in her eyes.

He lightly rubbed her scalp. He was staring, almost glaring at her. “Jesus Christ, Claire, I don’t think I’ve ever been so surprised in my whole life. This is …”

“Oh, God! You think I’m ugly!”

“What? Of course not.” He stopped for a moment, realizing the effect his surprised demeanor was having on her. He stumbled around to remember what he was about to say. Finally, “This is the most erotic thing you’ve ever done on your own.” That was a direct statement, delivered as such. Then his face brightened and his eyes assumed the bedroom look that always ignited desire in her. “This really turns me on!”

“It does?” He seemed sincere. “But I’m not pretty anymore!”

“Claire, you’re stunning! I can’t believe it. You’re the sexiest, most beautiful and desirable woman I’ve ever seen.” For the moment, at least, she’d cracked his fabled self-control.

“You’re just saying that.” She knew he wasn’t.

“No I’m not. And I’ll prove it.” He reached to untie her cropped-top.

“No, wait, there’s more.”

“That’s hard to believe.”

“Please. Just be quiet and listen. I wanted to do this for you before you came back, but I was afraid you wouldn’t like it. So I waited and then my hair was gone and then I was sure I wanted to do it because I wanted to do something to make you happy ‘cause you’ve filled my life with such happiness and so I did and … and … here it is!” She pulled off her top herself and he stood there staring at the exquisite tattoo on her lovely breast.

He immediately recognized  her “C” intertwined and interlocked with his ‘E.’ He was, for the first time in his memory, speechless.

“Well?” She asked. She could tell by his face that she had done something wonderful in his eyes.

“Is it real?”

“As real as the skin it’s tattooed into.”

He was so struck, so pleased that he couldn’t shout. But he spoke in a forceful quiet. “Oh Claire! You've really blown me away here! I don’t think I’ve ever been so turned on. You are so ravishingly attractive, so erotic. I’m sorry, but this can’t wait. I take that back. I’m not sorry at all.”

He reached for her tan shoulders to lay her back down on the soft cushion, his intent obvious. Before he moved her, she grasped his hands and returned them to his side.

He looked at her quizzically. “What?” He asked.

“Wait. There’s more.”

“You’ve got to be kidding. I honestly don’t think I can survive more excitement!”

She smiled at that. This was exceeding her best expectations. Here’s hoping for another score on my last surprise, she thought.

“Step back a little, be still, and watch.” He did, one hand rubbing his face, the other one shaking with excitement as he placed his sloshing glass of champagne on a wicker table, fastened to the balloon’s basket.

Barefoot, now wearing only the thong swimsuit bottom, she slowly turned her back to him. He studied her from her tan, flawless, hairless scalp down to the lovely seahorse, on down to her pert bottom, accentuated by the thong straps around her waist and disappearing into her crack, down her legs to her pretty feet. Slowly, she pulled the thong down her thighs and let it fall. With one hand on the basket rail, she stepped out of it and kicked it aside. She turned to face him, both hands behind her on the rail.

The sun glinted off the new ring and her pussy caught his eye. He immediately knelt down before her to see if his eyes were deceiving him.

“This was a spur-of-the-moment thing that happened right after I got the tattoo. It’s through my clitoris, just like Monique’s.”

“They were able to do that safely?” He said with awe.

“The guy who tattooed our initials on me was an expert piercer – he’d done Monique’s – and he assured me that I could get this piercing. I guess I’m one in a hundred.” She smiled shyly.

“Claire, you are one in a billion!” He was totally obsessed with the woman. She owned him at that moment and he realized she always would.

“I guess I won’t know for sure until it heals, but it should enhance sex for both of us. I’ll admit it; I did this for me too. I learned firsthand how much more pleasure Monique’s provided, and it was awesome! I hope you don’t mind that I did this.” She thought he was okay with it.

“Of course I don’t mind, Claire. I’m just so pleased to be on this erotic journey with you.”

“You started it, Buster.”

“So I guess I’ll have to keep it going.”

“Somehow, I don’t think that’ll be a problem. You’re very inventive.”

“I’ll definitely have to be. Is it terribly sore?”

“Not terribly, but you’ll have to take me from behind. I’ve kept my rear door unlocked and stretched for you, so you can use either opening from that direction. Take your pick!”

The sun was setting to a chorus of brilliant tendrils of radiant color as he entered her. His passion burned brighter than it ever had before. They consumed each other hungrily. She didn’t even feel the tenderness of the new or older rings as he danced within her. She didn’t notice the reverberation of the burners keeping them more than a mile above the Mediterranean coast. Her whole world centered on Elliot as the crimsons and golds and oranges of the setting sun blazed all around them. Her pleasure burst forth from deep within her. It engulfed her again and again as he remained hard and persistent inside her body. Finally, he could hold back no longer and exploded just as she came to another peak. She felt the burst of his fluid within her. All was well. To Claire at that moment, the world was a warm, kind, friendly, surprising, wonderful, ever-erotic place.

* * * * *

They drifted through the night and the following morning. About mid-afternoon they completed their journey over the water and made landfall in Portofino. He maneuvered the balloon to land at the water’s edge, near a launch which carried them out to a cruise ship in the harbor. Their belongings had arrived before them. The ship departed at dinnertime, on its way to the Greek island of Santorini. Claire and Elliot retired to their cabin right after their dinner with the ship’s captain, one of Elliot’s long-time friends. Of course he is, a smiling Claire thought to herself.

“After making love in your balloon, anything else will seem pretty dull,” she joked.

“Don’t jump to any conclusions until we’ve given it a try.” He helped her out of her dress - a red, sleeveless one he particularly liked on her. He removed her bra and panties. He was aroused by the sight of her “house guest,” which she’d worn since they’d made love the night before.

Claire removed the brown, curly wig and carefully set it aside. Elliot stripped quickly as she stood naked before him at the foot of the bed. He was already erect and hard. He lifted her up and placed her carefully onto the bed, then dropped forcefully next to her. She gasped as her legs pressed suddenly together from the bed’s rocking. She rolled to her side, her back to him. Instantly, his penis was probing between her legs and found her moist vaginal opening. He slowly, rhythmically, moved into her as her wetness lubricated him. He paused as the tip of his penis probed her “G” spot and she shuddered with passion.

Both of them felt the increased rubbing from the rings in Claire’s inner labia. The rings were causing her inner lips to drag along and move more vigorously against his shaft and, hence, spreading their sensitive response across her pussy like never before. She loved the feel of her ample inner labia sealing the connection to him by surrounding his hard penis with warmth, softness, and the sensitivity of her fleshiness there. The newest ring was still sore, but the pain now mixed with pleasure as her clit was becoming sufficiently healed to broadcast its message of arousal across her genitals, and up to her ringed nipples.

From behind, his left arm reached around her to cup her left breast and toy with the ring fixed within it. He kissed the seahorse by her shoulder blade and then nuzzled her naked neck from behind. They fell into an easy rhythm, with Claire pushing back against him in time with his thrusts into her.

She moved his hand down to her clit ring so he could feel it. He rested his hand there; he was too concerned that he’d hurt her to play with the newest addition to her increasingly erotic sex center. But the feel of his fingers resting against the clit ring turned them both on further. “You are so hot,” he whispered in her ear. The deep throatiness of his voice, his maleness within her, and his hand resting on her ringed clit was too much and she came, thrusting even harder back against him.

Elliot nipped at her neck and moved his hand up to her breast again, then up to her naked scalp as he came, the squirt of cum within her causing her to climax again and cry out with astounding pleasure.

His erection didn’t abate, and he remained hard within her. Feeling his continued readiness, she asked him to “open my back door,” sliding off of him so he could carefully remove the large plug. Before he did that, he tied each of her wrists to a bed post. Once opened, she knelt with her arms spread apart above her and her head on a pillow. He knelt behind her and, already dripping with her juices, he entered her presented, welcoming ass.

He filled her and it was wonderful. Both of his arms reached around her to grasp her breasts. Her nipples, permanently erect since they’d been pierced, seemed to grow even harder as her arousal continued unabated. “Fuck me hard, Lover!” She cried out. At that point she wanted nothing in the world but to be loved, owned, pampered, abused, and thoroughly fucked by Elliot, in every orifice of her body that she could take him into. She felt deliciously trapped by her tied wrists, his possession of her ass, and his strong arms wrapped around her. She felt totally mastered. She wanted nothing more than to submit to his will in everything.

He came in her ass in a series of hard pulses. He gripped her tits hard enough for the pain to first distract her, then arouse her, then, combined with everything happening as they fucked, causing her to cum yet again, this time with the sensations emanating from her highly-modified and sensitized breasts.

She’d never had a nipple orgasm before. It was gripping, potent, addictive – and it was only going to get better as the nipples healed completely and came to know the rings that were now a part of them.

Claire was satisfied and wanting more at the same time. He untied her and she relaxed with him for a little while, playing with his nipples and running her hands over his hard muscles. Then she moved over him, taking his cock in her mouth. Her tongue flicked along the shaft until it hardened again, and she let it slide deep into her mouth and enter her throat. Her head moved up and down along his penis as her lips and tongue worked their magic upon it. She drew the pleasure out for many minutes, before finally allowing him to cum in her mouth while she sucked and swallowed his cum, and uninterruptedly stimulated him as he came.

She slept in his arms, her naked scalp resting on his shoulder. The feeling of her hairless head in the middle of the night aroused him instantly and he couldn’t resist taking her again. She awoke to Elliot within her and the pressure of his body above hers as they fervently made love.

* * * * *

Three days later, they saw the white buildings of the picturesque resort spreading up and across the island mountainside and descending to the cliffs above the dazzling blue sea. The breezy air was hot and thick with humidity. They stood on the deck in shorts as they approached the enchanting Greek island. Elliot wore a sleeveless white linen shirt completely unbuttoned in front. Claire wore a navy blue bikini top with her bright white shorts. In spite of the wind, they both glistened with sweat. After they docked, he took Claire’s hand and led her ashore. They each sported a backpack; their other luggage would be brought to the villa by a porter later in the day. He hailed a cab and they ascended the narrow, twisting road into the village and up into the hills above it. The female proprietor met them at their villa and showed them around before leaving.

The house was tucked tightly among others, all white-washed to keep them as cool as possible in the oppressive island heat. Fortunately, theirs was air-conditioned. The white walls kept the ceramic-tiled patio in the front cool, and they settled in to watch the sea far below. Claire sat across his lap with her arm encircling his neck until they both became too hot in the bright sun. Protected by the high walls on either side, and recognizing the expressive freedom of the place, they both stripped completely and embraced. Their sweaty bodies slid smoothly against each other as they kissed. As frequently happened with them, their lovemaking became increasingly demanding, their tempo faster and faster. His mouth crushed against hers, pushing her lips against her teeth until she thought they might burst. His tongue probed her mouth with the force of an erection. Her head moved from side to side as their faces sought the perfect position for kissing. His hands gripped her buttocks, his nails digging into them.

He turned her around and pushed her against the wall She braced herself with her hands, palms raised up and pressed against the rough surface. He entered her from behind while they stood there. She was very aware of her responsive inner pussy lips parting, the tugging of the six rings through them, and the force of him thrusting within her. She knew the pleasure of his groin against the cheeks of her firm, rounded bottom. She lifted her left foot onto a low ledge to make it easier and they fucked, slippery and wet, in the blazing sun of Santorini.

* * * * *

Elliot had managed to get her to eat squid for dinner and Claire was convinced that it was alive and wiggling inside her when she fell asleep. Her dreams were bizarre: gypsies in long dresses with low-cut, yellow blouses were surrounding her. The room where she was - no, more a garden than a room - was effused with the strangest aromas of juniper and eucalyptus, of chocolate and cinnamon. One of the gypsies, a stout woman with very long fingernails removed the bandanna from her own head and tied it over Claire’s to conceal her baldness. Claire felt a stinging between her legs. A tall, thin gypsy began to push tiny purple-green leaves into her panties to soothe the pain. A third held a cup of aromatic tea to her lips and insisted that she drink it. Her head began to swim and she continued to be dizzy in her dreams throughout the night until just before dawn when she fell into a sound sleep. When she awoke she felt detached, stuck somewhere between reality and the dream.

Elliot wasn’t in bed when she finally arose, about mid-morning. She found him on the patio setting the table for breakfast. He held out a cup of strong, Greek coffee to her, made the way she liked it with lots of cream and Sweet ‘n Low. Drinking it made her feel better and the dream faded from her consciousness. He prepared a wonderful breakfast of orange juice, a fruit salad, scrambled eggs, and crispy potatoes. To her astonishment, he’d even made biscuits and had somehow found sausage gravy to go with them.

“Where did you ever find sausage gravy in Greece?” She asked. She was particularly amazed since he had always teased her about the stuff - one of the interesting tastes she’d acquired during her period in a more southern environment. She admitted that it was a totally guilt-ridden pleasure.

“A great chef never reveals his sources,” he chided her.

“No, seriously, where did you get it?”

“I made it of course! There’s lots of sausage in Greece, you know.” She was devouring her third biscuit. She hadn’t had biscuits and gravy since long before leaving the United States. “I’m not sure what they make it out of, but they spice it about right.”

Claire stopped eating in mid-bite. “What do you mean; you don’t know what’s in it? What could be in it?”

“Just about anything, I suppose.” He was being infuriatingly cool, just to get her going. “They have left-over parts from all kinds of creatures that they could mix in there.”

She wasn’t going to let his teasing get to her. Besides, it was still delicious no matter what was in it.

“Well I think it’s great and I don’t care if it’s made from sea polyps.” She paused before asking meekly, “It isn’t sea polyps, is it?”

“No, Darling, it’s pork sausage. They have pigs in Greece. Rather hard to catch, though. Nothing’s slipperier than a Greece pig!” He laughed heartily at his own joke and Claire threw a biscuit at him. They bantered and laughed through the rest of the breakfast and the clean-up afterwards. Their fun continued as they headed off to the sea in early afternoon. Claire was in such good spirits that she decided to bare her smoothly hairless scalp for all to see - it was too hot for the wig anyway. He ran his hand over the top of her head, a look of erotic pleasure on his face. His hand rested on the soft skin on the back of her head and he pulled her face to his, kissing her deeply, passionately.

She did draw on her eyebrows with a waterproof pencil, Jean-Pierre-style with the high, rounded arc, and used tawny-colored eye shadow to accent her permanent liner. Her tan was, by now, deep, golden brown and even, so she didn’t need to use any other makeup. She wore a gold toe ring and a metallic gold polish on her fingers and toes.

They took a bus packed with sun worshipers of all ages to a nude sunbathing overlook at the edge of the cliffs above the magnificently blue Aegean Sea. He quickly stripped down to nothing as Claire stood somewhat numbly watching him. She’d removed her cover-up. Her tiny bikini didn’t cover much of her breasts, and the bottom didn’t cover her much there either. For a moment, his hard, tan body distracted her. Elliot was terribly handsome and he was astonishingly beautiful to her: his shape, his skin, his evident strength, the warm expression on his masculine face. Then she gathered her thoughts and realized that she was still self-conscious about removing all of her clothes among strangers in public. He sensed some discomfort in her. His face assumed a curious expression and she knew he was asking her what was wrong.

“I feel kinda funny undressing here, in front of all these people whom I don’t know.”

“Have you forgotten that you were naked almost twenty-four hours a day on René’s yacht?”

“Of course not, but it was different then. I knew those people. It was like a private showing,” she laughed, nervously. “Here, everyone can see me, and I don’t know these people.”

“Are you embarrassed about your rings?”

She thought for a minute and then said confidently, “No, not at all. I love the rings. In fact, I adore them. I think they were always meant to be there. Now that I have them, now that I’m with you, Elliot, I feel fulfilled. No, I think I just have more of a clothing taboo than you do.”

“Then do what’s comfortable, Lover. Wear your bikini if that’s what you want.”

She looked around her. The only people wearing anything were those just arriving at the site. She sat down on a blanket and, with some internal struggling, quickly removed her top. She glanced around and saw no one looking at her at all. She did notice two other women with nipple rings, one of whom had long black hair and was, if not Greek, from somewhere along the southern Mediterranean coast of Europe. The other had short, dark curls which were frosted a pale yellow at the tips. She looked French to Claire. As Claire stared at her very large rings, the woman looked up and noticed her. An inquiring look crossed her face and then she seemed to notice Claire’s rings and smiled. The woman rose and walked over toward Claire. Claire became more nervous at the thought of trying to talk to the woman, and found herself, much to her bemusement, staring at the woman’s very small patch of dark pubic hair. She immediately looked up into the woman’s face as she approached.

“Très bon.” The woman said, indicating Claire’s nipple rings.

“Thank you, ah, mercí,” Claire replied.

“And your head is very beautiful without your hair, too. You are British or American?”

“American. I’m afraid my French isn’t too good, although his is.” Elliot was still standing above her with a sly grin on his face.

“I speak English a little. Do you like mine?” Her hands lightly touched her breasts, indicating her nipple rings. They were larger and heavier than Claire’s, probably six-gauge and easily an inch and a quarter in diameter, but her nipples were also larger than Claire’s so her rings didn’t look too ponderous. The rings were white gold.

“They’re beautiful and impressive,” Claire responded. “They’re much heavier than mine. They must have really hurt when they were put in.”

“Not really. I started with some a little smaller than yours and then gradually worked up to these. I have had them this large for about a year now. They are very easy, see?” She unsnapped one and popped it out. Claire winced; she’d never thought about taking the rings out of her own nipples, because that wasn’t an option with hers. The woman handed the ring to Claire. Claire felt its weight and couldn’t imagine anything that heavy tugging on her.

“Your rings are lovely and light,” the woman noted, “I like the true gold color. I think I might get yellow gold the next time. May I see one?”

Claire blushed. “I’m sorry, they don’t come out.”

“Oui? How deliciously sexy! Did he put them in you?” She nodded at Elliot.

“Yes, not very long ago. They’re mostly healed, but still a little tender.”

“Did he take your hair too?” Apparently without realizing it, the girl reached up to touch her full, head of curls, as though to assure herself that they were still there.

“No, that just sort of happened. But he likes me this way.”

“You must be very intimate lovers. I had to have my piercings done at a shop and my boyfriend wouldn’t look at them for over a week. Fortunately, he likes them very much now.” She easily reinserted the ring into her nipple and snapped it into place. She bent down to look more closely at Claire’s.

“If they are still tender at all, I recommend that you stop by a special store in Santorini. They carry a variety of herbal medicines and other interesting … ah … what is your word … concoctions? – oui concoctions - which will greatly speed the healing. I have used their creams myself. I think they are quite safe, although they make their own medicines. The shop is a number of blocks off a main shopping street. It is called Romania’s. I think the owners are from Romania originally, although they have been on Thera for many years.”

“I’ll try anything that can heal these faster. And my others too,” she added without thinking.

“You have other piercings?” Claire looked down at her swimsuit bottom and the French woman immediately knew what she meant.

“I have always wanted to do that, but I will only do it if my companion comes along with me. Alas, he is not of such a mind. Is that why you conceal yourself with the bikini bottom?”

“Actually no, I’m still a little self-conscious about stripping down to nothing in public.”

“Ah yes,” she said smiling good-naturedly. “You Americans are still rather hesitant when it comes to revealing anything about your sexuality in public. In private, though, I know better. I have been with American men and women and they exhibit no inhibitions in the bedroom. I assume your consort is not an American.”

Elliot hadn’t spoken up to that point. He had just stood there enjoying the discussion between Claire and her new acquaintance. He started to speak but Claire chimed in for him, “Oh, but he is American.”

“Then you must be most unusual,” she said directly to him, a note of interest in her voice that didn’t go unnoticed by Claire.

“Perhaps,” was his understated comment. “With the right woman, the sexuality of any man rises to the surface and can be seen by anyone looking for it. That sexuality feeds her and the two begin to resonate as one. For me, Claire is that person, and the only one with whom I share my most intimate self.”

“You are a most fortunate woman, Claire.” She held out her hand. “My name is Livia. I expect we may see each other again in Santorini. In the meantime, I suggest you visit Romania’s. I wish you well.” She extended a hand to him. He took it and kissed it lightly. Livia involuntarily shuddered ever-so-slightly, smiled and returned to her companion. Within moments, Claire had removed her bikini bottom, pulled him down to lie next to her, and rolled over onto her stomach. Bad idea, Claire! She thought to herself as the ring through her clitoris reminded her that it was still very much there. She rolled back onto her side to face him. She rested her head on her hand, looking into his eyes. She saw emotions there that belonged only to her. She saw kindness and amusement and affection and – for a moment - could it have possibly been real love she saw?

Within an hour they were romping naked along the rocks. Claire had forgotten all about her earlier shyness, but remained a little haunted by the hint of love that had appeared for the briefest of moments in Elliot’s eyes.

By late afternoon they’d returned to the villa to clean up. Claire wanted to go shopping for wigs so they headed off to the Oia section of Santorini. Claire wore the long, curly wig and almost immediately regretted it. The air was still stifling from the hot afternoon. The slight cooling of early evening hadn’t yet set in. The Oia shopping district was not as crowded with tourists as Fira, the main shopping area. Nevertheless, Oia was still crowded with about half tourists and half locals. After asking around, they found a wig shop a little ways down a side street. Claire was thankful to find that it was air conditioned - still far from universal on the Greek island. Upon entering she pulled off the long wig and announced, “I want something short and cool!”

After trying what seemed to him to be “hundreds of wigs,” Claire settled on three different short styles. One was a mass of short, dark brown curls which gave her a delightful, natural, doll-like appearance. The second was one of the few blonde wigs in the shop. It was a very short, straight shag with inch-long, jagged bangs and wispy hairs in front of her ears and trickling onto her neck. The third, which she wore, was a natural redhead, short and delicate-looking, with petite bangs and just a slight amount of curl, similar in texture and style to Claire’s hair after Jean-Pierre had first cut it.

Elliot was quite pleased with the look of each of them on her but was particularly attracted to the red one. He immediately suggested that they head back to the villa to “try it out in a more intimate setting.” Claire suggested that they discipline themselves for a little while because she wanted to find the shop that Livia had mentioned.

He was skeptical. “I don’t believe in herbal medicines. You have no idea what you’re getting into. You might poison yourself or have an allergic reaction or make the soreness worse.”

“No offense, Lover, but if there’s a chance to make this soreness go away, I’m going to take it. The way you’ve been working on me lately, the older rings down there are never going to heal. I’m also ready to get the newer one healed as fast as I can – I want to see how much better and quicker I get aroused when it’s really ready for play or sex.”

“I may be guilty of totally overusing you, but it seems to me that you’ve been a most willing partner.” He laughed. “Come on, if you want to find the shop, I’ll help. I don’t want you to be sore; you know I’m not into pain for pain’s sake, but I do love your piercings. That said, with the pain you experienced when I pierced you and the soreness afterwards, I would have stopped with your nipple rings, at least for then, if you hadn’t insisted on the others.”

“I was in the heat of passion and you wanted to do it. I know you did. But it’s true; I love all of these rings. I love them because the man whom I’m completely devoted to put them in me. And yes, I’ll take responsibility for my poor, abused clit – but I’ll bet you’ll like it the best when everything’s recovered down there. Since there’s space for a couple more rings on each side – I want you to put them in there sometime when we can find two pairs to match. It was an incredible turn-on when you pierced my nether lips. They’re quite sensitive too – they contribute a lot to my arousal. So those rings will be important in turning me on even more than before I had them – mentally by just being there and by the physical sensations of pleasure they cause in my inner labia.”

“I think you should be healed for a while before we pierce you again.”

“Yes, I think so too. But that really turned me on. I don’t know why because it stings like hell, but it does. It floats your boat too, doesn’t it?”

“Umm ... Oh yes, Claire.”

With that, she reached over to confidently touch his crotch and found him already as hard as concrete. She knew how to turn him on. Hand-in-hand they strolled down the side streets to find Romania’s.

It took them an hour but they finally located it. By then, the stores had closed and he thought they’d have to return the next day. They went up to the shop door and found it closed too. Just as they turned to leave a middle-aged woman opened the door and beckoned them inside with a strange greeting in heavily-accented English, more eastern European than Greek, “Please come in, we’ve been expecting you.”

Claire turned to see a heavy-set woman in a long blue skirt and a full, yellow blouse smiling at her. The woman turned and reentered the shop.

“On my God, it’s one of the gypsies from my dream last night!”

“Of course it is, Darling.”

“No, I’m serious. That woman was in my dream last night. This is too creepy! Let’s get out of here!”

“Don’t be silly, she’s just a shop owner. Besides, it was your idea to come here in the first place. For that matter, we’ve just spent an hour looking for this shop.”

The woman, who’d returned to the door, spoke again in a convincingly friendly voice, “Don’t be afraid, my Dear. I think I may have something to help you.”

Holding her hand, he pulled her up the stairs and they entered the shop. At first Claire thought it was poorly lit but then she realized that it was dim because of all the things hanging from the ceiling including dried herbs, baskets of plants, scarves, T-shirts, blouses and dozens of other things. The hangings obscured the lighting and gave the shop the appearance of a dense southern garden, hung with Spanish moss. The air was heavy with the aroma of spices and aromatics. Shelves along the walls were lined with bottles and the occasional statue or crystal orb. An ancient looking mortar and pestle, a balance, small bowls and an assortment of spoons and knives were laid out on a counter in the back. As soon as they entered, a second gypsy, tall and slender, emerged from a beaded doorway to the right. Claire gasped again. It was the second woman from her dream.

“Another denizen from your dream?” Elliot asked jokingly.

“This is too weird. What’s going on here?”

“I’m sure I don’t know. It was your dream, after all.” With that, she poked him in the ribs and gripped his hand with all her strength.

“What may I do for you?” The tall woman spoke in the same heavy accent as the other gypsy.

“You mean you don’t know?” Claire couldn’t help testing the waters to see whether there was a connection to her dream. “Have you been talking to a French woman named Livia about me?”

“I know Livia,” the heavier woman admitted, seating herself at a round table to the left. “She visits from time to time. We have not spoken about you.”

The shorter, thicker woman removed a cloth from the table revealing an opaque, creamy-white glass sphere perched atop a squat pedestal. Claire thought the ball was the color of cum. The woman began to run her long-nailed fingers over the orb. Claire was sure she saw cloud-like swirls begin to move within the murky crystal.

“I see that you are uncomfortable because of nine small wounds piercing your flesh which have yet to fully heal. And I see another four at the mid-point of your body which are not completely healed either. Tatiana, I think you can help her. The wounds are love wounds. Surely you can comfort the pain, heal the wounds and complete the formation of the passages through her flesh.”

The tall woman nodded and began selecting various bottles and containers from the shelves. She took them to the counter and began carefully measuring them into the mortar where she ground them up, mixed them with a thick liquid, and scraped the mixture into a medium-sized jar with a spatula. Then, to Claire’s continuing surprise, she pulled aside a short curtain revealing a microwave oven. She placed the open jar into the oven and nuked the contents for three minutes.

Elliot lost it at that point and began to laugh out loud uncontrollably. The heavy-set gypsy smiled in response and commented, “We do, of course, have to allow for modern conveniences.” Hearing her words only contributed to the humor and he laughed shamelessly for several minutes.

The tall woman, a serious look on her face, gave the jar to Claire. Claire took the jar, surprised that it was only barely warm. The woman instructed her, “Carefully massage a very small portion of this ointment at the opening on both sides of the piercings once per day. It will work very rapidly to grow tissue through the holes to surround the metal and heal the wounds. You should only need to use it two or three times. If you feel no more tenderness there, then do not use it any more as the holes will be completely healed. If you use too much, it may cause the holes to enlarge on their own.

“The contents will keep indefinitely, so you can use it on any future piercings with the same effect.”

“Ah…, er…, thank you,” Claire stammered. The stuff sounded too good to be true. She noticed that the stout woman had walked up to her. She took Claire’s hand and placed four rings into it, two in white gold and two in yellow exactly like the ones in her labia.

“These are to complete your set,” she said. “The set will remain with you always, though my sisters tell me they will move.”

“What does that mean?” Claire asked impatiently. Assuming the other woman was one sister, she asked, “Where’s your other sister?”

“The sisters of whom I speak are far from here. Alas, we have never met. They dwell in a land of dry heat. We are sisters of another plane.”

Whatever, Claire thought. Then she realized that this woman apparently knew about her six labia rings, and that there was room for two more on each lip. How could she have possibly known that?

The heavy-set woman turned to Elliot and handed him a heavy gold cord. “I assume you know what to do with this?”

“Yes, I’m sure I do.” He placed the cord in his pocket.

Claire was again surprised and spoke to the woman, “How did you know?”

“I read it in the orb.”

Claire turned to Elliot. “This is a set-up, isn’t it?”

“I assure you, Darling, that I have no idea what’s going on here.”

The stocky woman had returned to the table to massage the crystal again. “I see that you two share many ideas, secrets, thoughts, passions. I think you might enjoy sharing some of our herbal teas.” She called out to the back of the store, “Alexis!”

A third woman, of average build dressed almost identically to the other two emerged from behind the beaded curtain.

“Look here,” the stout woman instructed her, indicating some vision in the orb, “and blend some teas suitable for these customers.”

The woman went about her preparations without saying a word and handed them each three large pouches containing ground leaves, and a tiny spoon for each of them. Claire and Elliot each had a red, a blue, and a yellow pouch. Hers were labeled with an “F,” the first letter of the Romanian word for woman, femeie,
and his were labeled with a B, representing the Romanian word for man, barbat.

The woman finally spoke. “Place one rounded spoon of leaves into a cup and add hot water to fill the cup. Allow it to steep for three minutes and then drink the entire contents. You should each prepare a cup from the same colored bag but must not drink each other’s tea. Although accidentally switching teas will cause you no long-term harm, your body will reject it and it will make you ill. The teas are made to coordinate with each other, and will express a different erotic passion that each of you has.”

“Like what?” Claire and Elliot both asked at once.

“You must try them and find out for yourselves. Trust me and trust each other and you will have remarkable experiences. You will notice some side effects but the longest-lasting of them continues for only a few days and then dissipates gradually over a week or so. None of them are actually unpleasant. If you are unsure about me, ask around about Alexis. You will find that I have many satisfied customers here in Santorini.”

Elliot was sure they had both been taken but the entertainment value of the experience was probably worth a reasonable fee. “How much do I owe you?”

“Pay what you feel is fair, based on what we promise. If you are not satisfied, come back and we will return your money. We have been here for years. We will be here tomorrow.”

“Well, if what you say is true, what you’ve given us is worth quite a lot.” Something about the shop and the women in it made him decide, at that moment, to take a chance. He gave them ten, one-hundred euro notes.

“You are generous, kind sir. You will not be disappointed. Good evening to you both.” She escorted them to the door.

Shaking their heads in bewilderment, they walked back to the villa with the wigs, ointment, and teas, wondering whether they had been taken, or what new experiences they might yet discover.






  

Chapter 8: Tea for Two

 

 

They didn’t try the teas that night but they did try the ointment, although Elliot was concerned about putting any gypsy concoction on Claire’s unhealed piercings. Claire was, however, determined to try the salve, especially on the recommendation of Livia and the amazing connection to her dream of the night before. At her insistence, they carefully applied it to her nipples, clit, labia, and navel.

In the morning, she could tell that the piercings were significantly better. Elliot was, at least, glad that no harm seemed to be done. He did examine them carefully and they didn’t look red or irritated. He played with them and Claire didn’t flinch as she had before. Placebo effect, he thought to himself.

The next day the piercings didn’t hurt at all and appeared to be completely healed. Claire gingerly tugged on her nipple and inner labia piercings. She poked at the gem in her bellybutton. She cautiously flicked her clit ring and felt a jolt of pleasure instantly radiate outward from the little bud. None of the piercings were tender. To her surprise and delight, the tugging on her nipple and labia rings also sent a powerful electric thrill through her, immediately arousing her sexually. She remarked on this to Elliot and he pulled her back down onto the bed next to him to experiment himself.

His hand moved between her legs and carefully, gently he began to flick each ring in turn, from those farthest away to those closest to her clit. He repeated the motion over and over. Claire felt as though all of the nerves in her body had converged at her pussy lips. The pangs of pleasure spread from the rings into her labia, and were transmitted by the nerves up to her clit, taunting it. From there they spread from her groin throughout her body. The sexual spasms were intense, different from anything she’d ever felt before.

She felt him carefully grasp the ring through the base of her clitoris and hold it still for a moment. Then he repeatedly moved it from side-to-side and then from front-to-back.

The overwhelming arousal came within moments. Her hips thrust upward, her spine arched, her head jerked back, and her eyes rolled back in her head. She screamed with a pleasure so poignant that it was almost indistinguishable from pain. He moved the ring a few more times and she came violently, her body shaking uncontrollably with the release. Her thoughts receded to miles away as the complete focus of her attention became her own love center.

“Claire?” He didn’t want to interrupt her ecstasy, but he’d never seen her like this. She looked at him with vacant eyes, open mouth, breathing as though she’d run a sprint.

She managed to gasp, “Enough …,” before she closed her eyes, trying to reconstruct herself from the crushing orgasm.

His fingers released the ring as she recovered and he sat back, amazed at her reaction. 

Minutes passed. Her breathing became more even. Unable to resist, she reached down to finger her clit ring. Her arousal began to build again.

“Fuck me. My need is too great. Fuck me! I’ll die if you don’t fuck me!”

He entered her soaked pussy. She could feel him large within her, rubbing up against the flesh that held the rings, without the tenderness that the rings had formerly exhibited. His motion in and out rubbed against the labia rings and rhythmically moved her clitoral ring to massage the always-erect bud. She was experiencing the build-up to orgasm through his in and out motion directly and because of the rings’ stimulation at and around her clit. She was again completely absorbed in the awesome intensity of the arousal, now coming from multiple places at once. She came twice in quick succession, the sensations those of a climax so deep and powerful that she screamed from the unbearable bliss of it. On the third time, she came as Elliot exploded into her, their bodies heaving as one, her orgasm rebounding off of the pressure of his hard body against her and his hardness within her.

They spent the day making love - in the bed, on the floor, on the patio. The ointment had freed her from the tenderness; the rings had fulfilled their promises of sexually exciting him, and adding a new multiverse of sexual dimension to her.

Elliot was playing with her pussy again. It was wet, very wet as she was prone to be when aroused, and he easily aroused her – even more easily now. He slipped down, his head between her legs. For the first time since her piercing, she felt his tongue on the rings in her pussy with no accompanying tenderness. He flicked them lightly with his tongue. She felt the stimulation all along her delicious inner labia, up to her clit itself. He continued to run his tongue up and down her lips, into her opening and lightly over her clit. His tongue circled the ring through her clit, causing it to precess around, generating waves of sexual pulses emitted from the nerves that had been so sensitized by the gold seated among them. At the same time he reached up with both hands to play with the rings in her nipples. As she thought was happening as they healed, her nipples had become more sensitive and integrated into her passion, more a part of her overall arousal. Her body oscillated up and down with pangs of pleasure.

Claire came, easily and without effort on her part, from the touch of his tongue all around her pussy and the vibrations from her nipple rings as he played with them. Once again it was a new kind of orgasm for her and she almost passed out from the riveting climax. The feeling was more diffuse than the clit-concentrated orgasms she most frequently had before, but seemed to encompass her entire body at once, flowing from her breasts to her groin and spreading from both areas up, down, and behind her. She screamed as she came, so all-encompassing was the feeling. Afterward, she was so exhausted that she lay perfectly still for over an hour.

“Too much … I need to rest my pussy, but I’m so aroused I still need to be fucked by you. I need … take me in the back door. Fuck me there.”

Elliot pulled the plug out of her and covered his member with K-Y. He slid easily into her enlarged hole. She felt the now-familiar, comforting fullness back there. He moved in and out of her rhythmically. She was so exhausted that the erotic pleasure built slowly. That was a good thing. He reached around her to barely touch the clit ring. The slight contact started her off again. For Claire, the next hours were a blur of mind-numbing arousal, repeated penetration of every orifice and overstimulation of every nerve ending.

She was amazed, almost frightened, by the changes in her body that had been wrought by the rings in her nipples, inner labia and clitoris. She could see herself becoming obsessed with sex day and night, every day. She loved sex, always had, but she also wanted a life outside the bedroom. Was she becoming addicted to the extraordinary pleasures her modified body could produce – unfailingly and with little effort?

Later on, she shared her concerns with Elliot. She was sitting perfectly still on the couch. Her legs spread and her hands consciously behind her head to avoid touching herself. He listened pensively.

Claire told him that she would somehow have to exercise restraint; somehow get her desires under control. That could prove difficult, she admitted. Just walking to the kitchen to pour a glass of wine aroused her. The motion moved her clit ring at a perfect frequency to begin to turn her on.

He suggested that some of the novelty might wear off. He promised to help her discipline herself if that became necessary. He even offered to handcuff her hands to the bronze frame above her head or behind her to prevent her from playing with herself while she slept.

As it turned out, he did have to do just that. He found that the purposeful bondage turned him on and, with Claire’s encouragement, he’d take advantage of her in that position, before he’d allow her to finally drift off to sleep. 

* * * * *

Elliot still couldn’t explain it but the salve had definitely healed her. The rapid healing had given Claire enough confidence in the gypsies to suggest they try the gypsies’ tea that evening. Randomly, she picked the blue bag and, carefully following the instructions she’d been given, brewed a cup of hers and his. She brought them into the living room where he was waiting for her on the couch.

“I’m not at all sure this is a good idea,” he said, registering his concern.

“They didn’t lead us astray on the ointment. Let’s live a little dangerously,” As though we haven’t already been doing that, she thought. “I took much bigger chances than this when I was an out-of-control teenager and I made it through those times. Besides, it probably won’t do more than give us a caffeine boost and keep us awake. At least that will give us more time to make love.”

Somewhat reluctantly, but with a building sense of adventure, Elliot sipped his tea with her. He thought it tasted like cloves, which he didn’t much care for; she thought hers tasted like oranges or tangerines. She lay down across his lap with him supporting her resting head with his right arm. Affectionately, Claire looked up into his Sicilian, bedroom, brown eyes. She was wearing panties and a light-weight T-shirt since she thought the villa was too cool from the air conditioning. Being almost always warm, he wasn’t wearing anything. 

Elliot resisted the urge to play with her clit ring. For fifteen minutes they whispered sweet nothings to each other. Then, suddenly, as his fingers lightly ran across her scalp, she felt him grow large under her and he registered a distinct change in her demeanor.

Claire’s groin began to tingle, then itch. Instinctively, she reached down into her panties to scratch herself. The result was a shock of sexual pleasure that rocked her body all over. It didn’t just emanate from her rings, but seemed to engulf her entire mound and spiraled down deep within her vagina. The feeling was so wonderful, so intense that she was unable to stop rubbing herself. He saw what she was doing and reached within her panties to massage her clit and its ring. She wouldn’t move her hand so he tried to gently push it aside. She pushed back at him, unwilling to stop, even for an instant while the waves of pleasure swept over her. He tried again and she tried to yell, “Stop!” but no sound came out of her mouth.

“Claire, Darling, let me touch you. Are you alright?”

He forcibly slid his hand under hers. She felt the pleasure continue, even reach new heights as his experienced fingers probed and flicked her customized pussy and everywhere between her legs. Seeing that his face was still disturbed, she tried to assure him that she was alright but she was still unable to talk. She couldn’t form words. She could only react to the pleasure, the wonderful, joyous pleasure emanating from her sex. She tried to indicate, by pointing to her mouth and shaking her head that she couldn’t talk. He finally seemed to understand and only asked, again, if she were okay. She nodded her head and managed to coo with pleasure, but could still form no words.

Claire’s clit became engorged, easily three times its normal size. His erection was huge, powerful. He forced her to the floor, his hand still on her cunt. He fell hard on top of her and entered her immediately. She was dripping wet between her legs and he slid deeply inside her with ease. As he did, the glans of his penis began to swell, locking them together, making it impossible for Elliot to pull out, even if he wanted. At the same time, Claire’s vagina began to contract and then involuntarily shudder rhythmically. He moved back and forth within her as much as his swollen member would allow, and it was enough. Coupled with her vaginal oscillations and the pressure against her enlarged clit, they came within moments.

The orgasmic pulses for each of them continued on and on, five times, ten times, twenty times - far beyond anything they’d known before. When the sensations finally stopped, they both faded from consciousness. When they reawakened, he was still on top of her and still swollen tight within her. 

Claire, unable to speak, could only grunt or coo but managed to let him know to start again. They began their tightly bound sexual dance anew, becoming more violent as they rolled across the floor, literally fastened to each other. Elliot’s hands moved all over her body, scratching at her back, rubbing the smooth skin of her naked scalp, pulling at the rings in her nipples. They came again and again, sometimes losing consciousness, sometimes restarting their motions as soon as the orgasmic spasms had relaxed.

Their sexual romp continued for hours. They finally fell into a deep sleep, still locked together, with Claire collapsed on top of him.

They awoke about three-thirty in the morning, both stirring at about the same time. His swollen penis and her tightly contracted vagina bound them tightly as one.

“Claire, that was unbelievable. I can’t imagine ever wanting to do that with anyone else. You are the perfect woman for me.”

Claire could not speak, couldn’t even form words with her mouth, but she opened her mouth to coo and kiss him by way of a response. On top and unable to stop, she began to move around him by rotating her hips, her still-enlarged clit sending wave after wave of arousal crashing within her. They both came yet again.

They were still locked together and Claire gradually felt the need to pee. She could tell that he was slightly less full inside her, but they were not able to separate. She tried to indicate to him that she had to go. Elliot got the message - he also needed to, but there was no hope of that, not while they were still coupled. He told her to go ahead and do it right there, rather than suffer. She shook her head no and managed to hold it. Then, as she felt herself uncontrollably starting to vibrate around him again, she somehow forgot the urge to void her bladder and could only sense and feel the climax that was coming. The need to pee didn’t hamper the next orgasm for either of them which, although less violent because they were, by now, exhausted, was as sweetly gratifying as any before it.

After cumming that time, he began to finally relax within her. Gradually, over the next five minutes, his erection dissipated and he separated from her for the first time in over nine hours.

I have to pee, was all she could think of as she stumbled into the bathroom. When she came out, he rushed in. When he returned, relief evident on his face, he pulled her up to him and hugged her deeply. 

Claire kissed him: a soft, warm, full kiss with her tongue entering his mouth. She still couldn’t speak and was beginning to become concerned. There was nothing they could do about that until morning so they went to bed, completely depleted.

Claire’s speech hadn’t returned when she awoke. He called Romania’s and spoke at length to the heavy-set gypsy woman. She assured him again that the side effects from the teas - and there would be others from the other two - would disappear with time. Claire’s inability to speak was a part of the effect of the blue tea, which made the woman focus on her sexuality at the expense of her verbal response to it. It was more long-lasting than the sexual arousal and would probably continue for several days. That effect of the blue tea was also cumulative, each time she used it, she could expect three or four days of silence to be added to whatever time she had already experienced before.

Claire was a bit put-out about not being able to talk, but, reflecting on the astonishing sex of the night before, decided that the experience was worth it. Who needed to talk after the most remarkable lovemaking she had ever imagined? What more could be said?

Still weary, they made their way to the beach and spent the afternoon there. He managed to carry on a conversation with Claire by carefully formulating yes-no questions. She found that she could still write, even though her brain couldn’t formulate speech. She sketched questions and answers in the sand.

They went out to dinner at a restaurant on the beach. Claire experienced what it was like to be mute in public. At first she was frustrated, having to point to everything or asking Elliot to try to interpret for her. After a while, as the sun began to set beautifully into the sea while they sipped wine at their table on the sand, the entire experience took on an erotic thrill, both for Elliot and for Claire. As twilight beckoned, they both became naturally aroused and found themselves kissing between sips of wine. Their tongues probed each other’s mouths as they tried to consume each other there at the restaurant. As darkness fell, they walked slowly back to the villa with their arms around one another. Despite taking precautions to avoid stimulation by her clit ring, Claire shuddered with arousal several times on the way. Briefly, she worried that she’d be unable to function normally with the ever-present titillation. She decided that only time would tell.

They were both ready for sex again: natural sex, not induced as in the night before. He did her gently. His slow in-and-out motion made her deliciously excited. His mouth sucked her clitoris and the ring it wore, his tongue probed between her lips, flicking those rings. Movement of the clit ring sent her over the edge within moments, as it now always seemed to. Claire came four times lying on Elliot’s hand. He had held back, relishing the natural feel of her warm wetness surrounding him. Still unable to speak, she began to reach an erotic high. She rolled on top of him, her legs between his, squeezing him tightly within her. She brought them both up to near-orgasm, then reached into a drawer of the nightstand next to her bed and pulled out the four, yellow and white gold rings that the gypsy had given her. She held them up for him to see and pointed at her crotch. He asked, “Are you sure you want to do that now?’ She shook her head vigorously yes. She could see that the idea aroused him further. She dismounted him and pushed him aside. She lay in the center of the bed with her knees up and her legs spread apart.

Elliot went into the bathroom and returned with a small cup of alcohol, a piercing needle, piercing pliers, and Q-tips. He dropped the rings into the alcohol and applied more alcohol carefully to her inner lips, behind the other three rings on each side. He very lightly massaged her clit with his finger to keep her aroused, but tried to be prudent and not push her over the edge right then. When he removed his hand to get started, she continued the controlled arousal by carefully touching herself there.

He held one lip of her labia minora with the pliers. She felt the cold steel firmly pinching her. As she continued to keep herself aroused, she felt the sharp sting of a needle passing through her. He inserted a fourth ring, white gold, on that side through the hole, a centimeter behind the last of the first three rings, a copper gold one, and the same spacing as the others. He then did a fifth one, forcing the needle through her flesh just as Claire came, the experience heightened by the vividness of the stinging pain. He threaded a yellow gold ring through the new hole.

She rested for a moment, two new rings now within her. She could feel nothing but the afterglow of the orgasm. After waiting a while, she began to flick at her clit ring to arouse herself again. She continued to methodically move it as Elliot held her other labia lip in the pliers. The needle went through and she actually cooed with pleasure. The last piercing coupled with her own ministrations brought her to another orgasm. She was spent, exhausted, unable to move a muscle as he threaded the last ring into place.

He applied the gypsies’ balm to the four new piercings. He made her kneel on all fours as he removed her plug and lubricated her anus. Elliot smoothly entered the prepared orifice. His arm wrapped around her and his fingers probed her vagina, pressing the flesh between her vagina and her anal canal together to heighten the experience for both of them. Claire went wild with passion, brought on by the physical stimulation and the highly erotic knowledge of what he’d done to her. He came forcefully within her. Afterward, she rolled to her side, her back pressing against him, burrowing into the covers as he held her. They slept with him tightly holding her all night long.

* * * * *

It was now later in the week, well after dark. Claire was beginning to talk a little, though still with some difficulty. She had to concentrate hard to say anything and had a tendency to lisp. She was tired of not being able to communicate easily. He thought the way she frowned in concentration when she was trying to say something was cute and her lisp was somehow sexy and erotic – like everything about her. Three days of using the ointment on the new piercings had, astonishingly, completely healed them.

They’d just finished making love. Claire had been quite loud, roughly spitting out her words as she forced herself to speak. At her last peak, she had shouted-lisped, “Oh thit! Thit! Thit!” So loudly that he thought she’d wake everyone in the nearby villas.

For a while, they lay there basking in the glow of light from a full, golden moon shining through the window and in the glow of a deep, abiding affection that neither had yet fully admitted - either to themselves or each other. Elliot propped himself up onto one elbow and looked into the face of the woman who’d completely captured him, while he’d been busy chasing after her.

She was wearing no makeup, save for the permanent liner which beautifully outlined her eyes. He ran his finger along her brow line, feeling the smoothness of her skin where the brows were gone. He had become very used to seeing her without them, since Jean-Pierre had first removed them following the forfeit. With the unintentional follow-up treatments, there was still no sign of any re-growth and wouldn’t be for many weeks. That is, if she decided to let them grow back at all. He suspected that they turned her on almost as much as they did him. He would never ask her to keep them that way, but would love it if she continued to, at least for the near future.

He was less used to her baldness. He missed the short, black hairstyle and all of her earlier ones too. He loved the slight curl and the texture of her hair, the way it framed her face. He liked to run his fingers through it when it was short. He liked to watch his fingers emerge from within the short tufts or curls. But he had to admit that she had a beautifully-shaped head and was able to pull off the hairless look better than anyone he’d ever imagined. Thinking about her eyebrows and her hair was starting to turn him on. He felt rising erotic passion. Almost as though she’d read his thoughts, she reached over and pulled him towards her, nibbling his earlobe. She knew that would make him feel even more erotic and wanted to see what would happen. Her attentions continued for a while, until he was shaking with passion.

He rose from bed and went over to the dresser. He removed the thin gold cord the gypsy had given him from a velvet bag. Returning to the bed, he propped up Claire’s legs and spread them apart. He threaded the cord through her clit ring, to unintelligible moans of pleasure from Claire, until the ring was centered on the cord. Proceeding, he laced the cord through the rings in her labia, crisscrossing it between the rings until he had cinched her closed. The cord had small loops at each end which were now dangling about half an inch past the last two labia rings. He slipped a tiny padlock through the loops and snapped it shut, sealing her.

“I think you’ve thealed my puthy!” She shouted.

When Claire had realized what he’d done, she became so aroused that she began to rock back and forth with desire. Her motion, and the tight lacing of her pussy, caused her lips to rub against her clit and tug her clit ring. She came within moments, quivering from head to toe. He pushed her down against the bed and smothered her in kisses, his tongue gliding roughly all over her body. He moved up to straddle her, his legs on either side of her shoulders. She reached up and took his penis into her mouth. Carefully cupping it with her lips, she moved it in and out slowly, all the time licking the glans and the velvety underside with her tongue. She took him deeply into her mouth - he always wondered how she could do that. He became more and more aroused. Finally, unable to hold back, he came in her mouth. Claire took his fluid into her and released him.

“W… Wath that good for you?” She asked needlessly.

“Yeth!” He teased her, lisping good-naturedly. She grabbed his member and lightly bit down on it.

“Ouch!” He yelled, overacting. “Now I won’t be able to do you for a week!”

“Nonthenthe. I didn’t bite you hard. You made fun. You teathed me.”

“Actually, I think your lisping is kinda sexy. But don’t worry, it’ll be gone in a day or two or three.”

“Good. I don’t like thith. I can’t thay thexth, even though I want your penith in my ath right now!”

They lay next to each other with her head resting on his shoulder. Nothing needed to be said. After a while, Elliot felt the urge again. He also saw the dreamy look in Claire’s eyes. He removed her house guest and his fingers probed her while lubricating her rosebud. He entered her repeatedly from behind. The rest of the night was lost in the sweet oblivion of sex and togetherness.

She slept with her pussy tied shut, her plug back in place, her ankles fastened apart to the bedframe at the foot of the bed and her hands tied together and to the head of the bedframe. It was either that or be unable to sleep from her inability to control the need to arouse herself.

When she did fall asleep, Claire slept soundly. She awoke the next morning and was aware that something was different but the cobwebs in her head had to clear before she realized what it was. She reached up to her throat and felt a snug, metallic band encircling it. Chains extended down from two rings bonded to the collar to her nipples where they were fastened to the rings there. From each nipple, chains linked to the jewel in her navel. There they were hooked to the full ring through her flesh that held the jewel in place at the bottom. Also from her navel ring, a chain circled her waist. Another chain continued down from it and was fastened to the ring in her clitoris. Yet another length of chain extended from the loops which held the lock between her legs and up in back to fasten to the waist chain again. A larger chain was fastened from her collar to the brass headboard of the bed, binding her there. Finally, heavy gold bracelets encircled her wrists and were bound together by about one foot of chain.

Intrigued and a bit frightened, she stood beside the bed and called out to Elliot. The feel of the links against her skin chilled her and thrilled her at the same time. As she moved, the tugging on her clit ring was particularly noticeable.

Elliot entered the room wearing a mask over his eyes which was tied behind his head. Save for the mask, he wore nothing.

“Today we’ll create a fantasy that has been circling in your mind for some time. As you can see and feel, you’re a chained, collared slave. Not only are you collared but the rings in your flesh bind you as well. Your own body betrays you to yourself and what you are today. If you please me, tomorrow you may go free. Or, if I choose, you will remain a slave. The more you please me, the more likely you are to go free. Do you understand?”

She was thrilled. And stimulated by the movement of her rings – especially her clit ring – whenever she moved any part of her upper body. She could feel warm, lubricating liquid flow from between her legs, through her laced pussy, and down her leg. “I underthtand.”

Elliot became terse, firm. “That will never do. When I speak to you, you will kneel, in slave position, and address me as ‘Master.’”

She immediately knelt back on her haunches, her knees spread apart as far as possible, her head bowed. “Yeth, Mathter.”

He walked over to her and stood above her. “Please me.”

“Yeth, Mathter.”

She reached up to grasp his penis in both of her bound hands. She placed it reverently in her mouth and began to suck on it while her tongue played with its tip. It became large quickly, then swelled to its fullest. She continued to arouse him until he told her to stop and lie on the bed.

She immediately did as she was told. Elliot unlocked the chain binding her wrists, and she lay on her back with her arms spread above her, the chain from her collar to the bed to one side, and her legs spread wide apart. He quickly unlocked her pussy, unlaced it, and started to enter her. The unlocking and unlacing was tremendously sexual and arousing to Claire. As the tip of his manhood spread her lips and probed between the rings, he withdrew it.

“P…Pleathe, Mathter.” Claire begged. “Pleathe take me. I ache tho much for you!”

“I will have you in my time, Slave. Don’t speak again unless I request you to.”

Using gold handcuffs, he fastened each wrist to a brass bedpost. He then tied her ankles to the lower bedposts with nylon rope. She lay on her back, spread-eagled on the bed. He began to lick her pussy.

Elliot’s tongue slid slowly from within her vagina to between her lips, flicking each ring in turn, causing the fleshy folds of hypersensitive skin to broadcast pleasure signals throughout her pussy. Her inner lips were fully healed thanks to the magic salve, as they had come to call the gypsy ointment. The holes that held the rings were permanently opened and clearly defined. He’d actually wanted to remove the rings so he could study the holes, they were intensely erotic to him in themselves, but, of course, there was no way to do that without cutting the rings apart. At some point in the future, he thought, he might get Claire several sets of rings to wear and have these removed. Or perhaps not. Having them permanently embedded in her was too delicious.

His tongue slowly licked her between her pussy lips and all around them but avoided her clit. He knew that this toying with her drove her into fits of frustrated passion so deep that she was unable to focus on anything else. He was very good at it. Claire writhed in sweet agony. Slave or not, he intended to give her great pleasure and to do it without the gypsies’ tea or any other aids.

The taste of her pussy was delicious to him. He marveled at how sweet she was, how remarkably without any unpleasantness of smell or flavor. Perhaps it was because they were so intended for each other that their body chemistries blended perfectly. Elliot had never believed that, out in the world, there was one true love for him, just one true love for every person. He’d believed that one could make a decent life with any of a number of compatible people. He’d believed that a satisfying, long-term relationship was possible as long as the two partners worked at it. That was before he’d met Claire. Ever since, he felt that the fates had smiled on him, bringing them together under the most accidental of circumstances, from quite different backgrounds and experiences, including far more past unhappiness for her than for him. Somehow, they’d managed to blend those experiences into a bond that held them tightly together, that gave them each other to depend on when life was difficult, to boost each other’s happiness, to fulfill each other’s lives. They’d managed to merge their separate, different worlds into a new one that was far more fulfilling for each of them.

They’d both known love before. But there was something about the way they fit together, in body and spirit, which was new to them. All of Elliot’s most important desires were shared by Claire. All of hers were deeply meaningful and arousing to him. Day-to-day, that made their lives exciting, fun, satisfying, erotic. They could no longer imagine life without each other. In his mind - and in hers too, he was sure - they secretly expected to be together for all time. Elliot had come to realize that it was only a matter of a short time before they shared those desires openly with each other.

His mouth left her pussy and he sucked at her nipples. His hands reached behind her to scratch at her back. As his hands slid along her they dropped down to cup her bottom and he pulled it up to him as his mouth found her center of passion again.

Once the ring binding the heart of Claire’s clitoris had healed, he’d found their lovemaking to be both easier and more challenging. It was easier because arousing her now required almost no effort. It was more difficult because he had to exercise patient restraint in order to extend the arousal and make it even more dramatic and satisfying for her when he would finally choose to take her over the edge.

He took her clit into his mouth and sucked it, running his tongue lightly over it. She made little pleasure noises. He told her to be quiet or he would stop, and then sat back on his haunches until she made no more sound and lay perfectly still. He resumed working on her. She tensed her body to try not to move. The intensity of the pleasure was driving her wild. For what seemed like forever to Claire, he avoided her clit and its ring again, licking around but not touching them. Her pelvis moved involuntarily. He sat back and stopped, waiting for her to be still. Her eyes pleaded with him to do her.

“You must have discipline, Slave.” He started to get up from the bed.

“Pleathe no, Mathter. P…Pleathe. Your thlave’th needth are tho great!”

“Then be quiet and still. I’ll do you at my own pace.”

“Thank you, Mathter. Oh thank you! Pleathe don’t thtop. Pleathe don’t thtop!”

“Quiet!”

Claire became very still as he began sucking her nipples. He ran his tongue down the center of her chest, licking the area around her navel jewel. He returned to kiss her nipples as his hand reached down to her pussy. His finger probed her vagina and slid up along the wet insides of her labia to her clit. He massaged around it and then reached into her opening again. Removing his finger, he brought it to his lips, into his mouth, and sucked her juices off of it, marveling again at the deliciousness of her. That gesture increased her passion.

He now began to fondle her clit, first with his hand, then again with his tongue. She was at the brink in short order and came violently. No longer able to control herself, she shook the whole bed and screamed with pleasure.

Her orgasmic spasms passed and Elliot began to bring her up again. Her response was almost immediate this time and she came quickly. After she relaxed he began to toy with her again, then walked out of the room, leaving her turned-on but unable to satisfy herself.

He returned a while later and again worked her into a frenzy. Stopping with her again near her peak, he switched her wrists and ankles so she was now lying on her stomach. He slid under her, his penis at the position of her mouth. He demanded that she please him again. She began to carefully give him oral sex, gradually taking more and more of him into her mouth, eventually even past her uvula, suppressing her own gag reflex as she’d learned to do. For him, the feeling was incredibly pleasurable. Unable to hold back any longer, he came deep within her, down her throat as she suckled his penis, receiving her own pleasure from sharing the intimacy with him.

Awash with the relaxation of after-cumming, he forced himself not to stop but to continue to pleasure her. His hand was positioned under her, on her pussy, and he commanded her to “Do it.” She came again, twice, and collapsed in utter satisfaction. He unfastened her from the bed but re-bound her wrists together behind her and allowed her to fall asleep with her head resting on his shoulder.

* * * * *

A few days had passed while they explored the island, shopped for jewelry and makeup for Claire and lightweight casual clothes for both of them, and explored each other. For the most part, Claire’s lisping disappeared, although once in a while it would comically reappear from nowhere for a short while. It worried her, but it made him laugh so she blew it off.

Claire’s smooth scalp was an intense turn-on for Elliot. In fact, except for her eyelashes, she was totally hairless. Jean-Pierre’s magic potion had rendered her hairless everywhere else and its long-lasting effect would keep her that way for some time. Claire had already decided that she would continue to use it on her arms, legs and private area so she wouldn’t have to shave them again. She was, however, anxious to have the hair on her head and, perhaps, the thin line of her natural eyebrows back. She’d gotten used to drawing on a thin brow line, usually in the Jean-Pierre style of a smooth curve above her natural eyebrow line, and admitted that Elliot might be able to persuade her to keep them off. But she wanted the feel of her natural hair back on her head, even though she planned to keep it short because Elliot loved it that way.

One morning over breakfast on their veranda, they both simultaneously recognized the need to be with some other people. As so often happened with them, they turned to each other at the same moment and raised the idea at the same time.

“Do you know anyone on the island we might get together with for a party?” Claire asked at the same time he said, “I think a few people I know are going to be here for several days, do you want to get together for a bit of fun?”

Laughing, he picked up the mobile phone and called a Greek fellow named Ilias with whom, he explained, he’d been in graduate school years before. As it turned out, Ilias and his current girlfriend were on Santorini with four other couples and were expecting additional guests the next day. They agreed to a few days out for the group of them, starting with a barefoot cruise around the island two days hence, some beach time, a private dinner Ilias would arrange to be catered from a local restaurant, and a costume party on Ilias’s yacht. Ilias also promised a surprise guest whom Elliot hadn’t seen in a long time.

“Don’t tell me,” Claire remarked afterwards, “Ilias is a big Greek shipping magnate, I’ll bet.”

“Actually, he’s into electronics. I guess that makes him an electro-magnate.”

“Aarrgh!” She threw a pillow at him.

He ducked, not in time, and took the blow right in his laughing face. “I think the only things Ilias has ever shipped are occasional gifts to his string of ladies all over the world. He’s never really settled down, you see.” His tone made his comments sound disparaging.

“And you have?”

“My dear Claire, there is no other woman who interests me in the slightest but you. Darling, you fill all my needs. Now if you really want to know, Ilias is a chemist, with a specialty in instrumentation for scientific research - probably the most famous scientist in Greece. The funny thing about it is that he never even got a Ph.D. He quit after getting his Master’s degree in the US and went to work on the East Coast, then returned to Greece. He has a lot of practical knowledge about using electronics in the laboratory, and a real talent for applying it. Thus, he made his fortune.”

“Am I going to look out-of-place with this rich Greek and his retinue of trophy chicks and hangers-on?”

“Don’t be so judgmental until you’ve met him. And no, of course you’re not going to look out-of-place. You’re chic and sophisticated enough for any occasion, with any group of people.”

“I’m … er … rather hairless ...” Seeing him raise his eyebrows to protest, she hurried on, “And I have piercings in lots of unusual places. And tattoos too. In fact, I’m rather customized for your particular fetishes.” She smiled, but uncertainly.

“And would you take back anything that you’ve done, or that’s been done to you?”

“No, of course not.”

“Then, Claire, you are who you are. In addition, you’re not among what might be called the common folk. I’m not being disparaging, only implying that most people do have more pedestrian tastes. You should realize that the people you’ve been associating with are quite open to the uncommon – a good word, that. In fact, they most admire women who’ve shown that they have the confidence to be themselves, as you have.”

She thought about his words for a moment, trying to decide if she’d become the woman she really wanted to be. He saw her introspection play out across her lovely face. He saw her nod, acknowledging the truth of his words. She was whom she wanted to be.

“Okay.” She’d already moved on. “So how does this costume party work?”

“My friend, Ilias, sort of copied a party idea I had some years ago. Each couple is assigned a genre within the movie category. So you might have action, drama, 1950s Sci-Fi, B-movies, various kinds of porn, horror, comedy, etc. You pick out a movie from within your designated genre, and come as two characters from the movie. You also bring a Blu-ray of the movie. The movies are played on multiple screens during the party.”

“Sounds like fun. How do we pick a genre?”

“We don’t. Ilias has already given us one.”

“And it is …?”

“1960 to 1999 Science Fiction. And I have the perfect idea for the movie and the characters we’ll dress up as.”






  

Chapter 9: I Kissed a Girl

 

 

They had several delightful days of rich, warm sun as they sailed around the blue-green water surrounding the Greek islands, and then further up into the Adriatic. Elliot’s friend, Ilias, was a tall, handsome Greek with a penchant for showing people a good time. His other guests were fun-loving and easy. As a result, everyone got along, and genuine friendships were forming.

Claire particularly liked Vara, the partner of Ilias’s cousin, Achilles. She had a spirited personality, with an evident though understated sexuality about her. Her intelligent brown eyes were animated, yet somehow calming and reassuring at the same time. Vara seemed interested in everything about Claire. Claire, reserved around strangers, found herself telling her life story to Vara within a few hours of first meeting her.

Claire couldn’t put a finger on what was different about Vara, and mentioned it to Elliot one morning.

“Well, she has remarkably long hair, for one thing,” he noted. “Could you be jealous of it?” Vara’s center-parted, straight, medium-to-dark brown hair hung in luscious, shining splendor well down her back. 

“Of course I’m not jealous. You like me this way, hairless, so we’ll both enjoy it until you ask me to grow it out, or it finally does so on its own. No one here yet knows I’m bald anyway. I’ve been wearing this dark, curly wig since we came on board.” The wig surrounded Claire’s head in a mass of short curls. It had been unexpectedly hot to wear at first, probably because the thick curls essentially insulated her head, but she’d adjusted to it. She’d decided the well-designed, expensive wig was no hotter than real hair in the same style.

“No,” Claire continued, “I wasn’t talking about her hair, or even the way she looks, although she is beautiful. She has a way of looking at me that’s very different from other women. Gives me goose bumps sometimes. Obviously, she’s not gay, or she wouldn’t be with Achilles. I don’t know what it is.”

“Do you like her?”

“Oh, for sure. She’s wonderful to be around. Talkative, genuinely interested in me, fun, and becoming a good friend.”

“Whether you realize it or not, Claire, she’s triggered your bidar.”

“My what?”

“Your bidar. You’ve heard of gaydar, right? You know, that feeling you get whenever you see Jean-Pierre? Bidar is the same thing for women who are bisexual.”

“Bullshit. Are you telling me Vara is gay?”

“No, she likes men and women. At least, occasionally, she likes to play around with a woman who interests her.”

“Uh … huh-uh … not gonna happen. Besides, I’d never be unfaithful to you.”

He laughed. He came across as indulgent, and Claire didn’t like it. She felt belittled, as though he thought her hopelessly naive. Seeing her expression darken, he tried to explain.

“I don’t want you to be unfaithful to me, and I wouldn’t be unfaithful to you. But I don’t have a problem with you experiencing something new. Once in a while I suppose I can be controlling …”

“Gee … do ya think? But that’s okay, I want you to be controlling, sometimes. Maybe a lot of the time.”

“Yes, I know. But I wouldn’t get in the way of an erotic experience with a woman, were you so inclined. At least so you could say you’d tried it.”

“I’m not interested. Would you ever be with another man?”

“No, I really, really have no predilection in that way.”

“Yeah, that’s kinda obvious.”

“But it’s sometimes different with women.”

“I’ll concede that, but I don’t think that’s me. At least, now, I understand why Vara rings little bells in my head when she looks at me or touches me a certain way.”

That afternoon, Ilias and Elliot had taken a launch to pick up several large screens to display the videos during the costume party that evening. Claire and Vara lay side-by-side on two lounges on the deck, clad only in thong swimsuit bottoms. The sky was cloudless and the sun shone brightly above the blue Aegean. The others on the yacht were taking a siesta before the catered, early-evening dinner. Many others would join them aboard the yacht after dinner for the movie-themed costume party.

Vara had a tattoo of a yellow sun surrounded by dark orange flames in the small of her back, just above the band of her thong bottom. It was a striking contrast on her tan skin. Claire liked it and said so. In particular, she liked the symmetry of it.

Vara seemed far more pleased with the compliment than Claire expected. She reached over and Claire felt her fingers lightly trace the sea horse on her left shoulder. Vara’s touch was strangely soothing and stimulating at the same time. Claire felt an involuntary “Mmm …” escape her lips. Vara was enthusiastic with her admiration of the colorful tattoo. She asked Claire about the intertwined initials on her breast. She seemed more subdued in her praise of that tattoo.

“May I touch your nipple rings?” Vara asked shyly. That’s strange, Claire thought; there doesn’t really seem to be anything shy about Vara. She rolled onto her back while Vara sat up looking at her with obvious interest. Vara’s mouth opened slightly and her tongue slid along the underside of her upper lip. The probably involuntary gesture could easily have gone unnoticed by Claire. But it didn’t.

Vara touched the ring in her right nipple, lifting it so gingerly that Claire had to laugh. “They’re not going to break, Vara, and they aren’t at all sore anymore.”

“Have you had them for very long, Claire?” She was holding the ring between thumb and index finger, moving it up and down and slightly side-to-side. Her other fingers lightly brushed the areola surrounding it. Claire felt the tiny twinges caused by the luscious sensitivity of her right nipple spread from her breast to her groin.

What was it Vara had asked? Oh … yes … how long …

“Elliot put them in me a couple months ago.”

“Elliot did this himself?” Claire nodded, smiling and trying to control the beginnings of arousal, without being rude and telling Vara to stop touching her. “Oooh … That is deliciously sexy, Claire! May I touch the other?”

Oh, she is definitely bi, Claire thought. What should she do now? It did feel good. So relaxing. Claire’s eyes partially closed and she heard herself give a low moan. She nodded her head, saying, “Uh-huh.” Vara’s touch was a near perfect balance between fast and slow, soft and hard, eager and restrained.

Vara was bending over her, one of Claire’s rings held by each hand. She looked up into Claire’s partially closed eyes. She bent down and kissed Claire’s lips. The kiss was brief, gentle, almost fleeting. Vara pulled back, still looking directly at Claire.

“You are breathtakingly beautiful, Claire. I hope you don’t mind me saying so.”

“I’ve always been taught that a lady never disdains a compliment. So thank you, Vara. But you need to know that I’m …”

Vara had put her finger to Claire’s mouth, smiling as she interrupted her.

“You’ve no need to tell me that you’re straight, Claire. I know that. But is it okay if I have a fantasy of you? A fantasy is okay isn't it? I’m sure Elliot wouldn’t mind – we’ve know each other for years. And Achilles wouldn’t care.”

Claire had to smile at that. The self-assured Vara seemed so vulnerable at that moment. But what an unusual request! She had to take a moment to think about it. Meanwhile, Vara’s left hand continued to play with her right nipple ring. That was really beginning to turn Claire on.

“Honestly, Vara, you don’t need to ask to have a fantasy of me. People fantasize about others all the time and never tell the source of their desire about the fantasy – nor do they even personally know them a lot of the time.”

“I think you’re exceptional, Claire. I would only feel right being with you in a fantasy if I knew that it was acceptable to you. After all, on some level, fantasies may actually exist in a strange reality of the mind.”

Claire wasn’t sure of that, although Vara seemed sincere. But what a peculiar, unexpected request!

“Since I’ve never been asked that before, Vara, I don’t know how I feel about it. But since you asked me, I guess I owe it to you to consider it. I’m probably being overly analytical, but you’ll have to bear with me, please. Forgive me for thinking out loud.” And Vara’s manipulation of her nipple rings was making that thinking more difficult. She should tell her to stop. But, oh my!

“I first have to ask myself if the idea creeps me out – being a part of a fantasy you have about me. I do know I’m straight, so I think that’s a reasonable thing to consider. I assume that if you had a fantasy of me, it would involve lesbian sex. Hmm …

“I’m not sure why, Vara, but it doesn’t creep me out. Not at all. Maybe it’s the sweet way you asked me for permission. Maybe it’s something else. But I don’t mind the idea of you thinking about me in that way. The concept of your fantasy, if it means you fantasizing sex with me, doesn’t turn me on, or sexually excite me. At least, I don’t feel that way thinking about it. But, very surprisingly to me, it fills me with warmth; that another human being would think about me that way.

“So Vara, if you could tolerate that rambling, then I suppose you’ve earned the right to enjoy your fantasy with my best wishes.”

Vara looked dreamily into Claire’s eyes. “Thank you Claire. I’ll treat you with consideration, affection, passion and tenderness in my fantasy.”

“Ah … er … thank you, Vara. Let me know how I do …”

* * * * *

Dinner was over and Claire and Elliot were getting ready for the party. It was the first opportunity she’d had to talk to him privately about her strange afternoon with Vara and Vara’s surprising request.

“As I told you, Darling, Vara wants sex with you.”

“Well, she almost had it,” Claire laughed. “She’s as good at nipple-ring diddling as any girl could want. My thong was soaked when I took it off. And it wasn’t sweat either. Although she almost had me sweating trying to keep myself under control.”

“So you did find her attentions arousing. She felt likewise, I suspect.”

“Obviously. And she is very attractive. You’d have to be a quadriplegic with no sense of touch below your nose to not get aroused when someone that good is working you and some of your accessories.”

“Ha! I love it when you’re surprised!”

“I was! Who’d have thought?”

“So what do you do next, Claire?”

“Avoid her whenever possible! Maybe her fantasy will satisfy her. Besides, she’s gonna find out I’m bald tonight. Maybe that’ll turn her off. She obviously likes long hair.”

“On her. There isn’t a chance that you’ll turn her off by turning up folicularly handicapped. You are way too hot!”

They’d chosen Star Trek, The Motion Picture, aka Star Trek 1 from 1979 for their movie. Claire would go as Ilia – which she thought was an interesting, female variant on their host’s name, Ilias – the luscious, bald-girl character made famous by a completely shaved Persis Khambatta. After they’d debated between Kirk and Spock, she’d chosen Spock for Elliot. Kirk was, after all, a cock hound, and Elliot was finally forming real, committed, hopefully-lasting attachments to her. Besides, he was as least as smart as Spock and it was a better dress-up character for a costume party.

Claire had popped brown contacts in to cover her twilight blue eyes. He’d told her that Ilias gave prizes for authenticity and she was determined to include every detail she could think of to try to win. That contest on René’s yacht all those weeks ago had made her fervently competitive with these groups of cosmopolitan party-goers. Her very short, white, long-sleeved tunic with the bold collar, barely covering her nicely-shaped, rounded bottom, was a near-perfect representation of the original Persis had worn toward the end of the movie. To be naughty, Elliot had suggested that she not wear panties, and she’d agreed. So Claire was well-exposed, just below and underneath the tunic.

I’ve become quite the exhibitionist, she thought.

She completed the outfit with matching footwear. She finished her makeup, including realistic-looking, fake eyebrows – much heavier than hers had been before they were removed completely – but matching closely what Persis had worn. She made sure her naked scalp blended well with her tan complexion. After all, she hadn’t exposed it to the sun for the several days she’d been on Ilias’s yacht.

She helped Elliot with the false ears, eyebrows and Spock wig. They were ready. Claire thought they could win this, although he did look younger than the Leonard Nimoy of 1979. She knew he was also a lot more handsome.

Picture perfect, they headed up to the party deck.

Claire could hear the collective gasps as they stepped through the portal door onto the deck. The party was just beginning to get rolling. Elliot had arranged for Star Trek to begin playing on one of the screens just a short while before. As it happened, they walked in just as Ilia/Persis appeared on the screen.

Ilias and several guests, all in costume, some recognizable, others not as obvious, rushed up to them. Claire almost cringed to notice Vara among them.

“Claire!” She exclaimed. “That looks so real! It isn’t, is it?”

“Touch it and see for yourself,” Elliot told Vara before Claire had a chance to say anything.

Gingerly, at least gingerly for Vara, she reached out to run her fingertips over Claire’s smooth head. Once again, Claire experienced her light, sensuous, arousing touch. How does she do that? Claire thought again.

“Oh heavens, Claire! That is real! You shaved your beautiful curls for the costume party!”

“Really?” Ilias and some others exclaimed in amazement.

“No … I mean yes, it’s real,” Claire acknowledged. “But I didn’t do it for the party. My hair was shaved by a crazy French hairdresser - well, we were both acting crazy at the time – a little over a month ago. He put some lotion on my scalp that stops growth for several months. It hasn’t started to grow back yet. The dark curls you’ve known me with since we got here are a wig – a very good wig, obviously.”

“So these characters and the Star Trek Movie seemed to be the perfect choice for us tonight,” Elliot added.

Vara had a look on her face that Claire thought she’d never seen before. At first, she thought Vara was finally going to lose interest in her. Then she realized that Vara was on the edge of a consuming arousal. Holy shit! Claire thought. She’s getting turned on by my hairless pate!

Sure enough, Vara reached up to touch Claire’s head again. And, for the second time, Claire saw Vara’s little tongue involuntarily slide along the bottom of her upper lip.

I think I’m gonna have to get off this yacht as soon as I can, she thought to herself.

The evening was an extravaganza of costumes, videos, dancing, drinks and champagne. Vara actually asked Elliot’s permission to dance with Claire which, of course, he gave. Claire felt totally on the spot - she’d make him pay for this later – so she felt she had no choice but to dance with Vara. They danced fast to a couple of rock songs with demanding beats and highly rhythmic base guitars. When, finally, a slow song was starting, Claire turned to go back to Elliot. Vara just managed to grab her hand and turn Claire back toward her.

“Just one slow dance, Claire? Please?” She looked so hopeful Claire couldn’t say no to her.

“Who’s hand goes where?” Claire asked, prompting a giggle from Vara.

“Just put your arms around my neck, Dear, and I’ll hold your waist.”

Very uncomfortably, Claire put her arms around Vara. She felt Vara put one arm around her waist, pulling Claire tightly against her. The other hand reached up to cup the back of Claire’s naked head, pulling her head toward Vara so that their cheeks touched. Vara was soft yet toned and warm against Claire. She heard Vara emit a little moan of pleasure.

“Is this part of your fantasy?” Claire asked nervously. She was self-conscious and disquieted in Vara’s arms. Maybe conversation would distract them both.

“Oh no, dear Claire, this is very much reality. Do you like dancing with me? Your heart is beating rapidly. I can feel it when you’re pressed against me like this. By the way, I did notice that you weren’t wearing anything under that cute tunic.”

Oh God, she’d noticed! Why had Claire let him talk her into no panties, knowing Vara would be there? Full or partial nudity among this crowd was nothing at all, but Vara made no secret of having the hots for Claire.

“That wasn’t my idea; it was Elliot’s.” Claire tried to think of some way out of this. It seemed that she was just getting in deeper. She tried to lighten the moment with laughter.

“Ooh, how deliciously naughty of both of you,” Vara offered. She continued to hold Claire against her as they danced. Claire’s cheek still rested against hers. Claire was afraid to move.

“Claire, dear, I thought I saw a little glint from below your tunic, where your shapely legs come together at your center. Do you wear jewelry there, by any chance?”

Oh no, not that too. She was definitely going to make him pay for this. “You might as well know, Vara. I have a ring through my clit and five others on each side through both of my inner labia lips.”

“Oh Claire! You must let me see them!”

“I can’t show them to you now!” Claire exclaimed.

“No, no, dear. Perhaps tomorrow or the next day when we can be private. Please may I see them?”

It wasn’t as though Vara would be the first, Claire thought. Besides, maybe she could convince Elliot to take them both off the yacht and on to somewhere else, before Vara had a chance to get to her alone. The idea of showing Vara her rings was titillating in one way; Claire loved them and was glad to show them off to others who’d appreciate them. She was, however, convinced that being alone with Vara was dangerous to her sense of heterosexuality.

Maybe she could get out of here before they had an opportunity. Besides, she couldn’t think of an excuse not to let Vara see them. After all, she was the one who hadn’t worn panties, in spite of the shortness of the tunic dress which was almost an exact match to the one Persis had worn. Throwing caution to the wind, she agreed to let Vara see her pussy rings.

She’d been so surprised at the turn of conversation that she’d quite forgotten that she was dancing with her arms around a woman. It seemed like an awfully long song. Feeling Vara against her was so different than the hard-as-steel muscles and power of Elliot when they danced. Vara was soft in all the same places as Claire. Her movements had an unpretentious sensuality to them. She was comfortable to cuddle against.

When I consider it rationally, Claire thought, it’s really quite pleasant to be close to Vara like this. Now if she just didn’t scare the shit out of me!

The music ended. Vara wanted another dance but Claire managed to put her off. Holding her hand, Vara did walk Claire back to Elliot. He was smiling, laughing and completely involved in an animated conversation with an average-sized man dressed as a shepherd with a brown cloth mask covering his eyes and tied behind his head, underneath his headdress.

“Did you enjoy your dance, Darling?” He asked innocently. Claire felt like stomping down on his foot. “You and Vara do dance well together.” Before she could actually cause him to come to bodily harm, he smoothly slipped into an introduction.

“Ali, I want you to meet Claire, my consort and my raison d'être.”

Did he say his raison d'être? I know he did, Claire thought. It was so wonderful that her anger evaporated instantly. She was his reason for being! The center of his life!

“Claire, this is my very good, very long-time friend, Ali. Protect yourself around him. He’s the greatest rogue to ever come out of the Middle East.”

“And, according to my family, an inveterate playboy, I’m afraid,” Ali added. His laugh was loud and rumbling. He took Claire’s hand and kissed it while looking intently at her face with dark, mysterious eyes. He had a mustache and short goatee. With or without the mask, he was darkly, ruggedly handsome.

“Ali’s invited us to visit him in the desert.”

“I prefer to think of it as a palace on the oasis, actually,” Ali added good-naturedly. “Makes it sound so much more appealing.”

At this point, Claire would’ve visited him at the North Pole, to escape Vara. She realized that she wasn’t just afraid of Vara. She was afraid of what she might be persuaded by Vara to do with Vara.

“I’d love to see your palace, Ali. Or, should I call you Emir Ali?”

Elliot couldn’t resist interjecting. “Don’t compliment him, Claire, or build him up. It immediately goes to his head. He’s insufferable as it is.”

“Alas, Claire,” Ali said, faking regret, “My uncle is an Emir. He is just below the Sultan of our little kingdom. I am merely a Qaid.”

“Yes, poor Ali is just a lowly official who could buy and sell everyone on this yacht,” Elliot teased.

“I have a few coins,” Ali admitted sheepishly.

“His foyer is paved with krugerrands.”

“Not paved,” Ali admonished with a sly smile. “Merely inset with a few for their geometric design qualities.”

Everyone laughed at that and the conversation continued among the group for some time. Claire stuck close to Ali, trying to use him as a shield to protect her from Vara. Finally, Vara gave up. With a hint of disappointment on her beautiful face, she moved on to other game on the deck above.

The party lasted until almost dawn. Claire and Elliot won most authentic costumes by acclimation. Their prize was a golden, upper-arm bracelet for her, a replica of a Greek one dating from ancient times. She was delighted to have won. She also thought the bracelet looked splendid on her.

An exhausted, satisfied and happy Claire collapsed onto the bed as soon as they reached their cabin. She barely had the strength to tell Elliot, “We’ve got to get off this yacht before Vara tries to eat me alive.”

“Sorry, Love. That’s not in the cards – at least not for several days. Ilias, Achilles and Ali have an opportunity I can’t pass up. I’ll be with them in Thessalonica for a few days. A chopper is picking us up right after lunch. You’ll be able to enjoy yourself and cruise the Aegean for the short time I’m gone.”

“You can’t leave me here by myself with Vara!”

He couldn’t suppress a laugh at Claire’s discomfort. “There are at least a dozen other guests and a crew of fifteen. You won’t be alone, darling.”

He’d made a commitment and she knew he wouldn’t be dissuaded. Besides, she was too tired to plead her case to her unsympathetic lover. She’d fallen asleep before she could open her mouth in response.

By the time Claire awoke, it was almost noon. Elliot was ready to go to lunch. The helicopter would arrive about 1:30. She donned her normal yacht-wear, a bikini and a short, open, translucent, cover-up shirt. Everyone was stumbling up to the buffet brunch at about the same time they did. They sat down with Achilles, Ali, Ali’s current girlfriend, Saida, and, of course, Vara. Vara unabashedly slid into the chair next to Claire. Hasn’t she ever heard of boy-girl-boy-girl seating? Claire wondered.

By the end of brunch, and Elliot’s departure on the helicopter, Claire was still struggling to get wide awake. Most of the guests, including Vara, had gone back to their cabins to nap a little longer. Claire changed into a thong bottom and went out on the deck to lie in the sun again. She must have dozed off because she heard a woman’s voice from far away talking to her as she surfaced from her nap.

“May I put some suntan lotion on you, Claire? Suntan oil, I mean.” Of course, it was Vara.

Actually, I could use some, Claire thought, still groggy. “Ok, Vara. I’ve spent so much time in the sun that my skin is going to get really dry if I don’t take care of it.” She flipped over onto her stomach.

Vara began to rub the coconut-scented oil onto her back, shoulders and arms. “Your skin is so soft and smooth, Claire. It glows with health and your tan looks beautiful.” Vara continued down Claire’s back to the top string of the thong. Her slender fingers had short nails which allowed her to work diligently without scratching Claire. “It will be easier if you remove your thong, dear. Could you lift up a moment for me?”

“Uh … I don’t think …” Claire felt Vara already grasping the string around her waist and pulling it down. She lifted up to keep the thong from getting caught beneath her, and Vara had it off in a second. Oh well, she thought, I’m lying on my front side, after all.

Vara began to rub the oil onto Claire’s butt cheeks, kneading and rubbing them thoroughly. It felt good and she began to relax again. She felt Vara begin to rub in her crack and circle her anus with oily fingers. Claire pushed her hands under her and started to lean back to get up, then thought that maybe Vara was just being thorough. It did feel soooo good.

Vara fingertips dipped into the center of her rosebud and slipped easily into her. It was well-stretched from the plug Claire wore much of the time. Claire was about to jump up and tell Vara to stop when Vara interrupted her thoughts of protest.

“You are very open, Claire. I see that you and Elliot have actively used your lovely orifice here.”

“Uh … yes, Vara. We do everything with each other. In particular, he does everything to me.” She tried to reinforce her tight relationship with her man by saying, “I like him to penetrate me there – and everywhere, for that matter.”

Vara’s fingers didn’t stop. If anything, they entered her deeper. “Ah, Claire, I can completely understand that. You are just very sensitive everywhere. That is so obvious to me as I feel the reaction of your body to something as simple as having oil rubbed on it.”

In Claire’s opinion, what was going on was hardly as simple as just having oil rubbed on her. But if she stopped thinking of it being Vara who was doing this to her, it did feel very, very desirable.

Vara’s fingers withdrew from Claire, and slid down her legs with more oil. She rubbed the bottoms of Claire’s feet and then lifted them to massage her toes, one-by-one.

This woman is a real professional, when it comes to massages, Claire was thinking. Her concern about Vara’s familiarity receded into the background again.

“Turn over, dear Claire, and let me oil your other side. Besides, you promised that I could see your rings.”

I shouldn’t be doing this, Claire thought as she rolled onto her back. Vara continued massaging more oil up both legs to where they met at her center.

Vara was genuinely amazed. “Oh my, Claire! These rings in your pussy are so beautiful! I have never seen any done with such artistry!” Then she saw the ring that dove into the flesh just above Claire’s clitoris, emerging below the stiff little organ. The ring that was so unbelievably arousing when manipulated. The ring that had become the source of so much induced pleasure.

 “You have a ring through the base of your clitoris! That is very rare. It’s almost never done because most women cannot accommodate it!”

“Yes,” Claire admitted, “I’m one of the few lucky ones.”

Vara lightly touched the ring. Even that movement sent an intense thrill into Claire. Seeing what had happened, Vara oiled her fingers and began to carefully, lightly, cautiously rub around Claire’s inner lips and clit.

“Ah … Vara … I don’t think … ah ... ooh … that’s so … no, Vara …”

Vara held a finger to her lips and looked into Claire’s eyes with calm insistence. “Shhh, Claire. Please just relax and allow me to massage you. Nothing bad can happen here.” She continued to manipulate Claire’s inner lips, which were highly sensitive to begin with, and even more so now that they bore the five tight rings in each. Every few moments, Vara’s fingers would brush against and toy with her clit ring.

The combination of Vara’s mellow, calming voice and the slowly building titillation crept up on Claire. Before she realized it, she felt the undeniable stirrings of arousal. She’d never been so expertly handled. It was as though Vara knew how each touch would affect Claire’s body. She is a woman too, Claire thought. She probably does know.

The sensations were delicious, irresistible, challenging Claire to give into the pleasure and just enjoy.

Vara leaned over and, holding Claire’s face in her oily hands, kissed her hungrily. Claire responded in spite of the voice in the back of her mind trying to tell her to immediately run away. Vara’s hands slid down her chest to grasp her breasts and exploit the rings piercing her nipples. Claire’s arousal radiated from her clitoris up her spine in back and to her chest in front and outward again from her nipple rings.

One of Vara’s hands slid back to her pussy while the other continued to stimulate Claire’s nipples. Claire was past the point of resistance. The feelings were so overwhelmingly pleasurable that she couldn’t have stopped for anything.

“Do you like this, Claire?”

“Yes. Oh yes, Vara.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

“Don’t you dare stop now.” Claire couldn’t imagine anything worse than being cut off right then.

Vara bent her head to Claire’s pussy, while her hand continued to massage Claire’s breasts. Claire felt Vara’s tongue flick around her clit. The woman was surely a magician. No one could be this good. No one could know her body this well after so little time.

Vara’s tongue continued to flick around Claire’s wet, engorged pussy. The sensations built until nothing could happen but release. Claire came with a dazzling orgasm, moaning in pleasure at the ripples of sensation that spread throughout her body in repeating waves.

When she could finally open her eyes, Vara was sitting facing her with a look of both satisfaction and undeniable lust on her face. “Come with me, Claire,” Vara requested. She took Claire’s hand and waited for her to sit up.

Claire didn’t know what to say. The woman had brought her to climax as though it were the most natural thing for two females to do. And Claire had offered virtually no resistance to Vara’s advances. It’s my rings, she thought. They’ve turned me into some kind of sex adict.

Here was her chance to finally get away. But Vara had so intrigued her that she followed the beautiful Greek to Vara’s cabin, and lay on the bed with her.

Vara began to rub her hands over Claire’s body again. She took Claire’s hand and pressed it against her breast, encouraging Claire to fondle her while she ministered to Claire. Soon, both women were eagerly feeling, probing and arousing each other. Claire had lost herself in the excitement. She wanted Vara and she wanted Vara to take her.

Vara knelt over Claire in sixty-nine and bent her head to tongue Claire’s pussy from the opposite direction. Claire’s head was supported by a pillow that placed Vara’s pussy immediately above her face. She began to lick along Vara’s slit, tasting Vara’s wetness. Both women were close to climax.

As she felt herself about to go over the top yet again, Claire felt Vara’s fingers enter her, hooking within her such that Vara’s fingertips pressed against Claire’s G-spot and moved in and out over it. Each continued to lick the other. Claire’s fingers gingerly entered Vara. Both women moaned with the building arousal.

Finally, Claire felt the sensations from both her clit and G-spot reach the top at the same time and her orgasm could have moved heaven and earth. She opened her mouth to scream with delight, but instead, tilted her head up farther to take as much of Vara’s pussy into her mouth as possible, her fingers still within Vara’s vagina. Vara came then and the two rocked in orgasm for what seemed like hours.

When it was over, Vara lay next to Claire with her arm under Claire’s neck and Claire’s head resting on her shoulder. Neither spoke for a long time.

Claire couldn’t believe she’d just had sex with a woman. Nor could she believe what damn good sex it was. She thought she should be feeling guilty, or dirty, or something other than the serene, pleasurable sweetness that had come over her.

Vara finally spoke, “I think that was good for you too, wasn’t it Claire?”

“You know it was – but I can’t believe that happened. I guess you have my femme-femme cherry now, Vara.”

Vara laughed, almost a giggle. “Indeed I do, Claire.”

“I’m not gay, you know. I doubt this will happen again.”

“It may or may not. That is of no consequence to the experience we’ve both shared. I suspect you’ll remember me. I certainly will remember you.”

“Oh, I will remember you, Vara. I guarantee that I won’t forget this.”

“And what shall we do tomorrow, Claire?”

“Let tomorrow bring what it will.”

 






  

Chapter 10: Desert Rose

 

 

Claire and Vara had three more encounters over the next two days before Elliot returned.

Claire was abashed when she saw him. He immediately knew what’d happened, and smiled broadly at the perplexed and, unmistakably, more experienced Claire.

“From the look on your face, I’d say that Vara managed to get to you after all.”

He could see her squirm.

“And more than once, I’d guess.”

“Do you hate me?” Claire didn’t think that he would.

“No, Darling. I told you that I thought the experience would be of value to your growth as a woman of the world. Nothing changes that. I’m totally confident in us.”

Hearing that, her heart filled with love for him. “I’m glad you’re back,” she said sincerely, as her arms reached around his neck and she kissed him with all her self. She moved his hand down to her pussy. “I need you now.”

“Then, dear Claire, you shall have me. Besides, I did miss you. And I’ll admit to being a little worried with you in Vara’s crosshairs.”

Hand-in-hand, they went to their cabin. After their intimacy, Claire reflected on her state-of-mind.

“I enjoyed the experience with Vara, but this is where I want to be. And I don’t think I’m inclined to do that again, although I’ll admit that I’m not afraid of it anymore, like I was when Vara first showed an interest in me.”

“You should probably never say ‘never.’”

“Oh, I’m not. But I’m not looking for a bisexual life either. Besides, you’re not only in me and around me, but you’re in my heart and soul and, most importantly, in my head. I love the way you treat me, and I love the things you do to me. You bring all my erotic desires to the surface, even the ones I don’t know I have.”

“As your lover should. And that’s the way it should be for two people who want to spend their lives together.”

Oh, she thought. He’s never quite said that before! I didn’t think this was a short-term relationship, but I wasn’t sure how long it was going to be. I know I want to be with him always. Now, it seems, he wants to be with me too! Her heart filled to overflowing.

“I love you.” She said, hopefully.

“I’ve suspected that,” he said. Her spirits drooped a little. “And you need to know, Claire, that I love you too.”

She leapt up and threw her arms around his neck, kissing him with everything she had.

“I am so happy right now,” she said, her eyes glistening with tears of joy that she was fighting to hold back.

“And so am I, Love.”

It took a while for each of them to stem the tears and regain some semblance of a new normalcy. To break the long silence that had followed their first, shared, declaration of love, Claire thought to ask him, “So … when do we get our camels and head into the desert to visit Ali?”

He laughed. “No camels. We’ll take a private jet from Athens. Ilias has already instructed the captain to make a port call there this evening. We’ll leave the yacht with Ali and Saida after dinner.”

“What should I wear?”

“Probably something long and conservative. Once we’re at Ali’s you can wear whatever you want. But if you go out into the shopping area of the oasis, you’ll probably have to wear a burkha, although it can be white instead of black. Ali will have burkhas for you to use at his palace, for when you go out. I’d suggest it unless you really want to draw a crowd. When in Rome and all that. The sultanate is still pretty conservative. You might want to wear that long, dark brown wavy-curly wig you got from Monique, if you don’t want to stand out with your pretty, hairless look or a blonde or red wig.”

“Okay. A long skirt, conservative blouse and long, dark hair it is. I can deal with that. It is their country, after all.”

“Very cosmopolitan of you, my Love.”

“You’ve taught me well.”

* * * * *

It was dark when the little jet leapt from the runway like a startled mosquito and headed toward the southeast. In a few hours, they touched down within the small sultanate near the Red Sea. Their approach had been in total, moonless darkness. The desert below them was equally dark and devoid of any lights from cities or villages. Claire could see nothing until the runway lights at the tiny airport appeared, seeming to rise up at them from the blackness.

Claire’s first impression was of the late-evening, still-warm, dry wind that left the grit of sand in her mouth and bothered her eyes. Fortunately, they were quickly whisked into a waiting limo, as black as the night, and headed further into the desert, to Ali’s palace. In less than an hour, he and Claire stepped from the car into the lush, softly illuminated oasis, with a glowingly lit Middle Eastern-styled palace right in front of them. In spite of the classical artistry of the edifice, with its walls the color of golden sand and minarets the color of velvety, deep-maroon rose petals, Claire could tell that it was probably only ten to fifteen years old, based on the obviously modern materials that had been used in its construction.

“Ali, it’s incredibly beautiful!” Claire exclaimed. “It’s like a fairy tale castle from the Arabian Nights.”

“That was my first impression too,” Saida offered. “When I first drove here with Ali, I thought he was kidding me when he said this was his home. He hadn’t told me he was a wealthy sheik …”

“Qaid,” Ali interjected, laughing. “I want to insure that a woman is interested in me for who I am as a person, not for my money. In that regard, I’m not so much like my uncle, the Emir. Uncle likes to dominate, and he doesn’t much care about the disposition of the women who interest him. So I dated Saida in a very western way until I was sure.

“Welcome to my palace – I call it ‘Wordat a Saharat’ – or Desert Rose in English.”

“This is just magnificent,” Claire was effusive in her praise, as they walked toward the immense entrance.

Ali was clearly pleased. “As a matter of fact, Claire, I actually had it modeled on a picture in an English-language storybook I loved as a child. I think the book’s illustrator was British. My architect was from Chicago.”

“You did good, Ali,” Claire was still overwhelmed by the place.

“You should reserve judgment until you’ve seen the interior,” Ali joked. “For all you know, we keep our sheep in the living room!”

“Somehow, I doubt that.”

The soaring entryway didn’t disappoint. Neither did the huge salon, sunken below entry level and surrounded with lovely, slender columns topped with elaborate, palest-gray, frieze-work designs, edged in gold. Thick Persian rugs in reds, greens and golds were arranged on the amber-streaked, Italian marble floor.

Room after room was equally striking. Ali kept up a constant patter as though he were a tour guide, interspersing comments about his family, particularly his uncle, the Emir, as he chatted on about the architecture, furnishings, and decorating goals he’d set when he’d built his “little desert cottage.”

The walls contained artwork, paintings and photographs. In that regard, the edifice seemed less Arabic and more westernized. Claire saw a very large painting of an older version of Ali, a man with salt-and-pepper hair, mustache and goatee, and very dark, piercing eyes.

“Let me guess,” she said to Ali, “your uncle, the Emir?”

“Ah yes. I had this painted from a photograph, because I couldn’t get my blessed uncle to pose for a painted portrait at all. He thought it was far too western a thing for him to do. So I was rather concerned the first time I showed it to him. I thought he might have me jailed for it. Or take my funds and banish me to life as a pauper in Paris or Brussels. You can imagine my delight when he actually liked it! I offered it to him, but he told me to keep it. It would remind me of his greatness. His words were that he already knew what the great Emir looked like.”

Claire was trying to understand how Ali’s family fit into the political structure of the sultanate. “So is your uncle subject only to the Sultan?” She asked?

“It is perhaps not quite so simple as that, Claire.”

“Oh? Do you mean there’s a difference between the evident political structure and the actual exercise of power?” She asked. Ali was impressed.

“Very perceptive, Claire. Remind me to never contest with you in any games of intrigue.”

She smiled, knowing that her comment was truly a WAG, a wild-ass-guess. “I’m not that insightful, really. I think I’ve just read too many books about the old Ottoman Empire. I’ve always been fascinated by sultans and harems and the underlying conflict between East and West.”

“Nevertheless, as you’ve guessed, although uncle is – as we all are – subject to the Sultan’s will, he walks a unique path between the radical and conservative elements of our tiny society here. It’s sometimes difficult to determine which the Sultan holds in highest regard. This greatly confuses the young people in our country, who are very polarized compared to their parents. They’re either staunchly conservative, desiring a return to the historic roles of people and rulers in society, or are radically interested in adopting western ways, including the creation of a ruling parliament with elected representatives of the people.

“Uncle seems to be the only one, among the other Emirs or the Sultan, who is able to hold meaningful dialog with both sides. He has an intuition about how to approach them that the others can’t seem to either understand or duplicate.”

“I suppose the Sultan is conservative?” Claire asked.

“But not as much as the young conservatives would like. At the moment, that is the group which is most vocal in its displeasure with the Sultan’s direction for the country. They’d prefer that he openly silence the radical faction. Up to now, my uncle’s been most influential in keeping a lid on the situation.”

“Could there be a revolution coming?” Elliot asked, concerned for his friend, Ali.

“Not soon, I would hope. I’m confident that uncle could defuse any overt dissatisfaction that might boil over to revolt. The radical elements wouldn’t tolerate any move toward a more conservative culture without a conflict with the conservative faction.”

“Here’s hoping your uncle’s talents prevail,” Claire offered.

“Thank you, Claire. So far, they have.”

The palace was so large that they were only able to see a small part of it before they all tired and decided to call it a night. The guests’ agha, their butler, showed them to their apartment.

“Ali’s uncle must be quite the character,” Claire said to Elliot, after they’d retired to their suite for the night. “Have you met him?”

“Actually, I have. I’m not sure I’d use the word ‘character,’ however. He’s more like one of the last of the independent principality rulers in the Arab world. He can be quite charming, but I always sensed a ruthless, determined, take-no-prisoners core beneath the civilized veneer. He’s something of a throw-back – a ruler more in the Suleiman the Magnificent tradition.”

“You’re playing with me again.”

“No, but I’d like to do that as soon as I get cleaned up a bit …”

“You know what I mean. And, of course, you can play with me all night if you want. I’ve missed you. But you’re a hopeless tease. The next thing you’ll be telling me is that his uncle keeps a harem.”

“As a matter of fact …hey!” She’d thrown a pillow at him. “Claire, cut it out. He does keep a harem!”

“In case you didn’t notice, the year is 2012, not 1512. Nobody can have a harem in the modern world.”

“Believe it or not, the Sultan and the various Emirs here do. If you don’t believe me, ask Ali – or Saida – tomorrow. Now, if you can avoid hitting me with any more pillows, I’m going to shower.”

“Mind if I join you?”

“As a matter of fact, I think I’ll insist on it, slave girl.” He ducked to avoid another pillow, grabbed Claire, and carried her now-naked body into the enormous shower with him.

* * * * *

Breakfast was a sumptuous feast of Arab delights, blended with traditional western fare. Alongside croissants, hard rolls and eggs benedict were manaqeesh, sfiha, sautéed lamb cubes with pine seeds & tomato, foul medames with chick peas, roasted Kellaj filled with grilled halloumi cheese, yogurt, strong Turkish and Arabic coffees, orange, pomegranate, and grape juices, and a dozen things Claire couldn’t identify at all.

They ate and talked for a couple hours on a third-floor terrace overlooking a prolific, verdant courtyard that was awash with tropical flowers and large, leafy succulents. In the center was a reflecting pool with fountains. The bustling oasis lay beyond a wall at least three hundred feet away. Their apartments overlooked the courtyard and, the night before, Claire had seen the fountains glow with blue and yellow, lighting the night.

“Would you ladies like to go shopping this afternoon?” Ali asked. “My treat, of course.”

Elliot and Claire both started to object, but Ali laughed them off. “No one could break my bank shopping on the oasis here. Frankly, the selection isn’t that great. I suppose you could fly to Dubai – It’d take a few extra hours, of course.”

He was serious and Claire had to laugh before she told him she’d prefer to stay close by.

Saida turned to Claire. “We’ll have to wear those dreadful burkhas if we shop here, you realize. If not, everyone will stare and we won’t be able to move through the crowd of gawkers.” Saida, a very progressive Muslim from Tunisia, seemed resigned to but not pleased at the prospect.

“It would be an adventure for me, if you’d like to,” she told Saida.

“Then that’s what we’ll do,” Saida seemed to forget any concern, once she knew Claire was open to being traditional for the day. “After breakfast, I’ll have the chauffeur ready the car. I suppose Agha Rezai can chaperone us?” She asked Ali.

“Of course, Dear. The two of us will stay here. That way Elliot and I can do a little business, and then I can slaughter him in a game or two of squash.”

“Business, yes. But we’ll see who squashes whom,” Elliot replied. He did enjoy Ali’s camaraderie. He also thought Claire would have an interesting afternoon. 

“Since I’m going to be all covered up anyway, should I even bother with this wig?” Claire asked Saida as the two of them got ready for their outing.”

“I wouldn’t bother,” Saida offered. “You’ll be cooler without it. No one will know. By the way, I think you’re very pretty without hair. I’d never have the courage to do something like that.”

“I probably wouldn’t have had the courage either, Saida. I was – shall we say – under the influence of a weird potion when I went along with this.”

“Do you really miss your hair? I remember you saying that it won’t start to grow back for a couple months yet.”

“I missed it a lot at first, but as soon as I knew Elliot liked it, I didn’t feel as upset. I’d like to have my hair back, but I’m resigned to being like this for a while. I’ve gotten used to looking in the mirror and seeing myself this way.”

“So Elliot likes it?”

“Elliot loves it. Without a doubt, it turns him on. That makes it a lot easier for me to just be this way and not think much about it.”

“That seems like a good attitude to have. I don’t know if I could do that. Losing my hair would probably put me into a fit of depression. What color is your natural hair?”

“It’s sort of a darker blonde. It was dyed black when it was shaved – that’s another long story – basically, I lost a forfeit to Monique …”

“As in Monique and René?” Saida interrupted. Claire nodded. “I know them – and I know about Monique’s forfeit parties too. You had a lot of courage to try to beat her. I don’t know anyone who ever has.”

“I wanted that mink ensemble. And I think I came close. But she got me in the end. So she had Jean-Pierre give me a make-over as the forfeit. In the end it was kinda fun. That seems like just yesterday, but it was actually about six months ago now.”

An hour later, they were strolling among the stalls and shops of the oasis bazaar, completely covered by their white burkhas, and chaperoned by Agha Rezai. It was noisy with shouted bargaining and animated conversations everywhere. It wasn’t as dusty as Claire had imagined it would be, but it was crowded and hot. Fortunately, the white burkhas served to keep them cool enough to prevent the afternoon from becoming unbearable, instead of just very hot.

Claire bought some beautiful, hand-made, filigreed, silver earrings. Five deeply blue lapis lazuli stones dangled from the tips of each earring. With Saida’s help, she managed to find a lapis ring to match. Claire was delighted with her new jewelry.

After Claire bargained the price down, again with help from Saida, she paid and turned to walk away. Her gaze landed on two strangely dressed, unattractive women sitting cross-legged in front of a table covered with small bottles and jars. Claire had never seen faces so darkened and etched with wrinkles from the sun. It made it impossible to guess the women’s ages – they could have been anywhere from their twenties to a hundred years old, she thought. And, in contrast to everyone else around, including Claire who was wearing her brown contacts to conceal her deep blue eyes, these women had pale blue eyes.

Saida had noticed Claire looking at the two. Sotto voce, she said “They are Berbers” to Claire. “They come into the oasis from their desert homes once a week to sell their wares.” She took Claire’s arm, intending to lead her to a loaded flower cart just across the small plaza.

Claire heard the Berber woman speak. She thought the woman was speaking to her. She turned to Saida, her eyes questioning.

“I think she says she has the lotion to restore your hair. Her Berber accent is very thick when she speaks Arabic. But she said something like that.”

“How did she know my hair was gone?” This was creepy and Claire was totally freaked out at the Berber woman’s comment. Claire was completely covered. There was no way the woman could have known her hair was gone and wouldn’t start to grow back for at least a couple months.

The Berber woman said something else.

Saida struggled with the translation. “She says that you will soon need the hair to conceal you.”

“What does that mean?” Claire asked, exasperated at the crazy Berber who vaguely reminded her of the gypsy women in Santorini.

“I have no idea. She is very disconcerting, no?”

“She’s very disconcerting, yes.”

The woman stood and looked over the contents of the table. She reached for a jar and presented it to Claire, who gingerly took it and turned it over in her hands, examining the colorless jar with a dark green lid. The contents were white. There was no label or writing on the jar.

Claire unscrewed the lid to look at the thick cream within. She cautiously sniffed the contents, which turned out to have no odor at all. She just touched a fingertip to the cream and rubbed it between her fingers, then rubbed it in a little circle on the top of her wrist. It was almost gel-like and not at all greasy. It made her fingers tickle slightly, a tiny vibration that slowly moved down her fingers to the palm of her hand. Her wrist tingled too, and the feeling moved part-way up her arm.

She turned to speak privately with Saida. Agha Rezai looked on dispassionately. “Uh, I don’t know what to do with this. Should I just buy it so we can get away from these women? Can you ask her how this is supposed to work?”

Saida turned to the woman and asked. The response was quick and rapidly delivered. “She says you are to rub the cream liberally onto your scalp and eyebrows and allow it to soak in before you go to bed. In the morning, your hair will be restored, or grown out – the word she uses could mean either.”

The woman spoke again. Saida translated. “I think she said you should eat a big dinner before you use it. But, I admit, that doesn’t make much sense. I get the feeling she’s genuinely trying to be helpful to you, Claire. The Berbers in this sultanate are a strange, mysterious lot. But they are not deceptive, dishonest or evil.”

The woman spoke again.

She assures you that the cream is safe. She says she’s known of you from others like her. I have no idea what that means. She knows you’re a guest of the Qaid, and what could happen to her if she deceived you. Plus she says she would never do that anyway. And again, she insists that you will need your hair to conceal you.”

“Need?”

“That’s the word she used; I have no doubt there. I think she believes that, too. I have no way of knowing if she’s truly seeing something to come, or if she’s a little – how to say this – a little not-right in the head.”

“Let’s see how much she wants for the jar. If it’s not too much, I’ll just buy it from her so we can get away. I don’t intend to … holy shit!” Claire had looked down at her wrist. Where she’d rubbed the cream, a patch of dark hairs had apparently grown, in the few moments they’d been talking. She’d previously used Jean-Pierre’s inhibitor on her arms and, indeed, everywhere below her neck. “Look at this!” Claire exclaimed to Saida.

Saida smiled knowingly. “It appears that the Berber woman is a true practitioner of sihr, what you would call the occult or witchcraft.”

“I don’t know about witchcraft, but her chemistry is pretty impressive. Ask her how much. Maybe I can get my hair back early. Maybe even without having to wait for it to grow out.” Claire was now more excited than nervous.

Claire paid the woman what she asked without bargaining. The cream wasn’t cheap, but Claire thought it worth every riyal - the sultanate used the Saudi money. They quickly departed.

At dinner, Ali’s table, always with ten times more food than could be eaten by the number of people there, was again full to overflowing. Claire ate until she couldn’t stand to look at another bite. She’d work it off playing squash with Saida or Elliot tomorrow.

Elliot was bemused as Claire carefully rubbed the cream over every inch of her scalp and the line where her thin eyebrows had been.

“But I like you bald,” he complained good-naturedly.

“This might not work at all. If it does, I’ll have my blonde hair while we’re here. After we leave, you can do anything you want to it. I’ll even let you use Jean-Pierre’s treatment on me if you want. But for now, I want to see if I can get long hair back – or any hair back, for that matter. I wonder if this might restore all my brows – even the ones you permanently removed by electrolysis?”

“I hope not, or I’ll have to do them all over again. I would’ve said this didn’t have a chance of working, but I vividly remember our Santorini gypsies …”

“Holy shit! That’s it! That crazy Berber woman said something about knowing of me from others like her. And remember – the gypsy in Santorini said something about her sisters who lived in a dry place told her my pussy rings would always be with me but they’d move – I still don’t know what the hell that meant, but I’ll bet the gypsy was referring to these Berbers! Oh wow, that is so weird!”

“Well, I think your mind is making connections where there aren’t any.” He was obviously skeptical. “I just hope you aren’t poisoning yourself with that cream, you know.” Then he grinned, boyish hope and desire in his eyes. “Care for one more night of wild, crazy bald sex?”

Claire’s head had begun to tingle. The feeling slowly spread to her eyes, face, and down her neck. “Uh .. I’m tingling all over …”

“It must be my sparkling personality,” he interrupted. He reached for a nipple ring and began to fondle her.

“No, darling. I really am tingling all over my head and neck. Even my eyes itch. It’s very distracting. So is your playing with my nipple ring – ooh that feels so good. But I think I need to lie down until this soaks in and stops. Maybe we should wait until morning.”

“Sure, Love, I’m easy.”

Moments after her head touched the silk-covered, gold-trimmed pillow, she was fast asleep. With a sigh, Elliot closed his eyes and drifted off almost as quickly.

* * * * *

Claire woke to a tangled mass of hair everywhere. She sat up immediately, the effort pulling on the long locks caught under her. She reached up to touch her head, felt the full head of hair, and ran her fingers down tresses that reached to the small of her back.

“Holy shit!” She cried out, waking Elliot. Rubbing his eyes, he sat up and looked at her. Then he rubbed his eyes again as she pulled a handful of hair forward and held it in front of her face.

“WHAT THE HELL?! MY HAIR IS BLACK!”

“Yep, it certainly is! And there’s an enormous amount of it too!”

She jumped out of bed and ran to a full-length mirror. Curly waves of long, coarsely-thick, black hair surrounded her. Only her thin eyebrows were back, but they were as black as her hair.

Her hair was beautiful, healthy, glistening. But it was about as far from her natural – or what had been her natural – dark blonde as you could get. As she stared at herself, she realized that something else was wrong. It took a moment before she realized that her eyes were now a very dark brown – no longer the deep twilight blue she’d had her whole life. And to top it off, her skin was noticeably darker too – more the color of a good tan on an Arab woman than on a blonde.

She turned back to Elliot, just as he said, “Your skin looks darker. How did you get tanner when you were completely covered up yesterday?”

“My skin - and my eyes too! Look at my eyes! They’re dark brown! It’s like the cream somehow boosted the amount of pigmentation I have everywhere. Is this permanent?”

“I don’t know Claire! You saw those crazy Berbers, I didn’t. Let’s go find Saida and see if she has any ideas. Maybe the two of you can go back to the bazaar and find the Berbers.”

Saida, Ali, and the Agha Rezai were as surprised as they were. Claire was so hungry that she had to gobble up a huge breakfast before she could go try to find the Berbers. After breakfast, a quick trip to the bazaar showed that the Berber women were gone.

“Perhaps they’ll be back next week,” Saida offered hopefully. “Meantime, you do have lovely black hair, Claire.” She gave the distraught American a hug. “And your eyes, though different, go lovely with your darker, more mysterious look.”

Claire knew Saida was trying to be helpful, and loved her for it. She tried to chin-up and look on the bright side. “Oh well, I’ve had more different looks over the past six months than I ever expected to have in my whole life. I can always get my hair lightened if it doesn’t change back – and get blue contacts if my eyes stay like this.”

“Or just enjoy yourself as you are, perhaps?” Saida suggested. “I could help you adjust your makeup to your new coloration.”

Claire let out a big sigh of resignation. Perhaps her natural colors would return over time. She’d watch her roots carefully to see if her new hair growth was black or blonde. That would probably tell if she was going to stay this way. And if her eyes started to lighten …

“Ok, Saida. Let’s go play make-up. Maybe that’ll help me get used to this. At least until I see what’s going to happen over time.”

“Hmm … Looks like we’re not needed here,” Elliot observed. “I guess I’ll give you another chance to beat me at squash, Ali.” He thought Saida’s makeup distraction might help Claire get over the shock.

“You realize, my brother, that I let you win yesterday.”

“In your dreams, Ali. In your dreams.”

* * * * *

After the makeup session, Saida suggested that she teach Claire to belly-dance. “That will give you an excellent chance to show off the gorgeous stone in your navel, Claire. In fact, if I didn’t have what seems to be a piercing phobia, I’d ask you accompany me to arrange to have similar jewelry made. Unfortunately, when it comes to being stuck by a sharp needle, I’m a – how do you say it – I’m a turkey. I wish I had the courage to get mine done like yours. I just love the sexy look of your jewel.”

“I think you mean you’re chicken. I still love my bellybutton jewel too. It’s real, you know.”

“Ah, yes, I’m a chicken. Of course it’s real, neither Elliot nor Ali would ever buy anything else!”

They both giggled at the marvelous arrogance of their men.

“I’ve never belly-danced,” Claire admitted.

“Then, it’s time you learned.”

That evening Claire and Saida dressed for dinner in harem-like pantaloons, a silk scarf tied around their necks, several rings on fingers and toes, and a little pillbox hat tipped slightly to the left, their hair full and flowing. They were topless. Claire’s nipple rings were connected by a loose chain. Both wore makeup in rich, dark colors: tawny red on lips and nipples, eye shadow in deep browns and golds, smooth, rich, dark foundation with umber on their cheeks and eyes lined in blackest kohl - in Claire’s case, on top of her permanent eyeliner - in the ancient, Middle-Eastern style. Both looked ravishing; Ali and Elliot were overcome with the sight of them.

They had a delicious dinner of Kurdish lamb steaks - leg-of-lamb sliced in one-inch steaks and grilled with salt, pepper, and onion powder; seasoned giant mushrooms - grilled top-down so the vanes filled with succulent juices;  grilled tomatoes; Persian rice - cooked over a layer of browned, sliced potatoes; and a fresh cucumber and spices salad. The girls became the dessert as they belly-danced to Middle-Eastern music.

Claire had gotten very good at the dance, very quickly. Saida thought Claire was a natural at the sensuous gyrations. So did Elliot. Her Arabian Nights pantaloons, chained nipple rings, the jewel in her navel, and her flowing black hair created an erotic mix of incredible power. He was speechless as he watched Claire and Saida sway sensuously and roll their tummies to the strains of slow-then-fast- then-faster Arabic music.

Finger cymbals popping, Claire danced, her bottom vibrating at impossible speed, up against Ali in a tease that left Ali with eyes bulging as she spun over to Elliot. Her gyrations continued as she danced before him, her ornamented tummy rolling as her hips shook and her pussy was thrust out. She was a natural talent, and Saida let her take control of the dance. Elliot felt sweat form at his temples and forehead as Claire’s body moved boldly with such sexuality that he could barely contain himself. Saida moved in slow, sensuous counterpoint in front of Ali.

Ali was so aroused that he vowed to take possession of Saida, that night, for all time. He was determined that Saida would be his, always. The men led their women off to their suites just after the dance; it would have been agony to wait any longer.

On all fours, Claire knelt above Elliot. Her coarse, ebony hair gloriously surrounded her. The piercing look of her dark eyes seemed to peer into the very fabric of his being. He felt her nipple rings against him as she lay atop him to kiss him passionately. He could feel her juices drip, drip from her tumescent cunt. His already-full erection swelled further. Her arms were behind his head as she kissed him with her tongue, probing his mouth. She lifted up, kneeling astride him and lowering her pussy onto his profoundly engorged manhood. She felt his shaft slide up into her thoroughly wet sheath. Joined, she lay atop him again as her hips began their involuntary thrusts up and down along his rock-hard cock.

Her long, raven hair encased his head in a curtain of midnight, as her vagina encased his penis. She was utterly in control. He felt her pussy precess around his shaft. The sensation was insanely pleasurable. His hips bucked upward, seemingly of their own accord, forcing his steel-hard erection further into her. Claire cried out with her own arousal.

Her mouth consumed his as her body pressed against him. Elliot could feel everything that had been done to her: her clit ring pressing against the base of his penis, her long, thick, black hair, the rings through her nipples, the huge jewel in her navel, her labia rings surrounding his penis and pressing against his genitals, her earrings against his nose and cheeks. The astounding awareness of everything about her amazed him. His senses had never been so vibrant, so alive, so full of Claire.

Her vagina begin to squeeze him: tight-loose, tight-loose, in pulses of vivid pleasure. Her entire body shuddered with the vibrations of her own arousal. Then there was one more squeeze as her sheath gripped him tightly and held him in its grip as they both came. He exploded into her and her movement up and down on him became frantic as her orgasms rolled over her in wave after wave.

Finally spent, she collapsed onto him, limp from exertion and after-sex.

* * * * *

It was a few days later. Claire was getting used to her long, brunette hair and dark eyes, though she wasn’t particularly fond of either. Having been short-haired or bald for months, all that hair suddenly appearing on her was uncomfortable, unkempt and bothersome. The individual hairs seemed thicker, coarser and much wavier/curlier than her blonde hair had been. That added to her perception of being covered with a hot mass of tresses. She’d apparently gotten used to having hair off her shoulders and now, suddenly, it was constantly tickling her there, on her back, on her neck and on her face.

She’d talked about cutting it, but the others had all encouraged her to tough it out – just to be different for a while. She’d decided to go along for a week or two to see how it went. But she was still going to look for the Berber women when they, hopefully, returned to the bazaar next week. She wanted her blue eyes and blonde hair back and, probably, her lighter complexion too.

Meanwhile, she and Saida were becoming fast friends. They were about the same age and were interested in similar things, in spite of the fact that they’d grown up in vastly different cultures. 

They talked, played backgammon and squash, belly danced and even cooked some gourmet meals for the four of them – much to the chagrin of the palace’s kitchen staff. They all had gone out to several of the night spots that were available to western or westernized couples on the oasis. Claire and Saida planned a day-trip to Dubai for shopping. They’d go on Ali’s private jet, with the faithful Aga Rezai as their chaperone.

Hearing this gave Ali an idea.

"My friend," Ali said to Elliot, "why don't we go hunting in the mountains for a week or so and let Claire and Saida spend some quiet time here in the palace. They can go to Dubai while we’re away. As it happens, I’ve got a newly trained falcon I’m anxious to try.”

"Thanks for the offer, Ali, but I don't think Claire would feel comfortable here with just Saida and the staff and neither of us. Besides, I rather like the idea of lounging around here for a while, if you don’t mind.”

"Oh bull," Claire replied. She knew he wanted to go with his friend and refused to be in the way. Besides, did he think she’d become so dependent on him that she needed to be with him twenty-four hours a day?

"Darling, go with Ali and have some male-bonding fun. Saida and I will be fine until you return. I’ll see if I can come up with some other surprises for you.”

“I don’t know if my heart could handle any more surprises, Claire,” he laughed.

"Well?" Ali asked, understanding in his voice. Claire had just scored points with him. He was becoming convinced that the American woman knew how to treat the real man he knew his friend to be.

Elliot looked at Claire, searching for the sincerity in her demeanor. Apparently, he found it. “Okay Ali, my friend. Let’s put our things together tomorrow and head out the next day.

The day after they left, Claire and Saida spent several hours on Ali’s satellite-based Internet connection, planning their two-day trip to Dubai. They’d decided to spend one night at the supposedly seven-star, Burj Al Arab Hotel. Claire almost choked when she saw the price. “We’ll split it,” she told Saida.

“Nonsense. Ali would never allow it. This is pocket change to Ali – to your consort too. We’ll buy each of them a little trinket.”

“And maybe sexual favors too,“ Claire added with a conspiratorial grin. Saida smiled in agreement.

Alas, it was not to be.

Claire was roused in the middle of the night from a deep slumber atop the soft, silk pillows with gold brocade trim, on which she slept naked in the suite she shared with Elliot. It was Saida, who asked her to come quickly into the media room, as there was disturbing news in the sultanate. Apparently, Agha Rezai had just awakened her.

A veiled woman commentator was speaking in Arabic. Saida translated for Claire as quickly as she could, stumbling every once in a while as she struggled to keep up. Fortunately, the commentator was speaking slowly, apparently carefully annunciating each Arabic word.

"Last evening, the Most High One (the Sultan) decided to take a few days rest away from the affairs of state, which have pressed upon him during his recent time among his subjects as he toured our land. Shortly after he left the sultanate, armed members of the conservative faction entered the grounds surrounding the Sultan’s palace and seized it. Other armed members of this reactionary group have seized properties throughout the sultanate, in an opportunistic attempt to force the government’s hand in setting a clear, conservative direction for the future of the state.”

“Are they saying there’s a coup?” Claire, in shock, asked Saida.

“There’s at least an attempt to put pressure on the Sultan to bend to the will of the conservatives.”

“What do we do? We don’t need to leave the country, do we?”

“I don’t know, Claire. Agha Rezai is trying to contact Ali by satellite phone even as we speak.”

A man appeared on the screen. His face, a precursor of an older Ali, was immediately familiar from his picture. It was Ali’s uncle, the Emir.

Saida watched him silently for a few minutes. Finally she turned to Claire.

“Ali’s uncle is basically calling for calm and restraint. He’s currently in Kuwait and is leaving to come back here. He makes points important to both sides. At least, I think that’s true, based on what I know of the politics here.”

“Should we get on the jet and get out of here?” Claire asked.

“Unfortunately, the jet made a trip to Jeddah for some upgrades and was scheduled to come back here tomorrow. That way, it was to be ready to take us to Dubai after we tried to find the Berbers and make you blonde again. Under the circumstances, I doubt that there’s any chance it will return on time.”

Before Claire could ask anything else, Agha Rezai came in with the satellite phone. He handed it to Saida, who quickly put it on speaker.

Ali and Elliot had already ridden on horseback well into the northern forests. It would take them some time to return, assuming they could arrange early transportation and get through any roadblocks the rebels had set up. Ali suggested that he personally call his uncle’s palace to see if Saida and Claire would be safer there, even though his uncle was currently in Kuwait. He’d call right back.

He did. Saida put him back on speaker.

Ali related what had happened when he’d called the Emir’s palace. As soon as he’d gotten through, Ali had found that the Emir’s staff had basically locked-down the place. They expected that either the religious-conservative or liberal factions, or both, might try to search the edifice, looking for what they would consider unidentified foreign subversives, in spite of their mutual respect for the Emir. As a result, the Palace Agha had decided to admit no one, until the Emir himself returned.

Ali had been at a loss as to what to do, yet he was convinced that the palace of the Emir – who was regarded at least somewhat favorably by both sides – was the safest place for Saida and Claire, until he and Elliot could get back from the hunting trip. Then, still on the phone with the Palace Agha, he’d remembered something his uncle had mentioned in passing several weeks ago.

“What about the two new concubines the Emir is adding to his harem?” Ali had asked. “As it happens, I have them at my oasis domicile, where their parents were told to send them. I promised my dear uncle that I would arrange transportation to get them to his palace a few days from now. I’m concerned about their safety at my home, since they are both from outside the sultanate. In addition, my oasis is surrounded by members of both factions.”

That was, of course, a complete fabrication (except that the oasis was in the midst of conservatives and liberals and both Saida and Claire were foreign). Ali would straighten all that out with his uncle when he saw him, after everyone was safe. 

The Palace Agha had known of the new additions to the harem, but hadn’t realized, of course, that Ali was responsible for getting them there, since that was Ali’s bold-faced lie. The Agha hemmed and hawed about what to do – Ali could picture him rubbing his hands together in indecision. Finally, Ali just told him he’d send them immediately with the Agha Rezai, and to expect them later that afternoon.

 “WHAT?!” Claire had exclaimed. Ali responded, apologetic in the extreme.

“I’m sorry, dear Claire. When I understood the situation, I had to think quickly. The palace staff can be a bit skittish when it comes to political threats. That was the best I could come up with on the spear of the moment.”

“You mean spur,” Saida had said.

“Okay, whatever. Anyway, they’ll be expecting two harem initiates in the next half-day or so. They will hold Claire and Saida in apartments outside the harem for three days, since I told them I wanted to personally inspect the women before releasing them to my uncle’s eunuchs. That should give Elliot and me enough time to get there, retrieve the two of you, and be on our way out of the sultanate to somewhere safe. Is the Honored Agha still there?”

“Yes, Master Ali.” Rezai had said.

“Rezai, my friend, please do what you can to disguise Saida and Claire and arrange their safe passage to the Emir’s palace. Go yourself if you can. Then you may return to the oasis when you deem it safe. Please care for my estates until I can return.”

“When will you join us?” Saida asked.

“With good fortune, in a day. If not, than as soon as we can, even if we encounter difficulties. We have three days to make the journey, if we need it. The Palace Agha will not wait beyond three days. He made the point that he’s not running a hotel for harem initiates. But the worst that could happen, once you’re at the Palace, is that we’re delayed and you enter the harem. In that case, we’ll simply tell uncle what’s happened and they’ll release you.”

“Be careful, Ali,” Saida pleaded, obviously more concerned about Ali.

“Tell Elliot to be careful and not to take any chances,” Claire added.

“He’s heard you, Claire. I am embarrassed and sorry this has happened.”

“Not your fault, Ali,” she said. IT’S ALL YOUR FAULT, she thought.

“I’ll be there quickly. I love you, Darling,” she heard Elliot say. Then the line went dead.

Holy Mother of God! She was being sent to a harem!

 






  

Chapter 11: Harem

 

 

It was a strenuous, four-hour trip on deteriorating roads at the best of times. They were stopped in their limo – a converted Hummer - about half-way to the Emir’s palace, by a platoon of loyalist troops. The driver and the Agha Rezai easily proved their identification when asked. Agha Rezai explained that the two women, completely covered in black, were foreign maidens in Ali’s care whom Rezai was taking to the Emir’s harem. They had no papers as yet, and those would be restricted anyway, since they would, of course, rarely, if ever, leave the harem once there.

Agha Rezai suggested that the platoon leader simply call the Emir’s palace, and ask for the Palace Agha. Once they managed to get through on a poorly-working land line, the Palace Agha confirmed Rezai’s story. The loyalist lieutenant was still hesitant. He asked a woman official who was with him to take a look at and evaluate the alleged harem initiates. 

Claire and Saida were taken to a small shed near the checkpoint. They were told to remove their burkhas. They stood there, eyes downcast, looking exactly like two submissive, embarrassed, Arab women. The woman official mumbled something about them being innocent enough, and told them to don their burkhas and follow her back outside. Claire didn’t understand, but followed Saida’s lead and again covered herself in the traditional garment. Once they were back with the Agha Rezai, the woman said something to the platoon leader, and followed her message with a dismissive gesture.

They were allowed to move on.

Pressing to get to the palace before dark, they ate their meal in the Hummer as the driver maneuvered along the sandy, rutted, barely two-lane road. At dusk they approached the gated, walled city, the color of desert sand, which was the base from which the Emir ruled. A quick call to the palace and another brief inspection of Claire and Saida by yet another woman got them through the city portal. At the palace, they drove through a high, iron-barred gate, across a very dusty courtyard, and into the building itself. They were met by the Grand Eunuch and his nephew, the eunuch Aziz. Aziz was to take charge of the initiates and see to their preparation for and introduction to the seraglio.

Claire had hoped that, once there, the ruse could be exposed and she and Saida could be given rooms in the palace until Elliot and Ali managed to join and thereby rescue them. On the way, Agha Rezai made it clear that he was adamantly opposed to this idea. Rezai was still concerned about inspection of the palace by unfriendly forces, and what could happen to Claire and Saida in the hands of either faction. In addition, he feared exposure by gossip among the palace staff. Virtually no information escaped from the closely-guarded seraglio. So they were to remain safely ensconced in the vestibule of the harem, awaiting Elliot and Ali. It should only be for a few days at most. 

Rezai had decided that Claire would be introduced as C’amila, a common Bosnian Muslim name. The Emir’s staff would be told she was Bosnian, a country with a language no one at the palace was likely to speak. They’d be informed that C’amila spoke enough English to be able to use that language, which was understood by some within the palace and, of course, by Saida.

They’d been delivered to the Palace! Claire, still completely shrouded in black, turned for one more glimpse of the Agha Rezai as they were ushered by the eunuch Aziz along a corridor, and through locked doors, which Aziz carefully relocked behind them.

At Ali’s request, they would spend the next three days as palace guests, while they waited for Ali and Elliot to rescue them sometime in the next one-to-three days. After three days, they’d begin their actual induction into the harem, if their men hadn’t arrived.

Knowing they weren’t from within the sultanate, Aziz asked them both if they spoke Arabic. Saida indicated that she did and then told him that C’amila, from Bosnia, did not. She told Aziz that the only language they shared was English. Then she translated what she’d said to Claire.

“Then you will translate for her until she learns Arabic,” Aziz told Saida. “Now, remove your burkha and all your clothes and place them in a pile over there. You will no longer have need for them. When appropriate, we’ll provide normal harem dress for both of you.”

The two girls were now standing naked and nervous before Aziz. The first thing he said was, “I was lead to believe that the two of you were going to be of a fuller figure. We have a harem rich with skinny girls. The intention was to add some flesh to the Emir’s diversity. It appears that we have some work to do.”

Saida translated for Claire, who replied with “He thinks we’re too skinny? What the hell does that mean?”

Saida shushed her for the moment, as Aziz approached each of them in turn.

He examined them carefully, running his fingers through their hair, and his hands all over their arms, backs, bottoms, breasts and legs. He was somewhat astonished at Claire’s piercings and tattoos.

“These are very well done,” he noted as he looked at her clitoris and labia rings. “As are these,” indicating her nipple rings and the jewel attached within her navel.

“The intention was to make the two of you a matched set for the Emir’s pleasure. Since we cannot remove most of her jewelry without leaving marks upon her, and because most of them provide an erotic experience that His Highness will certainly enjoy, we’ll have to match her modifications on you,” he said to Saida. She almost fainted at those words, her piercing phobia vivid in her thoughts.

He spoke to Saida again. She continued to translate for Claire, whose face betrayed her concern for her friend, a very anxious, upset Saida. “Your coloration is very similar, though C’amila’s hair is black and yours is dark brown. We will change your color to match hers, and fix both of your hairstyles to match.

“But it grows late. I will take you to a guest apartment, where you may eat supper and spend the next few days relaxing. You will begin your initiation in three days. You should be ready to enter regular harem life a few days after that.”

Dinner was plentiful, flavorful, and, Claire suspected, high in calories. It looked like they were already determined to fatten them up. She’d have to watch it or she’d gain ten pounds in the few days she’d be here. They did serve delicious food, she had to admit. They both slept restlessly in separate, but adjoining rooms.

Claire’s knowledge of harems was restricted to what she’d read in novels of slavery imposed on hapless women by evil sultans in Turkey and the Middle East. Saida convinced her that the stories were just that – stories. Although his concubines were subject to the Emir’s will and desires, those centered around fashion and their personal appearance – not discipline and the whip. Punishments were used in training, including the whip and cane, but they were judiciously applied for reinforcement and never capricious. That was at least true in this Emirate. Somewhat reassured, Claire still felt that any control over a woman’s appearance should be by mutual consent, not dictated by a man. Even Elliot had only changed her when he knew it was what she wanted or she’d clearly asked him or given him carte blanche agreement. She had a feeling that no one here was going to bother with asking her or Saida.

Of course, the Emir wasn’t here at all. They’d only be staying for a few days at most, until Elliot and Ali could get to them.

Aziz appeared in their suite, unannounced and without knocking, early in the morning. He asked them to make their toilet and bathe. He would return shortly, at which time they’d be examined by the harem physician and measured by the harem jeweler, who would create the custom ornaments for both of them. Claire could see Saida pale at this last remark. Following the examinations, Aziz would take them to breakfast.

He came back accompanied by a very dark-skinned eunuch, Mbutu, whom he introduced as the jeweler to the seraglio. In a moment, he was joined by the eunuch Majid, the harem doctor and surgeon. Majid weighed them both and took detailed measurements of their head, face and ears, and of their limbs, breasts, waist, hips, hands, feet and genitals. Then, with Claire reclining on the examination table, Mbutu spent fifteen minutes measuring Claire’s jewelry, making copious notes as he did so. He took close-up pictures of her earrings, nipple rings, bellybutton quad-piercing ornament, and clit and labia rings. Claire, by now used to people inspecting her piercings, found herself embarrassed at Mbutu’s clinical examination of her rings.

Saida, fearing what was to come if the men didn’t retrieve them in time, broke out in a cold sweat and her heart beat furiously as she was measured. Just the idea of duplicating Claire’s piercings on her, unlikely as it was to even happen, scared her to death. Though she appreciated that the effect was beautiful on Claire, she didn’t want them to do that to her at all. Even if the jewelry could magically appear in her body without pain, she feared having metal within her tender flesh like some people fear heights or spiders or enclosed spaces.

Saida was told to lie down and Mbutu began to examine and measure her ears, nipples, navel, clit and inner lips for jewelry, which he would create over the next few days.

Mbutu and Majid left them as they walked to breakfast with Aziz.

They sat in a quiet room on padded benches at a table lavishly laden with sweet, starchy, fatty, rich food of every sort. Aziz was especially proud of one dish which he uncovered for Claire with a flair that would have done a waiter proud. Claire had no idea what the curious, rolled meat pies were, though it was evident Aziz thought she’d immediately recognize the dish. Not knowing what to do, she feigned delight as she glanced at Saida for help.

“Oh C’amila! Look! They’ve prepared Bosnian burek, especially for you!”

Claire got it at that point and showed her fake appreciation to Aziz as she took a couple of the charred-looking, savory-smelling, roll-shaped pies. They actually were quite good. She said so. Aziz appeared happy and satisfied.

Whew, that was close, she was thinking as Aziz encouraged them both to eat everything in sight. Yep, they were trying to fatten them up; Claire was sure of it at that point. She had to admit, though, that she was famished – probably from the long day before and the difficult travel to the Emir’s palace.

As they ate their fill, Aziz told them what was to happen next. Saida translated for Claire.

“Once a contract had been secured with your families, the Grand Eunuch worked out a plan to create a unique position for you within His Highness’s harem. That plan was approved by the Emir, who was unusually enthusiastic about the Grand Eunuch’s ideas. We’ve already begun the process of adapting you both to the plan. In three days we’ll continue the work that will allow you to join the harem.”

* * * * *

Unbeknownst to Claire and Saida, the three eunuchs met the following day to discuss the women’s imminent introduction to the seraglio. Majid needed to discuss the upcoming procedures with Aziz and Mbutu. He was doing this at the request of the Grand Eunuch, who was otherwise occupied with plans for protecting the harem, should the need arise.

“I consulted the Grand Eunuch about the exact procedures for these new concubines, considering the results of the measurements I took the other day. Aziz, I know you prefer less invasive treatment of the women assigned to you. However, in this case, because they are to be a matched pair, the Grand Eunuch has instructed that I perform one complex piercing and two surgical procedures on Saida, and one on C’amila.

“As you can see, C’amila is more well-endowed than Saida. If you look carefully under her arms, you can see very slight scars from where implants were inserted to augment her breasts. It was very-well done by a skilled surgeon. I’ve been instructed to augment Saida such that she exactly matches C’amila.”

“I suppose I have no objections,” Aziz noted. “To achieve a match, we would have to either reduce C’amila or augment Saida. His Highness likes a substantial bosom, so augmenting Saida seems preferable. Recognize that they will enlarge some on their own, as they gain weight.”

“I would take that into consideration, Aziz, save for the reality that C’amila is already enhanced. So, what will be will be. At least they will start from the same point. Luckily, their nipples and areolae are nearly the same size. C’amila’s areolae are slightly larger, but Saida’s will stretch enough from the implants to make them virtually the same. Saida’s nipples will become permanently erect, as C’amila’s are, once they’re pierced.”

Next, Majid pointed out how C’amila’s clitoris was perfectly positioned for the piercing it held. Using photos he’d taken during their examination, he showed Aziz and Mbutu the difference with Saida. “This makes piercing this girl somewhat problematic. I will have to pierce somewhat deeper to position the ring correctly. In doing that, I risk damaging the nerve that serves her clitoris. She could lose some or all sensation in her tiny bud.”

“I see,” said Aziz. “Although her possible loss of sensation at first seems a small price to pay for a lifetime of luxury in the care of the Emir’s harem, it would make the responses of the two women different, and that would defeat the purpose of a matched set.”

“There could be an easy solution, should that happen,” Majid offered. “If she loses any or all sensation, we could modify C’amila such that she also lost the same amount of sensation, keeping them matched.”

“That sounds like medieval barbarism to me. I don’t see how my conscience would allow that.” Aziz stated adamantly. 

“But, for example, all eunuchs, like we are, are modified,” offered Mbutu.

“But we were done as children and don’t even really appreciate what we’ve missed. These are grown women, no longer virgins, who, we presume, have had experience with the sexual arousal that we would seriously change to their detriment. Perhaps we should just remove C’amila’s clitoral ring and leave Saida unpierced there. C’amila’s piercing would be barely noticeable, if it were noticeable at all.” Aziz was known to be conservative and protective of the women in his charge.

“Have you done many of these, Majid?” Mbutu asked.

“A few. They’re rare because so few women are built to accommodate them. C’amila is one of those rare ones who are completely suited for a clitoral piercing. Saida is right on the borderline. You should know that your uncle, the Grand Eunuch, has instructed me to proceed. I tell you this now in case you want to appeal to him.”

“Yes. And if this were Egypt a hundred years ago, we’d just have everything removed down there from both of them and be done with it,” said Aziz, mockingly. “Fortunately for them, we’re supposed to be civilized now. I could not agree to have them surgically modified in any way that might result in seriously damaging their pleasure - in their genitals or anywhere else.”

“You’re being tiresome, Aziz,” Majid complained, exasperated. Mbutu nodded his head in agreement. “She’s only a woman after all. No, I don’t think she’ll lose sensation. Most likely, she’ll become aroused far more and far more easily. But there’s a small chance that the piercing will affect her negatively, and a very small chance that she’ll lose all sensation there forever. That’s why I mentioned it.”

“And what are the actual chances of anything undesirable happening?” Mbutu asked, looking for a compromise way out.

Majid considered his question. “I believe that, if one of you can keep Saida’s beauty bud aroused and erect when the time to pierce it comes, I can avoid going too deep, thus making the chances of damage slight.”

“How slight?” Aziz asked. He wanted the girl undamaged, but didn’t relish challenging his uncle, the Grand Eunuch, over this trifle.

“Less than one in ten. Of loosing all feeling, less than one in one hundred. If we can keep it aroused.” He added as a caveat.

Aziz sighed loudly and then nodded. “Alright, we shall do it,” he agreed, reluctantly and somewhat angrily. “Anything else?”

“Just one more common procedure.” Majid reminded him. “Both women have well-formed labia minora, the inner beauty lips as we call them. As is customary, the Grand Eunuch has demanded that their inner beauty lips be trimmed away, so the outer lips will close together like those of a child, as His Highness prefers for all his concubines. This is actually a procedure that is becoming somewhat common and accepted in western countries,” he added, attempting to head off any other objections from Aziz. “In addition, Saida’s outer beauty lips are more prominent than C’amila’s. I’ve been instructed to trim them to match C’amila’s. For the sake of completeness, I should tell you that C’amila’s inner beauty lips appear to be unusually sensitive to arousal. She’ll lose that when they’re removed.”

“If their inner beauty lips are removed, C’amila will also lose the five beautiful rings that pierce each of them. I thought we might preserve those.” Aziz noted. He otherwise didn’t care much about what was done to the inner beauty lips, or to Saida’s outer lips. Of course, the inner lips, in particular, were sexually sensitive, but nothing like the beauty bud. If C’amila lost some erotic sensation, she’d at least still have her very-sensitive beauty bud. All of the other harem girls had been deprived of their inner beauty lips when they entered the seraglio.

“The Grand Eunuch and I believe that having a cleaner, smoother appearance as is traditional in the harem, outweighs the erotic nature of C’amila’s inner lip rings. However, we propose to move them to her outer beauty lips, and duplicate them on Saida, once she’s also trimmed.”

“That would provide a fine base for lacing them up, as a prelude to their being taken by His Highness. It would make them somewhat virgin-like again.” Mbutu offered.

“Exactly!” Majid agreed. He wanted to end this exasperating conversation and also avoid displeasing the Grand Eunuch. He looked at Aziz Hopefully.

“That seems a very sensible solution to me,” Aziz agreed, to the obvious relief of the other two. “Mbutu, can you reuse C’amila’s existing rings on her outer beauty lips?”

“Alas, no, Aziz. They were closed with an internal locking mechanism and can only be removed by cutting them and, thus, ruining them. I will retrieve them from the excised lips and save the gold, but I will make new, identical rings for both C’amila and Saida.”

“Then, I believe we’re agreed. I suggest you get to it, Mbutu. We will bring them into the harem itself for induction in two days.”

That day passed, then the next without any sign of or word from Ali and Elliot. Claire and Saida spent the time leisurely talking and almost constantly eating. Claire told Saida she thought they were being given appetite stimulants, because she’d never been so hungry. Saida suspected Claire might be right.

Meanwhile, many miles away on the far side of the sultanate, Elliot and Ali had run into considerable difficulty on their way out of the forests and onto the road that would take them to the Emir’s palace. There was fighting all around. It was clear that the journey that way was impossible. They backtracked to a road that lead down to another that would take them first to Ali’s home on the oasis, then up to the Emir’s palace. They never made it to the crossroad. 

A battle had taken place some miles beyond their current location. Vanquished fighters were streaming past them, hotly pursued by the victors. The two friends barely made it out of the situation without injury or capture. In the end, they had no choice but to flee in the opposite direction from the Emir’s palace and Ali’s oasis, and seek shelter across the border in Saudi Arabia.

At the border, Ali convinced the immigration guards to call a Saudi business partner of his, who sent a car to whisk them from the border region to a safe house several hundred miles away.

As they drove away from the sultanate through Saudi Arabia, Ali got on the satellite phone to the Agha Rezai.

“My dear Agha, we were unable to make the journey and had to escape to Saudi. Are you still at my uncle’s palace?”

“I am, Qaid. We are almost out of time here. I’ve already asked the Palace Agha for some additional days before the women are taken into the harem. He has refused.”

“Then at least get word to Saida and Claire that we’re delayed, but safe. We’ll get back as soon as we’re able and retrieve them. It looks like that may be several weeks at the best right now. The situation between us and you is very unsettled. There appear to be skirmishes throughout the sultanate. In your opinion, are our ladies safe there?”

“They are doubtless safe. The Emir’s position between the two factions seems to be well-entrenched. The contesting groups will leave the palace mostly undisturbed, once they’ve conducted visits to determine that no undesirable is in hiding here.”

“They would probably consider our foreign ladies undesirables at this juncture.”

“I agree, Qaid. But no one will enter the harem. Once inside, they will be safe there. Even if someone should manage to visit the harem, Saida and Claire should, within the harem, be indistinguishable from the other concubines, especially since Claire’s hair and complexion are more Arabic now. That will also serve to conceal her true background.”

“Then that’s as good as we can do, and it will at least be adequate for their safety. I doubt they’ll be happy about the situation, but we seem to be out of options at the moment. Let the girls know what’s happening. Then you may hand them over to the harem masters and return to the oasis, if it’s safe enough to do so.”

“I will do that immediately, Qaid. I have only an hour or so before they enter.”

“Then goodbye for now, dear trusted Agha.”

When Ali had shut off the satellite phone, Elliot asked him, “Are you sure they’ll be safe in the seraglio?”

“It’s probably the safest place in the sultanate right now, and definitely safer than trying to get them out under the current circumstances.”

Still concerned, he asked Ali, “What will happen to them in the harem?”

“Honestly? I really don’t know. I’ve never visited uncle’s harem, nor seen what’s done with the girls there.”

“You’ve never been in the harem at all?”

“No. My uncle wouldn’t let me. I think he feels I need to mature socially and in my sexual discipline before he’ll expose me to the secrets of the seraglio. He believes I’m something of a playboy.”

“You are a playboy.”

“Hmm … then it would appear that he’s correct.”

* * * * *

It was just after breakfast in the palace. Agha Rezai managed to talk briefly with a distraught Claire and Saida, before the Grand Eunuch came to lead them into the seraglio’s initiation and processing suite. The Agha watched as the huge bronze doors clanked loudly shut, enclosing his charges in the safety of the palace’s inner sanctum.

The Grand Eunuch paused to lock the solid doors behind them. They’d entered the harem! Claire’s legs felt weak and Saida appeared about to faint.

The eunuch Aziz was waiting for them at the end of the corridor. The hall was ornately decorated with off-white, gold-trimmed, plaster frieze work in complex, curving patterns. The floor was yellow and white marble tiles, arranged in a simple checkerboard pattern. Soft light filtered into the hall, but Claire couldn’t detect its source. The overall effect of the decor was to plunge a person back into an earlier period of Arabic culture and artistry.

Aziz bowed to the Grand Eunuch, who nodded at Aziz and left them. They continued on to another apartment. Aziz told them to remove their pantaloons and halter tops and kneel on the floor, sitting back on their heels with their knees spread wide apart, and their hands, with fingers intertwined, behind their necks. This caused their breasts to be thrust forward, thus well-exposing both their breasts and intimacies.

“This is the harem’s equivalent to ‘first position’ in ballet,” he said with good humor. “We call it ‘tulip.’ If you should not know what position to assume, this one will always suffice. It is also the one you will use most often. In it, you are like the open petals of a flower for the Emir or his select, close friends. There is another, similar, position, where your hands are positioned on your thighs, palms up. This is called ‘repose.’

“Your life, henceforth, is intertwined only with the life of the seraglio. You may put all other cares behind you. You exist to serve the Emir. In return, you will live a confined, but highly-pampered life of luxury and, for the most part, physical pleasure – if you allow yourselves to embrace the harem’s norms. But it is still a couple of days before that will commence.

“This will be a somewhat strenuous day for both of you, and especially for you, Saida. Since you two are designated to be a matched set within the harem, you’ll be made to look as much alike as possible, and, over time, be taught how to work together to please the Emir, whenever he calls upon you. You will also be exotics. In your case, that was to center around the two of you being more rounded, plumper, and full of figure than the other residents of the seraglio, who are all quite thin. We had been told you were both fuller of figure than you are, so we have some work to do there.”

Oh God, they are going to fatten us up like a couple of prize farm animals, Claire thought sullenly. I just hope we can get out of here before that happens.

“Saida, because of our discovery and, for the most part, approval of C’amila’s exotic piercings and lovely tattoos, they will also become part of your erotic attributes. So, Saida, over the next day or two, you will be matched to C’amila in that regard.”

What does for the most part approval mean? Claire questioned in her thoughts.

Saida, having heard that message several days ago and acutely shocked by the surgeon’s and jeweler’s examination of Claire and her at that time, still hoped being pierced and tattooed like Claire could be put off until they were rescued, when the requirement would become moot. “I understand what you will do with us,” she added meekly, “but I hope that you will wait a few days while I adjust to all the other changes here.”

“Alas, no. That is not possible. Your adjustment to being here has been the idle time of the past three days. The Grand Eunuch has instructed me to move his plan along quickly, beginning now. Don’t worry; this is not the Middle Ages. You will be treated kindly and feel very little discomfort.” Aziz thought she feared the pain, and was trying to reassure her.

Saida gulped, and said nothing further. Still, her mind worked furiously, trying to come up with an idea that would delay what now appeared to be the inevitable.

A beautiful woman, heavily made-up in the ancient Egyptian style, wearing pantaloons cut away in the front to expose her intimacies and only an open bolero as a sort of very short, sleeveless jacket, entered with a tray of Turkish coffee in three tiny cups: porcelain ones for Claire and Saida, and a silver one for Aziz. Small cookies accompanied the coffee. More calories, Claire thought as she, nonetheless, reached for a couple. So did Saida. Their appetites were unrelenting.

Both girls noticed the lovely flower apparently tattooed onto the harem girl’s lower abdomen. There was something else strange about her, but Claire couldn’t quite figure out what it was.

In a few minutes, despite the coffee, both women began to feel drowsy. “I feel very tired already,” Saida said, her eyes drooping. “I think I need to rest for a while. Perhaps the Grand Eunuch won’t mind if we put off the day’s activities until tomorrow or the next day.”

Aziz chuckled. “No, Saida. You feel tired because of the elixir we added to your coffee to help you relax. This is a mercy, you see, to enable you get through your ordeal comfortably.”

Both women felt a ringing in their ears and a persistent – though not entirely unpleasant - tingling all over. Two assistants arrived with wheelchairs and helped Claire and Saida into them. They were almost unconscious as they were taken to a sterile-looking, white room, equipped like an operating theater, but with two beds. There was nothing Middle-Eastern traditional about the room. It could have been the treatment room in a clinic anywhere in the modern world. The assistants helped the incapacitated, currently uncaring ladies onto the beds and partially raised the head of the bed so they were half reclining, half sitting.

Mbutu arrived with a tray on which were two sterile containers holding Saida’s breast implants. They were already filled to make Saida’s breasts the same size as Claire’s, once they’d been implanted. Via injection, Majid could make them larger, or remove gel to make them smaller, so that Saida and Claire would remain matched as they continued to put on weight, until they developed the plump bodies the Grand Eunuch desired for the Emir’s pleasure.

Majid was a skilled surgeon. After an injection that put her deeply to sleep, he completed Saida’s breast augmentation in less than two hours. He could already see that the results would be excellent and, after healing, Saida would very closely match C’amila.

Majid decided to let Saida rest quietly for a while, and he moved over to Claire.

Claire was barely awake, still tingling. She couldn’t hear clearly above the ringing in her ears. Time seemed to stand still and rush ahead simultaneously. Already, she had no idea how long she’d been lying there. When she opened her eyes she saw the distorted vision of a familiar-looking Arabic man, dressed identically to Aziz, bending over her.

“C’amila, do you remember me? I am the eunuch physician Majid.” She heard the man speak high-pitched, highly-accented English above the ringing. Who was C’amila? Oh yes, she was C’amila now. And she remembered Majid from somewhere far away in her mind. “I am first going to give you a lovely nose ring, to match all the other concubines in His Highness’s harem. It will be charming for you, of course.”

“Thank you,” Claire mumbled. She was so deep into la-la land that she would have thanked him for cutting off her arm. Very distantly, she felt a cold Q-tip enter first one, then the other nostril. After a few moments, or an hour, she couldn’t tell which, nor did she care, she thought she saw, then felt, something like a pair of pliers being inserted into her nose, with a jaw in each nostril. She felt a pressure on her septum, then a very slight, almost unnoticeable pressure and sting, as the punch forced a hole through it. She saw, and thought she felt, Majid fumbling around with her nose. He was swabbing it with another liquid to stop the slight bleeding. Then Claire felt something slide through her still-numb septum as a 5/8 inch, 12-gauge, gold ring was inserted in her nose and snapped permanently shut.

With bleary eyes, Claire looked into a hand mirror that Majid was holding up. She was now able to see what he’d done to her. She saw the pretty gold ring in her exquisite nose. How nice, her muddled mind thought at that moment.

She heard Majid say something like, “hellwa.” The Arabic sound for something beautiful or lovely, which she did recognize. “Now you wear the ring of the seraglio. You were beautiful before it; now you are more so.”

Majid returned to the still-sleeping Saida and repeated the procedure. She now also wore the harem’s signature ring in her pretty nose. She was so far under the influence of the narcotic sedative that Saida wasn’t aware of anything that had been done to her.

Majid returned to Claire. He rolled a cart containing a tattooing gun and various capsules of dye up next to him, as he sat on a padded stool close to her bed. Claire felt another prick on her arm; she was injected with enough anesthetic to convey her even farther from reality than she had been. As yet, she wasn’t quite asleep.

Aziz, acting as Majid’s assistant, fastened a strap over her chest, another over her stomach, just above her navel, and fastened her ankles to padded cuffs at the end of the bed. Her legs were strapped down above and below her knees. She lay there, almost comatose, uncaring.

Majid dipped a transfer tattoo in alcohol and carefully positioned the two-inch tattoo an inch and a half below Claire’s navel. In half a minute, he removed it, leaving the outline of a zainab, a desert flower, on her abdomen. The flower was a hymenocallis, a spider lily, a recognized symbol of the Arab culture.

The buzzing of the tattoo gun sounded in the small operating room, as Majid etched the symbol of the Emir’s harem onto Claire. He first outlined it in deep green and then filled in the white of the flower along with shading to make it appear almost three-dimensional. He was done in just over an hour – still an indeterminate time to Claire, who drifted somewhere south of consciousness and just north of oblivion.

He tattooed the Arabic word for concubine: 
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in dark green script,
onto the top side of Claire’s right wrist. The word could easily be read by anyone holding up her hand, facing her. The color used was unique to this Emir’s seraglio. The dark green Arabic script tattoo would henceforth identify her as a member of the Emir’s harem, insuring her return to the palace, should she ever attempt to leave on her own, or be spirited away by kidnappers – a risk not unheard-of in the sultanate.

After a quick lunch and a brief rest, Majid and Aziz moved over to Saida again. Still another injection kept her asleep while he tattooed an identical desert lily in the same position on her. Then he tattooed the same Arabic script on her wrist. He duplicated Claire’s sea horse on the left side of Saida’s back, in the same spot where Claire’s was. Next, he tattooed the intertwined initials, which the eunuchs thought were just an abstract design, on Saida’s right breast. Finally, he added permanent eyeliner to match Claire’s.

By then, it was late in the afternoon. Majid decided to stop for the day and continue in the morning. After he applied a rapid-healing balm to their noses and tattoos and Saida’s implant incisions, Claire and Saida were taken back to their individual bedrooms in the induction apartment.

Claire and Saida awoke early the next morning. Claire reached up to rub her face, to bring herself awake. She felt the pain in her septum and her fingers detected the small, delicate ring. She jumped up to look in the full-length mirror next to her bed.

“Oh!” She exclaimed. To her, the little ring stood out as though it were ten times its actual size. She immediately hated it. It made her look and feel like a slave. Then she looked down and saw the desert lily tattooed below her navel. As she gingerly touched it with her fingers, she saw the Arabic script on her wrist. They’d permanently marked her and never even bothered to ask! She screamed and burst into tears, as she heard Saida shout even louder from the other bedroom.

Saida continued to cry out. Claire, tremendously distressed at what had been done to her, knew she needed to get to Saida. Putting aside her own anguish for the moment, she rushed into the other room, where Saida stared, horrified, at her reflection in the mirror. The terribly distraught woman was holding her hands just above her chest, unable or afraid to touch the well-wrapped, but obviously enlarged orbs beneath. She was screaming in unintelligible Arabic.

Before Claire could say anything to comfort Saida, Aziz burst into the apartment.

“YOU BASTARD!” Claire exclaimed. What gives you the right to do this to us?!” Seeing that Aziz didn’t understand, she waved her hand over her nose and belly tattoo, held up her wrist, and then pointed to Saida’s bound breasts.

Saida was sobbing and mumbling something in Arabic to Aziz between sobs. Aziz was answering her when Majid entered, just before Claire was about to grab Aziz and kick him in the balls she suddenly realized he didn’t have.

“WHY?” Claire yelled at Majid. She knew he spoke enough English to answer her.

Majid seemed shocked that the two women would be upset at all. “You merely wear the septum ring, the desert lily, and the harem wrist marker that all concubines in the Emir’s harem have. Surely you must realize that. And we added your seahorse and breast design, which is covered by her bandages, to Saida, so that she would match you, as intended. Her breasts have been enlarged to match yours.”

Claire rushed at Majid who grabbed her in his big arms, holding her tight with only one, as she pounded his bare chest with her fists. His other hand reached behind him and pulled a syringe from his belt. Claire felt a sting in the back of her upper arm as he sedated her. She slumped quickly and he laid her gently on the floor before injecting Saida, who was being restrained by Aziz.

“I was hoping they’d eat something before we began today,” Aziz lamented. They will have gone too long without eating otherwise.”

“We’ll take them into the surgery and I’ll intubate them with a nasogastric tube so we can give them some nourishment while we continue their preparations. I didn’t expect this outburst. Tomorrow, when they awaken, we’ll be sure to have them restrained, until they calm down and begin to adjust to the little changes that have been imposed on them.”

They called Mbutu, who helped them move the unconscious Claire and Saida into the operating room where they’d been worked on the day before. Majid prepped them with the feeding tube and a slow IV drip to keep them both hydrated and asleep.

“I will commence with the excision of their inner beauty lips and clitoral hoods first,” Majid told the other two. “Then I’ll trim Saida’s outer lips to match C’amila’s and then pierce Saida’s beauty bud. Mbutu can finish with the other piercings on both concubines. Let’s begin with C’amila.”

They strapped the comatose Claire down to the bed and elevated her feet and legs in gynecological stirrups, fastening them in place. Her genitals were well-exposed for the surgeon to begin his modification of the young woman’s intimacies.

Though she was deeply unconscious, he injected the area around Claire’s labia minora with a local anesthetic, lest she even dream of the pain she would feel if awake. He clamped her petite outer lips back, out of the way, as the other two looked on with interest. Aziz had seen this before, Mbutu hadn’t.

Using a scalpel and surgical scissors, he skillfully and, completely cut away Claire’s sensitive, arousing inner lips, her labia minora, carefully cauterizing as he went along. He continued up to and around the top of her clitoris, removing her clitoral hood as part of the procedure. When he was done, no trace of her inner lips remained to mar the area between her outer lips and around her clit, save the faint ring where they’d been attached. That would fade as she healed. The result would be as though her inner lips and hood had never existed.

Her outer lips would now close together completely, like those of a small child, presenting a pleasingly closed cunt, devoid of protruding inner lips. The view of her clitoris would be barely obscured by her small outer lips when they closed; her clit ring would be visible where the lips met at their upper edge. The not-insignificant contribution of her inner lips to her sexual pleasure would be gone, but her clit would be more exposed to stimulation.

After applying a dab of the healing balm, and a pad to keep the incision from attaching to itself, he inserted a tube in her to drain urine while she healed and unclamped her outer labia. The balm was of a similar composition to the ointment Claire and Elliot had obtained from the gypsies. It would heal the wounds in just a few days.

Majid moved on to numb the anesthetized Saida. He completely trimmed away her inner beauty lips and hood. Then he reduced her outer labia to proportions intended to match Claire’s. Pulling back Claire’s bandages, he compared Saida’s results to Claire. Noticing a difference still, he further trimmed back Saida’s still-more-protruding outer beauty lips to match and stitched them, where he’d made incisions, with the skill of a plastic surgeon.

At Majid’s request, with gloved hands, Mbutu began to carefully massage Saida’s beauty bud. It did grow noticeably larger as it engorged. “I can puncture this safely, if you can keep it well-stimulated while I pierce its base,” he told Mbutu.

“And you still believe she won’t lose sensation?” Aziz asked.

“I think that’s even less likely, now that I can see how much it enlarges when stimulated. After it’s pierced, it will remain enlarged, compared to what it was before.”

In a moment, her swollen, sensitive clitoris was pierced and a ring locked through it. Majid catheterized her, applied balm, and taped the dressings in place. He was exhausted but satisfied. The Grand Eunuch and, later, the Emir himself, would be well-pleased with him. He left the women in Mbutu’s care, and left to rest after a grueling two days. 

Before starting with the major work on Saida, Mbutu locked two small, gold rings in the upper two holes in both of Claire’s earlobes. He then fastened dangling gold earrings, ending in tiny desert lilies, in the bottom holes.

Mbutu quickly pierced Saida’s ears twice more on each side and inserted gold rings and dangling lilies identical to Claire’s. Temporarily removing the bandages over her breasts, he efficiently punctured the nipples of the sleeping Saida at the very base with a dermal punch. He permanently locked the rings he’d created to exactly match Claire’s through them. He placed thick gauze pads with the center cut out over her ringed nipples and refastened the bandages holding her enlarged breasts.

Mbutu moved on to Saida’s navel and fitted her with the complex piercing required to hold the bellybutton jewel and the lower ring with the short, jeweled chain in place to match Claire’s. This took a while to insure that it was perfect. In this case, the stone was a zircon – it had never occurred to Mbutu to check Claire’s for authenticity. He couldn’t fathom that someone would spend the amount of money necessary to obtain a real diamond of that size for a bellybutton, let alone for a girl to be given over to slavery in the harem.

Very carefully, Mbutu pierced Saida’s reduced outer beauty lips, actually, her only beauty lips he thought, five times on each side, and inserted ten locking rings into the piercings. Later, when they healed, she could be tied shut with a chain beginning at her clit ring, crisscrossing through the rings in her beauty lips and locked at the end of her pudenda.

He stepped over to Claire and duplicated the piercing on her small outer labia, her only remaining genital lips. He inserted ten rings identical to Saida’s, and identical to those Claire had originally worn upon arrival at the palace in her now missing inner lips. He then placed a large gauze pad over each girl’s altered intimacies and around the catheters, and taped it in place.

Finally, a sweating Mbutu stepped back and announced to Aziz, “They are done!”

Aziz was satisfied. He and Mbutu put diapers on both women and moved them back to the induction apartment, along with their feeding tubes. They strapped Claire and Saida immobile into their beds. Since they hadn’t responded well to the first group of changes to them, they’d be kept there, asleep, for several more days until rapid, balm-induced healing was complete. During that time, Aziz would continue to feed them through the tubes, and clean them when necessary.






  

Chapter 12: Let Me Out

 

 

It was morning, four days later. Majid had determined that, except for some remaining inflammation of Saida’s enlarged breasts, both women had been completely healed by the special balm. He unwrapped Saida’s breasts, exposing her now-ample orbs and new nipple rings. He removed the bandages, catheters and feeding tubes from both women, leaving them strapped down naked in the beds, covered only with a white sheet, while they were slowly brought back to consciousness.

Claire felt that her head was stuffed with cotton as she struggled to awaken. She recognized the room as the surgery where she’d been taken while groggy from the spiked coffee. She remembered awakening the next day, finding her nose had been ringed and her belly and wrists tattooed. What was she doing back here? What else had they done to her? As her vision cleared and she looked around she saw the two Arab eunuchs, Aziz and Majid, standing between her bed and Saida’s. They’d returned her and Saida to the surgery, apparently to do additional things to them, but what?

She tried to sit up from the partly reclining position and found she was restrained by straps on her limbs and across her chest, below her breasts. She couldn’t see her body since she was covered with a sheet.

“What the hell is going on here?!” She tried to shout. The sound came out as a croak from her dry throat and parched lips. Aziz put a straw in her mouth and she drank greedily.

For the first time, she noticed that Saida was also awake and drinking from a straw held by Majid. “What did you do to us?!” She finally managed to say in a loud but not screaming voice. Her throat was sore.

“We completed the preparations necessary for you to enter the seraglio.” Majid stated matter-of-factly, after translating for Aziz. “You are now nearly-matched concubines of His Highness, and can henceforth be identified as such.”

“Unfasten me. I want to look at myself.” Claire felt more-or-less normal everywhere, but something was odd between her legs.

Anger flared in Majid’s eyes, then in Aziz’s as he translated. He quickly regained control and the emotion rapidly receded. “We will overlook your insolence this one time, since you are new here and your training has yet to commence. However,” his voice became very stern, “you are NEVER to use that tone of voice with a member of the harem staff again, and you will ALWAYS address us as ‘Sir.’ If you fail to do that again, I am authorized to punish you as per the harem code. At the very least, I’ll render you unable to speak for some weeks.”

Claire was flabbergasted. Obviously, she’d crossed over into another kind of life, at least until they could be rescued, and had crossed a line of expected submissive behavior with this eunuch.

It didn’t take much brain power to quickly realize that she was helpless and powerless here. The best she could do was to get through this with minimal damage until Elliot and Ali rescued them. She lowered her eyes and apologized. “I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t mean to be disrespectful. I was shocked and not thinking clearly. If you would be so kind as to tell us, I would like to know what you did to us, Sir, please.”

Majid translated for Aziz. Claire saw both eunuchs relax visibly as they seemed to accept her words at face value. They removed the sheets covering each woman.

Claire looked down from her mostly prone position. She breathed a sigh of relief as nothing she could see appeared to have changed. She heard a loud, anguished moan from Saida as her friend burst into tears.

“You’ve pierced me!” She sobbed through her tears. She was shaking with anguish. Her body was pierced and the idea of it was horribly frightening to her. The phobia of fear of needles penetrating her flesh kicked in and she couldn’t control her reaction. She could see the rings through her nipples and the jewel and ring fastened into her navel. She couldn’t reach up to touch her ears, but she could feel the rings and the dangling lower earrings when she shook her head from side-to-side in denial. “You’ve made me resent my own body with these awful rings and studs in it!”

“They’re not ‘awful,’ they’re lovely,” a bemused Aziz told her in Arabic. “And they perfectly match C’amila’s.”

“I … I can’t stand the idea of being pierced like this! I have this irrational fear of metal penetrating my flesh! And my breasts are huge, deformed! Why did you do this to me?”

“Your breasts are large, but not at all deformed,” Aziz answered levelly. “And as for your fear of piercing – well, you are pierced and pierced you will stay. Your body has already healed around the jewelry. So you best get used to it. Besides …” Before he could speak again, Majid interjected in English.

“I don’t understand the surprise either of you are exhibiting right now. I’ll admit that you wouldn’t have known the particulars of our harem’s traditions, but you certainly would know these kinds of modifications are done. If nothing else, your families would have told you that such things would happen once they signed the contracts for you to come here.”

Listening to what he said, both Claire and Saida realized they risked giving away the ruse, and exposing themselves for whom they really were. Claire was almost of a mind to charge ahead with the truth anyway, but then remembered the stern, cautious warning they’d received from the Agha Rezai.

Poor Saida. She really, really hadn’t wanted to be pierced. In talking privately with Claire, after they’d first heard they were to be matched, she expressed her phobia about having such adornments, even though she admired Claire’s. Well, she had them now. Then Claire thought of her clit and labia minora piercings. She assumed they’d done that to Saida too. But, lying there, her intimacies definitely felt different than they had. Something wasn’t right, and she needed to know at once what had happened. She’d heard awful things about women being cut in countries in Africa and the Middle East. In particular, their clits were removed. Oh God, they hadn’t done that to her, had they?!

“Please, Sir,” she said with a heavy voice, “something doesn’t feel right between my legs. Have you done anything to our intimacies?”

“Yes, of course, C’amila. As is customary, we’ve trimmed …”

Claire screamed and felt the walls close in on her and her vision contract as she almost fainted at his words. “YOU … YOU … YOU’VE CUT AWAY MY CLITORIS?!”

Majid looked shocked. “No, no, no C’amila. Your beauty bud and lovely ring are undisturbed! His Highness, the Emir, prefers his concubines able to receive pleasure from him, as well as give it.” Borrowing a phrase from Aziz, he noted that, “This isn’t the Middle Ages, after all.”

“Then what did you trim and why don’t I feel the same down there?”

“We will show you both and explain,” he laughed. Laughter was the farthest thing from Claire’s mind.

With Claire and Saida still fastened down, they spread their legs apart by moving the stirrups, and tilted the head of the bed up until the girls were sitting. Each eunuch held a mirror so they could see their intimacies.

At first, Claire couldn’t figure out what she was seeing. There was her clit ring, but it looked too exposed. And they’d obviously pierced her outer labia on each side. For some reason, she couldn’t see the rings in her inner labia. She realized her outer lips were closed together more than she thought possible until Majid spread them. Where she expected to see her inner labia, there was nothing! There was just a smooth area below, around and above her very exposed, ringed clitoris! When Majid released her outer beauty lips, they closed smoothly together.

Claire instantly felt the room swirl around her. She became violently sick to her stomach and turned her head to throw up. Distantly, she could hear Saida screaming at the top of her lungs.

Majid had grabbed a towel and caught most of her vomit. As she stopped heaving, she yelled out, “YOU’VE BUTCHERED US, YOU BASTARDS!”

“Nonsense,” said Majid as he slapped her. “This is the look of innocence, symmetry and beauty that the Emir prefers. All harem concubines look this way, though not all have the rings in their beauty buds or outer beauty lips. We did that to maintain your ringed look, because you no longer have inner lips to hold them.”

A stream of obscenities erupted from Claire. Saida was inconsolable and cried out in horror, unable to stop and not even trying to regain control. The eunuchs had had enough. Majid reached into a cupboard for a syringe and fitted a long needle onto it. Aziz fastened another strap over Claire’s forehead and then grasped her head on either side to prevent her from moving it at all. She felt the needle enter her neck and she screamed savagely. Suddenly, the scream cut off and no sound came from her at all. She continued to curse but emitted only a faint whimper.

Aziz and Majid moved over to Saida, who was now shouting “NO, NO, NO!” Over and over. A needle entered her neck and, in moments, her voice was also gone.

“I did not want to do that, but you forced my hand.” Majid told them angrily. “You two are acting unacceptably. You should be thankful that you’re about to lead lives of pleasure and relaxation that other women only dream of. But instead of praising Allah, you behave like spoiled children.

“I’ve rendered you both mute. I can reverse the effect at any time, but I will not let you speak again until you’ve proven that you’re worthy of the harem, and of our trust. You belong to the Emir. Your bodies have been changed to honor his wishes for you. They will continue to conform to his wishes, whatever those are - now and in the future. You exist to serve him. In return, you will lead easy, pampered lives. BE GRATEFUL FOR ALLAH’S MERCY!”

Majid injected each of them with a mild sedative to render them calm, while not putting them to sleep.

“Now, you will lie here, fastened down, until Aziz believes you can be trusted to move about on your own.” And with that, both eunuchs left the surgery. The girls continued to weep for a few more minutes, until the drug took effect. Then, in spite of their distress, they did feel better from the calming influence of the sedative.

Claire, immeasurably upset a few minutes earlier, was now composed enough to consider what had happened and what the eunuch had said. She was a survivor, of that she was certain. She’d survive this too. Elliot would come to rescue her at the earliest opportunity to safely do so. But she also had no idea when that would happen: tomorrow, or next month, or six months from now. Damn the stupid revolution! Why couldn’t these factions – all male, she was certain – just find a way to get along? And why did it have to happen when they were visiting this God-awful kingdom?

She feared that, with what had been done to her, sex with Elliot would never be the same. She thought about it. No, it definitely wouldn’t be the same. Her sex-maker wasn’t the same, and nothing would restore it to the way it had been all her life before. Her sensitive inner lips were irretrievably gone. That source of arousal was denied her and she felt a sharp pang of loss that she feared might always overshadow her sex life. Perhaps, mercifully, she’d forget what the arousal of her inner lips felt like, meant to her, as time passed. Right now, the feeling of loss was overpowering.

Thinking about it, she knew that sex with Elliot would still be good. Maybe just as good, only somewhat different, if she worked at it. Maybe better, as they grew even closer, even more in love, if the fates smiled kindly on her from this point on.

She’d settle for good. She was so in love with Elliot, that that, in itself, would be great.

She lamented the tattoos below her navel and on her wrist. They were very hard to accept. Unless she wanted scars where they were, she’d always wear them, and they’d remind her of what had happened to her during this insane time. She still didn’t even know what the writing on her wrist meant. She’d have to ask Saida when she could. I suppose it’s irrelevant now, she thought. I’m stuck with whatever it says. I hope Elliot can accept it – and everything else that they’ve done to me.

In her heart-of-hearts, she knew, with supreme confidence, that nothing would affect how Elliot felt about her. That knowledge gave her immense strength and the determination to get through this time.

She glanced over at Saida. Unable to speak, they tried to comfort each other with their expressions. Finally, Saida shrugged, indicating she’d come to something like the same place as Claire. Apparently the sedative had tempered her horror at having her body pierced as it was.

By the time the eunuchs returned, some hours after lunch, both women knew they’d try to conform to the role that had been thrust onto them as best they could, with the smallest amount of complaining they could manage.

“Have you had time to think about what transpired earlier?” Majid asked. Claire was beginning to realize that his English was far better than she’d thought at first.

Both women nodded.

“Are you now agreed that you will conduct yourselves in accordance with the customs governing His Highness’s concubines?”

They nodded again.

“I won’t restore your speech until your actions convince me. Unlike in the morally weak West, we require results in order to forgive.

“You will remain mute for now. Before I release you, Aziz has asked me to review the rules of the seraglio, since Saida has so displeased us that she can no longer translate for C’amila. This is the code you will live by. It is simple, easy, and elegant.

“For the most part, you’ll live a life of luxury and leisure within the harem. Your occupation is concubine, as is written on your wrists. Your job is to please and devise novel ways to please the Emir – in your case, as a matched pair.

“Because of your strange and uncontrolled outbursts, you’ve already been subjected to uncommon seraglio punishment. There is a need for discipline within the harem, though punishment separate from training reinforcement is rare. However, as you’ve seen, the eunuchs have the Emir’s authority to punish, if infractions occur. The Grand Eunuch has sole discretion on severe punishments. You have no recourse to appeal to the Emir. His Highness, of course, can punish you for any reason whatsoever. However, our glorious Emir is not capricious. I’ve never known him to punish a concubine for no clear reason.

“There are two types of crimes within the harem. We refer to them as capital crimes and affronts. Capital crimes are serious and unambiguously enumerated. Everything else is an affront – more specifically, an affront to the Emir, whether or not the Emir is involved.

“Punishments generally follow the eye-for-an-eye maxim, and adhere to conservative Arabic, sharia or Islamic religious traditions.

“The six capital crimes are:

“Permanently harming the Emir or any member of the Emir’s household, with the exception of concubines. The punishment is death.


 “Permanently damaging, or, through one’s own actions, encouraging the damage of another concubine. The punishment is to receive the same damage twofold. For example, if you damage the eye of a rival concubine, both of your eyes are damaged in return.


“Adultery, that is, sex with a man other than the Emir, unless sanctioned by a eunuch for training, the Emir, or one of the Emir’s guests. The punishment is neutering, the removal of everything that makes you a woman. Vaginal sex and any arousal are then impossible.


“Lesbianism, unless sanctioned. The punishment is removal of your love bud, that is, your clitoris, and cauterization of your G spot. Sexual pleasure is then no longer possible for you.


“Masturbation. You are here to pleasure the Emir. Any pleasure you derive is only with the permission of a eunuch overseer or the Emir. For the first offense, your love bud and G spot are rendered numb for six months. For the second offense, your love bud is removed and your G spot cauterized. Masturbation is then no longer possible for you.


“Leaving the seraglio without permission. As punishment, you are hamstrung. That is, the tendons behind your knees are cut, rendering you permanently unable to walk.


“All other offenses are affronts. To punish affronts, we make liberal use of the drug incapacidide. In general, incapacidide renders the area where it’s used dysfunctional, until an antidote is applied. For example, insolently talking back to a eunuch may be punished by having your vocal chords injected with incapacidide, rendering you unable to speak. That is what has happened to both of you. I did warn you first, which I’m not required to do.

“In general, affronts are punished by rendering the involved part – the voice or hands, for example – unusable for some period of time. In addition, beatings with a leather lash or a cane are used when deemed necessary – most commonly when a concubine responds too slowly to training. A misbehaving or slow-to-learn concubine may also be punished by chaining her in various positions of discomfort.”

Claire was, again, horrified. This was barbaric! She wasn’t even allowed to control her own body! And what would happen if the Emir decided to take her, or her and Saida, before they were finally rescued? Would she allow herself to be, essentially, raped by some Arab prince, old enough to be her father? If she didn’t, what would they do to her? Cut her further and ruin her completely?

Angrily, she thought again of survival. She decided she could and would endeavor to live within these rules until they were rescued. She had little choice. Oh! When would Elliot and Ali finally arrive to rescue them?!

After warning them not to become agitated again, the two eunuchs released their bonds. Claire and Saida were allowed to go into a bathroom together to relieve themselves, shower, and freshen up. Once inside, they hugged each other for comfort. They tried mouthing words of comfort to each other, but quickly gave up. It was just too difficult. Since there was nothing on which to write, they would have to wait to communicate.

Claire stood before a mirror and examined her neatly trimmed intimacies. She couldn’t believe they’d cut her in that way. Sure, partial or complete inner labia reduction was becoming more commonplace in the US, especially in California, but it was the choice of the individual, not something imposed on them by someone else.

She was surprised she wasn’t still shaking in horror. She realized it was probably the sedative they’d both been given, that was keeping her and Saida from going absolutely berserk. She needed to get a grip on herself before it wore off, or she’d get into even more trouble. Well, they’d seen to it that at least she couldn’t scream at them anymore.

The desert lily tattoo was quite charming. Under other circumstances, she would have loved how it looked. But it’d been imposed on her and so she hated it and the ring in her nose and the script on her wrist that apparently labeled her a concubine!

They both got into the large, tiled shower. Claire could see tears in Saida’s eyes. They hugged again and then helped each other wash their hair and backsides. Claire liked the feel of Saida’s hands washing her. Momentarily, she thought back to Vara, and wondered if the Greek woman had actually done something to her mind that made her respond to other women now, in ways she never had before. Well, if so, she’d better not do it here. They would ruin her if she were caught.

Just the movement in the shower aroused both women. With their sensitive, always-erect clits ringed and exposed, they were subjected to almost constant stimulation, if they moved at all.

Finally, a flushed Claire and Saida returned, naked, to the surgery, where Aziz and the Grand Eunuch, looking grim and displeased, waited for them. Majid was gone.

They followed the Grand Eunuch out of the operating theater and along a crisscross maze of narrow, stone corridors to a single, ancient-looking, engraved bronze door. The Grand Eunuch opened the door and they passed through into a small vestibule. The eunuch Aziz barked a command in Arabic, and Saida immediately knelt in ‘tulip’ position in a corner of the little room. Claire followed her lead and knelt next to her, hands behind her neck.

The Grand Eunuch spoke in broken English. “You about to enter the seraglio of His Highness, the Emir of the A’arabe.” Claire was to find, later, that “A’arabe” meant “scorpion” in Arabic.

“As you hear door close, you must close own door on former life. You always belong to Emir now.”

With that, he slammed the heavy, bronze door with a loud bang, essentially announcing the arrival of new concubines to the harem.

They stepped through unlocked, wooden double doors into a modest-sized room. The room was ornate and round with a very high ceiling. White, morning sunlight poured in through windows beneath Arabian arches around the top of the room. Claire's heart pounded as she realized she was now enclosed in the seraglio. For all practical purposes, the outside world no longer existed for her. Elliot seemed so far away now, certainly many hundreds of miles away from the palace. Everyone here assumed her to be only another initiate into the Emir’s private collection – a harem girl, a concubine, the Emir’s whore should he decide to take her.

A girl approached the Grand Eunuch and bowed deeply before him. She wore yellow pantaloons with a wide, gold belt resting very low on slender hips and dipping down in the front to just above her pussy. She wore an open bolero, exposing her breasts. Her nipples weren’t ringed, but were painted a deep red, matching her lips. She wore a delicate ring in her nose, Arabic script on her right wrist, and desert lily just above her belt on her belly, identical to those Claire and Saida had. Her pantaloons were open in the front, exposing her hairless intimacies, which appeared to lack inner labial lips, just as Claire and Saida did now. There was no evidence of any rings in her clit or outer labia, which were painted the same deep red color as her lips and nipples.

The Grand Eunuch introduced the girl, “This be the concubine Janan who will fix hair, makeup and harem dress for you. She already told what to do. Janan, this be C’amila and Saida. Both are mute, and will remain so for some time. Saida from Tunisia and speak Arabic and English. C’amila from Bosnia and speak only Bosnian and some English, so you speak English to them.”

“Yes Master.” Janan replied, bowing again. “And after we are finished here?”

“Aziz return and escort them to courtyard.”

“Very good, Master.” She turned toward Claire and Saida. “C’amila, Saida, you come with me now.” Still naked, they followed her.

Janan took them into a room instantly recognizable as a beauty salon, complete with chairs, sinks, manicure and pedicure facilities and everything else needed to groom the harem residents. Several girls were already there, performing or enjoying various procedures. Janan sat Saida in an ordinary salon chair and began to apply a thick cream dye to her hair all over, and to her thick eyebrows. When Saida’s hair was saturated, she moved to another chair while Claire took her place. Janan wet Claire’s coarse, curly hair, combed a thick portion of it forward, and swiftly cut heavy bangs about a quarter inch above her thin, black eyebrows. Then she trimmed Claire’s hair evenly all around, to several inches below shoulder length. She blew-dry the bangs, straightening them with a roll brush, and left the mass of curls everywhere else.

Janan carefully examined Claire’s eyebrows. “These will regrow thicker, or not?” She asked. Claire started to answer but, of course, was unable to speak. She shook her head, confusing Janan who laughed good-naturedly. “You must have really been screaming at the eunuchs for them to mute you already. Don’t worry, you’ll get along. This happens to many girls at first. In a few weeks, maybe a little longer, they will make you able to speak again.”

Claire decided that she liked the friendly, open Janan.

“C’amila, are your eyebrows permanently like this?”

Claire nodded her head.

“Then we must duplicate on Saida.”

After Saida’s hair was the same black as Claire’s, and cut identically, they removed most of her brows with electrolysis. In the end, her brows exactly matched the smooth, one-hair-thick curve of Claire’s. Looking at the two women, it was now, at first glance, difficult to tell them apart. They looked very much alike in their face and hair, their shape, and totally alike in their body proportions, modifications and ornamentations.

After their manicure and pedicure, Janan instructed them in identically applying their makeup. Except for their thin brows, they were made up in the style of an Eastern houri, with their lips, nipples, and beauty lips stained the same deep red. They were dressed in transparent, silk, aquamarine pantaloons, cut-away in front and held low on their hips with a wide, gold belt that dipped below their lily tattoos. The silk color matched the dominant color in their seahorse and interlocked-initials tattoos. They each wore a matching, open bolero.

Janan had the two women stand side-by-side in front of a large mirror in the salon. Oh my God, Claire thought. Even I can barely tell us apart!

Aziz returned to take them into a large atrium, well-lit by the desert sun streaming through windows in the upper walls high above them. The atrium was more of a conservatory, filled with plants and the sound of splashing water. As they walked through a group of trees they could see a large pool, fed by a semicircular waterfall. Several naked girls were laughing and splashing in the pool, while others lounged around it in cushioned recliners. The scene was idyllic, the women almost child-like in their innocent joy and playfulness.

Claire exclaimed, “This is beautiful!” But, of course, no words came out, just a couple little squeaks.

A girl standing by the pool noticed Aziz, bowed to him, and stood looking at all of them attentively. As the others saw them, they followed the first girl’s lead. In a few moments, all the girls were standing, quietly, looking at them, apparently awaiting a word from Aziz.

Aziz barked a command and all the girls moved to one area near the pool and knelt, sitting back in repose position, their hands resting on their thighs, palms up. Aziz approached the group, motioning Claire and Saida to follow.

“These are the new concubines who have joined the Emir’s harem. They are and will remain a matched set in all possible ways. This is C’amila. The only language she shares with some of you is English. She does not yet understand Arabic. This is Saida. She understands both Arabic and English.

“C’amila and Saida are mute and will remain so for some time. If you must question them, use yes-no questions. I expect all of you to take some responsibility for their training. In particular, Rafidah, you are to translate for C’amila, since Saida cannot. You will also begin to teach C’amila to understand Arabic as best you can while she cannot speak. Rafidah, come join us. The rest of you are dismissed. You may introduce yourselves to C’amila and Saida when we’re finished here.”

The girls returned to what they’d been doing, which, Claire saw, was largely nothing at all. A petite, dark Arab girl with a huge halo of very dark auburn, curly hair hanging loosely to her waist came up to them. She kissed each of them on both cheeks and bowed to Aziz, casting her eyes downward. That downward look of deference was to be one of the most difficult things for Claire to remember. She was completely used to the American custom of assertively looking someone straight in the eye.

She saw that Rafidah had the same nose ring, desert lily tattoo and Arabic script on her wrist as she did. It appeared that all the concubines did wear them, as she’d been told. In addition, no inner labia were evident on Rafidah, her denuded outer lips closed neatly, as Claire could see through the opening in the front of her pantaloons. She didn’t appear to have a ring through her exposed clit or any rings in her outer labia. Apparently, that wasn’t normally done to the concubines and had been done to Saida only because of the eunuchs’ desire to match her to Claire.

Aziz appeared anxious to be finally rid of them for a while. After instructing Rafidah, he turned to Claire and Saida. Rafidah translated as he spoke. “C’amila and Saida, Rafidah will instruct you, in English, on what you need to know about harem life. I will return tomorrow and begin your training in pleasing His Highness as a matched pair. From this moment forward, you must stop thinking of yourselves individually, but only as two identical concubines, forever linked for the pleasure of the Emir. Everything you do, and everything you learn, should be practiced exactly the same. If I can detect any difference in the way either of you respond to anything at all, I will create a punishment for you, one which you will surely detest.”

Rafidah, in good, understandable English, told Claire and Saida about life in the seraglio.

Over the next few hours, Rafidah had them practice the various submission positions used in the harem, how and when to bow before the eunuchs and the masters, the need to keep their eyes downcast, how to walk, when to smile, and on and on. Claire had rarely been so bored in her entire life. But Rafidah was insistent that they learn to do everything automatically. If they made a mistake, she would, after all, be punished along with them.

Being unable to speak made clarification of their instructions almost impossible. Claire hoped she got everything right, as there was no way to ask Rafidah, and no writing materials for them to use.

In the evening, the Grand Eunuch made his nightly visit to the courtyard. Claire knew she had to assume some position of submission, but failed to do so quickly enough for the Grand Eunuch. Or, perhaps, he simply wished to make an example of her. He instructed Aziz to bring her, along with Rafidah, to him.

Aziz clipped a chain to Claire’s nose ring and lead her to the Grand Eunuch, who sat his huge body on a tiny stool that Claire was certain would shatter under his bulk. The enormous black man was almost as tall sitting as Claire was standing. He took the chain from Aziz and rose up to his full height. He pulled the chain up with him such that Claire was forced to stand on her toes to lessen the painful tugging by the ring through her sensitive nose. She tried to cry out, but could emit no sound.

The Grand Eunuch spoke rapidly to Rafidah in Arabic. She translated for Claire.

“The Grand One wonders if you are disrespectful or just slow and stupid.” Claire, not knowing what to do, tried to shake her head, but the tension on her nose made even that gesture painful to her.

“He wants Aziz to teach you that there are consequences for poor manners or poor performance. They will chain you for two hours. I am sorry, C’amila. Perhaps I didn’t teach you well enough today. They will chain me and Saida with you.”

Aziz clipped a chain onto Rafidah’s nose ring and another onto Saida’s and led the three of them to a rack extending out from the wall in the courtyard, about seven feet above the ground. Their hands were manacled behind them. Aziz looped their chains through the rack, pulling on them until the three women were standing on their toes, their heels a couple inches from the ground, their noses held up by the chains. Any attempt to stand flat-footed would result in the rings being agonizingly pulled and perhaps ripped from their noses. He fastened the chains and left them there.

After a few minutes, the balls of Claire’s feet and her nose were on fire with pain. She dared not move for fear of the agony it caused her nose. She could barely see Saida and Rafidah, but could tell they were suffering in the same way.

The two hours seemed like an eternity. Claire could feel hatred of the Grand Eunuch, Aziz, and everything associated with the harem building in her. Her fury reached its peak near the end of the first hour. After that, it began to dissipate, as her tortured mind determined to never do anything here that would cause them to punish her like this again. She was even more miserable that she’d caused her friend, Saida, and poor Rafidah to be punished because of her. After almost two hours, Aziz returned. He spoke to Rafidah.

Rafidah translated, trying not to move while she spoke. “Eunuch Aziz wants to know if we have learned our lesson. I have assured him that I have.”

Through tear-filled eyes, Claire would have told him to go fuck himself – if that were even possible for a eunuch. Fortunately, she couldn’t speak the words, and so avoided further punishment. She painfully nodded her head, just enough for Aziz to recognize the gesture. So did Saida. He then released their chains.

Claire wanted to collapse to the floor and cry her eyes out, but Aziz, holding the chains, led them away to the large sleeping chamber. Claire lay on a double mat on the floor with Saida. Unlike the other harem girls in the dormitory, their hands remained cuffed and their nose rings chained to steel rings in the floor. In the morning, they were finally released.

* * * * *

Along with the other odalisques, Claire and Saida, accompanied by Rafidah, showered together, then took their turns fixing their hair and applying makeup as they’d been taught. Rafidah made sure that the two new houris looked as much alike as possible.

Breakfast was buffet-style. Claire and Saida were told exactly what they were to eat, based on instructions that Rafidah read to them when they stepped up to the buffet. The amount of food was, as always, considerable. Claire was sure she could already feel a slight weight gain from all the rich meals they’d been forced to consume. But she was so hungry, all the time.

After breakfast, Rafidah took them into a room containing a bed, which consisted of two mattresses stacked atop each other. Aziz was waiting for them, impatiently tapping a short cane against one hand. He spoke to Rafidah who translated.

“The eunuch Aziz wants to understand the current depth of your sexuality. You are to remove your clothes and lie next to each other on the bed. Through me, Aziz will instruct you on what to do, and he will observe your talents in pleasing each other. You are not permitted to climax during these evaluations. If you do, we will all be caned. If Aziz senses that you are not trying, we will also be caned. So you must use caution to fulfill his instructions. In addition, you must endeavor to do everything exactly alike. I will instruct you if you behave differently. If you do not correct your mistake, we will all be caned.

“I have rarely been punished in this way, but when it was done to me, it was very bad. Please try your best. Now, strip and lie down next to and facing each other.” Claire was surprised when Rafidah also removed her pantaloons and bolero, not realizing that the experienced slave was displaying herself for punishment, if Aziz decided to apply it.

“Place your arms around each other and kiss, slowly building your passion.”

Claire looked into Saida’s sad eyes as she put her arms around the Arab girl’s neck. Saida was clearly distressed and shook her head to indicate she didn’t want to do this. Her arms didn’t move to encircle Claire’s neck.

Immediately, the cane came down onto Saida’s bare bottom and she jumped and squeaked in acute pain. Almost immediately, Claire felt the same sting of the cane, then heard Rafidah yelp as Aziz struck her too.

Saida’s eyes filled with tears, partly from the stinging in her butt, and partly from her personal upbringing and experience that told her that femme-femme sex was wrong. Claire looked at Saida, tried a little smile, and mouthed the word “Please.” Claire understood Saida’s reluctance; she would probably have felt the same, had she not experienced play – come on, Claire, she thought, call it what it was, sex - with Vara. As it was, Claire had no interest being forced into this, but she wasn’t horrified either.

They heard Aziz clear his throat – the eunuch really didn’t want to punish, he only wanted them to learn to perform. But he was ready with the cane again.

“It is a must that you kiss as instructed,” a concerned Rafidah said. “Please do so immediately.”

Saida’s arms reached around Claire’s neck and they kissed, slowly at first. As instructed, Claire attempted to increase the evident passion of the kiss, and was meeting with some resistance from Saida when Rafidah commanded, “C’amila place your tongue into Saida’s mouth, then Saida, you do the same to C’amila. Continue until I tell you to stop.”

Saida opened her mouth to admit Claire’s tongue and their kiss became more passionate. Repeatedly, they were told to start and stop until Aziz was satisfied that they could repeat the kiss convincingly and identically. 

They were told to move their outer hands down to each other’s pussy and carefully fondle each other’s love bud. Claire felt herself become a bit wet immediately. Saida took somewhat longer, but then her clitoris, made permanently erect and hyper-sensitive with the presence of the ring just as Claire’s was, inevitably forced Saida’s body to respond with unavoidable passion. Her face flushed red in embarrassment. Claire understood that Saida had only now realized what the piercing of her clit had done to her, how closely it now kept her to the edge of arousal. Saida wriggled, trying to pull back from Claire’s toying fingers. WHACK! The cane came down on Saida’s bottom again, then on Claire’s, then on Rafidah’s.

Both women rolled away from each other, rubbing their stinging backsides.

Aziz shouted a command in Arabic. “Resume!” Rafidah announced urgently.

Enforced by the cane, they continued. Saida realized that she would either do as told, or everyone would be punished. It hurt! It was bad enough for her – and it was her own fault that her friend Claire and the innocent Rafidah were being punished.

The girls continued to kiss, and play with each other’s pussy. Claire realized that if there were much more of this she was going to cum. She had no way to tell Saida, so she lightened and slowed her playing with her partner, to try to get Saida to ease up on her. It didn’t work. Claire looked at Saida fearfully and shook her head. Saida finally realized, too late, what was happening as Claire climaxed.

The orgasm was as obvious to Aziz as a sign in Arabic reading “CUMMING!” would have been.

The cane came down in the midst of her pleasure and Claire’s orgasmic pulses ceased immediately. Then she heard the “WHACK!” on Saida and Rafidah.

All three women were told to lie on their backs on the bed and spread their legs, overlapping each other so that they were well-spread. Pulling a leather strap with several knotted tails from his belt, Aziz whipped their pussies, once each, eliciting a violent scream from Rafidah, and squeaks followed by writhing in pain from Claire and Saida. Claire feared that her clit ring had been torn from her. Fortunately, due only to the skill of Aziz, that didn’t happen.

They were ordered to resume again. Their forced sex play and practice continued all morning and through the afternoon. By evening, both girls were, in their minds, trying to accommodate what neither wanted. Fear of punishment and the need to survive in the seraglio dominated their thinking and provided all the necessary incentive to perform. Aziz observed that they were doing what they knew they must, but had yet to internalize their new roles at any fundamental level of their personalities. Thank Allah for the absence of the Grand Eunuch, he thought.

In that, Aziz was wrong. The Grand Eunuch had spent the entire day watching the new houris. He was at least as observant, and discerning, as Aziz.

The next day, Claire and Saida spent several hours repeating the previous day’s activities and training. In the afternoon, they were told to attend to each other in half 69 – each woman’s mouth pleasuring the other’s nipples and breasts, while lying in opposite directions, Saida on top.

Once again, Saida was unable to overcome her initial revulsion to femme-femme sex. Once again, they were punished, with the cane whipping hard against their breasts.

As their practice continued, mouths on nipples and flicking nipple rings, one hand now reaching up to each other’s pussies, both suddenly felt a rush of titillation and were unable to stop climaxing together. Aziz, though appreciating the coordination of their arousal, was infuriated. For a moment, he considered using the drug incapacidide on their love buds, but decided that they needed to learn the discipline of controlling their arousal using their own, apparently undisciplined minds. So he beat their intimacies again – three applications of the leather whip to each, including poor Rafidah.

Claire almost fainted from the pain. Saida did faint.

Another day of half-69 practice followed. They either didn’t get it right, or had to stop and relax back to a pre-arousal stage to avoid orgasm. Aziz was frustrated. He resisted taking his frustrations out on the three women, but was at a loss of how to proceed. He finally decided to skip the half-69, and try scissors instead.

The next day, Claire and Saida were told to warm-up with kissing and fondling each other’s breasts and intimacies. Then, through Rafidah, Aziz instructed them to meet in scissors: their heads faced in opposite directions; their legs spread and joined like two pairs of scissors opened and thrust together; their pussies pushed against each other. With their inner beauty lips trimmed away, Aziz thought the two could have sex in this way – a position that frequently excited the watching Emir – without reaching climax.

Unfortunately, the women still became quickly aroused by the rings through their clits pressing against each other’s intimacies. The position felt so good to Claire that, without thinking, she gripped Saida’s ankles and pulled her even tighter against her pussy, subconsciously seeking the fleshy arousal that her missing inner lips would have provided – as they had with Vara. The touching of their pussies, though devoid of the moist, sucking contact of inner lips, still thrust them together in erotic pleasure emanating from their clits, and propagated from the rings piercing their buds’ nerve centers. Suddenly, realizing that once again she’d gone too far, Claire pulled back, but it was too late. She came again. All earned a stiff, painful punishment from Aziz.

By the end of the week, Aziz was totally unsure of how to proceed with the two new odalisques. He recognized the exceptional sexual depth of both – especially C’amila – but couldn’t determine how to channel it into behavior worthy of the Emir’s attention. He decided to spend one leisure day contemplating a plan to proceed by, thankful that the Grand Eunuch hadn’t yet called him out for the frustrating lack of progress.

* * * * *

Two days later the Grand Eunuch called Aziz and Majid in to confer with him. “How is the initiation of the new matched girls going?” He asked them.

Aziz spoke first. “Thanks to the efforts of Majid and Mbutu, and of the salon concubines, we’ve had considerable success with matching them. They now look like close sisters, if not actual twins. Sometimes I can’t tell them apart at first glance.”

“That is good to hear, Aziz. You’ve done well in assembling and coordinating the team which has modified them. What about filling them out? They were very thin when they arrived here, just like all our other concubines. They’re to be exotics, with their bodies full and well-rounded. Have they resisted eating at all?”

“They have not, Grand One. The appetite stimulants Majid provides in their food or drink have apparently boosted their desire to eat and snack considerably. Had they eaten before like they are eating now, they would have been quite fat at this point in their lives.”

“We don’t want to overdo this, you realize,” The Grand Eunuch cautioned. “We can’t have ball-shaped concubines waddling around the harem.”

Everyone chuckled at the Grand Eunuch’s rare joke. Then Majid spoke up.

“Their appetites will decrease once we’ve stopped the stimulants, Grand One. We’ll watch their weight carefully, and wean them from the drugs as they get close to the weight we target for them.” There may be some residual effect; after all, their bodies will have reset, so to speak, at a higher weight. But that residual effect will keep them at the desired level of plumpness. We can control their caloric intake to hold them at whatever weight you and His Highness want, or vary it over time, for that matter.”

“How far along are you toward the goal we set?” The Grand Eunuch asked Aziz.

“They’ve each gained five pounds in the one week they’ve been here. When they arrived, they both weighed about 125. As you may recall, our target is for them to gain 45 to 50 pounds. So they will probably reach our goal between two and three months from now. That will make them plump and full-figured, without making their bellies protrude unduly. From time-to-time, while they’re in a deep, drug-induced sleep, Majid will inject their hands, arms, upper and lower legs, butt and breasts to stimulate those areas to pick up most of the extra fat. That way, their faces and tummies, though certainly filling out some, will remain pleasing to the eye. They will provide a soft, fleshy, delightful diversion for His Highness, the Emir.”

“Good. Now let me express my concern, since you’ve failed to mention it.”

Oh shit, Aziz thought. And this review with his boss had been going so well.

“These two girls don’t seem to fit in here like newly arrived women usually do. Most new houri are openly delighted to be in the Emir’s seraglio and care. Most of them do, after all, live a far better life day-to-day than they ever have before. Their duties are light and they develop to a point where they enjoy serving His Highness – in the bed and in attendance on Him.

“I have watched these two, er … Saida and C’amila … surreptitiously through the viewing grates on several days. They seem to go through the motions of learning their duties, responsibilities and techniques, but without personal conviction. It is as though they seek to avoid discipline, rather than desiring to embrace their submission to the customs and traditions of the seraglio. In some ways, they react like recent captives, not women who knew their destiny lay here.”

“You do agree, Grand One, that they make progress in their training? After all, we have focused on lesbian sexual theater, and both – Saida in particular – appear to have little or no experience.” Aziz couldn’t understand what his superior was trying to tell him.

“I agree that they learn and mimic what they’re taught. But they do so without soul, without feeling, without commitment. Worse yet, I can’t escape the nagging thought that they are teetering right on the edge of insubordination. That some small occurrence, what they might consider an infringement or slight, would set them off. If they were able to speak, I suspect we would find them mumbling in dissatisfaction. That would foment discord within the community of the seraglio. If they weren’t previously muted, we would probably have already had another occasion to impose it on them.”

“Grand One, of course, I want only to please you and the Emir, but I’m at a loss as to how to make a concubine happy if she simply chooses not to be.”

“My dear Aziz, I couldn’t care less whether or not they are happy. I care that they learn to submit to their position within the harem. I care that submission to the will of those over them becomes an integral part of their intrinsic personalities. I would have them broken to the saddle, so to speak.”

“And that’s why you brought us here to discuss them.” It was a statement by Majid, not a question.

“Yes, Majid. I want to know what options we have to move this along. What potions you may have in your repertoire, and what procedures we could couple to them in order to effect the change in these two that we seek.”

“I do have two potent hypnotic drugs that make the mind highly susceptible to suggestion. Used individually, either drug causes loss of personal willpower, and replaces it with the will of the authority figure. Used together, the combination erodes personal preferences entirely – indeed, even the desire to have personal preferences – if used long enough. The person becomes devoid of individual wants and needs. The problem is, of course, how to fill the ‘hollow’ person with the wants, needs and behaviors we seek in a harem girl.” 

Aziz felt the need to redeem himself, and thought fitfully for an idea. To his relief, one came to him.

“We have a well-proven regimen of disciplinary activities designed to instill submission in the most novice of girls, assuming that they’re receptive to being true harem slaves. Could we couple some weeks of repetitive training using those routines with Majid’s hypnotics, to make the habits of submission second-nature to them? I want them to have a need for and allegiance to their servitude and obedience deeply embedded in their conscious and subconscious minds.”

“Well spoken, Aziz. And, as usual, your technical expertise has not let me down, Majid.” Both men swelled with pride, and relaxed for the first time since the Grand Eunuch had expressed displeasure. “We will use both drugs to effect the deep-seated transformation we require. When can we start?”

“I can have the drugs in their food by tonight’s meal, Great One. We will include them in every meal thereafter. The women will stay in the suggestive state until we wean them off. Done properly the new, drug-reinforced matrix will become permanently embedded in their personalities. This should also further their ability and need to be identical in everything they do. But, of course, we don’t want to start until Aziz has his program of discipline ready.”

“I will be ready by tomorrow morning, so we may start the drugs tonight.” Aziz knew he’d be up all night planning the details of the 12-hour-per-day exercises. Oh well, when success was proven, he’d surely receive a healthy bonus in his wages – and score important points with the Grand Eunuch.

“It would simplify instruction if speech were restored to C’amila and Saida.” Aziz added, hopefully.

“Yes, but it sends the wrong message, one of leniency,” The Grand Eunuch noted. “After all, they were told they would be mute for some longer time.”

“Perhaps I can use some of my skills with incapacidide to help,” Majid offered. I believe I can reactivate their vocal chords in a way that will enable them to talk, but with some pain each time they do. Like a tearing in their throat and uncomfortable pressure in their head every time they try to speak.”

“That is acceptable,” The Grand Eunuch replied. Do it so that Aziz can begin on the morrow.”






  

Chapter 13: I’m Not That Girl

 

 

Claire and Saida both awoke the following morning with a strange feeling of confusion and detachment. As they completed their morning ablutions, Majid appeared and told them to follow him to the infirmary. Still in a befuddled daze, but fearfully, they went with him.

“I’m going to restore your ability to speak, since you will begin new, disciplined training today. Speaking will expedite the process. However, you’ve been punished with silence for your insubordination shortly after you arrived here. To continue your punishment, I will make speaking possible, but painful. You will remain that way until we decide that you’ve accepted seraglio life as you were expected to.

“If you are required to speak, you will do so, regardless of the pain. After all, you brought this on yourselves. Do you understand and accept?”

They both nodded. Of course I accept, Claire thought. Why wouldn’t I? That’s what I’ve just been told to do.

That thought didn’t seem odd to her at all.

They were ordered to eat everything on the table at their high-calorie breakfast. They did so without argument. Aziz couldn’t tell if it were because they were hungry from the appetite enhancers, or whether the new drugs were already starting to make them obedient. Based on their actions and facial expressions, they did seem more accepting. After eating, Aziz led them to a small studio where they joined two other young women and a dance instructor. They spent the morning learning the basics of the erotic dancing they were to perform whenever requested, for the Emir and possibly for guests at the palace. These lessons were to continue every morning for many weeks. Claire’s earlier, light-hearted belly-dancing lessons with Saida turned out to be very helpful at teaching her the basics of the moves she was required to make in the dances she would learn as a part of her concubine training.

Fortunately, they weren’t required to say much and had few questions. Their partially-restored voices were barely louder than a whisper. Whenever they did speak, their throats burned with a sharp pain which usually caused them to stop involuntarily, then start again in something like a stutter. That only served to make the pain worse.

The experience was more painful for Saida since she had to translate for Claire, requiring her to talk much more often. In addition, the more guttural sounds of Arabic further aggravated her burning throat.

During breakfast, dancing and throughout the day, Claire and Saida were required to do everything at exactly the same time in exactly the same way. They even had to eat the same-sized bites of the same food simultaneously. The intention was to make their individual actions and motions automatically as much alike as possible. They were to become a matched set in every conceivable way.

Lunch was another identically-choreographed, fattening feast.

In the afternoon, they practiced matching their walking, standing, gesturing, and facial expressions. Aziz told them that these monotonous exercises would continue, day after day, until the two women would automatically do every task, exhibit every facial expression, and make every gesture exactly alike.

Both Claire and Saida, in a mental fog with confused feelings of just wanting to go along with everything Aziz suggested, made surprising progress in the eunuch’s command to mimic each other. After dinner, they resumed their instruction in performing together as a team, for the eventual pleasure of the Emir and his guests.

They were naked, sometimes chained together, sometimes not, as they were taught how to pleasure each other in such a way that their every action was openly on display for the benefit of their future audience. They met in full or partial 69 on the floor, lying on their side, so that any observer could watch their tongues flick across each other’s exposed clit and clit rings, and probe between their unobstructed outer labia. They were taught to position themselves so that their intimacies were completely displayed; this was now possible because their love openings were no longer concealed by inner lips. Since Claire’s outer lips had always been relatively small and non-protruding, and Saida’s were now matched to hers, their inner-lipless cunts were almost openly exposed anyway.

Aziz carried a small switch which he would use, though sparingly, to enforce a particular way he wanted the women to act and react. His favorite targets were bottoms and thighs. By the time instruction ended, in spite of Aziz’s infrequent switching, both women had red, sore backsides.

The next day was almost identical to that one. They reviewed what they’d learned the previous day, and then progressed to the next lesson. The hypnotics had reached full effect by then, and both girls felt compelled to do exactly as they were told, having no personal desire or will to do anything else. In the absence of specific instructions, they sat there awaiting a command - any command - from Aziz or the trainer-of-the-moment, who was automatically the authority figure in their pliable minds.

When they practiced performing as lesbian partners they were usually told not to climax. In spite of the trainer’s order, and their own drug-induced need to obey, neither woman – but Claire in particular - was able to control her intense physical response all the time and occasionally climaxed multiple times as they tongued or fingered each other. Aziz, a relatively patient and not at all vindictive eunuch overseer, wouldn’t tolerate what he deemed carelessness and lack of obedience on their part. He had them stand on tiptoe and chained them to a grid suspended above by their nose rings. The tension in their noses and feet was acutely painful. Claire was deeply resentful that they’d turned her pretty nose into an instrument of pain and punishment by modifying it to suit them, with the horrible ring driven through her sensitive septum.

Impatiently unsatisfied and wanting them to never disobey again, Aziz would beat them each ten times with the switch, delaying the blows such that they fell at random times, leaving each girl to wonder when the next was coming. It was impossible for Claire or Saida to hold still when they were struck. As a result, their noses were in agony, along with their bottoms, thighs and breasts. At those times when they were punished, a frustrated Aziz would end the lesson with his terse command, “You are NEVER to climax again without permission!”

It happened often enough that Claire, still early in learning Arabic, understood those words and could hear them in her sleep. Eventually, the combination of punishment and the drugs induced a basic rewiring in the minds of both women. They became able to control their own arousal, stopping it at a point before orgasm. This would leave them frustrated and anxious. As instruction and indoctrination continued day-after-day, because of the intended damage that greatly weakened their own willpower, they were no longer mentally or physically able to climax at all without permission.

Most nights they held each other, seeking comfort from the only source available. The first few times they lay thus, the eunuch overseer was instructed to let them alone, but observe what happened. As the two girls touched each other, their own feelings of arousal built until they were actively (and identically) playing with each other: lips, tongue, and fingers probing and gliding across their most sensitive places.

When both were almost at the point of climax, they would each suddenly stop and roll onto their backs, looking up at the ceiling, shaking with fear of climax without permission. Their bodies gradually came down from their sexual highs, unfulfilled and defeated. They slept fitfully, back-to-back. The eunuch overseer always relayed the actions to a pleased Aziz in the morning.

Claire and Saida were regularly forced to practice lesbian sex as erotic theater, and were often overcome by the need they had for each other in the absence of the men in their lives. The part of the day they most looked forward to, and most dreaded, was the practice sex with each other. It was a chance for them to be intimate. To Claire and Saida, it stopped being theater and became a somewhat sanctioned way to display passionate feelings for each other, a chance to show that Claire cared deeply for Saida, and Saida felt the same about Claire. It was also truly frustrating since they were never allowed to climax as part of the exercises.

At night they held each other tightly, kissed, rubbed their naked bodies against each other and then turned away before either could reach the forbidden climax.

Saida thought that, surely, the harem was turning her into a bisexual female with Claire as her lesbian sex partner and the focus of her affection.

When Claire thought about it, which was difficult for her confused mind to do, she realized she was certainly in lust, if not in love, with Saida. Elliot was still most prominent in her consciousness, but Saida was there too, as a person of fervent interest. Saida satisfied a part of her that Elliot now couldn’t, and that Claire thought he might never be able to, even when they were reunited.

The next day, both were beaten by the Grand Eunuch. Neither could figure out, logically, why they were punished, even after discussing it with their painful, whispering voices that night. In their minds, they vowed to be more obedient, more accepting of the orders of the eunuchs, more focused on what they needed to learn, more humble and submissive, and more centered on their current situation, not on some future rescue that seemed more and more remote with each passing day.

Their minds had surrendered. The hypnotics played a role, as did the environment in which they were immersed. Both women found it less and less possible to think about a life outside the harem, and being something other than houris, subject always to the will of the as-yet-unseen Emir, and of his minions, the eunuchs.

* * * * *

Six weeks had passed since Claire and Saida had become established odalisques within the Emir’s seraglio. Besides their physical alterations, several other things had changed from when they first entered the harem, a time when they were still certain that rescue was imminent. The biggest change was in their individual demeanor. They were no longer inclined to make decisions, but relied on others to tell them what to do. Their personalities had changed in a way that made them unquestioningly submissive to the will of authority figures at the very center of their being – a dual effect of the drugs and the harem discipline and punishment. Both women were uncomfortable, almost incapable of making choices for themselves.

They were frustrated femme-femme lovers, filled with desire for each other, and unable to satisfy the lust and the need through mutual orgasm.

Their trainers had succeeded in matching their movement, gestures, facial expressions, and everything about their outward appearance. The daily drills - and unending correction if they differed by even a little - had already made their actions match almost perfectly, completely automatically, all the time. It was becoming increasingly difficult to tell them apart, unless one looked at their very similar, but slightly different faces. From every other angle, and in their movement and gestures, they were indistinguishable.

They both had continued to gain weight on the rich diet they were initially forced to consume, and later ate as a matter of habit without thinking about it. Besides, they’d been told that was what they were to do. The drugs were doing their job of suppressing the will of the two women, and supplanting it with the need to obey. That obedience, plus the appetite stimulants, had caused each to gain about thirty pounds; they both weighed exactly 156 pounds, and were noticeably plump. Claire and Saida realized what had been done to their figures, but no longer gave it any serious thought, or felt rebellious in any way. They were told to gain weight, so that’s what they would do.

Majid’s occasional injections distributed the new pounds such that their stomachs, though nicely rounded, were still modest and attractive, and their fuller faces weren’t as chubby as might be expected. They looked more like girls who’d grown up chubby, rather than women who’d gained weight after reaching adulthood, and who tended to put it all on in the hips or around the middle.

In six short weeks, Claire and Saida had evolved from Western or Western-influenced women to houris, well-grounded in the need to submit to the will of the Emir and his officials. They were almost textbook denizens of the seraglio milieu, as it had existed for more than 1400 years.

Both the Grand Eunuch and Aziz had watched the intended and hoped-for evolution and ripening of the two new harem slaves. They decided that it was time to begin training the two in directly pleasing the Emir. In the evening, instead of going to the bare practice room with only the mattresses in it, they were brought to the Emir’s bedchamber. The Emir was, of course, still not in residence in the palace. In his place, one of the palace guards lay naked on the huge bed.

Claire and Saida were made to lie on either side of the guard and attend him by massaging his head, the hard muscles of his arms and chest, his firm, solid stomach, and the area surrounding his manhood. Both women found themselves aroused by their proximity to a man and the feel and the fragrance of his stiffening member. They moved on to fondle his balls and penis in easy coordination.

Saida was ordered to take the large, pulsing shaft into her mouth and follow Aziz’s instructions to service the organ. In spite of her drug-induced need to obey, she hesitated for the briefest of moments before complying with the eunuch’s wishes, earning her two rapid smacks across her buttocks from the overseer’s short, flexible switch. She yelped at the same time as she grasped the sizable shaft – at first firmly, then, gathering her wits, more reverently - and lowered her head over it, taking the manhood into her mouth. As directed, she ran her tongue along the soft, sensitive underbelly of the hard shaft, moving it ever deeper into her mouth. Following Aziz’s instructions, and trying to resist her own gag reflex, she took the head of the guard’s penis past her uvula and deep into her throat. Her tongue and lips continued to minister to the hard, engorged member. Her head moved back and forth, as she synchronized her breathing with the exit of the penis from her throat, before the next thrust cutting off her air.

Claire, lying beneath the guard’s genitals, his lower back propped up on pillows to provide space, had taken first one, then the other of the guard’s balls into her mouth, using her tongue to delicately stimulate his scrotum. For his part, the guard was almost out-of-his-mind with the pleasure being administered to him. Following Aziz’s commands, Claire’s tongue flicked around his anus, and her fingers toyed with his asshole. Combined with Saida’s naturally-talented attention to his penis, the guard lost all control and came urgently into Saida’s mouth, his cum slamming into the back of her throat and sliding down it as she attempted, with Aziz urging her on, to consume all of the ejaculate.

Saida was ordered to withdraw and Claire was commanded to clean the guard’s manhood with her tongue and mouth. When she’d completed her task, an angry Aziz chained both of them to a ceiling rack by their nose rings, and delivered ten slashes to the buttocks of each woman, for not being more talented at delaying the guard’s arousal, allowing it to build to even greater heights.

They finally retired for the night to their shared  mat. Once again, they held each other in a poor attempt at comfort, while they drifted off to sleep. The next day, Claire’s Arabic instructions began in earnest. Aziz judged Saida to be as yet too timid, and had her repeatedly sodomized and then made to service ten guards with her spread legs, and another ten with her mouth, before rejoining Claire after supper for another session with the training guard. Saida was both exhausted and devoid of spirit. Aziz punished her frequently during the evening, and openly mocked her in Arabic in front of a dozen or more other harem girls when they returned to the gardens, late in the evening. Saida’s self-esteem, what remained of it, was further crushed beneath the public humiliation, even though she was berated for something she never claimed to want to do in the first place.

A few days later, their voices were fully restored. The eunuchs were satisfied with their obedience and attitudes  and, in spite of the frequent punishments, were generally pleased with the progress of both concubines. Neither Claire nor Saida spoke much after their voices were normal again. They had become accustomed to saying little when it had been either impossible or painful, and they continued in that habit – to some extent, a side-effect of the drug therapy. The drugs and discipline had significantly weakened the smooth connection from their thoughts to their speech. They knew from experience that it was safer to just obey and not speak unless directly addressed by a eunuch or master. To them, the few men they saw while being trained were all masters.

* * * * *

Their tandem training on pleasing the Emir continued for many days. They practiced oral sex on the guard stand-ins and became adept at the many nuances of pleasing a man with their mouth, lips, tongue and throat. The Grand Eunuch wanted Aziz to have their tongues multiply studded, the better to pleasure the Emir orally. Aziz resisted for two reasons. The first was the distraction and delay even a few days of soreness would cause. The second was that he thought the two concubines already had enough piercings, and he didn’t want to make freaks of them. Besides, he argued, C’amila’s Arabic, on the rare occasions when she spoke at all, was finally becoming understandable; he didn’t want to distort her speech by piercing her tongue.

A couple more weeks passed. Claire had put the idea of rescue out of her thoughts altogether. If it happened, that would be wonderful, but she no longer held out hope that she would leave the seraglio. Her life had taken another turn, and the circumstances had forced a basic change in her self-image, her world-view, and her perceived place in it. The old Claire seemed distant and irrelevant. Her will was the will of those commanding her. She had trouble imagining that previous Claire, who’d been well-grounded and forthcoming in her opinions and ability to make decisions. In fact, having any opinion at all was a confusing, foreign concept to her.

She thought about sex all the time: sex with Saida, with the guards during training, and future sex with the as-yet unseen Emir. That seemed only fitting to her; within the harem, that was the reason for her existence. Furthermore, sex was her only source of personal satisfaction. She was good at it and getting better. She knew that without a doubt. And she liked it. She’d always enjoyed sex. Now, with all other distractions removed from consideration, she found herself embracing everything to do with sex, sex acts, and all the variations of human sexuality which were taught and practiced in the harem.

Day-to-day, she didn’t live in fear. Without a doubt, she feared the whip or any other punishment, but less that she would have thought. The possibility of the lash added a spicy risk to what she did which was stimulating, with clear sexual overtones. As time went on, she realized that she enjoyed sex after punishment slightly more than sex without punishment preceding it.

There were two things she particularly disliked. Perhaps those were the only opinions she still had. She was distraught by what they’d done to her genitals. She never quite felt right in her pussy, whether just walking around or having sex, without her inner lips. It made her look child-like and noticeably, significantly reduced the sensitivity of sex play. It also made penetration feel different and less warm, welcoming, and cozy. That might be alright while in the harem, where she had no say in who her sex partners were. However, if she were eventually reunited with Elliot, she knew their sex would also feel different and meaningfully less intimate. And she’d be embarrassed for Elliot to see her beauty lips changed and reduced, as they now were. She struggled to get past what was forever lost.

Her other dislike was her nose ring. Not only did it provide her masters with a convenient way to punish her, but it constantly reinforced, by feel and appearance, the fact that she was a slave in the control of the Emir and his lackeys.

The next time in the Emir’s chambers, there were two guards lying naked on the bed. Claire and Saida were each told to stimulate one of the guards to a full, hard arousal. The last one done, Claire in this case, received a switch to her bottom. She was told to mount the guard from above and then bend partially forward, supporting herself with her hands on the bed, with his manhood thrust deeply into her. This was the first time she was instructed to fuck a man, not of her choosing. In her mind, there was no doubt that she would do as she was told. After all, it was ridiculous to think that her pussy was hers. Nothing was hers. Rather, she belonged to whomever she was given by the Emir or his minions. Claire owned nothing, including herself. Her sex was public property to those in the harem who were above her.

 As she leaned forward, impaled on the guard’s manhood, her knees still beneath her, she felt the second guard remove her butt plug and enter her ass. Her sphincter easily accommodated the second guard. She’d become so used to having her hole plugged that she felt no discomfort. 

It was her first time being double-penetrated. She instinctively moved up and down on the guard beneath her, while the other guard plunged in and out of her rosebud. She felt full and deeply aroused. This was, after all, her purpose in life now. She was one of the Emir’s whores.

Saida was told to straddle the lower guard and fondle Claire’s nipple rings while the guard licked Saida’s pussy from below. Claire built her pleasure to near climax. Not having been given permission, enough fear set in to hold her back from the edge. The complex, filling, dominating sex was magnificent! Her body shook with arousal. Within her the need to cum battled against her resistance to unsanctioned climax.

Aziz, ever the onlooker and instructor, cautioned her not to climax, though he realized that C’amila had by now, because of the drugs and conditioning, become almost entirely incapable of having an orgasm without permission. He watched her absorb the attentions of the determined guards. Finally, Aziz, being in a generous mood, mercifully allowed C’amila to cum.

Claire’s orgasm was gripping and violent. The guards had to hold her tightly to maintain control as she thrashed about in a climax of nuclear force. Her screams of pleasure were long and loud. Her entire conscious focus was on the astounding waves of pleasure emanating from her pussy, ass, nipples and breasts.

After Claire’s climax was spent, the two women switched positions. Saida did not want to be double-penetrated. Once again, Aziz noted her slow response. He pulled her aside and beat her several times with the whip, demanding that she obey immediately when told, and to be sure she at least appeared to be enjoying it. She was to do it exactly as C’amila had, or she and C’amila would both be punished.

Saida mounted the reclining guard, tipped forward, and held perfectly still as the second guard removed her plug and entered her ass. Claire, a look of true sympathy on her face, began to lovingly fondle Saida’s breasts and nipples, while her soaking wet pussy was being devoured by the guard from below.

Claire was still so aroused that the attention of the man’s tongue on her clit and clit ring brought her close to climax. Since Saida hadn’t cum when licked, Claire was denied orgasm. Eventually, Saida reached orgasm and tried to duplicate the aroused abandonment Claire had exhibited without even thinking.

Eventually, the session ended. Aziz was not pleased with Saida, and determined to punish both members of the sex team, starting with C’amila. His feeling was that Saida would feel so remorseful, seeing her friend hurting, that she would learn her lesson faster than her own pain would teach her.

He took them to a dark, cell-like room below the palace. The arms of the two women were manacled behind their backs at wrists and elbows, forcing their arms back and their breasts out. Then their manacled wrists were fastened to black, iron rings mounted in the wall behind them. From the wall only a few feet in front of them, Aziz pulled two bungee-like cords and fastened them to each of Claire’s nipple rings. They pulled firmly on the delicate rings and Claire let out a cry of pain. Additional cords were similarly fastened to her nose and clit rings. The pain in her clit was so intense that Claire feared that the ring and her clit would be torn from her. She tried to move forward as much as possible, but the tension on her arms was already at the extreme of what she was able to endure. She cried out and then began to whimper in pain, tears running down her cheeks. Aziz made sure that Saida realized that it was her lack of cooperation that had brought C’amila to this punishment.

Claire was told to extend her tongue. She did so immediately, more fearful of not quickly obeying than of the additional pain she knew would follow. Aziz fastened a metal clip, studded with several sharp needles at the top and bottom, to Claire’s tongue. The needles pierced her tongue as the clip was tightened. Then the clip was fastened to another bungee cord, pulling her excruciatingly-pierced tongue with steady force. Claire thought she would faint from the torment. She wondered if she’d ever be able to speak properly again.

Saida was beside herself with grief for her friend and begged Aziz to stop and punish her instead. Aziz, now finished with Claire, fastened Saida’s rings and tongue in the same manner, and left the two of them to suffer throughout the night, but not before assuring Saida that the punishments would continue for both of them until she became the willing, enthusiastic concubine she was required to be.

Under the influence of the punishments and her drug-addled mind, something broke in Saida that night. Any residual strength she had to resist being absorbed into the harem vanished. Any personal aversion to the sex acts she was instructed to perform evaporated. For the first time, she became only a concubine, the property of the Emir, and his willing slave.

In the morning, Aziz released the two houris, to resume their daily routine. It was a week before the swelling in their tongues abated enough for them to be able to speak understandably. Even more days passed before they finally healed.

Over the next few weeks, the exercises with multiple sex partners, for the eventual entertainment of the Emir or as practice to accommodate two or more of his guests at once, continued unabated. Both accidental concubines became increasingly comfortable with their role as sex slaves, and actively looked forward to the sessions, always with the hope that, as sometimes happened, Aziz would allow them to climax. The focus of their formerly full, rich, and complex lives had narrowed to the only interesting activities they had: sex and eating.

Any reluctance Saida had shown had vanished entirely. Both she and Claire had come to be at home in the seraglio, and at peace with their lives as odalisques.

* * * * *

On one otherwise normal morning, the palace was visited by a paramilitary group representing the conservative, loyalist faction. They were searching for members of the radicals, whom they thought might, through the Emir’s good graces, seek sanctuary within the palace. They were also looking for any foreigners, all of whom they accused of inciting Western-style liberal discord among the people. Saudi’s were of particular interest, as were any western Europeans. Most of all, of course, they were rooting out those seditious Americans who, they were sure, could never resist meddling in the affairs of other sovereign peoples.

After searching throughout the palace, the officer-in-charge informed the Palace Agha that they would now search the seraglio. He informed the Agha that this significant break with tradition was necessary to insure that no one was hiding in areas deemed untouchable.

The Palace Agha was aghast. Arabic men never discussed their harems with anyone, and rarely even allowed close friends to enter the seraglio. Strangers were never admitted. The Palace Agha tried everything to dissuade the commander, including telling the man that his life would surely be forfeit when the Emir learned of the incursion. His entreaties did no good. With a gun to his head, the Palace Agha opened the door and the band of armed men entered the seraglio.

The Grand Eunuch was instructed to assemble all of the women and the other eunuchs in the courtyard. The women were to be naked, for inspection. The eunuchs would be taken to a side room and examined individually. Meanwhile, the soldiers would search the harem for anyone in hiding.

The houris were called together and told to line up in tulip position. Claire and Saida could see what was happening. They were frightened at first, then recognized that they were indistinguishable as concubines from the rest of the women, and were, in fact, a part of the harem in actuality. Their fear vanished and they relaxed, kneeling in tulip with the others.

The commander went up and down the line, inspecting each of the women for their belly and wrist tattoos. He checked and tugged every nose ring. Some of the women had additional piercings like Claire and Saida. In each case, he would tug on the rings or studs to insure that they were real.

He next had all the women stand and went down the rows again, asking each houri to spread her outer lips so that her intimacies could be inspected. Having seen this harem’s custom of trimming, he checked each girl for any trace of inner lips, or any sign that the area was still tender from recent trimming, in an attempt to hide a woman not belonging to the harem.

When he came to Claire and Saida, he asked the Grand Eunuch, “Are they twins?”

“They are a matched set, to please the Emir. Their looks, gestures, movement, and expressions are exactly alike,” the Grand Eunuch responded gruffly.

The commander spoke to Claire in Arabic, “Who are you and from where are you, girl?”

By now, Claire had learned a considerable amount of Arabic. She understood the question and answered, eyes downcast as though speaking to a master. “I am C’amila, Master. I am from Bosnia.”

“Spread,” he commanded. Both women spread their beauty lips in exactly the same way at exactly the same time. Beneath, they were both smooth and displayed matching rings through their clits. The commander gently tugged their rings at the same time. Both women cooed with pleasure and involuntarily moved their hips in invitation.

“These two are remarkably sexy,” he couldn’t help but mention it to the Grand Eunuch. The commander found their full figures and coordinated looks and movements to be unusually arousing. “The Emir is a lucky man to have such a pair.”

The Grand Eunuch grunted with displeasure. He considered it barbaric for this man to even be in the harem, let alone touching or commenting about the Emir’s concubines.

The soldiers found nothing and no one to interest them in the seraglio. The commander, in an attempt to mollify the Grand Eunuch, thanked him profusely and left the harem. The Palace Agha showed them out, making sure that he had the full information about the commander. The Emir would hear of this, and would not be pleased.

For Claire and Saida, the things they’d endured within the harem almost seemed worth it; they had successfully deceived the military and remained safe within the bosom of the seraglio.

* * * * *

Claire and Saida had been in the harem for ten weeks. The Grand Eunuch summoned Aziz and Majid to discuss the progress of his most important project, the training of the matched pair for the eventual enjoyment of the still-absent Emir.

“I’ve observed their training,” he noted. They both seem to have taken the responsibilities, the rewards, and the punishments of the seraglio to heart. Credit to you, Aziz. I know you’ve had to endure difficult, challenging times with these two. I know you’ve worked through the night many times to punish, prepare, or plan for them. Your performance has exceeded my expectations.”

Aziz seemed about to explode with pride. All he could manage was a weak, “Thank you, Grand One. They are ready for the return of His Highness. They’ll continue to train and practice. Of course that will always be a significant part of their lives here.”

“I can see how incredibly well-matched they are in actions and appearance. Majid, where are we on getting them to weight?”

“They are, right now, at exactly 171 pounds each, Grand One. They are nicely plump, soft yet pleasingly proportioned, if one likes that sort of look. The Emir should find them arousingly different, fleshy, feminine companions in bed and in sex. Aziz and I have discussed whether they are at an acceptable weight, or whether we should add a few more pounds. We both feel we could go a little farther, while weaning them off the appetite stimulants, but would greatly appreciate your opinion.”

The Grand Eunuch looked at the multiple pictures of the two odalisques, their bodies displayed in many positions. They were pleasantly chubby. Perhaps, just a little more, he thought. “I agree with the two of you. Let’s take them to about 180 pounds, and hold them there. Wean them off the appetite stimulants between now and when they reach that point in two or three weeks. If, after we examine them, we think we’ve gone too far, we can drop them back five pounds or so.”

“We will do as you suggest, Grand one.” Majid agreed. “I also believe we can wean them from the submission drugs. Aziz feels that both of them have now accepted their situation and have become true harem slaves at a fundamental level. Taking them off the drugs should have little effect, since we’ve accomplished, through the drugs, discipline, and punishment, all that we sought in fostering their acceptance of their harem roles.”

“I defer to your judgment,” the Grand Eunuch replied. “Wean them at a pace you decide.”

“I will, Grand One. If we note any undesirable change when the drugs are reduced, I’ll reinstate them and inform you. Then we can decide how to proceed.”

“Agreed.”

“But,” Majid hastened to add, “I expect no problems.”

Over the next two weeks, both Claire and Saida noticed a gradual increase in mental clarity, as though a light fog were lifting. It made their training and experiences more vivid, but had no affect on the attitudes and behaviors with which they’d been indoctrinated, and which they’d each personally adopted, during the time they were medicated. Majid interviewed each woman separately and the two of them together. He was convinced that they had integrated into seraglio life and had now accepted their position and purpose.

He sensed that the acceptance wasn’t enthusiastic. That bothered him at first, until he came to realize that the two women were really not enthusiastic about anything. Some spark within them, if it had ever existed at all, had gone out. But as he probed, he did find that they were dedicated houris, determined to do whatever was asked of them. That determination came from both fear and their persistent desire to submit to the will of others. They were told to be dedicated, so they were. The fact that they were no longer on the submissive drugs apparently hadn’t regressed them at all. The combination of the medication, discipline, never-ending practice, and judicious punishment had effected the lasting change he’d worked towards. The therapy had been as successful as he’d dared hope. If only they had more passion, eagerness and zest for their lives here …

The interviews with both women were remarkably alike. Their responses were so similar that Majid thought for a moment that they must have been rehearsed. That was, of course, impossible. Neither C’amila nor Saida had any idea what he would ask. Aziz had apparently been wildly successful in matching the actions and thoughts of the two. They were so similar that Majid would occasionally forget which one he was talking to. During the interview with them both present, they would answer in the same words at exactly the same time, more often than not. And neither of them found that to be either amusing or unusual.

He prepared a summary of the techniques used, the results obtained, and the follow-up work for the Grand Eunuch. It would serve as a model for complex harem initiations in the future, and as a written record he and Aziz could reference in making a case for a nice bonus from the Emir.

* * * * *

Claire lay next to Saida, who was cupping her from behind, their naked bodies pressed together as Saida held her on their sleeping mat. Neither had quite drifted off to sleep. Claire pulled Saida’s arm more tightly around her, feeling her own and Saida’s very ample breasts at the same time. She found her newly plump body to be curious. She didn’t particularly hate it, but she didn’t like it either. Apparently, for whatever mysterious reason the eunuchs had, they’d decided that she and Saida would be chubby and well-rounded, so that’s what they were.

Not having control over her own body bothered her when she thought about it, but not very much. She looked so little like the Claire of a year ago, that she was virtually a different person altogether. She was a rotund, pierced, tattooed, genitally modified, olive-skinned, black-haired, brown-eyed concubine of the still-unseen Emir. She was almost certainly now bisexual. She had little or no desire to make decisions for herself, and wasn’t sure she could even do that if asked. In fact, she realized, she actually hated to be asked her opinion or required to make a decision. She greatly preferred to be told what to do and to follow practice scripts in everything she was required to do in the harem. It made day-to-day life easy, and it greatly reduced her risk of punishment.

She didn’t have the will to decide things or talk about them. Although it was no longer painful for her to speak, and her voice was otherwise quite normal, she found speaking difficult. She tended to stutter in both Arabic and English, especially in the presence of a eunuch or a guard master. As far as she could tell, the stuttering was getting more pronounced, not less. So she preferred to be quiet.

She and Saida communicated more by expressions and gestures than words. Saida seemed to have an even harder time of, or a greater reluctance to talking than Claire did. In fact, Saida resisted speaking at all in Arabic, and only spoke to Claire in English. Claire had asked her why, since she’d wanted to practice her Arabic with Saida. Saida had just shrugged and said she feared being overheard by the Arabic-speaking eunuchs and guards. The poor woman, who’d been altered more than Claire so the two would match, either was or had become a more fearful person than Claire. That was how Saida had accommodated the changes to her own life resulting from now being an odalisque. Claire realized they both had changed to deal with their circumstances, and had recognized that Saida’s particular way of handling her situation was just as valid as any other way.

Now entrenched in their new lives, the weeks passed uneventfully. Every day for the two newest houris followed a predictable routine, as it did for all the other concubines. Each day consisted of morning ablutions and preparation, as though the Emir might arrive at any moment though he hadn’t yet, exercises and dance, twin training for Claire and Saida, sex practice and techniques, and varying amounts of innocent play with the other harem slaves. These activities were interspersed with eating. Claire did notice that the food given to her and Saida had moderated, and they were no longer allowed to snack indiscriminately. As a result, their weight had stabilized. Aziz went to great trouble to keep them matched exactly, and weighed them each day. They stayed at 180 pounds, never varying by more than half a pound from that new, set-point weight.

The routine had become so consistent that both Claire and Saida were shocked when, early one morning, all the concubines were roused by their eunuch overseers. The Emir had arrived at the Palace. They were to prepare themselves immediately, in the event His Highness would want to visit his harem.

With a mind still foggy from sleep, Claire was, at first, excited that the day might bring some deviation from the routine, and that she might finally meet the ruler and the man for whom all her training and preparations had been intended. The same man who, essentially, owned her. She also knew, somewhere in the back of her mind, that the Emir’s return might portend something else … but what was it?

“W…what else does t…t…this mean?” She asked Saida. Her companion merely shrugged as they rolled up their mat.

Then it came to her. “Is the u…uprising over?” She asked Aziz.

“You need have no concern for what happens outside the seraglio,” he responded gruffly. Then, seeing the beginnings of fear in C’amila’s eyes, he softened his tone. No need to upset the sensitive little mouse. “As a matter of fact, C’amila, there is a cease-fire that His Highness, with his great skills in diplomacy, has successfully negotiated.”

Claire didn’t understand the Arabic word for ‘diplomacy,’ but she got the message. She understood that might mean an opportunity for Elliot and Ali to get to them.

She realized that she hadn’t thought of Elliot in weeks. He seemed so much a part of some long-lost life. Those memories were like a wonderful, inscrutable dream - but distant and not relevant to her life now. Perhaps Elliot would come to rescue her. No, not perhaps. As soon as Elliot could extricate her from the seraglio, he most certainly would. She’d be taken away to be with him. The idea of another dramatic change to her situation frightened her. What if she were required to make a decision whether to stay or go? She couldn’t do that. The idea of deciding scared her to death. It frightened her to her very soul, and she didn’t really comprehend why.

It was an hour later and all the concubines had completed their preparations and were lounging about the pool, eating sweet rolls and sipping coffee or tea. Suddenly, they all heard the huge, bronze doors to the seraglio burst open, and heavy footsteps moved rapidly along the corridor toward the garden courtyard. In a moment, the Grand Eunuch appeared. He pointed to Claire and Saida.

“Come with me at once!” He turned and left the way he’d come with the two women hastily following him, trepidation in their hearts and written on their faces.

They rushed into an antechamber. The first person they saw was the Emir himself, dressed in a gold-trimmed, off-white desert robe and looking exactly like the picture they’d seen in Ali’s oasis home more than four months ago. The two concubines immediately knelt in tulip, their pantaloons, open in the front, clearly revealing their sex to their master, while their hands folded behind their necks caused their large breasts to be thrust out in front of their open boleros. Their eyes were downcast.

For a brief moment, the Emir’s eyebrows lifted in apparent interest. Then he commanded, “No, no. Stop that, look up, over there,” as he pointed to his left.

Elliot was there, standing next to Ali, barely resisting the urge to rush to Claire and pull her up into his arms. He was so glad, so relieved to see her, that he only distantly registered the fact that there was about forty percent more of her than before. Then he really saw her for the first time and gasped with surprise at her altered appearance. With an overwhelming need to hold her, he rushed to Claire, as Ali ran to Saida.

Claire was uncertain what to do. There was the Emir, the man who’d been the focus of her existence for the last four months. Surely, she wasn’t allowed to do anything until he granted permission, was she?

“Oh go on you two, get up and greet your men,” he ordered them, sensing the reason for their reluctance. After all, he’d created the standards for behavior in the harem that the eunuchs implemented. He knew how a trained houri was supposed to behave in his presence.

They each stood, hesitatingly, as their anguished lovers took them into their arms.

“Oh Darling,” Elliot said, “are you alright?! I’ve missed you so! I’ve been worried sick about you! I’m so sorry it’s taken this long to rescue you from here!”

Claire was at a loss for words. “I…I…I’m f…fat, Master,” was all she could manage.

He was so glad to see her that everything different about her escaped notice until much later. Then he saw the nose ring and the tattoos marking her as a concubine in the Emir’s harem. He could tell she’d gone through some traumatic experiences that had deeply affected her. She could barely talk, stuttered a lot, and seemed terribly anxious whenever he asked her if she needed anything.

She was plump and, he thought, cute. Her hair had remained black and her skin was still a rich, healthy olive tone. Her gestures and expressions were subtly different and occasionally reminded him of Saida. Her bearing was such that she appeared to consider herself his property, not his equal.

It was only much later that Elliot discovered what they’d done to her sex.

It shocked him at first, then he put it aside for later consideration. Claire needed him like never before. He realized that her recovery from the harem experiences would take some time. He’d do whatever was necessary to make her his Claire again, getting her back to her old self, as much as that was possible.

The agony of their long separation had taught him a deeply profound truth: he needed Claire in order to exist, in order for his life to have meaning. His happiness was totally dependent on hers. He loved her with all his heart, and wanted her to be with him always.

They would find that new life and that happiness, but not without struggle. It would be hard for him and harder for Claire. As is true with many experiences, they leave us changed. Those who truly love us adapt to those changes and love us still. Those who don’t drift away.

Elliot wasn’t going to drift anywhere, not unless Claire was with him.

He was determined that they’d live together ever after – happily if he could make it so, if only the fates allowed.

 






  

Epilog: Tell Me What We’re Gonna Do Now

 

 

Elliot and Claire, Ali and Saida had been on the small island in the South Pacific for about eight weeks. Ali had found a psychiatrist couple, Roger and Betty Schiefatelli, who were willing to come to the island and treat the women in exchange for life in a vacation paradise and an obscene amount of money. One or the other of them had spent hours every day of those weeks with each woman in a therapeutic attempt to make them functional and adjusted to life outside the seraglio again.

There had been ups and downs. Now, a couple of months after arrival, both women were noticeably improved, although neither was able to make more than the most trivial decisions or behave in any way other than submissive to virtually everyone around them, including to Elliot and Ali and the shrinks. Claire could speak, but only with evident difficulty. She stuttered uncontrollably as her therapy-aided desire to talk pressured her to respond to conversation, though her mind made her too diffident to want to express an opinion. Saida was unable to utter more than the simplest of phrases, and then only in English. She seemed incapable of understanding or speaking her native Arabic at all. Even in English, though she could understand what was being said, she was still deathly afraid of saying something in response that might get her punished. The logical part of her mind realized what was happening, but couldn’t easily overcome the conditioned fear of punishment. Every utterance represented a small victory of that logic in its mental war with her fear.

They both were in a friendly environment; they recognized that intellectually, yet they were unable to internalize the fact that now they were safe and free to do as they pleased. What pleased them without exception was a night or morning or afternoon of uninterrupted sex with each other. Even then, one of the men had to be sure to proactively grant them permission to climax. When they’d once forgotten, the two women had spent an anxious and frustrating afternoon that’d taken them days to get over.

Other than in their need to sometimes be alone together, doing what they pleased was no longer a concept they understood. They both preferred to spend quiet time sitting naked in the harem repose position, staring out to sea. The openness of the vista seemed therapeutic after the enclosed seraglio. But when someone else entered the room, heard but unseen, they immediately would put their hands behind their necks in the submissive tulip position.

They both preferred the pantaloons and boleros they’d worn when they’d escaped the seraglio, or nothing at all, to any other clothes. They were irrationally afraid of covering their nipples or their intimacies. After Elliot and Ali discussed the situation, Ali decided to have a number of harem costumes made to accommodate them. The psychiatrists were still working their way up to getting the women to wear normal clothing, so they could get out and move about the island. So far, Saida had managed a dress, without panties, for thirty minutes, before she broke down and shook so violently that Ali had to bring her back to their bungalow. Claire had managed to wear a skirt and top for only half that amount of time, and couldn’t leave the resort grounds.

Given their mental state, it was astonishing to Elliot and Ali that their ladies were so needy when it came to sex – Claire with Elliot and Saida with Ali, or Claire and Saida with one another. Both men admitted that, in spite of the fact that sex with Claire or Saida before had been great, it was now off-the-charts fantastic. The girls were talented, trained, eager, and absolutely determined to please them. It was evident that the women needed frequent sex, and would quickly spiral into depression if they didn’t get it.

They were deathly afraid to masturbate or touch themselves in their genital area without specific permission, which had to be granted at least every session. It had required several days of therapy, before they could do that without permission each time they touched themselves.

Two days earlier, Elliot had brought Claire back to their bungalow, following an hour with Roger. He’d barely closed the door when Claire, stripping out of her bolero and pantaloons, rushed up to him, a hungry smile on her lips and pleaded, “F…F…F…Fuck me now! P…Please, M…M…Master!”

He’d carried her to the bedroom and dumped her, good-naturedly, onto the bed. “A questioning look crossed her face and she stammered, “M…M…May I …?”

“Of course, Claire. You may touch yourself whenever you want.”

She spread her chubby legs, used one hand to part her beauty lips, and immediately began to finger her clit and the ring piercing it, easily visible and highly accessible in the vacant area between her inner-lipless, outer labia. She quickly became wet and ready for him.

When Elliot stripped and joined her naked on the bed, she stopped pleasuring herself, rolled on top of him, and immediately slid down to take his member in her mouth and used her tongue with a fervor and a skill he’d never experienced before from any woman. The tip of her tongue found exactly the right soft, sensitive spot to arouse him profoundly, and her sucking motion was exactly the right negative pressure and timed perfectly to correspond with the frequency of oscillation of his arousal. If giving head were an Olympic sport, she would have set the world record and taken the gold with no close competitors.

But with infinite skill, as she sensed him getting close, she backed off, fondling his balls with her small hands and probing his taint and asshole to spread his arousal from front to back.

Hands still at work, she slid up him to nip at his nipples and then kiss his lips with such emotion and astounding technique that he was ignited from his groin to his head. Then she rose up to tulip position, hands behind her neck, nipple-ringed breasts thrust forward. She lifted a little onto her knees, then easily, adroitly, settled back onto him, his member thrusting into, and captured by, her vagina. When she was completely back in tulip, he was as deeply in her as it was possible to be. Her well-exercised muscles gripped him with a finely-honed, heavily-practiced technique.

Her full, rounded hips rocked and oscillated in perfect time with his burning, overwhelming sensations of pleasure. Surely the woman was telepathic, a witch, a succubus, supernatural. No mere mortal could know so well how to please him. She had become, she was at her core, a master, a supreme practitioner of the erotic arts.

For only a moment, Elliot became lucid enough to watch her face. She was like a dolphin first released to its undersea environment, a cheetah hurling across the savannah in its initial dash, an eagle riding the updraft. Claire was a creature of sex. Maybe it was always there, maybe the seraglio had infused it into her, but it was what she was now. And oh God, she was so good at it!

The build-up, postponement, then further build-up continued until Elliot thought he’d surely perish from anticipation. Finally, at his absolute peak, she brought him to orgasm with a power and ability beyond comprehension.

When he did cum, the spasms of his arousal were powerful, sharp, forcing his essence deep into her. Over and over he pulsed, filling her. He watched the ecstasy on her face as she was flooded with his cum. It was as though she lived to absorb his essence.

Then she shocked him again as she meekly asked, while still straddling his member, “P…Please, M…M…Master, may I c…c…cum?”

“Of course you can cum, Claire. I’m your lover, your fiancé. With me, you may cum whenever you want to cum. You don’t need to ask permission, ever again.”

She looked quizzical for the briefest of moments, then began to fondle her nipple rings and continue to precess on his still-hard, but beginning-to-relax, cock. The talented grip of her warm sheath held him erect, then reinitiated his climb to the top. She screamed as the orgasm overcame her. Elliot came again moments later. She shook violently and collapsed onto his chest, his penis still comfortably, firmly gripped by her Kegel muscles.

She’d milked every last drop of pleasure and cum from him. This Claire could devour him in an instant. But she wouldn’t. She was no longer sufficiently self-confident or dominant enough to do that. She wanted to submit to him. If he weren’t there, she wanted to submit to anyone with authority over her. She had no will or will power of her own. Maybe, eventually, she would. Maybe not. So he would have to guide and protect her. That was more than fine. After all, she was a tremendous lover. She was his heart’s desire. He only wished she were the more assertive, western woman she had been. Perhaps the appreciation for her as she was and the desire for her as she’d been were incongruous. She wasn’t the same Claire anymore. She was still Claire, most of her actions and mannerisms were similar, her heart and soul were still there, even the preponderance of her personality was there, but they’d changed her drastically. I guess you can’t have everything, he thought. But I have her. And I will make sure she’s happy.

When they finally laid back, his arm cradling her head, he asked her, “Why do you insist on calling me ‘Master?’”

“You ah…ah…are my true M…Master. Withou…out you, a…a…all m…men are m…m…m…my master.  B…B…But if y…y…you ah…are my Master, th…th…then n…n…n…no one else ca…ca…ca…can be. Th…Th…Then I am s…s…s…safe with you.”

So now he understood. If she called him Master, if he were genuinely her Master, or her Master of Masters, then she would be safe from all those others whom she feared. She knew he would keep her save. After all, she belonged to him. In return, he would care for her.

It broke his heart. “Claire, I’ll always be there for you – as your Master if you insist, and as your husband for sure. That is, if you’ll marry me.”

“Wa…What ev…ver y…y…y…you d…desire, Master.”

* * * * *

He sat alone with Dr. Betty Schiefatelli. She began to talk immediately.

“Claire is an inherently submissive individual, who was taught by the Western society in which she was raised to be strong, independent and assertive wherever she could be. One of the reasons your relationship with her prospered so quickly, is because you are off-the-charts dominant, so she naturally fell into a submissive relationship with you, which was to your mutual benefit, and her deep-seated liking.

“In the seraglio she encountered a situation where she was forced to be completely submissive, as is her nature. There, however, without an authoritative individual whom she loved and cared about in residence, she became just a slave to the will of those more powerful than she – which was just about everyone else. When her subservience was reinforced using hypnotic drugs, her Western veneer was stripped off and she essentially reverted to what she truly is.”

“And that is?”

“In crude terms, a slave with no will of her own, who needs a controlling [probably male] master to tell her what to do, what’s expected of her, and how wonderful it is to do the master’s bidding.”

“Probably male?”

“Given what she was taught and required to repeatedly practice in the seraglio, via drug-reinforcement, and from other experiences, Claire is probably bisexual now. In a homosexual way, she’s in love with Saida. But she can be quite content with a dominant male.” 

“You mean she has no will power of her own? Or preference as to the sex of her partners?”

“Well …,” Betty sighed loudly, “she has no decision power. She wants and expects someone else to decide everything for her. She’s happiest now when she doesn’t have to make a choice herself. In fact, she hates that. For example, she doesn’t care whether her hair is blonde or black or gone entirely. She’d be totally happy whatever way it was, as long as someone else decides which it should be.”

“Then how do we get her back to where she was?” This was the craziest thing he’d ever heard.

“Honestly … that isn’t in the cards. Realistically, Claire is never going to be the same as she was before the harem experience. The reason is what I’ve told you. She’s the way she is now because of what they did to her. Her neural connections, the programs running in her mind if you want to think of her thought processes that way, have been altered. Their use of hypnotics seems to have erased the path back, meaning that she can’t conceptualize what it was like to be independent; she has no target to shoot for. The neural connections just aren’t there anymore. It’s more process than memory. She remembers everything; she just can’t find the process for making decisions, for example, since they more-or-less managed to erase it. To add to the problem we face, she subconsciously rejects going back because she’s now closer to her real, submissive nature. So it was easy for them to reinforce her new mental state, because something like the desired, submissive base-state was already there.”

“You mean: it’s hard to go back to what you were, when you no longer know what it was that you did to make you that way.”

“Precisely. Or even understand where you were before in your own self-image. Over time, she’ll get better at making decisions, but not fundamental ones. Probably not decisions that affect how she looks, or what she does or how she behaves in public. That said, she is resistant to undoing any of the things they did to her in the harem, like the nose ring. She hates it, but is very afraid to be without it. I suggest that she should just live with the changes they imposed on her. That includes the nose ring, the tattoos – even if they could be removed – the rings they moved to her outer labia, and her extra weight.

“She was told to accept those changes while under the influence of some very powerful drugs. They coupled the drugs with intimidation and a continuously reinforced world-view that those changes were a part of what she had to be – in order to survive in the harem. Now, those changes are inherently her. Fighting the remade Claire will only frustrate her and lead to a deep-seated unhappiness. She needs to build on what she is now, not waste energies trying to go back to what she was. Claire – and Saida too – have been too skillfully altered for that to ever happen.”

“You almost make it sound like they’d be better off if they’d just stayed in the harem. You imply that they’ve become creatures of the seraglio. Obviously, that’s totally unacceptable to me.”

“As it should be. There are two key reasons why they would not have been better off there. First, there’s Claire’s love for you and Saida’s for Ali, and their corresponding need to be with those they love. Secondly, they share, at some level, the need we all have for liberty, happiness and freedom from fear.”

He nodded, coming to acceptance of the way things were, and determined to make the best of their lives going forward.

“As far as the decisions about anything else, she’ll want – and expect – you to make those for her. Should she wear this dress or that? Should she have hair or not? Can she spend intimate time with Saida?  Should she be fat or skinny? By the way, on that one, and anything they did to her in the harem, she should stay the way she is. Because those changes coincided with the partial destruction and rebuilding of her personality, they’re now a fundamental part of her frail self-image. She needs a self-image and the one she has cannot survive disruption. Removing her nose ring, or her harem tattoos, or changing her weight could damage or destroy her. Claire is fragile now. She may always be that delicate. You get what I mean?”

“Yes. I don’t know if I can handle that level of responsibility – or, if I’m honest – control. Plus her need to be with Saida … I guess I can share her to some extent.”

“Of course you can. Be generous and understanding about Claire and Saida. And regarding control, I believe you can do that for two reasons: one, because you liked doing it before the seraglio, based on what you’ve told me, and two, because you love her, and that’s what she wants – and needs – you to do.”

“It sounds like I’m supposed to become her guardian, not her husband and lover.”

“Not at all. You can be either or both of those, if you want, but you don’t have to be. What Claire wants, what she really requires, is for you to be her Master.”

“It was better when that was voluntary – and just for fun and sexual excitement.”

“That’s your Western view showing. Some people want to be dominated. You’ve shown that you like to dominate. Claire absolutely requires that right now – and probably always will, to some extent. She’s still Claire, but not quite the woman she was before the harem. I don’t really see a way back. I suggest you embrace your opportunity, and go with it – that’s my not-so-Western view.”

“And the stuttering?”

“It might get better, and it might not. I’m hopeful, though. Speaking is like doing a hundred push-ups to her. It’s strenuous. Her brain’s speech center got rewired or disrupted, perhaps due to fear of punishment or discovery – and the drugs facilitated the rewiring - so discourse is no longer easy for Claire. If you want to discuss complex subjects with her, as you will from time-to-time, you’ll have to be patient. Her normal inclination is to be silent and submissive, partially because speech has been made difficult for her, and partially because she has almost no assertive tendencies anymore.

“They changed her deeply, you realize. Through technology, or ancient practices, or punishment, or some hidden desire on Claire’s part that they managed to find and bring to the forefront, they altered her view of the world and her place in it. For the most part, she’s still Claire, but a number of her attributes have been altered, some of them permanently in all likelihood.”

Elliot stood, shook hands with Betty, left and drove to the bungalow. When he got there, Claire was kneeling naked on the veranda, facing the ocean in repose position. The breeze blew her black hair about her face. It was still growing out black, and more coarse than the soft blonde it had been so many months ago. The crazy Berber potion had done something permanent to her hair too.

She was soft and well-rounded. Her arms, legs, breasts and bottom were chubby. Her tummy and face were full and slightly rounded. Her weight hadn’t changed since her rescue from the seraglio. Neither had Saida’s. They each seemed to instinctively eat exactly what they needed to maintain their matched plumpness. The psychiatrists suggested that neither he nor Ali try to do anything about that. They feared disrupting Claire’s and Saida’s delicate stability. There was so much else that needed to improve. It didn’t matter; to Elliot, Claire was still stunningly attractive and he wanted her as much as ever.

Staring out to sea, she seemed not to notice him. He approached her and stood above her looking down. Realizing he’d returned, she immediately assumed the tulip position. 

She was barely recognizable as the formerly thin, blonde Claire who’d flown, blind and deaf, to London with him so long ago. But Claire was always spectacularly beautiful, awesomely sexually desirable. That hadn’t changed in the least.

“Relax, Claire.” He said kindly.

Dropping her hands from behind her head, she resumed the repose position.

“I just spoke to Dr. Schiefatelli.”

“B…B…B…Betty or Ro…Ro…Roger?”

“Betty. She told me you’ve reached the point where you’re probably as well recovered as you’re going to get for a while now. You and I should get on with our lives together.”

“I st…uh…st…stutter.”

“She thinks that might get better.”

“S…S…S…Said…da  … c…can hard…hardly sp…sp…speak at all.”

“I know. I’m sure they’ll help her over the next few months.”

“I…I’m not the s…same as I wa…wa…you know. I realize th…th…that, b…b…but I don’t un…un…derstand it.

I am safe with Elliot, she told herself. I can speak with him without fear. Why am I stuttering when I’m talking with my true love? I’m afraid sometimes even when there’s no reason to be. I can be myself with Elliot, but I’m not sure who I am right now. I’m a displaced houri in the care if a wonderful man whom I love. He is my only master now. He’ll take care of me. He’ll tell me what to do. I need him to tell me what to do.

I still look like the concubine they turned me into, she mused. I still wear the slave ring in my nose and the harem tattoos; I’m fat; and I can’t even wear western clothes. The seraglio still has a grip on me and I’m afraid – no, it’s more than that – they somehow made me comfortable with the way they changed me, even though I don’t like it. It seems that, in some very important ways, I’ll always be the displaced concubine, like it says on my wrist. And I’ll always be, physically and in part of my mind, what they made me become. It’s as though I couldn’t remove the nose ring or lose the weight any more than I could recover my lost inner lips, even though it would be possible to cut the ring out or go on a diet.

“M…Master. I f…f…feel like I w…want to be here, b…but I be…be…belong there, in t…the harem.”

Elliot could see the anguish in her dark, sad eyes. “I know things have changed, Claire, and you’ll need more time to acclimate to life outside the seraglio. But you are still my beloved Claire. You definitely belong here, with me. I love you, Darling.”

Her mind searched for something positive to say. She’d grown weary of being unhappy. “I am g…g…good at sex…yes?”

“Better than ever. Better than anyone.” That made her smile shyly. In fact, sex was better than ever, though different. She was totally dedicated to his pleasure, to the extent that he had to constantly assure her that he wanted her to climax whenever she could. He almost had to command her to cum. Sometimes he wanted to begin sex by arousing her to climax. At those times, he had to order her to accept the pleasure he was giving her and let go whenever she wanted. Finally, only in the last week or so, she was getting better at that acceptance.

She felt physically different too. Of course, she was soft, fleshy and plump where she’d been firm, muscular, and trim. Those changes made her feel like a totally different woman when pressed against him. Without her inner lips she gripped him differently. She became much wetter across the reduced surface of her pussy, now hidden beneath her fully-closed, ringed outer lips. As a result she opened easier and entering her was effortless. She’d also become excellent at using her muscles to grip him and actually move the grip point up and down his shaft.

She had told Elliot that sex with him felt different to her than before. She missed the arousal which had often begun in her missing inner lips, and the intimate way those lips had surrounded his penis and gripped him. With tears in her eyes, she had, with considerable difficulty because of the stuttering, told him that during sex she felt more penetrated now, and less joined to him.

Over time she’ll adjust, Roger had told him. The memory of what sex felt like before will fade, and she’ll think of it wistfully, but not with sadness. She’ll move on.

Elliot believed the shrink, but still felt sorrow for Claire’s loss. He was determined to make sex between them better than ever for her, no matter what he had to do.

But now, it was time to take the next step in their life together.

“Claire, I have something to ask you.”

He could see her spirits drop by the uncertain look on her face. Just the thought of, perhaps, having to express an opinion or make a decision was enough to …

“What I mean is; I have something to tell you.”

Rather than try to say anything, she raised her thin eyebrows in question.

“We’re getting married two weeks from Saturday. Some of our friends are flying in to celebrate with us. Monique, René, and Jean-Pierre will be here, along with others.”

Her eyes rounded in surprise. Then, in a moment of selfish clarity, she asked,” B…But what about my b…bond to Saida?”

“What do you mean?” He asked. Then he recognized the concern on her face.

 “When we are m…m…married, I…I…I…wh…what c…can I do abou…a…about Saida?”

“When you and Saida need to be together, then you will be. I won’t stand in the way of your need for each other. You may attend Saida whenever you want to, Claire. You’re going to be my wife, not my slave. I don’t want to pull you from Saida. I’ve talked to Ali, and he’s in agreement.“

By the look on her pretty face, you’d have thought she’d won the lottery. Inside her, Claire’s heart, her true, everlasting heart, jumped for joy. I’ve found love with Elliot and Saida, she thought. And he’s telling me I can have both. How wonderful he is to me!

“Oh M…M…M…Master! You m…make me s…s…so happy!”

“As you wish, I will be your master, Claire, but you don’t need to call me that.” He didn’t expect her to respond, but she did.

“Oh Elliot! I l…love you s…so!”

His smile burst forth uncontrolled. Elliot was in love: a satisfied, excited, aroused, confident man, trying to be happy. Both he and Claire – Claire in particular - had been dealt cards that were at once tragic and interesting, frightening and exceptional. He realized Claire was what she was today, largely because of the circumstances he’d put her into. That both aroused him and induced feelings of near-overwhelming guilt.

“I love you, Master!” She exclaimed. It was the one phrase she could always say without stuttering. But Claire, changed as she was, was still capable of happiness. Her joy was obvious and genuine. Then she surprised them both by shouting, without a stutter, “I love you, Elliot!”

Elliot knew that Claire was happy to be his, and pleased with the direction they now thought their lives together would take. As he held her his thoughts reflected on what she’d said and what she’d felt. Claire loved him regardless of what struggles were still unresolved in her mind. We’ll beat this as a team, he vowed. What, he thought, is more important than two people facing life’s challenges together?

Individually and as a couple, it must be better to accept happiness at what you are, not be mired in melancholy regret at what you were, Elliot thought. We do all evolve, or change. Some of it is our own choice, some is imposed on us by our situation. We all have to seek joy and satisfaction where we can, not where we’d like it to be. Yes, they would make this work.

“I love you too, Claire.” He lifted her up and hugged her tight to him, relishing in her warmth and evident affection.  “Oh Claire! Always and forever, I love you too!”

End






  

Chapter Title Songs

 

The chapter titles in Oh Claire! are all from songs: some old, some contemporary. In case you’re interested, here are the songs, sources, and artists:

There’ll Be Some Changes Made: Benton Overstreet & Billy Pilgrim, 1921.

Baubles, Bangles and Beads: from the musical, Kismet, Robert Wright & George Forest, 1953.

She’s Got Me Dancing: Tommy Sparks, 2009.

Hello Darkness, My Old Friend: Simon & Garfunkel, 1966

Out My Back Door: Creedence Clearwater Revival, 1970.

Days of Wine and Roses: from the movie, Days of Wine and Roses, Henry Mancini and Johnny Mercer, 1962.

Up, Up and Away: The 5th Dimension, 1966.

Tea for Two: from the musical, No. No Nanette, Vincent Youmans and Irving Caesar, 1925.

I Kissed a Girl: Katy Perry, 2008.

Desert Rose: Sting and Cheb Mami, 1999.

Harem: Sarah Brightman, 2003.

Let Me Out: Future Leaders of the World, 2008.

I’m Not That Girl: from the musical, Wicked, Gregory Maguire and Stephen Schwarz, 2003.

Tell Me What We’re Gonna Do Now: Joss Stone, 2007.
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