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Chapter One

“Would you care to order now, Sir?”

Miles Hetherington looked up from his newspaper as the soft Scottish lilt broke into his thoughts and found himself gazing at a mass of reddish gold hair framing a pretty heart-shaped face containing two wide, innocent green eyes, a neat, pert nose and a pair of full pink lips that just seemed to cry out to be crushed under a strong man’s kiss.

He knew at once that he had not seen the girl before...he would most definitely have remembered her...and wondered who she was and where she had been hiding herself.

“Sir? May I take your order, please?” the girl smiled attractively and Miles felt a stirring in his groin as he thought that there were several orders he would like to make her take.

“Yes, of course, my dear,” and he listed the dishes he wanted for dinner.

As the girl wrote them down in her little book, Miles let his eyes roam discreetly over her body in its crisp black and white waitress outfit, his mind automatically estimating her height and weight and clothing size...a size 12 he thought, but carrying a couple of pounds of excess weight. 

Nothing that a little strenuous exercise couldn’t work off.

“I haven’t seen you before tonight, have I?”

“No, Sir. It was my day off yesterday.”

“Ah, that explains it. So you are...?”

“Hazel, Sir. Hazel McIndoe. And you’re Mr. Hetherington. From London.”

“Quite right, Hazel,” Miles smiled lazily. “You’re very well informed.”

The girl giggled. “Mr. MacAllister, the owner of the hotel, says I should always know guests’ names. He thinks you get bigger tips that way.”

Miles nodded, “He’s quite right. I tell my staff the same thing.”

“Do you own a hotel then, Sir?”

“I run one, just outside London.”

The girl sighed wistfully, the corners of her lips turning down. “I wish I was in London. I like the job here fine, but there’s nothing to do after work. No fun, if you see what I mean.”

“Well, maybe you should resign and come South,” Miles suggested, his brain working busily. “After all, it’s not that far. You’d only be a few hours away from your family and friends.”

“Oh, it’s not that,” Hazel frowned. “I’ve got no-one to stay here for. It’s just that I have a steady job here and I don’t know how easy it would be to find another one down there.”

Miles saw his chance and baited his line. “Well,” he said casually, as if he attached absolutely no importance to the subject. “I have a lot of friends in the catering business and I’m sure one of them would be in the market for a well trained waitress. If you’re interested, take my card. The number’s on it,” and he held up the rectangular slip of pasteboard.

Hazel was clearly thrilled, her green eyes alight with gratitude. “Are you sure? Thanks ever so much. Can I think it over and let you know?”

Miles grinned at her, knowing the satisfaction of a fisherman who feels the first nibble at his line and knows his fish is almost hooked. “Of course. Take your time. I’m here for two weeks.”

Hazel thanked him again and hurried away to fetch his dinner.

Miles watched her go, his eyes taking in her slender, well-shaped legs, trim buttocks and neat waist and chuckled silently to himself. 

Yes, he thought, she would do very well indeed for what he had in mind...

Hazel McIndoe spent the first seventeen years of her life caring for her father, a dour, deeply religious man, widowed shortly after Hazel was born. 

Living on a croft, a small hill farm, in the remote highlands of Scotland, Hazel had few chances to meet people of her own age and it was hardly surprising that when her father died, leaving her little more than the clothes she wore, she decided to leave and take a job as a waitress in the small hotel owned by Mr. MacAllister, a very distant second cousin of her father. 

It wasn’t a bad job and MacAllister treated her well, but Hazel never felt that she was anything more than an employee to him and put down no roots to hold her in the whole four and a half years she spent there.

Her encounters with the young men in the area were no more successful and after a few short-lived and highly unsatisfactory affairs which invariably left her totally unsatisfied and frustrated, Hazel decided that sex wasn’t all it was cracked up to be and resolutely refused to allow any of them to work off their carnal desires with her.

Naturally enough, this did not make her very popular with the young men and the supply of dates dried up, leaving her even more isolated.

Every week, sometimes every day, she considered leaving, but she had little money and no other relatives or friends, so her options were extremely limited and she began to think that she would never manage to get a real life.

But then, out of the blue, she waited on Miles Hetherington’s table and a whole new future began to open up for her.

The second day she served him dinner, they talked about London and his hotel.

The third day, he invited her for an after dinner drink and on the fourth day, she accepted.

On the fifth day, she told him all about herself and warmed even more to him as he held her hand and commiserated with her about her unsatisfactory situation.

On the sixth day, she let him take her for a drive into the hills and made no protest as he held her in his arms and kissed her. 

The kiss was a revelation to Hazel and left her breathless and weak at the knees. She had never been kissed like that before and her whole body tingled with the excitement of it.

Miles was a mature, sophisticated man of thirty one, vastly more experienced than either Hazel or the fumbling boys of her only sexual experiences to that date and when she lay in her bed that night, she tossed and turned as previously unknown urges made themselves felt in her sleepless body.

Like any woman, Hazel recognised them for what they were and her fingers stole down to her groin, rubbing and stroking at the moist channel of her sex until she had to bury her face in the pillow to prevent herself from moaning aloud as her climax burst upon her.

Hazel was almost twenty two and it was by no means the first time she had pleasured herself with her fingers...but it was the first time that she had fantasised about any particular man.

Miles Hetherington.

Panting in her release, she wondered whether he felt the same about her or whether he simply felt sorry for her and was just being kind.

True, he had kissed her, and very thoroughly, but did that mean he wanted more? 

And if he did, should she let him? 

Her strict upbringing said no...but the pleasant heat in her belly said yes and Hazel had been lonely for a very long time. 

The following night as she served him dinner, she checked to make sure that none of the other diners could overhear, then whispered nervously, “Miles, tomorrow is my day off and...and I was wondering if...if you would like to take me out somewhere again. We could make a...a whole day of it, if you wanted to.” Her cheeks flushed pinkly.

Miles’ face gave no inkling of the triumph he felt as Hazel spoke, but, inside, he was jubilant, certain that her faltering invitation was simply the prelude to his conquest of her slim body.

And that, if he had read her character correctly, was only the beginning of his plans for her...

Plans which, had Hazel even for a second been able to imagine, would have sent her fleeing in horror as far away from him as she could get.

Unfortunately for the pretty redhead, though, her very limited sexual experience of men had in no way prepared her to match wits with anyone like Miles and his very particular requirements in women...

“Certainly, Hazel. That would be delightful. Say, ten o’clock, then? Excellent. We’ll go up to the loch, shall we?” Miles was careful to hide his elation as Hazel nodded, but as she walked away, his lips curved into a cruel smile of anticipation. 

His slow, careful planning and patience were about to pay off and soon, very soon, the unsuspecting redhead would find herself becoming one of the star attractions of his new and very lucrative business venture.

The next day went exactly as Miles had planned that it should and as he and Hazel lay on the blanket he had thoughtfully provided, sipping the last drops of the second of the three bottles of champagne he had brought, he squinted up at the hot sun overhead and casually slipped off his shirt, pretending not to notice Hazel’s covert glances at his muscular torso.

After a few minutes, he remarked, “Hot, isn’t it?” and waited...

Hazel flushed prettily, not really knowing how to react and a little light headed from the wine, but then, pretending a nonchalance she definitely didn’t feel, fumbled with the buttons of her white blouse and laid it to one side.

Slowly, so as not to alarm his prey, Miles reached for her and cradled her against his chest, her initial stiffness soon passing as he kissed her, very softly, on her cheek and then, as she gained in confidence, on her yielding lips.

Hazel was aware of what his kisses were leading to and was a little scared, but the touch of his lips was exciting and she could feel her body reacting just as it did when she stroked between her own legs and wanted the delicious sensations to continue.

Soon, his hands were at her breasts, his fingers toying with her nipples and the pleasure was so much more intense than she had ever felt with her inexperienced boyfriends, that she voluntarily reached behind her back to unhook her bra, freeing her trembling flesh to fall into his grasp.

His lips descended and Hazel gasped, unable to believe the almost unbearable longing which filled her body as his warm, wet mouth brought her sensitive nipples to quivering erection, sending jolts of electrifying arousal through her breasts and down into the surging heat in her belly.

He laid her down on her back and she watched, mesmerised, as he undid her belt and slid her skirt down her legs and off, then repeated the action with her skimpy panties.

Then he paused and said quietly, “Are you sure, Hazel? If you’re frightened, I’ll stop.”

Hazel gulped, then nodded and whispered, “Oh, yes. Yes. I w...want you, Miles.”

“And I want you,” he replied and his hands moved in slow, thrilling circles over her belly, inching lower with every circle as his lips returned to her breasts.

Hazel squeezed her eyes tightly shut as he caressed her, but as his fingers slid through the silky curls of her auburn pubic hair, her eyes snapped open and she whimpered, “No. No, I mustn’t. I...I... shouldn’t.” Her hands gripped his wrists as if to stop him touching her.

“But you want me, Hazel,” he told her and she gave a soft moan, knowing it was true.

“I do.” she groaned, “But...I’m scared, Miles. I’ve...I’ve never f…felt like this before. So…aroused…and…and…excited, that it fr…frightens me a bit.” Her green eyes filled with anxiety, then slid away from his and she gave a little shiver. “I’ll try, Miles, really I will, but please don’t be cross with me if I have to st...stop you.”

“I tell you what,” he replied cheerfully, “How about I make it so that you don’t have the choice to stop me?”

Hazel frowned, “How could you do that?”

In answer, Miles reached over and picked up the belt from her skirt. “With this,” he said calmly. “I could use this to tie your wrists. Loosely, of course, but then you’d be tied up and not able to choose any more.”

Hazel’s eyes opened wide. “You...You’d really t...tie me up,” she quavered.

“If you think it would help.”

“Well...” she hesitated. “I suppose it...might.”

“Shall I do it then?”

“I...don’t know, Miles,” she replied doubtfully.  “It might work, but...isn’t it a bit...?” and her voice trailed off.

“We’ll try it,” he announced decisively and before Hazel could decide whether to agree or not, the thin leather belt was wrapped several times around her wrists and buckled in place.

The moment the belt gripped her skin, Hazel began to shiver and felt a ripple of delicious fright run up her spine and as Miles pulled the buckle tight, she gasped to a wave of thrilling arousal as she found herself tied up and unable to use her hands.

Even better, she no longer felt any pangs of guilt. 

How could she, she wasn’t in control any more and it wasn’t her fault. 

After all, she hadn’t even actually agreed to be tied up, had she?

“This is wonderful, Miles,” she smiled, flexing her fingers to satisfy herself that she really couldn’t get loose. “I don’t feel guilty at all. It’s just like you said. How ever did you think of it?”

He smiled back at her, “I don’t know, really, but I’m happy it worked,” and he took her bound wrists in his right hand and gently pulled them back above her head so that she lay flat on her back.

“And now,” he chuckled, “To work.”

Hazel looked up, to where her wrists lay trapped, then down, past her naked breasts and belly, to the auburn triangle marking the entrance to her sex.

Her pink tongue flickered, wetting her suddenly dry lips as she realised her vulnerability to Miles’ lips and fingers, but any concern she felt was only momentary as the same realisation set her belly bubbling with fierce heat.

Looking down at her, Miles found no difficulty in reading the emotions that chased across her face and revealed her thoughts and his own smile grew broader as he saw that he had not misjudged her nature. 

It was good to know that he had not wasted his time and he set about making Hazel’s sexual experience one to remember, confident in the knowledge that, sooner rather than later, the redhead would repay him a thousand times over.

His lips returned to her breasts, nibbling and sucking at her engorged nipples and the fingers of his left hand burrowed between her thighs to stroke the velvet softness of her labia and rub the exquisitely sensitive button of her clitoris.

Totally unused to such devastating stimulation, Hazel squealed and writhed, her bound wrists fighting vainly to tear free from his iron grip as her torso, from neck to crotch, turned inexorably into a blistering inferno of undreamed-of sexual heat, her legs flailing from side to side as she tried, and failed, to expel his hand from between her thighs.

It wasn’t that she had changed her mind or even wanted his hand to leave her. It wasn’t a conscious decision at all, simply an instinctive response to arousal so intense as to be unbearable.

Her struggles had quite the opposite effect to that intended, when, to her horror, she felt Miles’ legs clamp over her own, pinning her limbs but leaving his hand free to continue creating ruinous havoc between her thighs.

Unable to stand the delicious torment a moment longer, Hazel squealed, “No. Please, no more. Stop it, Miles, please, please, I beg you. I can’t stand it. I can’t, I just can’t.”

His fingers slowed...but didn’t stop...and he lifted his lips from her breasts to stare laughingly into her staring eyes as she whimpered, “Oh, thank you, thank you, Miles. I couldn’t take any more.”

He chuckled softly, “It’s a good thing we’re way out in the wilds, Hazel. You’re really noisy. I can see I’m going to have to gag you when you come back down to London with me, or I’ll be getting complaints from the neighbours.”

Hazel froze. “G...G...Gag me?” she stuttered. “Wh...What do you m...mean?”

“You know,” he said cheerfully, “Gag you. Keep you quiet. Shut you up. Stop you screaming.” He grinned broadly.

Hazel gaped at him, her arousal burning even hotter as she imagined not even being able to scream while his hands and lips explored her.

“You...w...w...wouldn’t,” she protested feebly, then, trembling with excitement. “W...would you?”

He shrugged, “What do you think, Hazel?” Her belly gave a great shudder as she thought about it.

“I think you w...would,” she said at last, “If you w...wanted to.” 

 He nodded slowly, “Mm, I think so, too. Lots of nosy neighbours in London and we wouldn’t want them hearing you, now would we?”

At his second mention of London, Hazel picked up the inference, “London? Do you mean you want me to go to London with you?”

“I thought that was where you wanted to go?”

“Well, so it is, yes, but I didn’t know...I mean...You mean, you...and me?”

“Why not? You can stay with me. At least until you get settled.”

“Oh, Miles. It’s my dream. Yes, yes please, I’d love to go with you.”

“Good. That’s settled, then.” His fingers resumed their work on Hazel’s body, building her passion steadily higher until she hovered on the brink of an orgasm, her body vibrating under his hand.

“You seem to enjoy being tied up,” he said slyly and as he thrust two fingers deep into her body to trigger her climax, added, “Maybe I’ll keep you this way all the time.”

Hazel’s body juddered wildly as she came and she squealed, “Yes. Oh Miles, yes,” as love juices thundered into her belly…..but whether her words were a reply to him or a welcome to her orgasm, it was impossible to say.

As he watched her spasming and pulsing, Miles congratulated himself on his good luck. 

Hazel had not only shown herself to be a natural submissive by the way she had accepted being tied and dominated by him, but she was also incredibly responsive. 

With suitable training, she would be quite superbly sensual and Miles knew exactly what training was required for, unknown to Hazel, he was not quite what he seemed.

In addition to what he had told her about himself, Miles Hetherington was a devotee of bondage and domination and had, at different times in his life, enjoyed the services of three obedient and submissive slave-girls. 

Two blondes and one brunette. 

He had never had a red-headed slave-girl...but that, he promised himself, was about to change.

As Hazel’s climax began to wane, he prepared for the next stage of her surrender to him.

Releasing his grip on her wrists, he took off his trousers, knelt down by her feet and took one of her ankles in each hand. Gently, with no haste, he began to spread her legs, moving himself forward as her calves parted before him.

It was a moment or two before Hazel’s sex-drugged brain caught up with what he was doing and by the time she levered herself into a sitting position with her still bound hands, his body was ensconced between her knees.

She looked down and blushed a bright scarlet as she saw his fully erect masculinity between her widely spread thighs and, just for a moment, her lips quivered as if she was about to speak.

Then the moment passed and she gave a little shiver, lowering herself back down to the blanket and looking straight up into the blue sky above her.

Miles inched forward, savouring her passive acceptance and Hazel gave a soft gasp as his erection pressed firmly between the pink folds of her labia and into her sex, his passage aided by the warm, slick juices of her orgasm until he was buried full-length within her and began a rhythmic pumping of his pelvis.

“Oh, Oh. Ugghh. Yes, don’t stop. Oh. Ohhh. Aiieehh,” Hazel moaned as her slim legs rose to encircle his waist, her head arching back as a climax engulfed her and her belly pounded furiously.

Fast losing his own self control, Miles plunged deep into her swirling heat and Hazel gave vent to a full throated scream of overwhelming ecstasy as she learned what pleasure a man and a woman can bring to each other.

A second, more powerful climax shook her body as Miles’ lunges grew faster and still harder and her eyes opened wide as huge gushes of love juices burst into her belly, drowning her in wave after wave of rapture that she had never known even existed.

“No,” she whimpered, “No. It can’t be.” Her head jerked from side to side as, deep within her pulsating belly, Miles’ erection began to throb and judder and her muscles spasmed around him, squeezing him in vice-like contractions as his spend jetted into her and her own body responded to send her hurtling into a third shattering climax.

Squealing and moaning like a lost soul in torment, Hazel ground her pelvis against Miles’ groin, not even aware of what she was doing, her brain overwhelmed by the maddened intensity of her lust and the sheer power of her climaxes as her body surrendered to the animal allure of pure physical gratification.

Exhausted and quivering to the slowly waning pulsing of her belly, Hazel curled into a tight foetal ball, hugging her climax as Miles slipped from her and dressed himself, then knelt by her side to stroke her trembling flank. 

He was delighted with what he had witnessed, for he recognised true slave heat when he saw it and realised that Hazel could have no idea that few women, or even trained slave-girls, possessed such natural depths of passion. 

Nor could she even begin to guess that there were men like himself, dominant men, who treasured such women and were prepared to go to almost any lengths to obtain and keep such prizes.

No matter what the cost.

He knew he was fortunate to have found Hazel and when she stirred against his chest and began to kiss and lick his stroking fingers with delicate touches of her lips, he knew himself to be doubly blessed, for the many shy glances she gave him from time to time, immediately followed by the lowering of her head as she saw him watching her, told him that she had already gone part way along the road of full submission to him.

And from there, it was but a question of time before she would kneel willingly at his feet and ask humbly to be collared as a full slave-girl.

A request he would be more than happy to grant.

Six months, he estimated, six months until Hazel, of her own free will, became his slave.

His property.

Only then, he decided, would he introduce her to the full rigours of her new status, when, bound in chains, she would learn that obedience and absolute submission to his dominance were not games to be played with a lover, but the permanent, unbreakable and rigidly enforced rules by which she, a lowly slave-girl, would have to live for as long as it pleased him to keep her.

With that delicious prospect in mind, he stirred himself and looked at the sun, now low in the sky.

“Time we were getting back,” he said and Hazel nodded glumly as he rose to his feet.

She tried to stand, too, but her bound wrists impeded her and made her clumsy and she giggled as he stood watching her, but didn’t offer to assist her.

At last, with a graceless twist of her body, she managed to stagger upright and gave him a mock-severe glare. “Thanks for the help,” she said sarcastically, “It’s not easy with no hands, you know.”

“No,” he replied evenly, “But you’ll get used to it.”

She turned quickly and her eyes locked on his, but then, when he didn’t look away or apologise, she looked thoughtful for a second, then said, “Yes, I rather think I will,”...and blushed.

“Give me your hands. I’ll untie you now.”

Just for a brief moment, Hazel hesitated, her eyes dark and unreadable, then she held out her wrists to be released.

Free, she picked up her clothes and put them on, then went to him, took his face in both her hands and gave him a long, sensual kiss, her tongue entwining with his.

“Thank you very much for not letting me say no to you,” she said. 

On the drive back, she was quiet most of the way, until the hotel was nearly in sight. Then she asked him just one question, “When I go to London with you, will you tie me up often?”

“Would you like me to?”

“I enjoyed it. A lot.” 

And that was the start…


Chapter Two

Three months later…

In the weeks that had flown by since she had accompanied Miles to London, Hazel had seen things, eaten and drunk things and experienced things that she had only known existed from television pictures, and in many cases, had never known about at all.

He had told her that he managed a hotel, but she had envisioned something on the lines of the one she had worked in. 

The reality was completely different. 

His hotel catered to an international clientele and offered the very highest standards of luxury, cuisine and privacy to its guests and, as manager, Miles was a very important man.

Although nowhere near as rich as the guests he catered for, he was also fairly wealthy and Hazel was in seventh Heaven to find herself taken to theatre shows, expensive restaurants, even more expensive clothes shops and even to Wimbledon and Ascot.

The icing on the cake as far as Hazel was concerned, was Miles’ assiduous instruction in the arts of love-making, her body growing attuned to his touch and responding with ever increasing passion to his hands and lips, her climaxes ever stronger as he took her and her sexuality flowered under his skilful tuition. 

Though she never realised it until far too late, Miles moulded her to his will, playing on her inexperience and innate sense of adventure to lead her down the paths he wanted her to travel.

He taught her how to arouse herself to climax while he watched her. 

He taught her to enjoy sex in the open air, grass beneath her naked back.

He taught her to wear the revealing clothes he provided for her, without underwear.

He taught her, with her own eager cooperation, to delight in being bound and helpless for increasingly longer periods.

Most importantly, he taught her to rely on him, trust him and accept his judgment.

The last being a fatal error on her part, but Hazel could not be expected to know that he was preparing her to play a central role in a plan that was nearing fruition.

His Bondage Hotel, where devotees of domination and subjugation could live out their greatest fantasies in luxurious, purpose built surroundings.

For a price.

A very high price.

As part of his plan, Miles took Hazel on a trip to Soho, the centre of London’s sex industry and encouraged her first to examine and then to buy several bondage magazines, a large vibrator and a set of leather wrist and ankle cuffs, overcoming her embarrassment at even looking at such things by the simple expedient of sending her out of the shop and then buying them himself.

His ploy worked, as he had known it would, Hazel’s curiosity getting the better of her as soon as they got home. In next to no time, she lay spreadeagled and naked in the centre of his huge bed, her new cuffs buckled tightly around her wrists and ankles and tied securely to the four corners, her eyes bulging with aroused fascination as he showed her picture after picture of women bound even more helplessly than she was.

Making quite sure to point out that although many of the women were just models, some were genuine slave-girls, the collars on their necks placed there by their Masters.

The vibrator was equally successful when, leaving her spreadeagled and ignoring her frantic protests, he inserted it into her wetly glistening sex and switched it on. 

Her screams of ecstasy as her belly exploded in gigantic climaxes were music to his ears but were so loud that he had to leave the room for almost a full hour.

Leaving the vibrator turned up to maximum.

Immediately afterwards, at Hazel’s request as they lay cradled together recovering from yet another bout of passionate love making, both cuffs and vibrator became regular features of their sex games and she slipped imperceptibly further and further under his spell.

Alone in his home while he was at work, she found herself drawn irresistibly to the magazines he had bought, turning time and again to the pictures of women with metal collars around their necks.

The women that Miles had assured her were genuine slave-girls.

She had no way of telling whether he was right, but rather hoped he was, for it added to the delicious warmth the pictures always produced in her belly as she imagined herself with a collar...Miles’ collar...locked around her own slim throat.

Over a period of weeks, her fantasy of becoming Miles’ slave-girl took firm root in her mind and the more she thought about it, the more excited she became as she anticipated his delight when she handed him the metal ring and asked him to collar her. 

It would be her way of expressing her gratitude for everything he had done for her and she knew he would be thrilled by her gift.

But there was one seemingly insurmountable problem.

She was perfectly prepared to wear a collar around the house when she was alone with Miles, but what about when they went out in public? 

It would be impossible to hide, but if she had to remove it every time they went out, much of the point of wearing it at all would be lost. 

She looked at the slave-girls in the pictures and wondered how they managed.

It didn’t occur to her that a slave-girl, who was genuinely enslaved, might never go out in public.

Or that if one did, she might have to wear her collar openly as a sign of her enslavement…

Miles was away for a week and Hazel was bored and frustrated.

Pondering the collar problem as she flipped idly through one of the magazines, she stopped, intrigued, as one of the many advertisements caught her eye and set her brain buzzing with a whole new list of stimulating and somewhat frightening possibilities.

The notice offered tattooing and body piercing facilities, on the premises or at the client’s home, by either male or female staff. As she read the details, Hazel felt a ripple of undeniable arousal as she realised that she had found the answer she had been looking for.

If she had the nerve to take it.

After an hour spent agonising over the pros and cons of having herself pierced, Hazel picked up the phone and dialed.

“May I help you?”

“Uh, yes. Yes, I think so. You see, I...want to have a p...piercing.”

“I see. What type of piercing, Madam? Ears? Nose? Or perhaps, exotic?”

“Um. Well...uh...ex...exotic.”

“Extremely popular these days, Madam. Would that be nipples, labia or elsewhere, Madam?”

The woman’s calm, impersonal questions steadied Hazel’s nerve and she was able to control her embarrassment to some extent. “L...Labia,” she stammered.

“Both, or just one, Madam?”

“Well...both, I suppose.”

“Rings then, I imagine, Madam. Silver or gold? We supply either, but gold is our recommendation.”

Hazel had never thought about it. “Uh, gold, then.”

“Very good, Madam. I take it that you would prefer one of our female staff to visit you at your home to carry out the procedure?

“Oh, yes. Definitely.”

“I can arrange that for tomorrow morning if you give me your address.”

“Uh, yes. Fine,” Hazel said and gave her the details.

“Very good, Madam. Miss Holman will be with you tomorrow.”

“Wait. How...How long does it t…take.”

“No more than ten minutes, Madam and please try not to worry. I assure you it won’t hurt and in two to three days you will be fully healed and the proud possessor of two elegant piercings to delight both yourself and your partner.”

Hazel thanked the woman and put down the telephone, then slid her fingers beneath her skirt and fingered herself gently, her sex moistening as she imagined the feel of cool, hard gold transfixing her velvet soft flesh. 

Her arousal built steadily as she anticipated what Miles would say and do to her when he discovered her rings and her fingers slipped into the wet channel between her thighs, rubbing harder as she visualised him buckling the leather cuffs on her limbs and spreadeagling her. 

Nearing her climax, Hazel whimpered in need, her brain full of images of his erect maleness ploughing into her belly and his cruel lips feasting on her helpless breasts. As her fingers thrust deep into her own body, she shuddered in orgasm, her mouth opening in a soft scream of sheer pleasure.

The following morning, Miss Holman was as efficient as Hazel had been promised and her air of brisk professionalism turned what could have been a highly embarrassing situation into a simple and almost enjoyable experience.

As she sat Hazel on a dining chair, she told the nervous redhead, “Don’t worry, I’ve done dozens of these. It’s the most popular exotic piercing we do. Now, if you will just spread your legs and hold your skirt up. Good. That’s fine. Just hold still as you are, while I dab a little anaesthetic on you.”

Hazel flinched as a cool liquid was applied to her labia but otherwise didn’t move. Miss Holman smiled up at her, “Well done. That’s the worst part, actually. Now, would you like to watch the piercing? Some women do, some don’t. It’s up to you. No? All right, that’s fine. If you’d like to turn your head away, I’ll let you know when I’m done.”

Hazel would have liked to watch but couldn’t quite summon up the courage.

She closed her eyes and waited, praying that the process wouldn’t hurt too much...and was astonished to feel only two brief jabs of pain, more like pin-pricks than anything else and nothing like as bad as she had expected.

“There. All done,” Miss Holman said. “Now all that’s left is to choose what rings you want. I’ve brought along a selection.” She produced a small jewel box from her briefcase and laid open pairs of gleaming gold rings of various sizes on the table beside the redhead.

Hazel looked at the display blankly, not knowing which to choose.

“If I might make a suggestion?” Miss Holman prompted. “These are probably too small for you, and you might find these a little heavy. Perhaps these...?” She offered Hazel a pair about an inch in diameter.

Hazel took them and her eyes widened in surprise.  “I didn’t think they would weigh so much.”

“Well, they are gold, Madam,” the woman said, “What do you think of them?”

“They are lovely,” Hazel replied, “All right, I’ll take your advice.”

“I’m sure you’ll be pleased,” She said as she took them from Hazel and knelt to fit them.

Still numbed by the anaesthetic, she couldn’t feel the woman’s hands on her and only knew she was ringed when Miss Holman stood up.

“You won’t have any trouble with those, Madam. Just take life easy for a day or two. Ask your partner to be patient.”

“Oh, that’s no problem,” Hazel chuckled. “He doesn’t get back for another five days.”

Miss Holman grinned conspiratorially, “Then I expect he’ll be very pleased to see you again, won’t he?”

Hazel blushed, then nodded, giggling, “Yes, he certainly will.”

“Is that why you decided to have yourself pierced?”

“That’s right. I wanted to give him a surprise present.”

“Well, I imagine he’ll be surprised all right,” Miss Holman agreed, “But a present is always more enjoyable when it’s gift wrapped, isn’t it?”

Hazel didn’t see what she was getting at. “Y...ye...ess,” she said slowly. “But what exactly do you mean?”

The woman didn’t reply at once, but opened her briefcase again and drew out another box, then said, “How about one of these?”

Hazel gaped at the array of gleaming padlocks and her belly gave a quaking lurch as she understood what Miss Holman meant about gift wrapping presents. 

“You could hand him the keys yourself,” the woman chuckled. “Then he could unwrap his present whenever he wanted, couldn’t he?”

Hazel didn’t need to be convinced. 

She picked up the one she wanted, its gleaming steel curves smooth in her palm. “This one,” she said decisively and Miss Holman nodded.

“Good choice. It’s waterproof and rustproof. Should last for years.”

As the woman packed her bag, Hazel counted out what she owed for her purchases, then paid her and showed her to the door, in a hurry to find a mirror and see how her rings looked.

Tearing her clothes off, she gasped in stunned delight at what she saw.

Below her curly auburn triangle, gleaming gold twinkled and glittered as she turned this way and that, her shining rings contrasting delightfully with the pink folds of her labia, the combination of hard metal and soft flesh was devastatingly erotic.

It took three days for Hazel’s piercings to heal fully, but as she sat naked on Miles’ huge bed, she knew that the end result was well worth the wait.

Staring down at the gold hoops adorning her labia, she panted to the flaring heat of her arousal, then slowly reached for the padlock, hooked it through her rings and clicked it closed, barring all access to her sex...even for her own fingers.

The sensations that swept over her as she locked her own belly out of reach matched the emotions she always felt when Miles tied her up and for the same reason. 

Without the keys to the padlock, she was as powerless to bring herself to orgasm as she was when he spreadeagled her on his bed.

Surprised and a little frightened by the immediate searing heat that flooded her body, Hazel stood up quickly to fetch the keys...and doubled over instantly to the shock of the unaccustomed and intensely thrilling weight between her thighs.

Bent over, she squealed and froze, unable to believe that a few ounces of steel could have such a shattering effect and cause such incandescent sexual arousal to spear to the core of her belly. 

The slightest movement of the padlock pulled unevenly at the rings through her labia and transmitted twin jolts of furious heat, milliseconds apart, directly into her sex.

She daren’t move…yet she must, for the keys lay on the bedside table and were her only means of removing the padlock.

The table was two steps from her trembling, wildly aroused body.

With infinite care, she straightened up, gasping as the movement increased the sensation of weight at her belly, then took a careful step forward.

The padlock swung...and Hazel climaxed, hot love juices crashing into her belly and sex as she surrendered to the delicious tugging at her engorged and exquisitely sensitive labia.

And that was only the first of four climaxes she gave herself that day with the help of her rings and padlock, for Hazel was determined to greet Miles with her rings locked together and wanted to be able to move at least a few paces, from the front door directly to the bedroom, she hoped, without coming at the first step.

It wasn’t easy, but she persisted, locking her rings each day and forcing herself to endure the ferocious arousal, until she grew almost accustomed to the weight of the body-warm steel at her belly and even began to like the feel of it bumping against her thighs as she walked.

Through it all, Hazel never forgot for an instant why she had had her rings inserted, or why she put herself through such deliciously satisfying torment.

Miles...and her desire to please him by becoming, at least some of the time and in private, his willing slave-girl.

She even felt a little bit like a slave-girl now, her rings and padlock taking the place of the collars she had felt so envious of when she looked at the pictures in the bondage magazines.

Not so obvious, of course, but Miles would know she wore them and he would have the only keys to her body and that was what mattered.

The day before Miles was due back, Hazel decided to spend that night with her padlock on. She was well aware that it would mean a long, frustrating night of restless arousal for her, but that, by the time Miles arrived home, her body would be acutely sensitive and tingling with excited anticipation.

When she handed him the keys and showed him what they were for, she knew that he was bound to want to unlock her straight away and she would be so in need and so responsive that she would probably climax there and then.

Which was when she planned to explain that she wanted to be his fantasy slave-girl for a while.

That was Hazel’s plan, but it didn’t quite work out that way...

Miles Hetherington had had an extremely busy and successful week and was in an exuberant mood as he drove up to his house.

His story to Hazel of attending a seminar had been pure fabrication. 

In reality, he had been meeting with his partner, a French gourmet chef named Anton Dubeq, and his financial backer, Paolo deCastillo, an expatriate Brazilian millionaire, to finalise details regarding the opening of their joint project, the Bondage Hotel.

Renovation work had been completed, all services had been completed and checked, security and safety systems tested, paths and gardens laid, and discreet advertising placed in the appropriate circles. 

All that remained to be done was the final hand-over by the builders and, to that end, all three partners had travelled down together to carry out a four day inspection of every inch of the building and the surrounding grounds.

Everything had been found satisfactory and after deCastillo signed the final cheque, celebratory champagne toasts had been drunk to the success of the venture.

deCastillo had then left, his interest in the hotel being purely financial and Miles and Anton, who were to actually run the business, settled down to detailed planning. 

They made an excellent team, Miles to handle day-to-day operations and Anton to run the catering and it was obvious that both knew exactly what was required.

As they should have done, for they had been planning for over two years.

After forty-eight hours of intense discussions, they settled on an opening date two months in the future and turned their attention to staffing arrangements, for which they shared responsibility.

“How is the lovely Giselle coming along?” Miles asked and Anton smiled mirthlessly.

“She will be ready, my friend. The slave collar I placed about her pretty throat is not for decoration and Giselle knows it. She adores me and fears me equally, but obeys me one hundred percent. I have not yet told her that I am bringing her here to serve our guests in any way they desire, but she will find out eventually. And what of your new slave, who I have not yet met?”

“Her name is Hazel and she has long red hair,” Miles replied. “You will enjoy having her as much as I enjoy Giselle when you are kind enough to lend her services to me.”

“So, red hair,” Anton mused, “A change for me, then. Have you collared her yet?”

“Not yet, but very soon.”

“Isn’t that leaving it a bit late?”

“Relax, Anton. She is a natural submissive and already loves to be bound. She will not be permitted to resist enslavement or delay our plans. And if she tries, there is always the whip...”

“True. Very true. Well, I shall leave the matter in your capable hands, Miles. So when do you plan to bring her here for her final training and familiarisation?”

“Immediately. I have already resigned from my job and there are, as you know, superb slave training facilities here.”

“Then I shall see you again in two weeks, when I will bring Giselle with me. It will be interesting to see how they react to finding themselves set to work together, will it not?”

“Indeed it will. And if they do not get on...”

“There is always the whip,” Anton finished and the two partners, dominant bondage Masters both, chuckled cruelly.

Hazel rose early from her erotically disturbed slumber, showered and brushed her long red hair until it shone with health and began to prepare the house and herself for Miles’ return.

At her every movement, the padlock between her legs tugged at her ringed labia, arousing her delightfully and she had to force herself not to remove it and bring herself to the climax she fervently desired, determined that her body’s willing surrender should be to Miles.

During her long, restless night, her active brain had added some refinements to her sketchy plan to offer herself as his slave-girl and she stripped the bed, leaving only the bottom sheet in place. 

Then she took the ropes which Miles always used to spreadeagle her, knotted them firmly to the four corners of the bed and lay them on the sheet, ready for instant use.

Her belly glowed with fierce heat, her nipples stiffening as she fetched her leather cuffs and buckled them on her wrists and ankles. Her sex grew wet with desire as she spread her body into a giant “X” in front of the mirror and savoured the thrilling twinges of discomfort which accompanied the position as her labia tried to open but were prevented from doing so by the padlock joining her rings.

Her reflected belly fluttered as she examined her body, posed in the display she intended Miles to see when he walked into the house and shivered with anticipation of his reaction.

Slowly, she stretched out her right hand and practised the words she would say to him. “These are the keys to my body. Use them...and me...as you wish.”

