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Chapter 1: A Welcome Guest
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I push open the door of the hotel, a bell gently tinkling above me.  Wood, burnished to a honey-warm sheen, shines under bright light, the suited concierge (his suit definitely a lot more expensive than mine!) looking up from his work, neat little moustache dark and clear.  He looks at me, dark eyes skimming over my outfit, weighing me up and categorizing me – a down-at-heel wealthy tourist, come up from the cafés and bars by the river?  A scoundrel, trying to get into the rooms?  Here to see relatives and beg for a handout?  Even dressed up, my suit isn’t up to the standards of those on display in the hotel bar, all crisply pressed and laundered, even the staff immaculately dressed.

‘I’m here to meet a... friend.  She’s in room 69.’

His expression changes, from guarded caution to a polite smile.  ‘Ah, oui, monsieur, of course!  Yes, the young lady, she did make mention of a friend.  And she requested that you take this as well.’  

He raises one hand and snaps his fingers, the crack echoing against the marble floor and wood-paneled walls, loud enough to draw the attention of those in the bar, looking up from their chatter for a moment.  I try not to flush or shuffle my feet, hoping (without much success) that I look entirely at ease.  A waitress approaches, her apron blindingly white, obviously a token of status rather than for any actual protection, her heels lightly clicking against the marble, hem of her dress just beneath her knees, revealing attractive legs, sheathed in white silk stockings.  On one upturned hand she is carrying a silver tray, holding a bucket, beaded with condensation, the long neck of a magnum of champagne sticking upwards.

She lowers her hand, moving it towards me, dipping her head in a brief curtsey, her other hand plucking at her skirt slightly, showing the minimum of deference.  She meets my eyes, her own bright and amused.

‘One of the finest vintages.  I do hope that the young lady enjoys it.’  His tone is mildly regretful, and not without reason – I can’t really tell the difference between the cheap stuff and the expensive, and she’s unlikely to be in the mood to savor it.  I take the tray, as the waitress shoots me a wink before turning, with enough force that her skirt spins out, revealing more of her legs before the skirt settles back into place as she walks away.

‘And the key, of course.’  

It’s a brass rod the length and width of my ring finger, attached to a wooden plaque, which he drops onto the tray with a decorous clatter.  

‘Do convey my wishes to the young lady!  She has been a most excellent and cultured guest.’  His gaze slides behind me, as loud, grunting laughter sounds out from a tall, bulky man, those around him following suit after several seconds.  ‘And so elegant as well!’  His tone is regretful, an echo of days long past, but I smile back at him, sliding the tray so the key nestles against the bucket.

He gestures with a hand, as a suited and gloved attendant rattles open the grille of the elevator for me, allowing me access.  It’s a tiny space, that’s a squeeze for two, and three would be forcefully intimate.

‘Floor six, sir?’

I nod, and he pushes the button, then closes the door.  It starts to move upwards, flashing dark and light as we move between floors, the grille letting me see the plush carpets and wooden paneling of each floor.

‘To your left, sir.  The suite on the end.’  

He opens the grille again, and I step forward, being careful not to catch my foot on the gap, able to see all the way back down, following his instructions.  The sound of my footsteps is swallowed up by the thick carpet, the air heavy with the scent of flowers, fresh, bright bundles of the things arranged in vases, probably done fresh every day.

A window at the end of the passageway gives a view over the city – I can see the Seine, a dark ribbon framed by city lights on either side.  But there’s more fun things to be doing!  

It takes a little bit of shuffling to comfortably hold the tray in one hand and have the key, but when I go to slide it into the lock, I find the door opens with just a slight push.  Well, I suppose she was expecting me?  It opens smoothly and silently, illuminating a dark hallway – it’s not just a hotel room, but a suite, itself larger than some of the apartments I’ve rented myself.  

‘Harana?’

I let the door swing shut behind me, locking it and leaving the key-fob hanging there.  From up ahead, I hear a soft grunt, followed by gentle silk slitherings, coming from the main room.  The air is sultry and warm, a window open somewhere to prevent it being stuffy.

The lights are all low, my eyes slowly adjusting as I advance, being careful not to tilt the champagne.  I hear the grunting again, the sound sharper this time, as I step into the main room, and see her there.

She’s changed her hairstyle again – her wide fringe is now dyed bright, crimson red, stark and distinct from the rest of her hair, raven black and falling down over her shoulders.  She’s wearing a red silk dress, Chinese-cut, baring a soft, tanned thigh, a frilled garter visible, with metallic earrings gleaming, twisting as she moves her head to look at me.

There’s another grunt, her mouth sealed with shiny silver duct-tape, her lips curving in a smile behind it.  She’s sat on a chair, her arms behind her back, rope wound above and below her breasts, her elegant fingers each pressed against the opposite elbow, red-painted finger-nails lightly tapping on her own skin.  

She twists, the red silk dress tight against her body, enough to even show off the cleft of her navel, the high neck sealed with an ornamental knot.  Beneath that, there’s a cut-out, showing off her cleavage, the edge of a tattoo visible, a swirling pattern of knots and curves along her breast.

‘Mphh!’  She mumbles from behind the tape, straining against the ropes, shoulders twisting.  Her legs are tied as well, feet in black heels, cord around her ankles and each thigh, one leg completely exposed.

I put the tray down and stand over her, her amber eyes glinting back at me, as she smiles from behind her gag.

‘Well, you seem to be in some trouble again.’

‘Mphh!’

‘Maybe I should go get help?  Or just take some money and go have some fun?’

She quirks an eyebrow at me, red fringe hiding the black curve, before straining her legs against the rope, the chair rocking, making her visible thigh tense up delightfully.  ‘Mphh!’  It sounds as though she’s shoved something into her mouth as well, making it impossible for her to make anything other than moans and grunts.  

I reach forward and press my fingers against the tape-gag – I can feel her soft lips beneath it as they twist slightly, pulling on the tape.  I press it down, ignoring her grunt of disapproval, then squeezing her cheeks.  They feel stuffed and full – there’s definitely something in her mouth!  Well, that can be a mystery for later.  

I put a hand on her bare thigh, feeling how warm she is.  ‘Been waiting long?  It feels as though you’ve been moving quite a bit.’  Although she hasn’t been able to mark furrows into the carpet at least!

‘Mpphhh...  Mphh!’  

I slide my hand further upwards, stroking upwards.  ‘I’m always impressed by how you manage to do this yourself.’  

She rolls her eyes, then gestures with one of her hands at several hooks on the walls, intended for hanging clothing from.

‘You hooked the rope on those?  Clever girl.’

She rolls her eyes again before shaking her hips, but without enough force to shake me off.  I keep sliding my hand upwards, underneath the silk, feeling the dip of her body from her legs up to her hips.  Her scent, some perfume she refuses to disclose, rolls off her body, and I have to focus not to feel intoxicated.  

‘So, you want me to enjoy myself.’

‘Grpphh!’  She nods and stamps the floor, or at least tries to, her heel spiking the carpet, but her ankle is sufficiently well-tied she can’t put any force behind it, as I go and fetch two glasses, then pull another chair over, sitting opposite her.  She sees me looking, pulling her shoulders further back to draw attention to her breasts, skin shiny in the low light, twisting herself to show her body off, tattoo even darker against her skin.

I pick up the champagne and look at the label – 20 years old, and quite fancy-looking.  Not something I know enough about to identify precisely, but, knowing her, it’s probably expensive.  

‘We can have it later, when we’ve had some fun.’

She nods and wriggles herself enticingly as I put the bottle back into the ice, bedding it into place with a series of crunching noises.

‘Nothing but the best for you, right?’

She looks smug and nods, earrings glinting.  

‘Well, you might be allowed some later, I suppose.’  Then I reach over to the bucket and grab a large chunk of ice, the thing already melting between my fingers, cool and slippery before I slide it into my palm.

I stare into her eyes, as she looks back, cool and collected.  When I shove my palm against her thigh, pressing the melting block against her warm skin, she twitches and blinks, cool stare becoming a swift glare.  

‘Oh?  Something you’d like to say?’

‘Hphhh.’  

I twist the ice against her skin, rolling it back and forth, feeling trickles of cold water slide down her warm skin, soaking into the cushion of the chair.  When I slide it beneath her knee, into the curve of skin, she twitches again, but can’t dislodge it.  After stroking her knee, I flick the silk covering her other leg aside, to reveal her thigh.  Another chunk of ice slides beneath the other knee, and now there’s a look of annoyance on her face.  I can see her lips twitching, but I press down and smooth the tape against her face again.

‘It must be nice to cool off.’

She wriggles against the ropes, but she’s tied them too well, unable to do more than twist around a bit, drumming her fingers against her elbows.  

Another block of ice, her eyes fixing on it as I hold it up, before walking around behind her.  ‘Where to put this?’  The high, stiff collar of the dress covers her neck, her hair shifting about as she tried to keep me in sight.  I lean over, brushing hair off one of her ears, a metal cuff along the top curve.  When I gently blow on it, she shivers and moans, some of the tension leaving her body.  

Then I pull her long, sleek hair aside and push the ice against the top of her neck, just above the orange-trimmed silk.  

‘Mmpphhhhh!’  She tenses up, trying to twist away from it, but I just push forward, keeping it against her flesh.  ‘Nphhh...  Grphhh!’  I blow on her ear again, and she turns her head away from me, feigning annoyance.  

‘If you don’t like it there, maybe somewhere else?’

I pull it away from her neck, reaching over and then dropping it into her cleavage.  It slides down between her breasts, black fleck-marks from the outer rim of her tattoo and transparent beads of water mixing, nestling in place, the tightness of the chest-ropes preventing it dropping further.  The way she twists draws her silk dress even tighter around her body, the ice gleaming, close against her flesh, somewhere she can’t dislodge.

‘Now, what to do with you?’  I take my suit jacket off, hanging it off one of the hooks, loosening my own collar, then checking her tape-gag is secure, as she grumbles from behind it.  I glance through the doorway behind her, into the bedroom – there’s a roll of tape on the bedside table, just in case I need it.  And several more ropes, all neatly bundled and knotted, ready to be used.  

‘Maybe I should cum over your face?’  

A look of distaste comes over her face, hair bobbing as she shakes her head.

‘Oh?  Not in the mood for that?.’  I stroke her hair, tidying a few errant strands, pressing my crotch against her shoulder, letting her feel that it’s grown.  Her fingers gently stroke along inside my leg, sliding over my trousers.  ‘It’s nice to have you a little quieter for once.’  I lean in close, kissing the tape, feeling her lips beneath, trying to meet mine.  It doesn’t taste very nice, but the other side is likely even worse!

She wriggles a leg, a much-shrunken lump of ice sliding out, hitting my leg and then falling to the floor, leaving a wet mark on the black fabric.  She snickers, sound warped by the tape.

I walk back over to the bucket, pouring myself more champagne, before running my hand through the ice, making it clatter together, the cold making my hand prickle as it seeps in, some of it soaking into my sleeve.  It’s a big lump, the size of at least two fingers.

‘Now, where should this go?  Any ideas?’

She wriggles on the chair, trying to move away, shuffling around without getting anywhere, arms twisting around her bindings.

‘You really don’t like the cold, do you?’

‘Nphh!’

I walk closer, taking slow steps, ignoring the cold dripping of the ice.

‘Maybe I should ring the front desk, have them bring up some ice, put it into the bathtub?’

She shakes her head again, trying to back away, the chair rocking from her efforts.  The front of her dress is even darker red now, where the ice has melted and soaked in, making it cling even more tightly to the curves of her body.  It’s so tight that I can see her navel, the silk drawn over her body – she’s virtually sewn into it!

I squat down in front of her and grab the chair, feeling it rock as she keeps trying to twist around, with even less effect now.  

‘Maybe here?’  

I reach between her legs and shove the lump of ice against a firm, warm thigh.  She convulses and shudders, eyelids fluttering melodramatically.  The tension within her leg-muscles is delicious to feel, yielding as I press against her, the chill of the ice something she can’t escape, as I use her to bring warmth back to my fingers.  Pushing it further up increases her whines, her look sharpening a second before she loses focus, turning away, tape crinkling on her face as her lips move, and she groans again.

‘Little further?’

It bumps up against the fork of her legs, into the dip of her body.  Of course she’s not wearing anything underneath – something she looks like she’s regretting now, not that lace or silk would offer much protection!  A little over to the side, and a low, sighing shriek sounds out, the rapidity of her breathing obvious from her tight clothing.

‘Did I manage to find it?  You’ve complained about that before, but I’d like to think that I’ve got better.’  

Her hips buck, forcefully enough that her butt slaps back against the seat, but that just lets me slide the ice further beneath her, so it’s firmly lodged beneath her, cooling her crotch, already starting to melt.  She keeps rocking, but it’s trapped beneath her, no matter how she wriggles and squirms, air puffing from her nostrils.

‘Maybe that will cool you down a bit?’

‘Hphh!’  A look of defiance this time, and she starts to rock back and forth, grinding herself against the ice, slowly and deliberately moving her hips.  

‘Think you can do anything before it melts?  Would you like to have some pushed all the way in?’

She growls, but the sound twists to a frustrated purr, her rubbing not getting her off.  

‘Should I let you entertain yourself?  Or tip the bucket over you, then put the bucket over your head, and go to the theatre by myself?’

Her eyes snap towards mine, trying to judge if I’m telling the truth or not – would I do that?  It is tempting to see how she reacts, and maybe show her how mean I can be.  But she did buy the tickets, and does make the shows a lot more entertaining.  And I’m not sure what she might do in retaliation!  Her eyes stare at me as she keeps rocking back and forth, still grinding away, and I smile at the sight of her thighs, alternately straining and relaxing.

‘We both know that’s not going to be enough, don’t we?  Would you like something stiffer?’  I tap a finger against the underside of her chin, tilting it up to make her look at me.  ‘There’s so much we could do...  Or that could be done to you.’  

She flicks her head, making her hair slide over a shoulder, sending out a thick haze of her scent, the red fringe of her hair bright and vivid.  

‘Beph!’  

I lean in and kiss the taped lips again, harder this time, hearing the rush of air as she inhales, still twisting around, a puddle of icy water pooling over the seat.  

I shove backwards, the chair-legs scudding and bumping over the carpet, as she squeals in surprise, her head coming forward, butting me
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