The Training of Rachael

The touch was cool, as what I assumed was a finger ran up my side. I tried to move but nothing on my body seemed to want to cooperate. I felt a burning on the inside of my right thigh and my butt was stiff, as well as an ache in my arms and my cheek.

I shook my head, tried to open my eyes but the world remained black. Once more I tried to open my eyes, then was gripped with knowledge that my eyes were open but something was covering them. I felt movement, a brushing of what? It felt like hair against my legs and then I felt something moist moving up the inside of my thigh. A tongue, I shuddered, attempted to move away to no avail. The tongue kept licking and moving upward until it touched my clitoris and I gasp in a combination of surprise, delight, and confusion. I tried to focus, where was I? But the laps became more urgent, penetrating inside me, then back to my clit, my body was responding on its own, excited by the touch. Warmth, wetness was touching lightly the clit, then gliding slowly with more force down until it slid inside of me, coming back out and licking to the clitoris where once more it became light, just the tip of the tongue pushing into me. I was getting wet with desire. I felt myself build toward a release. Then it moved upward and away from my vulva and I was surprised that I was disappointed by its departure. The licking continued upward wetting around my belly button, then up more until I felt warm breath on my nipple, I could feel it becoming hard under a   very gentle sucking, licking motion and without conscious thought my hips tried to grind on something, waves of pleasure coursed through my body from the attention my tits were being shown. Then it stopped.

The hands were tiny as they worked behind my head and the fragrance from the person bending over me was sweet and clean... I could feel hair brushing against my chest. The light that flooded in as the black cloth was removed from my eyes seemed bright and I had to squint and try to focus. Before me stood a young woman with tawny colored hair and eyes, her skin appearing to be golden, just one or two shades lighter than her hair. She smiled at me and then kissed my forehead. She stood there a long time staring 

Into my face before she stuck her finger in her mouth and began to lick it.

Then my memory of what had happened, of being in the woods, the strange guy rushed in, as I focused on what was around me and the fact that my arms and legs were held, within steel rings of some sort and clipped to the bed/table that I now laid upon. I could still feel the burning in my thigh and it also dawned upon me that I was naked.

As all this registered in my mind I watched the woman. Her clothing was simple; a summer dress of light green, so light weight it exposed beautiful, full breasts where it tightened across her chest. My eyes drawn back to her mouth I watched as she took that wet finger, sliding it in and out of her mouth, wetting it thoroughly. She pulled it from her mouth and reached down and ran it around my left nipple, causing it to become even more erect. 

"Please," I said with tears in my eyes, "you have to help me". She put a finger up to her 

lips, signaling me to silence and then putting her hands one on each side of my face, she 

leaned over and kissed me... when I tried to move away she just held my head firmly and 

licked my lower lip, before kissing me again deeply, passionately, her tongue exploring all parts of my mouth then turned me loose. I could smell and taste myself upon her and I was giddy with the pleasure of her kiss, wanting more. 

Then she swiftly turned and left through a door in the wall.

                                *****

"No" I screamed after her - "Wait...." I yanked both my arms hard but my wrist didn't move, I even had a hard time turning my head enough to see them or lifting my head for that matter, so securely were my arms held, I felt cool steel. And around me, the walls I could see were smoky gray. There was nothing in the room but whatever it was I was laid upon. There was a single light way over in the corner of the room and now my eyes had adjusted I realized it was very dim.

I sobbed, from the burning in my thigh, from the memory, from the frustration of not being able to move and from fear of the unknown. I scream, I pleaded, I begged, God and any one who might be listening. I went on screaming until I was choking from the exertion. Then I became silent, as silent as possible between the shiver sobs that still held me. I could hear nothing. 

I went over in my mind what I knew. I was camping and decided to enjoy a walk down by the stream just shortly after the sun came up. I came to a place at the stream where the water splashed melodically over the rocks and I sat to listen to it, closing my eyes, enjoying the sun on my face and the sounds of nature around me. He was steps away from me when my eyes opened. I had tried to yell, I had tried to fight back, and the soreness of my cheek proved I’d remember   that correctly. I remember him pushing me through the woods, the way the willows and tall grasses had scratched my face and body as we walked through them. I remember the shack we came to an him shoving me through the door, my tripping on the threshold and falling, barely keeping my head from hitting the ground with my hands. I remembered his knee in my back and then 

that was all. 

Perhaps I dozed off, or perhaps I was just in shock, but the next conscious moment I had was of the door opening and he walked into the room. 

He wore dress slacks and a very nicely tailored dress shirt. He walked directed to my bed and began to move the clasps that held my feet in place. A single click and he released my right leg, although steel still surrounded my ankle. He moved to the other leg, another click and it was free. I drew my legs up and kicked at him hard. Most of it he deflected with a swift movement from his arm, but I think I may have caught him in the hip. He grabbed onto one foot, applied pressure to my big toe. Quite simply he pinched it between his thumb and forefinger at the joint, where the toe joins to the foot and the pain was excruciating and I screamed and tried to kick him with my other foot, as he applied more pressure - separating the bone from its joint. The pain increased until I could make no sound or movement. Then it stopped and I was so thankful I lay quietly for a moment. 

"I will hurt you, as needed." He grabbed my toe again, the same one and did the same thing... I felt close to passing out with the pain. Then he let it go. "Have I made my point?" he asked and   then again, without waiting for my answer once more he applied pressure. 

When my foot dropped to the bed I gasp. "Yes." I whispered in between sobs.

"Yes what?" He said in a commanding voice. I didn't have an answer. He picked my foot up lightly in his hand and I screamed in anticipation. This seemed to amuse him. "Yes 

Master" he instructed in a soft voice. 

"Say it!" he then commanded.

"You pig." I spat the words at him and this time his hand grabbed my knee and I did black out. I awoke to a cool, wet cloth being run down the sides of my face and looked directly into those eyes of dark brown that seemed to penetrate. I   felt exposed, beyond just my nakedness.

He lifted my head and gave me a drink. "It is easy,” he said, taking the cup from my lips and resting my head back on the bed. "Just do what you are told and you will not have to feel pain." As these words left his lips I felt my eyes tearing up. I also realized that I was free of the bonds that had held me.

"Where am I and what do you...”? 

"No!" he snapped, "You will not speak unless asked to speak." His tone was matter of fact. My mind whirled. I wanted to know, but I remembered the pain and I kept my mouth shut, more tears ran down my face.

"I think you need to get up and relieve yourself and then we will leave you alone for the day.” he said as his hand reached behind me to force me up. Then offered lightly "Unless you want to come to dinner?" I shook my head no.

"Get up." And the command was back in his voice. My legs felt wobbly but I stood and started to walk, that is when I felt the pain again in my inner thigh and looked down. There, about two inches below my pubic bone was what appeared to be a tattoo. It looked like an iris, very delicate, in shades of purple, green stem and leaves, the whole thing being maybe two inches long itself. I stared at it until I felt his hand on my back and then I moved forward toward the open door, taking in the fact that I had cold steel rings encircling my ankles and wrists.

                                *****

He walked in the next day followed by a tall dark woman, very beautiful, with a long neck, long limbs and wonderful bone structure. "Kneel" he commanded and this woman swiftly, but gracefully knelt on the floor and sat back on her heals, her head down, shoulders straight, her hands resting crossed on her lap. Then he looked to me and gestured toward the floor. 

He saw me hesitate, and he read what I was thinking, I know he did. He began to step 

forward when I hurriedly sat down, trying to imitate the other woman's position. He smiled, came around behind me and stroked my hair. "This is Chea, she will instruct you today. Do exactly as she says or remember what will happen?"

Then he grabbed my hair and yanked my head backwards. "You will address her as mistress." He let go of my hair. I could feel once more fear's tears in my eyes but I took a deep breath and choked them down. 

He left the room.

Instruct me she did. She didn't like the way I walked, the way I sat, the way I knelt. She 

called me clumsy, a fool, a goat. Every time I did something wrong she would pinch me, hard. I could feel bruises up and down both arms as well as my legs. I thought once of trying to punch her but she definitely did not appear to be a woman one would trifle with. 

She would not let me speak and delighted in pinching me harder if I cried. He returned later and immediately upon seeing him Chea knelt upon the floor. I thought how 

mild she looked in front of him. He dismissed her.  He looked up and down at the red marks on my arms and a glint entered his eyes. "Are you hungry, " he inquired and I shook my head no.

The next day Chea showed up with a small supple stick, which she used liberally when I failed to follow her instructions. Now I had small welts to go with the bruises. Two days passed in this fashion. I spent what must have been hours with Chea laughing at me, ridiculing me, switching me but I was getting better, the punishments were less frequent. I had managed the kneeling positions she wanted and the sitting, but she still was unhappy with the manner in which I walked. 

"You cow" she yelled at me. "You should be grazing in a field somewhere." 

"Damn, I'm trying." I shot back at her. 

She struck me hard, the back of her hand spun my head sideways. Then she came at me and I gave ground until my back touched the wall. Her eyes were like fire. "Never speak unless invited too, never utter a curse" then her tone changed and it became almost motherly "and lord girl, never talk to a mistress in that tone, it is your life 

we speak of here." She huffed her shoulders at me and walked lightly back to the middle of the floor. "Walk again."

That evening when he showed up and invited me to dinner - I could withstand my hunger no longer and conceded. 

"Then show me what you’ve learned. Kneel." And I took the position that Chea had so carefully and repeatedly instructed. Without my hands touching the ground, keeping my back straight, one knee at a time I lowered myself until my butt touched my heels, with my toes supporting my weight and my legs slightly spread apart. "Supplicate." He barked and I leaned my upper body forward over my my legs and placed my nose on the ground, holding my arms directly in front of me with my wrists crossed and palms upward. "Rest" he commanded and I arose from my semi-prone position to the kneeling position, again without the use of my hands, but this time I got to drop my toes and rest my butt on the souls of me feet. My hands were once more crossed in front of me and my head was down; this time my shoulders could relax, but just a bit, I was not to look sloppy.

I glanced at Chea and she smiled very demurely toward him and then quickly dropped her eyes. It was an amazing transformation. The mean and mighty Chea became all soft and feminine in his prescence to the point I couldn’t believe it the same woman. 

 "Bath her and bring her to dinner." He left the room.

******

Chea helped to sort me out with shampoo, soap, and a warm bath. It felt great. How many days had it been since I had been clean? The shampoo had a wonderful fragrance and so did the soap and I realized just how badly I had begun to smell. After the bath she handed me a towel and I dried, the first material to touch my skin, except the one sheet on my bed. I didn’t want to turn it loose but Chea took it from me. 

"Mistress may I speak?" 

Chea was picking up the bathroom and absently said "what" .

"What clothing am I to wear?" 

Having finished gathering the shampoo - she handed me a comb and pointed my shoulders toward the mirror. "Clothing is a reward. You must earn it."

I stared long into that mirror. My arms had small bruises on them and the bruise on my cheek was still visible. My hair took a great deal to get the snarls out. Then Chea returned me to my room. 

It was hard to judge time. The one light always glowed in its corner, the temperature remained constant, no noises from outside gave a clue in my day, it was extremely quiet in my room. I had not seen a window, or the outdoors since arriving, how long ago was it now? I paced the floor in my room.

Sometime later Chea appeared at my door and bid me to follow her. We walked in the opposite direction of the bathroom and up a flight of stairs, the kind you often find in offices, where there is six steps, then a turn and six more steps. The steps were wide and cement, they felt cold under my feet, a small difference from the feel of the tile in my room and the bathroom. 

At the top of the stairs the door was locked with a punch code security feature. Chea hit a 

button, voice answered her, I am taking Rachael to the Master, she said. The door made a buzzing sound and she pulled it open. The hallway was carpeted in a pale blue and very thick, it felt wonderful to my feet. My nose could smell fresh air and the whole place felt much more alive than the basement I had been in. The hall was long with many doors leading off of it and what appeared to be some large room at the far end. About two thirds of the way down the hall Chea stopped, slid back a set of double doors, stepped inside, and immediately knelt. I was taking in the room - it was done in tones of gold and darker blue. Rich woods paneled the walls half way up. Directly ahead of me, though at the other end of the room, was a set of French doors. I felt Chea pinch my foot, then swiftly knelt like she was. 

We sat there, and sat there, no one spoke, no one moved so I peaked around the room. He was not in it, or if he was he was somewhere I could not see. There was a couch in front of a fireplace, a small table next to it as well as a comfortable looking chair. Then beyond that and in front of the doors was a table with a gold cloth on it, it was set for two people. And on the other side of that table I thought I saw someone else kneeling, though she was hidden by the tablecloth. The room was softly lit with candles and low lighting. There were paintings on all the walls and it was, quite frankly, the most beautiful room I had ever been in. Flowers covered tables and stands here and there - adding a warmth and charm. 

Still we sat and my legs grew tired and I started to fidget, Chea reached over and pinched 

me hard on the behind and I whined softly at the treatment; my reward, another pinch. Finally, as my legs began to grow numb he entered the room followed by a woman holding a platter. We however, did not move. He seated himself at the table and spoke with the woman holding the platter. She was very slender, tall, with red hair cut at jaw length. She wore softly flowing pants of pale peach and a shirt that was open to 

her middle, the slit revealing small breasts within. She placed the tray on the table and 

left, her walk, I noted was light, like Chea was trying to teach me.

He snapped his fingers and Chea looked up but didn’t move. A woman stood up behind him, just where I thought I had glimpsed her and came forward, poured him a glass of wine. She was tiny, appeared to be a bit older than the other women I had seen. He ran his hands on her butt as she poured the wine and then kissed her cheek just before she disappeared behind him once more. He snapped his fingers once more and Chea nudged me. I stood and felt unsure of what to do next. 

"Come here" he commanded and I tried hard to walk/run to him on the balls of my feet as I had been instructed, small steps... He indicated a chair next to him and I froze unsure of what he expected from me. 

He looked up at me for the first time, then he studied me, appearing to drink me in with his eyes.

 "Sit. Tonight you may talk and ask all the questions you like, until I tire of answering them or hearing your voice." Then he took another sip of wine and as I sat the woman behind him stood again and came to me, pouring a glass of wine. She was a bit older but her face was beautiful. She had cool blue eyes and dark hair that curled and hung down to the middle of her back, she was curvy but proportional. She wore a deep blue gown that appeared to split up both sides, the front was cut low so when she bent, her breasts were clearly visible. The material again was very light in weight and 

easily see through.

I sat, feeling very out of place in this beautiful room, especially since I had no 

clothing on and I felt for the first time in days the comfort of a chair. It is strange how 

wonderful and relaxing a chair can feel. I reached for my wine, then withdrew my hand 

afraid and he nodded "go ahead" he said. "Tonight you are almost a guest."

I took a big drink of wine and immediately I could feel the effects, I thought it was stupid 

shortly after having done it. I had eaten hardly anything except some fruit and bread that Chea had brought me. I put the wine back down and stared out the French doors... it was dark night outside.

 "What time is it Master?" I ask tentatively, "and what day?"

He looked at the watch on his wrist then took another drink of wine before answering me... He studied my face. "8:30 p.m. and today is Thursday". I had been here that long? 

"Where am I?" I asked looking around the room in wonder and disliking the feel of his eyes on me.

"This" he said using an arm to encompass the area around him, "is my home and my work. A paradise of sorts; you might consider it a very exclusive whore house." He opened the lid on the silver tray before us and the woman behind him immediately stepped forward to assist him. She took the lid and then as he offered me a plate 

of salad she took the other plate and put it before him. I could read some emotion in her 

eyes as she looked at him. She was in love with him. 

I could hear male voices in the hall and then master barked at Chea to close the door on her way out. I had completely forgotten that Chea was still kneeling by the door, ignored. 

"So you are telling me that Chea and the other women here are prostitutes?" I inquired, growing bolder with the wine and food. I shivered at the thought.

"No," he said matter of factly. "All the women here are slaves, but not all are good enough or right for that service." He took another drink of wine and then raised his hand and the dark hair woman was back, she removed both his plate and mine. Next she pour him some more wine and looked to him as to whether my glass needed filled, he shook his head no. 

"Good enough?" I inquired of him incredulously... "I would not look at it as an honor." I stated flatly. He cocked an eyebrow at me and I realized my tone had been perhaps a bit 

harsh, even when invited to speak freely. 

"It is a position of privilege here, for the work is enjoyable, hardly ever requires long 

hours, and they have more liberties than the rest of the slaves." He snapped his fingers 

again and another silver tray came through the door. "Does the work not intrigue you?" he asked in a very conversational tone, as he watched the dinner uncovered, it appeared to be trout with silvered almonds.

"No." I said. "It appalls me." and I laid my fork down, loosing my appetite. Then it dawned on me and he was staring at me as my eyes widened and I half scooted back in my chair, casting about for somewhere, some way out of here. "Oh God no, that is not what I&#8217;m doing here." I started to rise, my whole body trembled. "I would rather die."

"Sit" he ordered and I did, quickly at the tone in his voice. Once more tears were streaming down my face and I drew one of my legs up in front of me and hugged it for protection. I could not, would not look at him. 

I was silent while he finished his meal. The dark headed woman returned, offered him more wine and he said no, but he grabbed her arm as she started back and then kissed her long and passionately, turning her loose she walked back to the original position I had seen her in when I entered the room. The he rose and offered me his hand. I shook my head no. "Please, tell me no" I implored of him. 

He took my hand and pulled me from my chair and toward the coach, where he sat and pulled me down next to him. He ran his hands through my hair and kissed my cheek, then my neck, his hands freely roaming all over me. "Oh but you might be wonderful" he whispered into my ear..."Think of it, being something that a man would desire, does that not excite you?"

"No." I whispered and tried to struggle out of his grasp but he held me firmly, kissing my 

neck, my ears, his hand going between my legs and pushing against me. Already I could feel my body stirring in response to him. He took my hand and placed it in his crotch, I could feel how hard he was under my hand and try as I might a small moan escaped my lips. 

"Does that not excite you Rachael." He said - still kissing at my neck. "

"That is not my name." I breathed to him and of my own free will I pushed hard against his crotch. 

He took my face in his hands and held it firmly, looking deeply into my eyes. "You don’t get it do you?" and he half smiled at me. "You are whoever and whatever I say you are. You do not matter... you do not exist, except to do as I say." And he let go of my head, stood up, raised his hand to the dark haired woman who hurried over.  He bent down and kissed her deeply then whispered something in her ear and she giggled, they walked off together - with his hand down the front of her shirt. 

