 “Do you trust me?” her lover suddenly asked.

“Yes, of course”, Susan answered, although she silently asked herself why that question suddenly had turned up.

“Completely?”

Now, Susan got a bit worried. What was Catherine really after? There was something mysterious and incomprehensive in her eyes. “…Yes”, she answered after a moment of silence.

Her companion only smiled back at that, a smile that almost, but not completely removed the anxiety Susan just had felt. Without saying a word, she let her hand go to the scarf around her neck. Only when she had loosened it and held it in her hand, she spoke again: “Then stay up and turn around”.

The mysterious smile Catherine had on her lips still frightened Susan, but had also awakened her excitement. She did as told and stood towards the sea. It was empty now, except for a single small boat far away. The stillness of the moment fell upon her. She heard Catherine move up against her back, and just the anticipation of what was going to happen made her neck hairs raise.

Then, the scarf Catherine had held in her eyes landed over her eyes, and she saw nothing but blue. She felt it tighten against her head, as it was fastened with a knot to the back of her head. “Just relax and do absolutely nothing unless I say so, no matter what happens”, Catherine told her from behind.

‘What?’ Susan thought. What was she up to? Where she just to stand here blindfolded, allowing the world to see her with her notice? The tension inside her rose again. She suddenly lost her balance, and stumbled. She swayed, and without seeing, found no way of remain standing.

Then, she felt Catherine’s hand against her shoulder, and was helped back to her standing position. “Relax, no one’s going to harm you”, Catherine tried to reassure her.

Susan let out a sigh. That had been close. Once again, she stood up faced against the water, still without seeing a thing. So much bigger was the surprise when she felt Catherine’s hands moved to the front of her blouse, and started unbuttoning it! Without thinking, her hands moved up to stop it.

Catherine stopped her move right away. “Oh, no! Remember, no a move!”

Reluctantly, Susan obeyed and let her hands fall again, while Catherine’s hands once again went to the buttons of her blouse. She was quick, there were only a few left; Susan could feel the ocean wind grabbing the collars and stroke against her chest. She should have known there right away she had seen that mischievous smile on her partner’s lips. Of course there was some prank within this. But what?

Catherine loosened the last button, and slid the blouse of Susan. With only four senses available, her partner sharpened the other. She could hear Catherine take a step back, and fold the cloth on the sand. Then, the hands were on her again, and this time they had gone for her skirt. Susan felt herself regret choosing this kind of skirt, that you could tie around you – it made it so much easier for Catherine to remove it. With quicksilver fingers the single k not was untied, and Susan felt the layers of silk disappear from her waist, one by one. When it was all gone, she once again heard her lover take a step back and lay something on the ground, obviously her skirt. She really felt naked now, even though she was still wearing her bikini. Which of course was kind of silly, she had never had any trouble walking among people and a bikini before, so why should it propose any trouble now? Surely, Catherine could not go any further. But her blindness heightened her uncertainty, and the whole situation was becoming close to her dream on the plane…

“How do you feel, my love?” she heard Catherine’s voice whisper in her ear. Goosebumps immediately rose on her arms and neck. “Is the soft wind good against your beautiful body? Do you feel the sun warming you? How is it to hear,” she whispered, “and smell and feel, but not see?” Two fingers stroked the front of her thighs, and continued slowly upwards, across the hipbones and up along the sides of her belly. Susan shivered, and held her breath involuntarily.

When they came to her breasts, Catherine spoke again. “Oh but what is this, more clothing? Don’t you want to feel more of the wind? Shouldn’t all of you come free?” Susan let out a sigh, partly filled with stress, but partly with lust as well; she couldn’t help it. She should have known. Her arms wanted to go up and stop those arms that were moving towards the bikini clasp between her shoulders, but something deeper inside her stopped her – and it wasn’t her obedience.

Those swift fingers opened up her top and let it fall off her. Immediately, she fell the sun rays on her exposed breasts, which now were displayed to everyone around. This wasn’t something she was used to; she hadn’t walked around topless since she had been a teenager, and hardly had had any breasts to show. Although she was quite certain there was no one there (she had heard no sound of a boat, as she could recall, and this small beach was quite isolated), she couldn’t see and therefore couldn’t know. Without helping it, Susan suddenly imagined a hoard of people silently staring at her nakedness. Curiously, the thought only raised the spirit in her, instead of the other way around. Her dream once again came to her.

Perhaps it was because of this feeling that Susan didn’t complain at all when the last part of her bikini was pulled down her legs, and dutifully raised her legs one at a turn to take them of completely. Doing so, she could feel the warm ocean wind touch her pubic hair and in that cooling some of the moist that had turned up there.

Here she was, naked to everyone in the world to see, blindfolded but aware of every sound around her. Not that there were many, practically the only thing she heard was Catherine’s soft moves as she stepped away from her. Of course, she had sometimes imagined being naked publicly, but never had she thought she would be at easy with it so much. Strangely enough, she felt in control of the situation, and only anticipated Catherine’s next move.

“Remember: do nothing”, her lover ordered her, and stepped away according to the sounds she made. Then, silence fell upon the place. 

Well, not exactly silence; she could hear the waves against the sand and the light brushing of the wind touching the leaves. The waves could be heard from the sea, and distantly a seagull shrieked. But the most important sounds were missing: Catherine’s.

At first, Susan tried to ignore it. She imagined Catherine standing right behind her, dead silent with her teasing smile on her lips. Yeah, that was exactly like her: this was one of her games. Letting Susan stand here naked and blindfolded with nothing to do but wait for her. Well, Susan wasn’t going to be fooled so easily; she could wait. She had started enjoying standing here, with no company than the birds. She actually felt free, and being all alone helped. What did it matter if some animals saw her in the nude?

Then, she got aware of the distant sound of a motorboat. Susan intensified her hearing. All other sounds lost their meaning. At first, she thought she had been mistaken, but the more she listened, the more apparent it got: it was a motorboat. And it was coming closer!

The first reflex was to panic. Instinctively, Susan wanted to remove her blinds and rush for cover. What if the boat drove past and saw her? Like this? Butt-naked, standing alone on a beach! Just the thought sent shivers down her spine.

But as soon as her hands touched the scarf around her head, she hesitated. That was just what Catherine would think she’d do: bail out at the first moment. She imagined her partner sitting silently at some distance and watch her moves. The thought enticed her and calmed her some. Well, she wasn’t going to give up that easily. Susan let her arms fall and stood silently, listening to the sound of the motorboat.

It was clearly coming this way. Susan tried to stay as calm as possible, though every nerve in her tightened like a guitarstring.

