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The Red Collar

​


By Elliot Silvestri


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 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 well. I’ve got a job now working in an office for the
state for the benefits, but I do this on the weekends for fun and
the extra cash. I’m not saying it’s for everyone, but if you
survive the first night, you’ll do fine.”

 


Downstairs the guests had started to arrive.
All were impeccably dressed with the women displaying much cleavage
and revealing dresses, but nothing obscene, just what one might see
on the red carpet at some Hollywood movie premiere. The men all
wore suits and ties. Analise found herself serving drinks and
appetizers. She remembered what Kim had told her. The common room
was for socializing, upstairs was for sex. She briefly met Mr.
Raynor, who seemed nothing so much more than a patent attorney,
before she lost track of him while serving drinks to the many men
that suddenly seemed to flood the tables she was responsible for.
Mrs. Raynor then pulled her aside. The woman was wearing a green
dress that was nearly skin-tight and left very little to the
imagination. Analise didn’t imagine the woman was wearing a bra, or
panties, underneath it.

“I believe my husband has been
made ready, would you lead us to the room? What is your name
dear?”

“Analise, ma’am,” she replied.
“Right this way.” She beckoned the way and walked to the
staircase

“A pretty name. You’re new aren’t
you?”

“Yes, ma’am.” She started
ascending the stairs and realized that with Mrs. Raynor following
the older woman was presented with the same view that Analise had
earlier admired on Steffie. She blushed and continued on her way,
certain Mrs. Raynor’s eyes were on her ass.

“I’m very excited about tonight.
I’ve never tried to have so many men on one night before. My
pussy’s already soaking. Have you ever been in a group scene
before, Analise?”

She looked over her shoulder at the woman
following her and noticed the trail of men climbing the stairs
after them. “No, ma’am, I haven’t. But I’m sure I’ll be able to
assist you in whatever you need tonight.”

“I’m certain you will,” Mrs.
Raynor replied, a confident and knowing smile on her
face.

She opened the door to the yellow room for
Mrs. Raynor and was only slightly shocked to see the middle-aged
Mr. Raynor strapped to the wall frame. He was naked and bound at
the ankles and wrists, plus there was a belt around his waist and a
black collar around his neck. For a middle-aged man he was in
fairly good shape. Analise reflected she should not have been
surprised to see a small gold ring piercing the head of his
half-erect cock. There was one of the male attendants in the room
with him, but he quickly exited as Analise stepped aside to let in
Mrs. Raynor.

“So good to see you ready, dear,”
Mrs. Raynor said to her husband. She walked over to him and kissed
him on the cheek, then pulled gently on his cock with her hand.
“Oh, he’s ready. But, Analise, will you be a dear and put a
ball-gag in his mouth. I don’t want to hear him tonight. Then help
me out of my dress. I can’t wait any longer.”

As Analise fetched the gag from the wardrobe a
few of the men who had followed them up the stairs made themselves
comfortable on the couch and armchair. Though she had never handled
a ball-gag before Mr. Raynor willingly accepted it into his mouth.
Almost as if he were looking forward to the treatment. She couldn’t
look him in the eye while she manipulated the toy. It took Analise
a few tries to get the fit correct, but no one seemed to notice her
inexperience. “Such a good boy, he is,” Mrs. Raynor said absently,
patting him on the cheek, as if he were a little boy or a pet. “He
knows his place.” As a safety precaution, she put a red ball in his
hand which he could drop if there was a problem. She turned around
and looked over her shoulder at Analise. “Help me with the
zipper.”

Taking a deep breath to steel herself, Analise
walked over to Mrs. Raynor, found the zip and lowered it down the
back of the woman’s green dress. As she suspected, the guest wasn’t
wearing a bra or panties. There was a built in support structure in
the dress that had allowed her cleavage to be on display through
the keyhole cutout on the dress’s front, but panty lines only would
have shown through the form-fitting garment. Analise turned to hang
the dress in the wardrobe, by the time she turned back around Mrs.
Raynor was on the bed, straddling the hips of one of the men who
had followed them into the room.

He was handsome enough and well-built, but she
was sure Mrs. Raynor didn’t care about that. His erect cock was in
her hand and she was guiding him into her pussy. No one else in the
room seemed bothered by the quick and sudden act of intercourse.
Mrs. Raynor glanced once at her husband while she ground her hips
down on the man’s cock. Analise could tell—by his cock’s reaction
and the lust in his eyes—that not only did Mr. Raynor want this to
happen, he would have been disappointed if his wife hadn’t gone
ahead and fucked another man in front of him without so much as a
hint of needing his permission.

Unable to move for a long minute, Analise
stood next to the wardrobe as she watched the older woman and
younger man have sex in front of her husband. There was no cheating
to the camera like in a pornographic movie. The two simply had sex
to enjoy the act. Viewing a live sex show right in front of her
eyes was no comparison to watching a sex video. It was much more
intimate, much more intense, and much more real; there was no
separation between the viewer and the actors.

She took in the event in every detail. It was
obvious that Mrs. Raynor was over forty, but kept herself in
remarkably good shape. Her breasts were average sized, but still
holding up fairly well, especially considering the amount of abuse
they might have suffered in the past based on her current partner’s
enthusiasm for pinching and squeezing her tits and nipples. Her
skin was nearly smooth and except for a few freckles was flawless
except for a small tattoo on her right buttock, a fanciful mix of
flowers. Analise noted Mrs. Raynor had completely shaved her pussy.
Hardly the usual style for an over forty woman, but her sense of
normalcy had been somewhat upended in the past few hours. The man
was handsome and at least ten years younger than his partner. Dark
hair and a hairy chest were his primary attributes, along with an
impressively sized cock that easily slipped in and out of Mrs.
Raynor’s pussy as Analise watched them enjoy each other’s
bodies.

Of course Analise wasn’t there to watch or
participate. She was there to serve. One of the men on the couch
called her attention away from the copulating couple. “Do you have
a hanger for my clothes?” he asked.

“Yes, of course,” she quickly
replied, remembering her instructions to accommodate any reasonable
request of any of the guests. He had already stripped down to his
skin. She noted his hardening cock, firm muscles and rings through
both of his nipples.

“And would you please mind running
downstairs for another round of drinks?” he asked casually, as if
he weren’t naked and getting ready to have sex with a woman who was
still in the midst of passion with his friend.

“It would be my pleasure,” she
smiled at him. It would give her a moment to get away from the
unexpectedly intense encounter on the bed.

“Thank you so much,” he replied.
Their hands touched as she took his clothes and he caught her eye.
His smile was dazzling and there was a suggestion in the light of
his eye that he didn’t voice but Analise oh so much wanted to act
upon. But she remembered her place and simply went about her
duties.

Once his clothes were hung up, she quickly
exited the room and all but ran down the stairs. At the common room
bar she ordered up another round of drink. Steffie was suddenly at
her side. “You look excited,” she commented casually.

Now having a moment to reflect on what she had
just witnessed, Analise realized she was aroused. “Yeah, it was a
lot more intense and real than I expected.”

Steffie nodded her head in agreement. “You’ll
get used to it. But enjoy the ride while it lasts.”

“I will,” Analise agreed with a
slight laugh, realizing she was relaxing a bit for the first time
that night. It was just sex after all. “Thanks,” she said and went
back upstairs with the drink order. Back in the yellow room Mrs.
Raynor had moved on from her first partner to the dark haired man.
Now she was on hands and knees as he fucked her from behind. Mr.
Raynor was still at full staff and was taking in the action without
complaint.

Analise passed the drinks around and listened
in on the conversations the men had. Mostly they discussed the
action on the bed, but also bragged about what they would be doing
to the woman when it was their turn. She was sure this talk was for
the benefit of Mr. Raynor, to incite his jealousy. It didn’t take
the dark haired man long to finish. He grunted several times and
then thrust forward hard, driving Mrs. Raynor into the
mattress.

“Oof. That was nice, but I need a
man who can last a little longer. Who’s next?” There was some
laughter as the dark haired man rolled of her. Mrs. Raynor didn’t
get up, she just rolled to her back, spread her legs open and
waited for the next man to accept her invitation. The next man
summoned was short and stocky, but any Mrs. Raynor didn’t seem to
notice any physical deficiencies; she sighed contentedly as his big
prick entered her sopping pussy.

It was then Analise realized that neither of
the first two men or the third had used a condom even though there
was a bowl of them on one of the drink tables, plus an adequate
supply were on hand inside the wardrobe. She panicked inside and
didn’t know what to do. Surely Mrs. Raynor knew that the men were
barebacking her and had left their semen inside her pussy? Did she
know? Did she care? It wasn’t Analise’s place to stop them from
having sex, but everything she had been told about safe sex her
entire life was being flouted in front of her eyes.

At that point Kim walked by and cast a knowing
eye about the room. Analise took the opportunity and stopped her in
the hallway. “Everything going all right?” Kim asked.

“Fine, yes,” Analise answered
automatically, then remembered herself and her responsibilities.
“Actually, no, not all right.” She lowered her voice slightly.
“They’re having sex without condoms. I don’t know if that’s right
or not.”

Kim merely raised her eyebrows. “They’re
adults, they’re allowed to do as they choose with their
bodies.”

Analise was getting worried now. Should she be
looking out for Mrs. Raynor’s best interest—and Mr. Raynor’s as
well for he was bound and gagged and could barely make a protest at
this point—or should she merely shut up and mind her own business?
“But what about disease and….pregnancy?”

With a nod of her head, Kim indicated she
understood. “The disease part is something we concern ourselves
with, of course.” She reached out to the closest man who was
waiting for his turn with Mrs. Raynor and turned his forearm toward
Analise, indicating a small puncture wound inside his elbow. “All
these men have been tested for the usual variety of disease. They
are clean. Thank you,” she said to her example

The tall man smiled at them and absently
pumped at his cock, keeping it ready for his turn.

“But there’s still a risk,”
Analise protested. “And pregnancy, though Mrs. Raynor is getting a
bit old I think.”

“And those are not our concerns.
Life is a risk, these activities the Raynors take part in is their
choice. Driving a car is a risk, having sex with casual
acquaintances is a risk, but we and they enjoy the risk. Don’t
meddle where it isn’t warranted.”

Slowly Analise started to understand. “So she
knows…”

Kim nodded. “Certainly. And she and her
husband might even enjoy the thrill of what they are doing because
it flouts normal societal conventions. That’s what this house is
about. Remember that.” She stepped back, glanced once more in the
yellow room, and walked down the stairs.

Analise nodded to herself, went back in the
room, and handed the man climbing off Mrs. Raynor a baby wipe to
clean his wet and shrinking cock. She glanced between Mrs. Raynor’s
legs, noted the white cum starting to drip out of her charge’s
pussy, said nothing and looked to the next man coming to mount the
tired but sexual charged woman. She remained on her back and
wrapped her legs around her next partner the moment he entered her.
Glancing over at Mr. Raynor she noted he still had his red ball in
his hand. He was fine and happily enjoying the show his wife was
putting on for him.

And so it went. The men continued to fuck Mrs.
Raynor. Analise continued to fetch drinks, assisted with
clothing—both taking it off and putting it back on, handed out baby
wipes to help with clean up. She organized the men into an orderly
procession for Mrs. Raynor and kept an eye on Mr. Raynor while he
watched his wife being ravaged by a constant stream of men into the
bed. Mrs. Raynor had a few minor mishaps. One man was overeager and
spilled his seed all over her stomach instead of in her pussy. Two
requested to fuck her at the same time and she willingly agreed to
try. Either she was too tired for two men simultaneously or wasn’t
enjoying it, so she politely told them turns would have to be
taken. Still, everyone involved seemed happy enough for the
outcome.

Steffie was right, after a while, the sex and
nudity and everything else became routine. Analise thought that
perhaps Steffie meant it might take a few weeks of working for Kim
for a jaded attitude to develop. It didn’t matter.

When the eleventh man on Mrs. Raynor’s list
had finished with her and the men were sent back downstairs, she
had Analise recruit one of the male attendants to take Mr. Raynor
down from his bindings. The buckles and chains were easy enough to
remove. The moment he was free, his cock still rampant, Mr. Raynor
all but leapt upon his wife, his thrusts driving her into the
mattress. Analise wanted to stay and watch, but was led from the
yellow room by the burly attendant who had assisted her when Mrs.
Raynor had looked at them and said, “A little privacy, please. This
is a little too intimate to share.”

Analise wondered how a woman with a pussy full
of cum from two handfuls of men could consider sex with her husband
too intimate to share with other, but didn’t question the request.
Apparently much of the activity in the country house was winding
down for the evening. The other attendants were gathering in the
common room to share a drink and a bite to eat. When Analise
checked the time she was surprised to discover it was barely past
midnight. Kim was nowhere in sight.

“Enjoy your first night?” the
burly attendant who had helped her with Mr. Raynor
asked.

“Yes. Quite. I didn’t know what to
expect, but it was fun.

“I know you did,” Steffie said
with a laugh. “You need a bit of release, don’t you?”

Everyone at the table laughed and Analise
flushed and looked down. The exposed skin of her chest was bright
red and she could almost smell the scent of her wet pussy. “Let’s
just say I can’t wait to get home and relax,” she admitted with a
smile.

“That got a bigger laugh at the
table as the group continued to deconstruct the various events from
the night that had gone on in the sex rooms upstairs. Apparently
there had been a foursome into some extreme spanking that resulted
in all of them needing assistance down the stairs and help into
their transportation. Other events and peculiarities were
discussed, and Analise found herself unable to tear her eyes away
from one of the attendants who wore his long brown hair in a
ponytail and sported a pair of tattoos on his biceps showing
allegiance to some event or group Analise couldn’t decipher at the
moment. Steffie took notice of Analise’s infatuation.

“If you want an introduction,” she
said softly to her new friend, “I can help you out.”

“I don’t think I want an
introduction,” Analise replied. “I think I just want to fuck him,”
she admitted. It was out of character for her so she blamed the
sexually-charged events of the night and the two strong drinks she
had consumed.

“I can arrange that as well,”
Steffie told her. Her friend went over to the handsome man and
immediately started up a conversation. Analise stayed at the table,
too nervous to do anything and too far away to hear what they said.
In a minute they were back at her table.

He smiled at held out his hand to her. “Hi,
I’m Mark. I heard you wanted to meet me.”

Nervously Analise took his large hand and was
relieved that he didn’t try to crush her much slimmer fingers into
dust. “Yes,” she managed to stammer out. “That’s what I said to
Steffie.”

Steffie and Mark glanced at each other and
grinned. “Actually, that’s not what Steffie told me at all,” he
said.

Analise blushed at his implication. “She
didn’t?”

“No. She said you wanted to fuck
me.”

Supreme control of her autonomic functions
kept Analise from hyperventilating and passing out. “Um. Yeah. That
would be closer to the truth.”

They laughed at her and Analise nervously
giggled back.

“Let’s make it happen,” Mark
said.

“What?” Analise blurted out. “I
mean—”

“I know you’re sexually aroused,”
he interrupted her. “There’s no shame in that. Happens to almost
everyone here, especially the first time. I can see it in your
eyes. I can sense in emanating from your skin, you’re flushed and
sweaty, and if I were to be a little too bold I’d tell you that I
could smell your desire from across the room.”

His words make Analise blush even further but
she met and held his gaze.

“Now, do you want to go to a
private location or do you want to fuck right here?” he asked her
bluntly.

She was enthralled with his boldness and her
good sense had abandoned her temporarily. “Right here would be
fine,” she said dreamily, not fully understanding his
meaning.

“Bold girl. I like that you don’t
mind performing for an audience.” He stood up and practically
yanked her to her feet. Before she could say anything else he
pulled her close and kissed her deeply. It was in incredibly
intimate act for someone she had met barely a minute ago. But she
didn’t resist his tongue invading her mouth. She didn’t resist when
his hands slid down her back, over the flouncy skirt, and grabbed
her buttocks firmly. She liked it. She loved it.

His hands slid inside the back of her silky
panties and he cupped the firm skin of her ass. Analise all but
melted into him. Suddenly her panties were gone, slid down her
legs. Unconsciously she stepped out of them and spread her legs
just a little wider. Mark accepted the silent invitation and
slipped one hand around front, feeling between her legs.

“Unshaved and wet,” he announced,
pulling back from their kiss. The small crowd cheered in approval
and suddenly Analise remembered where she was: in a country house
among strangers where an unknown man had slipped his fingers into
her wet pussy. She wanted to protest, but her voice caught in her
throat. She wanted to pull back, but couldn’t. She was embarrassed
at being displayed before these people, but was also oddly aroused
buy the situation as well. More than anything she wanted to have
sex and wanted to do it in a private room, what she thought had
been the intent of his invitation, but now she understood she had
been wrong. Analise did nothing to change his understanding or his
intent.

“Most girls nowadays do a complete
shave, I like that you go for the natural look.”

“I think she does some edging and
trimming,” Steffie pointed out. Analise looked to the pretty girl
and saw that Steffie held her silk panties and was smiling at her
new friend’s unexpected ravishment. It was Steffie who had pulled
off her panties and the girl had obviously taken a close look at
Analise’s nether regions. What else was she going to have to endure
tonight?

“Good enough for me,” Mark
declared, whirling Analise around, marching her a few steps forward
and bending her onto the bar. Her ass stuck out and she felt
exposed. There were more cheers from the gathered workers and
Analise realized what was going to happen. Conflicted, she did
nothing to stop him. She knew all she needed to do was say “stop”
or “red” and the fun would be over. Did she want this fun to be
over? Was this fun at all?

His fingers were probing at her pussy again.
Two slipped inside so he could gage her size and the angle of
entry. She quickly tightened up and whimpered in protest. That was
enough to stop him. “Too much?” he asked, whispered in her ear. “Do
you want me to stop? Just say the word and I’ll stop. If you want
me to keep going nod your head.”

Analise froze for a moment, then determinedly
nodded her head yes.

“Good,” he said. Then he suddenly
twisted her arms behind her back and held both wrists firmly with
one hand. She briefly struggled, realized there was little point,
and simply waited for what was to happen next. “I hate to do this,
but first time and all.” She looked over her shoulder at him. His
pants were now off and she saw he was rolling a condom onto his
erect cock. She relaxed a little. It was all a game, she told
herself. A dangerous game, but a safe one at the same time. “And
you won’t need this, I think.” He pulled down the zipper that had
been firmly latched into place at the beginning of the evening by
Kim. Her breasts spilled out and her torso was pushed back down on
the bar.

Some of the patrons had moved their chairs to
watch the action from a better angle. There were calls of
encouragement and laughter. Analise wondered if she should do
anything to help them, but there was no need. They were happy with
what they were viewing.

“I like it a little rough,” Mark
said. And with that he thrust hard into her. He grunted in
satisfaction. She let out a strangled cry, but then realized he was
seated inside her cunt filling her nicely and fully. “You won’t
need this any longer. He released her wrists and she felt free
again, except for the large cock in her sex. Mark leaned into her
and grabbed her breasts, squeezing the nipples as he pumped his
cock in and out of her.

Analise hated fucking from behind because her
clit never got stimulated the way she liked. She half propped
herself up with her left hand and snaked her right down between her
legs were she could frig her clit.

“Very nice,” Mark complimented
her.

It was a hard and fast fucking. There was no
technique, no sensuality, just thrusting in and out while Analise
played with her clit. She liked it when he pinched her nipples and
enjoyed the sudden bit of sexual released she hadn’t felt in a long
time. It didn’t take them long to cum. He first unloaded his cock
inside her; she felt the pulse of his ejaculation and just the idea
that a near stranger was cumming inside her was enough to push her
over the edge. A strangled cry escaped her lips as her orgasm
temporarily paralyzed her body. A moment later found her resting
against the bar as Mark pulled out letting the crowd admire her
exposed ass and dripping pussy.

“Should I be asking what’s going
on in here?” Kim’s strong voice suddenly filled the room. Everyone
immediately found something better to be doing rather than watching
two of their peers fucking against the bar. “Shit, Mark, you know
better. We still have guests upstairs.”

Analise was relieved she wasn’t immediately
picked out as the first target of Kim’s anger. She pulled down her
skirt to try and hide her ass while she looked around for her
panties. They were nowhere in sight and neither was Steffie.
Desperately she pressed the uniform front against her breasts and
tried to figure out a way to zip up the back without Kim
noticing.

“Sorry, Kim,” Mark apologized.
“But it’s good to break in the help, don’t you think?” he asked
with a lop-sided grin as he pulled up his pants.

“No. I don’t. We need to wrap
things up here. Literally. Get to work,” she ordered him. After he
was done stuffing his cock back inside his pants and zipping up, he
disappeared. This allowed Kim’s attention to fall on Analise who
stood in the middle of the room still half-exposed. Kim sighed. “I
should have known better than to leave you alone,” she commented.
“Are you okay, he didn’t force you, did he?”

“No,” Analise shamefully admitted.
“I wanted to.”

“Good…I suppose. Come here and
turn around,” she ordered. “We need to zip you up and get Mrs. and
Mr. Raynor cleaned up and out the door.” Analise did as she was
bade and Kim zipped her back into the French maid uniform, the same
one worn by all the other servants in the country house. Once again
her impressive cleavage was on display. “Let’s go,” she said took a
few steps and noticed Analise wasn’t following. She turned back
around and saw the girl casting her eyes about the common room.
“What’s the problem?” she asked.

“I, um, seem to have lost my
panties,” Analise explained.

Kim rolled her eyes and then carefully scanned
the floor. “There,” she pointed. On a tabletop next to the bar the
wadded up silk undergarment sat where it had been dropped by
Steffie when she exited. Analise snatched them up and quickly
pulled them on while Kim watched.

Upstairs Kim knocked on the yellow room door,
waited half a minute, then pushed it open halfway, calling out,
“Mr. and Mrs. Raynor? Are we interrupting?”

“No, of course not, come in,” Mrs.
Raynor answered. Kim walked in smoothly, followed by Analise who
had prepared herself for any of a variety of debauched scenes.
Instead she found the couple cuddling on the bed, basking in the
afterglow of their congress.

“Can we help you get cleaned up
and dressed?” Kim asked, politely indicating it was time for them
to leave.

“Is it time already?” the older
woman asked.

“I’m afraid so.”

“Ah well.” She got up out of bed,
completely oblivious to her nudity, or perhaps reveling in the fact
that she was nude and completely comfortable displaying her body to
others. “Would you be a dear?” she asked Analise, indicating the
container of baby wipes on the table next to the wardrobe. Analise
retrieved and then realized that Mrs. Raynor expected her to do the
cleaning. She spread her legs slightly and looked expectantly at
Analise.

Realizing this was one of her many duties, and
not wishing to further anger Kim, Analise fell to her knees in
front of the older woman and pulled out a few baby wipes. She
started on the woman’s inner thighs, and mentally prepared herself
to move further up. She had never touched another woman’s pussy and
tonight apparently would be the night for it. Looking straight
ahead at Mrs. Raynor’s denuded sex Analise could see her protruding
labia and copious amounts of moisture and fluids sticking to her
lips. There was no need to be squeamish, and she carefully wiped
and cleaned the guest, removing the collection of semen from a
variety of men, including her husband.

“The chest too, my dear,” she
said. A few more wipes and Analise removed any leavings from Mrs.
Raynor’s stomach, breasts, and neck. “Thank you so much. Now where
are my panties?”

“You didn’t wear any, ma’am,”
Analise replied.

She snapped her fingers in frustration.
“That’s right. I brought an extra pair in my purse.” Analise found
her purse under the table and pulled out the panties. Though her
assistance was completely unnecessary, for some reason Analise
found a bit of pleasure in helping their guest pull on her
lingerie, then fitting her dress and zipping it back up. Except for
a few loose hairs out of place and a need for a bit of makeup
touchup, it was as if she hadn’t been fucked by two handfuls of men
that night. “Thank you so much for your help, Analise. I’ll make
sure to get you a tip through Kim. I foolishly didn’t bring any
cash with me tonight.”

Across the room Kim had finished dressing Mr.
Raynor. He gave the businesswoman a kiss on the cheek, took his
wife’s hand, and the departed. Analise listened to their footsteps
down the stairs and imagined them gathering coats to go out into
the chilly air and the drive home to the city. She imagined Mrs.
Raynor’s pussy leaking semen all the way home where her husband
would undoubtedly fuck her again.

A grim smile on her face, Kim turned to
Analise. “Do you remember how you got this job?” she
asked.

Analise nodded. “Yes.”

 


As a college student Analise had limited time
and opportunity to make any money, which was always in short
supply. She had been tending bar at a local club, but the hours
were too limited and even with her pretty face, there wasn’t enough
money in it even when she wore her tightest jeans and lowest cut
shirts. She had happened upon an advertisement for cleaners in a
small office complex. The money was decent and the hours worked
well into her schedule.

On her second night she had opened the door to
KNM Holdings, Inc. to find a woman sitting at a desk in the
sparsely furnished office. “Sorry, I’ll come back,” Analise said,
backing out.

“No, that’s fine. Things can’t get
any worse tonight.”

After debating with herself a moment, Analise
decided to go ahead and clean the office. The woman, Kim, was
pretty, but obviously stressed out and angry.

“Bad day at the office?” Kim
asked, half-joking, not knowing how to deal with a client who was
still in the office after 8pm.

“You don’t know the half of it,
honey. You’d think in this economy it would be easier to find
people willing to work for good money.”

“I’m always willing to work for
good money,” Analise said, half-joking, half serious.

“Yeah?” Kim asked, throwing her
notes into a pile and leaning back into her chair. “Want to dress
up in a sexy French maid costume and play servant for a night while
overpaid lawyers and accountants have a good old-fashioned
orgy?”

“What’s it pay?” Analise asked,
kidding.

Kim named a figure and Analise’s eyes went
wide. “For one night?”

“Yes.” Kim tilted her head and
looked closely at Analise. “You’re pretty enough. If you passed a
security clearance to work here, that’s good enough for me. What do
you say?”

Analise really needed the cash.

 


“Remember what I said about
discretion and behavior when I hired you?” Kim asked.

“Yes.”

“Well, except for Mark fucking you
tonight, you did great. And he should know better. He’s my partner
in this little enterprise. I’ll have to speak to him.”

“I didn’t know,” Analise said by
way of apology.

Kim shook her head and waved her hand
dismissively. “Don’t worry about it. He likes to have a little
adventure with new women every once in a while. Take it as a
compliment.”


Chapter Two

 


Two days later, Analise was exhausted from
studying and horny as hell. She briefly considered getting herself
off with her vibrator but rejected that. She wanted something more.
Instead she called Davis, a guy she periodically hooked up with
over the past year. Their relationship was nothing more than sex
with a side of friendship, though Davis had hinted he wouldn’t mind
perhaps making it more serious once Analise was done with school.
After the call he was at her apartment door in thirty minutes. She
opened it wearing a tight yellow camisole top, tiny green panties,
and nothing else. She pulled him inside and into her
bed.

“You’re horny tonight,” he said to
her between kisses and they struggled to get him out of his
clothes. He was handsome enough with sandy blonde hair, decent
looks, mischievous green eyes, and a rampant libido. He needed to
get into shape, his middle was a little paunchy for Analise’s
taste, but he did sit at a desk all day writing code for a software
company. Still, his cock was always firm and big enough just to
stretch her and make her feel a little too full—the way she liked
it.

“Yes, I need a good fucking,” she
said, pulling down his pants and boxers to take his half-rigid cock
in her mouth. He quickly got fully hard, but she didn’t want to
stop sucking because with her free hand she had been playing with
her clit inside her panties.

“You’re not going to get a good
fucking if you keep my cock in your mouth,” he informed her. She
released him with a pop and wiped the saliva off her
chin.

“You’re right,” she conceded.
Standing up she pulled off her camisole, releasing her impressive
tits, turned around, then bent at the waist to drop her panties to
the floor, giving Davis a good look at her quim. “See anything you
like?” she asked over her shoulder as she sauntered to the
bed.

“Very much.” He followed, his cock
pointing the way. Davis was anxious to sink his manhood into her
wet sex. Analise crawled onto the mattress, stayed on her hands and
knees, and waggled her ass at him.

“Fuck me hard,” she ordered. He
fumbled about the nightstand a moment, found her supply of condoms,
rolled one on and sank his cock into her wet pussy. There was no
further foreplay or subtle seduction. It was just animalistic sex,
the way she wanted it.

They fucked like animals. Davis slammed his
cock into her as hard and fast as he could. Analise balanced
herself on knees and one hand while the other stayed between her
legs, frigging her clit. She came once, hard, after only a minute
of fucking. Davis was pleased by this, thinking his performance had
improved. It was actually the images Analise was running through
her head of Mrs. Raynor fucking all those men in front of her
husband. Without a condom. While he watched. While they both
enjoyed it. And then him fucking her when she was done with her
other paramours. That was what made her cum.

“Cum again,” Davis ordered
her.

“Slap my ass,” she snarled in
reply, glaring over her shoulder at him. Startled, he suddenly
paused in his thrusting.

“What?”

“You heard me. Slap my ass. Do
it!” She didn’t know where the anger came from, but it was there,
just beneath the surface. Not able to deny the sudden change in
tone and attitude in their copulation, he timidly brought his hand
down on her upturned buttock. It was barely more than a gentle
tap

“Harder!” she ordered.

He slapped her harder, this time the air
filled with a pleasant snap of skin striking skin. A small red mark
radiated out on Analise’s pale ass.

“Again! Harder! Pull my
hair!”

Not knowing where this anger and energy was
coming from, Davis started getting into the new role he had been
forced into. His hand went up and down on her ass, leaving a
stinging slap each time it landed on her buttock. With his other
hand he grabbed the pony tail her hair had been pulled back into
and yanked it hard. She pulled her chin down in response and he
pulled back all the harder. His thrusting now was in counterpoint
to his slaps. Suddenly he felt Analise’s hand on his balls. She
grabbed them firmly and pulled them forward. This was unexpected
and he suddenly lost control of his body. His hips crashed forward
into her ass and they collapsed on the bed. She never lost hold of
his balls as he continued to half-thrust into her, his ejaculation
completely taking control of his body. Feeling him tremble against
her was enough to force an orgasm on Analise again.

For a minute he lay atop her until she
released his scrotum and he rolled off. “Wow. Where did that come
from?” he asked as he pulled the condom off and tossed it in the
garbage can.

Analise just shrugged. “I don’t know. I just
needed some violent sex tonight. Is that all right?”

He nodded. “Hell yes. It was
fantastic.”

Satisfied for the moment, she curled up
against him and listened to his heart beat. “We’ll do it again in
the morning,” she promised.

“Sounds good,” he mumbled as he
drifted off to sleep.

As promised, she fucked him again in the
morning. He woke up with his cock in her mouth. Seeing he was
awake, she released his manhood, crawled on top of him and accepted
his rigid member into her body.

“This is the best way to wake up,”
he told her as she thrust her hips up and down with just a little
back and forth wiggle that ground her clit down on his pubic
bone.

“Uh-huh,” she said absently. “You
need to spank my ass again to make me cum,” she told him leaning
forward to drag her sensitive nipples across his chest.

“Can do,” he replied and starting
giving her cracks across the pale skin of her buttocks. She
whimpered with each blow, but also enjoyed each one more than she
wanted to let him know. “Wait, I’m not wearing a condom,” he said,
trying to pull out of her.

“Doesn’t matter,” she said. “I’m
safe.”

It didn’t matter to Davis either. He was too
caught up in the moment to truly care. It didn’t take him long to
empty his balls into her wet quim. His hot spunk suddenly inside
her sex pushed Analise over the edge to a paralyzing
orgasm.

They rested a bit, and then Analise slipped
off her lover, their genitals parting wetly. His juices slowly
leaked between her pussy lips. She made no effort to staunch the
flow. It was a new sensation and she was determined to experience
every bit of it.

“I could do this every day,” Davis
told her, rolling to her side and kissing her shoulder, then her
breast, then her lips. She kissed him back, but the action was
routine and distance.

“Yes, so could I,” she told
him.

After he left for his job and Analise had
cleaned herself, gotten dressed for the day and anxiously waited
for nine o’clock to roll around. The moment finally arrived and she
grabbed the phone and punched in Kim’s number. Analise could feel
her panties getting wet—it wasn’t from Davis’s spunk leaking out of
her either.

“KNM Holdings,” Kim answered the
phone. Analise had expected a secretary, but apparently the office
was that small a concern. “How may I help you?”

“Kim? This is Analise. I was
wondering…” she trailed off, her courage suddenly leaving her. She
had a desire but couldn’t voice it.

“Yes, Analise. Tell me what you
want.” Kim’s voice was commanding, dominant. Analise could easily
obey this strong woman.

“I was wondering…I enjoyed working
for you this past weekend. I was wonder if you needed help again
anytime soon?”

“That depends. What are you
willing to do?”

“To do?” Analise repeated with a
swallow. It was one thing to try and get her sexual frustration out
by fucking Davis, it was another entirely to admit her desires to a
woman who was for all intents and purposes her boss.

“Yes, what are you willing to do?
I’m not in the need for a simple servant or maid any time soon.
Maybe in a few weeks. But perhaps if you are willing to take a more
active role at the country house…” Kim trailed off letting
Analise’s imagination fill in the details.

“More active role? What would I
have to do?” Analise asked with apprehension. Maybe this wasn’t the
job for her.

“There would be nudity involved.
But you’re pretty and have a nice body. And apparently you don’t
mind showing off in front of others. There would be intimate
contact with some of our guests. You wouldn’t have sex with them,
of course, but you would be facilitating their
activities.”

“What would I have to
do…exactly?”

Kim’s reply sounded off hand, as if she were
describing the shipping of cogs and gears to a manufacturing
company. “Some penis binding. Some spanking. Strapping down slaves.
Teasing masturbation. You might need to use a dildo or vibrator on
a guest or two. Would you mind doing that to a man?”

There was a pause before Analise could force
out her answer. “No, I wouldn’t mind that at all.”

“Good.” Kim’s reply sounded
genuinely happy. “How about to a woman?”

Analise paused again and considered the
wetness inside her panties. “That would be fine as
well.”

“Excellent. It’s so hard to find a
good dominant. You’re new and inexperienced, but some of our
patrons like a new, inexperienced hand. You’ll be a pro in no time.
I’ll send you the details for this Friday.”

After she hung up the phone, Analise wondered
what she was getting herself into and briefly considered calling
Kim back to call off the job. The thought only lasted a moment then
she ran to her dresser drawer, got out her vibrator and made
herself cum hard and fast twice before she had to leave for
class.

 



Chapter Three

 


She thought Kim had been kidding about the
nudity. She wasn’t. In the dressing room Kim had presented her with
even less than she had worn the previous week. Instead of a French
maid outfit, she was given a black silk bustier that was cut too
low, but intentionally so. It was merely a shelf for her breasts to
rest on, purposely exposing her nipples. She was glad she had
carefully shaved the edges of her pubic hair because she wasn’t
even offered a thong.

“This will have to do,” Kim said,
handing her a g-string that Analise considered tiny but boasted the
largest amount of fabric of the handful Kim had pulled from her
supplies. Analise wasn’t a fan or g-strings or thongs, finding them
irritating and annoying, but she went along with what Kim gave her.
The older woman gave Analise’s pelvis a careful inspection when the
garment was on. “If you plan on doing this more you’re going to
need to shave your pubes.”

“I did,” Analise
insisted.

“Shave them off,” she clarified.
“Just doing edging isn’t going to cut it. But this is good enough
for tonight.”

Analise nodded and hooked the garter belt
around her waist. To these she added traditional stockings and
somewhat practical heels that featured a non-skid surface on the
toe end, but a metal tap plate on the heel. All of the items were
black, naturally, which contrasted highly with her pale skin and
black hair, which once again was pinned up in a tight bun at the
nape of her neck. She felt a little ridiculous strutting around
with her pink nipples exposed, but then reminded herself she would
most likely be wearing more clothing than any of the guests in
attendance. Her nipples and firm ass would hardly be
noticed.

Kim gave her a red leather collar, but this
one had a black stripe along both edges making it different from
last week’s. This time she easily buckled it around her
neck.

“Traditionally dominatrixes wear
black leather gloves or cotton evening gloves. But this is the
twenty-first century. We’ll be wearing latex gloves.”

Analise nodded. “Right. Makes sense.” To
herself she was wondering if that was what she was now, a
dominatrix. She had thought of herself as just a worker helping
others fulfill a fantasy, but since it was a sexual fantasy, the
title fit. Kim was wearing the same leather corset from last week,
but this time she had on skin-tight leather leggings. From a belt
that should have been largely ornamental a riding crop dangled
along with some short loops of silver chains. Her knee-high boots
completed the ensemble.

“Tonight we’ll be helping Mr.
Martone play one of his favorite games,” Kim told her as they
walked down the hallway. Already things were in full swing at the
country house. Couples and groups were departing the common room
for the private rooms upstairs. Kim ignored the mix around her, not
even acknowledging Mark when he walked by carrying several bottles
of wine, though he gave Analise a winning smile and long, lingering
glance. “Are you ready?”

“I don’t know. What game does he
want to play?”

Kim paused at one of the many door in the
upstairs hall. “There’s not really a name for it. Just follow my
lead and do as you’re told. Mr. Martone won’t ask any questions.”
She opened the door and walked in. Analise followed.

Inside a middle-aged man stood nervously in
the corner. The room was similar to the yellow room: bed, wardrobe,
two small couches, a chair, a rack on one wall that was filled with
metal eyelets and straps. All the furniture was dark, heavy,
well-padded, and luxuriously upholstered. The man himself was
barely noticeable: graying hair, slim build, nervous demeanor,
wearing a nicely tailored suit. He could have been a sales clerk, a
lawyer, or a pharmacist.

“What are you doing?” Kim angrily
asked him. “You are supposed to be waiting for me
unclothed.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” he mumbled and
started undressing, quickly and efficiently laying each item on the
couch next to him. Kim sighed and inclined her head toward Analise.
“Help him with the clothes,” she instructed Analise.

Much like she had with Mrs. Raynor, Analise
assisted with the undressing and hanging up the suit so it wouldn’t
get wrinkled. Underneath the suit he was in surprisingly good shape
for an older man and like Mr. Raynor he too had a piercing through
the head of his cock. She wondered if this was common among the
country house’s guests. He did not seem the least bit perturbed to
be naked in front of two women, one he had never met, though
Analise reflected that when she walked in the room she was the one
displaying the most amount of skin. She only had to glance down at
her exposed nipples that were firmly erect to confirm the sexual
energy in the air.

“Set up the wall table for Mr.
Martone, Analise,” Kim told her. She looked at the wall with the
straps and rings, and spied a collapsible table that was cleverly
hinged and bolted to the wall. It only took her a moment to set it
up. When she turned around Kim had buckled a black collar taken
from the wardrobe around Mr. Martone’s neck. “On your hands and
knees,” she ordered.

He immediately went down on all fours. “Yes,
mistress.”

Kim beckoned Analise over and removed a heavy
bar from the wardrobe. “Mr. Martone likes to be put in his place.
This helps remind him to always be subservient to his betters, to
always serve the women in his life, isn’t that right, Mr.
Martone?”

“Yes, mistress,” he replied while
looking down at the floor.

“What is it?” Analise asked as Kim
separated the two parts of the wooden object. It was dark brown,
highly polished, about three feet in length, slightly curved and
recurved with a small oval opening in the middle that was formed by
indentations to the two wooden rods.

“It’s a humbler, it helps remind a
man what is important in his life,” she told her. “Let me show you
how to put it on him. But first, you’ll want to put on your
gloves.” From the wardrobe she pulled out a box of nitrile gloves
and helped Analise put on a pair.

“It’s fairly simple,” she
explained getting down on her knees behind Mr. Martone. “You simply
separate the two pieces like this, carefully place his scrotum
through the opening, leave the penis free, close up the bars, and
slide the locks into place. Be careful not to pinch the skin
between the bars. The locks hold everything in place.”

Analise inspected Kim’s handiwork. The bar
curved around the tops of Mr. Martone’s thighs, as if he were
sitting on a fence rail. His scrotum hung out the back, his penis
dangled free. She was surprised he wasn’t the least bit erect at
this point. The positioning of his testicles and the curve of the
humbler just under the edge of his buttocks forced him into an
ungainly position, leaning forward and unable to move in Analise’s
estimation. It looked terribly painful if he were to
move.

“Now crawl to the table,” Kim
ordered. She looked at Analise. “This will take him a few minutes.
Why don’t you get out the collapsible stairs and set them up. I’ll
get us some drinks while Mr. Martone gets into
position.”

Analise found the collapsible stairs next to
the wardrobe and set them up as requested. It only took Kim a few
minutes to return with two glasses and a bottle of wine. Mr.
Martone had only moved halfway across the room, able only to move
his knees a few inches at a time in order to avoid painfully
pulling on his balls. She quickly determined if he moved too
suddenly or violently, he could seriously damage his
sack.

“Oh, good, he’s making nice
progress. This will go well tonight.” She took a sip of wine and
handed the other glass to Analise.

She accepted the glass and took a conservative
sip. The liquid warmed her tongue. “So, we just wait and watch him
crawl.”

Kim nodded and saluted Analise with her glass.
“Yes. What else would you suggest we do?” She seated herself on the
couch and patted it indicating Analise should sit next to
her.

“I don’t know,” Analise said as
she sat down and marked Mr. Martone’s slow and steady progress
across the room. The humbler was well-named, not only did it slow
down any motion the man made, but it also made him carefully aware
of his precarious position while wearing it. As it was, when he
moved there was enough give on the device to make it wobble and
shake.

“We should talk,” Kim declared.
“You may wonder why Mr. Martone has decided to wear the humbler and
go through this delightful little torment.”

Analise had been wondering that but hadn’t
been bold enough to voice her thoughts.

“Men are beholden to their cocks,”
she explained while continuing to watch her victim. “They know
that. They fear that women know it as well. They need to be
constantly reminded that we already know they are beholden to their
cocks. Some men are smart enough to allow another person—a woman—to
be the mistress, or master, of their cock. This woman can then
control the man. Mr. Martone wants me to remind him of his slavery.
I own his cock so no other woman can. By abusing the cock and
balls, by making them subject to my will, he frees the rest of this
body and mind to himself. He might have a girlfriend or might take
a wife, but unless she is willing to place him in the humbler to
control his urges, he won’t be free in mind and body.”

“Does he have a girlfriend?”
Analise asked, her tongue now a little looser because of the
wine.

Kim paused. “I don’t know. He’s divorced and
his controlling desires have led him here. Let’s ask.” She turned
to Mr. Martone as if he had not been listening to them talk right
in front of him. “Do you have a girlfriend Mr. Martone?” she asked
sweetly.

“No, mistress,” he answered. But
there was a hesitation before the words came. Kim directly noticed
this.

“You say no, but there is
something more,” she prompted him.

This time the answer was immediate. “There is
a woman I’ve met through my job. I’m interested in her.”

“Ah-ha. No secrets, you know that
Mr. Martone. Once you bed her, you’ll have to bring her up here so
she can see exactly what you need. How your cock has be to be
treated.”

“Yes, mistress,” he answered in
relief. He had reached the top of the stairs and now crouched on
top of the table facing the wall.

“You should thank Novice Analise,”
Kim told him. “Without her questions we would not know about this
woman…what is her name?”

“Mackenzie, mistress.”

“Her name sounds very young. Is
she much younger than you?”

“Fifteen years,
mistress.”

“Miss Mackenzie, the object of
your affections. We’ll have to bring her up here. I look forward to
it. I wonder if a visit here will cement your relationship or drive
her away.” Kim paused pointedly.

“Mistress?” he asked
plaintively.

“You haven’t thanked Novice
Analise yet,” Kim pointed out.

“Thank you, Novice Analise,” he
said with all sincerity.

“You’re welcome, Mr. Martone,” she
replied.

Kim smiled, stepped toward the naked and
waiting Mr. Martone, unhooked her riding crop from her belt, and
smartly smacked him on the balls that were perfectly exposed by the
humbler. The stiff leather tool instantly turned his sack bright
red. He cried out with a strangled scream of pain. “No secrets,”
she reminded him.

“Yes, mistress. No secrets,
mistress.”

Analise noticed only now did his cock start
growing. The crawl across the floor had focused him and kept his
sex from engorging; that was fascinating to her. Kim unhooked one
of the chains hanging from her belt, attached one end to an eyelet
on the wall and the other end to Mr. Martone’s collar. “Put the
leather manacles on him,” she ordered Analise. “I don’t want him
moving too much for the next part.”

Following the order, Analise found the heavy
black leather cuffs, noted they were nicely padded inside, and
buckled each around Mr. Martone’s wrists. She then snapped the
short attached chains to the eyelets on the table. Once she was
done, Kim brought the crop up with a sharp strike to the shaft of
his penis. There was a stifled cry in the back of his throat.
Instead of going flaccid, Mr. Martone’s cock only grew.

“Now for the real work,” she said.
Pulling a large tube of lubricant from the wardrobe she applied a
generous amount to the purple glove covering her right hand, then
firmly grabbed Mr. Martone’s cock, yanking it downward in an
unnatural angle. She vigorously applied the lube, making sure the
entire length was coated from the base where the shaft butted up
against the humbler, all
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