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Part One

Chapter One

 


Analise had trouble buckling the bright red
collar around her neck. Whether it was from trembling fingers, her
inexperience, or just general nervousness she couldn’t decide. Time
was getting short and she started cursing under her breath as she
tried to make her fingers go through the correct motions as she
watched herself fumble in the mirror.

“Here, let me,” Kim said stepping
up behind her and taking the collar out of her hands. The older
woman had absolutely no trouble buckling the strap of leather and
sliding it around her neck so the D-ring faced forward. “See, easy
enough. You’re just a little nervous. You’ll do fine.”

With an uncertain nod Analise tried to refocus
herself. “Is it red to make it more visible?” she asked to try and
cover her nerves.

“Sort of. Red’s the international
color to stop. Don’t forget it’s also the house safeword. Some
couples and groups will use other safewords, but red is always the
signal to stop. When our guests see your red collar, they’ll know
you’re there to assist and serve only—any sexual invitations are
strictly prohibited.”

“Right,” Analise agreed. “And black
is for slaves. Why don’t the masters and mistresses wear white
collars?” she asked. Her mind was not able to settle down. Her
thoughts were scattered.

Kim laughed. “Because they are masters and
mistresses they don’t wear collars, of course.”

“Right,” she repeated and looked at
herself in the mirror. Pretty blue eyes with demure makeup to only
slightly highlight them. As a servant she wasn’t supposed to stand
out. Her long black hair she normally wore in a ponytail was pulled
back into a tight librarian’s bun. The uniform she was obligated to
wear was modeled after the typical French maid fantasy outfit.
However, the top was little more than a corset cut far too low for
Analise’s taste; Kim had to use lingerie tape to make sure her
nipples would suddenly pop out. The skirt was ruffled out to a
ridiculous level of poof and cut far too short. She was wearing
full coverage black silk bikini panties, but her ass cheeks were on
display every time she bent over. Half hidden under the skirt were
garters that attached to a belt around her waist and held up the
ornate fishnet stockings that covered her long legs. Somewhat
practical heeled shoes with a buckle had been carefully fitted to
her feet. Elbow length white gloves completed the
ensemble.

Except for the red collar around her
neck.

“Ready?” Kim asked her. Analise
nodded. The pit of her stomach was tight and she felt completely
exposed in her uniform, then she looked at Kim and realized, if
anything, she was overdressed. Kim wore a full black leather corset
that showed off an impressive amount of cleavage that Analise
hadn’t suspected was possible on the thin-framed woman, black
gloves, black knee-high leather boots, an elaborate silver
necklace, and tiny black silk panties. Clearly she wasn’t inhibited
about showing off her body because it was a part of her job. In the
back of her mind Analise realized that Kim saw what she was doing
as just a job, a way to pay the bills, but Kim obviously loved her
job as well.

“Remember, Mrs. and Mr. Raynor are
entertaining a group tonight, you’ll primarily be assigned to them,
lots of fetching of drinks and small duties. Nothing to worry
about. It’ll be a group scene for the missus while he watches. But
until they arrive you’ll be working in the common room, basically
as a waitress and eye candy. Don’t forget to keep an eye out for
prohibited behavior in the common room. No sex, no violence, no
heavy drinking or drugs. We’ve never had a problem and never will.
This is a private club, after all.”

“Right” agreed Analise as she
followed Kim out of the changing room. The drive from her apartment
in their small city had taken nearly an hour to reach this large
converted farmhouse in the middle of nowhere. It was a beautiful
location, even in the middle of winter. A crust of snow covered
everything and the house gave no indication what was to be
occurring shortly. Kim’s ass was not completely covered by her tiny
panties. There was already an aura of sexual energy in the air and
Analise didn’t know what to do with nervous and erotic energy that
was building up in her stomach.

There were a few other young women working in
the common room, setting up tables and preparing other implements
for the evening. Kim quickly introduced her around the room and
Analise promptly forgot all their names. The girls were all dressed
in uniforms matching Analise’s; the boys wore black leather pants,
boots and odd harnesses around their chests. And of course all wore
the red leather collar around their necks.

Kim wandered off to check on other preparations
leaving Analise next to a girl who was busy folding napkins behind
the bar.

“First night?” she asked. Analise
only nodded in response. “Who’d you get assigned to?”

Analise searched her memory for a moment. “Mrs.
and Mr. Raynor.”

The girl nodded. “Nice couple. She’s getting
gangbanged tonight. Some type of celebration. Make sure to have
plenty of wipes and lube ready. I’ll show you where the supply
closet is.” She tilted her head and led the way down the hall. The
common room was a huge converted living room that was now more of a
bar and banquet room. One doorway led to the busy kitchen where
Analise could hear all manner of cooking going on. Another led to
the hallway that held a wide staircase. The girl led Analise to a
small door in the room’s corner that opened to an impressive
storage room. “Grab these,” she said, handing over to Analise a
package. “I’ll take you to their room.”

Again, Analise followed, this time up the
staircase. The girl’s ass cheeks were just barely hanging out of
her skirt and panties. From a clinical distance, Analise admired
the girl’s shape and firm muscles. “By the way, my name’s Steffie,
in case you missed it the first time.” She looked over her shoulder
down at Analise who blushed when she realized she had been caught
looking up Steffie’s skirt. Showing a good deal of nonchalance,
Steffie said nothing and just smiled. “Did Kim give you tape to
keep your boobs inside your top?”

“Yes, how did you know?” Analise
was a little surprised at the girl’s astuteness.

She laughed lightly. “You’ve got a lot to show
off.” She looked down at Analise as they continued up the stairs.
Analise’s impressive cleavage was on display to even the most
casual view. “I don’t have that problem, which is kind of nice, but
my ass gets plenty of attention, let me tell you.” They walked down
the upstairs hallway and Steffie opened a door. “The yellow room.
All the room names are right out of preschool.”

Analise noted the yellow card next to the door
and inside the room was generally decorated in yellow tones. The
furniture was not that of a guest bedroom. A bed did feature in the
middle of the room; it was a steel framed queen sized playground.
It had been stripped to one yellow sheet in keeping with the room’s
color theme. There would be no sleeping in this bed. At all four
corners chains and leather straps had already been attached to the
metal posts. On one wall was an elaborate wood frame also with
pre-attached chains, belts, collars, manacles, and other manner of
restraints. There was a couch along one wall along with an
armchair. Steffie strode across the room and opened up a wardrobe
to reveal whips, floggers, paddles, more chains and restraints,
plus other supplies and items Analise couldn’t identify. She took
the package from Analise and added it to the supplies on hand.
“They have plenty of lube. That’s a necessity. Once Mrs. Raynor has
had her third or fourth man, you’ll want to make sure she’s still
good and lubed up.”

“How many men will, uh…?” She
trailed off, not able to finish the sentence or thought.

Steffie laughed at her discomfort. “How many
men will she fuck tonight?” Analise nodded. “She has ten on the
guest list. Figure at least that many. Some will have more than one
go at her. And I’m sure Mr. Raynor will bang her at least once when
everyone else is done. He’ll be pretty worked up after seeing her
get fucked by that many men in one night.”

“You mean he’s going to watch?”
Analise realized this, of course, but to hear someone say it with
such a blasé tone was another matter entirely. To see it herself
would be something else again.

“Of course, that’s half the fun for
them,” she grinned at Analise as the younger girl blushed. “Don’t
get too worried about it. The first time you see it, it’s weird.
Then it’s perverted. Then it’s kinky. Then it’s something that’s
happening in the background while you’re busy doing your
job.”

“I doubt that,” Analise breathed.
“Helping a wife have sex with other men while her husband watches.
I thought I was pretty open minded, but that’s just…I don’t know
what. Not wrong, just exceedingly bizarre.”

“Oh, trust me, stick around here
long enough and that won’t even register on your bizarre-o-meter.”
Seeing that Analise was getting worried, she changed the subject.
“Don’t worry. You’ll do fine. It’s just a job. It’s kind of fun,
actually. Everyone here is really nice, not just the other
employees, but the guests are very polite. I used to work as a
bartender and got insulted and hit on every night. Here, the guests
always say please and thank you—unless they’re doing
a domination scene— and the pay can’t be beat. That’s why you’re
here, isn’t it. The money?”

Analise nodded. “Yeah. I’m in college and
there’s just no way…”

Steffie nodded, “I know. I started here in
college as
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