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Part Two

Chapter Four

 


There was always work available at the country
house. At first Analise thought it was just a weekend endeavor. It
was to her surprise when Kim revealed she needed able workers seven
days a week. “Actually we only work on a five day shift. Seven
would be exhausting, and the weekdays are much slower and personal
than the weekend parties. I always take Monday and Tuesday
off.”

They were in the KNM offices that
Analise had stopped cleaning. She had dropped by to pick up her
first paycheck and sat down for a minute to chat with Kim. “That
makes sense, I suppose.”

Kim blew out a puff of air to blow
back a stray lock of hair that had fallen in her eyes. She was
dressed professionally but casually. Analise marveled that anyone
walking in these bland offices would take them as some accounting
firm or janitorial supply company, not the nerve center of an
ongoing sex recreation company. “You try to explain that to a
client who wants to get their fantasy fulfilled every Monday
afternoon because that’s when the spouse thinks they’re at the
weekly psychiatrist appointment.”

Analise shrugged noncommittally. She held the
envelope containing her paycheck but hadn’t yet opened it, afraid
to do so in front of her new employer would be rude. “Do you make
exceptions?”

“No. Never. Once you make one
exception, everything falls apart. I’m not selling life and death
here, just amusement.”

“Right.”

Kim leaned back in her chair. “Are you looking
for some extra money?” she asked.

“Always, I suppose.” She sucked in a
deep breath and held up the paycheck. “Do you mind if I open this?
I really want to see—”

“Go ahead. I love watching people
when they get their first check.”

She tore open the envelope. Her eyes shot to
the amount field on the check and they immediately widened to twice
their normal size. “This is almost double—”

Kim was smiling and nodding her head. “Mrs.
Raynor always tips the servants she likes. She’ll want you back
next time as well, that tip is the hook to keep you coming back at
her request.”

“Wow. So much money,” she breathed.
“Couldn’t they spend it better elsewhere?”

With a dismissive wave of her hand Kim brushed
aside any concern or moral quandary. “These people have money to
burn. Don’t let that bother you. They could be buying another next
overpriced car or chunk of real estate. Instead they’re spending it
on…entertainment.”

“Yeah. I guess.”

“How far are you willing to go to
work for me?” Kim’s tone changed slightly, more serious,
inquisitive. Analise looked up from the check worriedly. “Nothing
illegal,” she added quickly. “Well, nothing technically
illegal.”

“What do you mean by technically
illegal?” Analise new she was in territory that was dangerously
close to out and out prostitution. She had never given much thought
to the idea of exchanging money for sex, but here she was in a
world where such a transaction was possible. She knew the clients
were spending the money on the fantasy, the setting, the service,
the ambience, much more so than any sexual relief, they could get
that anywhere. Still, it was a new idea to wrap her mind around.
She was going to school to be a nurse, not a prostitute, or escort,
or even a professional dominatrix.

Kim cleared her throat. “The legal
defense is that the client and professional are exchanging time for
money. They book a room and a person for four hours. Whatever goes
on between the involved parties is strictly their own will. There
is no exchange of cash for pussy.”

“Right,” Analise agreed. “So what’s
the problem here then?”

Seeing her apprentice had tacitly agreed to the
arrangement, Kim pulled a folder out of the stack on her desk.
“This is Mr. Humphrey. His fantasy is pretty much stock in trade:
he likes to be tied down in full bondage gear. Wrists, ankles,
collar, waist belt to hold down his hips, a cockring of course, he
wears a blindfold, no mouth gag.”

“Okay, sounds…bland.” Analise
wondered at her sudden shift in the definition of a bland sexual
fantasy.

“He also likes to have a plug up his
ass.”

“A buttplug?” she asked, trying to
show she knew the lingo.

“Yes. Again, fairly bland. His wife
won’t do it for him, she finds it distasteful.”

“How do you know that?”

“I’ve talked with her. She’s also a
client. Likes to be blindfolded and fucked by three different guys
at the same time. One in her cunt, one in her mouth, one in her
ass. Again, pretty bland.”

Analise blinked, but gave no other reaction,
not wanting to seem pedestrian. “She wants and gets that, but to
tie up her husband and put a buttplug up his ass is too much to
ask?”

Kim shrugged. “I don’t judge. She
has her fantasies, he has his. I don't control what they think.
They pay their membership and time fees. I have no
complaints.”

“Do you get a lot of
couples?”

“Most of our clients are couples,
married couples. We’re not a house of disrepute. We’re an
entertainment option.”

“Right. Makes sense.” It made no
sense to Analise, but she went along with it.

“Here’s the rub. Mr. Humphrey wants
whatever girl ties him up to ride his face—he wants to eat out the
girl’s pussy— and then get on top of him and ride him reverse
cowgirl style until he cums.”

“Oh.”

There was a pause between the two women. “Are
you willing to consider this?”

“His wife knows?”

“Of course.”

“Can I use a condom?”

“Yes.”

She hesitated. It was too close to outright
prostitution. “I don’t know…”

Kim abruptly flopped open the folder and
revealed a picture of Mr. Humphrey. He was about forty years old,
incredibly handsome, and vaguely familiar.

“Wait a second, I know him. His name
isn’t Humphrey,” Analise said.

“And now you come to the dirty
little secret of our enterprise. Every guest has a secret identity.
We don’t talk about who they are outside the house. Yes, you’ve
probably seen Mr. Humphrey on the news under a different name. We
respect his privacy. What I need to know, right here and now,
Analise, is: are you willing to take on this job?”

Analise had to borrow a business
suit from Kim, they were close enough to the same size it didn’t
make much of a difference for the short period of time she would be
wearing it. She wore a white silk blouse underneath the formal gray
skirt and jacket. Beneath that was a form-fitting corset, stockings
on garters and a tiny G-string. Analise still hated wearing the
tiny bit of underwear. No matter how sexy some men found them, to
her the tiny thread between her buttocks was literally a pain in
the ass.

She walked confidently into the red room. He
was sitting in the arm chair casually sipping at a glass of water.
“You’re new,” he said automatically, not thinking about his
place.

“Does that matter?” Analise snapped
at him, as instructed by Kim. Everything out of her mouth should be
a command, an order. It’s what he wanted and desired. It was what
he was paying for. “Get on your feet and get undressed,” she
ordered.

He was quick enough to comply, pulling off his
jacket and laying it over the back of the chair, “Yes,
Mistress—”

“You may call me Mistress Analise,”
she said, a tint of anger in her voice as she walked
semi-confidently over to the wardrobe and pulling out the box that
contained his toys and restraints. She watched in annoyance as he
continued to quickly disrobe. For a middle-aged man he was in very
good shape. Once undressed she noticed he did not sport a cock
piercing like the other men she had encountered in the house, but
that didn’t matter. There was a certain order he liked to be
restrained, she had committed the ritual to memory.

“Hand,” she stated flatly. He
offered his right hand and she buckled the first wrist restraint
around it. “Hand,” she said again and he put out his other hand.
The second manacle went on. The ankle restraints were more
complicated. “Foot,” she said. He lifted up his right leg, placing
the foot on a high stool so that she didn’t have to bend over and
show any sort of submission to him. That was his job. She glanced
at his cock while she did this. It was average sized and slowly
engorging. She closed her eyes for a second and tried to focus and
calm herself.

“Arms up,” she ordered. He complied
and she buckled on the waist belt. She thought he looked a bit
ridiculous, but this was his fantasy. “Turn and kneel.” Now the
black collar went around his neck. She made sure it was buckled
correctly so it wouldn’t accidentally tighten and strangle him. As
she worked she thought of the necklace she wore, it was red,
showing her servant position, but wasn’t leather with a D-ring, it
was a fancy bit of ribbon and faux gemstones. It was there as a
reminder of her position.

The cockring was next. “Stand and turn.” The
device was actually a double ring of rubber, one ring for his
balls, one for his cock. It was designed to restrain and enhance
the experience for him. She wondered if he had trouble maintaining
an erection. Kim had revealed to her that some of the older men at
the country house needed this type of assistance. Some chose to use
Viagra. There were bumps inside the ring so she guessed that Mr.
Humphrey didn’t need assistance and it was merely for
play.

She bent forward slightly, inspecting his cock
and balls. They weren’t shaved, but the pubic hair was trimmed
short. Stretching the smaller ring with her outspread fingers, she
grabbed his balls with the other hand and slipped the device into
place. He whimpered a moment, but she ignored his slight pain.
Moving quickly so that he wouldn’t get unexpectedly erect and have
to start the process over, she then grabbed his penis, slipped on
the other ring, and stood back to admire
























































































cover.jpg
The

Collar

IR






