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"Shit! Shit! Shit! No, not here!"

I screamed as the growling engine of my Hyundai screeched and clattered to a grinding halt. Amber sunlight beat down upon the never-ending ocean of yellow-tasseled corn for as far as my eye could see. Amongst the never-ending ocean of green leaves cut a thin black line snaking its way from East to West across a part of America no one ever remembers exists. Fear and anger gripped me as the beautiful countryside which had been, until recently, zipping by smoothly slid to a halt as my stalled Hyundai rolled to a shuttering halt.

Silence filled the air around me as my eyes widened at the sight of my dead controls. Adrift at sea would be an appropriate visual and the danger lay just as great. Long gone were the days of small towns and family farmers every few miles or so as corporate fields bore rare visits from Co-Op employees. Hundreds of miles between me and even the remotest forms of human civilization lay in all directions. Even if I arbitrarily picked a direction and set off on foot, I could very well die of thirst and starvation over the intervening days of walking before encountering human civilization. A quick check of my bar-less cellphone confirmed that no one had even bothered to construct a cell phone tower within range of my location. It had been hours since I last saw one of the Interstate-detour signs, further cementing my status as hopelessly lost, and a solid breadth of land lay behind me since I last saw any store on the road, which had been (disturbingly enough) Elbert's Gas, Pharmacy, and Firearms. A place where one could get high octane, high on oxycodone, and high caliber ammo all at one convenient bars-in-the-windows styled shop. I had stopped there for gas and, while pumping, I saw an old red pickup truck parked alongside the building in which sat a pale, thin driver hunched down in the cab. They wore a black cowboy hat and sunglasses which made determining any details, even gender, difficult. As I watched, the driver lifted a slender hand and drew a mark like an “X” over me with their fingers. Needless to say, I have never pumped, paid, and pulled out faster in my life.

Insects buzzed and chirped about me as I stepped out into the late August heat. Sauna-like humidity wilted my hair and shirt collar on impact, and I checked the ground anxiously for rattlers as I stepped onto the dirt and grass shoulder. Next to me sat a small, metal cross, hammered into the ground and painted white. The bleached and decrepit remains of a few fake flowers fluttering in the breeze over the inscription "Jimbo 'Bubby' Yoder 2012 - 2017, God dun loved him too much to leave him in Aunt-Granny's grasp." A few other offerings sat around the tiny road-side shrine, pacifier, rotten stuffed toys, empty can of Skoal… I reviewed the roadside shrine until satisfied that it had nothing of value for me save for the fact that it did establish people came this way at least often enough to occasionally die here.

With that cheery thought in my mind, I sought my salvation with new urgency. I gingerly climbed up onto my car cursing at the burns to my fingers from the sunbaked sheet metal exterior. My view improved from seeing green eight-foot-tall corn surrounding me on all sides to seeing out across the yellow tops of the corn to confirm that the mono-species cash-crop did indeed surround me on all sides. I angled my phone as high as I could, praying for even a single bar of service, but neither prayer nor radio signal worked as a thin little "X" continued to cut across the signal bars.

I then embarked on the fools errand of opening the hood to visually establish that there were lots of parts of a car inside the car that I didn't know a damn thing about. Sunlight blazed overhead and I left the doors open on my vehicle for ventilation as the hours passed. No cell signal, no electric power from the vehicle, nothing but corn and bugs to keep me company as I sat there pondering how long I should wait before taking off on foot. I quickly finished the can of flavored sparkling water that I had on hand for the trip, remembering an old news article about how rescuers commonly find spare food and water on the corpses of deceased. The sheer lunacy of thinking that half-a-can of La Croix could mean the difference between life and death was not lost on me.

I was just about to set out on a hike, perhaps the last hike I would ever take, when a beautiful noise rumbled in my ear. An engine, ground it’s away up the idyllic countryside. My eyes widened and my pace quickened as rescue felt close at hand. The sound grew stronger as a heavy-duty pickup truck with an extended cab appeared on the horizon. Blazing red in color with lifted tires, built in toolbox, and diesel smoke pouring out from the exhaust pipes, it weirdly looked like it belonged in this rustic scene, if only because the gangly creation of steel and rubber appeared "tough" enough to traverse the food and healthcare deserts which constituted the sprawling tracts of the empty quarters of the American Heartland.

I ignored the fact that whatever hillbilly drove such a beast would probably lecture me about how the greatest American ever, Jesus, defeated the dinosaurs to create a flat earth, or whatever deranged shit these illiterates see once on a 4chan meme and believe for the rest of their lives, as I jumped up and down waving my arms and shouting in the middle of the road. Rescue was rescue, and I had no luxury to be selective about who I would be rescued by.

Country music blared out the open widows as the truck ground to a halt in front of me. Sunlight glared off the cracked windshield causing me to squint trying to make out who would be inside the beast of a machine as the earth seemed to shudder under the vibrations of the idling engine. A pair of stylized, rubber testicles hung under the dented front bumper, and these swayed lightly from the inertia of the stopping truck. I sighed in annoyance at this bit of pointless phallic humor, though felt grateful that nothing more terrifyingly fascist decorated the vehicle. Given my lack of cell signal, remote location, and near guarantee that the guy who drove this vehicle definitely had a gun, I felt distinctly vulnerable. My solace came only in the fact that he stopped, rather than simply plowing through ripping my small, fleshy body to shreds across the bumper of the beast.

With a shudder and a bang, the engine on the beast died leaving me once again in country silence. Fear prevented me from succumbing to the desire to rush up to the driver's side window and tell them my predicament. The point fell moot as the door swung open and I prepared to meet either my savior or my maker.

A long, slender, elegant leg slid out from under the door as a buxom silhouette flitted through the open window. Slender fingers grasped the outside of the door and pulled it shut with a bang as loud as a gunshot. I instinctively jolted where I stood stupidly staring without speaking a word to the woman who stood before me.

Wavy dark hair spilled over her shoulders as a skin-tight grey halter top clung about her large, soft breasts. Her open, tan, thin hooded jacket fluttered about her back in the breeze. Tight jeans bore massive, ripped holes which gave delicious peeks at her soft, supple thighs. She pursed her bright red, lipstick decorated lips at me and squinted at me. She spoke with a southern drawl saying, "what's a cute little sweet potato like you doing all the way out here?"

My brain stopped working at that moment. "Uhh…umm… my…uhh"

She cocked her head to the side and raised an eyebrow as she put her hands on her hips saying "sugar, I ain't got all day for you to find those two-dollar words. Just spit it out."

"My car broke down." I said gesturing towards my Hyundai. She looked at it and back at me with a snort "why you taking that commie golf-cart out here? Don't you know you in 'Merica?"

"Yes, ma'am" I replied hanging my head sheepishly.

"Ma'am!?" She shouted back, cutting sharp words through the country air.

"Do I look like a 'ma'am' to you?" She grunted furiously.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to offend you." I stammered back.

"Snowflakes get offended. 'Mericans get even." She warned ominously.

I had never met anyone so psychotic and so beautiful before in my life. Sure, my cock throbbed in excitement at her presence, but my heart trembled at her words and my predicament. It didn't matter, I had clearly pissed her off and my only hope for survival was to get rid of her and quickly.

I stepped back over towards my car clearing the path for her to drive on saying, "I'm sorry to have bothered you. You can just go on. I'll be okay."

"You are definitely not okay." She said, judgmentally. She continued with the anger softening in her voice “my name is Jolene."

I looked at her closely for a long minute before she snorted, "Well, go on, introduce yourself. Didn't your folks ever teach you manners?"

"It doesn’t matter. You can just go."

Jolene crossed her arms and rolled her eyes in annoyance saying, "It does matter. You're at least a hundred miles from the nearest house. Even if you do reach it, the Millers shoot trespassers walking on the road on sight anyhow. It may be days before anyone else comes this way."

She tipped her head towards me saying, "leaving you here would be a death sentence." She licked her lips hungrily and continued more softly, "a sexy little thing like you dying of thirst out here on so much sunlit land that you've never seen before… now that would be a tragedy. Don’t you agree?"

“Umm… yes.”

"So, give me your name." She commanded.

"Frank."

“Frank?”

"yes"

"Well, Frank, did you check the distributor cap for timing contacts yet?"

"Ummm…what?"

She smirked and said, "Okay, Frank. I'll get you fixed."

Reaching back into her truck, she drew out an old, red, metal toolbox from behind the seat. "It’s what happens when you buy a clunker made in Asia. Cars were invented in America, everyone else just clangs together cheap copies."

As she set the toolbox down in front of the car, she nodded towards the empty can sitting on my dash saying, "what beer is that?"

"Beer? No. I'm not drinking and driving. It's soda"

"Soda? Don't look like no Pepsi."

"Well, it's sparkling water…" I sputtered.

"Ugg…" She grunted as she pulled out some tools and tinkered around under my hood.

"So, Frank where are you going? Where have you been?" She asked.

"Well, I grew up in New York. I’m headed to L.A."

She righted herself and looked closely at me with a steel wrench wrapped tightly in her hand. “New York to L.A.? So, this your first time visiting ‘Merica?”

I didn’t even want to dignify her insulting question with an answer, so I held my silence for a while as she continued to tinker on something under the hood before muttering, “thanks for helping me.”

“Well, if you need something done, you do it yerself, as my pa always liked to say.”

She leaned out of the hood holding up some hose pipe and squinting at it suspiciously for a moment before glancing at me with a flirty smile and continuing, “course, sometimes luck just drops a good thing right in your lap. You know what I mean?” She set the hose down and pulled a pair of leather gloves off her slender hands before stepping in close to me.

“Uhh… no. I don’t know what you mean.”

She pouted a bit and asked, “do you believe in fate there, Frank?”

“Not really.”
 

“Of all the cornfields in all the states, in all the world… you had to break down in mine.” She drawled out in a vague pantomime of Casa Blanca as she reached a lithe arm around my waist while I backed up against my driver’s side door. I stammered nervously, “Uh… yeah… talk about bad luck, eh?”

She stared at me for a while before her face fell.

"Fucking hopeless." She sighed.

"What?"

"You got this tiny little foreign car. Ya drink flavored seltzer shit. And this whole fuckin time you ain’t picked up on my hints. You’re a fucking hopeless excuse for a man."

"Hey, that's…"

"Accurate" Jolene pointed a finger menacingly at my face as she sneered back at me.

"Fine, I'm not the manliest man. Satisfied?"

"No, I'm disappointed."

"So, what do you want me to do about it?”

She stared at me for a while before cocking her head inquisitively to the side and a coyly cruel smile spread across her face. She stood nearly my same height as me and her face felt terrifying close to mine as her warm supple body started to press in against me. I feared she would feel my raging boner in my pants. I couldn’t believe this was happening, stuff like this only happened in porno movies.

“You got a girlfriend, Frank?”

“No, Ma-” I cut myself off under her cold stare and continued “no, Jolene, I don’t.”


“Have you ever had one?” 

“No.”

“Ever…” She licked her lower lip and continued, “been inside a woman before?”

I stared at her wide eyed. My soul felt like a deer trapped in headlights of an oncoming truck while my body ached for her to just lean those delicious hips of hers a little further forward so I could feel her body press soft, warm, and sensual against my own. I kept my hands flat against the car door behind me while she kept her hands on either side of me, cutting off any possible escape. The fact that my choices were limited, and I was facing the very surreal and unbelievable prospect of fucking my way out of a bad situation (seriously, that never comes up for a man) or, at the most generous of descriptions, finding myself sexually assaulted by this gorgeous woman had not been lost on me. Still, my mind railed against it. Women didn’t act this way. They didn’t want men, like, ever. Such things didn’t exist in real life. Still, staring into her firm, determined face, and knowing that by merely packing up her things, hopping back into her truck and driving off she could doom me to my death, I felt compelled to at the very least play along while my will and spirit crumbled such that I merely answered her question truthfully.

“No. I’m…uh… a virgin.”

“You mean to tell me them girls in New York let a looker like you walk around with a face that gorgeous and not a single one of them spread her whore-ass legs for you?”

“I…uh… well… I’m not good with women.”

She chuckled slightly, “nah, Frank, you ain’t ever met a real woman yet. Not one of them plastic, pronoun-vegans like what they got in that third-world country of New York. Not like you expect to meet any better out in that hellmouth of L.A. Why you wanna go there anyhow?”

“It’s for a job… well….” I muttered “an internship.”

“Speak up? What was that?” Jolene commanded.

“An… internship.”

“Internship, internship with who?”

“Arzkan Production studio. It was the only job I could get after graduation. Well… an unpaid internship that is.”

“Unpaid internship!?” Jolene snorted.

“Yeah. It’s competitive to get one and my only hope towards a paying job is if I can work my way up to production assistant or something in the next year or two.”

“But how you going to live out there with no money?”

“Living is the least of my problems. Any money I do earn, I’ll be spending back on my student debt. Not that I’ll ever be able to pay it off, or own a home or…” I trailed off. Somehow my life sounded even more pathetic when I spoke it out loud. Jolene shook her head.

I looked up into her eyes. Jaded anger now seemed replaced with empathy. I looked away and muttered, “sorry, I shouldn’t waste your time with my whole sad life story.”

She looked up and down the road to confirm that we were obviously alone before she continued, “debt, rent, work until you die… is that your life?”

“Isn’t that the same as everyone’s life?”

“It don’t have to be.” She said, firmly.

She nodded at me asking, “Sad little life you got there. You got anyone to miss you when you gone?”

I looked off sadly and said, “don’t have any close friends. No brothers and sisters. I never met my father, and my mom died my Freshman year of college.”

She squinted thoughtfully.

“Why do you ask?” I continued.

She nodded towards the front of my car, and I followed her to stand alongside her in front of the smoking, hot heap of my engine. She pointed at it saying, “you see that crack along the side of your engine block, the one with oil leaking out?”

I followed her pointing finger and saw what she described as black fluid leaking out through a crack. I had to take her word for it that the metal box which looked like all the other metal boxes under the hood was indeed my engine box.

“Uhh… yes.”

“Your engine block is cracked straight through.”
 

“Okay.”

She waited for me to realize what she was explaining.

“Your car is dead, Frank.”

“Dead?”

She nodded and gestured towards the engine block saying “broken beyond any repair. You would need a whole new engine. Fixing it would probably cost more than what this car is worth.”

“Fuck, I can’t afford to fix this.” I muttered as I shook my head. I looked to her saying “this car is the only thing I have left.”

Jolene nodded and blew out a sigh saying, “Yeah, I gathered as such.”

She sat in silence for a while as I shivered in a panic attack. At the time, the waves of emotions made perfect sense as the overarching terror welled up in me. I paced back and forth chanting “fuck, fuck, fuck… what the fuck am I going to do?” I stomped about a bit as the buzzing of the bugs sounded more like heckling at the never-ending barrage of failures that had been my life.

“I’m not sure how to bring this up.” Jolene said quietly after a while.

“What?”

“You out here in the middle of nowhere, alone, weak, defenseless, life in shambles… no one going to miss you.”

“What are you getting at?”

“I’m fixing to disappear you, Frank.”

“Disappear me?” I asked in confusion.

She continued with a disturbing degree of casual conversation in her voice, “you know ‘em true crime stories about perverted old men who kidnap teenage girls and hold them in basement love-dungeons rapin’ ‘em every day for months or years.”

“Uh… yeah?”

She waited for me to get it.

“You about to become on of ‘em girls.”

“What do you mean?”

“What I’m saying is you’re too pretty to leave out here to die and I’m not passing up the opportunity to take you. I suppose I’m fixin to kidnap ya.”

“You’re kidding, right?”

She twisted her lips and shook her head saying, “maybe you think you can run away but then what? Walk for days until you die by the side of the road? Let’s say you even managed to make it to L.A. Then what? All you gonna do is die of homelessness in that hell-city.”

She smiled at me sweetly and continued softly, “you’re too soft and weak to live as a free man. You’re already a victim of the system. You might as well become my victim.”

My head swam at her words.

“You… you can’t… you’re nuts!”

Brazenly, she grabbed my chin and made me look at her. My heart pounded in terror as I met her intense gaze, “your life as you knew it ends here. I ain’t fixing to kill you. But if’n you give me trouble, ain’t no one going to notice that you gone. Even if’n the cops find your car out here, ain’t no one in Konepone county gonna say nothing.”

She lowered her chin lightly and continued more softly as she continued, “you be a good boy, and you won’t suffer any more than what’s necessary.”

She seemed to study me as the world felt as if it grew dark around us. The buzzing of the bugs felt distant and even the heat of the day seemed to chill. A little breeze ruffled her hair as she continued softer “fate handed you over to me, Frank. Let that mind of yours use that fancy degree you got to think about all your options. Soon enough, you’ll realize that the only way you’re going to leave this field and still have that heart of yours beating is to do exactly as I say. You’ll be leaving here with me in my truck, as my property.”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

“What would you do if you came across a pretty little girl by the side of the road?”

“Not this!” I protested.

“Yeah, that’s cause that city thinking broke your mind. Plastic foods, plastic women, plastic life filled with nuthin but debt, rent, and woke thinking made it so you’re not even a man anymore. Drinking seltzer, driving foreign car, taking a job as an unpaid intern in a hellhole…” Jolene shook her head saying “you lost your manhood a long time ago and now you nothing but a weak little victim. You’re a pretty little girl by the side of the road bent over with her panties about her ankles begging for someone strong and powerful to take over her life and bend it to their will. You about to lose your life slaving for some Hollywood trash but God intervened and gave your body to me as a gift.”

“It wasn’t god, it was a broken engine!” I gasped back.

Suddenly she cocked a fist back and drove it straight into my gut knocking the wind out of me. I could tell in that moment that she bore immense strength and I knew immediately that I wouldn’t have stood a chance against her even in a fair fight, much less the sucker punch she just struck me with. She took a step back to let me double over before grabbing onto my shoulders to hold me down where I crouched holding onto my stomach “don’t you go speaking blasphemy in my presence, ya hear.” She snarled into my ear.

Tears stung my eyes as I looked up pathetically into her face. It seemed to bear a torrent of emotions for a moment before she tilted her head and spoke more softly, “well, I had to learn you at least once. You smart enough to not go talking back at me again?” Disgust and nausea welled within my stomach as my head nodded of its own accord.

She patted my shoulder supportively saying “good. You be a good boy and you won’t need to get hurt anymore. Go ahead and take several deep breaths, get yourself sorted out.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening to me and to think that my life would now be ended by this trailer park trash Barbie stung painfully. Some terrifying, nihilistic core within me however whispered into my head reminding me that my life had ended a long time ago. Despite being a dumb hillbilly, Jolene was right. I truly had nothing to look forward to in my life and what lay behind me was little more than scorched earth and a pile of debt that I could never hope to pay back. I didn’t fully know what she planned to do to me as part of this bizarre kidnapping, rendered all the more surreal by the fact that I was getting kidnapped by a woman. I would be hard pressed to fantasize that what she would do to me could be much worse than what my current life plan had been anyhow. On top of all these wretched, self-loathing thoughts came the uncomfortable realization that my cock felt even harder now that she had punched me and forced me to bend over. Some twisted part deep inside me liked getting hurt by her.

“This can’t be happening.” I whimpered.

“It is pretty boy.”

With a burst of panicked strength, I plowed my shoulder into her midsection driving her back and skittering across the grass and dirt of the shoulder before I blindly started running away from her madly down the long, flat road.

“YOU AIN’T GOT NOWHERE TO RUN, PRETTY BOY! YOU CAN RUN FROM ME, BUT YOU CAN’T RUN FROM YOUR FATE!” she shouted after me as I bolted down the country road.

I ran through heat and bugs,

corn and sun,

pain and exhaustion…

I ran and I ran until my legs could run no more. To my surprise, no roar of the engine sounded behind me. I expected that lunatic bitch to lay chase, but I knew that I could hear her long before she would see me and a short detour into the endless miles of blinding corn would secure me from her view. No such sound berated my ears and, after my body gave out, I slowed to a jog and finally a walk listening intently as I panted away at the air.

Bugs, birds, and breeze were all that I heard.

Nervously, I peered over my shoulder from time to time seeing naught but the road I had already passed. I didn’t quite exactly have an entire ‘plan’ formulated in my mind, and the lack of one troubled me immensely. The fact that she had not pursued me in rednecked haste actually served to frighten me even more than if she had leapt into her truck and barreled down the road after me as soon as she righted herself. 

Somehow, that crazy hillbilly girl seemed to know more than I did.

About the area.

About cars.

About… myself.

As walking transitioned from terrifying to tedious it dawned on me that I now embarked on my journey in an even worse state than what I had anticipated doing as such in back when my car had first broken down. Her blow to my midsection had ebbed to a dull soreness, but I had nothing on me save for a wallet, with a bunch of overdrawn credit cards, and my set of keys to a car that didn’t work anymore. The sad fact that these things would be just as useless to me in society as they were out here in the middle of the fields weighed on my heart.

Her words rang in my head.

Where was I running too?

Already the sickly thin hopes of finding a paying job (we’re not even going to talk about lucrative) out in L.A. had drained. They were scarcely alive even before I loaded my few meager possessions into my car and headed off from my crowded college dorm and towards a potentially even worse living condition.

The sun before me blazed orange as mid-day turned towards dusk. Still, no roar of engine filled my ears. As the sun settled across the horizon, I found myself forced to walk with my head down as my steps forced me to step towards the setting sun, endlessly pursuing a life and a world that was already dead before it had begun. Tears filled my eyes, and it grew hard to see. Every part of me hurt and nothing I could ever hope for bore any semblance of relief.

Finally, I collapsed along the side of the road and lay there motionless for a while.

I told myself a sweet lie that I would rest up a bit and then try walking some more. As I regained my breath, I finally roused my constitution to the point that I could arrange myself into a slightly more dignified sitting position there alongside the road. A dim, orange glow filtered over the land as the sun set behind me as I sat there.

I told myself that I looked away from the sun because I didn’t want to stare into its brightness.

I told myself that I stared in the direction where I had run from, so I could keep looking out for any red truck and bolt into the corn when it approached.

As the final rays of slivering light began to sink over the horizon and cicadas gave way to crickets in the never-ending chorus of insect mating rituals, a pair of headlights rose over the ridge. In that moment, all the lies I had told myself disappeared. I knew the truth behind why I stopped,

why I sat,

why I waited…

I hadn’t been ‘resting up’ to make another try to escape.

I had simply been waiting for her to come collect her prize.

I did the unthinkable and just sat there and watched as the woman who had openly explained that she planned to kidnap me drew near. She did not race, and her engine did not roar, rather she drove up calmly and pulled to a stop well in front of me. She turned the engine off, but left the headlamps on. The driver door opened, and she stepped out with a hunting rifle slung over her back. Backlit by the powerful headlamps, the shapely silhouette of a beautiful woman who had come to end my life stood before me. She crossed her arms and jutted out a hip as she stood there staring at me for a moment with the butt of her rifle resting against her own shapely buttocks. I could not easily make out her face or any other details due to the blinding lights of her truck. Her body language seemed more disappointed than anything else.

“I’m sorry that I ran.” I said to her.

She said nothing back, so I continued, “I suppose I just needed some time to think about what you had said.”

“Did you think about it?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“And…”

“You were right.” I sighed and continued “I have no friends, no job, not even a fucking car… I have unpayable debts, I… I have nowhere to run.” I sniffed back a tear and continued, “I can’t do this anymore. I can’t do life.” I bowed my head and replied “I’m tired. I’m done. Not just because I spent hours running through the never-ending miles of corn, but I was tired and done before I even took off from New York. It’s only fitting that I end my life out here. I might as well die as a nobody in the middle of nowhere because I never was anyone to begin with.”

I looked up at her and sighed saying, “go ahead and kill me. I don’t care anymore.”

I watched as her silhouette shifted and grew larger. One foot fell in front of the other causing her hips to sway and the butt of her gun to jostle back and forth as the shadow of the gun barrel swayed slightly back and forth as it poked over her shoulder. She walked until she stood over me and I looked up at her. Faint highlights of her face now grew apparent in the dim glow of the pale moonlight which had risen over the horizon, but I could see little detail to gauge her emotions, “it took that college brain of yours long enough to figure it all out.”

“It did.” I said with a sigh.

She reached a hand down and I looked at it briefly before looking back up at her.

“You may be done with your life, but I ain’t. Follow me, pretty boy.”

I stood up slowly as she held my hand. I realized, in a strange sense of pathetic anticipation, this was the first time a girl had ever held my hand. She gently pulled me along over to her truck and I did nothing to resist her. 

She brought me to the back of the truck and opened the tailgate saying, “sit down.” I did as instructed sitting on the tailgate of her truck. She stuck a finger in my face and said in a commanding tone “stay put.”

I nodded. She stepped around to the side of the truck and opened a large, built-in toolbox mounted just behind the cab. She returned with a pair of large, white zip ties said, “put your hands out, one on top of the other.”

I did as instructed and watched impassively as she cinched the zip ties around my wrists “what are you going to do to me?” I said to her softly.

“Two things… maybe three.” She replied with a sanguine smile. Once my wrists were properly restrained, she reached around my back and pulled me into her. I felt the butt of her rifle bounce against my knee and a smelled sweet perfume that I had not noticed before. Had she put it on in anticipation of collecting me off the side of the road? I could feel her hand trembling against my back as her breath pulsed in ragged pants against my face. The errant strands of her hair tickled weakly against my cheeks and somehow, I knew this was going to be the way I would spend the rest of my life, however short that may be. Her eyes lay locked wide, and she licked her lips thoughtfully for a second as she stared into my face.

“If you ruin my first time kissing a boy, I will gun you down like a dog and leave your dead body on this road. Understand?”

“Firs-?”

Before I could even complete the question, she dipped her head and locked her lips against mine. It took me a few seconds but then I kissed her back, somewhat trepidatiously. I didn’t quite know how ‘much’ of a kiss she wanted and first just let her lips press sweetly against my own. Eventually, she opened her mouth pushing my lips open and I felt her press her tongue into my mouth. I sat there, bound, helpless, and hopeless on the back of her pickup truck feeling her caress the inside of my mouth with her tongue. My emotions felt incredibly conflicted in that moment as this was simultaneously the best and worst thing to ever happen to me in my life. I regretted that my first, real kiss with a girl turned out to be a gun-wielding psychopath who had kidnapped me. Though, thinking through the pathetic trajectory of my life, how the hell else did I ever imagine it could happen? What would I do, meet some nice girl that doesn’t exist, take her out to some dinner I can’t afford, then take her back to my place consisting of living in the back of my car… the sequence of events necessary to kiss a girl could simply could never happen for a guy like me.

As she pinned me against her body, I felt the swell of her warm, soft breasts press against my neck and upper chest. She tipped her head to the side, and I heard her utter a low moan as she swirled her tongue around inside my mouth. I felt her pull it out and sensed a shift in her posture, slightly. I trailed my eyes across her pale cheek and dark hair dimly illuminated by the dome lights of her truck cab behind me for these and a faint glimpse of the stars beyond her were pretty much all I could see from my vantage point.  I felt her mouth close lightly and flex against mine. I leaned back to break off the kiss and she gasped slightly with an exultant sigh.

“Oh, that feels good.” She trembled and her shoulders bunched up as she chuckled “Fuck, this so exciting. I feel just like a lil’ un on Christmas.” Her body shook and the gun slung around on her shoulder causing her to grumble “ah, I don’t need this stupid thing, you tweren’t as dumb as I feared you might be.”  She let go of me and rotated her arm a bit, recentering the rifle on her back as she said “you stay right put, you hear me? I gotta put this thing away, but I’ll be right back and I’m gonna kiss you some more. No big ideas, ya hear? I can get this bad boy off’n my rack faster than you can say ‘fuck.’”

I sat quietly as she hurriedly scampered around the side of the truck and put the rifle back in the cab. I heard her grunting and cussing at how long it was taking her before she practically sprinted back around to me with her face flushed red and panting in excitement.

“Oh, thank god you still fucking here.” She said with a pant. She shook her head and continued, “it would be like my luck for your dumbass to go scampering off into the night leaving me no choice but to kill ya. I’ll do it, mind you very much, but I ain’t got no use for a dead man.”

I blinked at her, not sure how to reply to this stream of threats and desire. She smoothed back her hair and took a deep breath “It’s okay Jolene… he’s being a good boy. Ain’t no one gonna miss him. He ain’t gonna do anything stupid. All you have to do is take the boy home.” Her eyes lit up and a smile spread across her face as she said, “and he’ll be your property forever.” She shivered at this thought, and it seemed as if her whole body convulsed in excitement and joy.

“May I ask a question?” I softly spoke.

She looked at me from where she stood behind her truck and blinked before saying “let me think about that?” She stuck a finger up and waved it at me saying, “yeah, yeah… I can use you for anything... right? It doesn’t have to be just kissing and sex. All right, pretty boy, I will allow you to ask me a question, but you got to follow some rules, understand?”

“What are the rules?”

She counted on her fingers, “one, don’t be asking to be let go, begging for mercy, or any dumbass shit that ain’t gonna happen. Your life is now my property and I’m gonna do with you whatever I please. Tain’t a democracy here, we dun killed off dem democrats years ago. Two, I’m letting you talk because I could use the conversation. No blasphemy, no cussing, nothing annoying to me. Don’t forget that. Keep your mouth respectful and your tone proper.  Three… uhh…umm” She stammered off and said “nah, fuck it, two rules everything. Go ahead and ask your question, pretty boy, but don’t be breaking my rules now.”

“Was that really your first kiss?”

She blinked at me thoughtfully for a moment before shifting her posture. She wrapped her arms around herself and frowned slightly. “Yes.” She replied quietly, her angry hillbilly tone muted in the moment of honesty.

“Mine too.” I said to her quietly.

She looked into my eyes and a moment of recognition passed intimately between both of us, victim and perpetrator, there beneath the spiraling stars overhead. She sighed and said, “I suppos’n if I was a proper woman, a man would court me rightly. He would take me on dates, and we would talk and dance and do the romance.” She looked away sadly and continued, “that would be me right proper if’n the world a fair place. Tain’t too many men out in these fields, as you can see. At least none that ain’t blood relatives or reek of crystal meth. Maybe you think’n of me as pathetic for stealing what’n I should be getting from a right proper love in a right proper romance.”

“I… don’t.” I said, carefully picking the words least likely to get me killed.

Her face grimaced and she kicked at the ground saying, “I do. This is so fucking sad. Me out here wasting my first kiss on some tied up city boy cause I can’t get courted proper. Why are men…?”

She growled and balled up her hands into fists before shaking them out and shrieking into the night turning about before facing me again saying, “why you men stop being men, huh? My pa met my ma at church, and they fell in love. My grandpa caught my grandma’s eyes at the county fair, and they dun got married. Why it so damn easy for my foremothers to get a man, and here the best I can do is steal one!?”

“I… I don’t know.” I stammered back.

She snorted and stamped about a bit before continuing, “in a right proper world, I would have me a husband. At least I would have some man sweet on me. A man to love me and dote on me. I could be a wife. I could be a girlfriend. So many things I could have been, but do I get that? NO! All I get is some pansy-ass city boy that I dun kidnapped.”

I wisely held my silence as she stamped about for a few more minutes.

She sighed and said, “I got to hand it to you, city-boy. You are good at listening.”

She looked at me and squinted asking, “what’s going on in that college head of yours?”

“Do you really want to know?”

“Yes.”

“In a right proper world, I would be on the interstate.” I said. She looked at me closely and I continued sadly “I suppose, in a right proper world, I would have found work in New York.” I swallowed hard and said “my first kiss would have been a girlfriend as well. Not my… kidnapper.”

“Rule one.” She snarled at me.

“Sorry.” I replied bowing my head.

She thought about it for a moment and said, “what am I doing standing around here in the dark feeling sorry for myself. The only reason I’m keeping you alive is so you can make me happy.”

She stepped in close to me and said, “I want to kiss again. That ought to cheer me up.” She stepped in close to me and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. She pointed a finger in my face and said softly, “this time, I want you to put your tongue in my mouth. I want to know what it feels like to have a boy kiss me. I mean really kiss me like he means it. You’re gonna kiss me deep and sensual, or you gonna suffer.”

I stared up into her eyes silently for a while “can you do that for me?”  She asked this last question in unwarranted earnestness, as I clearly had no choice in the matter.

“Yes. I’ll do my best.” I replied.

She sat down on the tailgate next to me. This time, her face took on a passive, almost submissive look to it as she stared at me expectantly. It took me a few moments, but I realized that she was waiting on me to kiss her. I leaned over and tried to kiss her, but our shoulders didn’t quite let me get a good, deep kiss on her and it ended up being more of a weak peck than a deep kiss. Mercifully, she recognized my physical limitations and took hold of my bound wrists, raising them over her head and sliding in between my arms. Had I somewhere to flee too, I would have taken advantage of her hubris in that moment of letting me hold her bodily frame and all, but I already knew that I belonged to her, free or detained. A weak smile spread across her lips as I lowered my arms around her letting my bound wrists rest on her shoulder opposite me and drape across her back and chest.

“That’s better. Now kiss me like a girlfriend.” She said. I pulled her in and pressed my lips against hers before growing braver to spread her mouth with mine and slide my tongue into her mouth. My heart felt heavy, but my cock felt hard as I sweetly made out with my kidnapper there on the back of that truck under the stars of the heavens and alongside millions of breeding bugs and tassel-topped corn. Presently, her cab-lights timed out kicking off the sickly orange illumination that had harshly lit the back of us. I knew better than to break the kiss as I felt her begin massaging my tongue in her mouth with her own as she wrapped an arm around my waist pulling me in close to her. The full moonlight shone down over us casting silver sparkles in her hair casting a magical pallor over us. I continued the kiss, not daring to slack in it fearing what repercussions she may visit upon me. As we kissed, thin fingers from her other hand rested against my leg and I became acutely aware that she was slowly sliding her hand up my dark slacks. My cock stretched against the fabric of my pants in anticipation and shortly her fingers wrapped around my bulge. I felt her warm, sweet hand grab onto my manhood through my pants briefly before she slid it lower along my crotch. I spread my legs open slightly to allow her access to my manhood as she smoothly cupped my balls in the palm of her hand. A soft whimper of pleasure came from my mouth, and she broke the kiss pulling back saying “what’s on your mind now, college boy?”

I stammered mindlessly unable to wrap words around anything for a second before the smooth, sensual hand that had paid my balls a friendly visit changed her mind and pain shot up through my crotch and chest as Jolene squeezed my manhood with near vicelike strength.

“I…don’t know. Please don’t…”

“Rule one. You dun really bad ‘bout breaking that rule.” She snorted back at me giving me another squeeze which brought tears to the corners of my eyes and started to kill my wood a bit.

“I was thinking about how I’m…”

“Yes?”

“…I was… thinking about how the moonlight looks on you.” I gasped out.

She pouted at this lightly and leaned her head against my shoulder while loosening her grip on my balls a bit to give me relief. She said “oh, college boy… how did you pass any of them fancy tests? When a girl you been kissing asks you what’s on your mind, you should say that you were thinking about how much you like kissing her. You should say that you think that I would make a good girlfriend.”

“Sorry, I didn’t know that. I’m not good with women.”

“You warned me as such. But you dun broke rule one twice. Your dumbass was thinking about the moon when it should be thinking about me. Let me give you another chance. Say I’m the best girlfriend you ever had.”

“You’re the best girlfriend I ever had.” I replied flatly repeating what she told me to say.

“You really are determined to die, ain’t you.” She growled back. She lifted her head up and looked at me as I still had my tied hands draped around her and she still cupped my vulnerable balls in her hand. “Say it like you mean it. Say it with such passion, such depth, such romance that I dun forget that zip ties on your wrists are the only reason you’re holding me right now.”

I took a deep breath and spoke out the words slowly and with as much passion as I could muster under the circumstances “Jolene, you are the best girlfriend I ever had.”

“What do you like about me?” she said looking off into the night with a smile.

“You’re beautiful, determined, and…uh… strong. I feel like putty in your hands.”

I gritted my teeth as I realized my error with her fingers wrapping tighter around my balls. She looked down at my bulge between her fingers and back up into my face with a wicked grin of anticipation written across her smile. My eyes went wide, and terror filled my heart as I saw what she felt invited to do to me again at my words. I felt pressure building slowly in my balls as she began to slowly grip them tighter cocking her head to the side at me as if waiting for me to say something. It took every fiber of my willpower to hold silence as a high-pitched soft squeal of laughter started to build within her throat for a second before she saw that I would say no more, and I felt her grip loosen and I breathed out a sigh of relief.

“You dun came really close to breaking rule one again. I could tell it was on the tip of your lips and you wanted to beg me not to make you putty in your hands. You didn’t, and that was a smart move, college boy.”

She let go of holding my waist and my balls which felt a welcome sense of safety and freedom given my current predicament. She slid out from under my arms and stood up behind the truck. “Lucky for you, you kiss good enough that I’m not going to leave you a corpse on the side of the road. Time to take you home so I can have some real fun with my new toy. I was pondering whether to have you up in the cab with me or in the bed back here. You dun broke rule one twice, so you’ll have to ride back to my place in the bed of this here truck. You ain’t got no one but yourself to blame for that now. You stay right put and I’ll fetch some riggings to tie you nice and tight down with. As you lay back here flapping around in the breeze, I want you to be thinking about how you could have been up front with me in the nice, warm cabin if’n you had just been a bit smarter. That would have been quite the upgrade, don’t you agree?”

I didn’t actually agree, but I sure as fuck wasn’t going to tell her that.

“Yes, Jolene.” I said with my voice coming out disturbingly close to an annoyed schoolchild chant. She glared at me, and I quickly looked away. A few minutes later and she came back with a length of baling line, crude, green-dye twine which bit into my ankles as she tied my feet together and wrapped a few more coils around my wrists for good measure before making me awkwardly scooch up onto the hard-plastic ridges of the truck bed proper. She then climbed up into the bed with me and stood over me and had me bend over holding my hands to my feet with my knees buckled awkwardly upward so she could tie my wrists to my ankles in a hogtie. As soon as I was tied fully and lying on my side on the bed of her truck, she stood over me and seemed to be marveling at me for a moment. I turned my head to look up at her, seeing her body silhouetted darkly against the moon and the stars of the sky overhead.

“Tied up like that…you’re just so… beautiful.” She said to me, softly.

Without too much thought, I replied “thank you.”

The words felt deranged in both my mind and my mouth and yet they felt like some bizarrely appropriate reply to her compliment. She seemed caught off guard by my reply as well and I watched her hair shake and glint in the moonlight as she snapped her head back before cocking it to the side thoughtfully. I couldn’t make out what her facial expression was, but she bent low, and I felt her fingers brush my hair back from my face as she caressed my cheek. She pulled her hand back and patted my shoulder seemingly lost in thought before she shook her head again muttering, “God damn it, if I lollygag around here too long, I’ll change my mind about having you ride back here, and I dun told you that you tweren’t going to be in the cab. Don’t you go trying to jump out of here, ya hear? The thought of you smashing that beautiful body of yours all over the asphalt and dying while trying to get away from me...”  A shudder seemed to pass through her body for a moment as she said with rising anxiety in her voice, “…you dying, and I not being the one to kill you, that would be a real tragedy. I can’t imagine losing something so precious by you dying in some dumb accident or some shit. If’n you gonna die, I want to be the one to do it, sweet and romantic like. Lookin’ in your eyes watching the life drain from them. Not just lookin’ back in my bed to see you bouncing down the road.” 

She shifted her stance and continued talking to herself, “tain’t worth the risk. Maybe I should put you up in the cab, put on the safety locks, buckle you in real nice…”

“I’ll be all right back here.” I replied to her.

She seemed to look at me thoughtfully though, in the dark, it was hard to tell. I continued nodding towards the sky overhead saying “it’s a beautiful night. At least I have something pretty to look at before you kill me.”

“Hey, I know I said I want to be the one to do that but that won’t happen for a long time now, ya hear?” She said to me reassuringly, with a pat on the shoulder. “Just don’t jump on me, please. Trust if’n you be a good boy, whatever future you have with me will be better ‘n the one you’ll have with the asphalt.”

“I’ll stay put.” I said quietly.

She looked back at me as she leapt out of the truck bed, again as she opened the driver’s side door, and I saw her eyes reflected in the rear-view mirror as she adjusted it to focus on me. She caught my eyes staring up at her and a smile spread across her face before she blew a kiss to me through the rear-view mirror.

Wind howled in my ears as I stared up at the moon and the stars. I considered how long they would continue to shine after this psychopath had murdered me and the thought that my life would be so short while their existence so long made me feel even smaller than I already did. I did think about all those brave tales of ‘the girl who escaped’ and I figured I could rub my ropes against some steel corner of the toolbox and make a leap for it. I even contemplated jumping towards the corn and rolling to minimize injuries. These thoughts floated through my mind as lazily as the thoughts one has looking at a wall and wondering whether they could climb it or not, with no serious intention to do so. What good would freedom be to me in my predicament, such as it were? Of course, with so much debt and so little hope, was I really free before she kidnapped me? Had I not simply been the prisoner of other, more remotely capitalistic, psychopaths?

I philosophized about how we all are, in the grand scheme of life, just riding along hogtied in the back of a psychopathic hillbilly girl’s truck unsure of what she is going to do to us or how long we have left to live.

As I watched the night sky, I played the old childhood game of imagining the moon following me. This felt infinitely more palpable than worrying about my future, especially as the sound of the tires transitioned from asphalt to gravel and Jolene slowed the truck down indicating I now drew near to the last place I would see while alive. I thought of my mom, imagining her face as she fussed about my freshman dorm room with the proud tears of an ‘empty nester’ in her eyes. I pondered if I would see her again and doubted such an event would be long. Jolene had visited all three extremes of threat, seduction, and torture upon me in as many minutes. Only an idiot could envision a long life under her demented concept of ‘ownership.’ I didn’t relish the idea of how Jolene would kill me, so I focused on what would come after.

Were all those old fairytales about heaven and god real?

Would my mom be there in the afterlife?

A longing pain of loss welled within my heart. It ached so badly that, had I not feared mere injury and a slow bleed-out from the ravages of road-rash, I would have slung my body up and over the side of the truck so as to see my mother all the sooner. I closed my eyes and saw my mother’s face and an inkling plan started to form within my brain to leave Jolene no choice but to kill me. My breath tore at the raging winds about me as my soul floated in ecstatic fantasies of the freedom that death would bring. Jolene could have my mangled corpse, sickly physical as it was and a suitable partner for her rustic nature, while my existence would rise to a higher plane. I could already picture my mom standing there, free from the I.V. tubes and beeping machines which plagued her in those final cancerous months of her life, waiting to receive me. I pictured her face and imagined her smile… but her smile faded as one terrifying question lit up like flames within my mind’s eye:

Would mom still be proud of me?

This last question sank an uncomfortable stone in the pit of my stomach and tears to my eyes. Years of education, hundreds of tests, thousands of lectures, hours upon hours spent, sacrificed, toiled in raising me all for it to end in the muzzle flash of some crazed hillbilly’s rifle. I imagined her watching me now, furious at me for giving up so easily and the thought made me shudder. Between the two women who held sway over my existence, I began to fear Jolene the lesser as she would only murder me rather than judge my shortcomings the way my dead mother would.

My will teetered along a desire to survive and a yearning to escape survival through the sweet clasp of death as the truck ground to a halt and I knew that I would see Jolene soon enough again. I truly couldn’t decide whether I wanted to live or to die and so I resigned to leave such a momentous decision in the hands of Jolene. This, of course, felt as sensical as handing nuclear launch codes over to a chicken but, if you can’t trust an unhinged psychopath to make the most important decisions in your life, who can you trust?

Jolene nearly burst out from the cab and leapt over into the truck bed. She padded at me as she crouched over me saying “you okay, Frank?”

“uh… yeah…” I muttered back. She sighed in relief and wrapped arms around me.

“Were you worried?”

“I saw you crying back here.” She replied.

“Crying?” I said realizing that indeed my internal contemplations had brought more than tears to my eyes, I had been sobbing while so locked up in my own mind to even pay attention to what my body was doing as I howled along beneath stars and moon along the cool air of night.

She nodded and I felt her warm, soft hands padding along my arms and chest briefly as she panted “you’re okay. Not thinking about jumping, right? You’re just… sad?”

“Yeah.”

“Look, I know what’n I said but, really, I ain’t planning to kill you none tonight. If’n that what you are crying about back here. I liked kissing you and I want to do more like that.”

“No, I wasn’t crying about you killing me. That would be okay if you did.”

“Huh?”

I sighed. So much for my plan to not interfere with Jolene’s plans for me.

“I was thinking about my mom, and how maybe I’ll see her again after you kill me.” I said to her. I continued more softly, “it’s okay if you want to kill me. I’m ready to go.” This seemed to strike a chord in Jolene, and she sat on the side of the truck bed deep in thought for a long while. I felt the trails of hot tears dry to salty stains on my cheeks as she sat there with her head bowed in the moonlight.

“Of all the things that could go wrong.” She muttered at long last.

“You just broke rule three.” She said.

“You said there wasn’t a rule three.”

Jolen nodded and continued, “I don’t rightly know how to describe rule three, mind you, but you broke rule three with what you said here, understand?”

“I suppose I do.”

“Don’t be talking to me like this again.” She placed a hand on my shoulder and said, “I know someday you’ll see your ma. Someday I’ll see my pa. But… that ain’t tonight. That ain’t what tonight is about. I don’t even want to think about things like that tonight. Tonight, I want to find out what your body can do. I want to take everything you have to offer. That tongue of yours felt good in my mouth and I want to feel it in my other places as well. You talking like that making me feel dry as a desert down south.”

“Sorry.”

“I suppose I understand why ‘n such. My big mouth talking about how fun it will be to kill you got you all excited to leave this world and go on to the next. That ain’t gonna be for a while. I own your life and I don’t intend to waste it. Stop this talk about your dead ma and be thinking about living with me for some time now, ya hear? You ain’t so much good to me once’n your dead and I’m in no hurry to get you there. It ain’t like beautiful boys like you break down in my corn fields every day.”

“I understand.”

“Good. Now, you can be a good boy, right? I suppos’n I should change what I be saying to ya. If you give me trouble, I’ll… shoot you in the leg or something right painful. Mind you, I ain’t sending you off to see your ma. You be a good boy and you come quiet like, and I won’t shoot you none at all.”

“I’ll be… good.” I said, awkwardly.

“Smart boy. Come on in the house so I can have my way with you some more.” As she said this, she snapped out a large folding knife from her pocket and cut the bailing line from around my ankles and wrists though she left the zip ties intact. My muscles ached a bit as I stretched my legs back out. She reached a hand under my shoulder and helped me to my feet before leaping over the side of the truck to open the tailgate for me before scampering back up to help me across the truck bed to the end. I felt like an odd sort of VIP in her presence, simultaneously cherished and sacrificed, as I awkwardly hopped down from the truck back onto the ground next to her and she wrapped an arm gleefully through my own turning me about to see a lonely looking farmhouse rising up from the small grassy knoll about it surrounded by never-ending fields of corn on three sides. The only connection to the outside world seemed to be a taper-thin wire strung lazily from the last in a long series of wooden poles beneath which hung a sodium bulb safety lamp which cast a pinkish hue across the scene so dim that I couldn’t really describe the exact color of the house. Clearly, it had been built from a Sears catalog sometime in the 19th century, based on the heavy-framed porch and doors covered with peeling paint in places and a fresh coat in others. I kicked over gravel as I stumbled along beside her. As I reviewed the dark-paned windows of my new prison, I asked “Does anyone else live here with you?”

“Nah, I got the whole place to myself. Bought it for a song, too.”

“You’re… a homeowner?” I asked in surprise.

She flashed me a smile and snorted out, “it cost me less than that fancy degree cost you, but I didn’t bring you out here to impress you none.”

“Is it okay if I’m impressed anyhow?”

“I suppose. It ain’t much, but it’s home. I have been fixing it up, as’n you can see there with the fresh coat of paint on the soffits and such.” She pointed to a row of flowers in the front of the porch saying excitedly “and my daisies are pushing up nicely in the front garden here.” We ascended a creaky set of stairs which made her grunt in annoyance as she gestured at them saying “sorry about that, I’ve been planning to replace those for some time now. I swear I’ll have them fixed up right soon.”

Her eyes shot wide at these words from her lips before she scowled and looked away with a snort of disgust. I stared at her in confusion as she jerked me along towards the door. Grumpily, she pulled out a keyring bearing a pocketknife and a stuffed, fox. She scowled so darkly that I couldn’t help myself but to ask, “What’s wrong?”

She shook her head and said “I forgot you’re here just as my victim. You don’t care none about my paint and my flowers. Ain’t nobody cares none what my place looks like cause ain’t nobody ever gunna see it.”

“Well, I’m seeing it. It looks nice.”


“Seriously?” She asked, skeptically. 

“Yes. I probably won’t live long enough to see it again, but thanks for showing it to me nonetheless.”

This brought a small, sad smile to her face and she swung a hand at me. I winced expecting pain, but she just playfully punched my arm saying, “City boy, I ain’t gonna kill ya that quickly. You might’n see the outside again.”

“uh, thanks?” I replied.

I couldn’t help but stare at her smiling face as she chuckled. Her smile died down a little as she continued, “this is my first time bringing a boy to my place.” She sighed and continued, “proper woman would bring a suitor, not a victim, to her house. Beggars don’t be choosers, I suppose.”

Inside the door, the flick of a switch revealed an entry way opened into a dark-wood floored parlor with floral print wallpaper. It sat partially furnished with an antique, overstuffed sofa on one side and a cheap, Sauder desk on top of which sat a laptop on the other side. It felt as if someone had teleported a student dorm room into last century. She locked the door carefully behind us saying, “not like any cops or nosy folk to come out this way, but I can’t be having people barging in on me having my way with you.”

She led me through the sitting room and a formal dining room which did bear an antique China-cabinet replete with antiquated, pink-rimmed plates and cups clearly indicated for non-use along with a small, plastic folding table and single folding chair sitting on top of an impressive, carpeted rug as the other three which came in the set rested unneeded against a far wall. We passed through this room and came to a squat kitchen in the back where she flicked on some coarse, fluorescent bulbs overhead which glared against the white-and-black tiled chessboard styled floor.  An impressive, massive oak-wood table sat on the right-hand side and off to the left sat a squat, electric stove. The room bore a noticeable lack of proper cabinetry, but a few shelves pressed into service seemed to bear the brunt of holding stuff.

Jolene turned me around to face the oak table saying, “this is where I’m going to have you.”

“On your… kitchen table?”

“Well, tied down to it, but…yeah.”

I looked at her closely and she stammered, “hey, this my first time kidnapping someone. I ain’t no fifty-shades billionaire type. I ain’t got some fancy love dungeon to put you in.”

“No, no, it’s… fine. It’s…well… not my place to judge but aren’t you concerned…?”
 

“Concerned about what?”

“Well, you’re going to cook food on that table, right?”

“Yeah.” She said with a nod.

“After, my naked body has been on it.”

She snorted and replied, “I’ll wash it up good after I’m done having my way with you.”

She began unbuttoning my shirt as she continued, “Now, if’n you don’t mind keeping quiet, I’m going to enjoy this lucky prize I caught in my field. I dun waited long enough for it. Yapping with ya has been nice, for the most part, but I brought you here for a reason and it ain’t because I love you.”

A faint hint of blush crossed her face at these words followed by an irate crinkle of her nose as she continued unbuttoning me.

She got about halfway down my shirt, before I mustered the courage to say, “is there any chance I can make a request?”

She chuckled and reached down wrapping her hands cupped around my balls saying, “You know, I’m glad you asked, city boy. I wasn’t quite sure how to get started with this gvin’ I’s starting to feel sorry for ya. Make that request of yours, so I can punish your body for breaking rule one. That would be a great way to get the evening started off for me.”

“I suppose I shouldn’t.”

I felt pressure welling up in my balls as she squeezed harder saying “no, no… I want you to. All this jabbing with you and showing off my place and such has dun nearly ruined the mood for me. If’n you don’t speak up, I’ll just hurt you anyhow.”

“Before you get started raping and torturing me, can I use your bathroom.”


She blinked in thought, and I felt her fingers flummox between squeezing me and letting go as I continued, “I just don’t think I’ll be able to hold my bladder once you get started on me and I hate to think of peeing on the same table you would be cooking food on.” 

She pouted and blew out a sigh saying, “you dun threaded the needle on that one, city boy.” She let go of my balls and put a finger against my chest saying “I suppos’n I don’t relish the thought of you piss’n all over my kitchen table and floor either. You get yourself a pre-session potty break. I got to warn that big college brain of yours, though. I bet you dun thinking that you outsmarted me, though. Cause I know something you don’t.”

“What’s that?”

“My bathroom ain’t got no window.” She said with a snort of triumph.

I blinked at her in confusion and asked, “what’s that got to do with anything?”

She scowled and said “you was fixin to slip out my bathroom window. I didn’t fall off no turnip truck.”

“Why would I slip out your window? I don’t have anywhere to go.”

“Shut up.” She grumpily replied shoving down a hallway.

“tain’t no fun raping ya, if I feel sorry for your ass. Two minutes, city boy, and I am timing you. Don’t get no big ideas anyhow. Tain’t nothing in that bathroom what will help you escape.”

I wasn’t sure which hurt more, Jolene squeezing my nuts or the ocular abomination that constituted the Pepto-Bismol pink tile walls in that bathroom over which hung pale backrooms-esque yellow wallpaper. Not daring to stand up to pee, I sat awkwardly on an overstuffed vinyl covered toilet seat (seriously, who the fuck under the age of ninety has one of these). Twenty-five seconds later, I came back out of the bathroom feeling a bit refreshed and Jolene’s mouth fell open in shock.

“You dun got another minute and a half.”
 

“Yeah, but I’m finished.”

“Eager, huh?”

I stared at her flatly for a moment until her sinister sneer faded. She grumpily pushed me back towards the kitchen saying, “you’re bound and determined to ruin this for me, ain’t you, city boy.”

“I didn’t say anything at all.” I retorted.

“I think that ought to be for the best right now.”

I nodded mutely.

I stood quietly as her thin, trembling hands awkwardly unbuttoned my shirt opening it up to reveal my white-cotton undershirt. She silently blushed as she took hold of my belt and grunted slightly in exertion while unbuckling it. She stepped in close, very close to me and looked into my face with an insidious smile as I felt the grit and tremble in my pants of her fingers pinching my zipper and dragging it downward opening up my crotch to her. Outside the small, penetrated boundary of personal space that we shared, a ponderous silence hung over the kitchen.

“You seriously ain’t gonna say nothing?” She asked quietly with a look of concern, replacing her sanguine smile so fast that I suspected the brazen aggressiveness of her approach had been more act than true desire. I shook my head mutely.

“Why?”

I shrugged and she rolled her eyes saying, “you can talk.”

“You told me not to.”

She started with, “yeah… but…”

She trailed off before looking down saying “you can talk. Or maybe I should turn on some music. I don’t much like the silence. It gets me to thinkin’ and thinkin’ gives me chicken skin.”

“Think?”

“Thinkin cop bustin’ down my door any second. Thinkin I shouldn’t be doing this. Thinking I should drop you off at the nearest rest stop and pray you don’t tell the cops nuthin’” she let the words fly from her mouth in a torrent.

She wrapped a small hand around my bound wrists saying “but that’s coward fool talk. I got this far. No going back now. I ain’t gonna waste this opportunity.”

I felt her fingers descend and find the last button on my pants unlatching it as she asked, “first time you got a girl taking off your pants, right?”

“Yeah.”

“My first time seeing a boy’s cock in person, save for a long time ago as a child, but that don’t count none.” She muttered back. She shimmied her chest as she jerked my open pants over my buttocks and let the collapse into a heap on the ground. She took hold of my arms saying, “come on then, step out of your pants and shoes.”

I did as she instructed and she swept my lower clothes away with her foot leaving me standing there in my socks and underwear while wearing my open shirt, undershirt, and of course a pair of zip ties around my wrists as my only clothing. Far from sexy, I felt like some surreal combination of ‘comfortably slobish’ and abducted.

“Let’s see what I stole here.” She said with a soft, breathy whisper as she hooked her thumbs underneath my waistband and wrenched my underwear down. Between the potty break and the ball squeezing, my cock had shrunk back some from what had been its penultimate size. Still, I had enough excitement down there for it to spring out slightly as soon as my underwear swung away. I felt her warm hand wrap around my shaft as she said, “there we go.” I felt the flaps of her open jacket flutter slightly against the bare flesh of my thighs as she worked her fingers down along my cock and cupped my balls bringing a gasp of fear to my mouth.

“Shhh…” she shushed at me as I felt her fingers delicately massage my balls for a short while before she slid them back up my shaft thoughtfully massaging my cock sending delicious sensations through my body. She pursed her lips thoughtfully saying, “I got to cut you loose to get your shirt off.” She slid her hand back down and cupped my balls once more saying, “I’m gonna keep a hold of these, understand? No funny business from you.”

I nodded.

She reached into her back pocket and snapped out her knife. In the kitchen, I could see it better than before and recognized it as an old-fashioned looking ebony-handled pocket-knife. She brought it into the space between us and uncomfortably close to my vulnerable body. I followed her eyes as they trailed across the glittering blade and then up into my own.

“Hands over here.” She said quietly.

I held up my hands and she slid the blade in between my wrists. I held perfectly still as I felt her leverage the back of the handle against the side of my palm and snap up and outward against the strap all the while holding grasp on my balls with her other hand. As my hands came free, she cocked the hand holding the knife back and held it aimed and ready to stab at me. We stood like that, myself free and technically able to move, her holding mt balls and looking ready to stab me as we looked at each other for a while.

A small smile crossed her face as she said, “I half expected you to try cold cocking me ‘n making a run for it.” She breathed out a trembling breath as she continued, “go ahead and tak’n yer shirts off the rest of the way.”

Something of that sinister sneer returned playfully to her lips as she continued saying, “get naked for me like a good boy.”

Not wanting to risk reprisal to either my life or balls by moving too fast, I slowly slid my shirt off over my arms and then lifted my undershirt up and over my head constantly feeling her firm but not painful grasp on my balls the entire time. My cock occasionally bounced against her forearm from my movements, and it seemed odd to me that this did not bother her any. I don’t know why I expected it too. In some strange way, I always expected women to be disgusted and terrified of men’s cocks, but clearly, I should put away any preconceived notions while dealing with a lunatic bent on raping me.

I stood there holding my undershirt as she continued holding my balls and she cocked her head off to the side saying, “toss it over there.”

I did as instructed casting the shirt aside and feeling the prickles of cold air of her kitchen play along my bare skin. I didn’t feel sure as to what to quite do with my arms and hands, so I ended up kind of holding my hands up on either side of me about my chest same as if she had been holding me at gunpoint. She tipped her head to the side, and I felt her hungry, desirous eyes trailing along my body.

“I don’t think I told you this before, city boy, but after you ran, I collected all that stuff of yours from that cheap little foreign rig you dun broke down in. I got it all up in the back cab end of my truck. I brought back all your luggage, your clothes, your toothbrush… everything.” She said this with an oddly sinister tone although, honestly, I appreciated the fact that she had collected my stuff. She lowered the knife and stepped in close to me still holding onto my balls as she continued, “that’s how long I plan to keep you alive for… months, maybe years.”

“Okay.”

“You see the problem, though, right?”

I shook my head.

She gave me a wry smile and said, “get up on my table. You may not be able to see my problem, but I’ll fix it nonetheless.”

She transitioned from cupping my balls to pushing them gently with the flat of her palm all the while keeping the knife out and ready as I stepped backwards until I felt the old, oak-wood surface, worn smooth with time, touch against my bare buttocks. I put my hands behind me and clambered backwards up onto her kitchen table still cringing internally about how I was rubbing my ass on surfaces we may be eating on in the future.

“Good, now spread out, city boy. Make your body like an ‘X.’”

I lifted my hands up to where the corners of the table were. As the table was not overly long, my knees bent over the edge hanging down and my feet dangled such that I couldn’t quite properly make them into an ‘X.’

“Good boy, now stay put.” She instructed and I lay still staring at the ceiling, marveling at the surprisingly bright candelabra which hung over me and busying my brain to keep it from worrying by tracing my eyes across the metal pipes, blue and white painted core, incandescent bulbs which dangled from a short length of chain immediately above me. I heard her rummaging around in one of the kitchen drawers and cussing in her southern accent as I lay there waiting for her. I suppose if I had been of a stronger constitution, more determined in my existence, and of a more powerful will, I would have been terrified and humiliated. Such as it was, having given up on managing any kind of life of my own and succumbing to whatever Jolene wanted to mold my life into for the fulfillment of her degenerate desires as I sat there by the road waiting for her, made lying there easier. It took great effort, but I managed to avoid craning my neck to see what she was looking for and it took even greater effort to avoid imagining what terrible things she might do to me. By the time she got back, I was playfully swinging my feet back and forth under the table looking passively at the lamp overhead.

“I’ll never understand you foreigners.” She muttered. I felt her hand wrap around my left wrist followed by several bands of cotton cord which she then pulled taught and fastened tight around to the leg under the table. She did the same to my right and I did not even bother to watch as she tied me up thus. I stopped swinging my legs when she got to them, and she licked her lips staring at my crotch as she pulled my legs open wide tying across both ankles and knees to fasten them open across the end of the table such that my cock and balls flopped openly in front of her under my nudity.

“Not quite as long as the cocks I see in the pornos.” She muttered as she took a seat next to me and wrapped her hand around my shaft. I turned my head to look at her and she continued playfully stroking my head and marveling at how my cock reacted to her touch. It felt incredible, if not a little humiliating, to be played with and outright desired by a girl. “Weird… you doing that?”

I shook my head.

“it dun bounces like that all on its own?”

“Well, I can kind of move it.” I answered.

“Show me.” She let go and I flexed what muscles I had down there to manage shifting my cock upwards for a few seconds before letting it flop back down to hang over my belly. She cocked her head to the side and smiled. I felt her fingers touch the very tip of my head and her thumb press into the base of my crotch for a second before she pulled her hand away and lined it up against her own crotch seemingly confirming how deep it could penetrate inside her. “Seems long enough for me.”

She sighed and said, “we got a problem I got to fix though, Frank. I got to fix you, that is. I’m itching to pop my pants here and have a nice, comfortable seat on top of this cock of yours and have my way with you, but there’s a problem with that.”

I felt her fingers slide down along my cock and then cup around my balls which rested trustingly in her fingers. She continued “your seed, Frank. If I sit on you, you’ll fill all my squishy little inside places with your seed and, eventually, just a matter of time really, one of your little seeds will find my eggs.” She rubbed her smooth, bare belly as she continued “imagine that, Frank. You fillin’ my warm body up with your seed, making my sweet little belly swell up with your baby. Listening to me cry and scream as I give birth to the new life your manly powers willed into existence through me. Does that sound good to you?”
 

“You’re ready to be a mother?” I asked, suspiciously.

She shook her head and snorted saying, “No. And definitely not mother for some weak, foreign baby like what you would produce.”

“So, you plan to use condoms or birth control then, right?”

“If’n I planned to take you and kill you tonight, I would probably entertain the idea of a few condoms. But I don’t wanna use condoms. I wanna spend these months and years of your life riding your cock raw. I wanna feel the squiggly little veins along the side of it caressing the inside of my body. I wanna grind my sensitive little clit against you until I scream and moan like the girls in those porno films.”

“So… what are you going to do?”

“For centuries menfolk be making reproductive decisions for womenfolk, so now it’s your turn. Tonight, a woman is going to make the reproductive decision for you. It’s appropriate since your body belongs to me and I plan to use it for my own sexual pleasure. I’m going to fix you right up so you can’t have babies, Frank…”

She leaned in close and whispered “…ever.”

I shuddered for a moment. She waited a moment to let me process what she had just said. I breathed out a sigh and nodded.

She blinked in surprise “You’re… okay with that?”

“I never planned to have kids anyhow.”


“Really?” 

She thought about this for a while then gave a sad smile as she said, “I suppose some men were born to be bulls and some were born to be steers. You’re clearly born to be a steer. Weak, passive, good for meat and not much else, not that I plan to eat you any because…” She shuddered and shook her head continuing “anyhow… strong bulls breed strong cows and have bloodlines that go on for generations. Weak steers don’t. You don’t deserve to have these balls full of genetically inferior seed on you. I’m going to end your bloodline here tonight right on this very table.”

“Okay.” I replied quietly.

She smirked and said, “okay. You dun wait here all weird and calm-like then. I’ll jus’n run fetch my castration equipment.”

She returned with a shiny, long-handled tool that looked like an oversized pair of pliers but with a wide, curved pincers part constructed to two semi-circular clamps that met on the outer edge to make a full circle. She jerked the blades open and held them up for me to see as my eyes went wide as I shouted out, “what the fuck is that!?”

“Castration equipment… obviously.”

“That’s not fucking castration equipment, that’s a god-damn pair of pliers!”

“This here’s a burdizzo. What did you dun expect?”

“I don’t know, like lidocaine, a scalpel, maybe to be put under… I mean, fuck, that’s what they do for dogs when they neuter them, right?”

“I keep tellin’ ya, first time doing this. I don’t have a bunch of fancy medical equipment.”

“But you have a burdizzo?”
 

“Well, a girl’s gotta turn cow to steer somehow, ain’t she?”

“You’ve done this before?”
 

“Lots of times on ‘em cows. Don’t worry, I’m really good at it. My uncle dun said I’m faster than the country vet. Here, I’ll walk you through it.” She held up the burdizzo and slid a finger around in the curved interior of the clamp jaw saying, “this part here is where yer nuts sit all nice and cozy-like inside the steel jaw.” She clamped it shut and ran her finger along the top of the jaws where they met saying “this part here cuts all those important little cords inside soft little sack you got there so your nuts ain’t get no blood to them.”

She grabbed up my balls in her hand saying, “first I clamp one side and then I clamp the other. Over a few days and weeks, they dun shrivel up and you won’t have them no more.” She let go of my balls and wrapped her fingers around my cock saying “it ain’t gonna hurt your cock none, though. Don’t worry your pretty little head about that. I look forward to riding your cock once you can’t knock me up no more. I got some of the hormones we dun give cows. I reckon I can keep just enough T-juice in your blood so you can get it up for me, but not too much to make you all hot and angry-like.”

My head swam in fear as she spoke, and my eyes remain locked on the burdizzo. “Tain’t no blood to the process. You won’t even lose one drop.”

“So, it doesn’t hurt?” I asked gritting my teeth.

“Oh, no, no no…” Jolene said with a chuckle.

I relaxed.

“It hurts like fucking hell!” She continued.

I panicked.

Eyes wide and struggling against the ropes I pulled and jerked as hard as I could to no avail. She watched me thrash against the ropes for a second as she sighed saying, “college boy, I ain’t asking you what I can do. I’m telling you what’s going to happen to you.” My body shivered as I looked up into her beautiful and terrifying face. She sat on the table next to me and waited for the gravity of what was occurring to wash over me. Something about her presence calmed me in a way that felt nonsensical given that she was the very one who was also going to hurt me. She lay a warm hand on my chest and said, “that heart of yours is pounding a mile a minute, ain’t it?”

“Do you blame me?”

She shook her head.

“Can I make a request?”

“Mind you the three rules.” She said, sternly. She looked down her nose at me like a mother looking down at an errant child in expectation of them to fuck up.

I whispered to her, as if telling a secret, “that’s the problem. I don’t think I’ll be able to obey rule one during this.”

“I understand. It would be hard for anyone, especially a weak city-boy, to handle that much pain.”

“Would you…”  I shuddered unable to believe that I was having this conversation, but I continued “put something in my mouth so I don’t break rule one?”

She looked around the room and returned her gaze to me.

“How about I put my panties in your mouth?” she asked with her smile broadening.

“Huh?”

We stared at each other for a bit. Her excitement seemed to die down a bit in her face and she leaned back and stood up. She set the burdizzo down on the table next to my right leg and tussled her hair a bit before reaching into her back pocket. I winced not sure if she planned to draw out her blade she stored back there and use it to punish me, but she did not. Instead, she pulled out a hair-tie and briefly clamped it between her lips as she smoothed her flowing, dark hair back into place and wrapped the tie around it forming a ponytail. This accomplished she said, “I dun brought you here for sex, didn’t I?”

“Well, yeah…” I started.

“Doesn’t that excite you at least a little bit?”

“You just told me that you’re going to clamp my nuts off.”

She waved a dismissive hand at my manhood saying, “don’t worry your pretty head none about those little nuts of yours. I’ll take care of those nuts, when the time comes. I’ll handle them fine enough, okay? You don’t even have to think about them.” She put her hands on her voluptuous hips and continued “I also dun told you that I’m fixing to put my panties in your mouth. I mean fresh panties hot, warm, and straight from my body.”

“O-o-o-kay?” I said in a drawn-out confused voice.

She gestured saying “which means…”

I shook my head, and she rolled her eyes continuing, “…that I won’t be wearing any.”

“Yeah… I gathered that much.”

“And you’re not excited about that?”

“But my nuts…”

“enough with your nuts. Stop thinking about those stupid little things, when you dun got all of this in front of you” She snorted back, waving a hand over her body. I gave her a quizzical look and a pained expression came over her face as she continued, “I’m not… ugly… am I?”

“What makes you think you’re ugly?”

“Well, just, I don’t know. Back in the day men dun used to go to war over women, panted over women, moved mountains for women, they would claw through glass get a woman, whistle at her, flirt with her, grab her butt, and now…” She sighed and said, “the only way I could get a man was steal one and even he could care less about me.”

She looked down sadly.

“This may be a lot for you to wrap your warped mind around. But try to understand, I’m a bit preoccupied by the horrible things you’re going to do to me to think about you sexually.” 

“I can… also… do good things to ya.” She said, slowly. She gestured towards herself saying, “I know I’m your kidnapper, but I am also a woman.”

She stepped in close and leaned over me and whispered, “would you like me to do good things to you?”

I gritted my teeth and held my silence fearing her words to be a trap. She seemed to sense my reticence and said “just tell me the truth.”

“If I say, ‘yes’ will you hurt me?”

“Of course not. Why?”

“Because women hurt men when they feel sexually attracted to them.”

“Frank, I ain’t one of them godless feminist bitches like you had back in that foreign city you came from.” She nodded towards my manhood saying, “would you like me to do something nice to you… you know… before I clamp you?”

I nodded.

“Okay, we got a start. What would you like?”

“You’re…seriously asking me?”

“Yeah. Anything you want…” She stood back up and stuck out a warning finger continuing “Other than stuff that could get me knocked up… I’ll let you have it tonight.”

My mouth felt dry as my heart pounded in my chest and emotions swirled through my mind. She gave a wave continuing “think of it as my way of makin’ up to you for all the pain you’ll have to go through later.”

“Would you… kiss me again.”

A relieved smile spread across her face as she replied “absolutely, my pretty boy.” She leaned down over me, and I felt her warm, bare belly press against my own and her soft chest rest upon me as she kissed my lips sweetly. She ran a smooth, soft hand up and down along my waist and thighs tantalizingly close to my manhood. She broke the kiss with a gasp and asked, “anything else you want?”

Feeling embolden, I spoke “would you....”

“Yeah?”

“take your top off.” I said with a breathy blend of fear and anticipation.

“Oh, god, city boy, I dun thought you would never ask.”

She leaned up and I watched her slide out from her over jacket and then peel out from her shirt. She kept her eyes on me the entire time and I tried to keep looking at her face, but my eyes kept flickering down to her chest as she withdrew the shirt revealing smooth, pale chest encased in a white cotton bra. I started to turn away as she unclasped her bra, but she said, “go ahead and look, city boy.”

As her bra fell away her smooth, warm breasts swung softly forward. She had tight, pink areolas around sweet little nipples. She said to me, “you’re dun gonna see my breasts plenty for the rest of your life. You might as well as get used to it now.”

She looked down across her chest and back up at me saying “do you like them?”

“they’re beautiful.” I spoke, truthfully.

She smiled at this. It wasn’t the coy, capricious, or sanguine smile. Rather it was a genuine smile of happiness. She spun about in a happy dance saying, “I always dreamed of a boy saying he thinks my breasts are beautiful.” She turned back around to me asking “do you want to feel ‘em?”

“Uhh…” I stammered looking up at my tied hands.

“Oh, no, I ain’t untying you none. Here, how about this.” She said as she knelt in close and pressed her breasts against my chest. She slid her body up and down and I felt her warm, soft nipples sweetly glide over the fine hairs on my chest. She giggled lightly saying, “your furry chest tickles.” She looked into my face and her eyes lit up as she said “sometimes in the porno shows a man sucks a girl’s nipples and it dun looks like it feels good. Would you… suckle on me a bit… I’m awful curious as to what that feels like?”

“Of course.” I said. She moved her body to get it better into position and darkness covered my vision as her breasts blotted out the light overhead briefly. I felt the warmth of her incredibly soft, almost fluid breast compress gently against my cheek. It felt incredible and I discovered, if I held still, I could even feel the pulse of her heartbeat through her breast. I felt the delicate little nub of her nipple caress against my cheek as she turned further towards me and I turned opening my mouth to greet it as she said warningly, “just don’t go biting me none, city boy.”

Warm soft flesh filled between my teeth, and, in truth, it felt quite difficult to not bite the ripe little nipple in my mouth. Not because I wanted to hurt her in so simple and menial a fashion, but simply because I had been clenching my jaw so tight it felt hard to keep from letting it compress back down. I forced myself to fold my lips over my teeth to protect her and some small, boyish part of me felt exhilarated not only at the chance to see a woman’s breasts in person but to even feel them and suckle on them. I licked my tongue across her nipple and suckled on it somewhat awkwardly. Visually, I couldn’t see much save for a bit of the curve of her elegant neck and the little divot of the collar bone of her shoulder. Whatever I was doing, it must have been working because Jolene gasped and shuddered grabbing a hand around behind my head to clutch me closer to her breast as she whimpered a bit before gasping out, “oh my god, city boy… that feels incredible.” She panted and shuddered for a second saying “oh, yeah, keep doing that city boy…it feels…” she trailed off in a moan before continuing “like you shootin’ electricity through my chest… like you inside my chest… in a good way.” I continued suckling at her nipple feeling my cock stiffen once more in the face of such abject sexuality before she

She pulled her chest away from me and looked in my face with an expression of delight as she said, “city boy, that felt incredible.” She panted and knelt her head down touching her forehead to mine saying “I’m glad I kidnapped you. I know we got to do some unpleasantness tonight, but the rest of it will be more like this, ya hear. This ain’t to none too bad for you, right?”

“No. not bad.” I muttered weakly feeling my face flush and my cock throbbing in excitement.

Jolene smiled and said “Imagine havin’ a boy to suck my tits anytime I want. Okay, I want to know what it feels like on my right side.”

She shifted her body positioning her other breast in front of my face looking down as she carefully lowered her tit into my mouth saying, “You keep doing this and my panties might be wet with my woman juices by the time you get to tastin’ ‘em.” She craned her head to watch me carefully this time as she adjusted her breast into my mouth with her hand. She sucked in her lower lip as I sucked in her nipple and began caressing it same as the other one. This time, it didn’t have quite the same effect. I suckled away feeling her nipple in my mouth, but she just stood there for a bit before muttering “I can feel you sucking but it’s not quite as sensitive as my left one, I suppose.” She pulled her chest back from me and clambered up on the table straddling her long, powerful legs over my midsection letting my cock just briefly brush against the back of her buttocks in her jeans. She carefully arranged her ponytail onto her right-hand side of her head and leaned over me leaning her head back saying, “kiss my neck city boy.” I did as she suggested placing small kisses along the delicate curve of her neck feeling her hot, smooth flesh press against my own. She moaned lightly saying breathily, “you can kiss me deeper than that. Go ahead and put your mouth on my throat. Just don’t bite me…” She giggled a little and whispered “…too hard, that is.”

I clamped my mouth over her neck tasting her smooth, soft skin with my tongue as I ran it across the surface. She groaned and I felt her breasts compress against my chest as her entire body seemed to relax submissively against my own. “Oh, god, city boy… maybe someday, if’n I can trust you enough. I’ll just lay my body down and let you kiss all over my body.”

I felt her smooth skin caress past my lips as she raised herself up a bit and moved for me to continue kissing my way down across the center of her chest planting little kisses across every delicate inch of her skin. “Imagine that me laying back letting you take me with your kisses…” She shuddered as she whispered almost to herself “…I could be your little good girl.”

She continued to move, and I continued to kiss down between her breasts, across her smooth little belly, pausing lightly at her cute, little inny bellybutton to plant a sweet kiss there and down across her lower belly until my chin rested on her belt buckle and I kissed the smooth, warm flesh of her belly just above her crotch. She trembled and whispered “oh, city boy, I got one more place that I can’t wait for you to kiss.”

She stood over me and I saw her leather, country boots rising up to meet pillars of legs of the woman who owned me. Like a high school boy who had finally convinced the girl in algebra class to come upstairs with him, she quickly stood up and started jerking at her pants frantically pulling them off with southern curses and country expletives. In short order, she had slid the denim over her rounded buttocks and pulled her boots and socks off along with them leaving her standing over me in nothing but a pair of white panties. She flexed her toes letting me watch them wiggle on the table next to either side of my head for a second as she looked down at me with a smile. She slid her thin fingers into the hem of her panties and watched me intently as she slid them down her legs revealing a dark tuft of curly pubic hair within. She continued sliding her panties down her legs bending over slowly as she did so smiling into my eyes as she began to giggle lightly.

“Part of me had almost given up on ever getting a chance for this.” She said softly before she shifted awkwardly from one foot to the other pulling her panties over them in turn. She spun the panties around with her fingers curling them up into a thick coil of cloth, thickest at the middle where the crotch of the panties had been. She then knelt over me, placing her knees right up against the undersides of my arms, which were still tied upward across the table across the table. She alighted softly on my chest letting me get my first feeling of a girl’s bare buttocks and soft, curly pubic hair brushing against my skin.

She reached her hand down to her crotch and I watched as she pressed her fingers into the tuft of pubic hair spreading it open to reveal a pair of pale lips and something squiggly and pink underneath. “I want to experience something I’ve only dreamed of.” She slid her body forward holding her pussy open for me as she whispered, “kiss my womanhood.”

I’m not going to lie.

It tasted absolutely fucking disgusting.

No, seriously, whatever fucktard started spreading bullshit that a woman tastes ‘sweet’ must have been high or something. I tried not to think about what I was doing or what excrement came out from the body parts my tongue lapped dangerously close to, or on top of, as she smothered over my face with her vagina. Flavor could best be described as something between rotten fruit and the smell of fresh meat at the butcher’s market. Scraggly, little curly hairs prickled and tickled at my nose and cheeks and constantly tucked disgustingly into the corners of my mouth as I kissed and licked at her vagina. I seemed to reside in a cave of darkness as her thighs warmly pressed in on either side of my head and her body towered over me. The rest of my body felt cold and forsaken as my head felt like it had been plunged into hot, fleshy sex. I had long since heard jokes about men not finding the clit, but I must have chanced across it because, after a few seconds of licking, she moaned loudly and pitched forward as her entire body shivered. She whimpered and her legs shook violently on either side of my head as she moaned out “oh, god, that’s incredible… please… don’t stop. Just keep doing exactly what you are doing.”

I followed her instructions and continued pulsing my head back and forth licking across her vagina doing my best to ignore the taste and smell.

“Oh god, Frank. I swear…I’ll take care you the rest of your life… just don’t… don’t…stop.”

She gasped and shuddered before shrieking out loudly into the empty kitchen in an animalistic roar as her body shuddered so violently that I couldn’t even reach her anymore for a moment before she plunged her pussy back up next to my mouth and I felt liquid, I couldn’t tell if it was my own spit or something from within her, drizzling down my chin and across my neck as she barked out a final scream which descended into a breathless moan. She panted for a few more seconds before collapsing in exhaustion. She rolled over, so that her waist lay across my arm and her body curled awkwardly across the table over my head and her legs sprawled down across the length of my body. I felt her fingers thread their way into my hair and she compressed and released absentmindedly as she massaged the top of my head while her left leg occasionally spasmed seemingly in an aftershock of pleasure and her breath sputtered out in coarse pants.

“oh god, Frank. You did oh so fucking good. That felt so fucking incredible.”  She hugged my head against her thigh for a while as the aftershocks died down within her. She wiggled her body and slid down so that she lay alongside me resting her head on my arm and looking into my face as she wrapped her arm across my midsection. She placed a warm hand across my face, cupping her fingers around my cheek supportively as she continued, “I so badly wanted to feel your cock stretch me out from the inside that I almost slid back onto you. I dun fantasized that you were having your way with me… you know… instead of the other way around.”

She panted and continued “I never felt nuthin so incredible as what you dun did to me…” She swallowed hard as she continued, “I did dun promised to do somethin’ nice to you, didn’t I? I asked what you would like and then you did that wonderful thing for me.” She sighed sadly and her arm descended as she wrapped fingers around my cock saying, “what would you like? Anything you want, other than being in my pussy, it’s yours. I mean…” She looked into my eyes and spoke seriously, “It may be a while after I clamp you before we can fuck again. I don’t want you thinking of nothing but pain when you look at me. Let me give you some happy memory to hold onto ‘fore I clamp you.”

“Would you… suck my cock?” I asked breathlessly.

“’Bout damn time you asked. Been wanting to get that tasty morsel ‘tween my lips all evening.” She replied before giving me a kiss. As soon as she came up from the kiss her nose wrinkled and she stuck her tongue out a few times in disgust muttering, “ugg…so that’s what I taste like.” She giggled and said, “ahh… you don’t seem to mind my flavor none.” She took her panties from the table next to me and said to me “open wide.” I opened my mouth, and she threaded the panties in between my teeth then tipped my head forward and wrapped them around the back of my neck tying them into place as she said, “let you have some more of it while I take’n care of ya. first I’m gonna to do something really nice to you, then I’m gonna to have to do something really painful. But don’t let that ruin the nice part for ya’ll.”

She let my head back down and slid her body down across the table looking up at me saying, “is it true your boy sperm tastes salty?”

“Mmhpbmb” came my elegant reply muffled by her panties.

“Shhh… it’s okay, city boy. I’m gonna find out for myself soon enough.” She grabbed the burdizzo off the table beside me and set it down between my legs. She crouched at the end of the table, as both woman and castration tool, ready to have her way with my bare, vulnerable manhood.

“You did such a good job on me, city boy. I’ll let you empty these balls of yours ‘fore I take them away from you.” I craned my head to see her lower her head down onto my cock. All I could see from my angle was the dark hair of the top of her head and her bare shoulders as I felt something deliciously smooth, wet, and warm envelope the head of my cock. I flopped my head back as my neck hurt from trying to watch and I stared up into the candelabra as she continued suckling deliciously away at my cock for a moment before she let go and I felt a small pressure against the bottom of my cock like that of two lips placing a kiss. “It’s okay, city boy. Just relax and let me take you. I won’t clamp you none until you’ve finished. Would you like me to drink the last of ya’lls sperm down the back of my sweet little throat? Would you like me to swallow your little swimmers down into my warm, soft belly?”

“MmHmm” I whimpered with a nod of my head.

“Yeah, I like do that too. If’n I suck a boy, I’m gonna suck him right. I ought to swallow your semen down. For the rest of your life, you’ll know that, before yer balls were taken from ya, you did put your DNA inside a woman. You dun had at least one success as a man…you dun got your genes inside a girl.” I felt warmth and pleasure against the bottom of my cock as she licked her tongue sweetly across my manhood before continuing “…and I’ll be that woman.” She kissed my cock again before whispering, “that’ll be something we always have shared ‘tween one another.”

She returned to suckling on my cock in earnest spreading delicious pleasure through my body as she went. I felt her lithe fingers wrap around the shaft while her other hand cupped my balls, for as long as I would have them, in the palm of her hand holding them tender and warm as she plunged her mouth deep letting my cock explore the hot, wet interior of her mouth as she bobbed back and forth. In my excited state, it didn’t take her long before my body gave way and an explosion of delicious pleasure swept over me. I heard her whimper in surprise and gag lightly as my cock, seemingly far away from me in a distant galaxy of pleasure, began pulsing my cum into her mouth. True to her word, she bravely remained, holding firmly onto my balls and keeping my cock warm and deliciously pleasured within her mouth as I squirted my load into the back of her throat. As I finished, she finally broke from suckling to gasp for air.

“Oh, city boy… that dun made me feel all wet downstairs all over again.” I felt her lift my cock and cradle my balls as she kissed them each in turn sweetly saying, “goodbye city boy’s balls. I had fun with you whil’n you lasted.”

She rose to her feet, and I looked down to see her pale, naked, beautiful body rise before me. She wiped her thumb across her voluptuous lips and licked the last few drops of cum off of it saying, “it’s true… you boys do taste salty.” She then took up the burdizzo and I felt her hand warm against my balls as I shuddered in post-nut clarity while feeling her adjust my manhood to fit her liking. “Mmm… they pulled in nice and tight when you were cumming in my mouth, but now I can feel you loosening your balls up to give ‘em to me.” She began massaging them with her hand as she continued “oh, they’re just sliding out now. They are coming out to me so I can harvest ‘em. I suppose this means you know deep down inside, ev’n if you afraid to say it, you know these shouldn’t be used none for makin’ babies. That’s why you’re relaxing your sack here to give ‘em over to me. Don’t worry, Frank. I’ll take care of ending them for you.”

Cold steel enveloped my manhood as my breath caught in my throat. I looked down to see Jolene naked and delicious standing there between my legs leveraging her burdizzo clamp over my manhood carefully lining up her shot. “I’m gonna kill your left one for ya first. Take a deep breath, I’ll count you down to three.”

“One

two

three.”

Agony beyond my wildest imagination shot up through my crotch. I nearly blacked out from the pain as the world spun around me and my body convulsed against the cords which bound me, and I screamed into the panties gagged through my mouth.

“Perfect, nice-clean clamp. One more big guy. Just hold still, you’re doing great.” She said as she slid the burdizzo out. I could only vaguely feel ice-cold steel envelop my right testicle over the excruciating pain of my left one beyond which a strange, hollow, itchy sensation seemed to already be developing.

“One

Two…”

By this point, I would have definitely broken rule one. I shook my head violently and screamed into her panties pleading wordlessly for her to not hurt me again.

“three!”

My head arched up and vomit filled the back of my throat briefly before I choked it back down. Tears streamed from both my eyes as my body flooded with shock and I collapsed back against the table on which I had been bound. I felt her gently pull the burdizzo away from me. She stepped up next to me and sat her sweet, naked buttocks down on the table next to me. She leaned over me and said “the worst is over, Frank. Keep breathing for me, okay?”

My breath came shallow and hard as the pain wreaked havoc through my body in ways I could never imagine. My world dimmed and darkness began to swallow me. In that darkness, I felt a warmth and a presence as I sensed something delicate, soft and inviting press against my chest. My eyes fluttered open to see Jolene staring down into my face intently as she said, “I’m here with you.” She spoke intimately as she continued “it’s over. You’re safe now. I ain’t gonna hurt you anymore. You belong to me fully now.”

I felt my heart rate start to drop as I found comfort in focusing on her. I breathed hard against her panties in my mouth as she watched me for a while. She reached up and I felt her fingers against my cheek as she caressed me sweetly saying, “I’m gonna take care of you, and you’ll be mine…for the rest of your life.”

Something about that thought comforted me. It dawned on me, in that moment, that no one ever said something like that and meant it to me before. It had always been ‘I’ll help you now, but someday you’ll be on your own and no one will be there for you’ or ‘I like you but have my own stuff to deal with.’

No one ever… claimed me… as theirs… not until I had been kidnapped, raped, and castrated.

Something about it felt strangely beautiful. I muttered something into her panties and Jolene said, “let’s get these things off’n ya.” I let her reach behind my head and untie them releasing my mouth. After she did this, I kissed her, deeply and lovingly. I felt her chest sink in languid relief as she moaned into my kiss. After we broke the kiss, she rested her head against my shoulder with a sigh.

“you were right, that did hurt like hell.” I whispered.

I felt her head shake as she nodded saying, “you might still feel the ache of your dying manhood well up inside you from time-to-time, but the worst is over now. You ain’t gonna suffer anymore. You my property now...” She ran a caressing hand along my arm as she continued, “…and I take care of what I own.”

So, here I am today. It’s been about two months since my abduction. Save for my permanently empty sack and a small bandage over my injection of hormones she gave me earlier this week, I’m feeling pretty healthy. I’m clacking away at the keyboard on my kidnapper’s laptop in her living room while she’s out working the corn harvest. You might be wondering why I don’t contact the police and secure my rescue. The reason is quite simple, really.

I don’t want to.

Out there, as a free man, I’m a penniless debtor with no hope of digging myself out from the pre-built grave which surrounded me from birth. I know that, someday, she’ll end my life. Until then, this really isn’t that bad of a gig. Just imagine, as a kidnapping victim, I had sex three times last night with the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever laid eyes on, followed by bacon and eggs for breakfast this morning. There’s no way I could have afforded such amazing treatment as a free man. I’m getting better at the cooking and cleaning up the place as well as keeping busy painting up the bits of the outside she hadn’t gotten around too yet. Most days, if I’m not going out, I don’t even bother to put on clothes. She’s just going to rip them off me anyway and without them I seem all the better at enticing her. You know, I’m starting to get the hang of this ‘farmer’s wife’ sort of thing.

Oh, that reminds me…

She’s in a nearby field today and will be coming home in another hour for me to serve her lunch.

Oh, I love serving her those lunch breaks.

My heart flutters as I watch her eat the sandwich I made for her. My cock grows harder with her every bite, because I know that once she’s finished eating the sandwich as her meal, she’s going to devour my body as her dessert.

So, if any of you are still planning to rescue me, please don’t rescue me before lunch.

I don’t want to miss being her dessert.
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