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Training Abigail

"Have you heard back on his progress?" said the tinny voice on the other end of the line. 

"It is too early for that," Abigail's father replied. "You cannot expect miracles." 

"I don't expect miracles," came his ex-wife’s terse reply, "I'm afraid for my baby. I don't want him to hurt her more than necessary." 

"I speak with Jake every day. He gives me updates," Abigail's father closed his eyes willing himself to stay calm. "But it is too early for progress, it has only been two weeks so far." He wondered whether 10 o'clock in the morning was too early for his ex-wife to be drunk yet. 

"You said he was our last hope," Abigail's mother said. 

"I did say that, yes." 

"I don't know, what if my baby never gets well –" he could hear his ex-wife's voice choke up with tears. He took a deep breath. 

“Her split personality has not been very much in evidence this past week." 

He offered. "This is good. He uses positive reinforcement when her true personality comes forth." 

"What does he do otherwise?" Her voice came across the line and in spite of the poor connection Abigail's father still detected the woman's desperation. 

"Negative reinforcement," he simply said. "You don't want to know the details, trust me." He added. 

"Dear God!" Abigail's mother said, more to herself than to her ex-husband. 

"Maybe we should call it off." 

"We cannot do that." 

"What?! Why?” 

"It is not up to us," he explained as patiently as he could fighting back the trickle of annoyance that threatened to explode into a full-blown torrent in his voice. 

"I – I don't understand –, we retained him, we should be able to fire him?" 

"Abigail signed a separate release form with Jake. They have a one-month contract. She has given him free reign over herself. For one month. Then they will talk and see if she needs to be admitted to a psychiatric institution, or he should continue with her therapy." 

"Perhaps we should meet him?" Her mother said. 

"That would be counterproductive. You really don't want to know the

details about what happened to our sweetie when she was captive in Syria." 

"God –" 

"Listen, we're doing the right thing. We just have to be patient and tough it out. Abigail has to come to terms with her past before she starts on her journey to get healthy again." 

A long silence followed his words, before his wife clicked off. 


*****

"What's your name?" His voice was husky, low and raspy, and for the life of her, she could not remember how was it that she had awoken in bed with him?! Her awkward position didn't help one bit in making sense of it all. 

Apparently, she had somehow fallen asleep turned around — her head virtually in his lap, her lips a mere inch from his groin, her nose buried in his pubic hairs. She lifted her head and saw the man lying languid and relaxed above her as he lazily leaned on his elbow looking down. 

"My head hurts," she moaned. They were both naked and judging by the light that was seeping through the floor-to-ceiling window, it had to be somewhere in the mid-afternoon. "My God, it feels like a migraine." She made to stand up but to her amazement, the man suddenly wrapped his thigh around her head placing her in a chokehold against his groin. 

"Ouch!" She flipped her hands around like a fish on dry ground trying to free herself. He did smell good – something deep and masculine like his voice, that made her insides tingle. 

"I did ask you a question, sweetie. Tell me your name." 

"What the fuck! Layla, of course. Let go of me, you sick bastard!" Her mouth was virtually wrapped around his balls as he maintained the hold around her neck. 

"No it isn't." The man let go of her and for a moment she wondered what kind of wild night had it been that had landed her in this man's lap? Not that he was bad looking, from what she could tell at her vantage point, but how come he didn't know her name? 

Now that she thought about it, what was his? 

"Aye!" The man had jumped out of bed and without saying a word had grabbed her by the hair, pulling her unceremoniously and quite painfully after him and out of the room. This was going too far! He had to be some rich boy with a kinky taste she had met at the strip club last night. That would explain his eccentricities. The house she was being dragged through was positively

gargantuan – ornate chandeliers gracing its vaulted ceilings and exquisite artwork lining the walls. Rich, but kinky.  Very kinky! 

"Let go of me!" She tried swatting his hand away but he was moving way too fast down the hall, virtually dragging her across the marble floors. She couldn't help noticing that they were covered in sumptuous mosaics. 

"Your name is not Layla," he simply said, to which she would have laughed had it not been for the pain in her scalp. He dragged her into a dimly lit room and once she had time to catch her breath and her eyes adjusted to the flickering candlelight that seemed to be it's only illumination, she screamed. 

Whips, chains, and instruments that looked as if they had come straight out of some medieval torture chamber, lined the walls. She crouched on the ground, naked and trembling, and looked for an exit. But there was none. The anonymous naked man in whose bed she had just awoken, closed the only entrance into the macabre room bolting it shut. 

"Get in that chair face down!" The man ordered, his voice severe and dark as he motioned towards an inclined seat that looked like an inclined bench one might find at any gym. 

Except for the restraints at its four corners! 

"No!" She tried saying as she stumbled backwards. Now for the first time she could see his eyes and the pure liquid menace that sloshed in their blue-green depths. His eyes made her think of the direwolves that she had seen on the Game of Thrones TV show — almost emerald green, scintillating with resolute menace. She whimpered and tumbled sideways, but then having regained her footing, she backed up against the odd looking table in the center of the room. 

"Lie down and face forward," the man simply ordered and this time she complied. She heard her own mewling whimper echo back at her from the barren walls. 

"What are you going to do to me?" 

"Help you remember who you are," the man replied going around her prostrate body as he secured her wrists and ankles to the chains. 

"This is insanity. Please let me go! Why are you doing this to me?" 

"Because you asked me to," he said and his words made her head blossom in pain. She winced, "I never asked you to do anything." 

The cuffs were leather and hurt as he tightened them on each side. Steel chains connected them to rings in the floor thus immobilizing her completely

as she lay facedown on the inclined bench. She realized that her position made her buttocks and ass lie exposed to whatever this awful man had planned for her. She couldn't see him but she could feel the heat emanating from his body as he stood behind her quivering form. 

That was when she heard the oddest, most incongruous sound – sitar music. 

Was that a dream? Some living nightmare she was suffering through? It made no sense, and this time she gasped loudly when she turned her head and caught sight of a semi-naked elderly man. 

He looked as if he had come straight out of a Bollywood movie as he quietly sat in the far corner of the dark room apparently lost in his own world while playing a deliciously peaceful tune on his sitar. He was completely oblivious to the naked girl strapped down merely a couple of yards from him. 

A couple of long seconds passed before she remembered to close her mouth. She was just about to try and yell for his attention when her world exploded. 

Crack! 

The pain didn't come until after she heard the explosion of sound. It was followed by lightning that illuminated her world with suffering as she felt the impact of a crop strike her butt. She screamed for dear life and tried to look and see what the hell her green-eyed tormentor was doing, but she couldn't catch a glimpse. The man had carefully positioned himself directly behind her and with practiced dexterity was raining abuse upon her nether parts. 

Crack! Crack! Crack! 

Her screaming grew in stridency but the sitar music continued playing on, the unknown green eyed monster delivering pain at a measured cadence, almost in sync to the oblivious Hindu in the corner. Layla knew that her tormenor was targeting what was called the perineum – that delicate knot of nerves on the female body that separated the anus from the vagina. The way she was tied down on the chair left her precious little options and so she merely took it. 

And screamed. 

"Please –" she whined and for a moment he stopped. But that was when instead of the whip, she felt his fingers. They started caressing and gently rubbing her opening eliciting a throbbing sense of shame that blossomed in her chest. It had been a long while since she had last shaved down there and so she felt his fingers bury themselves deep in her auburn cleft. He carefully

sought out and then exquisitely frilled her exposed clit. 

"Ungh! Oh God, what are you doing to me?!" Her body convulsed and she wondered whether it was the contrast with the pain from mere seconds ago that made the pleasure stand out so much more. She felt her body writhe and squirm like a snake at the touch of the invisible man behind her. It was like his fingers had become probes of electricity shooting sparks where her pain was still subsiding. 

She felt her bubble of pleasure grow and gain in strength as the strumming lust in her belly gained strength and momentum and her toes curled and her lips moaned as the man continued his exquisite attentions. 

"Ungh, ungh, ungh," she moaned and suddenly wondered whether the man with the sitar hadn't changed instruments. A loud rattling sound was now filling the room and it took her a moment to realize it was her shaking body pulling on its chains that made it. Her efforts brought out cold sweat that covered her head to toe as she blinked away its droplets fixated on the pure electricity coursing through her lower body. 

She was on the cusp. Her vision had narrowed down to a tunnel, centered somewhere in infinity and she felt her climax almost about to commence. 

Then suddenly the man stopped his ministrations and disappointingly pulled back. 

"Oh, no! Please, please, I need release," she whimpered but silence greeted her pitiful requests. The sitar music had also stopped and all she could hear was the sound of a single droplet of sweat as it fell from the tip of her downward-pointing nipple to the harsh concrete. 

"What's your name?" The man asked. 

She was ready to play his game, to say whatever he wanted to hear, to do whatever he wanted to do.  Just give me some release! 

"I – I don't know," she moaned. "My name is whatever you wanted to be?" 

She suggested hoping for some sort of reprieve. 

Crack! The blows started again and her insides felt like she wanted to have a bowel movement. 

"Aye! No!" She screamed hearing her voice echo back at her as it bounced from the walls. "I don't know what my name is, okay?! Please, just stop!" 

And he did. 

She took a deep breath trying to collect herself for whatever this awful man was about to dish out next. Then she saw him move in front of her face. He gently brushed away her hair from where it had fallen across her forehead. He

was tender, his fingers – cool and calm on her cold forehead as they swept away her beads of sweat. He smelled like passion and sweat and her essence that was coating his fingers. She tried looking up to see his eyes, but he was too tall and her gaze naturally fell down to his midriff. 

"Oh my God!" For a single second she forgot to breathe. 

Calling his manhood a cock didn't do the monstrosity justice! 

Naked, angry looking, long and thick, heavily veined, and throbbing as he pumped it with his fist, pointing directly at her face, made her think of an alien creature from an alternate reality about to claim her as tribute in some unfathomable ritual. Layla forgot all about the dark room, the quiet sitar player, her restrains, her nakedness, her aching sex and throbbing core as she stared at this man's gigantic cock that he pumped straight in front of her. 

Her mouth opened and her lips formed the letter O of their own inexplicable accord as she gaped in astonishment. 

He came, spurting his cream straight into her unblinking face, covering her from forehead to chin in his thick essence that smelled of him and made her remember –

"I remember," she said and felt him ejaculate into her mouth. "My name is Abigail," she swallowed, "you are Jake." Abigail did not see him smile when he moved forward and placed his still spurting cock against her lips that she obligingly parted sucking him in. 


*****

He tenderly picked her up from the bench and carefully carried her back across the large apartment. She nuzzled into his neck and as they walked, their lips found each other and they kissed blindly. At first Abigail had felt reluctant to let him kiss her cum-smeared face, but he had given her no choice as he hungrily explored her hot mouth. 

It felt so good when he gingerly deposited her across the cool bedsheets that felt soothing against her aching behind. 

"Did I have a relapse?" She asked as she came up for air. 

He nodded silently caressing her naked shoulders as she sat on his bed. 

"Is there any hope I will get better?" Abigail asked, her voice husky with apprehension. 

Jake nodded again, "It is only the first time Layla has made an appearance this week. This is very good," he added. 

"I hate her," Abigail said as she momentarily felt overcome with visions of

clubbing her alter ego to death. 

"Well –" 

"What? Don't tell me you like her?" Abigail was aghast. "She's a stripper, a bitch, a delinquent too afraid to fess up!" She looked up at Jake and so a thin smile cross his lips. "Oh my God you do like her!" 

"Well, she is naughty," Jake said shrugging. Before he could move away, Abigail painfully nudged him in the ribs and they both laughed. 

"I think we have time for one more," Jake said. He rubbed his side where Abigail had sharply elbowed him. 

"Only one?" Abigail asked, a tinge of disappointment making an appearance in her voice. 

"– Before lunch," it was his turn to playfully slap her thigh. They both looked down and saw the giant red imprint of his hand slowly develop across her pristine flesh. 

"This time I want you to wear these," Jake held out a pair of nipple clamps. 

They hung on the heaviest chain Abigail had ever seen. Thick iron links connected the two angry-looking teethy clamps that made goosebumps break out across her arms. "And this," Jake went to the small nightstand by their bed. He opened the drawer and retrieved a heavy rubber dildo with a suction cup at its base. 

"It is heavy," Abigail said her voice dreamy as she picked up the clamp and squeezed it open. She rubbed circles around her left nipple before placing it between the serrated jaws of the offensive instrument. She winced and let go. The two little jaws bit down on her flesh. A single tear of pain rolled down her cheek and master Jake knelt to kiss it away. He carefully watched as she repeated the process on her right breast finally releasing the heavy chain as it hung down distending her big breasts in the process. 

"I love how you blush," Jake said reaching out with his hand and placing his thumb in her mouth. She suckled on it like a pacifier as she looked up at him. "I want you to take this dildo and use the suction cup to attach it to the mirror over there," he said motioning to the wall at the other side of the room. 

"I want you to go down on all fours and pump yourself against it. This time I will watch as you bring yourself off. I will also ask you some questions." She didn't reply but merely nodded still suckling on his thumb. "Go now." 

Abigail whimpered but did as instructed. She took the rubber instrument from his hands and carefully used the suction cup at its base to fix it onto the slick smooth glass of the mirror. Then she positioned herself on all fours and

backed up against it slowly allowing the dildo into her body as it pried across her slick folds. 

Jake watched as the chain jiggled her breasts distending them into obscene cones as she humped herself against the thick dildo. A gentle flush came over her pink cheeks as her skin started glistening with her excitement. 

"What happened in Syria?" Her eyes fluttered open and then closed again. 

"Tell me,” he ordered. 

"They raped me," Abigail said. "They raped me many times. Every single day." And then she started crying. The tears came in a torrent as she continued humping herself backwards against the mirror. 

"Tell me more, sweetheart," Jake came down on his knees and placed his hands on her face looking her straight in the eyes. 

She told him everything. How it was mostly Mostafa, the leader of the local gang of terrorists that took her every night until she was pregnant. How he told her that if it was a boy, he would have him fight the Americans, and if it was a girl – she would be their whore. She told him about how she made herself have an abortion by hitting her belly with a rock she found in her prison cell. She didn't stop crying for many hours. 

Jake covered her face in kisses and hugged her tight as she finally fainted at the clash of emotions roiling through her body as it surrendered itself into acceptance. 

They didn't talk very much that afternoon, but merely cuddled sitting on the couch as they listened to the old man play his sitar. 

"His name is Sanjay," Jake explained. "There is a lot he has taught me. 

Now he teaches me by playing his sitar." 

Abigail cried a lot that day, and then the next. Jake never left her, listening carefully to all she had to say about what had happened to Abigail – the American schoolgirl kidnapped and abused in the Middle East before her parents had paid her ransom and had her rescued. 

At one point, Abigail looked up at Jake and he saw a smile behind her tears. "I think we made progress." She said. 

This time her master nodded and hugged her tightly. 

~~~The end. 



Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant

Strong, big, dark-haired and severe, Lord Benjamin is scouring his lands for someone young and submissive, willing to do his bidding and follow his every wish. 

Naturally demure young Elizabeth quickly discovers that she simply doesn’t  have the will to say No! Whatever Lord Benjamin wants, he gets. 

This story contains sexually explicit situations and is meant to be enjoyed by mature readers at least eighteen years of age. 



Laura Adapts

The bathroom echoed back at her as she chanted, "Service is pleasure. Pleasure is submission. 

Submission is my life. My life is service. Service is pleasure. Pleasure is submission –" Slowly but surely the mantra of the slave lifted the pretense and forced her mind into a trance of submission. 

Such is Laura’s mantra. She chants it six times a day, as she contemplates the tightness of her collar and her purpose in life. Tonight Master Garrett visits his young sub-in-training for a night of delectable indoctrination. 

 Laura Adapts is part 3 of Laura’s Submission. You can enjoy it without reading its predecessors. 



Humiliating the Waitress

   

Maybe her butt isn't just an exit after all…

In this more than 10,000 words dark erotica, Anna sets off on a journey of discovery and learns 5 new ways of awakening her sensuality.  Electricity, temperature, alternative nourishment and weight control are but a few of the methods that she's exposed to under the loving care of Jake, her Master. 

With loving care, he gradually awakens in her a lust that knows no bounds. 

Now that she's warming up to him, she's prepared to allow him to control her food, drink, and even capability for sexual release. Submitting her back door to his knowing ministrations, however is the experience that finally melds Anna and Jake into a bondage team like you have never seen before. 

A true artist, Jake recognizes in the young eighteen-year-old's nubile body a willing canvas upon which he can create the most arousing of experiences. 

Thank you for reading Training 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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