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Prologue

"It will be an unmitigated disaster,” Abigail's father said biting off a piece of thin toast smothered with black caviar. "It pains me to tell you, but the side-effects of some of these medications are not pretty. I do sit on the boards of many big Pharma companies, after all. Trust me, I know.” 

"But you told me they were safe enough for me to treat my long-standing depression," his ex-wife protested. 

"You're not an impressionable eighteen-year-old, my dear," he replied, "no offense." 

 And clearly I'm not as precious to you as your daughter, his ex-wife thought. 

"So what do you suggest we should do?" Abigail's mother pressed. "We simply cannot allow her to go on leading this crazy double-life of hers! The private detective told me that at night she dances as a stripper in Harlem, would you believe it! Then in the morning, she's back to semi-normal —

taking classes at the University. Apparently, the two personalities coexist and are completely unaware of each other. My poor baby!” Her mother shook her head downing what was left of her bourbon. 

"I know," Abigail’s father rested his head in his hands. 

“Do you have any idea what caused it?" 

"It has to be something those animals did to her while she was captive in Syria," Abigail's father groaned. “They had her for almost a month before I could secure her release." 

"My poor baby. My poor, poor, poor baby!" Abigail's mother wailed and poured herself another generous glass of bourbon. "I told you we shouldn’t have allowed her to go on that crazy trip to Turkey! They kidnapped our baby and they broke her!” Abigail's mother wailed. 

"Whatever! If she had stayed in Turkey it would have been perfectly safe, for crying out loud!" Abigail's father growled. "How was I supposed to know that the kids she was with would get it into their head to go traipsing across the border?!" 

He stood up in frustration, making for the door. "Anyway, we will fix her. 

I have an idea. There is this man that comes very, very highly recommended," he said. 

His ex-wife knew him well enough that she simply allowed him the time to form the thoughts in his head as she went on drowning her sorrow in her

drink. 

"His reputation is truly stellar. But his methods – let us just say they're very unorthodox." Abigail's father placed his hand on the doorknob. 

"Unorthodox how?" The silence stretched out almost longer than his ex-wife could bear. Finally, she stood and poured herself yet another glass. 

"This man, he is what is called a dominant master," Abigail's father saw his ex-wife's eyes grow big and he smiled thinly. 

"That kind of dominant master?" Abigail's mother's voice grew raspy and he suspected it wasn't only because of the bourbon. 

"Precisely that kind, yes." 

"And his methods actually work?" Her mother's disbelief was hard to hide. 

"I suppose we will find out," he opened the door and stepped out, "After all, what is there to lose?" Abigail's father allowed the door to close behind him before her mother had a chance to formulate a coherent retort. 

~

Abigail couldn't help fidgeting. The lecture was long and tedious, the professor – old and constipated. Thank goodness for the cute blond guy sitting not too far, Abigail thought. Hopefully he was a graduate student and not somebody she would never see again. There was just something mysterious and quite enticing about the man, yes he was definitely a man –

perhaps in his early 30s. Maybe it was his gorgeous thick sandy blond hair and strong jaw, or perhaps his lithe physique. Abigail felt the need to squirm around in her seat and give the heat between her legs a way to dissipate. 

"That will be all for now," the professor said. "Don't forget your midterm is in two days and the entire chapter 6 will be included." 

 Shit!  Abigail thought.  Not chapter 6!  

Her decision to take organic chemistry this semester was shaping up to be quite silly indeed. If only the cute graduate student turned out to be available for tutoring, hmmm. 

Abigail timed her exit just so that she fell in behind the handsome guy. 

 God, she thought,  he is so much better looking up close!  She was almost caught off guard when he turned around and locked eyes with her. 

“Um, hi! Are you professor Masterson’s new graduate student?" Abigail asked, her voice cracking with uncharacteristic tension. The man smiled broadly and she noticed how his eyes stayed ever so sad and melancholic. 

"I'm sad to say – no," his canines were extra pointy, gleaming with a pearly

white that nicely contrasted with his perfectly tanned skin. "Just visiting from out of town. I am on sabbatical from my own college up north." 

"Oh," she said, "so sorry." They stood looking at each other in the middle of the corridor before the awkwardness made her blush ever so brightly. 

Abigail swooped around and hightailed it out of the building fighting against her urge to run in shame. 

"You're such a dork, Abigail!" She thought, "Acting like a freaking middle schooler!" 

CHAPTER ONE

 Part I. Meeting Abigail

Chapter 1: The Dancer

The music reached a crescendo as Layla danced to the beat that shook the thin fabric of her sheer chemise. She closed her eyes and let herself go as she shimmied across the stage shedding one item of clothing after another, until she was naked like the day she had been born. 

She jumped up on the pole, spun her hips around using the momentum to rotate herself up to the top from where she pivoted head-down and slowly corkscrewed her way back to the floor spreading her legs wide in a full split. 

Deafening applause greeted her grand finale as she stood and sauntered over to the edge of the stage where lines upon lines of lascivious customers of all races and creeds waited for the petite brunette stripper to grace them with a smile or a wink. 

A dark shadow at the edge of the room, Master Jake merely watched on as the eighteen-year-old went about genuflecting and spreading herself before virtually every single patron of the sordid establishment as she collected her tips. Jake couldn't suppress the thin smile that had materialized across his feline features. Dancers such as Layla, not just graceful, but also blessed with a preternatural sense of rhythm, came few and far apart. It would have been a pleasure to sit back and enjoy her performance. 

Too bad he was hunting tonight. 

Jake stepped out of the club and held up a crisp one hundred dollar bill between his fingers as he waited for a valet to drive up his custom-build red Mercedes coupe. 

There was no point to confront the girl here. He knew where she lived and he would make sure he waited for her there. 

He used his custom-made locksmith tool to let himself into her apartment as he carefully closed the door behind. He took a seat in the only chair in her sparse apartment and positioned himself so that the streetlights illuminated his back leaving his face and features in inscrutable shadow. 

There was no point checking his Patek Philippe watch. He knew she would be coming home less than fifteen minutes from now. 

In moments such as these, master Jake entertained himself with mental games trying to imagine the response of his victim. 

Would she scream or would she make a run for it? Somehow in all those years not one woman had ever chosen to stay and take him on. 

The door screeched open at 3 AM sharp and Layla walked in not bothering

to turn on the light. Instead, she had hardly closed the door when she immediately started peeling off her clothes. Jake wondered if it was something subconscious. Perhaps she was trying to get rid of any vestige of her activities that night. 

She saw him a mere fraction of a second after having pulled off her black leather boots. 

She didn't scream and she didn't run. Instead, She dove for her purse that she had left by the door. 

Smart girl! 

Master Jake smiled in open admiration for he really liked her chutzpah. 

She had instinctively gone for the one course of action with the highest statistical probability of success – race to fish out her smart phone and dial 911. It was as if she knew that trying to outrun him or fight him were pointless endeavors. 

Too bad master Jake had prepared himself for that situation too. The cell phone signal suppressor that he had deployed made certain that no cell signal would get through to poor Abigail's smartphone tonight. 

"I know it sounds idiotic to say," he said matter-of-factly, "But it is the plain truth – I am not here to hurt you or harm you in any way ." 

"What do you want?" Abigail asked, her eyes scanning the room desperately searching for an edge against the dangerous stranger. 

"I would like you to please sit down," Jake said gathering up his feet, ready to spring out of his seat. 

She did as he said, her bottom lip quivering at what her imagination told her was to follow. 

"What is your name?" He asked. 

"L-Layla," she stammered hesitantly. 

"No. It isn't," he said and launched himself forward closing the distance between them in a mere fraction of a second. Abigail hardly had any time to think of screaming before master Jake's gigantic hand made contact with her skin slapping her head effortlessly sideways causing her to lose consciousness on the spot. 

~

Abigail awoke at seven in the morning and her first thought was to curse herself for drinking the night before. Her head hurt viciously and for some unfathomable reason, her jaw felt numb as if somebody had struck her. She

absolutely had to lay off the stupid late-night binge parties with her girlfriends if she was ever going to have a chance at passing her chemistry classes. A loud groan escaped her lips when she caught sight of the blinking alarm clock by her bed. The power had probably cut out during the night, she had overslept, and now she was late. 

Seven minutes later she was dressed, walking to where her car was parked and fumbling for her car keys. That was when she caught sight of the tire immobilizer attached to the front left wheel. 

"You got to be shitting me!" Abigail screamed. "Of all possible days I could pick to get wasted and leave my car parked overnight on the wrong side of the street, I chose the night before my chemistry midterms! Fuck!" 

She fished out her cell phone and from memory dialed the number of her professor's laboratory. Maybe if she sounded real desperate, he would cut her some slack and allow her to take the exam later today. 

"Hello, Bill Masterson, chemistry department. How can I help you?" Came the tinny voice but try as she might, Abigail had forgotten all about her midterms. 

Less than 3 feet from her, on the sidewalk, she saw the cute blond visiting professor that she had so liked yesterday. He was holding a gun. And it was pointed straight at her heart. 

Chapter 2: Jake

"Where are you driving me?" Her voice sounded plaintive and raspy and it sickened her. Abigail didn't get a reply but the red Mercedes just kept going –

the speed too fast to even attempt opening the door and jumping out, not unless she preferred getting her neck snapped on the hard pavement. 

"Are you going to rape me?" Abigail sniffled to which the tall blond man merely snorted. 

By the time he finally slowed down and pulled into a spot in front of a strip club in uptown Manhattan, Abigail was doing all she could to not hyperventilate and faint. The man didn't make an attempt to unlock the doors and so they just sat and waited. At 7 o'clock sharp, the door to the club suddenly burst open and out stepped a man followed by a gaggle of what appeared to be strippers going home for the night. 

"Why did you bring me here?" Abigail wailed wandering weather it was even worth trying to get the attention of the obviously rough people on the street. She suspected they couldn’t care less for some sniveling downtown brat as she begged and grovelled to be saved from what appeared to be the clutches of her obscenely rich sugar daddy. 

"What's your name?" Her abductor asked jolting her with the incongruous nature of his question. 

"Abigail, of course. I told you that yesterday or where you too busy stalking students for potential victims to kidnap?" She saw the man's beautiful thin lips curve and smile at her spunk. 

"Nice to meet you, Abigail." She realized that somehow, in spite of the ludicrous situation, she loved the way her name sounded on his tongue. 

"Hey! Look!" Exclaimed the big burly guy that had just exited the strip club pointing in their direction. "It's Layla. Looks like she scored big last night and she's here to rub our noses in it." 

Everybody's attention was suddenly riveted on to the red Mercedes and its occupants. A couple of the strippers sauntered over sticking their faces right up against the passenger side window. "Hey girl, why don't you pop the lock and let me take Mr. glamour for a ride!" A big busty black girl said rapping the glass with the rings on her fingers. 

Abigail was petrified, caught between the crazy man in the driver seat in the weird people on the street. She almost screamed when she realized that the window of the Mercedes was coming down and she turned to look in utter

shock at the woman on the sidewalk. "Help me," Abigail said quietly and noticed  that the man suddenly looked concerned. 

"You in some sort of trouble, Layla? Is the John giving you grief?” The man who came up and was now standing by the black stripper staring down at Abigail an expression of pure curiosity etched on his face. 

"Why do y'all keep calling me Layla?" Abigail finally exploded, "My name is Abigail, okay! For crying out loud!" And don't talk to me like as if you know me. I’ve never met you before in my life," she screamed. 

"You got to be shitting me," the black stripper commented shaking her head in apparent disappointment. "One ride in a Mercedes and your skanky ass already forgot where you came from, bitch. Yuck, you creep me out." 

Abigail saw the big manager start to laugh, "You're one hell of a troublemaker, I'll give you that, Layla. Go on, go on your merry way with Mr. Handsome there," the man said gently tapping the roof of the car and turning to walk away. "Just make sure you make it back here tonight. Okay? 

Or your out of a job!" 

Abigail blew out a sigh of relief she didn't know she was holding as the group from the strip club finally moved on leaving her and her putative abductor sitting alone in the idling red Mercedes. 

"Why did you bring me here?" Abigail asked her voice soft and dejected. 

"Who are these people and why do they keep calling me Layla?" 

"That is exactly what I'm here to help you figure out," the man said tossing the car in gear as they peeled away from the curb. 

She noticed that the doors stayed unlocked. 

"Where are we going?" Abigail asked her hand slowly inching toward the handle of the door. 

"You have an exam in school today," the man said checking for traffic as he turned around and started making his way back towards the University. "I don't want you to miss it." 

"What's your name?" She asked moving her hand back to her lap. 

"You can call me Jake." 

"Why are you here?" 

"I had to make sure that what I was told was indeed the case," he replied. 

"What you were told? Told by whom?" 

"I can't tell you yet who sent me. But I can assure you that they have the very best intentions for you.” 

"When will I see you again?" She heard herself ask. 

"Tonight. I'll be waiting for you at the Starbucks across from your place," 

he said. 

Chapter 3: Chit-chat

 One turn to the left, two turns to the right. One turn to the left, two turns to the right. One turn to the left –  . 

He found the way she was manipulating her coffee cup trance-inducing. 

"Will you stop that? Please?” he asked. 

She looked up at him as if just now realizing his presence. Abigail forced her hands off the table choosing to let her fingers nervously fidget in her lap instead. 

"Split personality disorder. Is that it?" She asked. "Is that what I have?" 

"Some people call it that, yes, – " the man said then took a sip from his own coffee. 

"But not you –" 

"I'm not fond of diagnoses," he replied. "There's a finality to them that almost implies a foregone conclusion about a patient's prospects for recovery." 

"Do I have any prospects for recovery?” Abigail grimaced and for the first time in her life wondered whether alcohol might in fact be the answer. 

Perhaps a shot, or ten, of some of that bourbon her mother kept within reach might in fact be the answer. 

"It depends," Abigail hated the nonchalant way Jake's voice sounded when he said that. Like some bad actor on ER discussing the prospects for long-term comatose patient. "It depends on whether you can live with all the good and bad stuff that you currently have so neatly separated into all your different personalities. Sometimes, people in your kind of situation, find it easier to not let those alter egos meet, let alone coexist." 

Abigail shook her head rubbing her palms against her temples. "I don't even know who I am," she whispered. "Is my name Layla?" 

"No. Your name is Abigail, like it says in your papers," he replied. 

"Is Abigail my dominant personality?" 

"I don't think so. Usually the dominant is the one with all the memories. In your case, I suspect she is very well hidden indeed." 

"How do you know that Abigail is not my dominant personality?" She asked. 

"Because Abigail does not seem to remember what happened to you to make you the way you are now – broken." 

"Do we have a plan?" Abigail's face brightened, her eyes wide like a child

in a candy store, "something, anything?" 

"I do," Master Jake nodded. 

"So what are we waiting for? Let's go," Abigail made to stand up but sat back down when she noticed him take another languid sip from his coffee. 

"It is not going to be easy, or pleasant. In fact, I might go so far as to say that it will be distinctly unpleasant for you, Abigail." The man wiped his chin. 

"I'm not yet confident that you have what it takes to make it." He added. 

"What could possibly be worse than my situation right now?" Abigail threw her hands up in the air, "A total stranger – you, scared me out of my wits by driving me to a strip club in some shady neighborhood where I'm apparently the best friend of all the hookers and pimps. They call me Layla, and for all I know, maybe I am a figment of Layla's imagination! What could possibly be worse than this?" Master Jake tilted his head sideways apparently bemused at Abigail's little outburst. 

"Tell me about Syria," he asked. 

"What about Syria?" Abigail's face suddenly grew white like a sheet. 

"Apparently, you were recently released from there. But not before your family paid a large ransom. Tell me, Abigail, did they rape you?" 

She was standing on the very edge of her chair, perched as if ready to spring and run at any moment. "How is it you know so much about me? Who gives you the right to interrogate me like that? How do I know that this is not a practical joke of some particularly sick kind?" Her voice was getting louder with every word. People were starting to look over in their direction. 

Abigail looked so much like a cornered wild animal. 

"Tell me about Mostafa," the man quietly said. 

Jake felt an almost overpowering desire to lick off the beads of sweat that had suddenly materialized along Abigail's quivering lip. He reached out and grabbed hold of the table to steady himself. He came back to his senses just in time to see Abigail's eyes roll back as she started to tumble sideways. Jake jumped from his seat and caught her in time before she hit the floor. 

He motioned at the barista, "Can I have a packet of sugar please? My girlfriend here is hypoglycemic like you wouldn't believe. I think she just fainted." 

~

When she woke up, Abigail decided that she really liked the refreshing feel

of the cool satin bedsheets as they caressed her naked skin. That was odd, she thought, she didn't remember going to bed. In fact, she had this awful memory of arguing with some man at the Starbucks across the street. 

And why was she naked? Shit! 

Abigail shot up in bed gathering the blankets to cover her flopping breasts. 

Her eyes grew wide when she caught sight of the man sitting in the corner of the room. He had just stopped reading a book and was in the process of marking the page and closing it shut. 

"Hello," the man said and actually waved. 

"I'm naked," she said, her voice deadpan serious and full of tension. 

"Yes, very naked indeed," the man said. 

Abigail wasn't exactly sure why but she decided that this was not a hotel suite. The room was gigantic and judging by the ornate decorations and expensive art on the walls, it belonged to somebody terribly rich. Somehow, her next thought flitted to a mental check of her body for any unnatural soreness, or anything else to indicate she had been raped while sleeping. 

She saw him watch her look around and gauge her surroundings, that devilish bemused expression of his flitting across his open suntanned face. 

Ornate chandeliers hung from the plaster ceiling covering the walls of the spacious room in little rainbows of glitter as they reflected the midday sun from the floor to ceiling windows. 

Yes, very rich indeed. 

"The place is not mine, sad to say." The man said smiling but still seated in the chair, in the corner of the room, a book in his lap. "A friend of mine owns this house. They are on a trip with his wife to Europe and loaned me the place." 

"Who are you?" Abigail tried again. 

"I am your guide to salvation," he said. "There is a glass of ice cold water by your nightstand. You're probably awfully thirsty, drink some." Abigail looked over, took the class and obeyed his suggestion. Gradually a slumber overcame her and she tumbled back into the soft safety of her gigantic bed. 

This time she slept for many, many hours and it wasn't until a gentle but overpowering aroma of fresh bacon and eggs wafted into her room, that she opened her eyes and hungrily searched for the source of the delicious atmosphere. Abigail gathered up the bedsheets and blankets around her, and unable to find even a pair of shoes, let alone any vestige of clothing, she padded out of the bedroom and down three flights of steps following the

ever-increasing intensity of the delicious smell before finally walking into the kitchen. 

She had barely strolled in when Mr. Jake finished adding the last strips of bacon to plate and in one smooth movement turned and slid it down the long gold-spiked granite countertop in her direction. "You must be famished, poor thing. Here, eat that," he said. 

She had never been so hungry in her life! It was either overpowering hunger, or the man was truly the best cook ever, Abigail thought as she devoured the morsels in her plate in mere seconds. 

“When will you quit this charade with my clothes?" She asked in between bites, "I can tell that you're not raping me while I'm asleep. So why don't you just give me back my clothes so I don't have to wrap myself up like a nomad?" He didn't reply but she didn't care. Once she had had a bite to eat, Abigail had made up her mind to hightail it out of here as soon as possible. 

Next, she would call Prof. Masterson and see if it wasn't possible to redo her exam. 

"Is there a cell phone I can use?" She asked. "I don't see a landline. I need to call the chemistry department and see if we can schedule a make up for my midterm exam that I missed yesterday." 

"Your exam wasn't yesterday," the man said grabbing an apple from a bowl nearby and hungrily sinking his teeth in it. 

"How do you mean?" 

"The exam you're talking about was ten days ago," Master Jake replied. 

Abigail's scream was deafening and went on for many seconds interrupted only by hiccuping and gulps of air. "I've been here ten days! What! The! 

Fuck! What kind of living nightmare is this?" Abigail didn't fall so much as slide slowly along the wall into a bundle of desperation and blankets. "What's going on with me? I need to check myself into an asylum. I have absolutely no memories!" 

"Nothing of the sort," the man calmly said and tossed his finished apple in a languid arc straight into a trashcan at the other end of the kitchen. "Sleep is good. It is your body readjusting and healing. Things like that take time." 

The man walked up to her and knelt so close that she could see the speckles of green in his sky-blue eyes. "Tell me Abigail are you willing to try and go for the treatment I have been paid to offer you?" 

She had lost the desire to cover herself and merely sat there pondering her options as the blankets pooled around her thighs revealing her perky breasts. 

Master Jake forced himself to stay his arm from reaching out to pinch her beautiful pointy nipples. She looked up at him and nodded, "Yes, I think I am. Help me remember." She whispered. 

"Then let me help you go back upstairs," master Jake said gathering her up like a child as he carried her out of the kitchen and up the stairs. "I specialize in something called Orgasm Therapy. It has been extensively borne out by the data and I'm very optimistic about your prospects of recovery. It is quite simple indeed," he explained as he effortlessly carried Abigail up the three flights of steps back to her bedroom. "You shall see." 

CHAPTER TWO

 Part II. Awakening Abigail

Chapter 4: Tied On the Floor

"Please stretch yourself out on the floor face down, like that," he said arranging her out on the plush carpet steadfast in his resolve to ignore her mournful pleas and beautiful whimpers. 

He put his hand in his pocket and fished out a string with which he then made a slipknot that he attached and tightened to the big toe of her right foot. 

He made a second slipknot at the other end of the string and this one, he attached to her right wrist making sure that it is so tight that she had to arch her back. He made her reach back and grab her ankle, the twine merely serving to reinforce the inevitability of her position. 

Master Jake repeated the process on her left side and soon Abigail lay in a semi arch, her weight centered on her belly while her breasts and knees were hardly touching the floor. In a couple of minutes her neck muscles got tired and her head started slouching between her shoulders as tears poured down her cheeks puddling on the carpet beneath. Master Jake used another piece of rope that he made into a sling tying each end to an ankle and passing the center of the rope around her forehead. Now Abigail had no choice but to keep her head up and look straight ahead. 

Finally, he stood to admire his handiwork. "Great. I love how supple you are. You are arched almost in a perfect circle.” 

"I want you to repeat after me, "Lalita lavanga, lata lata perizilama, madno karam, karam karambiti., Lalita lavanga, lata lata perizilama, madno karam, karam karambiti," Keep saying it until I tell you to stop. This will help center your mind and steel your subconscious to prepare you for what is to follow." 

He waited patiently until Abigail started repeating the incomprehensible words and looked on as she slowly succumbed into a trancelike state her eyes acquiring a glassy far-away look. 

Then Jake left her alone singing her mantra and went downstairs to update her parents on her situation. 

"Lalita lavanga, lata lata perizilama, madno karam, karam karambiti.," She kept repeating, her voice growing in poise and resolve as the minutes slowly trickled by. A delicate sheen of sweat bloomed all across her body with the strain of her forced contortion. Had she been able, she would have jumped in shock when she felt her master's finger suddenly start rubbing tiny delectable circles around the circle of her splayed rosebud where no one had ever touched her before. 

Why was she thinking of him as her master? Why was she not screaming bloody hell right now but meekly following through with that nonsense that he made her repeat? Abigail didn’t know the answer to these questions and so simply felt it best to submit herself to what the man had in store for her. 

"Lalita lavanga, lata lata perizilama, madno karam, karam karambiti., Lalita lavanga, lata lata perizilama, madno karam, karam karambiti., Lalita lavanga, lata lata perizilama, madno karam, karam karambiti.," 

She felt him methodically rub circles in ever so mind-bogglingly repetitive motions around her nether opening. 

"I know you will find it awkward and might not even believe me at first," 

he said, "but the female butt is a collection of incredibly sensitive nerve endings. With proper stimulation a woman can be trained to cum  upon the mere frill of her nether orifice very much the same way like she can reach climax upon rubbing her clit." 

What was this man talking about? Wondered Abigail. If anything, she was feeling humiliated beyond anything she had ever experienced before: Tied down on the floor like some animal she was starting to wonder whether this entire experience was worth it. 

"Argh!" Suddenly a shudder shook her body almost snapping the thin twine holding her hands and feet together behind her back. It was an odd sensation like nothing she had ever felt before. She felt him lean in and found herself try to twist her head sideways so that she could catch a glimpse of his face and see what he was up to. 

He however seemed to linger in that blind spot just behind her back, the only indication of his presence – the ever accelerating speed of his frilling motions against the splayed rosebud of her bum. Suddenly she realized with soul shattering consternation that he was kneeling behind her splayed legs and she felt him slowly start to move in between her twisted thighs. She felt his hot breath on that part of her buttocks that never saw the light of day unless she was wearing bikinis at the beach. 

And then, she shuddered when she felt him slowly grab hold of her butt spreading her wide as she felt his breath on her asshole. She was just about to say something when his lips touched her there! 

Abigail twisted her head this way and that, automatically trying to glimpse what he was doing as she heard herself babble incoherently. Her entire being was roiled in a squirmy sensation of shame that was rapidly morphing into a

hot pulsating volcano somewhere deep down in her twisted center. 

She felt master Jake lean in, his shirt pressing past where her knees were bent upwards as his mouth pressed forth searching and lapping at her nether orifice. Unexpectedly she felt breathless as he started gently stroking her cheeks in pulsating motions. 

"J-Jake, P-please," she gasped, her mind at a loss and spinning. 

"Shush, little one," she heard his whisper, his voice low like a rumble against her legs, "There is nothing like having lips do the fingers’ bidding. 

Try and empty your mind of everything, Abigail. Center yourself on my lips as they worship you." 

His fingers felt warm and tender as he lovingly squeezed her butt. Abigail squeaked with frozen delight is the shock of what he was doing billowed through her mind as his tongue searched out her ass and probed in. A loud moan escaped her lips echoing from the crystal chandelier as he kept expertly needing her toned ass. Heat rolled through the eighteen-year-old tied up naked in the unnatural position on the floor as her mind desperately fought to figure out what she ought to be doing. Whether she should given and enjoy the sensations seeping in a never ending loop through her body and what the consequences of that might be, and what he might think of her, and why would she care, and –! 

A soft whimper escaped her tight lips as she felt him start to suck rhythmically on her orifice, his tongue hungrily licking in circles all around the twitching bud. Waves of excitement washed over her, one upon the next as they gradually mixed and grew developing into a growing sense of delicious anticipation, heat, anxiety and tantalizing uncertainty making her wish she was free so that she could curl up and reciprocate her master's tender attentions. 

Then, out of the blue, she felt him let go of where he had been kneading her cheek and squirm his right hand down and under seeking out and then finding her pleasure bud in front. Another incredible shock blew over her making Abigail question everything. 

She luxuriated in the experience as his long fingers expertly slid over and caressed her bean in front as he kept on sucking and then chewing with tantalizing little nibbles on her butt! The unnatural feel of his teeth gently and ever so carefully digging into her soft flesh was like something from a different universe! It was pain mixed in with equal measure of searing ecstasy making her wish for more and more! 

Master Jake's lips were still closed against her flesh and she felt him continue to suck with ever more power making her entire being convulse with a sensation she never knew existed. She felt his long eyelashes flip like butterflies against the dainty almost invisible hairs of her inner thighs. 

That felt beyond incredible! Abigail shuddered when his tongue joined in on the action gently laving her swollen butt. For a second she felt empty and almost disappointed when he withdrew his tongue and pulled his mouth back using the fingers of his left hand to spread open her butt cheeks before diving in yet again, probing forth with his tongue as it squirmed inside! 

Abigail heard herself give a delicate sob of helpless passion and then her entire body tensed like a string pulled beyond breaking when his fingers at her pussy suddenly pushed up and through the mouth of her sex – one, then two, and soon three as he made her stretch and open to take in his hand from below! 

It was beyond crazy! It was as if she had suddenly crossed some invisible gate into a parallel universe where nothing but pure ecstasy existed. Here she was – curled up and tied almost into a perfect circle, her hands holding on to her ankles behind her back, prone on the floor while this beautiful and unknown man was licking and sucking unmentionable parts of her while fingering her sex all in the same time! 

Oh my God! 

She felt as if she was losing her mind! Abigail gave up any pretense of resistance, her knees spreading wider still, perhaps thumping against the cold carpet as her lover's expert tongue sucked out virgin depths sending waves of sensation roiling throughout her belly! 

Oh dear Lord! He was going to make her come! He was going to make her come while tied up on the floor! What outrageous kind of perversion was that?! 

She felt his hand buried up to its knuckles in her sex pull her back onto his face. Now his tongue probed ever deeper into her buttocks and Abigail groaned as she felt her entire body flutter like a speared animal in the last throes of agony. She was arching her back and her body was vibrating with an intensity that made her want to jump out of her own skin! 

Nothing else in the entire universe mattered in that instant other than clinging on to this moment for as long as fathomable! 

And then she lost it! 

Her orgasm swept up from somewhere unknown, starting as a trickle of

flame but soon growing into a firestorm that grabbed her and shook her like a tree in the middle of a tropical hurricane. She twisted and writhed, her hips bucking back against his suckling lips as she whimpered cries of wanton lust! 

She gasped as she exhaled in a long guttural sob of pleasure until she felt empty like never before. If she wasn't tied and lying on the floor, Abigail was certain she would have collapsed in helpless abandon as the ecstasy of her first anal orgasm slowly faded leaving her gasping like a fish on dry land –

lightheaded and flustered beyond belief. 

Slowly, she felt him pull out his hand from her clutching pussy making her gasp again at the unwelcome emptiness in her lower body. He stood up and walked around to wipe his wet fingers across her face, allowing her to feel the essence of her own wild scent. Then he slowly and deliberately untied the strings that were holding her bundled up in an awkward upward facing arch on the floor. Slowly, with practiced deliberation he helped her uncurl her constricted muscles and guided her body into a relaxed heap of shining flesh as she slowly came down from the throes of her mind shattering climax! 

“Tell me your name, sweetheart.” He asked, tender concern in his voice. 

"Abigail," she sobbed. 

"Very well, Abigail. Take a few moments to catch your breath. I will go get you some cold water to drink. Then we shall see if we can have some more fun.” He stood and having gently caressed the hair from her forehead he left her shivering and exhausted glassy eyed and barely alive to recover on the floor of her bedroom. 

Chapter 5: Made Senseless

It took a moment to brush back her hair that had fallen across and stuck to her forehead. He was sitting at the edge of her bed and caressing Abigail’s face. 

"We will slowly pull back the infernal restraints you have placed upon yourself as a result of the abuse you suffered abroad," he explained. "With every subsequent orgasm, you will find your different selves shed their barriers between eachother ushering you back into the being you used to be." 

She looked up at him endless questions in her eyes, helpless and searching for a way to put into words her uncertainty and tribulation. 

“Once, I had to bring a girl to more than a hundred orgasms in one day alone, before she finally was ablate let go of her anxieties,” he said gently stroking her hair. "I wonder how many climaxes it will be before where able to have a candid conversation with the real Abigail?" 

Abigail felt tears start pouring down her eyes as she reached out and took his large palm in both her hands bringing it up and pressing it tight against her cheek as if searching for the comfort of something familiar and soothing. 

“But how?” Abigail tried asking. 

Master Jake stood up, "You shall find that as your body undergoes orgasm after orgasm, your psyche will be buffeted and awakened into a world of bizarre yet irresistible delights. You shall find that the moment you surrender yourself to the fact that you have no choice but to enjoy sex, you shall be set free. Instead of being dictated to by your past and the evil of the world at large, you will be able to choose what is important to you from a new point of view that does not bow to the dictates of society or the evil of your personal history.” 

“You don't have to understand what I'm saying right now. You don't even have to accept it or agree with me. With every subsequent tremor you undergo, however, you shall find that you have no choice but to see the beauty of what I'm talking about." 

He looked down on her and she looked up at him. 

"You are my prisoner, he growled, "but also my trusted patient. Those few days ago, when we spoke at the coffee store, we agreed that you want to get better. And I promise you, you will." He stood and walked to the center of the room motioning her over, "Come now, please." 

Abigail forced herself up swinging her legs as if in a trance stepping naked

out of the warm confines of the welcoming bed into the cold atmosphere of the empty room. 

"I will now fuck you until you cum again,” he said grabbing hold of her waist stopping her wavering gate and orienting her so that now she was with her back to him. He gently pressed between her shoulders making her bend forward all the way down until she found herself doubled in two facing backwards between her bare feet looking straight at his shiny and expensive shoes. "I love how flexible you are. You are a natural dancer. No wonder they like you so much at the club," he said eliciting a whimper of shame from Abigail. 

Abigail felt his hands start to slide up and down her back. "Call me master, Abigail, and beg me to help you," he ordered. 

"What the –," SMACK! 

She yelped with surprise rather than pain as his hand slapped her bottom. 

"You need to do as I asked you, Abigail." SMACK, SMACK! 

"AIE!" She almost let go of her ankles and made to right herself up but felt his strong hand push unwaveringly down on the small of her back. "Do not let go of those ankles!" He ordered. 

SMACK! 

"Say it!" Abigail felt his right hand slide down between her legs. She jerked violently when he found her clit again. 

"P-please, Master, help me," Abigail hiccuped. 

That was when she felt his thick, and hard, and throbbing cock press up between her buttocks! She felt him grip her hips with both hands, pulling her back over him. She was whimpering loudly now as she fought for gulps of air, reeling from it all, moaning and panting. 

“Tuck your belly back towards your hips," he instructed her. "Spread your legs," he ordered. She was too overcome with shame and awkwardness to do anything but stand and moan. 

SMACK – SMACK – SMACK! 

"Ouch!" 

"Do it!" 

Shivering, Abigail spread her legs wider and felt him slide his hand around her buttock and down spreading her thighs wider yet. She felt his cock sliding in underneath her, as he reached around her waist and gripped the tip, snuggling his pulsing shaft up against her sex as he pressed his hips forward. 

She felt his pants pants sharp and edgy where the zipper rubbed against the tender red flesh of her freshly spanked bottom. He pushed up against the underside of her bum as he rubbed himself up and down against her. 

Then she felt him draw back and slowly start nuzzling in his bulbous head past the lips of her sex spearing them wide open. Abigail started crying as she shuddered and gripped her ankles for dear life as he slowly fed her the entire tumescence of his length making her insides swirl and froth with humiliation and ecstasy. 

Abigail was mortified to realize that she had never been so aroused in her life! 

“Oh. My. God!” 

Abigail couldn't suppress the moan that escaped her panting lips. He felt hot and moist with her own wetness as he buried himself into the tight grip of her pussy. She felt like as if her skin was covered in millions and millions of microscopic goosebumps where he plunged slowly up into her, plowing aside the tight elastic walls of her love channel and diving into the very center of her being. She felt droplets of sweat and her own essence drip from the edges of her splayed lips down along her long lithe legs and onto the carpet beneath. She felt his lips on her back as he bent over her placing delectable kisses all along her folded body as she firmly pressed against him, her breasts hanging down, their nipples wiggling in the humid air of the room. 

“Ugh,” Abigail moaned as her body ground itself against him of its own bestial will, making her hips circle up and down, first one way and then the other churning him in as deep as she could. 

"You are so warm hot and tight and sopping wet," Jake whispered his voice husky and deep. 

He drew his hips back and for a moment she almost panicked feeling him slide almost completely out from within her. She felt unfathomable relief when he stopped, his pulsing tip still buried in her folds and resumed a slow delectable plunge up into her again. 

He repeated the exquisite motion again, and again, and again until loud whimpers accompanied every pistoning movement through her tight canal. 

Slowly he sped up and so did her mewling finally coalescing into a drawn-out yelp that accompanied a blur of convulsing motion as he beat her buttocks with his own convulsing muscled thighs, making wet sloppy slapping sounds echo through the room. 

Her body was continuously shaking into into his strokes, her fingers squeezing at her ankles, her breasts waving like bells of sensation, her insides humming with a buzz unlike anything she had ever experienced before. It was like Abigail had accepted her master into her own essence coalescing them both into one unique soft symphony of sound and sensation as her swollen sex hummed in a hard hymn of joy to which the echoing smacks of skin against skin played out a drumbeat of savage awakening. 

She was like a violin, the insides of her pussy – her strings responding to the thrusts of the bow of his curved cock. Abigail gradually lost herself to that most ancient of music being both performer and audience, enjoying her moans and grunts as their bodies hammered out their own wicked rhythm of joy! 

She tensed and luxuriated in the cooling breeze of his hot breath as it came faster and faster against the skin on her back. He drove himself to ever-increasing speed as he explored every last corner of her body with his loving lust. She felt him reach down and roughly seek out a breast that he then grabbed sinking his fingers into a steely embrace. With his other hand, Jake supported himself on the small of her back. 

That was when Abigail lost it – again! 

Her orgasm arose like an unrelenting tidal wave of lugubrious waters stirred up into a storm of current that swept through her mind clearing it of any coherent thought or concern, allowing her to bask in the intensity of the moment as it sparked through every last sliver of her body. 

Abigail had never experienced anything as powerful is that explosion that now threatened to make her faint! For a moment, it was as if she had gone blind with tears and sparks of ecstasy behind her eyelids that she squeezed tight eliciting pleasant pain where they pressed against her blue irises. In this moment of pure energy, all she cared about were the raw unadulterated feelings coursing throughout her body until they bounced against her shocked mind! 

Abigail cried out loudly as she shook and trembled, every last bit of her in sync with the hammering force of his thrusting buttocks as he stuck his cock deeper than ever before. Tears tumbled down her forehead trickling across her hair as it spilled on the rug beneath her upturned face, her body – a twisted contortion of miserable helplessness ecstatic and pathetic like a newborn babe. 

With unfathomable deliberation the world slowly started coming back to her. It shocked her consciousness into slowly waking up as her jaw slackened and her eyes fluttered open against rivulets of tears. She could still see her own shaking ankles, the whiteness of her vibrant skin clearly delineated against the exquisite and almost pristine edge of her master's pants as he stood behind her making them both still vibrate and jerk with the blur of his hips against her bruised buttocks as he continuously speared her roiling insides in unrelenting pulses of energy as she felt him finally erupt inside her twisted body where his beautiful cock spewed its heat straight into her convulsing belly. 

He groaned and froze, his hips finally immobile against her as he spewed his seed for what felt like endless eternity into her throbbing upturned vagina. 

Finally he pulled out and took a set back. "Stand up," he said, "squat down and let my cum dribble out on the floor beneath you on the carpet." 

Gingerly Abigail whimpered and obeyed. She somehow found the strength to resist her instinctive desire to collect his sperm dribbling down her leg and eat it herself. Abigail whimpered and obeyed squatted low and without thought reached back and interlaced her fingers behind her neck and under her auburn curls. 

Out of the corner of her eye Abigail saw Jake walk over and with a deep sigh relax himself into a big leather chair not far from her bed. 

Somehow, miraculously, her master didn't seem the least bit perturbed by his exertions of the past hour or so. She had had at least two mind blowing, 

soul-rendering orgasms and yet, Abigail could not fathom how it was possible for anyone to have such prodigious stamina as Jake. 

~To be continued. 



Humiliating the Schoolgirl

Anna  is  an  eighteen-year  old  high-school  student  that  is  struggling  to  manage  her  time  between applying  for  college,  submitting  scholarship  applications  and  her  two  jobs  moonlighting  as  a  cashier and bartender at a local strip club. 

She has also found it necessary to write and publish erotica novels that she sells to help support her ailing mother. 

Life  is  tough  and  joyless  until  she  falls  under  the  dark  influence  of  Jake,  a  professional  dominant Master who has found a secret Anna will pay anything to protect. 

8,205 words. 



Schooling the Teacher

It was supposed to be a simple meeting with a concerned parent, but Laura discovers that Billy’s dad has  something  else  entirely  on  his  mind.  The  rich  older  billionaire  is  an  expert  when  it  comes  to understanding human nature. He senses that Laura is desperately trying to control a wild sexual beast under her demure teacher facade. 

His  professional  instinct  is  proven  right  yet  again  when  he  provokes  the  young  and  reserved  Ms. 

Hancock into submitting herself to him. 

Good thing their conference is scheduled last in the day for it will run into serious and hot overtime. 

This is a work of erotic romance intended for a mature audience of at least 18 years of age. 



First Tastings

In  post-apocalyptic  London  Jennifer  and  Ben  are  shell-shocked  and  adrift  in  search  of  a  way  to  help their  young  family  survive.  Jennifer  finds  solace  and  much-needed  help  from  their  big  black  good-hearted neighbor who is able to offer a solution to her troubles. 

It is definitely unusual and might even prove to be unacceptable to her husband, but Jennifer has little choice in the matter when it comes to finding a way for her young daughter to survive. 

Hopefully, Ben will not find out how suggestible his petite engorged wife turns out to be. 

This erotic story is Part 2 of the Milked in London series but can be enjoyed on its own. 

Thank you for reading Stripping Abigail. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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