Man’s Pleasure

Chea telling me I must get up awakens me.  I have had the sweetest dream of being next to someone, loving them and being loved in return.  I do not wish to awaken.  Chea’s voice becomes more insistent and I open my eyes to see her.  

“Get up, you have one hour to get ready.”  Chea commands.

Turning from my side to my back I feel a person next to me in bed and I turn to see the beautiful Lizzy lying there.  She quickly kisses me before urging me with her hands to get up.  I glance back at her as I leave, she is watching me; I am left with a strong longing.

I follow Chea down the hall to my room; I am thinking of what I have done, my experience and desire for more.  Then a question hits me that I must know the answer to.  “How did you know where I was?”  I blurt out.  “Mistress.”  I add hastily seeking not to offend. 

“The cameras.” She says matter-of- factly.

“Cameras?” I inquire.

Chea is hurrying along and I almost have to run to keep up with her long legs, thank goodness we are almost to my room.  She flings my door open.  

“Yes, they are in every room, every where.”  She points toward the bathroom and I head there.  Then much to my delight, as I start my bath water, she continues to talk with me.

“The cameras serve many purposes.” She says, “They keep track of where the slaves are at all times.  They also serve to protect the slaves, so no harm comes to them when they are with someone.  We are of value.”  Chea indicates that I should climb into the water even though the tub is not yet filled.  I do so.

Chea then points up to what appears to be a light fixture in my room. “Finally, some take great pleasure in the watching.”  

I take this all in as I submerse my head in the warm water.  I come out sputtering.  “Mistress, you mean someone was watching me last night?”  

“I understand you were very responsive last night.  Perhaps that is why The Master wishes to see you this morning.”  Chea replies.  “Don’t be stupid, your time with Lizzy was a form of training.  Nothing happens here that is not planned and beneficial to The Master.” Then she looks hard at me as I prepare to wash the shampoo from my hair and gives what I sense to be a warning.  “Nothing.”

I am covered in a deep flush, at the thought that Lizzy came to me because he wanted it;  the thought that I was watched as I was so pleasured and gave pleasure in return; the knowledge that even now someone might be watching.  I submerse my body once more and I don’t want to come out.  I am humiliated.  

Somewhat roughly Chea helps to dry me before shoving me out of the bathroom.  I encounter another woman in my bedroom.  This woman helps to slide a dress of deep, mossy green on me and then begins to run a comb through my hair.  The dress fits snuggly across my breasts, the back is open, cut very low, but it is high in the front.  The sides of the dress have slits up to almost the tops of my thighs, allowing much freedom of movement.  

Chea heads to the door and then pauses there, before turning, “I wish you well this morning.” She says and leaves me with this new stranger.

By the time I leave my room with this woman, she has dried my hair and curled it.  I revel in the feeling of material against my skin as I walk the hall.  The fact that I have been given this reward along with the reward of having my hair finished for the first time since my arrival brings a smile unbidden to my face.   

I arrive at beautiful wooden doors, which the woman opens for me.  I step within and remembering my place, I kneel upon the floor, trying to look around without appearing to look.  The room is large, I can feel it by the air around me and the sounds that only a large room make.  It is also well lit, which probably means window. I glance quickly up to see a desk is the center of this room, the focal point, to one side is a couch, chairs and a low table.  Quickly my eyes return to the floor.  I am learning my place, though I long to see the room I must refrain.  If he is here, he doesn’t speak.  However, I think I can softly hear the shuffling of papers in the distance.  I wait, as is my duty.  

Not long and I hear footsteps approaching me.  I do not look up, I do not want to see him.  His shoes are of soft brown leather and he is wearing jeans.  

“You enjoyed yourself last night?” He inquires.

I can feel the blush covering my body but I must answer truthfully.  “Yes”.

“And the cleaning, did you enjoy that as well?”  I cannot read his tone, I wonder what expression he has on his face.  I consider his question, then it dawns on me that he is talking about my work around this building.

“Master it was hard.”  I answer.

“So tell me, which was more enjoyable to you, cleaning the kitchen or fucking Lizzy?”

His bluntness again causes me to blush solidly.  I hesitate to answer, ashamed at the answer I know must leave my mouth. 

“Look at me.”  He demands and I rapidly obey.  He is standing over me and my head is tilted back far to see him.  Once more his face says nothing of what he is thinking.  

“Thank you so much for my clothing Master.” I say, leaving his question hanging.  

He reaches out and run his hand softly down my cheek.  “I will have an answer.”

“Master,” I begin and stop, searching for the words that will leave me some shred of dignity.  “I liked last night very much.”  That is all I can think to say and I drop my gaze.

He smiles at me.  “Fine.”  Another woman appears, he turns from me, heading back toward the large wooden desk that I glimpse now is in front of a set of double windows.  The room is very much an office.  The woman indicates that I should follow her and I stand, he does not look back at me as I leave the room.  

As I am lead by this woman, I think I am beginning to understand the lay out of this place, it has two, maybe three large wings.  It all centers on the foyer of marble that I cleaned.  This time I’m lead up several flights of stairs and into a room that is mainly dark burgundy.  The room is not large and appears to be cluttered by large pillows thrown all about.  A mirror covers one entire wall.  Upon entering the room I kneel.

 Soon I hear laughter and Lizzy and another woman enter the room, I squirm at the twin emotions filling me, desiring her and feeling embarrassed by this desire, wondering if the other woman knows what I did last night also.  The other woman is small with dark hair, I recognize her, she is the woman that waits on The Master.  

“Hi Rachael” Lizzy says and puts down a box she has been carrying.  “You are free to move about.  We are going to instruct you today.”  She says.  Then looks over at the other woman who is now sitting down cross- legged on a pillow.  “This is Misty.”  I come off my heels and sit down as Misty is doing, but do not move from my spot.  

I just stare up at Lizzy then glance at the woman called Misty.  Lizzy opens the box, and I see what is inside and I begin to squirm a bit, for inside are some things I’ve heard of, a dildo, a plug, and items I recognize but can not name, and other things.  I think I understand what my training is to be.

Liz removes the dildo and laughs as she hands it to me declaring, “This is Bob.  You will become very good friends.”  

I take it tentatively and look it over, feeling its strange combination of hardness and softness at the same time; blushing at its realistic form.  She removes another just like it and holds it in her hands, looking it over.  

“Haven’t met many guys that can resist oral.  That will be our lesson for the day, the different ways to give oral pleasure to a man.”  Her tone is light and teasing.  I marvel at her comfort with all of this sexuality.  Then Lizzy places the dildo on her lips and licked at it.  Seeing her tongue, I am filled once more with desire for this woman.  

I spend my day learning to lick and fondle Bob, at times I am sexually stimulated by this play and at other times it is just hard work as Lizzy and Misty correct me or suggest other techniques.  By the end my jaws are sore, but I have learned about the male anatomy and many things that are a pleasure to them.  

I long to spend the night once more with Lizzy but I am returned to my room.  The next morning I am not awakened, and I realize with relief that I have not had a night visit for three or four days.  I find books on my desk, and a couple of magazines, they are recent and I catch up on the news, realizing with a shock that a whole world exists out there that I am no longer a part of.  

It is late afternoon when Lizzy comes to get me.  She holds my hand as we walk the halls and stairs into that room again.  “You will enjoy today I think Rachel.”  She says as we enter and then she kneels on the floor, I take the same position next to her and she is silent.  We wait.  Not much later a man walks into the room wearing only a robe.  He is well-built, tall with graying hair.  He smiles at the two of us and sits on a low couch by the wall.  

“A drink Master.”  Lizzy inquires still seated on her heals.  “What is your pleasure?” 

“Whisky and Coke.”  He says.

"Master, may we approach?"  The man’s grunt bids her to come. Lizzy points toward a cupboard as she stands to go to him.  I head to the cupboard and prepare his drink.  Lizzy is sitting beside him now, running her fingers down his arm and talking soft.  I hand him the drink and she indicates I should sit on the other side of him.  Tonight I am to follow her lead.  I imitate her movements, stroking his other arm and in reward he leans my direction and kisses me deeply, no warm up, his tongue goes straight into my mouth exploring it.  Lizzy has his robe partially open and is licking at his neck and chest as he continues his long kiss with me.  I can feel my body temperature rising and I run my hands through his hair, pulling him in closer while I loosen up and begin to explore him with my tongue.  I am aware of Lizzy’s hands work down him and opening his robe all the way.  

When he finally breaks our embrace, Lizzy suggests that he lay back and enjoy himself.  He finishes his drink in one long swallow and then lays back.  Lizzy moves into position at the bottom half of his body, licking at his hips and sucking on the skin there.  I go to his ear and lick it.  I can feel his breathing increasing.  I kiss his face all over - short little kisses and then go once more to his mouth.  He is a great kisser and I’m thoroughly enjoying his tongue.  Soon I become lost in what I am doing, just kissing him here and there, sucking on him lightly and listening to his ever quicken breath.  

I glance down occasionally to see what Lizzy is up to; I see that she is presently licking all around his balls and he squirms a bit.  I kiss his neck and shoulder region, excited by what Lizzy is doing and by the way he is responding, I redouble my efforts and begin to give him little nibbles as well as licking and sucking on him.  His hands are freely exploring me.  Lizzy is pulling off her simple dress and I hurriedly do the same.  I can see her sweet breasts and I’m so excited I kiss this man very hard, releasing all the passion I’m feeling into him in that kiss, licking at him.  He moves his head down and takes one of my nipples into his mouth.  I rub his hair, encouraging his attention as my nipple grows hard under his stimulus, arching my back, closing my eyes, lost in the sensations as he nibbles light and then begins to play with my other nipple with his fingers, pinching and pulling at it. 

I can watch Lizzy servicing him both directly and through the mirror that covers the one wall.  She is sliding his firm maleness in and out of her mouth, pausing now and then to lick up one side or the other, she reaches next to her and while still moving his penis in and out of her mouth in a slow rhythm she applies oil to her hands and begins to rub him with it.   He groans his enjoyment of this new stimulus and for a moment bites down on me hard, I give a little gasp of surprise and he releases.  

Soon I can stand it no longer and move downwards on him until like Lizzy I’m touching and licking at him.  She gives room and allows me to take him within my mouth.  He is very hard and pushes up with pleasure.  When next she takes him into her mouth I look up and find him watching.  I rise quickly and find a pillow to slip under her back and another one for under his head so that he can watch in comfort, then I return to lie beside him.  I can’t resist so my hands reaches over and plays with Lizzy’s breasts, while her mouth moves expertly on him.  My tongue darts out and sometimes Lizzy’s tongue and mine wrap around him.  The oil she has applied has a slight sweetness to it making it even more enjoyable to lick him.

He is breathing hard now, reaching down he draws Lizzy up to him and she mounts him.  I watch for a while, seeing their bodies mingled together.  Then an urge comes over me, I slide between his legs forcing him to spread them widely, and begin licking at him as Lizzy moves up and down on him, tasting her and him together.  I am licking up lots of moisture.  I am so turned on that I put my hand between my legs and begin to feel myself.  I slide my finger in deeply, I am very wet with desire also.  Lizzy seems to enjoy the addition of my tongue as well and I can hear her moans mixing with his.  So I lick him, around his balls and up a little ways, tasting the very bottom of his penis when it is exposed to me, then I move up and lick Lizzy’s anis.  All too soon it is over and Lizzy and the man are collapsing, both seemingly fulfilled.    

I am left frustrated, unfulfilled and ashamed by all that I have done today, for ultimately this is not me.  I wonder at how I got so caught up in the moment.    

A couple hours later I am once again called on to serve.  I am brought a different dress, this one in a soft peach color, and the neckline, if you can call it that, plunges down to my waist, making it so if I turn to much one direction or another I may fall out of it.  And of course, nothing else is under this dress.

Chea leads me into a room that is larger than the burgundy one, but done in much the same style.  Many, many pillows lay all about and soft couches and stools, everything being well padded with no wood exposed anywhere.  Chea leaves but there are about six women like me in the room, this time I know none of them.  If my calculations were correct, it was getting late at night and I’ve not seen a clock since I arrived, I yawned and wondered what is going to happen in this room.  I don’t have to wait long, for the couples come in groups of four or more and they are all laughing and apparently have been partying elsewhere.  

The men and women  make themselves comfortable, sitting casually anywhere.  Not long and the room is filled to a point that it almost feels crowded and then, even as I attempted to get drinks to those wanting them, the lights dim and music starts.

It is very exotic sounding, that music.  The woman appears, she is wearing soft flowing cloths and begins to dance, in a style I would call belly dancing, but I have never seen it up close.  It is very beautiful as she moves her scarf, swaying it around her head, shoulders, and waist, revealing little bits of herself, then covering them up again, always moving in a very sensuous fashion.  I am fascinated by her dance and looking around so are most of the people in the room.  Soon a few others, dressed like her, enter the room and begin to dance. I continue serving drinks to those wanting it.  Occasionally someone reaches out and touches me, stroking my arm, leg, or even my breast when I lean over to serve them.  

The women continue to dance, moving all around the room, some of the people are not watching anymore, they are locked in embraces and soon clothing is laying everywhere.  The men and women are laid out on the pillows, the chairs, the loungers, mingling freely, even the dancers are being pulled into the situation and everywhere people are making love.  I have fairly much given up on trying to serve people anything, as I can no longer find clear places to walk plus no one really seems interested in a drink.  

I watch for what seems like hours as the bodies move and sway in what I feel at the time is a dance of its own.

A man walks up behind me and begins kissing my neck.  The feel of him standing so closely behind me is electric.  I know that he can feel me tremble as he reaches inside of my dress, moving it to the side and exposing my breast while continuing to kiss my neck.  I am pushing back against him and I can't help but feel excited by his nearness and his caresses.  Tears filling my eyes and I know why they are there, the joint emotions of both desire and shame... shame for wanting someone I do not know, desire well the room is thick with it, it is in every fiber of every body in that room.  He turns me in his arms and takes me in a slow embrace, being extremely gentle and loving with me and I'm melting into him...  He guides me to one of the couches and helps me to lay back.  He kisses my cheek apparently just becoming aware of the fact I'm crying and then looks kindly into my eyes.  He draws back, leaning on an elbow and just looks at me.

"Please don't stop."  I hear the words coming from my mouth, knowing they are from deep inside of me, a primal plea.  

He runs his hand down my cheek, wiping at the tears and begins to kiss me again.  I respond with all I have, kissing him back passionately but lovingly, very different from how I kissed the man this afternoon.  I can't explain it, just a difference in the approach.  This man is loving me, not just pleasuring himself.  I cannot tell how he looks, but I can describe in detail how he feels.  He is a warm summer night, enveloping me.  His hands, as they work to remove my simple dress are like a breeze blowing hotly across my skin.  He is kissing me everywhere and I am in my own beautiful world with no one else around us, just him and me in our universe, we are the beginning and the end of all.  I feel as if every fiber in my body is melding with him.  He moves to lay on top of me and then someone else is there and I can feel as he leaves me.  I glance up to see Chea standing over me, she is signaling me to come with her.  I search the room for the man but I can not see him.  

My mind screams no, I don't want him to be gone, I want to go back to the place he was taking me and for a moment I curl up in a ball.  Chea slaps my ass, and I open my eyes to my reality.  It does not matter what I want, those words ring in my mind and I groan as I grasp the truth behind them.  I rise from the pillows I've been laying on, still searching for the man, my summer night, but I do not see him.  

I grab for my dress as Chea directs me to the door.   Once back in my room I realize just how frustrated I am.  I have dealt with sex all day, the last couple of days and yet I have not been allowed or given the opportunity to fulfill my desire. 

I pace my room, wondering at what I want, what I need.  Actually I know exactly what I want, I want to be back in that room with that guy.  I turn to my bed.

