The Enjoyment of a Slave





My bed is silky soft under my nakedness.  I run my hands and legs over it, experiencing it.  Then I run my hands across my upper chest and enjoy that feeling also.  I close my eyes and pretend it is not my hands that caress me, but Mr. Summer Night's.  I move my hands down farther and feel my breasts, rub at my nipples until they are nice and hard.  I even take my index finger, wetting it between my lips and run it around my nipple, feeling the coolness of the air drying it.  Within my mind I feel him and then my mind begins to replay all I’ve experienced this day.  I feel again the lust filled kisses from the first man, and I can feel Lizzy’s tongue mingling with mine on his maleness.  I squeeze my nipple hard, thinking of Lizzy’s breasts swaying before me as she moves him in and out of her mouth.  





My hand runs down between my legs and pushes hard on my clit.  As pleasure shoots through me I think of Lizzy and the man screwing, of how it looked watching his penis sliding into her.  I think of how much I wanted to slide my finger into Lizzy also and the way we had made love that one night.  My hand is moving farther down and pressing more urgently, I part my lips, feeling the flood of wetness there.  I take my finger to my mouth and taste myself, while my other hand roams freely stroking my belly, my breasts, my hips.  





Withdrawing my finger, I moan with desire and plunge it into me deeply, my hips rising to meet it.  I can feel Mr. Summer Night again, kiss at me, getting ready to enter me as he lies on top, and I slide another finger inside of myself.  I stroke slowly at first but then the pleasure builds.  





I’m nearing my release when light floods into my room, the door to the hall  being opened and someone is standing there.  I can make out his form.  I am embarrassed, the thought of the cameras flashing through my mind.  He is almost to my bed when I regain enough composure to hurry out of it and kneel before him.  





“Rise” he commands and I obey.  Then he points at my bed.  “Lay down.”  





  I lay down and tremble at the thought of what is coming, secretly alive to it.  He reaches over and unlocks the chain from my wrist.  Then he reaches behind the bed and I hear the other chains.  He raises my right arm and snaps it into place and then raising my left and does the same.  Now I tremble more deeply, fear beginning to grow in me at why I have to be locked down with my arms above my head.  He grabs one ankle and locks it into place, leaving my other ankle free, he comes back towards the center of my body.   





He runs his fingers lightly over my body and I can feel my senses come alive to him.  I groan.  He abruptly brushes my legs apart and I gasp with surprise as he then forces his finger inside of me.  I am wet, from what I’ve been doing, he can feel it.  He slides his finger in and out stimulating me.  At first I fight the sensation and just lay there, but he keeps working at it, expertly, teasing me.  He can feel my excitement building and he slows his pace.  





“What are you?”  He mockingly inquires in the now familiar mantra of my nights.





“A slave Master.”  I manage to breath the words out, along with a heavy sigh of pleasure.  





I can feel him touching my “g” spot, the place that makes me go all weak and he appears to realize he has found it, for he pauses there, adding extra pressure and moving his finger a bit more.  Then he slides that wonderful finger in and out more, building my excitement.  My hips still somewhat free to move, I raise them to join with his hand as he pushes inward.  





Withdrawing his finger, he turns and walks toward the door.  "Another lesson for you." and he leave.  





At first I am just puzzled by his behavior, but then as I try to move the realization of the position he has left me in washes over me and I fairly scream in anger.  He knew all along that I would be hungry for sex; he set it up, knowing that time with Lizzy would excite me, he probably even had that guy come on to me.  He watched it building all day with me and I was so close in my release, here in the safety of my room, a fact he also was aware of when he came in here and played with me.  





The anger builds until it must be released and I scream out in anger, frustration, and humiliation.    





I have spent a miserable night, reliving all the desires of previous day, my desires left unfulfilled, his treatment of me, and  being so chained does not make for a great nights sleep.  Chea enters my room early to unlock me. 





I bathe and dress. Lizzy comes for me a short time later.  She offers me her hand but I'm sulking and refuse.  I am taken back up to that room, the burgundy room with the mirror, and she again has her box.  She opens it and we go over the objects inside, the many uses and pleasures that can be derived from them.  She is explaining anal sex when Chea comes in and requests me to follow her.  I am lead to those big wooden doors once more. 





I enter and kneel.  Not long before he stands before me.  I can feel every fiber in my body tensing, and I know I’m shaking.  





“It pleases me Rachael to tell you that you have been sold.”  He reaches down and yanks my head up so I’m looking at him.  





His words register slowly but when they take hold, I struggle to understand what this will means, where I will go and what will become of me.  A sense of panic sets in and it is this panic that brings a smile to his face.





“You can’t.”  The words come tumbling out unbidden, for although I may act a slave, believe I know my place, I do not view myself as property to be bought and sold.        





He smiles at me again.  “Oh good, I see you understand."  With that he turns his back and head back toward his desk.  "This was your destiny all along Rachael."  





I rise on very unsteady legs to find Chea standing there waiting for me.  I can hardly walk as we head down the hall and tears fall freely from eyes.  This has become my home, my existence, even in a state of slavery.  What will be my next fate, the thought is terrifying.  





Chea returns me to my room and locks my ankle into place this time.  





“You knew all along didn’t you?”  I say accusingly and she raises her hand to strike me.  For a moment I stand my ground and then quickly I kneel and whisper my apologies into the floor unable to look at her and not wanting to see the answer I know lies there.  





I can hear Chea opening my door to leave and then comes her answer.  “Yes, I did know.” 





The door closes, as I throw myself at the bed.  I scream and yell, pounding on my bed.  I am hysterical, beyond hysterical.  I could no more stop screaming, crying, pounding, right now than I could consciously will my heart to stop beating.  I continue like this until every fiber in my body is exhausted, then I fall soundly to sleep.





I am awakened as someone turns on the lights in my room.  I struggle to focus and see I woman I do not know.  She comes and unlocks my ankle before ordering me to take a bath, and be quick about it.  After bathing she towels me dry and then applies a wonderful smelling oil to my body, bushes out my hair and dries it in a presentable fashion but she does not hand me clothing, as I guess I expected.  Instead she tells me to lie down on the bed.  





"Give me your hands" she orders as she reaches behind the drape for the shorts chains that hang there.  





"Please no."  I moan, but comply by raising my hands up and she locks them into place.  Next she locks my ankles into place, so that my legs are spread wide and I'm very exposed.  I simply lay there staring up at the fabric that makes the canopy of my bed.  I think there is nothing else they can do to me, for I am gone, numbing to this whole situation, this whole place, I am sinking into a form of nothingness.





Then the woman steps out and brings in some things she has apparently left in the hallway.  She places a few candles around the room, then comes to me with a black blindfold, it is done in such a fashion that even if I rub my head, the material stretches and will not move, so my eyes are quite effectively covered; I see no light what so ever.  I ask myself if it matters and the reply is no.  The answer is that I can survive whatever is coming and that someday I will find a way out of this nightmare.





I assume the woman has left for the room is very quiet.  I just lay there, listening for anything and thinking about my place in this world now.  Do I have a place?  I can hear the door open and someone enter, but they do not speak.  I think I hear them come close to my bed, but even that I'm not sure of, for it is very quiet with the carpet.  I shudder slightly; aware that someone might be looking at me this very minute and I wouldn't know.  I shudder harder as my mind fills with all the things that could happen.  Every nerve in my body is coming alive, the fight or flight response is taking over, but I can do nothing.  I grit my teeth to keep from screaming and still the room is silent.  





I feel someone touch the side of my face, the hair that is below the blind fold and I instinctively turn toward that touch, trying to gain knowledge.  The touch is light, that is all I sense.  I can hear breathing, or I think I can, perhaps I'm imagining it.    Next I feel someone touch the inside of my right thigh, I tense my body as that person attempts to turn my leg slightly more outwards; I realize that is the leg with the tattoo and I assume they are looking at it.  Then a thought comes that perhaps more than one person is now in the room with me; a small cry of panic escapes my lips at this thought, and my body trembles all over. 





Then a person begins to give me kisses to my face, gentle kisses and whispers to me to "shussh" in a calming voice.  The sound of the voice, the feel of the lips, this is not Lizzy, it is a man, of that I'm certain.  A picture of The Master leaps into my mind and I try to turn my head away from those kisses.  The man lies down beside me, with his head on my chest; I can feel the warmth of his skin against me and the softness of his hair lying on my chest.  He doesn't move but stays in this position for a very long time.  Then I feel fingers on my side and I jump at change in sensations, even though his touch is very light and unthreatening.  Again I am given kisses to my face and I can feel his body weight shifting on the bed, he covers my face in those soft kisses before moving down to my neck and shoulders.  The effect is not unpleasant and I must struggle to stay focused not give in to the pleasure.  If it is The Master he is being very gentle.  His hands are warm on my sides, my neck, my shoulders.  With each change in where he touches me my body tenses and I shiver a bit.  Breathing in deeply to I attempt to see if I can recognize the scent.  I do not.  I hear myself exhale the word "please" but I have no clear image of what I'm pleading for.  





The kisses are having an effect on me, try as hard as I like I am enjoying them on some level of my consciousness, for I can hear my breath quickening.  His fingers move down and begin to softly caress my nipple, lightly rubbing around the outside of it, then moving in small circles inward until it is quite erect.  I sense nothing threatening in all that is happening to me so far and I begin to drop my guard, to allow the feelings to come up to a higher level in my awareness.  I groan and attempt to stretch, the bonds prevent me, reminding me of my vulnerability.  He moves to lie on top of me and a soft cry escapes my lips.  He gives me more gentle kisses; I can feel his hard maleness pressed against me as his hands explore down my sides, my hips, stroking me.  He is positions so that he can and does rub himself against me.  Lord help me my hips are responding to him, and my breathing is increasing even more.  





"Please".  Again I whisper and this time my plea is answered with a strong kiss as he lowers his hand and moves himself into position.  He is entering me, very slowly,  I can feel my vigina grasping him tightly, my natural instincts have taken over, my body instictively knows what it wants.  He slides farther in, I moan my pleasure and pull hard on my bounds wanting to reach down, grab his ass and push him deeply inside of me.  This option not being open to me, I must be content with raising my hips.  It feels like forever before he is deeply inside of me and I know on his next stroke I will be at the point of no return...Slowly he slides his penis out and then rapidly dives back inside of me, plunging so deep my breath catches.  He works me, slowly sliding in and out for a while, and then increases his speed, or just varies his strokes with those deep plunges at odd intervals.  





The changes are enough to constantly keep me on the edge, almost to the point of bliss and then he varies it just enough to send more waves of pleasure through me, but not the ultimate pleasure.  The sensation is wonderful, always building but never quite reaching... He plays me expertly, sliding in, holding it, pushing hard, and then sliding out again, knowing just how far to go before he makes an abrupt change of one sort or another and I thrash about, frustration and pleasure blending and spilling through me with each new change.  My enjoyment comes in waves, washing over me and flooding down between my legs, I can feel it coating the insides of my thighs.    





He pulls completely out and I groan my displeasure as he lies next to me, stroking down my sides.  His hand goes back to my tatoo and he traces it lightly with his finger.  "I had you marked Rachael."  This is not The Master's voice I'm hearing.  I tense, somehow I had assumed it was him who was using me.  Now I'm thrown slightly off center and I squirm a bit under the touch of this stranger, my mind is struggling to comprehend.  "Do you like it?"  I hear him ask...





"I love purple, it suits me."  I reply, then shyly add, "Master."  





I can hear him laughing lightly.  "Yes Rachael, it does fit you." I can feel him shifting on the bed.  Then he is kissing that mark, licking the insides of my thighs, my mind closing in on the sensations of pleasure again.  His tongue is very warm and wet as it moves up, licking at me, always teasing, running around all my sexual parts but never directly touching any of them.  I can hear myself moaning to him as my breath quickens.  I'm aching to feel his tongue touch me, intimately, but still he teases.  He plays with me for what seems hours until finally his tongue slides over my clitoris and it is, for me, an instant orgasms, my scream of delight filling the room.





My orgasm just seems to excite him more and he licks harder at me, running his tongue down to taste inside of me now, then he slides a finger into me as he moves his tongue back up to my clit, but shortly removing his finger, he slides it down and begins to press against my anas with it.    I tense at this new and rather odd sensation, but he just rubs at it while licking me, but this exciting enough for me to build toward another climax.  All I can think of is wanting him, aching for him to go deep inside of me.    























  


