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         I look at myself in the mirror, with a critical eye. Am I still deluding myself? My job, however, has nothing in common with physical appearance since I sell figures. Not just any figures. I mean, large corporations hire me as a financial analysis consultant to build and validate their projects: mergers, sales or business acquisitions. But to make sure that they appeal to the markets, bosses and boards of directors want more than just accurate numbers. They also, sometimes, more importantly, sell the reputation of the person who produced them. And in our business, I'm kind of a celebrity.

         When a company announces that its figures have been validated by Elsa DeMontigny, it means that all, absolutely all possibilities have been foreseen and that every single shred of data has been certified. I do not shy away from any challenge and I make no concessions to the clarity and transparency of the analyses. I am a warrior in a man's world. No matter how much pressure is put on me, all companies are treated equally and all data is analysed in the same way.

         This earned me many enmities at the beginning of my career but helped to build my reputation for being rigorously honest. It is with this reputation that I am now able to carry out the most prestigious mandates and charge the highest fees. And since the entire wonderful world of finance has forged an idea of the "Queen of the Amazons", as they call me, I have built a look for myself based on this image.

         I have ashy blond hair that I keep short, and glasses with round lenses that make me look nerdishly sexy, but cold. I'm already tall and wear high heels on purpose. I am thin and the size of my breasts continues to fascinate men and even women. I choose my suits so that they enhance me, with elegance. I don't really want to seduce men; I just want to unsettle them. I prefer my clients when they don't have a leg to stand on. That has its uses. When I sit down in front of a company director and he hands me his tables of figures. Just the way I look at him, he knows that this is the decisive moment, the one that’s going to make or break it. More than once, I've seen a CEO break down at the beginning of an interview and admit to me that his income was being doctored. In those cases, I thank the guy for his honesty and get out. I lost a lucrative contract, but it saves me from sinking his project and eventually, his business.

         It doesn't help that my name is attached to too many failed projects. In the long run, it would scare off customers. I'd rather they do the job themselves! That's why it helps to have a look to go with your reputation.

         I specialised in the technology sector, which changes all the time, projects get done, come apart, come back to life, die again, start all over again. In short, this is a field of practice where there is never a shortage of contracts.

         Though, to be honest, what I really like is the feeling of being part of a momentum, a movement, being part of building something and, I really hope, something useful and beneficial at that. There is nothing else that justifies neglecting one's personal life as I have done all these years. I am not driven by fees, but by challenges and the passion to build. On the other hand, I keep this idea to myself. There are too many who are in the technology sector strictly for the size of the stock market operations they can carry out.

         A month ago, I was contacted by Khan Artificial Intelligence or KAI for short. KAI is the most prominent and fiercest player in the field of artificial intelligence-based software exploitation. This ferocity has nothing in common with greed. KAI treats the employees of the companies it takes over well. However, it displays an extraordinary killer instinct and no company can claim to be sailing in the same waters as KAI and have a weakness. If it’s vulnerable at any point in its structure, KAI will devour it.

         The call came as a surprise to me and at first, I thought I'd refuse to work with this company. At least half of its competitors have been my clients and I don't keep any secrets from anyone, no matter how small. But it wasn't the fishing trip I was expecting. Two of KAI's vice-presidents received me in a sumptuous conference room.

         KAI is preparing not one, but several large-scale operations. So, I was offered something exceptional: a long-term contract over several months. Typically, this is not my style. I don't like to be left out of the loop because I've spent too much time at a client's site. But this was KAI, with a considerable amount of fees involved. The golden bridge, including both banks and the river in the middle. As a supreme sign of the importance the company placed on my modest self, I would have to work closely with the CEO, the original Khan himself! I don't know of anyone who has met him in my memory. Especially in technology, bosses like to appear in public and even play rock stars. Khan? So discreet, it’s unbelievable. Even in his office, no one remembers seeing him. He seems to give his vice-presidents a lot of leeway to run the company according to his instructions. Around him, a rumour floats that only a small nucleus of relatives can see him, a sort of micro elite. But if this nucleus does exist, it has never manifested itself directly in the company.

         The Khan excels as much in business as in the art of cultivating mystery. And by agreeing to work for KAI, I would have the chance, my faith the badge of honour, to meet, even work, with Mr Mystery? Added to the sum offered, curiosity tipped the balance. I was flattered too, I must admit. Khan is like the Prince of Artificial Intelligence. A sort of virtuoso capable of playing the keyboard as well as the musical genius from Minnesota, but in a different direction. Prince created music and Khan produced software codes. So, I joined Khan last month, much to the surprise of those around me. It was also a little bit of a shock in the field. KAI hiring me? Something is brewing and if KAI is up to something, watch for the fallout!

         This first month at KAI has gone quite strangely, so far at least. Several meetings, an avalanche of figures to look at but I still only have a scattered view of what the company is planning to do. I'm costing them a small fortune, and sometimes I have the strange feeling that I'm in a lengthy interview with them. What exactly do they want? The management team that I deal with on a daily basis is not only very dynamic but also visibly highly qualified. KAI does not impose itself on the market by neglecting the quality of its executives. One or rather one of the female ones fascinate me. Everyone calls her Kani. She manages the nucleus of KAI: all its programming operations. Kani is a sort of code genius. Of Asian origin, in her thirties I would say, of average size, petite, but very beautiful, never wearing make-up, very discreet and not too talkative, she’s almost always wearing one of those caps that hipsters like so much and in which she buries her black hair, almost my antithesis. She disconcerts me but she does have a certain je ne sais quoi that is very charming and, as I gradually discover, a lot of humour.

         She doesn’t speak too much during the meetings, only intervening to specify, with perfect accuracy and without a word in excess, what concerns her software. On the other hand, outside of work meetings, we sometimes have long conversations where Kani proves little by little to be warm and funny. The opposite of her character as a coding genius. Our discussions always end up taking a more personal turn. We talk about life, men, love or rather its absence in our lives, our aspirations, in short, on the communication level, the current flows well. I discover that Kani and I have a lot in common, starting with a shared passion for the concept of ‘building’, with the idea of actively participating in the future and sincerely wishing that it is for everyone’s benefit. This is definitely the first time I have met someone who shares my ideas. On the other hand, I have to admit that it is the first time I have opened up on the subject with someone from the field.

         I've always preferred men, but I have to admit that Kani has an indefinable charm. There's something about her... some kind of exotic sensuality. I don't know what her perfume is but however discreet it is, it comes across with a formidable capacity for seduction and envelops her as if she were a delicate flower.

         She has emerald eyes with a remarkable radiance and I often have the impression that these little green gems are two radars probing me. Her voice also distinguishes her and adds to her unique charm. Soft, clear and exceptionally musical. I have never heard anyone with such phrasing. It almost sounds like she's singing. I believe that specific questions are asked in meetings just to listen to her speak.

         One day, during one of our discussions, her hand grazes mine and I shiver. I glimpse Kani's green eyes for a brief moment and I think I see desire in them. I am still troubled by it. I don't know exactly what I feel for Kani and I wonder if, in my line of business, I really have the time to find out.

         This morning, for the first time, I met the CEO of KAI and I prepared for an hour; mentally and... artistically if I dare say so. I've taken care of my make-up, my hair, carefully adjusted all the little details that I hope will make an impression. I've met dozens of presidents but never one as important and mysterious as KAI's.

         He certainly expects to meet the elite consultant that my reputation proclaims and I will not disappoint him. I told you that I love the sexy and cold look at the same time. A strategic combination. Another advantage of having a perplexed man in front of you is that he doesn't waste his time, and mine, trying to seduce me. I don't choose my lovers in the environment where I work. I prefer men who work in manual trades. They are more robust, more direct.

         On arriving at KAI, I am guided to Khan's office and I come across a large wall with a screen on it. Now it’s my turn to be perplexed. What am I supposed to do in front of this wall? The screen suddenly comes to life and a hostess, a young Asian girl, greets me by name and says that Mr Khan is waiting for me. I know that but how am I supposed to see him? Does the meeting take place by interposed screen? As if to answer my question, the wall suddenly opens and reveals a breath-taking place.

         The first thing that strikes me is the smell, discreet but tangible, of jasmine. Its invisible and sweet presence perfumes a perfectly circular space. The floor is covered with silk carpets and the walls with fabrics in vibrant colours, from yellow to red to orange. The fabric envelope rises high up to a circular glass opening in the roof through which light enters. Directly below this opening, the floor of the room houses a large brazier.

         All of a sudden, this decor, which seemed vaguely familiar to me, takes on a precise shape: a yurt! Khan's office reproduces a Mongolian yurt. This boss has a taste for the spectacular!

         To the left and right of the brazier is a fountain surrounded by Asian armchairs, at least, since my furniture culture doesn't go any further than decoration magazines, I have the impression that it does. I don't know if it's real or recorded but an almost supernatural song of birds accompanies the scent of jasmine in the room with the same discretion, yet also the same presence. On the walls, there are works hung all over the place, presenting all styles to the eye: illustrations, photos, lithographs, old or modern paintings... Their common feature is that they represent either portraits or landscapes; all Mongolian.

         Right in the middle, just in front of me and dominating this decor, is Mr Khan staring at me, impassive. I painfully swallow my saliva.

         Leaning on one elbow, he is lying casually on a sort of red velvet sofa bed, as wide as a stage. The couch is overflowing with velvet and silk cushions that set Mr Khan up and present him to the eye in a... frankly charming way. He is wearing a beautiful green silk dress embroidered with gold motifs, which highlights his long, slender legs almost as much as the absolutely sparkling emerald of his slightly slender, beautifully made-up eyes. He has high cheekbones, a delicate nose and fine but full lips, highlighted with a vibrant red. I don't know his brand of lipstick but I'd go crazy for one like that. The low-cut dress, which moulds his bosom with... let's say a lot of elegance and sensuality, shows the beginning of small, pointed breasts. His thin bare feet are in gold-embroidered sandals.

         Mr Khan embodies, if I may say so, the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. He, she, reminds me of... Kani. Suddenly the penny drops, Khan - Kani! The very surprising founder of KAI starts to laugh. A burst of small melodious laughter, absolutely delicious and Kani's voice reaches me, soft and musical:

         “I'm sorry, Elsa,” she says. “I can't confide in many people and I needed to know you to trust you. Very few people can come in here.”

         Her laughter resounds like a melody again.

         “I mean, when I say I'm sorry... maybe not completely. You have to start realising that I like to surprise people,” she adds, visibly amused.

         Well... I thought I was an expert in the art of unsettling people, but Kani can teach me a thing or two! She gets up and comes towards me with her emerald eyes fixed on mine.

         “This is my second home,” she says, pointing to the yurt with her hand.

         Kani takes me by the hand to make me sit on the couch. I find it hard to repress a shiver. Her dress slit on the side lets me see one of her tapered legs, with luminous skin.

         “Would you like some tea or coffee?”

         Her soft voice is almost caressing, hypnotic. In a meeting with clients or competitors, Kani must produce an extraordinary effect.

         But I need to pull myself together, so maybe a coffee could help me. I manage to mumble:

         “Er, yes, I'd like a coffee, please.”

         It seems to me that my voice is hoarse compared to hers. Kani-president smiles, gets up and walks softly towards a small piece of furniture that I have not yet noticed. The section of furniture opens as if by magic as she approaches it, revealing an intertwining of chrome and gold that is undoubtedly the most expensive espresso machine ever produced. She handles it with grace and skill. In fact, the slightest of Kani's movements seem to be marked by grace. It is with the same effortless grace that she approaches me with a delicate cup placed on a no-less delicate saucer. It's a little strange that she starts making coffee herself when she must have an army of employees to serve it for her but she seems to enjoy the task. I think it's her way of living in her own space, a privileged place where she plays no role and can devote herself to whatever she wants. I imagine that KAI's boss has an essential need for discretion. As I will learn later, Kani has several offices in the building. Here is the privileged place where she conducts all her important business from, with the assurance of absolute confidentiality.

         Kani approaches me with her flexible, slightly swaying gait. In my life, I have rarely been sexually attracted to a woman but Kani is different. She seems to be entirely made of charisma and seduction.

         The delicious smell of coffee helps me to recover for a fraction of a second but the moment Kani leans slightly towards me to offer me the cup, a whiff of her perfume reaches me and the sweet smell bewitches me entirely again. I have already smelled this perfume, at the same time fine, delicate and intoxicating, but never up so close. To add to my confusion Kani, CEO of KAI, sat down next to me, her long silky black hair pulled back and held by a silver pin. I can make out the nipples of her perfectly curved little breasts under the silk. Her skin is opal. Her thin fingers still holding the cup are decorated with chiselled rings, and I suspect that each of their gems must have cost a small fortune. Above all, above all, the emerald eyes remain fixed on me, immersed in me, their radiance even more vivid. Once again, I have this impression of being probed and at the same time, Kani's eyes express something warm and soft.

         I guess that Kani is not the president for nothing. She has a formidable capacity to feel and gauge the people around her. Before meeting someone called to play an important role in her company, Kani already knows everything about their professional career, their qualities as well as their faults. Not only does she surround herself with people she considers to be the cream of their profession but she wants to discover individuals, not professionals when she first meets them in her role as Kani the Queen of Coders.

         She gently lays her hand on mine.

         “Elsa,” she whispers, “I need someone like you, someone with whom I can share my ideas, my dreams.”

         And I want Kani. I want Kani. Musical Kani, delicious Kani...

         I put my hand on Kani's knee. I feel the delicate skin under the cloth. Slowly, softly, our faces come closer together. Kani's breath comes close to my lips. Her hand with such delicate fingers runs down my neck. Our lips touch, Kani's tongue penetrates my mouth, warm and tender. It tastes like mint. With the tips of my fingers, I caress her chest through the silk, I slowly circle an erect nipple, which I then touch. Kani sighs into my neck.

         Her hand goes up along my hips, my waist, resting on my belly. With her tapered fingers, Kani then caresses my heavy breasts, swollen with desire. One by one, she undoes the buttons of my blouse. Her eyes riveted on me, her lips brush my face with slowness, with smooth softness. They rest again on my mouth, like a flower, and her tongue penetrates my mouth at the same time as her fingers reach my hardened nipple, caressing it as if it were the most delicate thing in the world. I am on fire. Kani stands up briefly and smiles at me. She undoes something in her back and her dress slips off, uncovering her pointed, pale, delicious, proffered breasts... Without thinking about it, I put my mouth on them, savouring them, tracing them with my tongue, licking the nipples and the saliva deposited and end up rolling them between my fingers. Kani lets out a little cry of ecstasy. She plunges her gaze into me as if to let me know that she is abandoning herself, offering herself with all her so-special grace. I savour her breasts, kiss her stomach. Her lips and her tongue also run over my boobs like delicate flowers, with both ardour and slowness, she applies absolutely perfect tongue pressure. Kani undoes my skirt and I lift my buttocks so she can slide off my stockings and my panties. Her fingers explore my vulva, unfolding the lips, tracing all the contours as if they were caressing the most precious of works of art. They find my clitoris, make it their kingdom, descending and ascending the lips at the same time, following my undulations and my cries, moulding my desire with their caresses. I explode in orgasm, shouting with pleasure, my fingers clutching Kani's back, my lips on her perfumed neck.

          Kani continues to caress me while I catch my breath. She cuddles my legs, nibbles at my back. I wish to return the favour to make her explode in turn in pleasure. I kiss her, then caress her breasts with my tongue, licking them as if they were made of cream. Kani moans with pleasure, I caress her long legs and lick them in turn. Slowly I slide my fingers towards her vulva and meet... her penis! I am startled. Kani leans towards me and whispers softly:

         “I was born a woman but with a penis. That's why I am Mr Khan... I have this masculine side. That makes me a special person and I need someone close to me who gets me.”

         Her voice sounds more musical than ever, almost begging. I don't answer anything. My head slowly slides towards Kani's sex. I caress the vulva with my fingers, then I grasp the penis and slowly slide it along my hand. She moans with pleasure. Her fingers on their part explore my thighs, my ass and I too scream when one finger penetrates my anus while others move up and down along my vulva and clitoris. I caress the penis with my lips, slowly, thoroughly. It is soft, firm and straight, medium size, perfect. Like all of Kani, the most exquisite being ever created to make love. Then I swallow the limb, press it with my lips, going up and down on the firm flesh while Kani groans louder and louder, the music of her voice carrying me along with her, at the same rhythm, stimulating the ascent and descent of my mouth along the tip and the penis. In a long scream, Kani explodes and I swallow the sperm in long gulps as if it were the best wine. I caress her, more and more gently until I feel her completely calmed.

         Kani covers me with her beautiful arms and starts to cuddle me with extreme gentleness. Her mouth rests on the soles of my feet and rises up from my toes to my vulva, which she carefully embraces, alternating between my lips and my clitoris. Clitoris, lips; lips, clitoris. When Kani feels that I will soon come again, she lies down on top of me, kisses my breasts for a long time before placing her lips on mine while she penetrates me. I feel her inside me, her penis fills my vagina and I groan with pleasure. Her penis is the most masculine thing there is but the rest is absolutely feminine and the mix of the two is utterly irresistible.

         The slow movement of her hips stimulates me while I caress her breasts, mould them into my palms and our lips are joined. I can feel her penis growing and swelling until it springs up inside me, provoking my own pleasure. Our cries mingle in harmony.

         Embraced by Kani, I gradually come to my senses. We stay like this for a long time. I think that I have never fully understood the meaning of the word delight before now.

         After some time, her hands and lips start to move again very slowly, very gently, to become agitated. She kisses me with real tenderness. She asks me very gently, with her singing voice in my ear:

         “Would you like a surprise?”

         Adorable Kani... Yes of course, at this stage, I would surely like another surprise.

         She gets up and heads for the wall. Her long legs lead to a sublime ass, perfectly round and smooth, which gives a glimpse of her pussy. The wall opens up in front of her and she moves away so that I can see better. This encounter is continuously reaching new heights. Kani has opened a vast room which shelters a row of men. All more beautiful and more muscular than the others. They are in fact, various representations of the ideal man.

         “Here is the summit of artificial intelligence”, she informs me.

         This is artificial intelligence? Well, science is doing more than I thought...

         “I prefer to experiment with some of our technological advances myself,” says Kani as she makes her musical laughter resonate.

         “Which one do you prefer?”

         One of the different models reminds me of the statues of ancient Greece. I'm pointing to this one. Kani smiles. His chest is magnificent. She leans towards the male I chose:

         “Naxos, activate”, she hums.

         My intuition is right, Greek. The model opens her eyes, looks at both of us and smiles.

         “Pleasure program”, adds Kani.

         The model continues to smile and walks towards me, holding Kani's hand. ‘Pleasure’ is undoubtedly a program designed especially for Naxos because his impressive penis stands up like a mast! The man slips behind Kani and grabs her breasts while he caresses her neck with his lips. Kani sighs. I approach them and kneel before Kani, my lips at the level of her vulva while my hand grasps her penis. I cover her vulva with my lips, with the caress of my tongue and make it grow again. The notes of her voice tremble with pleasure. She puts a hand on my hair to tell me to withdraw. Her gaze plunges into mine, she lies down on me, licks my breasts again, turning my nipples into a source of ecstasy. Then, with her head half turned towards Naxos, she tells him:

         “Take me gently.”

         Naxos leans towards her. Slowly, gently, he penetrates Kani who utters a cry. A long musical moan of pleasure while she keeps her eyes fixed on mine and I feel her, in turn, slipping into me and filling me with pleasure.

         I never thought an orgasm could be so powerful, take us so far.

         Riveted to each other we glide into the night, into later, into the future. It seems to me that we are destined for a much more exciting relationship than just professional collaboration.

         
            Chrystelle LeRoy
      

            Scheherazade
      

         

      
   


   
      
         Scheherazade
      

         Scheherazade slipped out of the palace through a small door. The guard, one of her followers, said nothing. His day service consisted of parking the flying carpets and luxury camels of the visitors to the palace, a tedious task if ever there was one. Scheherazade, out of kindness, often left him the keys of her personal rug, a very powerful two-seater sports model that the man loved to drive.

         Like other nights before, Scheherazade was looking for anecdotes to feed her storytelling skills. Popular art in Persia, although his father, the vizier, viewed his eldest daughter's career choice with scepticism. Scheherazade didn't care, a tale could transform the reality of a day, she thought, and a well-told story could charm the most acrimonious of characters. She knew that a good storyteller could capture the attention of the whole bazaar at certain times, as well as that of the palace at others. A good storyteller never lacked for anything and was received everywhere with consideration.

         Smart, intuitive and curious, Scheherazade was also very sensitive to the emotions of the people around her and she was already taking advantage of a rare skill to capture the attention of an audience. The young storyteller was also very beautiful. Medium-sized, a mass of short-kept brown hair framed a sensually expressive face, dominated by bright blue eyes and a mouth with full lips under a thin, straight nose. She had a graceful neck above well-cut shoulders with slender arms, trimmed with copper and silver bracelets. Her round, firm breasts were easily distinguishable underneath silk or linen, as well as her voluptuous hips and buttocks that evoked the moon and preceded slim perfectly shaped legs. Added to all this was an undeniable charisma, accentuated by an unusually deep and warm voice for a woman. As soon as she appeared, men and women were won over. This was both an advantage and a disadvantage for her, as she quickly caught the attention of her audiences but wanted to keep them under the spell of her words rather than her appearance. This is why she put all the more care into perfecting her stories and collecting details and anecdotes that could enrich them.

         Like the few passers-by at that time, she had wrapped herself in a burnous and folded the hood over her head. The destination of her excursion was a tavern in the bazaar where merchants and caravanners from the Silk Road gathered. For Scheherazade, their anecdotes and adventure stories were a pure delight. She felt as though she were breathing the dust of the slopes, feeling the mountain wind on her face and breathing the scents of the spices gleaned after long journeys. The vizier's daughter spoke all the languages of the Silk Road around the bazaar: Farsi, Arabic, Aramaic, Turkmen, Hindi, Latin, Greek; and a little Danish, because her father regularly hired Vikings as bodyguards. Of course, she didn't speak any of the really important languages like English, French or Spanish. First, because these languages existed little or not at all in her time and the dialects at their origin were essentially used by primitives who believed hard as nails that the Earth was flat. Another major reason is that Scheherazade would not have cared for them. The centre of the civilised world was Baghdad. Everyone knew that.

         Going down an alleyway, she crossed two silhouettes also wrapped in burnous with the hoods folded down. Without really knowing why these two forms advancing at a slow pace, aroused Scheherazade's curiosity. First, they were much taller and stronger than average. Then their eyes seemed to glow in the dark. They were men, no doubt, but their feet did not make any noise on the street stone. Scheherazade was fascinated when they greeted her. Already, each of the two men had eyes of different colours: one had a blue eye and the other a green eye while the other had a pink eye and a purple eye. In addition, the two strangers were of supernatural beauty. What troubled Scheherazade most was the air of surprise displayed by the two men, as if they had recognised her. Three steps further, she turned to observe where they were going, but to her amazement, the two silhouettes had disappeared. The alley was empty.

         She noticed a discreet door in the wall. Scheherazade, who regularly walked this alley to get to the bazaar, could have sworn that she had never seen it before. As she approached, she read a few bright words that shone above the lintel: Jinn Tavern. That's a very strange name, thought the vizier's daughter. The jinns could also take umbrage that their name was used for commercial reasons. Carried away by curiosity and attraction for the two mysterious men, she chose to forget caution and pushed open the door. At first glance, the tavern seemed normal. The interior was bathed in relative darkness and, as in all taverns, guests sat round tables chatting. Scheherazade, however, saw no lamps lighting the place, the light seemed to magically come out of the walls and rather than the usual yellow of the oil lamps, all the colours of the rainbow were present in the vast room, so that the effect, strangely, was nevertheless comforting without her knowing why. Above all, the customers looked like no other she had ever seen in a tavern! They were richly clothed and among them many women. Some had sparkling skin, coloured green, red or blue. One had two heads, a woman seemed to have an extra eye on her forehead and... the waiter who suddenly stood in front of her was floating above the ground because his legs below the knee ended in a kind of little cloud. His blue face stared at her with suspicion:

         “You're not a jinn... how could a mortal woman enter the tavern?”

         He had the voice of a famous French singer who did not yet exist.

         “Uh, well...” stammered Scheherazade amazed.

         The jinn's face suddenly lit up:

         “Ahhhhhhh, you're Scheherazade!” The waiter turned to the room and shouted: “Hey, everyone, it's Scheherazade! Scheherazade is among us.”

         Everyone there stopped to stare at her and then applause and rapturous exclamations broke out.

         “Scheherazade, my goodness!”

         “Welcome, Scheherazade!”

         “Can I have your autograph?”

         “I... people know me?” stammered Scheherazade, who went from surprise to amazement.

         “Of course! Of course! Your stories are very popular with the jinns,” informed the waiter.

         “But I never published them, they are stored in a chest,” replied the vizier's daughter.

         “You’ve come at the right time. This is where the genie of the ink bottle, the king of publishing in our country, lives. Say, it's really nice of you to include jinns, gnomes, giants or trolls in your stories. There are so few authors who are inclusive,” continued the waiter. “We have made a small social network of amateur reading jinns and we exchange your stories and images of camels.”

         “Camels? Camels?”

         “Yeah, camels are so cute, don't you think? We love them.”

         The waiter stopped as if he remembered something and then continued:

         “That reminds me, the troll king was here last week and he's offering you a live tour. Now that I think about it, the door must have recognised you...”

         Scheherazade was short of words. Fortunately, this failure did not concern the waiter who was going on jovially:

         “Are you looking for anecdotes to inspire you? Because tonight we have some very special guests.”

         The waiter pointed at the two men in the alley, who were now looking at her attentively. They had removed their burnous and, in addition to bracelets around their biceps, their powerful torsos were naked. They wore a wide belt that looked like it was made of leather and silk trousers.

         “Badir and Ramir rarely come here, but of all the jinns, I think they are the ones with the most unusual anecdotes,” concluded the waiter, inviting her in a gesture to go to their table.

         The two genies watched her come forward. Close up, Scheherazade was able to verify that the supernatural aspect of their beauty owed nothing to the mysterious context of their encounter in the alleyway, nor to an effect of her imagination. They were bewitching. In her life, Scheherazade had never met men, entities, or genies so... the word bewitching stuck to her tongue. Ramir and Badir seemed to have great admiration for her and welcomed her warmly.

         “I am Ramir,” the jinn with purple and pink eyes introduced himself, and I am absolutely delighted.

         “My name is Badir,” said the one who had one green and one blue eye. “I am so happy to meet you in person.”

         Both had a wide smile on their faces and the young woman was afraid of fainting. Her heart was pounding.

         “We are fans,” Ramir added.

         “There you have it,” Badir specified.

         “And, er, are you both jinns?”

         Scheherazade, still confused by the discoveries of the last few minutes, was not sure how to guide the conversation. In the kindest tone, Badir hastened to specify:

         “Jinn is the generic term; we are from the genie family. I'm the genie of the bedside lamp.

         “And I,” added Ramir, the genie of the water bottle. “I am by far the genie with the most promising future,” he could not help but add.

         - “Poser,” Badir mocked.

         Scheherazade had removed her burnous, placed near her on a chair. Ramir exclaimed:

         “You are fabulous. Really, I say that most sincerely.”

         “Oh yes, you are absolutely delicious. It's so classy what you're wearing, very avant-garde I’d say.”

         Scheherazade felt herself blush and found herself invaded by sudden heat. The genies were operating on her with a certain attraction. She wore a kind of very low-cut leotard that showed her belly and transparent pants made of puffed tulle. Her delicate feet were buried in slippers that went up at the extremities. No one dressed like that, but her seer had explained to her that one day the women in tales would be represented in this way and Scheherazade liked nothing better than to innovate. It was also ideal for pretending to come from elsewhere. Without saying it, she was absolutely delighted that Badir and Ramir liked her look so much.

         Scheherazade tried a question:

         “And do you grant wishes?”

         “This is one of the hallmarks of the genie family,” Ramir admitted. “I love it personally, people ask for completely crazy things. There's never a dull moment!”

         “Oh yes, that story about the frog that wanted to become as big as an ox...” Badir recalled.

         As they exchanged, Scheherazade realized that Badir's skin was moving towards a pleasant turquoise while Ramir was displaying an indisputable flamingo pink.

         “How does one become a genie,” asked Scheherazade, to whom curiosity returned.

         “Ah, you need natural predispositions, of course, but it also takes a lot of study,” Badir replied. “It took me seventy-five years.”

         “You failed twice,” Ramir replied.

         Badir looked up to the sky in frustration.

         “Don't you feel suffocated to live in a bottle or a lamp?” asked the vizier's daughter.

         The two genies looked at each other in astonishment.

         “No, we don’t,” they said in chorus. “It's very comfortable, we have all we need,” Badir told her.

         “Seriously,” Ramir relaunched it, “haven't you ever visited a genie' apartment?

         “Actually, you're the first genies I've ever met,” Scheherazade informed them.

         “Gosh,” exclaimed Badir, “we must celebrate!”

         “Absolutely,” echoed Ramir. “How about a little visit?”

         She could not believe what she was hearing but the curiosity and desire that won her were stronger than anything else.

         “I would be delighted,” she announced.

         Rami looked at his colleague:

         “Let’s go to my house Badir. It's a little bigger. It'll give her a better idea, I think. Does that offend you?”

         “Not at all,” replied Badir good-naturedly.

         The next second, the three of them were all at Ramir's house and Scheherazade was out of breath. The space, circular, had the dimensions of a public square. In the air, swam exotic fish of all shapes and colours. The floor was made of a kind of soft and silky foam where your foot would sink in slightly. Palms and groves of flowers grew everywhere, while in the middle, on a very large swimming pool, huge bananas floated like Scheherazade had never seen before. In one corner, camels were grazing peacefully. Ramir, who had followed the storyteller's gaze, said:

         “All jinn love camels, they're our pets!” He pointed to a portrait on a small table. “This is Granny with Dibi, her favourite camel.”

         Badir made a wide gesture with his arm:

         “You see, we're comfortable here.”

         He snapped his fingers and tables filled with fruit, cupcakes, decanters of wine and water bottles appeared.

         “It's as big as a palace,” exclaimed Scheherazade, “all genies live in such vast spaces?”

         “It's pretty standard for a genie to live in,” Badir replied, “but some have huge places, like the jar genie for example!”

         “Oh yes,” Ramir added, “instead of a swimming pool, he definitely has a lake with an island in the middle.”

         “On the other hand,” said Badir, “a few, rare, live in difficult conditions. The genie of the nail polish bottle, for example...”

         “Oh yes, poor thing” added Ramir. “I invite him as often as I can.”

         “We always have five or six guest rooms to entertain. We are very sociable.”

         A fountain near them began to project a large column of multicoloured bubbles high into the air and Scheherazade let out a small cry of delight.

         “We always celebrate with bubbles,” said Badir, “it’s an old custom.”

         “Can I ask you a question?” ventured the young woman.

         “Yes, of course,” said the two genies in unison.

         “Are all genies men, I mean, males?” Scheherazade specified.

         Ramir and Badir laughed.

         “Badir and I prefer to be males,” Ramir explained, “but the truth is that as a rule, genies are neither male nor female,” informed Ramir. “We are one and the other, or one or the other, as the case may be.”

         “It depends on a lot of things,” added Badir with good manners, “the phase of the moon, the tides, fashion and then our mood.”

         “I have to say that making love when you can have any sex is pretty awesome,” said Ramir. “Have you ever had sex with a genie before?”

         Ramir and Badir suddenly looked at her with a kind of excited curiosity.

         “No, not really,” replied Scheherazade.

         “We are adorable and we can adapt to all bodies and tastes,” Ramir adds. “Look! Look!”

         In an instant, he was naked with a sex of monstrous proportions, erect like a tree. Scheherazade shouted with terror. Ramir was depressed and his sex was now bending unhappily towards the ground.

         “The giants like it,” he whispered.

         “I am not a giant!” exclaimed Scheherazade.

         “Oh, my God, that's right! What was I thinking? Excuse me,” Ramir replied.

         A fraction of a second later, a normal-sized penis appeared, arousing.

         “Our penis moulds perfectly to all sizes,” said Badir, who was also naked, his phallus straight as a ruler.

         Scheherazade was overwhelmed. She felt an intense desire to have sex with the two genies. Without Badir or Ramir having moved, she suddenly felt that invisible hands were running through her, surrounding her legs, breasts and belly with exquisitely soft caresses. Kisses were placed on her neck, breasts, thighs, and in the blink of an eye, she found herself naked and feverish with desire. Without thinking about it, she grabbed Ramir's phallus with one hand and Badir's with the other and began to caress them. The penises were vibrating in her hand. Their surface seemed to be made of satin and they were full of life. To Scheherazade's surprise, the two genies expressed their pleasure by purring, which amused her.

         Without knowing how this was physically possible, as she continued to caress them herself, Scheherazade felt the lips of one running through her breasts and sucking her hardened nipples while the other's mouth licked her vulva and devoured her clitoris. Her body was inflamed, her pleasure swelled from second to second. Her moans were mixed with the purring and moans of the two genies, who magically seemed to wrap themselves around her in a voluptuous embrace. Badir penetrated her, his penis followed every millimetre of her flesh and stimulated sensations with a firm and regular movement of the pelvis. In turn, Ramir penetrated her, gently insinuating his limb into Scheherazade's anus and creating the same feeling of perfectly moulding himself there. He took her breasts in his hands as he entered her. The young woman's moans were mixed with the groans of the genies. Ramir and Badir's penises seemed to emanate from the waves of pleasure. She was entirely subject to it. Never before had she been able to feel so many exquisite sensations, nor with such strength. She let herself be carried away by a powerful orgasm that continued, again and again, until, in a common ecstasy, Badir and Ramir came in turn.

         “I've never felt such pleasure,” the storyteller told the two genies.

         “Nothing is more pleasant than having sex with a genie... or two,” said Badir with a smile.

         “Except with mermaids,” Ramir added. “Nothing can match love-making with mermaids.”

         “Oh, the mermaids,” said Badir, looking dreamy.

         “Were you able to have sex with mermaids?” Scheherazade was stunned and questions were jostling in her head: when under what circumstances or where could such an event have taken place?

         “Yes, of course!” Ramir replied. “Perhaps we should visit them,” added his accomplice.

         Badir waved a finger and a kind of large wire cube appeared in front of him. Each section of the grid supported a row of cubes whose colours glittered as if animated by a life of their own. Badir touched one of the cubes with his finger and a melody escaped, a whispering male voice sang in a language that Scheherazade did not know.

         “What is this prodigious thing?” said the young woman, fascinated.

         “A jouk box,” Badir replied.

         “A box for what?”

         “To jouk,” Ramir said. “It's quite simple, look.”

         He got up, approached the gate and began explaining to the young woman:

         “You touch any cube and a song comes out.”

         Putting his words into action, he touched a new cube from which an invisible voice escaped immediately, accompanied by many musical instruments. The genie touched another one, then another, each time with a musical result as different as it was extraordinary.

         “I love the jouk box,” said Badir lazily as he lay down.

         He added:

         “It's a gift from the genie of the USB key, but we don't see him much, he lives in another era.

         “Jet lag issue,” Ramir said distractedly.

         He admired the voluptuous curves of Scheherazade, who could not help but feel excitement again at the sight of the two phalluses still standing like satin columns. She took Ramir's member in her hand and began to stroke it. Then she brought her lips closer and licked it with her tongue. The genie began to purr again. Scheherazade enclosed the tip in her mouth and began to glide across the surface, going up and down in rhythm. With her free hand, she grabbed Badir's penis and began to caress it too. Both genies were shivering with pleasure. One's fingers touched the young woman's vulva and, without her knowing how such flexibility was possible, stroked her lips and clitoris. The excitement made Scheherazade tremble in turn. The pleasure of the genies grew and the sensations caused by their caresses grew. The young woman put more firmness into her own caresses and accelerated the rhythm, pressing the tip of each penis each time her hand came back to it. In an ecstasy that made the room vibrate, Ramir and Badir exploded into a common orgasm. Excited by their caresses, Scheherazade was in turn swept away by their enjoyment and the sensation of semen spilling on her belly and breasts. This new orgasm left her panting for a few moments.

         “We have to visit the mermaids,” Badir said, covering her face with kisses.

         “Well, yes,” whispered Ramir, who was caressing the storyteller's round thighs.

         “Your mermaids seem captivating,” said Scheherazade, almost distractedly. “I'd like to see them.”

         A moment later, Scheherazade amazed realised that she was standing up and that the music had changed: much more rhythmic, accompanied by joyful exclamations. The young woman was now dressed in a luxurious multicoloured silk dress with a silver belt set with gems that encircled her hips. Ramir and Badir were also dressed in their most beautiful genie outfits. Each of them held in his hand a bouquet of flowers of phenomenal size.

         Scheherazade looked around her. The whole space seemed to be made of iridescent mother-of-pearl whose reflections vibrated in the air. A gigantic silver ball spinning above a group of slender women added its reflections so that with the music, the effect was striking.

         “They are in disco today,” observed Ramir without Scheherazade understanding what he was talking about.

         “You think so?” asked Badir.

         “They usually don't go up to the ceiling like that,” Ramir replied.

         Scheherazade understood this time.

         “The pearl?”

         “Yes,” Badir pointed out, pointing to the ball spinning in the air. “We are in an oyster.”

         Scheherazade couldn't believe it. Ramir specified:

         “Mermaids usually organise their parties in an oyster. It's more comfortable for everyone. Sometimes it's inside a whale.”

         “There's a genie with them, isn't there?” observed Scheherazade as he showed a green giant waving his hips with joy.

         Ramir exclaimed:

         “Ah, it's Tabir! That's great. He got over it then!”

         “Why? Why? Was he sick?”

         “Seriously, depressed,” Badir replied. “He is the genie of amphoras and was afraid of being fired because of new technologies.”

         “We tried to cheer him up,” Badir said. “We explained to him that he could recycle himself, glass is not that complicated but he always replied that he did not understand anything about modern methods.”

         “So,” Badir completed, “we suggested to the mermaid that they should invite him, in order to change his mood.”

         “It worked well,” says Ramir.

         They clapped their hands in a strange way, certainly peculiar to genies, thought Scheherazade.

         The mermaids had seen them and they were heading towards them.

         “Badir, Ramir,” exclaimed some.

         “You came!” exclaimed the others.

         All of them spoke at the same time and nevertheless seemed to follow and answer each other:

         “That's so sweet!”

         “Oh, flowers, you shouldn't have!”

         “We love flowers!”

         “You guys are so cute!”

         One of the mermaids had taken a bouquet and offered it to her sisters who, picking the petals one by one, tasted them with delight. The bouquets passed from hand to hand while the exclamations were repeated again.

         “Oh, but that's...”

         “It's Scheherazade!”

         “Scheherazade, my God!”

         “They brought us Scheherazade, wow, great!”

         “Hi Scheherazade, we’re delighted!”

         One by one they hugged her, kissing her on the cheeks. They seemed visibly enchanted. They were all almost the same size, with musical voices that charmed the storyteller. Above all, they were as beautiful and attractive as Ramir and Badir were. Of various shades, all had blue, green, purple, daffodil, brown-fawn, bright grey, pink and even red almond-shaped eyes. Their hair waved like seaweed in the sea. The faces were angelic and sensual and their smiles revealed small sharp teeth like those of cats. Their graceful movements stirred the sails that barely clothed them. They had long legs and small, firm, pear-shaped breasts. As Badir and Ramir went arm in arm with the mermaids and their colleague Tabir, the three of them overwhelmed Scheherazade. They all spoke to her gently and their musical voice created a kind of melodrama that enveloped Scheherazade and seduced her.

         “My name is Armanie,” said the one with ebony black hair and blue eyes.

         “I’m Chanelle,” said the mermaid with blonde hair and bright grey eyes.

         “And I am Versaci,” said the third, with the auburn hair and purple eyes.

         All three were almost identical; slender and graceful, moving with a flexibility that Scheherazade considered remarkable. As they spoke, Scheherazade felt more and more enchanted. Two of the mermaids took the storyteller by the hand and led her to a place lined with algae and corals in extraordinary colours set in a small cascade of sparkling pearls. The algae were extraordinarily soft to the touch but even more surprisingly, they floated above the ground.

         “A bed on an air cushion,” Armanie said softly, placing her lips on Scheherazade's neck.

         “A new method, Versaci added, sliding off the young woman's dress.

         “You look fabulous Scheherazade,” Chanelle whispered, placing her hands on her rounded buttocks to caress her.

         “Oh yes, so beautiful,” complimented Versaci who explored the belly and breasts of the vizier's daughter with her lips.

         “We could bite you,” Armanie whispered, laying her lips on those of Scheherazade, staring at her with her blue eyes enlarged by desire.

         The languid kiss continued as Scheherazade's entire body, swallowed up by a delicious tide of caresses and kisses, ignited and opened itself to an even greater desire than with the genies. The mermaids let out musical sighs that accentuated the young woman's spell. She moaned with pleasure as Versaci licked her vulva, found her clitoris and moved her tongue around. Then, she entered Scheherazade and her tongue not only filled her vagina with the rhythm and strength of Badri's penis but simultaneously caressed each cell. The pleasure held the storyteller with such strength that it was almost painful. Her orgasm was brutal and the mermaids, almost supernaturally attentive, ingeniously stroked her to make it last for long seconds. When Scheherazade was almost exhausted from her enjoyment, they let her calm down, gently stroking her face and feet. After a while, Armanie began to caress Chanelle who gently pressed her lips on Versaci's vulva. Pleasure created a joint melody in the mermaids that in turn, aroused Scheherazade. She started covering Armanie's legs with her kisses and then her fingers slipped to the vulva, found the clitoris of the mermaid and made it swell. She felt in turn that the lips of one of the mermaids were resting on her vulva, stroking her, then that her vagina was once again filled with a silky tongue that created ecstasy. Moaning with the delicious sensations, Scheherazade began to lick Armanie's clitoris and put her fingers into the mermaid’s sex, penetrating it as far as possible. The mermaid song went up and Scheherazade perceived that the whole space was filled with a melody of pleasure and that Badir, Ramir and Tabir were spectators of a delicious, erotic session.

         Scheherazade came again, as strongly as the first time, but she managed to keep her caresses on Armanie and the orgasm. He carried the mermaids simultaneously and, for a few moments, subjected to the spell of their melody, Scheherazade lost contact with reality.

         When she came to, the mermaids gently stroked her hair and face. Badir and Ramir approached with a smile. Scheherazade noticed that she was wearing a new dress, more beautiful and richer than the previous one, with marine motifs embroidered with pearls of all sizes. With great compliments and wishes, the mermaids left the storyteller with the two genies.

         “The sirens are wonderful,” says Scheherazade, still a little stunned by so many pleasures.

         “Exquisite,” said Ramir.

         “Great,” added Badir. “All these emotions have given us a desire to get away from it all.”

         “And we have the perfect place for that if anyone wants to,” said Ramir with a wink.

         Without really knowing what new surprise awaited her, Scheherazade simply said:

         “Yes, of course.”

         The next moment, a cold sensation invaded her. She had both feet in the snow. She had never seen snow before in her life but had often read and heard descriptions of it. Astonished, she looked around: it was dark and they were in a vast space surrounded by a fir forest. Behind her was a large house built of tree logs. The surprise and delight were too great for Scheherazade to feel the cold.

         “Where are we?” she asked.

         “At the new home of the Schnapps bottle genie,” Badir replied.

         “He recently retired and decided to devote himself to delighting children,” informed Ramir. “Once a year, he gives gifts to all the children in the world. This is where he makes them day by day.”

         “It's a very generous idea,” commented Scheherazade.

         “Oh, absolutely,” replied Badir. “It's a bold concept. I don't know if it's going to work.”

         “You have to try,” Ramir replied, optimistic. “He lends us his home because he is touring suppliers.”

         Dreamy, Scheherazade said without thinking too much:

         “I'd like to see the snow fall.”

         “All you have to do is ask,” Ramir replied immediately. “Let's just shake it up!”

         In an instant, the whole landscape was shaken brutally as if by a giant hand and the air filled with snow that slowly began to fall back when the tremors stopped.

         “There,” said Badir.

         “I think we should go inside and warm up in front of a good wood fire,” Ramir suggested.

         “It seems to me that we have not yet told you the promised anecdotes,” Badir added.

         “Oh, I wouldn't say that you left me without any material for my stories,” smiled Scheherazade. “But we can still get lost in these fantasies once or twice.”

         “Or a thousand and one times,” Ramir said, taking her by the waist.

         Scheherazade laughed:

         “I love the idea.”

         The trio disappeared and the next moment smoke came out of the chimney of the log house and a dimmed light lit up the interior.

         
            Virginie Bégaudeau
      

            Christmas Eve at Hyde Mansion
      

         

      
   


  
   
    
     26 December 1907
    

    
     Dear Cathy,
    

    
     I’ve never loved Christmas, as you know, and this year I left London to be betrothed out in the countryside. It was time; after all, I’m almost 23 years old! Oh, Cathy! I don’t dare tell you that you’ll wind up an old maid if you don’t make a decision yourself. Anyway, I’m warning you that reading this letter might put you to sleep if it hasn’t already. Make sure you are alone because I’m sure you won’t make it all the way to the end of this letter without wanting to come join me - that is your way, after
    

    
     Back to my fiancé. Thomas Bulkeley wooed the father just as much as the daughter – myself – the only heiress. I was nothing but the cherry on top for our family since we already have Father’s fortune, which the gods must have brought about. My family didn’t hesitate for a moment to throw me into the arms of a young lord – and a viscount at that. We get the title, and they get the goods! My father was overjoyed at the idea that I was giving him a lord for an heir, an heir that would reign over the highest room of the house and go about in his horse-drawn carriage decorated with coats of arms.
    

    
     It was, therefore, quite an honour to meet Thomas the day before yesterday, when his carriage pulled up in front of our house. I found myself staring at a tall, blunt ginger with long, stiff hair. He gave me a cold look; his face was of a man’s far beyond his 27 years. His courtesy was curt, his smile absent. I lowered my eyes and accepted his cold kiss on my hand, keeping my composure reserved like we learned at Saint Lydwine School. I bid him welcome. He impressed me without pleasing me.
    

    
     My trunks and bags had been ready for a week and nobody knew how long I would be gone. As long as possible, they hoped. I pulled on my mink coat and my fox-fur hat, falling in step with my future lord and master. I climbed onto the seat of the carriage, pulled by four of Bulkeley’s horses, shooting one last look back at Mother, who was sobbing into a large white handkerchief, and Father, who was looking very satisfied.
    

    
     Thomas ordered the driver, Jeff, to urge the horses forward, since apparently, it was out of the question to arrive late to Hyde Mansion, two hours away in the middle of Hertfordshire.
    

    
     The snow was falling over London and its countryside. It was magical.
    

    
     But we were not alone in the richly decorated carriage. Two women accompanied us. They were to be my ladies-in-waiting. Maureen, a young maiden who was older than she looked, at least twenty, had a round Victorian face, hooded eyes and full lips. A couple of red ringlets escaped from her poorly crafted bun. She was no doubt Irish. She dared to look me in the eye; I ignored her insolent gaze. Camilla - this young girl’s tutor - seemed to be approaching forty with elegance. Her navy blue uniform was as austere as the tight bun at
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     

     
     

     
     

    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Bodies on Fire: A Collection of Erotic Short Stories.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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